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  INTRODUCTION


  WHEN I WAS ABOUT four years old, I remember having a very vivid recurring dream. I would be standing by my bedroom door watching three huge figures staring intently at me as I lay sleeping in my bed. The figures were horrible. They had no faces, but wore Second World War gas masks and Nazi uniforms. One wore an army cap, one a helmet and the other an airman’s leather hat. They all carried machine guns, held as if ready to fire.


  I would wake up and stare at the place that they had stood, hoping to get a better look at them. The dream never frightened me, but made me curious about these figures. The dream stopped when I was about five years old, and I didn’t think about it for a long time.


  One evening in the late 1980s I was watching a video called ‘The American Werewolf in London’. As I watched, I was suddenly overcome with shock. The three beings from my childhood dream stood there on the screen in front of me. Every detail was exactly the same as I had dreamed. When I told the people with me that I’d dreamed of this as a child, they just laughed and said that I must have been watching a trailer of the film before I went to bed.


  Obviously, their logical minds couldn’t cope with the concept of a precognitive dream. They had to come up with a plausible explanation that they could all easily understand.


  Unfortunately, this is the way ninety-three per cent of the population think. They are ruled by the left side of the brain which controls our conscious mind. The other seven per cent are the ones whose right side of the brain is in control. The side that rules the subconscious mind. There are also, very rarely, people who can switch between left and right sides of the brain consciously. These people make up only three per cent of the population. The left side of our brain counts only for twelve per cent of our total brain, the right side of the brain makes up the other eighty-eight per cent. The subconscious side.


  People who are governed by the left side of the brain, are right handed and excel in fields such as mathematics and the sciences. Those governed by the right side of the brain, excel in creative fields such as art, literature and philosophy. They are also predominantly left-handed. The three per cent that can switch between the sides of the brain include geniuses and very young children.


  Babies and young children are extremely receptive to the messages passed to them by their subconscious minds. Unlike adults, their perception is not distorted by popular misconceptions and the dogmas of the modern world. Young children literally believe what they see with their own eyes. It follows that when they see something that comes from the subconscious realm, e.g. a ghost, they don’t dismiss it. They grasp it like any other experience and communicate with it, in just the same way as they do with their parents and siblings. Babies are often noted as ‘talking to the angel’, when they stare smiling at a part of the ceiling where adults cannot see anything. Many young children suffer nightmares and night terrors, but when they describe what they have dreamed, often in graphic detail, we put it down to something they watched on television, and remembered. A huge amount of children are scared of the dark, and refuse to sleep without the light on. What about the ‘monsters’ children often see at night?


  Although children have active imaginations and some of these experiences can be easily explained, it is also possible that, since a child’s brain is governed by the subconscious up until around the age of seven, these nightmares and monsters are not just things remembered from their day. Would it not be logical to assume, that they are spirits and visions, being received by a psychically receptive mind? Consider this, nightmares and fear of the dark start to disappear by about the age of seven. This age is roughly when a child’s psychic ability starts to wane, as the left side of the brain begins to take over. The reason the left side takes over is because we are beginning to teach them reading and writing, so that they can become useful members of society.


  All seven of my children appear to be governed by the right side of their brains and are very psychically receptive. Many things that they experienced in childhood will be covered in this book, and have caused me to re-examine my own view of such things. My own childhood seems to have included so many psychic experiences, that it seems strange that my parents didn’t notice them.


  My parents, like many others in the 1960s, lived with my grandparents when I was born. Hard for them, but possibly the best start in life for me. My grandparents were wonderful guiding lights in my life. My grandmother, ‘Nin’ as she was called, was the gentlest soul I’ve ever known and taught me all my values and my relaxed attitude to the world.


  My grandad was an awesome man. He was only small, 5 feet 7 inches, but he encouraged me to try everything in life, and to question everything. He taught me to read simple words and sentences before I went to school, and instilled in me a thirst for knowledge that has stayed with me. He was a very hard man, but he always listened and made sure that I knew I could do anything if I tried. I remember starting school and being told to stop asking questions in class. When I told him what my teacher had said, he told me, ‘Don’t stop asking questions, how else will you learn?’ Imagine my shock and pride, when on the following Monday morning, my grandad walked into my classroom and had a short chat with my teacher. On his way out, he patted me on the top of the head and said, ‘Ask as many questions as you want.’


  He told me years later, that he had made the teacher aware that I was an ‘especially gifted child’, and would leave my classmates standing. By the age of seven I had passed the eleven plus examination, so perhaps he was right.


  He picked up on the very signs that we will examine in this book. I ‘talked to the angel’ as a baby, I spoke in full, properly constructed sentences aged twelve months, and knew my alphabet and numbers aged two. These are signs, researchers say, that indicate that a child is gifted.


  When I was three years old I was taken to see my great grandmother on her deathbed. I still remember it vividly: the room was darkened, and as I entered, the room seemed to go all fuzzy. There was a funny grey cloud surrounding my great grandmother on the bed. The hairs on the back of my neck stood on end, and a wave of tingles swept over me from head to toe. I started to cry and had to be taken out of the room.


  When we returned home, I was still upset and my grandad commented that ‘I knew’, when the tale was related to him. The next day, a relative turned up with news that my grandmother had passed in the night. Obviously, my grandad was aware that young children can sense things. One of his favourite sayings was, ‘there are more things in Heaven and Earth than we know about’. Although he never said it, I’m quite sure he was psychic. My Nin definitely was; she would know if we going to arrive home unexpectedly. She would have cups of tea and dinner ready, as though she expected us at that time. In fact, dinner was never re-heated – it was always just ready to dish up. Years later, when I was a teenager and would turn up out of the blue, she would have bought an extra cake or something special, because she thought I might turn up.


  The ability I had on that occasion with my great grandmother, has grown over the years. I can sense whether an elderly or sick person is going to pass or not, and in the case of sensing death, am very rarely wrong. I worked as a home help with cancer patients in their own homes for a few years. I would always be able to tell when they were in their last hours. One particular woman had a habit of saying to someone I couldn’t see, ‘she knows’. She would say it about a hundred times a day, always to the unseen person and with the biggest grin on her face. I stayed with her for two nights before she died and had to chase ‘them’ away because she wasn’t ready to go yet and just wanted to sleep. ‘Them’ were ghosts she could see around her bed. She told her daughter, on the morning she died that I knew the ghosts were there and I was keeping her safe until she was ready to go.


  I had heard taps and clicks, felt tingles and seen shadows around her bed, but had put it down to the late hour and tiredness. Now, as I put that together with psychic experiences I’ve had since, I guess that ‘she knows’ was her sensing my psychic ability and she was telling her spirit guide that. Her spirit guide, was probably helping her on her journey of passing.


  Exploring my own psychic ability has caused me to look differently at my own children’s experiences in early childhood. My three youngest are particularly psychic, and I have witnessed many things with them that can’t be explained away as anything else. In my home there is a ‘shadow’ that is seen in various sizes, and has been witnessed by members of the extended family. One evening, this shadow passed through the sitting-room doorway. I was with the middle boy and he saw it at the same time as me. He asked me what it was, and I explained it away as a shadow from headlights passing the house. There are many other incidents which I will describe later in the book. I will refer to my youngest three children by their pet names throughout, Roo, Bobbin and Hanks.


  In late June 2006, after having my youngest son, I decided to try writing an article for our local paper, on women’s issues. I submitted a couple and was told they were good, but there was no room for them in the forthcoming issues. Happy with the response, I thought I’d telephone the editor of a psychic magazine that I had bought. When I spoke to him, and explained what I had been doing, he told me that he had just been let down on a feature article and would I like to do it? I was overjoyed, as he had seen none of my work. Within a week I was on the magazine’s regular team. Here I came into contact with two wonderful women who encouraged my interest. One was internationally renowned medium, Sandra Ramdhanie, the other, Hannah Bajor, an international Energetic Healer. I felt as if I’d known both of them for years. They both have connections in the area I live in. One was born there, and the other is involved in paranormal projects in the same place.


  After relating my psychic experiences to them, they both agreed that I had a very high psychic ability and are in the process of helping me to develop it. Sandra has put me in touch with many people to further my writing.


  Hannah Bajor taught me that babies have an immense psychic ability, and can communicate telepathically. Every mother has the ability to pick up on this, and by doing so are rewarded with very happy babys and close bonds. I have to say that I was very sceptical about this myself, until Hannah telepathically communicated with my two other boys and came up with stuff she simply could not have known. Things she told me to try have worked, not only on my baby, but also with other people’s children. Most parents are sceptical until telepathy works and solves problems they are experiencing with their babies.


  I hope that by the time you have read this book, you will be able to see your own, and other peoples’ children, in a new way. You will be able to recognise so many more signs that will help you understand and enjoy their childhood years. Hopefully, helping you to help them explore and fulfill their true potential.


  1. TELEPATHIC BABIES


  WOULDN’T IT BE WONDERFUL if we could remember our existence before birth? There is a new branch of spirituality that is starting to look more closely at communication between a child preparing to enter this world, and the parents. The idea that our children can communicate with us before birth, show us what they will look like and give us other messages, is fascinating. In the following experiences you will find many encounters between parents (fathers have them too), and their unborn children. Some are in the form of vivid dreams, others are simply spiritual messages of imminent pregnancy. I’d like to start with my own experiences.


  The second youngest of my children, Bobbin, is a very psychic child who sees things in the dark and has an amazing gift for knowing if someone is hurt or upset. When I was about four months pregnant with him, I had the most vivid dream I had ever experienced. I dreamed of a garden surrounded by very high brick walls. In the garden were a group of women, one of whom was my sister-in-law. They were all seated on the ground washing clothes in old-fashioned metal baths. The dream seemed to focus on my sister-in-law who was washing a beautiful yellow spotted sundress for a baby. The sundress then appeared in a close up, and then disappeared.


  The dream then moved up to the top of this wall and there I saw my elder boy ‘Roo’ – he had a baby boy of about nine months old in his arms. The baby smiled at me and I could make out his features very distinctly. I got a really warm sensation from this dream and it stayed with me when I woke. I felt the kind of love you experience on seeing your new-born baby for the first time. I knew instinctively that this was the child I would give birth to in the coming months.


  I kept this to myself for two weeks until a couple of coincidences occurred that made me realise that the baby had been sending me messages. Two weeks after the dream I found out that the sister-in-law who appeared in the dream was pregnant, and later I saw the exact same yellow spotted sundress as in my dream. I could not have seen it prior to the dream as it was only just being placed in the window of a local shop along with other new stock the day I saw it. I took this to mean that she would have a baby girl, which she did in due course.


  During this pregnancy my elder boy, who I saw in the dream, developed a special kind of code with the unborn baby. He called him ‘Ow’ because he had kicked him very hard one day. On going to bed each night Roo would put his foot on the bump and say, ‘Goodnight Ow’ he was always rewarded with a kick of acknowledgement.


  In the later stages of my pregnancy I experienced a lot of unexplained severe pain, and on the night I went into labour Roo slept with me in my bed. The pains weren’t too bad and I had decided to go to sleep and see if they got any stronger. Roo started to wake me up very persistently about 5am. When I finally got out of the bed, the pains were really bad and I was bleeding heavily. I was rushed to hospital and gave birth very shortly after arrival. When Bobbin was delivered the umbilical cord was wrapped around his neck three times and I was told if we had delayed any longer in getting to the hospital he would probably have died.


  I always maintained that Roo knew there was something wrong with his brother and his persistence in waking me had surely saved Bobbin’s life.


  This was something I’ve often expressed to people but Hannah Bajor was able to confirm this possibility. Hannah and I had only spoken once by phone over an article that I was doing about her work, and via email. She claimed to be able to communicate with babies in the womb telepathically. I was rather sceptical. I have never really believed this kind of contact was truly possible, until I received a very startling email from Hannah.


  The email read: ‘I hope you don’t mind but I communicated with Roo and Bobbin. I’m sitting here with tears in my eyes writing this. Roo is a very quiet boy who likes to ponder things and is very serious about everything but he can be very moody. Bobbin is so totally at one with his own sense of self. He tried to be born to you on several occasions but miscarried. Roo is his anchor here on earth and he would not have been born if Roo wasn’t around.’


  Hannah didn’t know either of my boy’s names, she had no idea of the story of Bobbin’s birth and did not know that I had had twelve miscarriages, losing thirteen babies. When I told her the story she said that my decoding of the dream was correct and that Bobbin was telling me he would arrive safely this time.


  Knowing that this child wanted to be born to me so much and that he had tried so hard to come into this world makes me feel very humble. He is a lovely boy who has an uncanny knack of perceiving peoples pain and responding to it. Roo is exactly how she described him in every way. It was also proof to me that babies can communicate with their mothers, and also with their siblings, pre-birth.


  While carrying my youngest child, Hanks, I had another vivid dream. This dream was far more powerful than the previous one. I dreamed that I was leaving the baby with my sister-in-law when I was going off to work one morning. The image of him was very clear; a chubby, contented baby with dark brown, nearly black, hair. He was sleeping soundly as I passed him to her. He was wearing a blue babygro and was about six months old. Suddenly, out of the corner of my eye, I saw my Nin. She was facing away from me looking at the baby, and I could only see her back. She shouted at me to ‘Stay home and mind your child’, she never raised her voice when she was alive and it really made me take notice. Still, I got into my car as if on my way to work. Driving along the road in my dream I hit a huge bump in the road and the jolt it gave me made me wake up instantly.


  From my previous experience, I knew that I was carrying this boy and was very honoured to have seen another one of my children before they were born. The rest of the dream really puzzled me. Why had she spoken so harshly to me and how could I stay home and mind my child when I couldn’t afford to give up working?


  A few weeks later I fell ill and my boss put a phone and computer from the office into my home so that I could work when I felt I could. So that seemed to explain the stay home bit of the dream. Still, I couldn’t work out the harsh words and the severe jolt in my dream car.


  One evening, when my husband was working nights and I was sitting alone in the sitting-room, my dream became clear to me. My grandad often appeared to me in times of stress after his death. He would manifest as two very small white orbs that moved quickly in front of me. That evening he appeared to me and at the same time my Nin sort of leaned in around the open door, looking exactly as she did when I was a child. I have to explain here that my Nin was a ‘door peerer’. She never sat down until late at night and would stand in the sitting-room doorway watching television for a few minutes before she went to do some chore or other. This is why her appearance around the edge of an open door made me sure it was her. I had had no contact with her since she died and in fact don’t actually know the date of her death, just the year. So, it was very strange to see both my grandparents within seconds of each other.


  Suddenly an intuition came to me that made me want to cry: the baby I was carrying was a gift from my grandparents. He was the reincarnation of their son ‘Jimmy’ who had died over sixty years ago, aged six months. He had died from blood poisoning after being immunised with a re-used needle in the Second World War. My grandparents spent a lot of time around me while I was carrying Hanks, and it was very comforting to know they were around.


  There was a special relationship developing for Bobbin at this time. Every night when I put Bobbin to bed, I would lie on the bed next to him until he fell asleep. The strangest thing started to happen. Any time I lay down he would snuggle his back up against the bump and the baby would move over to snuggle into him. Any time I had a pain when the baby was stuck in an awkward position, Bobbin only had to put his hand on the bump and the baby would move, getting rid of the pain. It became a great game.


  When we brought Hanks home from hospital at just two days old, Bobbin’s reaction seemed to confirm their relationship. I brought Hanks into the sitting-room and introduced him to Bobbin, who was sitting in his highchair. Hanks turned his head straight towards Bobbin, put out his hand and touched his hair. Everyone present remarked on such a strange thing for a baby to do and that they had never seen anything like it. I knew then that they had been communicating while Hanks was still in the womb, they are still very close to each other and when Hanks sees Bobbin he always gets a big smile and giggle.


  Up until a few months ago I would have found it very hard to believe that this kind of communication could actually exist. However, looking at my own experiences I have to say that I am now fully convinced. There is evidence that all pregnant women are in some sort of contact with their unborn child, as every pregnant woman gets very vivid dreams towards the latter part of pregnancy. This is something that is often referred to in pregnancy books and magazines. We are told to expect these dreams as they are part of every pregnancy, so it seems that we all have a contact but don’t know it!


  Through my research I came across many stories like my own. There were many recurrent themes: seeing the unborn child in detail, hearing the voice of the child, knowing that there was someone around the pre-pregnancy woman and even strange coded dreams announcing an imminent pregnancy. Fathers have also reported experiences of this nature.


  The first experience I’d like to relate is from Kate:


  The Giant Fish


  My grandmother always knew when anyone in the family was going to get pregnant. She would see a giant fish pushing a pram. The fish was dressed like a Victorian nanny and wore a bonnet and cloak. She was never wrong when she saw this fish and would often tell her daughters-in-law they were pregnant two or three weeks before it was confirmed. She was very psychic and had a few spirits that she saw on a regular basis.


  Here is one from a woman called Jayne:


  Backache


  My husband’s grandma was a very healthy lady until someone in the family was about to fall pregnant. He told me that she would suffer from dreadful backache about a month before someone would announce a pregnancy and as soon as the pregnancy was revealed the backache would go, just as quickly as it came.


  I expect you’ve heard things like this – old wives tales that women have a certain glow about them when they are just about to become pregnant. That certain women start to ‘nest’ a few weeks before they find out they are pregnant. Some women have told me that they get the feeling that someone is around them and have seen tiny flashes of light out of the corner of their eyes. When I asked psychics and healers what this could be they suggested that it was the soul of the being about to enter the womb of the prospective mother. This puzzled me because I would have assumed that this kind of contact would mean that the soul of the unborn child would enter within a few days. This doesn’t have to be the case – a soul can choose the prospective mother far in advance of conception. I came across quite a few experiences in my research that validate this theory. Here is one from Hannah Bajor taken from her book Birth, A Conscious Choice which she has kindly allowed me to reproduce here:


  PP Penny


  After years of infertility, I finally became pregnant at the age of thirty-eight. Unfortunately, the pregnancy ended in a miscarriage when I was fourteen weeks pregnant. I was connected and deeply bonded to this little person growing inside of me. The loss of this pregnancy was devastating.


  I meditated daily and travelled the universe with this little one. He called himself PP Penny. For six consecutive nights, he woke me up from a deep sleep, compelling me to put pen to paper. He dictated to me stories about animals and their feelings. This was a strange topic for me because I am not connected to animals. I was so blessed to have encountered PP Penny’s brief physical form and for giving me a greater understanding about life.


  On day three following the death of PP Penny, he came to me in a time of intense grief and spoke to me. He assured me I would have another child. He informed me he was leaving me an even greater gift and that was to experience grief at a cellular level. A strange gift, but as a healer it is important to resonate at a cellular level with the emotional issues of the client. For many years I had been a certified bereavement counsellor for those experiencing pregnancy loss, but grief was about the only emotion I personally had never experienced …


  I was told the likelihood of ever becoming pregnant was zero, and if I wanted a child I should seriously consider adoption. Like many other couples that go through failed fertility treatments, this was another devastating moment within our relationship.


  It would have been very easy to plunge into a state of despair and depression, but what good would that serve? I’ve always tried to see the higher picture in every scenario. My infertility experience gave me a higher understanding regarding the stress and hardship some couples experience in their attempt to achieve a pregnancy. My heart goes out to all people who walked the path of infertility, and to say to you, never give up hope.


  If you have a physical contract to be a parent, somehow or other this physical contract will manifest. The timing may not be as you desired, but when it happens, it will be the perfect time. God will orchestrate events in your life to facilitate the entry of that child. Today, reproductive endocrinologists have the technology to assist in the process. For success, however, it is your responsibility to heal unresolved emotional issues within your life. This in turn will allow you to become energetically open to pregnancy and the birth process.


  Meanwhile, a very close friend of mine Elena was diagnosed with gastric cancer. As we both worked through her illness and dying process we often spoke about death and what it would entail. She promised to communicate with me after her death to let me know that all was well. Needless to say, she kept her promise. Out of the blue, I happened to meet a spiritual medium (someone who communicates with the deceased).


  Elena spoke to me through the spiritual medium, letting me know she was doing well and thanked me for all I did for her during her dying process. She described in detail the memorial gifts I purchased for her daughters. Elena had never seen or known about these pendants.


  She also had an important message for me. She wanted me to mark a particular date in my calendar as a personal good news date. Elena repeated this date over and over and insisted I write it down on a piece of paper. She was aware that I tend to forget dates as I live completely in the moment and have no concept of date or time.


  Tears streaming down my face, I marked the date in my calendar. Deep inside myself I knew she was telling me the date of a baby coming in. I reckoned that if my intuition were wrong, the only other personal good news for me would be winning the lottery.


  I rushed home to review my menstrual calendar to see where Elena’s predicted personal good news date would fall within my menstrual cycle. People with infertility issues become experts at calculating predicted dates of ovulation. My calculations indicated that I would be menstruating on Elena’s personal good news date and therefore, there was no possibility of a pregnancy occurring. My menstrual cycle had been regular all my life, every twenty-six to twenty-eight days without fail.


  Miracles do happen. The month prior to Elena’s predicted personal good news date, I had for the first time in my life two menstrual cycles within the same month. This put Elena’s predicted personal good news date smack in the middle of my new menstrual cycle, and would be an optimum time for conception. I later found out that this date was also Elena’s birthday. I did not win the lottery that day but instead my husband and myself had a very romantic evening. Voila! Nine months later our son Kyle was born.


  Have you ever noticed that many couples who have been told that they will never have children, often have an unexpected pregnancy ‘out of the blue’ and many years after they have given up trying. Could this be as a result of letting go of the stress that goes with trying to conceive?


  One couple I knew many years ago had tried for over ten years to have a child. They came to a decision that they just weren’t going to be parents and would start travelling the world while they still could. They booked a Caribbean cruise and off they went to start enjoying their lives to the full. They had a wonderful time and upon returning she told me that she had a thought that kept popping into her head all the time she was away, that wouldn’t it be their luck to end up pregnant now they had resigned themselves to not having children. She resolved to do a pregnancy test in another couple of days because she felt ‘strange’. A couple of days later she rang me in tears to tell me that she had done the test and it was positive. They had a beautiful baby boy later that year.


  That is just one experience of the theory that stress plays a part in keeping a baby’s soul from entering the prospective mother. I’m sure you will notice examples yourself from your own experiences.


  Here is another experience from a lady called Bernie:


  Never Too Late!


  I had always wanted a big family, I come from one myself, and being Irish considered it the normal thing to do. After I married in my early twenties, I moved to England to pursue my nursing career. My husband and I tried for over six years, with the help of IVF, to have a baby. We were unsuccessful and I was told that the problem was totally with me and that I would never be able to carry a child. I was devastated, and became very depressed. My husband, who was now sick of the whole thing, promptly had an affair, resulting in the birth of a baby girl. I felt as though he had done this on purpose to rub salt into the wound. We divorced soon after.


  I could not stay in England to be reminded of my failure, so, I took a job in New York with a private clinic. A few months later I met my current partner, and told him that I was unable to have children, which he was OK with and we married a year after I met him.


  We had been married six months when I got this really strong feeling that I was pregnant. I kept seeing a baby boy in my dreams. He didn’t speak to me but just kept appearing in every dream I had. I felt sick on a couple of mornings and kept thinking this is morning sickness. I was so convinced that this was what I was experiencing that I bought a pregnancy test and it came out positive! My husband was over the moon when I told him the news. The pregnancy went well and we have Seán to prove it. We are so lucky and I am so glad he chase to tell me he was coming into our lives.


  Here is a story I found on one of the paranormal message boards. The person who sent it wishes to be anonymous but kindly gave permission to use it here:


  Double Take


  We had been trying for a baby for well over twelve months. We had done the whole IVF thing and eventually I got pregnant. The pregnancy was difficult and unfortunately ended in a miscarriage at nineteen weeks.


  The baby was fairly badly deformed, in particular her hands. The doctors could give us no reason why this had happened, and we told no one about it because it was too upsetting. I got pregnant nine months later without any help, and this time all went well. We had a beautiful baby girl.


  She is now three and a happy child. One evening just before she fell asleep she said to me, ‘Mommy, I’m glad I waited to be your little girl. I was coming before but my hands were horrible. Look! They’re OK now’. You can imagine my reaction: I burst into tears and hugged her as hard as I could. When I told my husband he said; ‘Why did you tell her about the miscarriage?’ I told him that I never had. We questioned the few close family members that knew, but none had ever told her.


  I had heard about pre-birth memories, but I didn’t think it was possible until now.


  Many stories I came across in my research were about babies who seemed to announce their arrival to other family members with whom they shared a strong spiritual bond. They might be grandparents, aunts, cousins … but they all had in common a very strong emotional tie with the child.


  Here is a really interesting story from Laura:


  My Special Niece


  My four year old niece and I had a pre-birth communication. My sister had two boys and always wanted a girl more than anything. On reaching her forties she resigned herself to the fact she probably wouldn’t get her girl. One night I had a vivid dream in which my family was sitting around a table and my sister’s eldest son said something like, ‘When I get my new car, Mel can have mine.’ It was just a matter of fact statement, but for a strange reason I knew this ‘Mel’ was his little sister. The dream stayed with me, and out of curiosity I asked my sister if she had ever picked out a name for a little girl. She said that she was always fond of the name Melissa. I was so shocked that I told her my dream.


  A few months later my sister thought she was going through the menopause, but in fact she was pregnant with a little girl. I really feel that my niece ‘told me’ she was coming in my dream. The other strange thing is that we have a very strong bond between us. I wasn’t a ‘baby person’ but I took to Melissa immediately and vice versa. She will often ignore her mom and grandmother to come running to me. From the age of two she would often come over to me and touch my face, saying things like, ‘I really love you.’ Kind of strange for a child that age!


  Here is a story from a couple from Cyprus that experienced a very strange announcement from the spirit realm:


  The Misty Light


  My husband and I both saw a violet-blue light flying across our bedroom the evening that we conceived our first child, which unfortunately miscarried. The most amazing thing is that we both saw and felt this light, and we knew what it was. We told each other about it afterwards.


  This ball of bright violet-blue light flew around the headboard of our bed, and then around the whole bed. We could see it more clearly when it passed against the wall. It was then that we both looked at each other as if to say ‘did you see that!’. The light was like a ball of mist with light coming out of it. It looked very soft and quite eerie. We both instinctively knew we had conceived a child. Neither of us had heard of this strange phenomenon before and we were happy to read that other people had experienced it too.


  I then started having a strange dream that made me feel like I was going to lose the child. I dreamed that I was holding two eggs, one in each hand, but they were like soft turtle eggs, even though they were shaped like chicken eggs. These eggs were full of little black holes as if they were starting to disintegrate. I lost the baby in the fourth month.


  One more strange thing happened before we lost the baby. We were sitting in the kitchen eating dinner, just a few days before the ultrasound showed up no heartbeat, when a sparrow flew in the room. It came and picked the bread from my fingers, then it flew back into the room through the open veranda door, and started to eat from our plates. Then, it came and sat on my shoulder, finally following me to the kitchen and flying away. I don’t know if this was some kind of a sign, but, then I don’t know much about birds.


  That last story seems to imply that even if you are not aware of these kinds of phenomena, you can still be aware of the messages that they are communicating. I came across the next story a message board and I think that you will agree, that it is a very special kind of experience. The lady that posted it goes by her web name of AM23:


  I Grew a Lot that Day


  My story starts many years ago when I was having my first child. I was having a very difficult and emotional pregnancy, crying quite a bit for no good reason, that kind of thing. One evening when I was around eight months pregnant I was laying on the bed, when I had this ‘vision’ of my baby’s face. I don’t know how I knew it was her face but I just did.


  When she was around two-and-a-half, my husband and I were having a few problems, we had also just had another baby which was making me very tired and irritable as well. One morning, before he left for work, my husband and I had a really big fight. He ran out of the house in a real bad temper and slammed the door, which caused the glass in it to break. I went downstairs to start clearing up the mess, but just ended up sitting on the stairs crying. My young daughter followed me down, and on seeing me in such a state she put her arms around me and said, ‘Mommy don’t cry, I don’t like it when you cry.’ Sitting beside me she started to tell me the most startling thing I’ve ever heard.


  She told me that when she was in my belly she remembered us having a big family party at a restaurant. She named everybody that was present, and said that because I was laughing so much and was very happy, she grew her fingers that day. She also told me that when I was crying it made her feel bad and she didn’t like that feeling.


  She was absolutely right about the family party and she couldn’t possibly have been told about it because nothing major was being celebrated. I don’t remember how far along I was in the pregnancy but it was really scary to think that all my emotions had been picked up by my baby in the womb.


  My daughter is a grown woman now and expecting her first child in the next couple of months. I have felt a connection with this unborn baby, and initially thought it was going to be a girl. Lately, though, I have heard this kind of small voice telling me it’s going to be a boy. I asked my daughter what she thought she was having and she said, ‘I don’t know why but I keep picturing a little boy.’


  I was clearing out a closet the other day and as I came downstairs with some old clothes I caught sight of a child, dressed totally in white and about two years old, standing in the kitchen doorway. The image was gone in a couple of seconds and it caught me completely by surprise. I have felt the spirit of this unborn child around me during the last couple of weeks. I may be sitting watching television and suddenly a shiver will come over me. It feels as if I’m being hugged and it is a warm, loving kind of a hug. I can’t wait to see my new grandchild, because I never thought I would be so lucky to feel the baby’s spirit before it was born.


  You may have heard from an elderly relative, as I have in the past, that babies feel everything that you feel. Maybe there is more to ‘old wives tales’ than we give them credit for. The next story comes from a lady who wishes to remain anonymous:


  Now All We Need is the House


  When my husband and I were dating, we both had the same dream one night. We dreamed that we would have three children together, two boys and a girl. The girl really stood out as she had red curly hair in pigtails.


  When we were expecting our first child we knew that this dream would come true. We had a son. Then, three years later we had another son. Soon after our second son was born I fell pregnant again. I had several sonograms, and they all said the baby was a boy. So much for the dream being right! It wasn’t until the baby was actually born that we knew our dream had been correct. Out popped my daughter with a mass of red, curly hair! Now all we need is the house we saw in the dream!


  Dreams often herald the coming of a new life, and can be very personal, comforting experiences. Many of the people I’ve spoken to during my research have told me that these dreams gave them real hope when they were feeling very low. The next story comes from Amanda and gives us an insight into how these dreams can help in times of stress:


  My Future Son


  For about the last year I have been going through a pretty hard time. I’ve lost a close relative, my aunt, and it hit me very hard. A few months ago, I started to have this recurring dream. It was a little like watching a film, at first, of a little boy just playing – he had no interaction with me. Last night, I had the dream again, and for the first time the little boy spoke to me, telling me his name was ‘Jonathan’.


  I don’t remember much about the conversation we had, but he seemed to be ‘checking me out’. I remember looking at him closely and seeing that he had my father’s eyes and my fiancé’s smile. It was like sitting at the kitchen table talking to him. The boy had dark skin and hair. My fiancé and I are both quite fair-skinned, which I thought a little odd. The boy seemed happy and kept smiling, so he must have been happy to be around me.


  The dream has stayed with me all day. If I have a son I will name him Jonathan, as I am convinced that this little boy is meant for me. Maybe this dream came from my aunt and is her way of helping me get some hope back into my life.


  This next experience comes from a very good friend of mine by the name of Charmaine:


  The Wave


  I knew I was pregnant with my first child from the moment of conception. I don’t know how, but I just did. I had conversations with this baby all the time I was pregnant with her, and I knew it was a girl I was carrying. I would often see the baby in my dreams looking at me lovingly and waving at me.


  When I went for my first scan, I was very excited, like all first time mothers-to-be and couldn’t wait to get a glimpse at this tiny life growing inside me. Once the doctor had got a good view of the baby, he turned the screen towards me so that I could see my baby. What a surprise I got! The baby started to move its hand around, waving at me. I knew then that I was right in sensing that this was a girl. She was waving at me the same way she had done when I saw her in my dreams!


  The next experience comes from Sandra:


  My Unexpected Twins


  I am currently five months pregnant. When we found out, we had only been married a month and it came as quite a big surprise. We were both very happy about this and immediately I started having dreams of a baby girl. When I told my mother and sister, they both agreed that I was wrong and was having a boy, because they both ‘knew for sure’.


  One night, in my second month of pregnancy, I had a very intense dream. In the dream I was in the delivery room and I was giving birth. I was in extreme pain and there were many people in the room and everyone was frantic. The baby came out, but there was another baby and he was stuck in the birth canal. It was a very real dream and I wondered what it meant, but neither my partner nor I ever suspected that we could be having twins.


  Of course, I told everyone about this dream, and it became a great joke because it was impossible that I was having twins. One day, we decided to test out the old wives’ tale and try to figure out the sex of the baby. I took off my wedding ring and tied a strand of my hair onto it. The ring is supposed to swing back and forth for a boy and in circles for a girl. When we suspended the ring over my tummy, it did nothing at all. We just laughed and thought it must be both.


  A few weeks later I had another dream that I had twins, and again it was a very real and emotional dream, as if the babies were trying to communicate with me. That week I found out I was having twins, and just this week we found out that we are having a boy and a girl! I continue to have very deep dreams; sometimes I’m with my daughter and sometimes with my son. There is always this intense bond and feeling of love and deep peace. After I wake from these dreams they stay with me all day and are accompanied by a feeling of peace and calm and the sensation of being ‘in love’ the entire day. I believe my twins were sending me those messages so early in my pregnancy, trying to get my attention and to let me know, ‘there are two of us here!’


  The next story is from Jeff, a travelling salesman from the mid-west of America:


  My Travelling Companion


  I work as a salesman, travelling all over the mid-west. I often spend a couple of weeks on the road without seeing my wife and kids. I had been away for about ten days on this particular trip, and was driving to a motel to spend the night, when I thought I caught sight of someone in the back seat of the car. I looked in the mirror but couldn’t see anything, it was late and so I put it down to tiredness. I checked in and went to get some food at the diner next door. I ordered the food and sat in a booth to wait. As I sat there, a really cute little boy sat down in the next booth. He looked like he was waiting for someone. He gave me this great big grin that showed his two front teeth missing, then got up and walked away. I have to say it was the kind of thing that often happens with little kids, they smile at people and say nothing, my own kids do it all the time. This time it was different, that little guy’s smile just stayed with me.


  I woke up the next morning and after checking out got into the car to go to my next appointment. I just couldn’t get that smile out of my head. I felt really warm inside whenever I thought about it.


  Years passed, and we had two more sons. When my youngest was about six he lost both of his front teeth when he fell off his bicycle. We were really worried about him in case there would be any permanent damage to his mouth. After the final visit to the orthodontist, he came out to the waiting room and sat on a chair beside me. He gave me a huge grin, then I got a real big shiver, it was the same scene as in the diner years before. I believe in the spiritual realm and firmly feel that my son showed himself to me years before he was born.


  The announcement of a child to a prospective father is something that certain cultures see as a man’s rite. The aboriginal people of Australia, have held this view for many thousands of years.


  Many people have researched the aboriginal lifestyle since the first white settlers reached Australia. Their strange rituals and existence in harmony with nature were frightening to a good deal of the early white population. Some viewed them as evil and unholy because of the rituals they performed and their almost ‘ghostly’ ability to appear from nowhere.


  There is one part of aboriginal life that has always been solely the domain of men. That is the choosing of their ‘spirit children’. Aboriginal women appear to have no role in communicating with any unborn child. That is the job of the father.


  The aboriginal term ‘spirit-child’ conveys their understanding of the soul of a person. Early anthropologists took this to refer to an aboriginal kind of fertility rite, but this was a misunderstanding. Aborigines believe that ‘spirit children’ roam the outback freely looking for a father to bring them into contact with their future mothers. One researcher, Daisy Bates, explains the Aboriginal description of a spirit-child: ‘The new life that chooses to enter is a complete entity who has originated at some time in the long distant past, and is immeasurably more ancient and completely independent of any living person.’


  All aborigines agree that ‘spirit-children’ are tiny fully formed babies, but their descriptions vary with the area they come from. Here are a few examples of how they appear to fathers of different ‘tribes’:


  ‘Spirit-children have dark hair with light-coloured streaks. They sit under shady trees, waiting for a compatible mother to pass by. Meanwhile they eat the gum of acacia trees and drink morning dew.’


  ‘Spirit-children are small dark-skinned people who are about two to three inches high, but reach nine inches by maturity.’


  ‘Spirit-children are as small as walnuts and wander over the land, playing in pools like ordinary children.’


  ‘A spirit-child is the germ of a complete pre-formed individual, about the size of a tiny red pebble.’


  Although some of the descriptions are a bit weird there do seem to be parallels with the views expressed by parents in this chapter in that a spirit-child is the soul of a being about to be born.


  Aborigine men often ‘see’ their spirit-child in a dream, and guide that child to the prospective mother. The dream is the cause of pregnancy, according to the Unambel and Worora aborigines. In these dreams the man’s spirit leaves his body and wanders around the country, so that he can meet a spirit-child, usually at the sacred water pool where his own soul emanated from. In a second dream he will hand over the spirit-child to his wife. Men wanting to become a father often see a rock python, a supernatural being that comes bearing a spirit-child in his mouth as a gift. Then, nine months later, the father names the child after the pool where ‘he’ conceived it.


  Sometimes, a father finds his spirit-child in a dream when he is away from home. On these occasions he will ‘tie’ the spirit-child to his hair until he returns home. He then transfers the child to his wife by placing it on her navel. The child enters the woman’s womb but not necessarily at that moment.


  Aboriginal culture is highly spiritually attuned and men often claim to hear a spirit-child call to them or see fleeting images of them while out hunting. They sometimes feel the spirit-child tweaking their hair or giving them muscle spasms.


  Forrest River Aborigines see spirit-children riding the back of the Rainbow Snake, an ancient symbol of fertility. The spirit-children are carried along the rivers and lakes where potential fathers are fishing and pick out a father they like the look of. The man will hear the spirit-child call out ‘father’ and will bring the child home with him by tying it to his hair, which he smears with red ochre, draws back and binds it with a hair string. Some men keep this child bound this way for years until they feel the time is right to transfer it to the mother.


  Aborigine men believe that the act of intercourse is not the way that a spirit-child enters the mother. If a man has been away from his wife for a long period of time, perhaps over a year, and she has a child when he returns, he will accept that child as his if he recognises it from his dream.


  Several cases like this were reported by Daisy Bates, who spent over forty years living with the aborigines at the beginning of the twentieth century. She wrote, ‘A man, who had been away from home for two years, dreamed of his spirit-child while he was away and gave it directions to find his wife. Upon his return he looked at the woman’s baby and recognising it as his spirit-child took it from her and cradling it in his arms, walked along the beach. He sang to the child of the ‘spirit land from which all people come and return to on their deaths.’


  Daisy also cites a few examples of men who have never been away from their wives but deny paternity because they don’t recognise the child, and then send their wives off to find the ‘real’ father whose spirit-child it is. This idea doesn’t fit in with our more scientific approach to fertility, but it is significant in the lack of acrimony that the participants display in debating paternity, their concern is to find the true spiritual father.


  Just one more piece of interesting information; after civilisation started to encroach on the aborigines’ way of life the birth rate started to drop dramatically. This was apparently due to the fact that men could no longer spend as much time meditating as before and so could not contact their spirit-children as easily.


  The last few examples of pre-birth communication that I am going to share with you are those from people who actually communicated with their own future children when they were children themselves. These experiences seem to have one common thread, that the mother, or father, was going through some kind of traumatic time in childhood and that these future children gave them hope. Most of these people who have shared their stories told me that their parents and family viewed these encounters as ‘imaginary friends’, and didn’t realise the truth until their own children were born.


  The first experience comes from Carol:


  Friendly Spirit


  When I was fifteen, I was messing around with a ouija board with my little sister who was seven. She was quite bored and as I played around with it a friendly spirit shifted the board’s energy and said ‘hello’. When I asked who it was the spirit said that he was my son called Mark. I remember thinking that I would actually call any son of mine Mark, as my own brother was called Mark, and was very sick with muscular dystrophy. He later died. Years later I did have a son and called him Mark. I am now forty-five and my son Mark is sixteen. My brother died when he was twenty, sixteen years ago.


  Obviously, Carol was very close to her brother, and her son seems to be the classic ‘replacement’ for a deceased loved one, that happens so many times in families.


  The next story comes from Mary who met all of her children when she was about six:


  Biking Buddies


  When I was small, my parents lived in a very remote part of the state and I had very little contact with other children. We lived on a farm, so I had plenty to occupy my time, but, I did want a playmate. I was an only child, so brothers and sisters didn’t come into the picture.


  I was riding my bike along the track just next to the house, when I was joined by three boys riding their bikes. They flew past me really fast and I lost sight of them. I didn’t know any children nearby, so couldn’t figure out who they were.


  A couple of days later I started having really clear dreams about these three boys. We would play happily for hours and the biggest boy always took great care of me and his younger brothers. I could see his face clearly, the other two were not so clear, but, I could make out some of their features clearly. These dreams went on until we moved house to the city and I had plenty of children my own age to play with.


  When I married and had my own children, I had three boys all of whom I recognised as the boys from my childhood dream. They must have come to play with me to keep me from being lonely!


  Mary told me that as a child she was very lonely. Her parents weren’t the kind that gave lots of hugs and affection; they didn’t go in for public shows of affection. Mary behaves in the completely opposite way with her boys and says that her parents have thawed a little in their attitude to open hugs and kisses. They even allow their grandsons to hug them without invitation. So the encounter has helped to change their lives for the better.


  If you are curious and would like to be able to contact your unborn child or children it is actually not that hard and anyone can do it, although you will need to practise.


  I enquired amongst some energetic healers and pre-birth specialists as to how to do it successfully. I was given quite a few exercises to try myself and they yielded varying levels of results. What proved most successful for me was combining some of these exercises, and doing what felt right for me.


  The first time I applied this mixed technique, I heard my baby son asking for a bottle. When I looked over he was wide awake and smiling at me. This technique can be used to communicate with other small children and also adoptive children. One lady I know has an adopted daughter. She tried it and received some valuable insights into the child’s previous life. These insights uncovered some problems she previously knew nothing of, and she has since been able to help the child come to terms with them.


  The first thing I will tell you before you start any of these exercises is to be completely comfortable with the idea. Don’t do anything if you feel that you may contact anything malevolent, or scary whilst trying to talk to your baby. All you will do is set up a mental block that will not allow you to ‘see’ clearly. Sometimes your own anxiety about seeing something scary will manifest in a rather upsetting vision or dream. To stop this you can do a couple of Angel invocations that will help.


  First, ask the Archangel Michael to protect you from any unwanted presence by asking him directly. Ask like this: ‘Archangel Michael please stay at my side and allow only benign beings to communicate with me. Amen.’


  Angel invocations are very powerful and work immediately. I was extremely sceptical until I started doing angel therapy work. The angels listen and act very quickly so you will receive protection the minute you ask for it.


  The next thing you can do is to ask the Angels of Clairvoyance to clear any mental block you have, that will stop you receiving messages from spirit. Just ask like this: ‘Angels of Clairvoyance, please remove any blocks both mental and physical from my third eye, and help me to lift the veil on the spirit realm. Amen.’ You should do this when you are relaxed and in a quiet place where you feel comfortable. You may feel a kind of warm sensation in the middle of your forehead. This is where the Third Eye is located. If you do feel something, concentrate on it and write it down afterwards, you might be surprised what you come up with. I do these invocations every time I try to contact my children, as do all mediums and healers, so don’t feel foolish.


  I’ve listed these exercises in a series of simple, easy to follow stages. As with all spiritual work these exercises are subjective to each individual, and it is not possible to give you a ‘do this and this should happen …’ kind of lesson. Trust your intuition and let your inner self guide you. Write everything down that you experience, things like description of faces, places, sounds, colours anything that stands out. You can look at these later and try to decipher any information you receive. If you live with a sceptic like I do, find a place where you won’t be disturbed or better still wait until they are asleep as ridicule doesn’t help. To prepare to do these exercises, get yourself really relaxed; have a long soak in the bath and pamper yourself for about an hour before you begin. Then you should be ready to start.


  Making the Connection:


  Step 1 Take a deep breath as you ground your body. To ground, make an imaginary connection between the base of your spine as wide as your hips and the centre of the earth. You may want to put an imaginary X on your spine and connect it to an imaginary X at the centre of the earth. You can visualise an imaginary tree trunk, waterfall, an anchor or any other visualisation that works for you to connect the two X’s.


  (I find it easier to visualise a place where I feel relaxed and happy, perhaps in a garden or on a riverbank. I always place myself at the bottom of a large tree. This works for me, if it doesn’t work for you try playing around with different scenarios until you find one that will.)


  Step 2 Imagine an empty bubble outside of your body. It might be in front of your face, or in front of your heart. Ground this bubble (connect it to the centre of the earth with its own grounding cord).


  (I find it easier to ground by embracing the bubble and helping it to settle on the ground. You can even keep holding the hand of the baby if you feel closer)


  Step 3 Now, invite the spirit of your child or unborn child to fill this bubble. To facilitate this connection some parents will connect a tube or telescope from themselves to this bubble. For example a tube which leads from the baby’s grounded bubble to their own heart.


  (I visualise the child I’m trying to contact, this works for older babies and children. Then instead of a tube from your heart give them a great big loving hug.)


  Step 4 Be aware of what you notice, see, hear or know about this bubble.


  Beginning a Conversation


  Once you have grounded both yourself and your baby’s bubble, you can start a conversation with the baby/child. You MUST be very light and happy in your approach to any conversation; any kind of negativity will not achieve the desired contact. Above all keep it fun and happy.


  1 Begin by concentrating on your crown chakra (located at the top of your head) and create a golden ring which encapsulates a ‘hello – I see you’. Send that golden ring with the message over to the baby’s bubble. Notice any changes in the colour of the bubble. Does the shape of the bubble change? What is your baby’s reaction to this ‘hello’? Do the images around your baby change? Does your body feel any different?


  2 Now, ask your baby if he/she has anything to tell you. Again be aware of your body.


  3 To close your conversation send a goodbye (in the same way you sent the hello) over to the baby’s bubble.


  Remember to keep a journal and try and draw anything that seems to stand out particularly. Some of the images you see can be quite cryptic, so keeping the journal will help you decipher them.


  Bobbin has a knack of sending me a full dream that holds absolutely loads of information. Some of these dreams really are very weird and can take a good bit of thinking about but I find that they are giving me information about situations in my life that need to be resolved. These dreams always end in me picking up a very small, really ugly baby and as I look more closely it changes into Bobbin. He then gives me a big cheeky grin and I feel overcome by a huge wave of warmth.


  Now you have to realise that I have only been practicing this type of communication for a couple of weeks, and I have had some really good results. So give it a go and enjoy the experience.


  There are many courses available around the country for pre-birth communication. If you want more information you can contact Hannah Bajor at her website: www.pregnancyworkshop.com. She runs various pregnancy workshops throughout the year and will be able to put you in touch with a teacher in your area. Fathers are very welcome at the workshops, and they too seem to achieve a good level of communication with their unborn child.


  It is also possible to have a guided meditation through your own birth experience at these workshops, in which you will experience all the feelings you had yourself when you were born. It is quite amazing. I was recently invited along to one of Hannah’s pregnancy workshops (even though I’m not pregnant myself) and found it a very uplifting experience. The joy and amazement of the prospective mothers as they communicated with their babies was very moving.


  Many people have sent me experiences they have had related to birth. Here are a few:


  Diana’s Story


  I was standing at a ledge looking down at the earth, overcome with the most incredible emotions. I could see who my parents would be and their happy, expectant faces, I did not choose them but chose the opportunity to enter this world. To experience the learning I would have access to here on earth. I was filled with so much gladness that I cannot express it in words. Nothing could ever come close to experiencing such overwhelming emotions, and I will never forget that feeling.


  I remember going through a spiralling tunnel and then feeling white static like when a television is turned on but not tuned in to a channel. Then, I am aware of being in a physical body and laying in my crib in darkness.


  This next story is from Valerie. She has a slightly different kind of experience, but there are common themes:


  Being Created


  I am in a place and it seems that I am being created – almost with clay. There is another soul with me, who is my twin soul or spirit guide. I am taking on my next life, and talking it over with a greater being. I believe this being is God. We talk about choices in my life path and what is going to happen in this next lifetime.


  Then it’s dark and comfortable. I stay in this place for a long time. Then there is extreme pressure and excruciating pain, and then suddenly light and noise. I remember being pulled from my mother and seeing all the people in the room.


  Like every woman that has given birth, I have always wondered whether the baby goes through as much pain as we do? Valerie’s account suggests that they do, and maybe we should be a bit more understanding of our screaming newborns.


  The final experience in this chapter comes from a woman who wishes to remain anonymous:


  I Don’t Want to be Born


  I really did not wish to be born. I was terrified and panic stricken. A man with a white beard spoke softly to me telling me that everything would be fine, and that I should continue on my journey. He told me that he would be around to guide me through this earthly lifetime and not to be afraid. I knew I was fearsome of earth after seeing things from the spiritual realm and not liking what I saw and felt.


  Finally, I was born, scared and screaming loudly, but with this man ever-present. He has kept his promise and has been there to guide me all my life


  2. WHAT DID YOU SAY?


  THE QUESTION I SEEM to be asked most frequently is: ‘How much psychic ability do young children have or is it generally just an imaginary friend?’ Many children may have an imaginary friend but it is up to us as adults to distinguish between fact and fantasy.


  How many times have you seen a shadow out of the corner of your eye, but dismissed it as your imagination? Children don’t do this; they take it for what it is, an experience, and try to see the shadow again. This is because young children use both sides of their brains. We use the left side of our brain, the logical side, to process information that we see and hear. This is why we often feel really frustrated when a small child stops to do something really pointless, like looking under a stone. The fact is that this is not a pointless thing. We know from experience and knowledge stored in the left side of the brain, that under the stone is either earth or grass. A young child has to look to find out, so that they can store that memory themselves. Only a young child could experience wonder when they find something under the stone like a worm. Likewise, children don’t have a natural fear of shadows and unexplained experiences, we put the fear there.


  When our child comes to us and tells us about unseen friends that they talk to, we cannot cope with the idea that they may be communicating with a spirit – our left brain won’t let us. The society we live in has conditioned us to believe that anything we can’t see, touch or feel is not real, and so must be imagination. This is why we use so little of the subconscious right brain. It’s just too risky to let anyone know that we can see, sense and hear spirits. Even the most guarded sceptic will have to admit that some things just can’t be logically explained.


  The first experience I’m going to share with you is a very spine-chilling one that affected a whole family so strongly that they made the national news. Like all of us they had never really given much thought to seeing spirits but they became the focus of a great deal of paranormal activity that stemmed from communication with a baby. The family in question are the Fahey’s from Galway. You may even remember some of this yourself. In order to get the full picture of what the family endured, I feel that this story is worth recounting in its entirety. A word of caution: if you have a nervous disposition, don’t read this part before you go to bed!


  The Galway Amityville


  We had been living in our home in Corrib Park, Galway for over twenty-five years and it had been a normal happy family home.


  In October 1997, when we brought our daughter Martha and her new baby Sarah Louise home from hospital, we expected a few sleepless nights. But we weren’t prepared for the horrors that awaited us …


  Sarah Louise had been home from the hospital for less than a week when we first started hearing footsteps upstairs. At first I put it down to one of the family doing it and not answering when I called, but when it continued every night at around 7 pm, when we would all be watching television we started to wonder. I didn’t believe in the supernatural and thought there must be a logical explanation.


  Two weeks after the footsteps started, my son Michael came rushing in looking very pale. ‘Dad you won’t believe what I’ve just seen,’ he said, ‘there was a little girl standing on the landing halfway up the stairs!’ After I calmed him down he continued, ‘She looked about twelve and she was wearing a straw hat.’ We both went back out into the hall but there was no sign of the girl. The baby’s feeding bottles started to disappear around the same time. Every time Martha put one down in the bedroom and went to do something else she would return to find it gone.


  In the first week of November things really start to happen. We were all having dinner in the kitchen one evening when we heard a lot of crashing and banging coming from the bathroom. Eventually we had the courage to investigate and Michael and myself went upstairs. I went in first and called Michael. ‘Look at this,’ I cried, ‘all the shampoo bottle tops are gone!’ ‘No they’re not Dad, they’re in the bath.’ Michael pointed to the middle of the bath and there was a perfect pyramid of all the missing bottle tops.


  A couple of days later, Michael was in his room saying the rosary, when he let out a piercing yell, ‘Dad help me!’ I rushed upstairs and flinging open his bedroom door was faced with Michael cowering under his bed covers. ‘What happened, son?’ I asked. ‘Dad, this really bright light, like about five thousand candles, just appeared and started whizzing around the room really fast. It was coming closer to me so I hid.’ It really put the wind up him and it took him a long time to calm down. Things got really bad after that. The light was a regular occurrence and could be seen all over the house. Crashes, bangs and the footsteps were becoming more and more regular.


  Our dog Bundy would bark at things and was very uneasy around the baby. Sarah Louise would often jump out of your arms and cry hysterically for no reason. We even took her to the doctors convinced that she had some kind of serious disease.


  We started to anticipate when things would happen – the place would get really cold and then some sort of activity would follow. We even had to leave the house at this point as it was getting quite frightening. One night we had left the house in a hurry and forgot to bring poor Bundy with us. She was out in the garden and the neighbours’ son offered to go and feed her. It was just getting dark as he climbed over the fence into the garden with a tin of food. As he went towards the house to get Bundy’s bowl he saw a ball of light flying around the kitchen. He watched it for a few seconds before taking flight.


  We were all starting to suffer from lack of sleep at this stage and I had to give up my job as a bus driver because I was so exhausted all the time. My wife was just about holding things together and so was Michael. Martha was the only one who managed to stay calm, but that changed during the following January.


  One evening, she was alone in the house as we had gone out. When we returned, at around 11 pm, we were met by a terrified Martha, with Sarah Louise fully clothed in her pram. ‘I’m not staying in this house any more!’ she sobbed. My wife Jackie took her into the sitting-room and tried to coax an explanation from her. After a few minutes she told us what happened.


  ‘I had just laid Sarah Louise down in the cot and I went downstairs to get her a bottle. She started screaming like she was in pain. When I went back upstairs the screaming was really loud, and when I tried to go into the room the door slammed shut on its own. I couldn’t get in. I tried pushing it, I even took a run at it but I couldn’t get it open, and she was still screaming! I ran next door and got Mike. He came back in with me and when he went upstairs it was really quiet. I was so scared – I thought something bad had happened to the baby. He called me up. The bedroom door was open, and she was in the cot fast asleep. He said the door opened first time without any problem. After he went I dressed her and put her in the pram in case anything else happened.’ 


  Jackie asked her what time this all happened. She told us around 8 pm, just after we had left the house.


  Needless to say we stopped sleeping in the house. Our wonderful neighbours put us up in their sitting-room every night. All five of us would huddle together fully clothed, baby in her pram, just in case we had to make a run for it.


  I went to the local council to see if they would re-house us. When they heard the story they just laughed and thought we were mad, and besides there was a five year waiting list.


  Finally, we decided to ask our local priest for help. His first reaction was not too helpful. ‘Take the dirty books out of the house,’ he said, ‘and it will stop.’ Michael was with me and he had to restrain me from doing something I would regret. Eventually the priest agreed to perform a mass in the house. Between the 5th and 26th of February we had six priests to the house to perform a blessing.


  Instead of helping, it just made things worse. The noises and lights got stronger and more frequent. Then things started happening in the baby’s bedroom. One evening I heard the music box playing in Sarah Louise’s room. ‘Did any of you just wind that music box?’ I shouted to no one in particular. ‘No’ came the reply from everyone. ‘Are you sure, because it’s still playing up there,’ I shouted back. Getting up, I went out to listen for anyone upstairs playing a prank. I met Michael, and we both ventured up the stairs. He went ahead, going into the baby’s room first. ‘Oh Jesus!’ he exclaimed and then pointed to the ground beside the bed. All the baby’s toys had been placed in a ring on the floor. ‘It looks like a tea party,’ I said to him and then called the other members of the family to take a look. ‘OK, who did it?’ I asked, but they had all been downstairs like myself. Over the next few weeks similar things happened and a lot more frequently.


  I was so distressed at this point that I feared for my family and decided to contact the local radio station to see if there was anyone who could help us. I was interviewed on 10 March and things just went crazy. Newspapers, television and radio stations from all over the world – they all wanted to interview us. People would come from all over to see the house. It was after being on the news that we were contacted by a medium, who had seen us on the news. She said she could cleanse the house and rid us of the spirit. You can’t imagine the relief when she arrived.


  The minute she came in she asked us to leave her alone to get a feel for the energy in the house. She was drawn to the sitting-room and told us that she had seen a vision of a young nun giving birth to a baby. There were two men present. She sensed that one was the girl’s father and the other a man of the church dressed in red flowing robes. When the child was born, the girl’s father took it from her and smothered it. He then dug a grave in the earth floor and buried it. The other man then handed him some coins and left.


  She thought that the spirit was that of the child and it had become jealous of Sarah Louise. She said that she could help the spirit child to leave earth and go to the spirit realm by performing a cleansing ceremony, but Sarah Louise should not be present in the house.


  I volunteered to take Sarah Louise out and as soon as we left the house she started to cry inconsolably. The cleansing took place in Martha’s bedroom with all the other family members present.


  Jackie takes up the story:


  The medium took us all to Martha’s room and got Michael and myself to join hands with her. She seated Martha in the middle of the circle on a chair. She asked for us to be surrounded by the white light of protection and then began. She told us to concentrate as she attempted to contact the spirit of the dead baby. We all felt a little uneasy at this point, but she assured us everything would be OK.


  After she managed to communicate with the baby she asked Martha to imagine she was cradling the spirit baby in her arms. As she continued we all experienced visions of the spirit baby rising up in the air and then disappearing. The atmosphere in the room had been quite heavy and oppressive, this changed as soon as the baby disappeared. The medium then left the room and placed crystals in different places all over the house. She burned incense and scattered a mixture of salt and herbs at the four corners of the house. She didn’t promise that we would have no more trouble with the spirit but she did feel that the house was clear.


  John continues:


  Sarah Louise kept crying until we returned to the house a couple of hours later. The medium told me that this was because the spirit baby had been her playmate and she knew he would be gone soon.


  Thankfully the cleansing seemed to work and things have stopped. We still get the odd crash or bang but that’s about it.


  Sarah Louise, now ten, still remembers ‘the man in the light bulb’ who used to take her toys, even though this all happened when she was a week to eight months old. We often tease her and ask, ‘Did the man have wings like an angel?’ Her reply is always, ‘Grandad, don’t be stupid he was in a light bulb that floated around.’


  After the cleansing took place, people would come to us, to see if we could help them with their ‘haunted homes’, so I decided to learn how to cleanse houses myself. I do it on a regular basis for people and have no fear of entering their homes, but I’m still a little scared of being alone in my own house.


  What I must say is that when I interviewed Jonathan, he came across as very normal. This record of his experience represents just a fraction of the phenomena that took place during that awful eight month period. Even on the day that I spoke to him there was still some activity in the house.


  What stood out to me about their experience was young Sarah Louise. Jonathan said that she was a very jumpy baby and would literally start to jump about violently in his arms for no apparent reason. She was aware of what was going on during the eight months, but seemed quite unperturbed by the whole thing. She would stare at something on the ceiling and the toys she touched were the ones that would be moved.


  When the cleansing ceremony was being held, she cried inconsolably from the minute he left the house with her until their return. Like any doting grandparent, he hoped that she wouldn’t be affected by her experience and to all intents and purposes she hasn’t been. She does remember many incidents in detail, and is very matter of fact when she corrects anyone who describes the phenomena incorrectly. She knows that it was a male spirit that took up residence in her house, and that it was a friend to her as a baby. She is in no way scared by her experience and accepts it as something that happened. Sarah Louise is now ten years old and her memories of that time are still vivid.


  I received the following very interesting email from Robert in Liverpool. As I’m from Liverpool myself, I actually know the location of this property. Robert’s memories of his experience are still powerful, proving how much we can actually remember from our childhoods:


  Haunted House in Liverpool


  Hello out there. My name is Robert and I was born and grew up in a haunted house. All of the events you are about to read are quite true, though not in any particular order, just as I remember them. My parents bought quite a large semi-detached house not long before I was born. It was on the market for a very reasonable price, which they put down to the property being in a very dilapidated state; it had been abandoned for some time. The fact that a good quality house had been left to decay in a growing suburban area of Merseyside on a middle class street was, in itself, odd. But the house soon became habitable with a lot of hard work, though with little assistance from contract labour, delivery men or even other family members. Some just plain refused to go near the place, some turned up but made their excuses and quickly left. Not one delivery man would cross the threshold, and by all accounts the house did exude menace in it’s own suburban way. I should explain that the house was fully furnished; nothing had been looted or even thrown about a bit – all was as it originally had been. The roof and windows were in poor condition and rain and weather had come in so the furniture had been soaked through; quality furniture abandoned with the house and now decayed beyond redemption. My parents found that as they worked in the house the air would often turn chilly and the hairs on their heads would stand for no explicable reason. Also many items – screwdrivers, pliers etc, seemingly vanished without trace. I think they were mad to have stayed but they did. The furniture had to go so it was broken up and burned. Although some of the items were quite grand, I’m told they were all beyond repair. One large chest of drawers, which had seized completely shut defied all attempts to open it and had to be dismantled with a lump hammer and crowbar. When they were smashed apart my parents discovered that the drawers contained all of the missing items my parents had lost since they first took possession, including a still wet and warm window cloth my mother had lost just moments before my father destroyed the chest.


  Some time later, when the house was habitable, I arrived – delivered in the front bedroom. Nothing too remarkable about that but with my birth the ghost returned. My room was fitted with a baby alarm, so that my parents could listen to me screaming (only kidding, you know what baby alarms are for). For a while after my birth sounds of heavy footfalls had been heard upstairs and an odour of burning candles was often commented on by visitors, although my mum never used them back then. Also the icy patches had come back and now with the baby link in my nursery my parents heard a strange voice. A kind voice of an elderly lady, usually singing ‘Rock of Ages’. My father tells me it used to freeze him to the spot but my mother would run up the stairs hoping to meet our ghost.


  She never did – the voice would go as she reached the stairs and all would be as it was before. The voice came regularly, and my mother enquired with neighbours as a way of ruling out interference from neighbours’ televisions and radios but no link could be found between them and the singing voice. I think my parents just got used to it as time went by. People got more relaxed about the house and the feeling of dread about the place went away. The house looked nice and visitors used to treat the stories of haunting with great scepticism. My nan, my mum’s mother was the greatest sceptic of all, but I feel that her story, of all that I have heard from the house, remains the best. It was Christmas. I guess 1970, or maybe 1971. I was still little more than a baby and both of my grandmothers were staying over for the festive season. I must have been out of my old nursery room because I know I was supposed to be moved back to the nursery (box room) to make room for the two old ladies. I also know I wouldn’t go. I was adamant that the box room belonged to ‘the Lady’ and not for anything would my three-year-old self sleep in there. My grandmother ended up taking the room in my stead, laughing at my parents for believing all this haunting rubbish. Anyway I don’t know how many nights she had stayed but on one of the Christmas nights my nan had an interesting experience. It must have been fairly late and my Nan was getting undressed in the box bedroom when another old lady joined her in the room. The other lady looked at my Nan and said, ‘Hello Amy (my nan’s name) love, I haven’t seen you in ever such a long time.’


  My nan fled, and I can’t say I blame her – it’s a small room to be cooped up in with someone who you know is dead. It later transpired it had been the previous owner of the house, a woman my nan had known in the past – a woman who had died under quite tragic circumstances in the house.


  I had a little sister the following year, and things got spooky again. Footsteps and candles, but no singing – just sounds and clicks on the baby alarm. Soon enough, things calmed down or seemed to, although I guess the noises just became normal background noise to us and we just stopped noticing them, even though visitors still found them disquieting. We felt our ghost must be getting used to us. As I grew up and entered junior school I can only remember one incident that was even remotely unusual, and that was a glass vase which moved along a window sill and was then knocked onto the floor. I remember watching this while having my breakfast one day before leaving for school.


  It was much later that I saw ‘the Lady’. I still hardly trust my own senses, but it felt as real as it could be. I was a teenager and my room was in an attic conversion (a new room that was never accessible to the previous owner) reached by a wooden ladder staircase. On this night I was in bed and it was fairly late, but I was awake – maybe only half awake, but aware. Anyway I heard a sound – it was the sound of shuffling feet on carpet. It was unmistakable – I knew I was not alone in the room. To reach the room you had to climb the bare wood stairs, which creaked and thumped however hard you tried to be quiet, but I had not heard anyone climb them. I summoned the courage to peep from under my bedclothes not expecting to see anything at all. In the gloom I could see a woman in a dressing gown standing at the entrance to the room. She was old and she was moving, though very slowly, into the room. Oddly I was not too terrified though I did not sleep that night after I popped back under the covers. I never mentioned it to anyone. I often wondered why I would see her in that room as in the past the room was not accessible. I did have a theory – in my room was the only salvaged item of furniture from the old owner, the lower section of yet another chest of drawers. I wondered if that had been the attraction, but I also wondered if she was curious about the new room and just decided to explore. I guess I’ll never know.


  About the same time that I saw ‘the Lady’ my father saw her too. He didn’t tell anyone at the time either and it was years later before he told me about it. Like me he had been in a semi-doze, lying on the sofa in the rear lounge and facing what was, at the time, the doors of a built-in cupboard. He says that he was just staring into space, relaxed and cosy, when a frizzle-haired old woman strode out of the cupboard doors and through the end of the sofa he had been lying on. He says she was as clear and solid as any person and he was able to give a fairly good description of her. He later visited our elderly neighbours and he told them about the ghost he had seen and he gave his description to them. They were surprised to say the least: my fathers description had been a perfect match of the previous owner.


  Anyway, time passed and the noises had long since vanished. The candle odour was a distant memory and the house was, bar one spot, a happy house. The spot on the first landing is the only place that did not get better. I wondered if it was just me, until last year.


  I have my own house now which I can only describe as one hundred per cent happy. I never feel uneasy there. One evening we had a group of friends over and we all started telling ghost stories. Soon enough a theme arose. Had I brought it up I could have dismissed it, but it wasn’t me that mentioned it first and I sat back amazed as agreement spread through the room. The place that all of them dreaded most was my mother’s stairs. None of them could explain it further than a gut feeling that something they did not want anything to do with was hiding there, so they tended not to linger there, just in case. The first landing is a junction, from there the stairs go straight on and right and to the rear. There is something about that space, you have to look to your right … you don’t want to, but it’s almost a compulsion.


  Just one last thing. My little sister had a baby six years ago. She, and her boyfriend, lived at my mother’s at the time and her bedroom was one of the two old hot spot haunted rooms. With the new baby came footstep sounds again and something that never registered at first were clicks on the baby alarm. We began to realise these clicks occurred at the same time every night: ten past eight and again a little after eleven. The baby would wake every time after the clicks. It wasn’t until the family had a baby-sitter one evening that we paid any attention to the clicks as possibly being something other than interference. It was my then girlfriend, now wife’s, twenty-first birthday. I arranged a big surprise party at local restaurant and all the family were going to be there so my sister got her boyfriend’s mum to come over and look after my niece, Lucy. Jenny, the sitter, knew very little about us – she had only met us a few times and she had never heard a thing about our ghost that was for sure. Cutting a long story short, after a very pleasant evening we returned to my mothers to find Jenny by the front door. At just after eleven she had heard a sound on the baby alarm: a click followed, she said, by a woman’s voice which said, ‘Come on, come on Lucy love’. Jenny was terrified when we got to her, the poor woman, but we have never heard a peep since other than the clicks which went on for more than a year afterwards. Well that’s all I suppose, except for this: when I was about twenty-two or twenty-three my mum was telling me some things and she mentioned a scandal involving the old lady who lived in the house, which involved her son leaving the country in a bit of a hurry. She hung herself soon after. I think I know where.


  There are many houses on our streets that have been left fully furnished and abandoned. Is it because they hold eerie secrets? I would advise caution if you ever come across one such as Robert’s parents did … you never know who you might be sharing it with!


  Here is a rather strange story from a young lady called Nora. This account tells of over nine years of childhood experiences:


  My House, My Toys, and Me


  I am now only a twelve-year-old girl, but I have already had a few paranormal experiences. Perhaps you will not believe me, but these are things that I am sure I experienced.


  I have been interested in horror all my life, and by the time I was nine years old, I had endured plenty of sleepless nights from the ghost stories I read. As a young child I hated dolls and had a model human skeleton called ‘Little Skeleton’ that I substituted for a doll. I was about three then. It was when I was about three that weird things started to happen to me, not very often, but always at night. The first thing that would happen is that I wouldn’t be able to feel my blankets, then I would feel a hand on my back. The hand would gently stroke, scratch and tickle me. I never moved when this happened. Although it never hurt me I would be terrified of it. I told one of my friends about it when I was five and it stopped for about a year.


  The next year, when I was six, things really started to happen. My closet door would fly open, even if I tried to hold it shut. I wasn’t too scared, but, every time the door flew open, a puff of green mist would come out of it, and float around the room. That freaked me out. Soon after the door began opening on it’s own, and one day my friend said that she saw a ghost behind me. We ran out of my room screaming. The door to my room slammed shut really violently behind us. I knew it was no one else in the house as I’m an only child and both of my parents were out in the front yard gardening. Both of us ran out of the house and my friend ran straight home.


  When I was seven, the volume dial on my tape player turned by itself repeatedly! I had started to be afraid of my house. I had started to make concoctions from different fragrant things around the house, and one day after making a batch and placing it on the window ledge in the basement, I sat on the couch to watch some television. When I picked up the remote to turn on the television I noticed some really eerie, weird music. It seemed to be coming from the concoction I had just made. I moved away from the couch and the music seemed to stop only to start again when I sat back down. I’ve never heard any instrument that sounded like it. I ran to my room to calm down. As I got to my room door, it slammed shut in my face. I was so afraid that I ran to my mom for help.


  Nothing happened for a while after that, but, when I was nine the strange happenings started up again. When I would be doing homework in my room, ‘Little Skeleton’ would keep moving to face different directions. He would be facing me one minute, then turned away from me the next. Soon after that I heard footsteps coming from the computer room. The computer was on, but that wasn’t the scary bit. It was the footsteps and the muffled voice coming from inside the room that scared me. I told my parents about it when they got home, but they didn’t believe me. Last year I was playing on the computer when I saw a small black shape out of the corner of my eye. I saw it loads more times and still see it now, only now it has grown to resemble a shadowy person. If I try to look at it, it darts behind something. Now the attic door has taken to opening and closing on it’s own. I don’t know what’s going on in my house, but I am afraid. No one else seems to notice anything different, or are they trying to protect me? I hope my house is not at the centre of a mass haunting, because I don’t want to be afraid of my house forever.


  It is common for parents not to believe their children when they tell them about supernatural experiences. Sadly, this leaves the child isolated and scared and also convinced that they will not be believed by the adult world. Hopefully, her parents are just trying to protect her by not admitting to any experiences themselves, but I think that they are very wrong to do that. I would always urge a sympathetic ear and a little understanding.


  Most of us don’t remember much from our very early childhood, but I would guess that each of us has been told strange tales by our parents, about incidents that have stood out as ‘weird’. Many of these will probably include an ‘imaginary friend’. I find that a lot of parents put psychic phenomena in children down to this because they don’t understand how much psychic ability a child actually has. Or they are scared of the idea that a child is receiving communication from the spirit world. We all get a bit scared at things we don’t understand, so it is very natural for a parent to not acknowledge something that may make their child out to be a ‘weirdo’.


  I received an email a few weeks ago from a woman in southern Australia, whose sister is one of those parents. The woman who emailed me goes by the name of Amphrite, and I’ll let her tell you the story:


  Please be Quiet,

  You are Talking Too Loud


  My four-year-old niece often tells us that she has friends that talk to her. She can describe some of them in detail and has one that she says is called ‘Fergus’. He lives in my brother’s house, which is really old. She tells us that Fergus doesn’t work and can often tell us about things that have gone on in the house while she is away from it. My poor sister doesn’t want her labelled as some strange kid, so she tells all her own friends that my niece is going through the ‘imaginary friend’ stage.


  Some really weird things have happened. One day my niece was playing on the floor. There was only her and my sister at home, when she suddenly told her mother that she was in a bad mood because the people in the room were talking too loud and it was giving her a headache. She said that she had asked them to be quiet, but they wouldn’t.


  We did as you suggested and asked her a few questions about her friends. She came up with some odd things about the house and its previous residents, and many of them actually check out. We are still trying to find out more about Fergus, but as yet nothing has turned up. Fergus really puzzles us. Where would a four year old Australian girl pick up that name? We don’t know anyone called that and it is very unusual, so, she probably hasn’t heard it in conversation.


  My brother-in-law has heard a few funny noises around the house, mostly from my niece’s bedroom. He hasn’t asked her about them, as he doesn’t want to scare her. He told us that they sounded a little like footsteps and tapping sounds.


  It is always a risk that by asking a child questions you may be leading them in their responses, but Amprite’s niece was asked in an uninterested way, with no prompting. I suggested that when she told them about something that had happened to her they should just ask things like: ‘Why are they talking so loudly or where does he live?’ They always keep the conversation light and don’t tell her that she is being foolish. Many of the answers have yielded proof of things that she has told them. Much of the information she provided dates back to many years before the family had any knowledge of the area. For a young child to be able to furnish this type of information is extraordinary, and as far as I and the family are concerned, this is proof enough that she is receiving information from the spirit realm.


  Spirits often manifest to children to get recognition of past events. The next experience comes from a woman who was a neighbour of mine many years ago in Liverpool. There were three flats in the house we lived in, and all the residents heard the noises very clearly. However, at the beginning we put it down to the other residents coming and going until one fateful night when all hell seemed to break loose:


  A Doctor's Tale


  A friend of mine lived in the top flat in a Victorian house close to Liverpool FC. She had one daughter and was a single parent. Her daughter was about four years old when she started to get visits from two ‘imaginary friends’ by the names of Charles and Victoria. My friend wasn’t too concerned until her daughter told her that Charles and Victoria had died in her bedroom.


  Thinking that the child was going ‘weird’, she started to tell her daughter off every time she mentioned these two children and refused to let her play in her bedroom alone. A couple of days after banning her daughter from mentioning the two children there were some strange occurrences in the house. These were witnessed by the families in the lower flats, including me (I lived in the ground floor flat).


  Around nine o’clock at night we would regularly hear heavy pounding footsteps running up the stairs. They initially sounded as though they stopped on the first landing and we assumed that it was someone visiting the first floor flat. After about two weeks they began to stop outside the door of the top floor flat where my friend lived. She would open her door to see who was there and never saw anyone. As you can imagine, she was getting fairly worried at this stage and decided to move back to her parent’s house for a week or two.


  The day she left for her parent’s house all the noises stopped. After a week of quiet she decided to come back. The very night of her arrival all hell broke loose. Not only did the footsteps return but they were accompanied by hammering on her front door. Needless to say she fled back to her parent’s house.


  After a little persuading, we both took a trip to the central library in Liverpool where we discovered something that made sense of all the phenomena that had been going on. The house had belonged to a doctor at the turn of the twentieth century. There had been a fire in the house. This fire had started in the nursery, which was now my friends flat, and two children had been killed. Their names were Charles and Victoria, but the spookiest thing was that their father had tried to rescue them and had died due to the smoke and severe burns. He was found at the door to the nursery.


  Our parish priest agreed to come and bless the flat. He told us that this was a replay of events that needed to be recognised and that my friend’s daughter had been the focus for the departed spirits. After he blessed the house, he told the spirits that they could leave and, that we knew of their torment and they could now rest in peace. Nothing was ever heard again.


  I often tell people to go and search in the land registry files of their property if their child has an imaginary friend because most of the time these spirits are previous owners or residents. They need to tell us something and find it easier to communicate with a receptive child’s mind. Another experience sent to me is from Marion, whose son Billy is autistic:


  Shadow Man


  Ever since my son Billy was small he has told us about a shadow man that lives with us. He sees this ‘shadow man’ regularly and says that he sees him mostly just outside the kitchen window. Since Billy is autistic we didn’t take too much notice and thought that it was just the special way his mind works. Also we didn’t want to frighten him too much by asking questions.


  Recently Billy has said that the man has a dog, and that he can see it walking next to him. After I spoke to you we asked Billy a couple of general questions like, ‘Does the man like our house?’ Billy said that our house used to be the man’s house and that he likes being here with us. I have lived in this same street all my life and couldn’t remember anyone like Billy described, so we checked the land registry just like you said.


  It turns out that where our house stands was once part of a large sheep farm. We think this man may have worked there and was a farm labourer or shepherd. We didn’t come up with a name though. I have seen a few shadows out of the corner of my eye over the years but had thought nothing of them. After I did the land registry check, I was standing in the kitchen preparing dinner and what I saw completely shocked me. I glanced outside at the garden and saw a man, wearing a cloth cap; he smiled at me and then was gone. When my husband came home I was still in shock and couldn’t tell him what I’d seen for a few minutes. I guess it was Billy’s shadow man.


  Marion and I correspond on a regular basis and any questions that were put to Billy were done in a really general way. If you do want to question a child about things they see don’t be serious or in any way menacing. They will think you are annoyed with them and won’t give you any information. Just treat it as normal and you may be surprised by what you will hear. And, please never tell them that they are lying or that they can’t see an imaginary friend or whatever they describe, as all you will do is shut down their psychic awareness and ability. Recently she told me that something new is happening to Billy ...


  I’m Recharging My Powers


  Billy often says that he is recharging his powers, and runs around the house wearing a cape, doing his Superman impressions. I never really gave it much thought until this week. The shadow man seemed to have gone – we hadn’t been aware of him for a few weeks. This morning when I got up, my husband called out to me that the dog was at the bedroom door wanting to go out. I looked up to the bedroom and saw a small shadow. It wasn’t our dog, but resembled a lamb. Our dog was sleeping in the hallway, where she does every night. The shadow man put in an appearance a little later on as well. I asked Billy if he knew the man was back and he said that he had seen him that day because his powers were strong again.


  My son Bobbin is really a bit like the child in ‘The Sixth Sense’ – he sees dead people. As I am a psychic myself, I can often see them too, so I know he isn’t making it up. He is only three and sometimes he is scared by what he sees and hears. What I do is ask for any messages to be sent via me and that the spirits should leave him alone as he doesn’t understand what they are trying to tell him. Recently a member of our family died and he communicated with Bobbin, by making an electric radio alarm clock go on and off – despite the fact it wasn’t plugged in. I was out when this happened but my husband and his mother both witnessed it. The clock had belonged to my father in law’s brother and has gone off at 11.45 pm every night since he died. We all had thought that this may have been the time he died as he was found dead early one morning. Armed with what I knew I asked the spirit to tell me the message he had and not to communicate it to Bobbin as he was too young to understand.


  The message came to me in a dream that the man in question had died at that time from a heart attack. When we got the death certificate, it turned out that he had died of heart disease that had not been diagnosed, and not from a chest complaint as originally thought. After I had been given this message we went to my mother-in-law’s house and the clock ‘laughed’ at Bobbin. It has done nothing strange since.


  A couple of weeks after this incident I was putting Bobbin to bed when he came out with a very strange statement – he said that the relative was going home, no, going back into the hole and that he was crying because he couldn’t get out. After some thought, I decided to perform an angel ceremony to help him to pass on to the spirit world. It has seemed to work and there was no further communication from him.


  If we had laughed at Bobbin we would have caused a great deal of harm as I feel that he would still have seen spirits but would have been afraid to tell us and ended up having nightmares and being afraid of the dark. This can happen so easily to children. We should be more aware of their psychic ability and try to come up with better ways of dealing with it. I tell Bobbin that he has angels around him all the time and if he is afraid of anything then he should ask them to protect him. We all have guardian angels and if we ask for their protection, it is given. Angels are familiar beings to young children and it helps to alleviate any fears they have about things that they can see but can’t comprehend. Fortunately, not all children are as supersensitive as Bobbin, but they still have amazing abilities to pass on messages from deceased family members without actually knowing it. One such child was brought to my attention by his mother:


  Ganda


  My son is only eighteen months old and just beginning to speak properly. Recently he has started to play with a man that none of us can see. He will play for hours laughing and talking to this man and when we disturb his play he looks from us to his friend as if his friend is talking to him about us.


  We first noticed something when my sister was in the room alone with him and he was smiling and waving to something in one part of the room. She called me into the room and he pointed to the spot and said, ‘Man’, then waved and said, ‘Hello’. As we watched he said, ‘Bye, bye’ and then continued to play. A few days later my husband, son and myself were in the garden when he pointed at something and said, ‘Man’ I asked him who the man was, to which he replied, ‘Ganda’. He then said, ‘Ganda away.’ I asked him where he went away to and he replied, ‘Ganda away dead.’ He has only a small vocabulary and so I asked if he meant to bed, but he said, ‘No, man dead.’


  I hadn’t told my daughter about any of this and yesterday she was playing with her brother in the hall. She said he kept frightening her, saying there was a man and turning her head so she could see him too.


  My father died fourteen years ago and all the grandchildren called him Ganda, maybe it’s wishful thinking that he has come back to visit his grandson (named after him). Or maybe my son just has a great imagination and a wicked sense of humour.


  I would be inclined to say that it is Ganda, coming back to watch over his grandson. Many people have had experiences like this, and I find that they have too much in common to be anything other than a communication from loved ones in the spiritual realm. Over the years I have come across many examples of this kind of experience, and the majority of families that have experienced it find great comfort and evidence that their loved ones are happy in the spiritual realm. The next account is another personal one, and involves my eldest three kids:


  You’ll Never Give Up Smoking


  When my eldest kids were quite young they lost their grandad after a massive heart attack. He had been quite ill for a while, but still it was unexpected. The day that he died, I was trying to work out how to tell my daughter that he had passed, but I had no need to worry. She came downstairs to me and quite normally said, ‘Mum, grandad is dead isn’t he,’ to which I tried to stammer a reply and she cut me off saying, ‘It’s OK, I saw him on the stairs and he told me to tell you because nobody knows how to.’


  At this point I have to tell you that the other adult members of the family were at the hospital, and all that they had been told was that he was in a serious condition. I actually knew he was dead because my own grandad, who is one of my spirit guides, let me know before the family even left for the hospital.


  So, it was quite funny to see the serious faces when they got back to the house pondering how to break the news. We let them stew for a little while until we told them we already knew. My youngest was only just coming up to his second birthday and was sleeping upstairs, when we heard talking on the baby alarm. The family were too busy trying to console my then mother-in-law, to recognise the voice but it was that of his grandad. Slipping out of the room I went upstairs and saw the spirit of Jim standing over my son’s cot, talking to him and stroking his hair. He turned to me and smiled, then carried on talking to my son. I got such a feeling of great peace from him that I was unable to shed any tears for his loss, plus there was also the fact that I knew he would be around watching over his grandchildren.


  After that night I would often hear him talking to both of my sons over the baby alarm. They would answer and the conversations would last well over an hour. We would see him sitting on the stairs quite often, but his own sons and his wife could not see him. They just laughed at us and thought we were going mad, that is until one night, a year after he died. My ex-husband and his brother had gone out for a couple of drinks, and my eldest two were sitting with me in the lounge. They were sitting at opposite ends of the couch with grandad between them. They spent the whole night laughing and talking to him, then at around eleven o’clock the men returned. The moment they entered the room the kids burst out laughing and proceeded to tell them that grandad said that there was no way that those two could give up smoking. The two men looked like they had been hit by a train. It turned out that they had been talking about giving up smoking in the pub while they were out. They were absolutely gobsmacked. They knew we couldn’t have known about it. We just laughed and told them that we hadn’t known but that Jim had heard them.


  All of my children are able to use their psychic ability and have been aware of it since they were young. They seem to have inherited it from me. I was aware of strange things from the age of three. The first experience I had was when I was taken to see my great grandmother when she was dying. I remember seeing a cloud around her on the bed and it frightened me so much that I had to be taken out of the room immediately.


  This next experience was sent to me by a young lady I will refer to as Sapphire. There are two stories here, both very interesting and quite scary, particularly as she experienced these things when she was between four and five years old. They made such an impression on her that she still has a problem with all manner of creeping bugs:


  What Katy Did


  I had two weird experiences when I was four and five years old. They changed my life. The first one happened when I was at my grandma’s house. We had some electrical problems at our apartment, so my mom, my two brothers (aged two and five at the time) had to spend the night at grandma’s. We all slept in the double bed in the spare room. The bed was right against the wall – mom and I slept at the top and my two brothers at the bottom. I remember not sleeping too well, and woke up about 1.30 am. I had rolled over with my face only about four inches from the wall. I had only been awake a few moments when I felt a hand going all over my face, touching it really gently. I thought it was my brothers’ trying to wake me up, so I rolled back over. They were both sound asleep. Then someone pulled my hair and I started screaming. Everyone in the house woke up immediately. Mom checked under the bed as I had thought someone was trying to pull me under it. Nothing was found and my mom and grandma put it down to an over-active imagination.


  The second experience happened about a year later. I had received a life-sized doll for Christmas, which I called Katy. She became my constant buddy. Our apartment was in a low income block and we had a terrible problem with cockroaches. The place was infested, and soon, so was Katy. My mom did her best to ‘clean out’ Katy but she ended up having to leave her out on the back porch for a few nights. One night, I was feeling a little lonely, so I snuck out and rescued Katy. I put her under the bunk bed I slept in. I slept on the top, with my two brothers on the bottom. I remember being awoken at 3 am by the bed shaking back and forth. I blamed my brothers, but as I leaned over to see if it was them I got a big surprise. The two of them couldn’t be seen. I looked out towards the living-room and saw them both asleep on the couch. I was so terrified that I couldn’t move and finally fell back to sleep, though the bed was still shaking. The next morning I asked my brothers why they had been sleeping on the couch (I didn’t tell them anything about the bed shaking), they said that I had been shaking the bed so much they had to get out of it. I didn’t tell Mom about the shaking bed, but asked her to get rid of Katy. She put her into the garbage and she was disposed of straight away. I still swear that it was Katy making the bed shake, I won’t sleep next to walls or at the edge of a bed. I really hate all bugs even to this day.


  There seem to be certain themes that run through all psychic experiences: hearing things, being touched and seeing unexplained shadows or lights. Although there are others, these three seem to be the most common. Have you ever thought you heard someone call your name, or woken up thinking someone was messing about and tickling your face with something? These were probably some kind of communication, maybe not of the type Sapphire had, but possibly from a deceased relative just letting you know they were around. It’s quite a comforting thought isn’t it? The next experience is from Amber, who lives in Ohio. Like Sapphire she had a strange experience, but she actually managed to turn it around:


  Ghostly Fun In Waldo


  It was February of 1988 and my family decided to move to Waldo, Ohio. I was seven at the time. We chose a house that we thought would be perfect. A chance at a new life. My sister and I chose our rooms. Mine was right across from my parents and also the biggest. As we were moving in the other family was moving out. They seemed upset but we didn’t think anything of it. We should have.


  A few months after we moved in things started disappearing or were found in the wrong places. My mom started blaming me and my sister. But it wasn’t us. I started getting sick and nobody could figure out why. I started feeling like someone was watching me. Soon things got stranger. I remember lying in my bed at night and seeing clothes fly around my room. I remember seeing a strange man stand over me. Talking to me. I would tell my mom and she would say it was a nightmare, but I knew it wasn’t. Then I started getting unexplainable marks on my body. A year later these things were still happening, but only to me. Later we found out the reason the other family decided to leave. They knew. They felt it too. We decided to find out who was with us. The story we heard fit our experiences perfectly.


  Not too long before we moved in a man had shot himself in my parent’s room. If you looked hard enough at the walls you could see the blood. After I found out I started to talk to the man and he stopped scaring me. We all learned to live together. He was like a guardian angel from that day on. Now I trust the ghosts and spirits around me. I try to help them and they help me.


  A happy ending? Well, whatever you may think at least Amber’s family learned to get along with their extra resident. This story encourages us to look into the history of things before we doubt the word of our children. There are many such cases like this and sometimes we can learn a lot from the spirit world. One such experience comes from a woman in Hawaii, who wishes to remain anonymous, and has written her account in the third party:


  Friendly Ghost


  This couple had moved into a new home in Hawaii. They had a son – he was about three or so. When they put him to bed at night, the next morning he was often found sleeping on the floor. Now the couple thought this was typical for their son to climb out of bed and sleep on the floor. The boy would always be in one particular corner. So one day the father blocked off the corner so his son could not go there. That night while the couple were watching television, they turned and saw their son walking out of the room as if he was holding an older person’s hand. Just before the boy got to the door, he dropped his hand as if the person’s hand he was holding let go. The boy woke up crying. By this time the couple were really scared so they called upon a Kahuna (Hawaiian priest). The Kahuna investigated and told the couple that their house was built on a night marching trail (night marchers are deceased Hawaiians from long ago). And the Kahuna said that the reason why he was always sleeping in that particular corner was because a friendly spirit put him there for his well-being. Some years passed and the couple asked their son if he remembered the man? The young boy did not.


  So the spirit world can actually give us a helping hand. I find that a particularly nice touch, that the ‘friendly spirit’ moved the child out of harms way.


  I live in Birr, which is the middle of what is known as the ‘Mystic Triangle’. The triangle is made up of Leap, Kinnitty and Charleville castles (with Birr castle in the middle), and is an intersection of ancient ‘ley lines’, that connect it to Newgrange, Stonehenge and most of the ancient monument sites all over the world. You might also have noticed that the two most notoriously haunted castles in Ireland (Leap and Charleville) make up two of the triangles points? I know I would be a bit apprehensive about bringing up children in these kinds of places, but, Bonnie Vance, who owns Charleville has no such concerns. She and her family reside quite happily with the numerous spirits that inhabit Charleville. One of the most famous is that of a young girl who fell to her death while sliding down the banisters of the spiral staircase. If you are a viewer of Living TVs ‘Most Haunted’ you may recall their visit to Charleville.


  This next experience was related to me by a woman named Bonnie and she told me that it was the one and only time she was frightened for the safety of her children:


  Hold My Hand and Wait for Mammy


  I have always felt comfortable in our home and find it quite funny to watch other people’s reactions when they stay here. The kids experienced many things when they were young, but don’t remember too much about it. There was only one time when I felt frightened for the safety of any of my children, and that was when Michael was three. We ‘lost’ him, for want of a better word, for over an hour and a half. We looked everywhere, there was no sign of him and we were becoming increasingly worried. Not only was the house being renovated, but being so small, he could have wandered into just about any small space. We found him, eventually (nearly two hours later) sitting at the bottom of the spiral staircase. He wasn’t a bit worried, and told us that a little boy and a little girl had held his hands until we found him. We believe that the children were the little girl who fell to her death from the spiral staircase, and a cousin of hers who is buried up on Hop Hill.


  I think the fact that the child, Michael, felt no fear proves that some spirits are indeed friendly. A few friends of ours work on the restoration project in the castle and have heard the sounds of dinner parties going on as they enter many of the rooms. These are what you would call normal sane people and are definitely not prone to over-active imaginations; most of them are builders, roofers and the like. Apparently the worst time for phenomena to happen is around 3 am, when most people who stay at the castle take flight. Many have left their belongings and returned the next day. A renowned medium friend of mine was actually thrown from a wooden double bed when unseen hands upended it at 3 am.


  The most interesting thing I found out about Charleville is that children who stay there don’t seem to experience the same kind of scary stuff as the adults. Maybe the two younger spirits are putting a veil of protection around them.


  This next experience comes from Ginger, and involves all the children in the house. Just take a look at how experiences can affect children differently; some view them as interesting, some as terrifying. This case covers pretty much all aspects of a child’s reaction:


  Haunted?


  From the time I was born until I was about six or seven years old, I believe I lived in a haunted house. Of course, I was very young and therefore I do not remember much. However, I will tell you about the experiences that my brother and I recall (my parents say they don’t remember having any experiences of their own).


  What I experienced didn’t amount to much. Sometimes on Saturday mornings I would wake up and hear dishes and silverware rattling and being moved around in the kitchen. My dad’s an excellent cook, so I would always run into the kitchen thinking he was cooking breakfast. When I got there, I would always find the kitchen empty and my family still asleep in bed. I was so young at the time that I didn’t understand the concept of ghosts. Therefore, I always just went back to bed, not knowing that I should have been scared.


  One night, I was lying in bed awake. For some reason, my eyes were focused on a doll’s house I owned, which was directly opposite my bed. As I lay there looking at it, the form of a little boy began to appear. He was sitting beside the little house with one arm resting on the roof of it. Once again, I was so young, I didn’t know I was supposed to be scared. I sat up in bed and said out loud, ‘Do you want to play?’ The little boy smiled and nodded at me. I got out of bed and walked towards him, but as I got closer he disappeared. I wasn’t freaked out at all – I just went back to bed and fell asleep.


  Another time when I was sleeping in my brother’s room (he had two twin-sized beds) we saw a strange light radiating from our playhouse across the room. My dad was out of town, so we screamed for mom. We were convinced the light was a burglar. She searched every nook and cranny of the entire house looking for an intruder. When she found nothing, she told us it must have been a car’s headlights coming down the street. We believed her, but when I think back on it, considering the position of the house and the street, there is no way that a car’s lights could have shined on our playhouse.


  The worst experiences were the ones my older brother had. At the time when we lived in the house, I had no idea that any of his experiences were going on. To this day, he doesn’t like to talk about them, so I have to rely on my parent’s account of what happened. I have been told that practically every night, my brother would wake up screaming and crying. My parents would rush into his room and find him hysterical. He would tell them there was a mean lady sitting on the foot of his bed, and she was smiling at him in an evil way. My parents would see nothing, but the only way to get him to stop crying was to take him out of the room. If they tried to put him back in his room, he would start screaming again as soon as they carried him through the doorway.


  As I have said, I was too young to realise what a ghost was. I didn’t even know I was supposed to be scared of them. In fact, I didn’t even realise that the house was haunted until ten years later when my mom brought it up! Only then did I remember my experiences and realise that they were significant.


  As parents, I think that Ginger’s parents did the right thing in acknowledging the things she and her brothers experienced and in trying to come up with logical explanations for them. Ginger and her younger brother weren’t affected by their experiences that much, but obviously their elder brother’s experience was far more traumatic. Is this the way we turn our children into sceptics? Or, is it the child’s own way of dealing with something that they don’t understand but know they have witnessed? I feel that we need to be able to come up with something that will explain such scary experiences in a way so that a child does not shut down their psychic ability. Usually, I tell Bobbin that I will sort out something that has happened. I tell him that I will tell ‘whoever’ to leave him alone and not to come back anymore. Then I bring into the conversation something imaginary that I leave in the room to protect him. I use an invisible magic butterfly that sits in the top corner of the room. We have had many real butterflies appear in the room, even in winter. Butterflies are a common angel sign, and he is always happy to have the magic butterfly around.


  I also ask Archangel Michael to stop any communication from whatever it is that has frightened him. It works immediately and stops any unwanted communications. I then keep asking him if he has seen or heard whatever it was that scared and remind him that the magic butterfly is keeping all the scary things away. The result is a happy child that doesn’t have any more problems with scary things or nightmares.


  In this way I am able to preserve his psychic ability and ensure that he has no residual effects from his experiences, only the need for a cuddle before he falls asleep. We need to be so careful when dealing with paranormal events in children’s lives. We might not believe their stories, but it is up to us to deal with them in a sensitive way. It is always better to seem to believe what they tell you, even if you don’t. There is no harm in asking for a little angel help to keep things away. The angel is the one spiritual entity we are all familiar with from early childhood, and as we will see later in this book, they do help us in many ways.


  Terri from the UK sent me this experience:


  Childhood Hell


  My parents decided to move house when I was about two years old and my little sister was about a year old. The house was about five years old when we moved in. My sister and I had separate bedrooms along with my parent’s bedroom which was upstairs, as it was a two storey house.


  My parents had told me that after a few months of living there I woke up during the night and with a blood-curdling scream. They woke up thinking I was being harmed or that I had fallen out of bed and hurt myself. When they walked into the room I was crying and pointing to a space in my room and saying that I wanted my sister with me. My parents told me that they would move her in the next day. I then started to scream saying the bad man would get me unless my sister was with me, so that night they moved my sister in – cot and all.


  All was quiet for a couple of years apart from the odd noises now and again, which my parents would say was just the house settling for the night. I was happy with this as I was only five years old and it seemed normal to me. My sister was still sharing the room with me as I had developed a fear of the dark, which fifteen years later I still have.


  My sister at the time was about four years old. My mum put us to bed sometime during winter, as it was dark when we went to bed. We went to sleep and sometime during the night I woke up and had an urge to look outside the window. So I climbed on my bed and pulled the curtains apart and looked outside. What I saw has stayed in my mind, as well as my sisters, ever since.


  I saw a face of a man with a top hat, with long hair, a beard and the most evil-looking eyes I have ever seen. He was sniggering at me and talking to me, though I couldn’t hear what he said. Then he started to laugh. I broke away from the gaze or spell that the man had me under and I screamed and screamed. My screaming woke up my sister and she saw what I was looking at and she started to scream as well. My mother rushed up the stairs to see who was harming her children, but of course by then the man’s face was gone. My mum had said that it was Jack Frost paying us a visit but we didn’t believe her as he was supposed to be nice.


  That was the beginning of what was to come. From the moment my sister and myself saw the face, we would both hear footsteps going around my bed. This scared me so much that every night I would hide underneath my covers till the footsteps had stopped. My toys and clothes would go missing, and we would find them later in a place far from where they had been left originally.


  I had a stuffed toy that someone had given me when it was my birthday – when you squeezed it would sing ‘Old MacDonald had a Farm’. I was a tomboy and didn’t really like the toy so I ripped out the wires and batteries because it gave me the creeps. It was on my dresser near my bed. I walked in the bedroom during the daytime – mind you nothing had happened in that room during the daytime up until then and I felt safe going in there. I remember wanting a toy but I couldn’t find it and I was searching for it in my chest of draws when the stuffed toy suddenly began to sing ‘Old MacDonald had a Farm’ … I high-tailed it out of there.


  I must say that neither I, nor my sister, knew anything about ghosts as my mum was strict and never mentioned them. I remember one night coming up for air from under the covers and looking at the window above the doorway to see a small white light moving slowly to the attic door and wondering what it was. It was a circular shape and it almost had me hypnotised but I was scared at the same time. I later found that this could have been an orb. My sister and I were scared of going up the stairs by ourselves. Every time it was dark and one of us needed to go to the bathroom, we would ask the other to sit on the stairs, because we would hear footsteps following us. Then everything went quiet for a few years, though my mum did say to us when we were older that every night she would hear someone walk from our room down the stairs and then stop, and every night my mum and dad investigated the stairs to find nothing.


  I was born with a hip condition which needed several operations to correct. I had my first operation when I was ten years old. I was on crutches for months and I couldn’t walk, just hop. When I came back from the hospital I did my bed rest in the living-room as I didn’t want to do it in my bedroom.


  One night I had got into bed and my crutches were near my bedroom door away from my bed. I woke up during the night to feel that someone was walking along my bad leg, which really hurt; I can’t remember how I fell asleep after that happened. I think I must have passed out through the pain or waited for it to stop.


  The next morning I woke up, remembered what had happened the night before and looked down at my leg. It was covered in fresh new bruises which weren’t there the night before because my leg was healing and I had little bruising. I showed my mum my leg and she asked how I had received those bruises. So I told her. She tried to reassure me that it was a dream, but if it was how did I get those bruises shaped like footprints?


  All was quiet for a couple of weeks and I thought that it was all over. By this time my mum had to call a vicar to bless the house. She did this a couple of times, but didn’t tell us why. I guess because she didn’t want to scare us. To this day my mum won’t tell us why she got the house blessed and I don’t want to push her.


  Because I was going through a ‘grown-up’ phase and wanted to get rid of my fear of the dark, I decided that I would sleep with my bedroom door closed. Well this seemed to have drawn the spirit back and as soon as I closed the door it started up again. But it seemed angry at me and things began to get crazier in my room. My parents had started to let my two cats roam the house at night. I began to notice that my two cats would not go into my room at night when it was dark. Being scared I wanted my cats to be there with me (I didn’t know that animals were so sensitive at that time). My cats were the cutest and friendliest cats I have ever known and would not hurt a fly or a person, but when you put my cats into that room they became like wild cats, they would hiss, scratch and cry to get out of there if the door was closed. If the door was open they would run very fast with their hair sticking up all the way downstairs. But at around 5 o’clock in the morning my two cats would come back into my room and sit down on my bed and sleep next to me and be back to normal. They would come into my room at the exact same time every morning, but would never come in before that.


  One time I woke up in the morning and I discovered three deep scratch marks on my ankle. I know that I didn’t make these marks myself as my fingernails were always kept short because I didn’t like them long – I still don’t. Also, because they were deep marks, blood would have been on my fingers or on my bed covers but this was not the case. The marks were not jagged but clean straight cuts. I showed my mum who by now knew what was going on and she said they were too clean for me to have done them myself and they looked like they had been done with a knife.


  For a while afterwards I moved into my sister's bedroom because my mum did not think it would be safe for me to sleep in my own room. She would keep the door closed until I decided that I wanted to sleep there again, though I don’t know why! I guess because I wanted my bedroom back or maybe I was young and naïve and I did not know how to handle the situation. I moved back in and all was quiet for about a month so I thought and hoped that the spirits were gone. I was now around thirteen years old.


  I went to sleep and was awoken up during the night by a weird banging sound, and it kept banging once I had woken up. I peered over to the end of the bed where my desk was and I saw, as my eyes adjusted to the darkness, that my mirror was in a different place to where I had placed it. I got really scared and quickly said the Lord’s Prayer to make it stop. I got back under the covers and began to cry I was so scared. I then heard a big bang like something had fallen to the floor and I quickly looked out and saw that the Playstation controller was on the floor, which was impossible as it had been well away from the edge of the desk. Needless to say I was petrified and stayed under my covers until the morning.


  A few months later we moved out of the house.


  Just what did Terri’s parents witness? It was obviously enough for them to take action and have the house blessed. From my own experience, I have doubts about house blessings. I feel that they can only give relief from the symptoms and don’t tackle the cause of spiritual phenomenon like those in Terri’s home. I feel that a ‘house clearing’ is preferable. A house clearing involves a person trained in this, a medium or other psychic practitioner, cleansing the home of negative energy. It takes about half an hour to do, but the practitioner will also protect the house from any recurrence of activity. With the awakening of so much psychic awareness, practitioners are more widely available, and can easily be found via the internet.


  A woman called Leni sent me this next story about something that was witnessed by many young children simultaneously. Unfortunately for them their parents were not quite as enlightened as Terri’s:


  Old Lady in the Woods


  When I was a little girl of seven, my father was stationed in Bar-Le-Duc, France (he was in the army). We lived in an area with other servicemen and their families.


  One warm and sunny Saturday, all the families got together to have a barbecue and a group of kids decided to go explore the woods behind our houses. We had walked deep into the forest when we came upon an old house. It looked deserted, when suddenly an old lady dressed all in black appeared at the door! She looked very scary with wild gray hair, wrinkles and a horrible laugh! She pointed at one little boy and said, ‘Come here!’ We all ran screaming back to our parents. When we told our parents they all said it was probably just an old lady who lived in the woods, but we were so upset that some of the parents walked into the forest with us to check. When we got to the house it looked abandoned – it didn’t even have a front door! One of the parents got very mad and told us to stop lying.


  A few weeks later during another barbecue, we decided to go back into the forest. We came upon the house, and the old lady appeared again but this time she started to walk towards us, laughing and pointing at the same little boy again. We ran as fast as we could back home, telling our parents once again what had happened. This time it was my father who got mad but I promised him it was true. I told him there was even smoke coming out of the chimney. So, once again the parents walked into the forest and to the house with us, and once again there was nothing. I was crying and telling my dad that smoke had been coming out of the chimney and he grabbed my hand and stuck it in the fireplace; the ashes were cold! We were all leaving when my friend and I turned around for one last look and there at the front of the house stood the old lady pointing at us.


  I never went back into the forest during the two years that we lived there. I never wanted to see that ghost again.


  It is perhaps the reaction of parents conditioned by society to doubt things they cannot explain. Leni’s fathers’ reaction was ill thought out and an inappropriate way to treat a badly frightened seven year old, but typical of the impatience often shown when adults are confronted by something irrational and beyond their understanding.


  The last story in this chapter is very strange to say the least. It was sent to me by a girl named Jamie, who had a very unusual mentor as a child of five:


  Ghostly Whispers


  As a very little girl, I was far perfect. I was overly intelligent for some reason and I just knew certain things. I never rubbed it in anyone’s face, of course, but people thought me weird. It was like some unseen force was always whispering things to me. I can clearly remember an experience that scared me.


  I was trying to jump rope during recess time. Needless to say, I had failed at my attempts and a bunch of girls were laughing at me. Turning away, I know I heard a male voice whisper, ‘Use the Punjab Lasso.’ Now I’m sure no other children would say anything like that, after all, I was in kindergarten and we had recess at a different time to any of the other classes.


  After a few years, I read a book and found out that the Punjab lasso was the murder weapon of choice for a popular literary character. And it could have been made from a jump rope, if need be.


  That wasn’t the first time I’ve had something strange whispered to me. On sight, I have been able to say the names of ships by just looking at simple pictures or models, remembering a little whisper told to me. I even remember hearing singing in the whispers occasionally. Almost all of the songs were simple nursery rhyme songs. Yet no one was ever around. My father always worked and my mother was busy with the upkeep of our tiny house.


  Besides the whispers, I would always see shadows darting across the hallway. Most were in the form of cats (we had many cats that have passed away and used to love hanging out in the hallway) but one was shaped like a man in old fashioned clothing who always stood in the doorway of my room. He didn’t feel threatening, he just frightened me occasionally. At one point, I asked him to leave and I didn’t see him again for three years.


  I started to hate going down my hallway at night because it was so dark and creepy. And one night during the summer, I had made it to my room, which was also dark, and I felt choked until I turned on the light and thought of the man.


  He came back and there was never a problem after that besides that my electronics would go a little wacky when I disobeyed my parents.


  Now, my house is being rebuilt and a second floor has been added. I feel I’ve seen the last of the man and heard the last of those whispers. And in a way, I will probably miss them.


  A gifted child with an unnerving mentor, or just an overactive imagination? The incident in which she was told about the ‘Punjab Lasso’ is interesting because it is information that she would be unlikely to have as a child. I suppose you could argue that she must have had access to some fairly adult literature, or that she was told about it by an adult, and this would go a long way towards resolving the puzzle. But she herself admitted that she did not know what the ‘Punjab Lasso’ was until many years later.


  3. IMAGINARY FRIENDS – FACT OR FANTASY


  HOW DO YOU DECIDE whether your child’s imaginary friend is just that or is actually some kind of spirit that your child can communicate with?


  Many psychologists have made references to the imaginary friend. It is a generally held view that highly intelligent children are most likely to have one. They are described as a healthy way for a child to let out their pent up emotions, and also, to shift guilt when they do something wrong. The children usually grow out of the syndrome by the age of six or seven. These same psychologists advise parents to play along with the child and set places at the table for the imaginary friend, and tell parents not to worry, as it is just a phase of growing up. Now tell me this, what would these same psychologists say if you went to them and told them that your child was talking to the spirit of a child that had long since died, and needed help to pass over to the spirit world? They would probably subject your child to all kinds of therapy to discover why they think that they are talking to a dead person. An imaginary friend is a convenient label to put on things that don’t have a logical explanation.


  But let’s look closely at the imaginary friend phenomenon. I would have said, up until about three years ago, that three quarters of all imaginary friends where just that. Nothing more than a lonely child making up a friend to play with. Most children will make up a friend if they find it is the only way to get attention. I would imagine that our view of these kinds of imaginary friends is similar to the scenario in the film ‘Drop Dead Fred’. Fred is the imaginary friend that comes to the rescue of young Elizabeth when her father leaves the family home. He helps her to cope with the pressure of her domineering mother, and is the escape valve for all the trauma she is experiencing in her young life. He gets her into some serious trouble with her mother, but they are nothing more than childish mischief.


  There is however another kind of imaginary friend: one who eschews mischievous pranks but instead tells of their past lives, giving corroborative information about who they were and where they lived. They give information that is nigh on impossible for our children to have known.


  We often hear strange things like bumps and bangs, see our children staring at a particular spot in the room and holding full-blown conversations with no one. These conversations sometimes include details of what we had been doing at a certain time or place in the home when our children would not have been around. So, how should this new kind of friend be dealt with? We could ignore them and hope they will go away, like the psychologists would have us do. But, that is very difficult to do when your child tells you information that, after research, turns out to be true.


  These days, as the world is reaching a more open-minded view of the spiritual realm, and a new state of consciousness about the whole spiritual world, adults are starting to become more aware that some imaginary friends can’t be easily explained away. They are starting to question their children and are making an effort to research and find out about the information we get from these ‘imaginary’ friends.


  This story was sent by Murray, from Australia. He is, as he told me, someone who never really paid much attention to anything from the spiritual realm. But this experience changed his mind:


  My Daughter’s Nightly Visitors


  Hello. I felt compelled to tell you my little story about my daughter. We live in the Blue Mountains west of Sydney, Australia. About four years ago when my daughter was two, my ex-wife started telling me about how she had watched our daughter talk to an invisible person (ghost). After many years of this happening on a nightly basis I began questioning her about who it was. To my amazement it turned out to be her great, great, grandmother who appears at the end of her bed on a nightly basis, for a chat. She has confirmed birthdays, addresses etc … information that only I would know, as this ghost comes from my side of the family. Bizarre, don’t you think? Recently my daughter has been asking me into her room to read her a story and is beginning to tell me about her friend … almost on a fanatical basis. The other evening I was in the room with her and asked if (Anney) her friend was there? She said she was – actually she was right above my head. As she said this a coldness and strange feeling came over me. On my long drive home, I suddenly felt as if someone had sucked the energy out of me, and a major bout of depression came over me for no apparent reason bringing me almost to tears. This weird feeling has never occurred before in my thirty years. I’m beginning to think this apparition is trying to involve me in some way, as I have read that an apparition only hangs around long enough to do their job and then they move on. As my daughter is only six, I don’t push the issue and she thinks nothing of it.


  I suspect Murray’s daughter must have a message for the family but so far nothing seems to have come through from her. Murray and his ex-wife, are like many parents nowadays, seeing their child do strange things for which there is no explanation. The moment that they decided to investigate the case from a spiritual point of view they were provided with an answer.


  The story you are about to read is a bit spooky, and gave the family a bit of a shock. The lady who sent it wishes to be anonymous, as the events described are still happening to this day:


  It Follows


  This is gonna sound kinda crazy. But bear with me. I have always seen kinda funny little things. But in November 2000 I was pregnant with my third daughter and things started to get outta hand. It all started with my, at the time, almost three-year-old daughter. She used to sit upstairs and I would hear her talking to someone. I heard this one day and I asked her who she was talking to. She said the baby. I thought ahh, how cute, she is excited about the new baby. Well, this stuff went on for the next month and then one day she came down and said mommy the baby’s crying (she said this often). I told her to go pick it up thinking that she was pretending. She said I can’t mommy, ‘It’s up’. At the time this didn’t seem important. Anyway as we eased into December I had my baby girl. I first noticed things starting to happen a few days before Christmas. I started hearing noises, footsteps, when no one was upstairs. I dismissed it as an over-active imagination. Then, one day, I was downstairs and I heard this very loud pounding upstairs. No one was up there. I told my husband and he said I was a nut. Well, when I got the baby’s ‘first day home’ picture’s back, we got a fright. The first five pictures had been taken in the span of ten minutes and there were black half circle lines and light circles all over the first three pictures. But, it was the last two that I found really strange – they were covered with blue balls of light that looked like they had blue spider webs around them. The rest of the roll was fine. Again, I was a little freaked out, and I sent the pictures to my father. He said they were weird, but not to be concerned. The noises and stuff continued for the next few months, always when the kids and I were home alone. I got so scared that I did not like to be alone in the house. One day my husband and I were in the living-room and the utility room door handle started turning by itself and the door started shaking. My husband freaked out. We checked it but there was nothing in the utility room that could have done that. A few weeks later we were once again sitting in the living-room and out of nowhere we heard the loudest sound of fingernails going down the back of the utility room door. We both screamed and ran. Now, we had no pets at the time and this sounded like fingernails on a chalkboard – people’s fingernails. My husband no longer called me crazy. The noises got really bad and all my kid talked about was the baby on the wall in her room. The footsteps got louder, and we finally moved. Everything was good for about the first year or so, then one day my daughter comes downstairs with her sister. Her speech was much better now. She said, ‘Mommy there’s a baby on my wall.’ I had just had another daughter and my blood went cold. I said, ‘No honey, the baby’s in the living-room.’ She said, ‘No mommy, not that baby, it is a scary baby, it’s on my wall and it’s crying.’ I wanted to cry. I was so afraid to go upstairs but when I did there was nothing there. I thought, ‘OK, they made it up.’ But then not three weeks later the footsteps started again. The banging started as well, so again we moved. It has been quiet for the last year and a half. I think it’s because we have moved three times due to financial problems. But we are going on six months here and I am afraid that the next six will bring a very unwanted visitor.


  I get the feeling that this may be the spirit of a baby that was either mistreated or died in a particularly bad way. Though, without details of the first home and its previous occupants, we may never know. The only good thing that I can say about this is that the spirit didn’t actually cause any harm to the family involved, unlike our next experience from Charlotte:


  Struck by a Ghost


  In the mid 1970s I was about one-and-a-half years old when my parents rented an apartment in a small town in upstate NY called Pavilion. My mother never used to believe in hauntings and ghosts but that soon changed. The young couple who had lived there prior to us had had a new baby and the father had worked nights. As it was an old house converted into apartments, the living-room in our apartment had a door with a chain lock. The young mother thought the house was haunted and while her husband worked she would lock her and her baby in the living-room until her husband’s shift was done. Well, of course my mother thought she might be a little nuts and so she thought nothing of it. Until one night my aunt and uncle and grandparents were over playing cards. They were all in the kitchen dining-room area at the table. That is where the entrance door to our apartment and the outside door for both apartments were. Our door was plate glass and beyond it was the stairway leading to the upstairs apartment. As they were playing cards they heard something walking across the floor and dishes rattling in the upstairs apartment but no one thought anything of it, that is until they saw both upstairs tenants walk in the front door. My father called to them before they went upstairs and asked if they had anyone upstairs and they said, ‘No, why?’ My father then proceeded to tell them about all the noise they had been listening to. So my father and John, that was the guy’s name, went and checked everything out and found nothing out of the ordinary.


  I began to talk when I was nine months old and could use full sentences by the time I was one-and-a-half years old. I had developed an ‘imaginary’ friend named Steve. I would talk about Steve to my parents but they would shrug it off as nothing. Sometimes I would come to my mom and say, ‘Steve hit me, tell him to stop’, and my mom would do so, just to make me feel better. Well, one day I was in my playroom with ‘Steve’ and my mother was doing the dishes. She could see me perfectly from where she was when suddenly I screamed, ‘No, Steve please don’t hit me!’ and just then my mother saw me fly backwards as if I had been struck. She ran in to pick me up and I wouldn’t calm down and begged her to yell at Steve and tell him to never hit me again. So, my mother yelled, ‘Don’t you hit my daughter again!’ and I calmed down. She told me I never talked about him again. Some years later she told me the story and I had memories return to me of the apartment layout that proved the memories were real and not imagined because she told me the story. I described to her a man in a dark leather coat with glasses and yellow teeth leaning over me in my crib. She had no recollection of any family or friends who would have fit that description. To this day, I get chills whenever I drive by that house.


  Again, Charlotte’s parents didn’t really believe their daughter’s story. They were quite happy to go along with it, the way that experts advise us to. It was only when her mother actually witnessed the child being ‘thrown’ across the room, that she thought anything strange was going on. Why are we so ready to dismiss these kinds of things? I suppose we have been conditioned to do it by society, and again it’s the ‘I don’t want my child classed as a weirdo’ attitude.


  Our next experience is from a young mother who shared her own childhood ‘imaginary friend’ with her daughter. We will call her ‘Red’, as she has asked for her name to be withheld:


  Imaginary Friend


  This story is not actually about a ghost as such because we really never ‘saw’ anything. The story starts back when I was a small child (I am twenty-eight years old now). We lived in a big house in a small town in Pennsylvania. I had one bedroom to myself and my brother had the other bedroom. Weird things happened in my bedroom. My mother said that she would hear me moaning and crying in my sleep at night. She would run upstairs and find me sound asleep but with no blankets on me. This happened several times a night up until I was about four years old. She just assumed that I had kicked the blankets off. I always felt an odd presence upstairs but never thought anything of it and I eventually moved out to go to college. The only other weird thing was that my mom was home alone in a downstairs room one day cleaning out an old desk with lots of papers in it. She said that she felt like someone was watching her the entire time. My brother and my dad had left hours earlier and had just come home for dinner. My dad said to my mom: ‘Oh sure, you saw us come in with a bucket of chicken and came running downstairs.’ My mom swore that she never moved away from the desk but my dad and brother both swear that there had been ‘someone’ looking out of my bedroom window.


  Now for the real story. I ended up marrying and having a daughter at the young age of nineteen. We were pretty strapped for money so we all moved into my parent’s house. My baby daughter had the same bedroom that I had as a child. The same things started happening all over again. We would hear strange noises on the baby monitor only to run upstairs and find Jennifer sleeping soundly with all of the covers thrown off her. We would cover her back up only for it to happen again and again. Sometimes we could faintly hear a lullaby being sung. Up until Jennifer was about three she would talk to her imaginary friend ‘Tina’. Jennifer told us one day that Tina does not like to share blankets. My mom and I believe that the same ‘thing’ who shared that bedroom with me as a child was also looking after my daughter. My parents eventually moved out but Jennifer claims that Tina did not want to move to a new house so she stayed at home. She has never talked about Tina since then. Was it an imaginary friend or was it a young spirit who loves little girls? The family that lives in the house now has all boys and they claim that there is nothing out of the ordinary in that bedroom, or any part of the house.


  In Red’s experience we see physical and auditory evidence of an imaginary friend. The blankets being pulled off both children and the lullaby with Red’s daughter. What I find interesting is that Red wasn’t able to communicate with the spirit of Tina, yet her daughter was. I feel that children who where born after the latter part of the 1980s have a greater psychic ability than their counterparts who were born in the sixties and seventies. There is evidence for this: there are more reports of this kind of phenomena than ever before. We very rarely saw articles on ‘hauntings’ in daily newspapers in the past but they are fairly common now. Even the way that the horror industry is changing, putting the focus on children experiencing hauntings like ‘The Sixth Sense’. It all seems to be point to an awareness that the ability of children to communicate with spirits, be they ‘imaginary friends’ or not, is on the increase.


  Our next story comes from a young mother who had an experience with an ‘imaginary friend’ that could possibly have saved her son’s life:


  The Well


  After my husband and I divorced I was given full custody of my three-year-old son Matt and my ex-husband was given the house. My son and I moved to an old home that was always rather draughty and not very welcoming, but was the only place we could afford that had a back yard that my son could play in. I worked almost all day and a close friend of mine came to my house to watch Matt. After about a month of her looking after him she made a funny remark: ‘Your son is so imaginative he wanders around with a little “imaginary” boy named KC – it’s the cutest thing!’ At first I thought, ‘Well he’s a little boy. It’s normal to have imaginary friends.’


  Months passed and apparently he still was communicating with this ‘imaginary friend’. It was Christmas time and I was given some time off work. I was doing laundry one day in the basement, and I saw my son come in from playing outside in the snow. He was talking to somebody as he started to climb the stairs. He turned and said, ‘It’s all right KC, you can go upstairs with me.’ I quickly asked my son who he was talking to and he said, ‘KC’. I giggled. That night I asked my son to help mommy set the table. He did so but set a place for KC as well. I decided to play along and put some food on KC’s plate. As we were eating I was shocked when the plate of food I set before Matt’s imaginary friend vanished. Stuttering like a moron I asked my son, ‘Where did that food go?’ My son looked at me like I was crazy. ‘KC ate it,’ he said. A week later in the middle of the night I heard water running in the bathroom. I decided it was just my son washing his hands but three minutes later the water was still running. No one needed to wash their hands that long. I walked down the hall and I heard someone quickly turn off the water, I found the bathroom flooded. Then I saw my son standing outside the bathroom yelling at somebody. I scolded my son for leaving the water on for so long. He told me, ‘Mom it wasn’t me it was KC’. I decided this KC thing was going too far. As I was about to scold my son some more, I saw that the bottom of his pyjamas were not wet, but if he had run in there as I was walking down the hall to turn off the water his pant legs would be soaked. Now we had a well outside our house and every time my son would go near it KC would appear and start talking to him.


  I decided to take action. I went to a local place where people help you with your ghost problems and I told them what was going on. They told me he was trying to warn us. I went back home and asked my son to find KC, he said KC was hiding in the closet. I found a small ball lying on the floor and I picked it up and sat down in front of the closet. I said, ‘KC, I’m going to ask you some questions if the answer is yes roll the ball back to me, if the answer is no then don’t roll the ball back to me.’ I decided since he was always by the well it had something to do with that and I asked, ‘Are you trying to warn us?’ I rolled the ball towards the closet, and to my shock the ball rolled back out. ‘Did you die in the well?’ The ball rolled back out again. Then I asked, ‘Were you murdered?’ The ball rolled back. ‘Do you want me to keep my son away from the well?’ The ball rolled back, so I asked one more question. ‘Is there anything else you’d like to tell us?’ I rolled the ball in but it didn’t come out. I asked my son to check if KC was in there and he said, ‘No, there’s no KC.’ My son never saw KC again so I assume the boy moved on to heaven! My son is now five and we live in a new place. So I think it is true that ghosts haunt the living for a reason.


  I think she went the right way about dealing with KC. What could have happened if she hadn’t decided to follow up on her instincts, even though she was sceptical at first?


  Our next experience is from a lady we will call Yvonne. This is another story where scepticism has turned into belief:


  My Brother’s Imaginary Friend


  I am about twenty-four years old and I have a three year old little brother named Paul, who lives with my step-mother. About four months ago he started playing with an imaginary friend (so we thought) he kept calling Baby Michael. We thought it was really cute until weird things started happening. He had an old wooden rocking horse that would rock by itself. We would ask who was rocking it, and Paul would say ‘Baby Michael’.


  One day my step-mother was baby-sitting a friend’s little girl of around the same age as Paul. Both children had fallen asleep on the couch. When the little girl’s father came to pick her up he came through the front door and nothing was in his way. After he picked her up and went to leave, the little rocking horse had been moved in front of the door. Paul all of a sudden woke up and said that Baby Michael doesn’t want Kate to leave.


  I thought this was just some way of trying to scare me. But, a couple of days before Easter we had all the children together to colour Easter eggs. They were all playing in Paul’s bedroom when I heard them talking to Baby Michael. Just curious to see what they were doing I peeped into the room.


  Kate was standing there in the middle of the room was Kate with her hand stretched out as if to grab a book. The book was dangling mid-air. The book dropped and I went to pick it up and all of a sudden I felt it go flying out of my hand across the room. I went running into the living-room where everyone else was, I was in such a state of shock. My stepmother asked Paul what had happened, he replied, ‘Baby Michael wanted the book.’


  We have noticed that the man who lives next door has two hospital beds in an old shed. When the shed is open it seems that Baby Michael appears and when it is closed Paul says he is at home.


  Situations like this, where you are dealing with the spirit of a child, need to be handled thoughtfully. I would urge anyone who has this kind of spirit communicating with their child to do two things; firstly find out about the spirit child and the house they live in. And secondly, if they do come across something like this with evidence that connects it to an event related to the house where they live, get a medium or someone that performs clearances, to move the poor little soul on to the spiritual realm. Any soul that has left the physical body quite quickly or left it due to being murdered, sometimes get stuck on the earthly plane. It is our job to help that soul move into the spiritual realm, and find peace. It isn’t hard to find someone to do this. I do clearances myself, and the internet will even give you listings and websites that tell you how to do it yourself. If you are going to attempt to do a clearing yourself, make sure you know the ritual inside out and always ask for protection from the angels before you do.


  The lady who sent this next experience wishes to remain anonymous:


  Ghosts in My Life


  I am twenty-nine now and when I was about three my parents and I (I’m an only child) lived in an old house that was condemned and way out in the country, two hours from anywhere. I used to walk down the road to the farmer’s cowshed to get milk. I can still remember the milk being warm with bits of grass floating in it. I can’t specifically remember this but my mum told me that during the night I would wake up and chat away, as if I was talking to someone who was sitting on my bed. My parents thought I had an ‘invisible friend’ and thought nothing of it. When my mum put me into the spare room, my friend came with me and mum and dad thought nothing of it until one night they had a party and a friend of theirs heard me talking. She came to check on me and asked who I was chatting to. I said her name was Kathy and she lived here before me. So the friend went to mum and dad and asked them who had brought their kid with them? When mum and dad said no one, she said someone did because she had seen a child in my room, talking to me. A few weeks later we moved, and mum went through the newspapers in the library and found out that about five years before we moved there, a girl about two years older than I was, had been killed there by her father.


  Many of the stories I am sent are from the USA, but very few are from the UK or Ireland. I think that Europe is still a little way behind the States in the new spiritual way of thinking.


  Here are a few stories from the UK. The first comes from Rebecca:


  Ghostly Friend


  When I was little I had a ghost for a friend. He got me into a lot of mischief. For instance I remember playing cards in my bedroom and he pointed out that we didn’t have any play money. So he stood as ‘look out’ in the hallway as I took a big wad of my father’s cash from the top of his dresser. The funny thing is that my dad thought my mom just took it and never asked about it until she found it at the bottom of my closet inside one of my purses. When she asked me where I got the money from all I said was: ‘The ghost did it!’


  Another time he got me into trouble was on my birthday. I had a huge cookie monster birthday cake and he thought we should have some of the frosting. I remember taking the cake into my living-room and sitting in the corner behind our couch. The ghost ran his finger from one corner of the cake to the other and stuck it in his mouth. Then he told me it was my turn and I did it too. When I was asked about it I said: ‘The ghost did it!’ (My mom took a picture of the cake and there is only one finger mark through the frosting)


  Those are the two most vivid memories of my friend. My mom said that I always blamed things on ‘the ghost’, and up until I moved out of the house we always kept in touch. For instance one day he threw potatoes down the stairs to get my attention. He would turn my television off all the time. At night he had a ritual. You could hear him walking up the stairs to my bedroom, then I could hear him walking around the bathroom for a while, after that he would walk up my stairs into the attic. I could hear his footsteps every night. In an eerie way I was comforted by him.


  Recently, my parents sold the house to a couple with two little boys and one little girl. I think he’ll be happy with his new friends.


  Was Rebecca’s ‘ghost’ related to ‘Drop Dead Fred’? Sounds a bit like it to me. This story is what I would class as a typical imaginary friend. The mischief, and often getting the child into trouble, but with no outward signs of a presence to any adult.


  Our next experience comes from Jenny. This story involves her and her brother:


  The Lady in White


  This all started when I was about five or six (I am sixteen now). I used to hear a lot of noises and weird sounds during the night in my house. As I lay awake in my bed at night, I used to hear people walking up the stairs. I knew it wasn’t my family members because they were all sound asleep. My brother used to hear things as well. One night he said he heard drawers opening and closing in the bathroom. He went to see who was making the noise and to his surprise no one was there – everyone was asleep. Then one night while my father, my brother and myself were eating dinner the hallway light suddenly turned on. No one else was home so the way the light turned on was a mystery to us. A few years later my brother was home alone and making a sandwich. He said he heard the cupboard behind him open and close. A few weeks after that I was in the kitchen, I went to the bathroom, and when I came back to the kitchen, the microwave was running (no one else was home at this time).


  Now here comes the weirdest part. My brother and I shared a room at the time. One night I was still awake even though it was around 1 am. I thought my brother was asleep. As I was looking around the room I noticed a figure dressed in white with really long black hair. The figure walked across my room and stopped in front of my bed. I closed my eyes in fear and when I opened them she was gone. I thought maybe the figure was just my imagination, but the next morning my brother asked me if I had seen someone in our room the night before. I said yeah, and gave him a description of the woman. My description was exactly like his. That sighting of the ghost happened when I was around seven or eight – it’s eight years later and I haven’t really seen her again. The only other mentionable sightings have been that I have noticed people walking down the hallway while I watch television at night, and everyone is asleep. One night my brother was brushing his teeth and he noticed something walk across the hall behind him. He went to see if it was our sister but no one was there. To this day I haven’t seen that ghost again, but I’d like to get another chance to see her and maybe communicate with her.


  Jenny obviously knew that she wasn’t receiving any kind of communications from this spirit lady. So why do spirits just appear to children in this way? Are they attracted to the child’s receptive mind, or do they appear to everyone in the house but just aren’t seen by the adult members? I really don’t know the answer to that, but I can only surmise that children do see the spirits more easily.


  The next experience comes from a lady with two autistic sons. Autistic children are becoming fairly renowned for their psychic ability, and many of the experiences I am sent involve autistic kids, particularly boys. Anne is more than aware of her own and her boys’ psychic abilities:


  Our Other Boy ...


  I am a mother of four and a down to earth, honest person. I have always been gifted when it came to the paranormal, whether it be psychic dreams, or just encounters. I remember when I was a child I saw an angel, but other than that, at least up until recently, I haven’t seen anything else.


  My husband and I bought a house back in 2001. We are not quite sure how old it was, but we knew that just a month and a half before we moved in, the previous owner passed away, right in the house. This never bothered me, but I always wondered if maybe we jumped in too quickly. We were painting one afternoon, before we moved in, when the front screen door opened and closed. I poked my head around the corner and expected to see my husband’s aunt, and no one appeared. This didn’t bother me – I figured Sam came back to see what we were doing (Sam is the name of the guy who owned it before us). Some people tried to brush it off as the wind, but an old wooden screen door won’t open because of the wind. One late winter evening, I was painting a bedroom while my husband ran an errand. I was perched up on top of a chair painting above the doorway. While I was doing this I was talking to a girlfriend on the phone, which I had on loudspeaker. Not paying attention to what was going on around me, I heard footsteps coming up and knew that it was the dog. What I didn’t expect was to see a child, a boy, maybe four years old walking in front of him. I didn’t look directly at the child because at first I thought it was one of my boys. Then it dawned on me that all of my children were in their playroom, playing a game. The phone went quiet and I told my friend that I thought I had just seen the ghost of a child. I got down off my chair and walked in the direction the child had gone, but he was no longer there. From the looks of it, he seemed to be headed to my baby’s nursery, where just a month earlier on Christmas eve, I noticed something heading into the nursery. The nursery seems to be the focal point of our visitors. My baby girl hasn’t had much luck sleeping in there, and to be honest, before the little boy incident, when I would rock my little girl to sleep in there, I always felt uncomfortable, like someone was watching me.


  I don’t think I am the only one in my family to see our visitors. My youngest son who is four, and also autistic, has mentioned fearlessly that he has seen a ghost during the night. He doesn’t seem to be afraid in the least, but has come to sleep with us often. He just says, ‘I sleep with you … I see ghost. Night night.’


  Anyhow, I believe I have passed the gift of the sixth sense to my children. I got it from my mother and so did my twin sister. My other son, who is six, is also autistic, and has also told me that he sees colours around people – I assume it is their aura. He told me that he also sees different colours that float around in the air. Now what this is I don’t know. Well, I have said what I had to say. I know that no one is really alone. We are surrounded by spirits, some happy and some not so happy. I know that here in my house I have two, and I’m not really afraid. I have been freaked out only a few times. Like when I wake up during the night freezing cold, even though I’m under the covers. Believe me when I say you need to project authority. I just say, ‘Knock it off’, or ‘Stop’. Usually within a short time they will stop. Anyhow, I think I have said more than enough. I’m glad I had this opportunity to share my encounter.


  That is actually a very good point, about projecting authority. Any spirit will try to push its luck with the living. They try to scare or cause a reaction and those of us that bow to the scare tactics usually end up being afraid. I once lived in a house in Liverpool that had a resident spirit. No matter how many times I put ornaments on a particular shelf, they would end up on the floor. We lived on a quiet side street, so it wasn’t the vibration from traffic that was the cause. One afternoon after doing the cleaning I tried to stand a couple of things on this shelf. I left the room for no more than a few seconds, and on my way back in saw the things falling from the shelf. I just flipped and yelled, ‘Enough! Just leave the flippin’ things alone, go knock someone else’s stuff off their shelves.’ It stopped happening immediately.


  I think that if you know you have a spirit in your home, you can co-exist very happily as long as it understands the ground rules. The ground rules in my home are; don’t go near the kids because they get scared; please leave my stuff where you found it; and if you have any message give it me and no one else. It seems to work very well, apart from the odd times when one or more of our resident and visiting spirits, play tricks on my super-sceptical husband.


  Here are four very short stories in a row. All these stories are from people who are now adults:


  What Did Baby Brother See?


  When my little brother was a baby, maybe nine months old, we lived with my grandma. My grandpa had just died. My mom was sitting in the living-room around midnight trying to get my brother to sleep, but he wouldn’t stop crying. Suddenly, out of nowhere he stopped crying, sat straight up and said, ‘Hi, grandpa.’ There was no one else in the room at all. The weird thing is, he said those words so clearly, and he had never spoken before, not even to say ‘mom’! – Beth


  Andy Pandy Comes to Play


  Many of your UK readers between the ages of forty-five and fifty-five will probably remember a television show called ‘Watch with Mother’. The show was on the BBC in the 1950s and featured a string puppet named ‘Andy Pandy’ – he had a sidekick named ‘Loopy Lou’ or ‘Looby Lou’. One day my brother and sister where playing upstairs in our front bedroom. This room was about 12 feet by 12 feet and had a cupboard in the corner, directly over the stairs. My sister and brother, both now in their late forties, swear to this day that Andy Pandy came out of that cupboard in the corner and spent the next hour playing with them both. This Andy Pandy, however, was about four feet high and had no strings attached. I have questioned both of them over the years and still their story remains the same. – Mike


  The Imaginary Friend


  When my cousin was little, she would always say that she was visited by ‘a friend’. My family thought this was an imaginary friend. One day while looking through a photo album, my cousin saw a picture of her grandfather who had died only a few years before she was born. She had never seen this picture before. She said that the man in the picture (her grandfather) was the friend who visited her regularly. This is interesting because my grandfather adored his grandchildren, and I could envisage him wanting to meet the one who was born after he died. – Dennis and Heather


  Shirley Saves Her Brother


  My mom told me this story, and she still cries when she tells it. It has never been explained. My sister, Shirley, (the first born), died at the age of two in 1961. She had holes in her heart. Almost two years later, my mother had a baby boy, my brother, Steven. One day in 1962, my mom was up in the attic doing some work, and my dad was in the basement in his workshop. Steven was supposedly napping in a playpen (age one) in the den. My mom heard, clear as day, Shirley’s voice saying, ‘Dadda! Dadda!’ … and it was as though she were right there next to her in the attic. Clear as day. My dad heard the same thing down in his workshop: ‘Dadda! Dadda!’


  They both say it was distinctly Shirley’s voice – loud and clear. Dad ran up to tell mom; mom ran to tell dad. They both ran into the den, and there was baby Steven covered with plastic dry cleaner’s sheeting that he had reached for on the couch – and he was suffocating. Mom and dad both told us later on that it could not have been Steven calling them; he called my dad, ‘daddy’ not ‘dadda,’ and it was not his voice. They are convinced to this day that it was Shirley warning them that her brother was suffocating. – Donna


  There is one last story that I would like to share with you. Make up your own mind on the validity of this one but like all the others, it is reputed as being true. I feel it echoes the experience I had with my friend’s child many years ago. This one comes from Sussex:


  A Couple’s Small Daughter

  Befriends a Victorian Ghost


  Lorenda lived in a large house that was built during the Victorian era, filled with old charm and secrets in every room. She took residence in the house several years ago with her husband, Ben, and their six-year-old daughter, Anna.


  Lorenda and Ben loved to entertain and often hosted parties for friends and family. Occasionally these visitors would stay as guests at the house. That was one of the reasons the young couple moved from their smaller house in London to this spacious English country home. And for the first few weeks they lived there, they found it lovely and peaceful.


  Anna especially loved exploring the house. But that’s when and how the horror began. Anna had not yet started in any kind of school, and the couple had not had the chance to get acquainted with their neighbours. Anna therefore had not made any new friends, and so she contented herself with the curiosities of her new home.


  One day Lorenda could not find Anna anywhere in the house. ‘I was worried she might have gone off outdoors,’ says Lorenda, ‘and Ben offered to watch out for her while he walked our golden retriever, Lulu.’


  Lorenda thought she was in the house alone. Then she heard the most deafening thud from upstairs. It was so loud that it caused the chandelier above her head to tremble. Lorenda froze, staring up at the ceiling and wondering what on earth could have caused such a dreadful noise.


  With her heart pounding, Lorenda tentatively crept up the spiral staircase and began to search every room on the second floor. She came to a room that she and Ben were intending to convert to a bathroom, but which had been an old nursery. She pushed open the door and popped her head around the door. ‘When I didn’t find the source of the noise,’ Lorenda says, ‘I turned around, and almost jumped out of my skin when I saw Anna there, gazing up at me.’


  Little Anna innocently asked her mother why she looked so scared. Not wanting to alarm the child, she replied that it didn’t matter. To relieve the tension of the moment, she took her daughter downstairs for a drink and some biscuits. As they entered the kitchen, Anna piped up, ‘Mummy, I want to play with the doll’s house upstairs, but Jess says I can’t because it’s her sister’s.’


  Lorenda was confused. She searched her daughter’s face for signs of playfulness, but Anna was concentrating on the small TV on the sideboard. Lorenda didn’t have a clue who ‘Jess’ was, and they didn’t have a doll’s house. Lorenda, however, decided that she had had enough weirdness for one day and decided that Anna was just exercising her wild imagination. Yet Anna was a good girl, not prone to lies or making things up.


  Soon Ben came home with Lulu and Anna announced she was going upstairs to play in her bedroom. Lorenda told Ben what Anna had told her. ‘Ren,’ as he called his wife, ‘Anna’s only young. This Jess person must be an imaginary friend of hers. You know how kids are.’ Lorenda was willing to accept Ben’s logical explanation.


  Anna was in her room for hours. Finally, Lorenda wandered upstairs to find her to tell her dinner was ready. As she climbed the steps, Lulu bounded up the stairs and nearly knocked her flying over the bannister. At that moment, Anna opened her bedroom door and Lulu darted inside.


  Anna started shouting, ‘No, Lulu! Jess is scared of dogs! Get away from her! Mummy, make her stop scaring Jess!’ Anna was almost in tears. Lorenda pulled Lulu out by her collar and looked into the room, half afraid of what she’d see. No one was there. If this was an imaginary friend, Lorenda thought, it must be quite vivid to Anna.


  Lorenda knelt to Anna’s height. ‘Who’s Jess, Anna?’ she asked.


  ‘My friend,’ Anna explained quietly. ‘She let me play with the doll’s house and now she’s my friend.’


  Lorenda stared intently at her daughter, then nodded softly, wanting to believe Ben’s reassurance. She took Lulu and Anna downstairs to dinner.


  Saturday Night For the next few days, Anna would come running to wherever Lorenda was in the house to tell her that Jess was misbehaving. At one point she complained that Jess was hogging the toy box. This became such a common occurrence that Lorenda would simply shoo Anna away with such remarks as, ‘Well, what a naughty girl Jess is. Why don’t you go and watch television?’


  The real horror came on a Saturday night.


  Ben had gone to the pub with a few mates and Lorenda was in the kitchen petting Lulu. Anna had fallen asleep on the sofa in the living-room. Just as the grandfather clock chimed midnight, the house lights flickered and went out. Lorenda heaved herself up and blundered her way to the closet where she found a torch.


  Lulu accompanied Lorenda to the living-room where she planned to stay with Anna and light some candles. She opened the door and nearly dropped the torch a scream caught in her throat. There in the room was a young girl, thirteen or fourteen years old by Lorenda’s estimation, dressed in a strange assortment of clothes.


  Lorenda’s impression of her was that she was a servant girl from the nineteenth century. She wore a long dress and a frilly white apron covered in soot. The girl was curled up on the floor, stroking sleeping Anna’s hair and softly singing a gentle lullaby from days long past.


  ‘Get away from her!’ Lorenda shouted. But the girl didn’t seem to hear her, continuing her song. Lulu lunged forward and started barking. The strange girl leapt to her feet, a look of terror on her face. She began to hop up and down, trying to shoo Lulu away.


  ‘Who are you?’ Lorenda screamed at her. ‘What are you doing here?’


  Still, the girl did not acknowledge Lorenda, intent only on Lulu and Anna. Seeming to want to get away from the dog, the girl hurtled at the door and reached out to seize the doorknob. Suddenly she froze, doubled up and started screaming in agony. Anna remained completely asleep, but Lulu was barking her head off at this girl.


  ‘The girl jerked around so strangely, she looked as if she was being attacked,’ Lorenda recalls. ‘I just stood there with my torch in hand. The girl collapsed onto the floor, and then ... she vanished! Right before my eyes, leaving only a large pool of blood.’


  Lorenda began screaming and screaming, and then the lights flickered back on. Anna suddenly sat up, yawning and looking around. ‘Where did Jess go?’ she asked.


  Lorenda ran to the phone and begged Ben to come home. He was there in ten minutes.


  The next day Lorenda called a priest to the house and asked him what he made of the events, which she had detailed to him and Ben. A look of shock gripped the priest’s face. Over a hundred years ago, he told the couple, a very wealthy Victorian family had lived in their house. They had a servant girl by the name of Jessica Harolds. According to the history of the house, the girl had been brutally attacked by the family’s dog and was killed. The family had found Jessica the next day, lying in a pool of her own blood.


  It was said that Jess, the servant girl, was always very good with the family’s young children, and loved them dearly.


  After the priest blessed the house, Lorenda never again saw Jessica Harolds, and Anna never mentioned her. Oddly, Anna didn’t remember anything about her playmate, Jess. When asked about Jess, Anna would just stare back in blank, silent confusion.


  ‘But sometimes,’ Lorenda says, ‘when the clock strikes twelve, I swear I can hear somebody singing softly nearby.’


  4. MESSAGES FROM BEYOND


  HOW MANY TIMES HAVE you heard the old saying ‘God moves in mysterious ways, his wonders to bestow’? Like most people it had always been a saying and nothing more, for things that I had no explanation for. Now, however, I’m not too sure that it isn’t the absolute truth. Writing and researching this book, I have come across so many things that can only be put down to minor miracles and answers given from a higher being than ourselves. I think there must be a supreme being that looks after us all in a special way. Giving us answers and encouragement at our times of greatest need. Most of us see these signs, or even hear them, but being adults we have this tendency to ignore them or put it down to wishful thinking. Children are blessed with this wonderful, matter of fact innocence, that lets them receive these messages more readily and, if we listen, pass them on to us unbelieving adults.


  Are these experiences mere wishful thinking or communications from dearly loved relatives and friends that have passed from this world? I urge you to keep an open mind and see if any of these experiences in this chapter mirror things that you, yourself have experienced or heard of.


  The first experience I want to share with you is from D. Mason in the UK, it is a very short one that had been passed down through her friends and family, it gave me the shivers, when I first read it:


  The Baby


  One night me and my friend sat up telling each other ghost stories. My dad has told me of many things that have happened to him and I told Emma (my friend) all of these. Emma’s cousins, Tom and Louise, kept on knocking on the door and just being really irritating. Emma’s grandad had just died the week before and she decided to tell me a story which he had told her when she was younger. Her grandad was about five years old when his mother died giving birth to his brother. The baby survived and went home to their house where the family took care of him. About a week after the baby came home Emma’s grandad was standing at the bottom of the stairs when he saw his mum at the top of the staircase. He shouted, ‘Mummy!’ but she just seemed to hover there before looking down to him and saying, ‘It’s okay sweetheart, I’ve just come for the baby.’ The baby died the same day. After Emma told me that story, we got talking about other things when we saw a torch light shining onto the wall. Emma shouted, ‘Louise! I’m gonna come after you in a minute!’ The light then disappeared but we never heard any footsteps. Emma looked out of the window and her aunty’s car had gone so it couldn’t have been her cousin. Her dad was in the garage and her mum was downstairs watching TV!


  I don’t know how old Emma’s grandad was when he died but, it was obviously a very vivid experience for him, and one that had never left him. The vividness of an experience, is what sets apart the true experience from the imagined or made up ones. I have been told so many alleged true stories over the years and yet you can always tell the ones that are made up by the simple act of re-telling – they vary from one telling to another. The real experiences never change and anyone who tells them will be adamant about the details even if they seem incredible to others. I imagine you will have been told things in your own life that you thought were downright weird but if think about them again after you have read this chapter, they may not seem that weird at all.


  Our next experience was related to me by a young lady who wishes to remain anonymous, so we will call her Lea. The story is very moving but also comforting for her family:


  My Cousin Sharon


  When I was little, about five years old, I had a cousin named Sharon. She was born with severe heart problems which caused her to undergo heart surgery many times. During what would have been her last surgery, she died. She was two. My mother was sleeping in our apartment, a few miles from the hospital, when she awoke to a strange sight. She saw Sharon running around our living-room, waving, and saying, ‘Bye.’ Fearing the worst, my mom called the hospital and heard the grim news.


  But that was only the beginning. One day, not too long after Sharon’s death, my grandparents arrived home to coat hanger’s rattling and their bathroom sink running hot water, full blast. They could find no reason for the coat hanger’s rattling, and they swore that they turned off the water before they left. It was then that my grandmother remembered one of Sharon’s favourite past-times – playing with water.


  Not too long after this, my grandmother awoke one night to see a glowing ball floating in her bedroom. She later talked to a priest about this, and the priest told her that the ball represented an angel.


  Also, last year my grandmother was home alone, cleaning house. She was walking past her kitchen china cabinet, which held a musical figurine of an angel, when the figurine started playing by itself. It was then that she remembered what day it was. It was the anniversary of Sharon’s death.


  My aunt and uncle have also reported seeing her, and my mother and grandmother have both had very vivid dreams about her. Even though she’s been dead nearly twenty years now, we still feel that she is with us, somehow. My family feels very lucky to have our own guardian angel – my cousin Sharon.


  When you read this story you may think that it sounds quite familiar. Let’s examine why that is. At first reading it is what it appears to be, a very moving example of communication from a spiritual being. There are many elements in it that you may have come across before in other tales and experiences you have heard yourself. Now, I don’t want you to think for one minute that I am ridiculing this experience, what I want to do is set these types of experiences as benchmarks for what I believe are the marks of real spiritual messages from beyond this world. This example has so many of the common ones that I feel we should look at it this way.


  The first experience that was witnessed was of the child being seen and saying, ‘Bye’. This is something that is very common indeed. Many people have reported seeing a loved one on the street, or in places where they could not possibly have been, prior to their deaths. I myself have had this happen with my husband’s aunt. She was in Dublin dying of liver failure. Two days before she died, I was lying down to sleep and as I closed my eyes I saw her face appear, and then felt it nestle lovingly against my cheek. I tried to open my eyes but couldn’t. The feeling of love was so great that it made me feel very weak. It had been 12.50 am when I shut my eyes, and when I eventually managed to open them again it was 1.10 am, but it felt like only a few seconds had passed. The face that I saw was definitely the lady in question but it was in ochres and browns like a Victorian photograph. The whole experience left me knowing that she would pass on very soon, and that she was not ready to go. Later, at her funeral, her partner told my mother-in-law that she had been very scared of dying. This type of experience in psychic terms is called clairvoyance – the ability to see things from the spiritual realm.


  The second experience the family had was very common too. How many times have you heard of things belonging to a deceased relative moving about the house or disappearing – things falling to the floor for no reason, things that were special or significant to the deceased person? And many of the things that move or fall for no apparent reason often trigger a wonderful memory and make us think about the person in question.


  The third type of experience was the ‘orb’ phenomenon. Many of us will have seen something out of the corner of our eyes at some time or other and put it down to imagination. Science has proven that the vision we have out of the corner of our eyes is actually more sensitive than if we were to look at something head on. So, when we see that shadow that wasn’t really there or a bright tiny light, that flits out of sight in a millisecond, we are actually seeing it. Many people have reported seeing a few small balls of light just after a person has died or even many years after someone has passed. My own grandad has only ever appeared to me as two small orbs of light, never as a vision of what he was when he was alive. The priest that the grandmother consulted was aware of this phenomenon and put it down to angels. I prefer to call them lights of spirits, as all souls do not turn into angels as we traditionally think of them. In psychic terms this is again a clairvoyant experience.


  Hearing words or a song that meant something to the deceased person is also very common. Another common factor is hearing your name called when no one else is around. Mostly we put it down to imagination, but, the mere fact that we thought our name was called, will lead us to ask people in the immediate vicinity if they called us. If this has ever happened to you this is what is called a clairaudient experience – where you hear sounds from the spiritual realm.


  There is one more type of experience, not mentioned in the last story, but nevertheless very common. That is smelling the scent of a perfume, cigars, flowers etc. that would have been linked to a deceased loved one. I know of many, many people who have smelled such things and have searched in vain for the source. As with the other types of experiences, they have thought of a deceased relative after smelling the scent or cigar. This type of experience is classed as a clairsentient one – where you can smell something being sent from the spiritual realm.


  You may think that this kind of explanation and dissecting of experiences is unnecessary. I feel, however, that it is important to look at the common factors and to give you an idea of what they are, psychically. Most of us will have consulted with a psychic or medium in the past or may be considering doing it now – to understand something of how the psychic way of thinking can lead to greater understanding of the experiences we have.


  Here are a few more examples of messages received by children from the great beyond. The next experience comes from a young man in Michigan, USA. He wants to remain anonymous so we will call him Jim:


  Great Uncle Gerald


  When I was in middle school, my great uncle Gerald died. We had gone fishing together that summer and had just become friends. He and my aunt Sophia lived just down the street from me.


  It was autumn when he died. He was in the hospital for a lung infection and was ready to be released to go home. That morning he had a sudden heart attack and died before his family could pick him up. My grandfather told me that afternoon after school and I couldn’t believe that he was gone. The week after the funeral I had a very real dream that I was in his house and that he was there with everyone. All my family seemed to be happy that he was alive but I could not get over the fact that he was dead. I asked him how he could have come back to life. He was angry and said that I shouldn’t mention it and that he had to take care of Sophia.


  My grandfather does an early morning paper route and one of his stops is Gerald and Sophia’s house. My aunt still lives there. Grandpa told me that often he would see Gerald on the back porch, smoking his pipe or see a light on at three in the morning with my uncle’s figure going by the window. When I asked Grandpa if he was scared, he replied, ‘No, I know that Gerald is only staying around to take care of Sophia.’


  From then on I knew that my dream had been more than just repressed thoughts – that Gerald had come to me that night in my dream to tell me not to worry about my aunt.


  Jim was quite disconcerted at first about his ‘dream’; he didn’t trust his own inner feelings as to the true nature of what he was being told. Only after his grandfather mentioned what he had seen did he start to trust his own beliefs. I think that sometimes we have this fear of admitting to ourselves that something is actually more significant than we give it credit for. Jim’s scepticism of his ‘dream’ seems to have stemmed from the fact that he and his great uncle had only just started to get to know each other and that he didn’t consider himself to be as important to his uncle as he really was. Being a young boy, he was receptive to the communication although he didn’t know how to deal with it. This is a significant reason to listen to what children say about their dreams – you never know what you might learn.


  Messages from beyond can be received by children from souls that need to be helped on their way to the spiritual realm. Children don’t need to be related to a soul that wants to send a message, just be receptive enough to experience the communication. Our next experience is from Bert in Texas, and describes his wife’s experiences as a child:


  Lost Souls


  This didn’t actually happen to me but to my wife and her family.


  In the early 1980s my wife Sherry and her family moved into a home in a rural part of Oklahoma. Being only twelve years old at the time she never thought much about ghosts or spirits and spent most of her time doing what children do – playing.


  One morning as she was getting ready to go to school, she was walking through the living-room when she saw what she assumed was her younger sister Patty run and hide behind a chair. Thinking nothing of it she went into the kitchen where her mom was sitting and told her that Patty better hurry up or she was going to be late for school. Her mother stated that Patty had already left for school. Sherry told her mom that she had just seen her in the living-room giggling and playing. They both searched the house but didn’t find Patty. Sherry could not forget about seeing the little blonde-headed girl running and hiding behind a chair.


  Weeks later on an early fall morning when the fog was clearing from the fields, her older brother John was out behind the house chopping wood. He paused for a moment when he heard the sound of children laughing and giggling coming from up on the hill. He looked up to see what appeared to be two children, a boy and a little blonde-headed girl, running through the field. The two children disappeared into the fog. Later when he returned inside he mentioned this occurrence to his mom and she laughed and said it was probably the Kurtz’s children. John didn’t know what she was talking about.


  Later that year, Sherry’s family decided to build onto the old house. As they were knocking down one of the walls, they found a little gold locket. When they opened the locket there were the pictures of two children, one little boy and one little blond-headed girl, inside. Sherry was amazed. She told her mom that the picture of the little girl was that of the little blonde-headed girl she saw hiding behind the chair. Her brother John, who never heard of Sherry’s encounter, also stated that the pictures were those of the children he had seen while chopping wood. Never hearing of the others sightings, they both looked at each other in amazement. Sherry’s mom explained that these were the children of the Kurtz family who use to live in the house before they did. Mr Kurtz was an avid pilot and late one evening when taking off from a local airport for a family vacation, the plane crashed and killed all the members of the family. Sherry’s mom also told her about the various times when she had seen the children. They ended up mailing the locket off to one of the Kurtz’s relatives and the lost souls of the children were never seen again.


  This story is slightly different to the previous ones, in that it is souls of long-dead children looking to be allowed to rest with their family. The children had no problem in seeing these little souls, and saw them in enough detail to be able to recognise them from the pictures in the locket. The locket was obviously very dear to them, probably belonging to their mother – if they were killed suddenly, as in a plane crash, it would be something that linked them to their home and family. Sending the locket to a remaining family member let them rest.


  The next experience comes from Holly in the USA. This was something that she experienced aged two or three, and has remained with her ever since:


  My Grandma


  I was about two or three and it’s weird because this is the only thing I remember from that age – and I remember it very clearly.


  It was a little bit after my grandma had passed away. I was inside waiting for my mum to make me lunch and the back door was open to let in the warm summer air. I looked out the back door to my back yard. I have a deck with a green rocker on it. I saw my grandmother sitting on it rocking back and forth. She was very pale and glowing a ghostly white but she was beautiful. Her hair looked very black and bright and her lips were a bright red but were very noticeable because that was the only thing in colour so it stood out more. She was wearing what looked like a Victorian style gown; it went all the way up to her neck and she wore a choker with a bright red rose on it. The gown was all lace and of the most gorgeous design and the bottom was rimmed with red roses which were so lush and radiant. I can’t properly explain the beauty of the dress.


  My grandma also wore a slight heeled shoe with the same red rose on it. The picture was black and white except for her hair, her lips, and the roses. They were such a deep colour. I told my mum about this – when it happened she was right next to me. I pointed her out to my mum … but she couldn’t see her – only I could.


  My mum does believe me though, because in my family we can see ghosts and sense when they are around. I will never forget the image I saw. I don’t remember much about my grandma but I know she was a great person, a great wife, a great grandmother, and a great mother. Also, when I saw her she was smiling … she looked happy and I’m glad she is happy. Even though I miss her I will always know that she is watching down on me and my family. I don’t know the purpose of the red roses but it must symbolise something important.


  But that wasn’t the only time I saw her. The second time I was in church with my whole family because we had a mass said for her. Also it was All Souls Day. I was about the same age, I was sitting in my mum’s lap and I looked up at the ceiling of the church. I saw my grandma wearing the same clothes as the first time. She was floating in the air and there were other spirits floating around too, searching for their families to say an official goodbye to – these were all the people that had recently died. Well, anyways, getting back to the story. I pointed at her and said, ‘Mommy, mommy… grandma! There’s grandma!’ My mum tried to hush me but I just kept saying it. Then my mum and all of my family looked and saw nothing but then all of a sudden everyone started crying. I had no idea why at the time but my mum told me later on it was because they missed her and that she was there to say her final goodbye before she passed completely.


  I will never forget these memories because they are all I really have left of my grandmother.


  Holly didn’t know of any significance for the family of the red roses, but, if you look them up in a book of dreams they symbolise love, eternity and perfection. The vividness of the roses may symbolise the deep and undying love that Holly’s grandmother had for her and her family. She will always be reminded of this wonderful lady every time she sees a bright red rose. So, her message was of love – that she carried it with her even after death. What a wonderful message she left her granddaughter.


  Messages from beyond are often received at funerals and remembrance masses. My sister-in-law lost her grandmother some years ago, and whilst in the church in the midst of the funeral mass, she saw a butterfly suddenly fly across the alter and stay hovering just above it. The funeral took place in late November, when no butterflies are generally around. She thought she was imagining it, until later in the day an uncle of hers mentioned that he thought he had seen one too.


  I had the same experience at the funeral of a young boy who was killed tragically in a car crash. Just before the coffin was to be moved to the hearse, a shadow moved across the altar, and a red butterfly appeared. The butterfly hovered, and then flew down and around the boy’s grieving family. Staying with them until they left the church. A lot of the congregation saw this, and they all said it was the soul of the young boy watching over his family. Butterflies are a classic angel sign, and they are reported frequently by people who have been bereaved or are in need of comfort.


  Our next experience is a little scary and quite harrowing for the participants. Messages take many forms and this one had a very difficult outcome for the family. It comes from Penelope in Iceland:


  Just a Friend


  This story is true; whether you believe it or not it actually happened.


  About seven years ago, my brother, sister, cousins, father, and I moved from America to Iceland. I was about fifteen at the time and had no previous experiences of the paranormal.


  My sister, Beth, was very interested in ghosts and hauntings and visited our local cemetery often. We had lived in a microscopic town in Michigan and she would sit there and just watch the graves for any sign of activity. She would come home after dark sometimes and get a lecture from my father. ‘This town isn’t as safe as you think, Bethany,’ he would say in the most stern voice he could make, ‘there are crooks out here that will try and take you away!’ My mother was murdered just a year before when I was fourteen and Beth was sixteen. The murderer was never found and they couldn’t find any suspects. So my father tried to protect us as much as possible to the point where we couldn’t even go out of the house after 6.00 pm unless we were staying at a friend’s house.


  When we moved to Iceland dad tried to find a house that was nowhere near a cemetery. His job, however, made it nearly impossible not to, as it was just two blocks from a cemetery.


  There was a house for sale right next to the cemetery and we ended up purchasing that one. My father figured that if Beth was going to hang out in cemeteries, he would rather she be closer to home just in case she got into any kind of trouble.


  Two weeks after we moved in Beth started going to the cemetery frequently. She was very depressed about the sudden loss of our mother and the big move. One day Beth came home early from her cemetery visit. She usually stayed there until at least ten or eleven at night. She walked in the door pale as a ghost, and walked up the stairs straight into our room. She didn’t acknowledge anyone. I was worried someone had hurt her or had done something to her because she was a very social and talkative person, and usually greets us when she comes in.


  I walked up to our room and asked her what was the matter. She had always told me how badly she wanted to see a ghost, maybe even our mom. They were very close and Beth took her death really hard. I had to ask Beth a couple times before she answered. ‘Bethany Gene Timball! What is the matter with you?’ I practically shouted. Finally she looked at me and whispered, ‘Penny, I saw one.’ I just stared at her in disbelief. My sister was a very honest person. She wouldn’t lie to me, especially about something like that. ‘Well, what did it look like?’ I said.


  She looked down at our carpet. What she told me was disturbing. ‘It was a boy, an older boy, maybe nineteen or twenty. He was very attractive yet, creepy. Oddly, he was dressed pretty fashionably but something wasn’t right about him, Penny. He just stared at me. I got so scared he was going to hurt me. I was sitting on a grave and he started to walk towards me. I could hardly breathe. He had a piece of paper in his hand. He just dropped it next to a tree and walked away, towards old man Raxbow’s farm. I just felt like I needed to go see what was on the piece of paper. When I looked toward the boy, he was gone …’ She just stopped talking and looked down again.


  ‘Bethy, what did the piece of paper say?’


  I had to know, I was really getting into this. My sister pulled a yellowed receipt out of her pocket. I unfolded it and was overcome with shock at what was printed clearly in blue ink on that piece of paper. It was a credit card receipt for a 65 oz. bottle of antifreeze with my mothers signature on it. It was dated the day right before she died. My mother was poisoned, and the autopsy proved that antifreeze was the poison used by the killer. It became very clear to me and Beth that my mother had committed suicide. There was no murderer, and that is why they couldn’t find him/her or any suspects.


  Beth and I debated on whether to show dad the paper, or let him think that someone had murdered her. We showed him the paper.


  ‘Oh my God! Where did you two find this?’ he asked us after he read it. Beth and I both looked at each other and said, ‘Just, a friend.’


  What drove Beth to keep visiting cemeteries? And who was the mysterious figure of the boy? The intense desire to visit the cemetery suggests to me that she was being guided to do so by her mother, to explain her death. Beth’s closeness to her mother would have a lot to do with this, but the appearance of a boy is something a little harder to explain. Maybe it was indeed her mother in a different guise.


  The next experience I have for you is from Ashley in the USA. The difference with this experience is that other people saw and heard things at the same time, including her boyfriend:


  A Visit from a Friend


  At the age of seventeen I lost my best friend in the whole world. Her name was Mary. We first became friends around nine to ten years ago. I would stay with Mary every day after school until my dad arrived home from work. She wouldn’t even let me watch television until my homework was finished. She wanted to make sure my homework was finished so that I made good grades in school.


  Mary was sick, she needed an oxygen machine to breathe and was in a wheelchair. She had diabetes, and sometimes during the winter she would get pneumonia, but she always got better.


  As the years went by Mary and I became best of friends, and I was also good friends with her daughter April.


  During the winter of 2004, some friends of mine and April’s had noticed that Mary wasn’t feeling well. She was sick with pneumonia and was coughing a lot and we were very concerned about her.


  During school on 28 September, I was called to the office to be picked up by my dad. On the way out to our truck, my dad told me that Mary had passed away. I was heartbroken, but I didn’t cry. I kept it to myself. As soon as I arrived home I ran straight to April and hugged her. I told her everything was going to be all right. I couldn’t cry because I had to be strong for April. Dad asked me if I wanted to go in and see Mary and tell her goodbye, but I told him no. A few minutes later we all watched as Mary was carried out on a backboard to a car.


  Later that week during the showing, I finally burst into tears. I couldn’t hold it in any more – I had to let go. As soon as my mother showed up, I ran to her as fast as I could, and buried my face in her shoulder.


  At the funeral, I was sitting next to my boyfriend at the time, and my friend Adam, next to the door. I was getting cold chills and knew something was going on.


  Next thing we knew the door opened without the doorknob even turning, which was strange because the doorknob had to turn for the door to open. The door remained open for a little while. The hand radios we all had were turned off during the funeral. Soon after the door opened there was a speaking on a radio while it was turned off. The door shut without the doorknob turning, which again was impossible because the doorknob had to turn for the door to shut all the way. After the funeral we double-checked the radio on which the voice/voices had spoken, and confirmed it had been turned off.


  The night after the funeral my boyfriend, Tony, and I went to my house for a while so he could make sure I was going to be all right. My father wasn’t home so it was just us two. We turned the kitchen and living-room lights on. We left the television off so it would be quiet. In our television screen you can see the reflection of our kitchen. Our kitchen table was by our back door. I looked up into the television and I could see a figure of a woman that looked exactly like Mary. Only she was standing up straight with no oxygen. I couldn’t see her face because all I saw was a black shadow. I could see her in the television standing between the kitchen table and the back door. I said, ‘Tony do you see that?’ and he said, ‘No.' I said, ‘You can’t see that figure of a woman standing by the kitchen table in the television?’ and he said, ‘Oh, I see her now.’ We could see her in the television screen, but we couldn’t see her in the kitchen. Tony had figured it was my dad so he started yelling at him. I told him my dad hadn’t pulled in the driveway and the back door hadn’t opened. After he left she was still there. She stayed there until I went to sleep, and I don’t know where she went after that.


  That night as I lay there thinking about that shadow, I thought about Mary and how I couldn’t believe she was gone. After I fell a sleep I had a dream. I dreamed that I was having a party at my house. Out in my dad’s room there was a door in his hallway that went outside. In my dream someone was knocking on the door. I told my aunt to answer it. She told whoever it was to come in. Through that door Mary came rolling inside in her wheelchair with a big, bright smile on her face. I ran to her, kneeled down in front of her, and I started to cry. She lifted my head and she said, ‘Don’t cry. I’m all right. It’s going to be OK.’ Then I woke up. That night I couldn’t go back to sleep. I knew not to cry any more because she had come back to tell me she was all right. I haven’t seen her since.


  I visit her every now and then at the graveyard even though I know she isn’t there. What I do know is that she is in a better place, and that she can hear everything I say. Sometimes I can feel her presence, but she doesn’t stay long. She knows that I miss her. She is always looking down on me.


  This kind of experience is one that I would think anyone that has lost someone dear to them would love to have. Unfortunately, most people won’t. Wanting an experience of this kind so much can actually turn off our ability to receive communications from the spiritual realm in much the same way that sceptics refuse to believe what is in front of their own eyes. When my father-in-law died many years ago, his wife and sons dearly wanted to see him in the way that myself and my children could. His wife had a spirit that came to her on a regular basis for many years – myself and the kids had seen this spirit on many occasions. The spirit was that of an oldish man who had died working on the railway in Liverpool called the Seven Sisters. Anyway, she could ask her spirit about her husband and receive answers that we were getting directly from the man himself. She never forgave us for this, but he was with her all the time. We had seen him at her home, but she couldn’t. Even her spirit had told her he was there. It just proves to me that her grief was shutting down her ability to receive his messages, and her anger at us for seeing him closed her communication channels even more. I firmly believe that when we get amazing experiences like the ones we have just read about, they come to people who are open and receptive, and not bitter or in a lot of pain and anger after the loss of a relative, like a wife, husband or child. That is why children get them so much. They don’t understand what is happening the way we do – they simply just let everything happen without question. They may be hurting or upset, but they are not burdened with all the feelings that adults have.


  My last two examples of messages from beyond, are messages from animals. There are those that believe animals don’t possess souls, I am not one of them. The examples both concern little black kittens, one is personal, while the other one was sent to me. The strange thing about their inclusion is that I really dislike cats, but for some bizarre reason they seem to love me:


  Sabby


  A few months ago my eldest son, Roo, was given a very sickly black kitten that he named Sabby. It was the tiniest kitten I had ever seen, and unfortunately it was not very well. He loved that little cat and took it everywhere with him. In fact, it was his reason for getting up every day for the brief time we had it. On the Saturday night before it passed away, he suddenly didn’t want to be around it any more, saying that I could look after it. The kitten climbed up onto my shoulder that night and stayed there happily for over an hour, just snuggling into me like a baby. As I said, I don’t really like cats and for the kitten to even be sitting on me was some kind of a miracle. I stroked it constantly, but it never purred once that any of us had heard. Even, when it was well it had never purred.


  The next day it took a turn for the worse and started to get sick, going off its food and being fairly lethargic. That night, my husband and I found it laying in its bed, to all intents and purposes, dead. I asked for the angels to let it live and with that it moved and let out a very pained meow. I couldn’t believe it. I tried reviving it, like you would with a sick puppy, it seemed to be working, then it looked at me and let out this lovely little purr, then was gone.


  We buried him in a shoe box, but, for about a week afterwards, we all thought we saw a small cat walking around the house. Roo and myself even thought we heard him meowing. I guess he was just saying goodbye.


  The next story concerning a little black kitten comes from Anna in Washington:


  Here Ghostie, Ghostie!


  Most people would never believe my story, and I must say, I don’t blame them.


  It all happened in 2004 when I was nine. My parents had gone shopping and my sister was at a birthday party, so I was left alone with my one true love: the computer.


  When they left I raced to it, turning it on and immediately starting to email my friends; it was around 11.30. After about an hour I heard a noise; it was coming from the window. I turned my head, and to my horror and surprise, saw a small, coal black kitten licking its paw on the windowsill. What scared me most was not the fact that we didn’t own a kitten, seeing as my mother is allergic to fur – it was the way that it seemed to wave around in the air, like a piece of paper stuck to an air conditioner, and was flickering in and out of focus. I jumped out of my chair so fast it fell back, and after whirling around I looked back at the kitten, only to realise that it was gone. My heart was pounding and beads of sweat clung to my face. Setting the chair back up, I sunk into its cushioned seat, rubbing my temples. Had I really seen what I thought I had seen? No, it couldn’t be. I had been a firm disbeliever in ghosts. But that was before the kitten incident. But that’s not all; I decided to get back to my emailing, even though I was feeling sick to my stomach.


  I kept looking back at the window sill every few seconds, only to be relieved, yet some-what disappointed to see the kitten wasn’t there. But after another half hour or so I heard that same noise; a small meow. Instinctively I grabbed the chair, holding it in front of me and watching over the top of it; and there it was: black and semi-transparent and wavering, flickering, and licking its paw. I was horrified, and it didn’t help when it looked away from its paw and fixed terrible red eyes on me. I screamed, dropping the chair and darting to the door, tugging at it in a frantic frenzy, and when I looked back, the thing was gone. Again! Panting, I slid to the floor, and hardly had a moment’s rest when a sharp knock was rapped upon the door. I screamed and jumped up. It was my sister back from her party early, and when I told her all about the kitten she merely laughed at me, telling me to go to bed.


  Nobody believed me except my friend, who’s father was the manager of the building; she told me that she saw the same kitten a few years ago, and when she told her dad, he told her a story about an elderly couple who left behind a tiny black kitten. It finally starved to death in the empty apartment behind the sofa, and was tossed mercilessly into the trash when it died by the former manager in the 1900s.


  You may not believe it, but it did happen. And it scared the daylights out of me. I never let my parents leave me alone at home after that. Never.


  So, what do you think? Do animals have souls? Were these two little creatures giving us messages from beyond? I believe they were.


  5. GUARDIAN ANGELS


  RECENTLY, THERE HAS BEEN a huge upsurge in the public belief of angels. They seem to be becoming an almost accepted part of daily life. Angel cards, figurines, readings and angel books seem to have made it into the average home. But, why the sudden interest in entities that have been in existence since the dawn of time? Has the world become such a grim, inhospitable place that we need to believe in a higher being that is just there for us? I think there is definitely an element of this.


  If you read interview with celebrities in women’s magazines, you will find that these celebrities have one thing in common – they all claim to have had angel experiences, and are very forthcoming about the things that happened during the experience. Angels seem to be the new ‘in thing’, and celebrities seem to be trying to outdo each other with their experiences. But, there is a bit of bad news for celebrities: yes, they can spend thousands of dollars on angel workshops, but they can’t buy an angel. The truth is that we all have one, and the most wonderful angel stories come from ordinary people.


  The role of the angels is very simple – to help the person they are assigned to. Angels can’t interfere in our lives, we have to ask them for help. Millions of people do this around the world, on a daily basis. Every religion believes in some form or other of angelic being. Angels are the only spiritual being that everybody knows about. Mediums and psychics call them by other names, such as ‘spirit guides’ and ‘helper spirits’, but they are the same thing – a spirit assigned to us at birth that helps us to fulfil our life plan.


  I want to dedicate this chapter to anyone that has experienced some minor miracle in their life that they cannot find a suitable explanation for. These ‘miracles’ can be put down to only one thing: divine intervention from our guardian angels. Our guardian angels can perform some quite amazing feats to save lives, or, they can just appear to us and give comfort at times of greatest need. They leave signs for us, to let us know that our requests have been heard, like white feathers, butterflies, a wonderful scent, or even angelic singing. I will tell you more about angel signs at the end of the chapter, and help you to get in touch with your own personal helper.


  While researching this book, the variety and enormous quantity of angel experiences really made me think a lot more carefully about the stories to include in this chapter, and even how to order them to make some kind of sense. In the end I decided to start with experiences of very young children and babies, then go up in years from there. Babies seem to have absolutely no problem seeing their guardian angels, as our first experience will show. The lady who sent this wishes to remain anonymous and so I will call her Diane:


  Grandma’s Spirit Around Baby?


  My grandma passed away about three years ago and ever since we’ve ‘felt’ her presence in our house (even after moving to another neighbourhood).


  My husband’s grandma passed about a year ago. She begged us to have a baby before she died but we felt we weren’t ready, especially since we’re living apart as my husband is in the military. Besides we didn’t think she’d die so soon! Anyway, about a month after she passed, my husband came home on leave and I got pregnant. We think she might have had something to do with it. My daughter Debbie is now two-and-a-half months old. Since she was born she has stared and smiled at something in the air. As she is my first baby, I thought all babies did this, but when I asked a couple of friends, they just looked at me like I was crazy.


  Anyway, I decided to ignore this but a couple nights ago, while I was feeding my baby, she stopped eating and started laughing, not smiling, just laughing with a little squeal. I noticed she was following something in the air with her eyes and I felt like something was there but refused to acknowledge it. This went on for about ten minutes. Then I said out loud, ‘She probably thinks she’s seeing something. If something was here, it would make some sort of noise or something.’


  As soon as the last word came out of my mouth, a book fell next to my bed, as if it fell from a bookshelf on the wall. Now this is the weird part: since I just moved, most of my things are still in boxes – I have some books scattered around the floor but no bookcases or shelves or anything on the walls. When I went to look at the book that fell, it turned out to be a book about guardian angels. I was freaked out but I’m sure it was either my grandmother or my husband’s playing with her great-granddaughter.


  This is quite a common occurrence and an angel sign. My own grandmother used to say that babies looking at spots on the ceiling were talking to the angels. Old wives tale? Perhaps, but, it is something we have all heard of. My own children did this as babies. Sometimes this was accompanied by the smell of violets, my grandmother’s favourite perfume.


  Our next story comes from Cheryl. I find this a quite beautiful experience because of the circumstances of her very sad childhood:


  ‘My Lady’


  My angel stories begin when I was a child. My earliest memory was of being visited by what I then called ‘My Lady’. I was not really sure of the gender of my visitor; I assumed she was a lady because of the flowing white gown. As a child I was abused, so this in a medical sense could be called ‘disassociation’, however the end of the story will prove that a false assumption. 'My Lady' would come to call during these ‘abusive’ times. I can remember a swirling sensation and a floating feeling. Then she would take my hand and we would go to our toy room in our basement. I was a very young at this time and could not go downstairs. We would ‘float’ down the stairs to the basement. Then I would play with all of our toys. Being the youngest of four I never got the choice toys to play with during ‘waking’ hours. I did at these times though. After a time she would summon me to come to her and we would float back up the stairs and then the twirling sensation would happen again. I would always awaken with a sensation of falling and be in my crib again. This happened many times.


  We moved when I was four and 'My Lady' moved with us. I was still shaky on stairs, due to lack of confidence or just under-developed toddler skills. Anyhow one day I was at the top of the basement stairs where there was a gate there that my mom always kept closed. This day it was open. I glanced down the stairs which petrified me. I felt, and can still feel that shove. Something or someone shoved me down those stairs. I went down as in slow motion. I can still see the apples hanging on the trees just outside as I passed the window that was at ground level. Yet I was not hitting anything as I went and I felt as I was actually flying or floating. As I did when 'My Lady' was there. I came to a gentle landing on my rear as if someone just sat me down. From that day on I could go up and down stairs with no problem.


  Now here is the ending I promised: the proof. I never told anyone of these times with my angel until a year ago. My sister has a little girl who about a year ago started showing strange signs to her family. My sister told me of Holly looking up at the window and waving and smiling at ‘no one’. She would be lying down for a nap with my sister and she would be looking up and laughing and watching something or someone above the bed. At the first of these encounters she was no more than two. She will be three this month. Her friend, she told us this summer while we were sitting outside one day, is called ‘My Lady’. No mention of ‘My Lady’ was ever made to the child. I feel secure knowing that we all have a ‘My Lady’ to watch over us. I have had many more encounters with ‘My Lady’ and she has been with me for most of my thirty-two years. Thank you for allowing me to share our family’s wonderful experiences with angels.


  It is heartening to think that a young child might be given back her childhood by a loving being trying to protect her from the harshness of her early years. The floating sensation that Cheryl experienced is another common theme in our angel stories. It is as though our angels can physically gather us to them to help protect us from harm. Many adults who experienced miraculous deliverance from ‘fatal’ situations mention this feeling of floating. It seems as though the angels can pick us up and move us out of harms way. Protecting us in an invisible shield of love.


  This next experience is so absolutely amazing that I must have read and re-read it about a hundred times. The lady’s name is Dee and I think it illustrates the ability of angels to protect us with that shield of love:


  Watching the World


  Finally, an opportunity to share the most beautiful experience I’ve ever had.


  One morning my mother was leaving to go to work. She had just started a new job and I was having a hard time seeing her leave every morning. So I decided one morning I was going to sneak into the car when she wasn’t looking so that I could go to work with her. I remember running up this grassy hill in front of the side walk in front of my house. I didn’t take the stairs because I knew it would be too obvious. I had walked out the door after my mother had left. I had my hand on the passenger side, back seat door handle, just about to open the car door, when all of the sudden the car started driving off. I remember trying to run to keep up with the car and I remember my feet bouncing off the pavement. From that point I have no memory of the incident. I was about one-and-a-half years old, not quite two.


  I believe I was in heaven. It was like an instant and eternity at the same time. I remember waking up in this incredible palace. The light of the air was infused with gold. The palace floors were marble. There were huge gold pillars throughout the kingdom. The air itself was an actual melodic harmony. I could actually hear harps (that is not a myth). The ceiling must have been one hundred feet high. There were three female souls and one superior soul. They had no faces or bodies, but each had a very defined spiritual space, which appeared like a swaying, flowing energy within the silhouette of a gown.


  The female angels welcomed me and calmed my disorientation. I kept asking where my mother and sister were. We never spoke but communicated through our minds. They told me to rest. I resisted because of my excitement but they insisted and one of them soothed me while the others went to the right of me to consult with the one superior. He was so loving. They were all so loving and peaceful. There were huge halls and spaces throughout the kingdom which I sensed were filled with activity, although I didn’t know what. I just knew there were other souls throughout this place.


  Finally the guides brought me to the one superior. His energy was as tall as the kingdom and love was flowing from him. I can’t explain it any more than that. They all explained that I had a purpose and must go back. They prompted me to look at the earth through this weird dimensional whole. I saw what looked like a car accident. Several cars were stopped with people out of their cars, alarmed. I didn’t understand what I was looking at. I wasn’t really interested because I wanted to stay. They explained that there was a person that I would greatly affect in my life. I understood it to be someone handicapped. They said that I would be crucial to this person’s getting along in life. They infused me with the sense of satisfaction that comes with helping another. I asked who this person was and they told me I would know in time. They told me interesting things about life in general and about people. Remember I was not even two yet. They assured me we’d meet again and waited for me to leave, while pointing to the scene below (the cars). I was excited about the prospect of finding out who this person was, whose life I was going to change so significantly.


  The next thing I knew, I woke up in the morning with an intense desire to learn to talk fluently, so I could share this experience with my older sister. Please believe me. I am not making this up. I remember it like it was yesterday. I recognised that I had a long way to go (in terms of vocabulary) before I would know the words I needed to explain what had occurred. I remember learning new words like, believe it or not, ‘bicycle’, and ‘yard’ and many others, all so I could ultimately ask my sister how to get back to this place. I wanted to share with her how wonderful it was (I assumed everyone had been there).


  Earth was quite a letdown for many years, until only recently. Right away, I spent a lot of time trying to make sense of where I had been. When I was three and finally felt competent enough to talk, I asked my sister about ‘that place’, and boy, the sorrow I felt when she didn’t know what I was talking about, and started laughing about how silly I was. I remember realising that a warm sunny spot of intense sunlight, with my eyes closed and no disturbances, was the closest I was going to get as far as recreating that experience goes.


  My mother told me, around ten years ago, about something she had a hard time figuring out. She told me that one day she had driven five miles on her way to work, early in the morning. She passed several cars and they were all honking and had looks of fear on their faces. So, she stopped to find me holding on to the door handle, smiling, saying that I was coming to work with her. She says the people that had flagged her down were just as amazed as she, that I didn’t have even a scratch on me and I was as happy as could be. She says at certain points in her driving she had gone over 35 miles an hour and just didn’t understand how I held on for so long, unharmed.


  When she told me that, I knew I had indeed been to heaven and back.


  When I read this, questions like, ‘How in the name of God did a child hold on for so long?’ came to mind, and, ‘Why didn’t any of the other drivers force her mother to stop the car?’ It truly is an incredible story. Her recounting of ‘heaven’ is very detailed, and actually mirrors other descriptions that I have come across. The most compelling thing about this story, for me anyway, is the need for her to find directions to get back to this place and the utter feeling of loss when she discovers nobody else has experienced it.


  The following experience was sent by a woman called Vonnie:


  Two Special Angels


  It was Thursday, 20 November 1998, and my son Sean and his beautiful wife Shenique were expecting their first child at any moment – a baby boy they named Xavier Christian Hart. Her due date was just a few days away, but because she had some complications the doctor decided to induce labour. The hospital’s Labour and Delivery Unit was too full so we anxiously waited for the hospital’s call telling us there was room. Friday and Saturday passed and despite our persistent calls to the doctor and hospital, they insisted there was still no room. We hoped we could naturally induce labour with pedicures, massages, greasy food and long walks on Saturday, but it didn’t happen. My daughter Michelle had just moved into her new home so I decided to spend Saturday night with her, helping her to unpack and get settled. Then Sunday, around noon, the call we had all been waiting for came. Sean called to tell me they were on their way to the hospital. I told them I would take a quick shower and be right there. When I got out of the shower approximately 45 minutes later, I overheard Michelle yelling, ‘If you think this is funny, it’s not, so stop it!’ I walked into her room and asked what was going on and she replied, ‘It’s Poncho (my youngest son), you talk to him … he’s saying the baby died and they want you at the hospital right now.’ I grabbed the phone and asked, ‘What is going on?’ He told me the horrible news and said, ‘Sean needs you mom.’ I could not believe this was happening. I was so angry with the doctor and hospital for they knew she had been having problems and had allowed her to carry the baby until it was too late.


  The hospital was approximately thirty-five minutes away – how could I ever make it? I threw on my clothes and jumped in my car, driving as quickly as possible, screaming and crying all the way. I knew I had to let it all out before arriving so I could retain some sense of sanity for my children. Michelle stayed behind to notify other family members and would later meet us at the hospital. As I entered the hospital I stopped in my tracks to ask God to give me strength and courage to cope with what I was about to face.


  I entered their silent room to find them staring out the window and into space. I held them close and we all quietly sobbed. We knew the worst was yet to come, because we still had to go through labour and delivery, knowing little Xavier would be dead.


  Only the day before we had all been so happy, visiting Michael and Angie, two of Sean’s best friends, at another hospital. They had just delivered a beautiful little baby girl and we were all looking forward to the babies growing up together and being lifetime friends. For months we had laughed about it and the daddy’s teased each other about keeping the male away from the female when they got older. Now this would never happen.


  The next few hours were indescribable as we struggled to understand and cope with what had happened and prepare for the funeral of our little baby we had not yet seen. Family and friends began arriving and several hours later labour was finally induced. Shenique was so brave despite the fact her baby was deceased and that we almost lost her too as her blood pressure skyrocketed.


  In the small hours of the morning the moment we had been anticipating for the last nine months finally arrived. Little Xavier was about to enter our world, only it would be different to the way we had planned it. We all knew what was about to happen, but our faith told us maybe they were wrong and there was hope as long as we had God by our side.


  Both grandmothers and daddy were present as our beautiful little Xavier made his way into our world. We all waited, praying they were wrong and that there would be a cry, a sigh, a movement, anything. First his little head, then his little body and we all silently prayed, ‘Breathe, breathe, breathe.’ Our smiles, our first instinct, at the beauty of his birth quickly turned to tears because there was no cry, no sigh, nothing but a lifeless, beautiful little boy.


  As I held him in my arms, I asked myself, ‘How could this happen? Why? Why? Why?’ This was not fair. Was it an act of God, or truly the doctor’s negligence as we suspected? I was so angry and my heart was ripped to shreds. How would we ever survive this? So many questions and no answers.


  For the first time in my life, I had lost my faith in God. I was struggling. How could I be there for my children, how could I answer their questions, when I had none myself? I prayed but got no answers. I’ve struggled all my life as a single parent to raise three children and always did my best to provide faith, religion and strength to them. God always saw us through the trials and tribulations and never let us fall. But now I’m asking myself, where is he? If there really is a God, why did he allow this to happen? What purpose could it serve and how do I answer these questions? I have no strength now, I am so weak, what do I do?


  I had been seriously ill for the past few months with bronchitis and asthma and now I literally felt as if I were dying. I really wanted to at that point but I knew I had to be there for the kids so I asked God to spare my life. The following days were spent planning the funeral, taking down Xavier’s crib and packing away his tiny little things. Sean did not want me to leave the hospital for long so I spent three nights at the hospital in a chair. I wanted to die … my spirit was broken, I was weak, I had no answers, I’d lost my faith and now developed a case of shingles.


  We laid little Xavier to rest the day after Thanksgiving, following a beautiful and tearful service.


  Sean’s son from a previous relationship, four-year-old Roman, was as much a part of the pregnancy as we all were. Always lifting Shenique’s blouse to touch the baby and feel him move, talking to him, kissing him and looking forward to the day he had a little brother he could play with. Mom and dad were building a new home in anticipation of his birth and Roman was very excited about the home, his new room and the impending birth of his baby brother. It was so hard to explain to him that Xavier was not coming home, that he was in heaven with Jesus.


  It has been a year now since we lost our little one and it has been a trying year for all, except little Roman. As the days and months passed, Roman always asked about Xavier and when he was coming home. I spent a weekend with the kids shortly after they moved into their new home. Roman was there for the weekend and when I asked to see his new room, he excitedly showed it to me and proceeded to tell me he was going to share it with Xavier. I explained again that Xavier was with Jesus and would not be coming home to share his room so it was all his own. He emphatically told me, ‘He will be back when he is done with Jesus and then I will share.’ For the next several months he spoke of Xavier as if he were here, to not only his dad, step-mom and me, but his mom as well. We all started wondering, does this child have a special bond? What is it that he can see and we can’t? Is it just innocence?


  Then came the Fourth of July 1999. Another of Sean’s best friends and his wife just delivered a beautiful little girl, Isabelle. All the friends and family gathered at the home of Mike and Angie, and following a day of food and drinks we went to fireworks and then to the hospital to see the proud parents and new baby. It was so difficult as we were so happy for them, but couldn’t help but remember Xavier and our loss. We were fighting our tears and didn’t want to take away from their happiness so only stayed long enough to congratulate them and see the baby. As we were on our way out of the hospital, I tried not to let anyone see the tears pouring down my face. As we exited the hospital, Shenique broke down and sobbed. Sean asked me to take Roman for a few minutes as he walked with his wife trying to comfort her.


  There were still fireworks behind the hospital so Roman and I stood in the parking lot watching them, me trying to hide my tears. As I was pointing out the fireworks in the sky to Roman, he looked up and saw my tears. He said, ‘Nana, why are you crying?’ Lost for words, I replied, ‘Because I miss Xavier sweetie.’ He said, ‘Why?’ I replied, ‘Because I cannot see him.’ He looked at me and said, ‘Why Nana, I can,’ and pointed to the sky and said, ‘He’s right there, he’s peeking out.’ My tears immediately were mixed with laughter and joy as I picked up this innocent little boy and held him in my arms. When mom and dad approached in their truck and I tucked him safely in his car seat, Shenique was still crying. We held each other tightly and I shared with her my experience with Roman. Her tears also turned to laughter and since then, even though I still don’t have an answer, my faith in God has been renewed. I believe that God blessed us with two special angels, one in heaven and one on earth, that share a very special bond and keep us all very close.


  I find it amazing, that all young children, especially ones that are bonded very closely to us, can come out with the most comforting words, when we really need to hear them. These little pearls of wisdom are often so out of character for the child, that they make us stop and think. Where do these wonderful words come from? I’m convinced that they are sent from the child’s guardian angel, when we are in too much pain to hear our own.


  The last experience in this part of the chapter is from a lady called Elaine:


  Twins’ Guardian


  My twin sons were born premature on 25 October, 1986. That particular weekend there were three sets of twins. I had been admitted late on Friday night and gave birth early on Saturday. Since my medical insurance did not take effect until the following Monday, I had no choice but to have them at County General. After I gave birth, I became very ill due to a tremendous loss of blood. On late Saturday evening a nun appeared at my bedside and asked if I was Friday’s twins, Saturday’s or Sunday’s. I told her I was Friday’s. She then showed me two hand-crocheted blankets and said, ‘Then these are for you.’ I felt guilty accepting and told her I didn’t have any money to buy them. She quickly assured me they were gifts for the boys. I told her I couldn’t accept them because I didn’t know her – she then responded, ‘In time you will know who I am.’


  Later that week I was still sick, but with prayer I was able to check out. I went to seek the nun that had been so kind to me, but to my surprise, the other nuns in the hospital who heard my story didn’t know who she was. One older nun later showed me a picture – it was the same nun, only she had passed away years ago.


  The mysterious visitor is another common factor in angel experiences. There are countless examples of a stranger appearing as if from nowhere. It would appear that angels walk amongst us all the time. Have you been lucky enough to meet one? A child with psychic abilities got in touch with me after she met her own angel on the street. Her name is Bryanna and this is what happened to her:


  Grandma’s Eyes


  I was walking down my street after school with a friend. As we walked along a very tall man appeared in front of us with a dog that was barking very loudly. He looked at me and started to speak in a language I didn’t understand. Then he said, ‘Grandma’s eyes.’ I turned to my friend and said, ‘That guy was weird’ or something like it. She looked at me kind of strange and said, ‘What guy?’ I turned in the direction he had gone and said ‘Him’, but there was no one on the street. She hadn’t seen the man or heard the dog barking. I felt a bit freaked out by this and asked my mom when I got home what was special about Grandma’s eyes? She said that I had exactly the same eyes as my grandmother, a very piercing shade of grey. No one else in the family has eyes that colour. She also went on to tell me that I was very like my grandmother in many ways, including being very psychic like she was. Was this my guardian angel giving me a message?


  Angels speaking in a strange alien tongue may sound bizarre, but it’s not as odd as you may think. It is a widely held belief that angels are so spiritually superior that their language is too advanced for us humans to understand. This is probably why many of us gain our insights in the forms of visions or dreams. My own angel will send me a ‘dream’ of what an important day may hold. Often cryptic, my own angel has a very ‘wicked’ sense of humour, and in order for something to show it’s significance in a dream, he will make it so bizarrely memorable and funny that I cannot forget about it. Angels with a sense of humour? Yes, it seems they do have a sense of humour and many people have reported this. Remember, angels are here to help us and so why should they not have a sense of humour – it’s a good way for them to communicate something without all the fire and brimstone that we mistakenly expect from them.


  Let’s move on to experiences from children older than five. This one comes from Lynn. Just see how our angels listen to our prayers when we ask for their help:


  Classroom Angel


  I’m not really sure that this comes under the heading of an angel story, but it feels that way to me, so I’m putting it in that category. I should also state that I’m not a particularly religious or spiritual person and that while I have a fascination for the supernatural and want to believe, I tend to be sceptical. Still, I’ve wanted to share this for a while and this seems like a good place.


  I must have been eight or nine when the event occurred. It was summer and school was coming to an end for the year. My teacher (a sadist) was listening to each of us read our maths exam results for the semester aloud so that she could record them and determine our final grades (I have no idea why she hadn’t kept a record). I was an extremely shy child with no aptitude for maths whatsoever. As a result, I had a long list of failed or barely passed results to report. All year I had kept my embarrassingly poor test scores a secret from my classmates and now I was beside myself with worry. Not only was my secret about to be revealed to my friends, I was going to have to stand in front of the entire class and be humiliated.


  As the teacher called on student after student, I was terrified, near tears and fervently praying for a way out of the situation (I was more of a believer then). Finally the teacher called my name and I was overwhelmed with despair because my prayers hadn’t been answered. Just as I opened my mouth to speak, the beautiful, sunny day suddenly changed to a violent thunderstorm. The sound of the rain and thunder were so loud that the teacher had to ask me to come up to her desk to read my grades because she couldn’t hear me over all the noise. I stood next to her desk and read the grades with great relief, confident that only the teacher could hear me.


  Almost the second I finished speaking, the storm ended as quickly as it had begun and the beautiful, sunny day was restored. Now I know this isn’t as dramatic as having my life saved or being told I have a special purpose in life, but to a very scared little girl it was truly a miracle. I’ve thought about the incident often over the years since then and have never found a logical explanation for my own personal, timely storm. I like to think a guardian angel was touched by my plight and maybe remembered what it was like to be a kid. At any rate, I felt I had been protected.


  Saved in the nick of time. Has this ever happened to you? Where you about to have to do something you dreaded and something out of the ordinary happened to stop what was about to take place? Was it just a strange occurrence or did your angel step in to help? The next experience is from a man who wants to remain anonymous so I will call him Fred:


  Saved By An Angel


  My experience happened when I was a child in the 1950s.


  I slept alone in a bed on the first floor of our house. The windows faced the front porch, which had stucco columns. As I tried to go to sleep, a dripping noise kept me awake. It sounded like water dripping onto an overturned metal bucket. I went upstairs where it was quiet and went to sleep.


  That night lightning struck the stucco column just outside the windows and threw a large chunk of stucco through the window and onto the bed where I would have been sleeping.


  The next morning we looked for what could have caused the dripping sound. There was nothing and we believe it was created by my guardian angel as a means of protecting me that night.


  Even while we sleep, our angels keep on working. The last experience is more like the ones we associate with angelic intervention. This comes from a lady named Sheena:


  A Visitor


  I was about seven years old and just recovering from the measles. While sitting on my bed, I felt that some one was standing behind me. I turned around to see a tall figure of a woman, with long curly brown hair. She was wearing a light blue garment with a rope-like sash. She had what appeared to be a white cape or shawl draped over her shoulders. I wasn’t afraid but startled. She smiled at me and without speaking, she told me that I was ‘special’, that I would have some bad things happen to me but that later on in life I would know what she meant by ‘special’. She told me not to worry, that she would always be there for me. She said that I would know when the time came what I should be doing with my life.


  I turned around to look and see if my mother might be coming into my room, as I desperately wanted someone else to see this figure. When I turned around to look back at her, she was gone.


  I ran downstairs to tell my mother that I had just seen my guardian angel. She told me that I was imagining it because I had had such a high fever when I was sick a few days before.


  But I knew that what I had seen was not imaginary. I’ve had no contact with this figure since then. I did have an episode when I was fourteen years old and I almost died from a tumour that had gone gangrenous and was poisoning me. Other than that, I can’t say that I have had any unusual occurrences happen to me.


  Sheena still doesn’t see anything ‘special’ about herself, but after surviving an incident like that with the tumour, she really does seem to be getting some extra special protection from her guardian angel. What would you say to your own child if they came to you and said that they had seen their guardian angel? Would you ask for more details and believe them or would you choose to ignore and dismiss it like Sheena’s mum? Until about eight months ago, I would have probably dismissed the angel as a figment of the imagination too. I started to research this whole angel phenomena and read a few books. Then something amazing happened to me: after reading about angelic signs one afternoon, I was putting the boys to bed. I was just about to pull across the curtains, when a butterfly landed on the sill in front of me. I put my hand out and it just kind of flew onto it. The boys were as fascinated with it as I was, and it let us all touch it. I tried to put it out of the window but it flew back in. We left it behind the closed curtains and an hour later, I returned to see if it was still there. There was no trace of it even though the bedroom door had been closed all night. That weekend we went on a family holiday, and when we arrived at the hotel guess what was waiting for us in the room? Yes, that’s right! A butterfly exactly the same as the one in the boy’s room.


  Angel experiences are not new. I came across this one from Jim, who was told this by his grandmother. She lived in the ‘Wild West’ in the 1880s:


  My Grandmother


  This event was related to me by my grandmother sometime about 1953. She was about eighty years old then and was telling me about her life as a child. She lived in a log cabin in Jackson County, Ohio at a place called Petersburg. She was the oldest child and was left in charge of her brothers and sisters one time in the winter when her parents had to leave. Her parents were gone all day, there was snow on the ground and it was getting dark. Suddenly she noticed that there were two men dressed in white present in the cabin but the door had not opened and all the windows were still sealed. One of the men told her not to be afraid, that they were there to protect her and the children because there were bad people nearby. In about an hour the man who did the talking said that her parents were almost home. She looked out the window to see her father with the horse and wagon. She turned back to the strangers only to find that there was no one in the room except her and the other children. She did not recognise either of the two men nor did her father or mother see anyone leave the cabin when they arrived. The other children also saw the two men. No footprints were found outside the cabin. She said she believed the two men were angels sent by God.


  It would seem that angels have been protecting children since the history books began. Indeed, it seems to be a worldwide phenomenon, as our next experiences will show. This one comes from Amanda in Thailand:


  Drowning


  My family went to Phuket for a holiday in the sun where my mother (thirty-five), who was recovering from breast cancer, could rest. We stayed at a resort on the beach which consisted of small bungalows and a central dining-room and recreation area attached to the main reception.


  I was only eleven years old and my sister Vanessa was twelve. My father, Vanessa and I went swimming in the ocean while Toni (nine) was looking after Kerry (who was only a year old) on the shore. They were building sand castles and digging holes while we swam. It was a beautiful day and we had the entire beach to ourselves.


  Mum was asleep in the bungalow and could not see or hear the beach from behind the dunes.


  Dad, Vanessa and I swam and floated about happily until suddenly I couldn’t touch the bottom. I didn’t realise I was in trouble until I heard my Dad start to shout, ‘Help! Toni, bring a rope!’


  I tried to swim back in but we were caught in a rip, which is a strong undercurrent that was taking us out to sea. The water was quite rough and I was swallowing a lot of water. I couldn’t see Vanessa and my Dad was swimming between the two of us trying to get us back to shore but the current was too strong. He kept shouting to Toni to get some help but she just sat on the beach and waved at us. I realised that she couldn’t hear us. We were too far out and she just thought we were waving at her.


  I didn’t know what to do. I was exhausted and had swallowed a lot of water so I knew I was drowning. I could hear the panic in my usually calm father’s voice and I knew that my sister on the beach wasn’t going to get help. I thought, ‘This is it! I’m going to die now,’ and so I just resigned myself to it.


  Suddenly there was an arm under my chin and someone was pulling me in to shore. I looked across the beach when they were carrying me up the beach and saw that they had also rescued my sister. Someone gave me mouth to mouth resuscitation and pumped all the seawater out of my stomach. Dad seemed to be OK. Toni was crying and saying she didn’t know and she couldn’t hear us calling for help. So who had alerted the people from the hotel that we were drowning?


  My mother! She had been in a deep sleep in the bungalow when she was woken by my father’s voice in her ear. She had been startled because she had thought he was in the room with her and she wondered who was looking after the children on the beach. Mum had run to the hotel lobby, got help and a rope and they had all run to the beach where they were just in time to save us.


  My mother told us later that an angel had brought my father’s voice to her as clear as day, when Toni who was sitting on the beach watching us, couldn’t hear that we were drowning.


  The next one comes from the Philippines and was sent anonymously:


  Angel story


  My first and only encounter with an angel happened when I was in high school. I attended a retreat that was organised by my religion class The retreat master said you can ask for the name of your guardian angel. She said pray to your guardian angel and the first name you think of in the morning would be the name of your angel. I prayed every morning and every evening for two to three months so that the name would be revealed to me. Then one day, it happened. I was in English class taking an exam. We were studying Jane Austen’s novel, Sense and Sensibility, so the exam was about the novel. There was one part of the exam where we had to match a description to the character’s name. When I looked at one of the names all of the words around it disappeared. I was focused on that name and the prayer to the guardian angel suddenly popped into my head. ‘Angel of God, my guardian dear, to whom God’s love commits me here, ever this day, be at my side to light and guard, to rule and guide, Amen.’ The voice in my head finished the prayer and disappeared as quickly as it came and all the words surrounding the name in the exam paper appeared again. Everything was back to normal. I guess your guardian angel will reveal his/her name at his/her own time. My guardian angel’s name is Eliza.


  I also asked for the name of my guardian angel to be revealed and it was – Michael is his name. I then asked to see what he looked like, and was rewarded with a very detailed vision of his face. All you have to do is ask. The next story comes from India from a young lady called Sunita:


  A Sign from God


  Hi there, this story is my very good friend’s. She was to appear for an exam, so she had started the preparation well before, but two days prior to the exams, her nervousness got the better of her. She was too nervous to revise. On the night before she was trembling with fear that she might fail. It was so bad that the next morning, she was not willing to take the exam. She pretended to faint, but her parents wouldn’t buy her faking. She was so nervous that she felt a bit sick. Anyway she was forced into taking the exam. She sat the exam and amazingly the topics she had browsed through the night before came up in the exams. As she was too nervous, she thought she didn’t answer the questions very well and was still worried about failing.


  After she had finished, she went to church for a quiet prayer. The church lights were out as there was no electricity. She sat there and just prayed, and asked God to give her a sign that she would pass. Suddenly a light lit up before Mother Mary’s statue. She was amazed. She was blanketed with love and calmness. The electricity was still out and no one else was there and the church was quiet so it wasn’t a candle light either.


  She passed the exam.


  No matter where we come from, no matter what language we speak, angels are there for us. The last international one is from Anya in Russia:


  A Grandpa Watches Over His Grandson


  I don’t know if you would exactly call this an encounter, but it was very significant in my life and I would like to think of the beings I saw as my two personal angels. When I was twelve years old, my father passed away after battling cancer for two years. I was the youngest of seven children and have always resented the fact that my children would never get to know this great man. Anyways, during my father’s illness he was kept at home in a bed in his favourite spot in the living-room. He stayed in that same spot until he passed away. My father loved to drink coffee every morning when he woke up to go to work and the smell of the coffee brewing was always so strong in the mornings. After he passed, whenever I would start to really miss him, the aroma of coffee brewing always seemed to fill the air. When I was eighteen, I gave birth to my first child, a son named Christopher. He was almost three months premature and, according to doctors, was not supposed to survive the first hour after birth. But, just like my father, little Christopher was a fighter. He went through numerous operations to correct different problems. I always believed his grandpa was with him, helping him through it all. Well, after almost three months in the hospital, I was told Christopher was doing great and would get to come home very soon. I couldn’t help but thank God and of course my dad for being there with Christopher when I couldn’t. That night after leaving the hospital, I got home and went to bed. I had a very vivid dream. So vivid it was almost real. In this dream, I walked into the special care nursery, where Christopher was, and saw a man from behind sitting in the rocking chair next to my son’s crib. As I walked around to see who this man was visiting my son, I saw my dad sitting there in the chair holding little Christopher in his arms, with no tubes in him, no IVs, and no pain. My dad looked up at me with a smile almost as if to say that I had done a good job. But I was terrified because I knew that the only way that Christopher would ever get to sit in his grandpa’s lap would be if the Lord took him from this world. That same night I was woken up by a telephone call from the hospital telling me that my son had taken a turn for the worst during the night. I was terrified when I arrived at the hospital but when I saw Christopher a sort of peace came over me thinking back to my dream and how peaceful he was. That was when I knew it was time to say goodbye to him, for his time here was done. When we laid Christopher to rest, he was laid next to his grandpa where he just seemed to belong. Now I have two beautiful daughters, and I like to believe that they have two angels looking down on them too.


  Here are the last few experiences in this chapter. You will notice that the very last two are about animals. Angels do take many varied and different guises don’t they!


  Daddy Came Back


  My story began when my father died on 2 April 1992. I was really upset because my sisters are older than me so they got to know him more. About a week after he left I started to see him again as a ghost. Although I was still just seventeen months old I wasn’t afraid. I would talk to him and give him lots of hugs and kisses. When my mom saw me doing this she thought it was a bit unusual, because she couldn’t see him. When she finally put together the pieces of the puzzle she realised what I was doing and why, so she let me continue. And when he finally left I felt as if I had known him almost as well as my sisters had. – Anonymous


  My Angel?


  I am not sure if it was my angel that I encountered, but one day me and my sister went over to our friend’s house to sleep over. My friend’s family went out, so me, my sister and my friend stayed alone at home and watched a movie. The whole house was dark and the only light you could see was the TV.


  Well, I needed to go to the bathroom because I had a nosebleed, and as I was walking toward the kitchen something just flew by me out of the blue and went out the window on the top floor. I suddenly screamed at the top of my lungs for I have never seen such a thing. It was white and you could see through it. My sister and friend turned on the lights and came running to see what was happening. I talked to my friend about this, for he knows everything about our Muslim religion. He told me that the thing flying was my angel who saved my life because if I had gone any further I could have been hurt. If I had kept walking without the light on I would have tripped over the mat on the floor and fallen onto a knife that was sticking out over the edge of the table. In the dark, I wouldn’t have seen it. For me, it was my angel who saved my life.


  Hung on Witches Hat


  My granddaughter, Jackie, was raised by me on and off for most of her life. When she was eight years old she wanted to go to the playground to play in the park we lived in. I told her yes. I asked her to check in with me in one hour. That was a rule of mine. Thirty minutes later I went outside to shake a rug and heard her cry out. That was impossible. The park was about two blocks distance. I had butterflies in my stomach and I had a feeling that she was in danger. Her grandfather came home and I asked him to go to the park to check on her. He was not gone long when I felt a horrible feeling come over me. It is hard to explain. Without another thought I found myself jumping in my car to go check on her myself. By this time an hour had passed. I met grandpa, on my way. He said she was fine, and was just waving her arms at him. I told him he was nuts, she was not OK. When I arrived at the park, she was waving but was also hanging by her throat.


  She had fallen through the bars of the witch’s hat, and had been blessed by enough strength in her arms to pull herself up off of her throat.


  I found a way to get her down, and took her to the hospital to be checked out. She suffered no serious injuries. I believe that I had a special angel looking after us who told me that my Jackie was in danger.


  Guardian Angel Cat?


  An ugly old grey cat came to my son’s family home one day – they didn’t feed the old cat, hoping it would go back to wherever it came from.


  The cat had been there just a few days when my one-year-old granddaughter was swinging in a child’s swing out in their yard. Everyone was sitting just a few feet away but never noticed the big copperhead snake crawling toward the baby – nobody but the old ugly cat. Just a few inches from the baby’s feet the old cat pounced on the snake, killing it quickly.


  The old cat was treated like royalty from then on – but he left as quietly as he came and they never saw him again.


  My Guardian Ginny


  When I was in fifth grade, my mother got me a dog. I named her Ginny, and it was love at first sight. Ginny and I were always together. One sunny afternoon, when I got home from school, I walked into the kitchen and saw that my father had left the house with the corn still boiling on the stove, and my sweet Ginny was no where to be found. When my father came into the house twenty minutes later, he was crying. While he was cooking dinner he had left the back door open. My innocent dog had run into the street and was hit by a truck and died. I was heartbroken. I hardly ate or slept for about three days. Then one night, when I was sitting in my kitchen holding my dog’s collar, I felt a presence. I suddenly felt as if something had gone right through me. I got the chills and felt very cold for about five seconds. After this, I felt so relieved. As if a big weight had been lifted off of my shoulders. I knew it had to be Ginny. She wanted to let me know that she was watching over me and that everything would be alright. Now, when I’m feeling down, I think about my dog and I feel better. My dog is watching over me.


  Here are some methods of contacting your own guardian angels. The first thing to remember is that you are already in contact with them. Every time you have a problem and ask, ‘Why did this happen to me?’, you will have conversed with your angel. You probably will have received an answer too, but it may have been a dream that was strange, or just a feeling of knowing. Have you ever done something that was so irrational that you thought yourself mad for doing it? But the outcome was a lot better than expected? That would have been angelic guidance, answering your prayers.


  Contacting your angel really is as simple as asking, ‘Guardian angel please tell me your name?’ Like one of our experiences told us, you may not get the answer the first time you ask. Keep asking. I find that it will only take two or three times at most, and the first name that comes into your head is the right one. Even if it seems strange or unreal. The best time to start communication is just before you go to sleep. Get yourself into a comfortable position and close your eyes. Now, concentrate on the darkness behind your eyelids. Ask your question, and keep concentrating. See what kind of shapes or pictures, names or visions pop into your mind. You may get pictures of faces or even places that you can only just glimpse. You may get nothing. Keep trying, but not too hard. Try this three times in a row, and if you get nothing, leave it until the next night. You will get some kind of vision soon enough.


  Once you have gotten anything at all, ask for your angel to give you a sign that you will recognise. It is important to ask for something that you will recognise, as sometimes angel signs can be subtle, and easily missed. You can ask for something specific, like hearing angelic music. A friend of mine in the UK asked her guardian angel to send her some angelic music as a sign. She waited up until the early hours, but fell asleep. At around 4 am her husband was woken up by music coming from the street, or so he thought. He got out of bed, and throwing up the window searched the street to locate the offending noisy neighbour – but to no avail. The music continued for about fifteen minutes, then stopped suddenly. In the morning he told my friend about the music, saying that he had never heard music like it, it was kind of soft, yet loud. Orchestral, but with instruments he hadn’t heard before. She started to laugh, saying that he had heard the sign she was waiting for but had missed because of falling asleep.


  The most common signs we receive are white feathers, butterflies, songs that seem to be on the radio or television every time we turn them on, scents that have no source, numbers we see very often and people on the street who seem as if we know them from somewhere. These are the common ones but signs come in all shapes and forms. They are basically things that stand out from the norm. So stay alert!


  Asking to see what your angel looks like is done in the same way as asking for their name. If you get more than one picture of a face, ask if you have two angels, you can have more than one. I have two, and I know of people who have as many as five that help them with different things. Each angel has a specific role, maybe they help with illness, or with finances. I would suggest that once you find out your angel’s name, research it and find out as much as you can. You will probably find that your angel has qualities that match the things you have difficulty with in your life, proving that they really are there to help you.


  6. GHOSTLY CHILDREN


  WHAT IS IT ABOUT the appearance of ‘ghostly children’ that can fill adults with absolute terror and panic? Is it that we associate them with weird poltergeist activity? Or, do they just frighten us because they are children? Most of the people I have asked about this, said that they think about films like ‘Poltergeist’ and ‘The Exorcist’, when they hear stories of ‘ghostly children’ appearing. The most common spirit associated with children is a poltergeist.


  An example is the first story in Chapter 2, about the Fahey family, in which the spirit of a baby entered their home, performed many things that are classic poltergeist happenings and terrified the family. It was a surprise to them to find out it was a baby doing the ‘haunting’, as they never associated such stuff with an infant’s spirit.


  There are many tales of the spirits of children luring people to their deaths and causing harm. One such story I heard of was from Roscrea in Co. Tipperary. Apparently, in the late 1980s and early 1990s, some work was being done in the grounds of an old hospital. A housing estate was being built, and sewers were being laid. Whilst digging a trench for the pipes, workmen made a grisly discovery: the bones of several children. The bones spilled into the trench and the workmen made a hasty exit! After that, it was said that anyone who ventured near the grounds after dark, would see ‘ghostly children’ who would lure them to their deaths. It is disturbing but true that there have been quite a few suicides found hanging in the hospital grounds. These have occurred since this discovery was made. Researching this story, in an attempt to find the truth, I came across two schools of thought: local historians thought the story complete rubbish. They did validate the discovery of the bones, however. Residents of the housing estate and people who worked at the hospital had a slightly different view. The majority said that they had heard of the ‘ghostly children’ but had never actually seen anything. They also told me that the place is particularly eerie and some thought that they had heard children’s voices at night. True story or urban myth? Perhaps a bit of both, but it does seem to confirm our fear of seeing ‘ghostly children’.


  Then we have the opposite end of the spectrum. Stories of ‘ghostly children’ helping people and other children. For example take the story from Bonnie Vance, who lives in Charleville Castle. When her young son, Michael, went missing for over two hours, it was two ‘ghostly children’ that kept him safe. Like everything else, there seems to be good and bad in the spiritual world. I find though, that when you come across the tales of ‘ghostly children’ there is often a tragic tale that needs to be heard. As a psychic, I know that spirits of children need to move on from this plane and be helped to find their way to the astral plane or to heaven. I personally think that all ‘ghostly children’ are looking for recognition of their brief lives and for help to move on. If we do a bit of research and find out about our homes, or the area in which we experience these encounters we can help these wretched spirits to find peace. All we need is some understanding. A friend of mine in the USA is a medium with a very special gift: the souls of newly departed children seek her out for help in coming to terms with their deaths and to pass on messages to their remaining loved ones. She told me that when this first started happening, some years ago, she was very upset by these spirits, but now she feels very blessed to be the channel for these children.


  Many people who have these encounters also feel fairly ‘freaked out’ by them. They have no idea why they are being asked for help, or are having these experiences. Is this why these ‘ghostly children’ appear to other children? Are they looking for a more understanding voyeur for their particular story? A more empathetic friend, who will understand what they have gone through?


  I feel that children need to have their story heard and when they appear to human children, there is a bond of some sort. Most children, especially very young ones, treat spirit children, very matter of factly, as if they were just another child. We have seen this in lots of the experiences in the previous chapters – spirit children as playmates.


  So let’s have a look at some experiences of ‘ghostly children’. I have included a couple of experiences from adults in this chapter. I hope this will show you the different ways that we view things. Read them carefully, and try to spot which ones came from adults and which from children. I will reveal the answers at the end of the chapter.


  The first story comes from Illinois in the USA:


  Dani and the Doll House


  At the age of seven I was moved from my home in Garland Texas to a small town in Illinois by the name of Mechanicsburg. The house in Mechanicsburg was a small three-bedroom house, built on a large piece of land, and surrounded by forest. I had lived there about a year when the four of us children (my two brothers, the boy whose parents owned the home, and I) started to explore the surrounding land.


  I, being the only girl and having a leg disability, felt an obligation of sorts to do everything the boys did. I found myself going through countless patches of dead prairie grass. During one of these ‘expeditions’ I had to stop and rest and, naturally, the boys did not wait for me. As I was catching my breath, I saw a small wild flower in the nearby brush. I went to go pick the flower and found myself facing a girl about my age. Being the polite and mannerly young lady I was raised to be, I introduced myself, ‘Hi! I’m Addie.’ The girl was a small blonde with the greenest eyes I had ever seen, and she was wearing a white dress with small blue and yellow flowers on it. The girl seemed to respond to my introduction shyly, so I attempted once more, ‘I like your eyes, they’re pretty.’


  She smiled at this and introduced herself, ‘I’m Dani.’ We then struck up a conversation about several things, including dolls. The girl seemed very interested in my dolls; I then told her that maybe sometime if she came to my house she and I could play with them. At this, the girl seemed saddened, ‘Maybe,’ she said. The girl and I parted ways and I then went home where I told my brothers about the encounter with the girl.


  Later that night while my younger brother (whom I shared a room with) was playing video games in another room. I went to play with my favourite toy and saw that my doll house had been moved from the usual place. Upon seeing this, I examined the house closer. On the outside the house had not been touched, yet on the inside everything had been rearranged. Soon I realised there was a strange resemblance between the arrangements of my house and the doll house. I asked everyone in the house about this but no one seemed to remember having touched it, so I put everything in the doll house back the way it was, but the next night it was rearranged again. This went on and I finally accepted the fact that I was not the only one playing with the house.


  To this day, I still believe that Dani was responsible for these strange occurrences. Later I asked my Mom about the incidents and she said it had not been uncommon at a young age for my brothers and I to talk to people no one could see.


  The next three stories are very short but interesting, nevertheless:


  Kids on the Stairs


  I was twelve years old and alone in our new house for the first time ever. My father was out until 10 pm and my mother was recovering from surgery in the hospital. I was making toast in the kitchen when I heard loud slow footsteps. There were fourteen steps in the hall leading to our apartment and someone was coming up them, slowly. I slid the bolt on the door to lock it and my poodle began growling. She was normally a sweetheart, but now she was freaking out. I’d never seen her this way. The doorknob turned slowly. I was so glad I’d locked it! All at once I heard children’s laughter and doors slamming down at the foot of the stairs. There were two doors there: one led to the downstairs apartment, but the occupants were far away on vacation. The other led outdoors. They both sounded like they were slamming. The child’s laughter chilled me!


  My poor dog continued to growl as the knob turned and then it sounded as if lots of people were running up and down the stairs. I got my mother on the phone and she could hear the dog going crazy and so she knew it wasn’t my imagination. She had the woman in the next hospital bed call the police. While I waited for them to arrive, I peeked under the door but could see nothing. As suddenly as it had started, it all stopped: the laughing, running, and slamming of doors stopped all at once. I heard more normal footsteps and was told by a policeman to open the door. He told me it was probably garbage cans blowing around outside. He then showed me the downstairs doors. They were both open but shouldn’t have been.


  We looked around the downstairs apartment and it was completely empty. Many years later when I was in my twenties I took a picture of a dog out in the yard at that old house. In the top near the dog’s head is a disembodied little head that appears to be that of an old man. I’ll never ever be a sceptic and I’m glad I no longer live there!


  Little Boy in the Doorway


  This happened to me when I was ten years old and living in Texas.


  It was a Friday afternoon and my brother and I were home alone. He had been in his room listening to the radio and I had been in the kitchen eating dinner about to go to a soccer game, when out of nowhere I felt a rush go right down my bones. I knew I was being watched, and this feeling was very chilling. I turned around very fast to see if anything was behind me but there was nothing. I went back to eating my dinner. About five minutes after this I was reading a magazine and a big thump hit the wall not very far from me. This noise was like somebody had kicked the wall as hard as they could. I went to my brothers room and just screamed at him, but my brother said that he had just been listening to the radio and was lying on his bed, so there was no possible way he could have heard it or done it. He then got up to see if I was telling the truth. We walked into the living-room to where the big kick in the wall happened. We glanced over to the fireplace where a line of holiday cards had been placed and one of them started to move towards us. The window was not open and the fan was not on. We were so scared we went outside and waited for my mom to pick us up.


  A couple of days later I was in bed and had just woken up. When I walked out of my bedroom I noticed something out of the corner of my eye. I turned to look at it and saw that it was a little boy, very white and foggy-looking. I got closer to him and he looked me right in the eye. The little boy was swinging in the doorway of the bathroom and had the biggest smile on his face. I was in such a trance that I forgot what I was doing in the hallway but for some reason my body just walked me into my brother’s room. I looked at the clock and walked back into my room, not looking to see if the boy was still there. I then snapped out of it, grabbed my pillow and blanket and ran into my parent’s bedroom to sleep.


  The rest of the night there were knocks in the walls all around me. I am now a true believer and read a lot about ghosts. I believe that ghosts communicate with children more because they are easy to talk to and kids are more open to believing what they see.


  Child Voices


  It was late at night and I woke up to go to the bathroom. In order to go to the bathroom I have to go through just about every room in the house. So on my way to the bathroom I stopped in the kitchen. I could see the light shining from the bathroom, but something stopped me cold. Then I heard it; a child’s voice. I thought to myself, no, I just woke up, I didn’t hear that. So I stood there for a bit in the summer heat thinking maybe someone was outside. But I thought what would a child be doing running around at 3 am? Then I heard it again. I couldn’t make it out. It was like trying to listen to a conversation that was just out of range. Then I heard another voice, it also sounded like a child. Whatever they were talking about it scared the heck out of me. I don’t know, maybe it was because of how grim they sounded. Forgetting the bathroom I just went back to bed. Needless to say, I still hear the voices, out in the woods, in the house, or sometimes there’s something pushing on my bed or pillows.


  I could find out nothing more about the last experience, other than the children’s voices sounded quite grim. I think that this is something else that scares us about ‘ghostly children’; they do and say things extremely out of character for the children. Why did these children sound so grim? If it had been me that had heard them I’m sure I would have done a little research into the property and the surrounding area.


  For unknown reasons, some people decide to move into ‘known’ haunted properties, as our next experience proves.


  Child Visitors


  Placerville is an old mining town with a rich history to boot. The house that I moved into is an old historical landmark (dating back to the 1800s) that is even listed in the town’s tour guide. Strange occurrences have been known to happen in that old house. For the most part, neither the history nor the occurrences bothered me. In fact, I found the strange occurrences to be rather odd and fascinating.


  That old house on Pleasant Street sure did have an interesting story. Originally, the house served as an inn for stagecoach travellers who would use Placerville as a temporary stop. There used to be an old schoolhouse on a hill at the back of the house. Well, history says that the old schoolmaster went insane one day. He locked the children in the schoolhouse and burned it to the ground. Years after the event, the wood that survived the fire was used to build the second story of the old house on Pleasant Street. It is said that the spirits of the murdered children reside in the attic of the house since both it and the second story was built with the wood from the old schoolhouse. Legend has it that the spirit activity increases in the house as you approach the date that the school children were killed. From what I’ve witnessed, it’s true.


  Prior residents of the house have left the residence because they were frightened off by the strange occurrences. It is said that if a family moves into that house, and if that family has children, then the parents had best be civilised to the kids. A man who had raised a hard hand upon one of his small kids was almost killed by a falling chandelier – having watched the screws mysteriously fall out one by one. I had the good fortune (if one can say that it was good) of living in a room on the second floor of that house. On top of that, the access door to the attic was located in my bedroom. Quite often I would feel as though I was not alone. It felt as though there was an inquisitive presence (much in the way little children may act around a grown-up who is doing something interesting). When I came into contact with these presences, in no way did I ever feel threatened. In fact, I felt both inquisitive and relaxed. One woman who lived in the house, Val, would not go up the small and rather cramped stairwell to the second floor. Just being on the steps to the second floor would always make her feel uneasy. Another woman who lived on the first floor of the house would not go into the basement because it would evoke feelings of terror in her. Both women said that they would not even approach the second floor because they could hear things move around upstairs at times when the second floor was unoccupied. One really vivid experience I had with these spirits came a little bit before Halloween. I was the only one at home that day and there was not the slightest breeze blowing. I was suddenly woken up in my bedroom by the sound of the porch door suddenly swinging open and then slamming shut. Then I could hear the footsteps of a little child running across the living-room floor. When the footsteps came to the stairwell they stopped. I almost thought Val and her kids were home, but then I remembered that the whole family went out of town for the day. Suddenly the footsteps resumed and slowly started to ascend the staircase. Upon reaching the top, the footsteps stopped again. Slowly getting up from my bed, I walked over to my door and opened it. Nothing. The stairwell was slightly chilly, but apart from that, nothing. I shut the door, turned, and went back to my bed. Just about then, I felt a slight breeze flow through the room as though it was heading for the attic door in the corner.


  Another vivid experience happened on Halloween Eve. I was ‘feeling in the mood’ for a ghost, so I turned out the lights and – after lighting a few candles – decided that I would ‘invite’ the spirits of the children to come out of the attic. Sitting in a comfortable chair, I started to practise a few relaxation and meditation exercises that would help to ‘open’ myself up to spirit contact. After about twenty minutes or so, I began to feel the presence of small children. Although both the door and window were closed, the room’s temperature began to drop and a slight breeze started to circulate around the room. I was not in the least bit frightened, and felt as if the spirits of the little children were just as inquisitive as I was. After this went on for a little while, I thanked the spirits for coming, got up, turned on the lights and blew out the candles. Even after the session had ended, the spiritual presence stayed strong in the room for about five or ten minutes.


  The most interesting thing about the last experience is that there is historical evidence that confirms elements of the story. I researched the name Placerville and found out that the schoolhouse had burned down with children inside. Now as to whether it was a deliberate act on the part of the schoolmaster, I can find no evidence.


  It’s sometimes strange to find stories and experiences that sound like another you have heard. Most of us put this down to re-telling and people adding their own twists. I tend to investigate a little more just in case. For example, in the next experience it turns out that the original experience was not just interesting, but it was a well documented occurrence that had been witnessed by many people over a period of more than fifty years. The incident relates to an accident that happened in San Antonio, where a train collided with a school bus. What I have done with this is selected a cross-section of stories that relate to this, all of which can be found on various sites around the internet. Most are from articles relating to this incident and from witness testimonies.


  The Railroad Crossing

  at Villamain


  My cousin and I had gone to San Antonio, and we had heard rumours of some haunted railroad tracks. The story was that a school bus full of children had stalled on these tracks with a train coming. The train was going too fast for there to be time to get the children off. So they all died. When we finally found the tracks we stopped the car, parking it right on the railroad tracks. We were both a little nervous, and scared as we waited for something to happen. Just when we were about to leave, the car started rolling. We were both too freaked out to do any more than grab each other and gasp, eyes wide, mouths open. After what seemed like an eternity (but was actually less than 5 minutes tops), the car stopped rolling. We looked around, and we were off the railroad tracks. Now, that may not seem spooky, but what we saw next scared us enough to jump back in the car and make the six hour trip home that night. Both of us got out of the car and walked around to the back. After the first six hour drive, our car had accumulated quite a bit of dust on it. That’s not scary, no. But what was scary was the little sets of handprints all over the back of the car. All the size of children’s hands.


  Although details are sketchy, it seems the bus was able to get its front wheels over the tracks, but then stalled while trying to climb a steep slope on the other side of the crossing. Meanwhile, the back wheels acted like an anchor stuck between pieces of wood and track so that the engine kept stalling as it tried to move the bus. With no warning, a train was seen coming down the track. Panic set in and escape seemed impossible. A few lucky children got out through windows, but the driver and most of the kids died.


  Between 1949 and 1951 area residents reported seeing ghostly kids. Several streets near the crossing bear the first names of children. It’s been incorrectly assumed that the streets were named for either some of the crash victims or survivors. The names were in place for years before the disaster, but the ghosts came after!


  A elderly man, who I’ll call Blair, and his family lived in the area near the tracks for years. Blair was fifteen years old when the children were killed, but had sketchy memories of the incident. His father was one of the first people on the scene after the bus was hit by the train, but never spoke much about what he saw. Blair’s connection to the event came in 1951, two years after the crash.


  His father had just started to work on the engine of an older vehicle the family used for local errands and some hauling. Blair thinks it might have been a 1935 Dodge pick-up. In what was a very hot summer, the engine kept over-heating near the railroad crossing. Given the change in grade, the rough crossing boards and the age of the truck, no one thought there was anything unusual about that. But before his father could get very far with the repair job, a call came from an uncle who lived about fifteen miles away. His uncle needed his father to make a local delivery of some farm machine parts he had sold. Blair’s father was paid for these runs and the extra money came in handy.


  The father and his seventeen-year-old son headed out in the old dusty pick-up. When they got to the crossing, the pick-up coughed and the gears were grinding, but the old truck made it over the tracks and just beyond before dying. Because they were now on an up grade, Blair’s father put the truck in neutral and told the teen to keep his foot on the brake until he yelled for him to take it off. His father was going to try and push the pick-up just off the road to see what could be done to get it started.


  While Blair’s father headed around the back of the pick-up, Blair felt a sudden jolt. He wondered why his dad hadn’t told him to let his foot off the brake? Blair’s father thought the engine was coming to life, headed back to the cab and jumped into the driver’s seat. Blair scooted over and both wondered what happened? Over the next few seconds they felt two more jolts and the pick-up started rolling uphill!


  As the vehicle reached the top of the grade, Blair’s father tried to start the pick-up and the engine groaned to life. They drove off somewhat puzzled, but focused on the errand at hand. After arriving at the uncle’s house, Blair went around the back of the pick-up to make room for the parts they were to deliver and made an unusual discovery. A number of small hand prints appeared on the rear gate and sides of the vehicle. There were no young children in their household. As far as they knew, kids stayed out of their yard because they had a mean watch dog. The last kids to visit their property were relatives who had come there several years before the incident.


  In a separate, but related story, a woman named Mary said she lived in a house on one of the streets nearby when she first married in 1950. They rented the house from a distant relative who never mentioned anything about the bus accident or children.


  While sweeping out the home on a spring day, Mary saw a young girl standing at her screen door. She guessed that the girl was about eight or nine years old. She opened the door and heard the child say that something bad had happened over at the railroad crossing. Before she could ask what had happened, the child ran away and around the corner. Upset, she asked some neighbours about it. They told her to forget about the whole thing and seemed unconcerned. Perhaps this was some prank that local kids played on newcomers?


  Less then a week later, it happened again. Mary was sitting out in front of the house enjoying the fresh spring air when she saw the same little girl round a corner and come towards her. Standing not three feet away, the child said, ‘I’m Emily. Is my Mommy home?’ Mary asked where she lived? The little girl pointed to the home Mary and her husband were renting. Just as she was going to offer a response, the little girl said, ‘Please, Ma’am, watch out for the railroad crossing.’ Then the child vanished before her eyes!


  Once again, Mary sought some advice from her neighbours. Most feigned ignorance, but a woman who lived several houses down from her told Mary what she knew. She had also seen Emily, as had most of the neighbours. In each case the child warned them to beware of the railroad crossing and did so in broad daylight. Mary was even more shocked when she found out that her landlord had a daughter named Emily that had been killed in a bus accident at the crossing.


  The people that I spoke to regarding the ghost children seemed sincere and told their stories to me well before the incident gained any sort of national attention. The two stories I have mentioned were collaborated by friends, neighbours and relatives of the witnesses who say they have told the same stories over many years without changing any of the details. There are many others with stories to tell, but I found these two to be some of the earliest that could be researched and collaborated. It’s interesting to note that after some repairs were done to make the railroad crossing less treacherous in the mid-1950s, Emily stopped appearing to people. But if you park your car just off the tracks, you will still get a free push courtesy of the spirit children.


  OK, I don’t expect to fool you with the last excerpt, it was written by author Bill Knell. Bill is a highly respected writer on the paranormal, and has advised on many films that you will know of, such as ‘Independence Day’. Bill freely shares his knowledge via his e-zine. He researched this incident over a long period of time and I am fully convinced of the authenticity of these stories. It would appear that these ‘ghostly children’ didn’t want the same fate befalling others. There aren’t many stories that give us physical signs of ‘ghostly children’, most are like the next one – whispers and fleeting visions:


  Ghost Girl


  For a couple of months during the year ’98, I often woke up in the night or in the morning to find either one of my bathroom lights or my reading lamp on my night stand on. Some mornings I would remember turning them on myself for some reason that night. It wasn’t until one night after about a month of this going on that I learned why I was getting up in the middle of the night in my sleep to turn a light on.


  This particular night I woke up talking to someone. As I got out of bed, I was saying, ‘Alright, alright, I’ll turn the light on,’ to a little girl of about ten or eleven years old standing in front of my bureau. It didn’t strike me as odd that a little girl was standing in my bedroom asking me to turn on a light in the middle of the night. This continued for a few more weeks. Until one night I found the closet light that goes to my attic turned on. This really freaked me out. I could rationalise one way or another the bathroom lights or reading lamp being on. But I never turn on the closet light unless I am in that closet or going into the attic. So I had no rational explanation for that light being on. Then these occurrences stopped.


  About three weeks later, I was visiting my next door neighbour (we live in a converted house). I was sitting on his couch with a lighter on my lap. My neighbour asked if she could use the lighter but I couldn’t find it. I figured I had dropped it so I checked my clothes, the couch, the floor, etc. A thorough check proved it missing. After about ten minutes I decided to look for it again. After a second thorough search, I still couldn’t find it. About another ten minutes later, I suddenly became aware that the lighter was now back in my lap where it had been before. I was thinking how impossible this was, when I felt that little girl that I saw that night standing about three feet in front me. I felt her apologise about freaking me out that night. And then she left.


  I have not felt or seen her since. I have not turned on a light in the middle of the night since (except when I have to use the bathroom and I turn off the light). I have no idea why she wanted the light on so much. For her sake? For mine? I know you shouldn’t ever invite spirits back but I can’t help feeling sad about her leaving. She meant no harm.


  Obviously, the teller of the tale was receptive enough to see and sense the feelings coming from the child. Maybe she should have checked out the attic – she might have found something relating to the girl.


  One person who really isn’t bothered about finding out more is the teller of the next story: she is just happily enjoying the presence of a ‘ghostly child’:


  The Little Boy and the Dog


  I have a little boy about three years old living in my house. He’s not real and everyone in our house doesn’t see him, just my son Jason and I. He’s the cutest thing and he doesn’t bother anyone – he just runs through the house and looks out of my bedroom window – it’s always the same window. There is also a dog. I don’t think that the dog belongs to the little boy because he doesn’t seem to go with him. I see the dog looking at me from time to time and my son has seen him run into his bedroom, but when he goes in there to find him, he’s just gone.


  So it seems that some of us just accept things as they are, without question. This last experience mirrors one from a lady I know in the UK. She has a small shadow person living in her house and also what she describes as a lamb. Being really nosey, as I am, I advised her to look into the land registry on her property. She has lived in the same house all her life but had never done any research in the past and was shocked by her discovery. Her home had once been part of a farm – a sheep farm. She was completely unaware that any farms ever existed on the land. She now feels that the shadow may be of a young shepherd and that the lamb is what she had thought it was. Incidentally only she and her son Billy are able to see them on a regular basis.


  The next story is a little more unnerving than the last …


  The Pool Boy


  My parents divorced when I was nine years old. About two years later my father married a very nice woman and they purchased a house together. The house that they bought was your typical single story, Californian, stucco, suburban tract house from the mid-1960s. It was clean, airy, well-lit, and cheerful. And it had this great pool dominating much of the large back yard. It was just about the last place you would expect to be ‘haunted’.


  I lived with my mother and spent about every other weekend with my father and stepmother. I liked the arrangement for many reasons. First my dad’s house was larger than my mom’s. It also had a rec-room with a pool table and a full bar. But the best thing was the swimming pool complete with slide and diving board!


  My father decided that if I liked the pool so much it would be my job to keep it and the surrounding patio clean. I really didn’t mind since the pool had a great filter and sweeping system. My job was mainly to skim the leaves and junk off of the surface and put away all of the towels and pool toys before I went to bed.


  The first strange occurrence happened around the third or fourth weekend I stayed over. My bedroom window looked out over the patio and the pool itself. I woke one night to the sound of splashing. It didn’t sound like people were swimming but more like someone was tossing something into the pool or something had fallen in. I got up and looked out the window but I saw nothing. In fact the surface of the pool was dead calm. I didn’t give it much thought and went back to bed. The next weekend I heard the same splashing noises and this time I crept out of bed and went out the back door to the patio. Once again there was nothing or nobody out by the pool and the water was still as glass. I just figured I had imagined the noises and went back to bed.


  Early the next morning my father called me out to the back yard and asked me why I hadn’t taken all of the toys out of the pool when I cleaned up the night before. I told him I had. He then took me to the edge of the pool and pointed to the bottom of the deep-end. There, at the bottom, were four diving rings (hard plastic rings about seven inches around that you throw into the pool where they sink to the bottom and you dive for them). I told my dad that I specifically remember retrieving them with the skimmer net the night before. My dad told me to be more careful next time because if left in the pool they can disturb the pool-sweep’s pattern.


  Anyway I figured that I had just forgotten and didn’t dwell on it. But the next weekend the same thing happened. I took special care to remove everything from the pool and store them on the patio Friday night. Yet Saturday morning the diving rings were back at the bottom of the deep-end. At first I thought someone was playing a joke on me. But the more I thought about it I realised that it was almost impossible to gain access to the back yard unless you went through the house (there was an 8-foot cinder block wall surrounding the yard and both gates were padlocked to prevent neighbourhood kids from wandering into the pool).


  Throughout that summer every time I put the diving rings on the patio they ended up in the pool the next morning. It happened so much my dad finally stopped chewing me out about it. Other things happened as well. Inflatable pool toys like rafts and beach balls would be fine when I put them away but in the morning they would be deflated, not punctured but the plugs pulled out and all of the air ‘squeezed’ out. Of course I asked my dad and step-mom if they had done any of these things and they just gave me a look like I was on drugs. I never mentioned any of these things to them again.


  One Friday night after about two years of these occurrences I had a brainstorm. I took my bicycle lock and chain and ran the chain through the diving rings and chained all of them to the patio support pole. I figured there was no way anybody would be able to remove the rings and put them into the pool (I was the only living soul who knew the combination). The next morning I nearly crapped my pants when I went outside and saw that while the chain was still around the pole and the lock was still closed the rings were not on the chain anymore! It took every ounce of my courage to go to the edge of the pool and look down. Sure enough there were the rings at the bottom. Needless to say I was freaked out beyond belief. I fished the rings out and took them into the alley behind our house and threw them into a storm drain, hoping to be rid of them forever.


  After the bike lock incident I rarely went out by the pool alone. At this point I should say that I never told anyone about the strange things happening around the pool, mainly because I was an insecure teenager and feared being branded as a nutcase. My parents would have thought I was drinking or stoned so I just kept my mouth shut. The straw that broke the camel’s back came towards the end of August 1982. A friend and I were swimming one afternoon when he excused himself to go inside and use the bathroom. I still felt creepy being in the pool alone so I swam to the ladder in the deep-end and started to haul myself up. As I was climbing out with my back to the pool, I heard four distinct small splashes – ‘plop’, ‘plop’, ‘plop’, ‘plop’. I turned around and watched as four diving rings sank to the bottom of the pool. These were the same rings I had thrown into the sewer nearly a year before! There was no one in the back yard and my friend was still inside. I just sat there paralysed by fear. There is no way any living thing could have caused the rings to fall into the pool! My friend came out about one minute later and I asked him if he had thrown the rings into the pool. He kind of laughed and said, ‘What rings?’ I showed him the rings at the bottom of the pool. He said, ‘When did you guys get those?’ Now my friend was generally a very serious person and never played practical jokes. I asked him again and made him swear to tell me the truth. He looked at me and could tell I was serious. Again he replied, ‘No.’ I told him we were done swimming and he followed me into the house. I then told him about all of the things that had happened over the last three years. He just sat there slack-jawed. He didn’t tell me I was nuts, he didn’t tell me to stop ‘BS-ing’ him, he just listened. I knew he believed me.


  It was getting late and he needed to go home so we both reluctantly went back out to the pool to retrieve our sandals and t-shirts which we had left on a table on the patio. I can admit today without any shame that I peed in my swimsuit when I looked into the pool and saw our sandals and shirts floating on top of the water AND the rings were no longer at the bottom of the pool, nor anywhere else.


  That autumn my eldest stepsister announced that she and her husband were going to have a baby. My dad shelled out the big bucks and had a wrought iron safety fence installed around the pool. That way people could enjoy the patio and not have to worry about his new step-grandbaby wandering into the pool. Since no one used the pool in the winter there were never any toys or accessories to put away. But I still had to skim the pool when I stayed over. After the safety fence was installed I never noticed anything strange. And the next spring and summer all of the inflatable rafts stayed inflated over night and I never heard any splashing sounds again. I didn’t give it much thought over the next few years. I was just grateful the creepy stuff had stopped. When I turned eighteen I no longer had to stay with my dad on weekends and eventually moved out of my mother’s house and in with some friends of mine. I was also going to college and one day I had to do some research on a local election for political science class. I went to our local library and asked the research librarian for the microfilm of our local paper from November of 1978. I started to scan through the film looking for the article when I realised the clerk had given me the film for October and not November. I was just about to rewind the film and get the correct roll when a small headline caught my eye: ‘Tot drowns in accident’. To this day I have no idea where I found the strength not to scream when I read the accompanying article. It said that a three-year-old boy who was visiting his aunt and uncle had unlocked a door and wandered into a back yard swimming pool and drowned. The first thing I noticed was the address where this had occurred … it was my father and stepmothers house! The poor kid had died about six months before my parents had moved in. His name had been Ricky. I just sat there reading the article over and over. I then knew who or what had been causing all of the strange things to happen at my dad’s pool. I made a copy of the article and left the library without finishing my research. I went to my dad’s house and showed him and my stepmother the article. My dad said, ‘Well we knew about this when we bought the house but we didn’t want to scare you.’ Scare me! I nearly broke a blood vessel laughing so hard. I couldn’t believe it! My dad asked me what was so funny and I almost told him about all the stuff that had freaked me out those years before. But I figured what was the use. I then excused myself and went out into the back yard. For the first time in many years I didn’t feel afraid when I looked out at the pool. I figured Ricky finally stopped his antics when my dad put the safety fence up. Maybe Ricky felt at peace knowing the pool was now safe. I sat down in one of the patio chairs and just watched the water. After about ten minutes I got up to leave. Just before I opened the patio door I turned to the pool and said, ‘Bye Ricky’. My dad and step mom still live in that house and haven’t mentioned any strange happenings.


  Don’t you find it strange that parents don’t always tell their children the truth? Would you have told your child about the boy who drowned? I’m pretty sure that I would, just to make them take extra care by the pool! A lot of the stories I get are corroborated by parents many years later. Children who have the gift to see and hear spirits are being ignored as children, but then told the truth many years later as adults. It’s no wonder that kids with psychic abilities don’t tell their parents. Adults who are that little bit more enlightened tend to believe what their children say. Our next story is about one of those rare parents:


  Little Girl Lost


  These ghostly experiences happened to my friend James. It is interesting, but most importantly ... it is true.


  James has lived in his family home in St. Paul since the mid-1970s. His bedroom is more of a suite with a sitting-room, bathroom, hallway and bedroom. The door leading to his room is the first at the top of the grand foyer staircase. James’ house is quite old and is composed of a main (or original) house along with two additions that were constructed by his family. His rooms are part of the original house.


  Before James’ parents purchased the house, they were aware that years before a small girl had drowned in one of the bathtubs. The bathtub in which she drowned just so happens to be the one in James’ part of the house. James’ bedroom once belonged to the little girl. I think her name was Gwendolyn.


  One night James was relaxing in his sitting-room and watching television. One of his guitars was leaning against the closet door, just outside of the hallway that led to his bathroom and bedroom. He heard the lowest string on his guitar sound. James looked over at his guitar and watched as all of the strings, lowest to highest, were plucked as if someone was strumming the guitar. James, who was aware of the possibility of little Gwendolyn haunting his rooms simply said, ‘Cool ... you like music too.’


  A few weeks later, after James had told his friends about the incident with the guitar, he and his friends gathered in the house’s main living-room to summon Gwendolyn. They all sat in a circle, holding hands, and called to Gwendolyn to make herself visible. Some shut their eyes, others kept theirs open. After trying for quite some time, all noticed themselves staring straight at the child-sized rocking chair James’ mother kept in the living-room. Slowly the shape of a small girl with long blonde hair became visible to them. Gwendolyn was sitting in the rocking chair. Whispers of, ‘Do you see what I see?’ flew through the group. Suddenly James, realizing that he was actually seeing the ghost who shared his room, uttered a profanity. They all watched as the little girl pouted, then vanished from her chair. All were horrified as they saw a large section of James’ bare upper arm pucker and turn red; Gwendolyn had pinched him. Of course they all fled the house in an incredulous panic. James did not return home for several weeks out of fright.


  James’ mother was a stage actress who had always been interested in the paranormal. When she heard what had occurred between James, his friends and the ghost girl, she called a psychic investigator to inspect the house for possible centres of activity. The psychic’s findings were definitive. The areas most likely to be haunted were James’ bedroom, bathroom and sitting-room. It was the ghost of a little girl, the investigator said, who had drowned in the bathtub.


  I am always very concerned when I see evidence of actual, physical harm being done to someone by a spirit. It is very rare, thankfully. It must be very unnerving for the person it happens to. We often see that people have been touched gently on the face or hands, but pinching hurts! The next story has a bit more of a twist than mere pinching. Have a read and tell me, do you think the little child was letting the teller ‘feel’ how she died?


  Sad Little Girl


  In 1982, we moved into a huge two-story duplex. I loved the place. It was a big, comfortable home. All three bedrooms were upstairs, with two baths, a laundry room and a long hall. There were stairs leading to the attic in the hall. Downstairs we had a living-room, a den, a small bathroom, the kitchen and a breakfast room. After we had been there about a month, I lay in bed trying to go to sleep, recounting the day’s events. I heard a child crying. It was about 1am. The crying continued for about ten to fifteen minutes and I knew no small child should be outside for that length of time at that time of the morning. The duplexes were separated by carports, and had no connecting walls. It was like two separate homes. So it certainly wasn’t anything I was hearing through the walls. My husband was asleep. I saw no reason to wake him over this. He had to get up and go to work the next morning. I just lay there and listened. I’ll try to put this into words … the crying seemed like it was coming from inside my head, but at the same time it was coming from somewhere else. It was very faint at first. It got louder, but only a bit. Just loud enough to realise where it was coming from (besides the sound that was in my head). And that place was our closet. The child sounded scared and oh, so unhappy. The cry itself did not allow me to distinguish whether it was a little boy or a little girl. I just knew in my heart and somehow, my mind, that this was a very sad, very lonely little girl. For some time, that is all that took place. She would just cry each night in our closet. Mark (my ex) never heard her and thought I was quite possibly going off the edge. That did not bother me. I knew what I heard each night. It was heart-wrenching knowing I could do nothing to comfort this poor child. I wanted so badly to take her in my arms and hold her and love all her hurt away.


  If I remember correctly, the next thing to happen was the ‘cold spot’ in the hallway upstairs. She never left the upstairs part of the house. I could always ‘feel’ her upstairs, but never on the lower level. Anyway, I was doing laundry one afternoon. I was folding a towel and backed up into the hallway to shake it out. When I did, I stepped into a spot that felt like someone had opened a door on a slightly cold winter’s day. It was at this time that I started ‘feeling’ her with me when I was upstairs or in the attic. This spot was right below the attic stairs. The next thing, which I think is so cute, was her waking me up each and every morning. I have Lupus. I tell you this so hopefully you won’t get the wrong idea about my sleep habits. It causes extreme fatigue and you need more rest than some folks. Anyway, I would come downstairs after Mark had gone to work and go back to sleep on the couch in the den (I’m afraid in any two-level home of an intruder coming in and me not hearing in time if I’m asleep upstairs). And as I said, this place was huge. It started about two months after her first sad cries from the closet. She would knock twice on the ceiling above my head each morning at exactly 9.57 am. I guess she felt I’d slept long enough and I had to agree with her. I always got up then. I would talk to her (never any response). It got to the point that I felt as though she were my own child. I loved having her there with me. I never saw her, but my sister did.


  She was visiting about six months into all of this. I took her upstairs, showed her the closet and the ‘cold spot’ (which she felt). She could also ‘feel’ her presence as strongly as I did. When we were through, we went downstairs and sat at the bottom of the stairs, about three or four stairs up. I had a full length mirror at the bottom facing the stairs. We sat there and talked about the ‘why’s’, the ‘maybes’, the ‘could be’s’ and the ‘what ifs’ of this child. I was in mid-sentence when my sister grabbed my leg and said, ‘Look’. I turned around and looked up the stairs instead of looking in the mirror. I saw nothing and asked her, ‘Look at what?’ She said, ‘Oh, she’s gone.’ She had seen her in the mirror. She had long, dark hair, about four inches below her shoulder. Very, very sad and dark eyes. She didn’t have her head tilted to look down at us, just down-cast eyes … sad, very sad eyes. She had on a blue dress from around the late 1800s. But, my sister looked up the stairs when I did and she was gone. When she looked back in the mirror, the same time I did, she was no longer there either. That was the one and only time she presented herself. I wanted so badly to see her.


  I don’t know if she lived on that land at some point or not. There was a cemetery behind the property. But I feel she was more connected to the land the duplex was on and not at all connected to the cemetery. I would love for someone to tell me how to go about finding out what was on that land years before. I know it may sound silly, but I know nothing about how to go about this. I still feel such a connection to this child. I was hoping that she would come with us when we moved, but she stayed in her home. I’ll tell this one last thing and then I’ll close.


  I had a feeling for the longest time that she died in a fire and the feeling was a very strong one. Then I had a dream one afternoon while napping on the couch in the den. I dreamed I was asleep on the couch. The floor of the lower level was on fire. Now, the fire was really strange. It looked like thousands and thousands of pilot lights about three-quarters of an inch high. Each flame had a yellow, blue and a pinkish-purple colour to it. In my dream, I could not move. All my energy was completely zapped. My strength… gone! And on top of all of that, I could barely breathe. I never saw her in my dream, but she was there … near to me the whole time. I knew I had to help her. I tried and tried. I fought hard to get up off the couch… trying desperately to breathe. I could not even manage to sit up. There was no talking, no crying, not a whimper … no sound at all from her. I knew she needed my help, though. After a time I was running completely out of air. I felt as though I were near death. Then I finally woke up.


  When I first woke up, I had a hard time telling the dream from my reality since I was napping on the couch and in my dream I had also been napping on the couch. Also, when I awoke, I had no strength, no energy. Also, I could barely breathe when I awoke. I had to fight for air. I could not get up off the couch for quite sometime. When I did manage to move, I was only able to roll off the couch and land on my knees where I remained for about fifteen minutes before being able to stand. My lungs ached. It was a long while before I felt normal and it was a good two hours before I could move and breathe normally. That never happened again (thank the good Lord). But to this day, if I voice the dream to anyone, I go through the breathing problem all over again. It is not nearly as bad as what happened in the dream or what I went through on waking, but it does cause difficulty in my breathing. And given this, I do not like to speak of that part of my story anymore. I do wonder if this is how she died and whether her mother had the same problem. I did in my dream and was unable to rescue her beautiful little daughter.


  I miss my sad little girl. I often wonder if she is still wandering around sad and lonely or has she found her way to a happier time and place. I wish her well … I wish her the happiness that she most greatly deserves. I have gone back to the duplex a few times and sat out front hoping to catch a glimpse of her. Even hoping against hope that maybe she will ‘hop’ in my truck and go with me. A few years back, I went around the time of year our lease was up (August). I missed by a day being able to get in the place. There was a family moving in on that day. I got out of my truck and started to go to the door. I changed my mind. I’m sure they would have thought me insane if I asked to come in and especially if I told them it was to visit a little girl who passed away many years ago. So, I got back in my truck, sat there a little while and left. I can still ‘feel’ her there when I sit out front, but not like I did when I lived there. As I said, I miss her terribly.


  There are many documented examples of people experiencing nausea, shortness of breathe and other physical symptoms in certain places. Something like the last experience is quite rare, unless you are a medium, but mediums may experience this kind of thing many times. It would seem that ‘ghostly children’ have quite a significant ability to cause us to feel, smell and hear things. Strange smells are something that we associate with unfriendly spirits. Perhaps this is another reason why ‘ghostly children’ scare us so much.


  The last story in this chapter is quite easy to decipher. Here it is:


  The Boy on Chamber’s Creek


  I’ve always been a firm believer in the paranormal. Quite a bit has happened to me over the years, mainly when I was younger. It diminished a little as I grew, but I still hear and see things.


  I work at a nearby hospital, not too far from home if I take a short-cut along the back road (which is only a six minute drive compared to the drive through the city which is fifteen minutes). I work the evening shift so I don’t get off work until eleven or twelve at night. I always take Chamber’s Creek (the back road) to get home.


  I was thinking about how I had had a rough week at work. Six people had died on my watch in just one week, right after I had just walked out of their rooms. I thought it was very strange. Being a nurse, I felt like I wasn’t doing my job at all. I was in a very depressed mood, listening to my iPod which was connected to my stereo.


  Chamber’s Creek is a two-way road with trees on both sides. As you get further down the road there is a creek on the left-hand side and later a bridge takes you over the creek. There is no lighting on this mile-long stretch of road. It would be a quick ride if the road was straight, but it’s not. Chamber’s Creek is on a cliff and it has many sharp unexpected turns with a strict thirty miles per hour speed limit. I always get chills down that road so I drive as fast I can. There are railroad tracks along the creek next to the road. Trains pass through there once in a while. Back to my story.


  On this particular night I was driving home as usual, nothing out of the ordinary, when I got down to the creek. I was singing along to a song on my iPod when it was started making a buzzing noise. I looked at it and on the screen it said that it was running out of batteries. The iPod shut down. I thought it was very strange, especially since I had fully charged my iPod before I left work.


  While I was getting frustrated with my iPod, I didn’t notice my dashboard light was fading out. My dashboard light goes on when my headlights are on.


  I checked the side panel of my car to see if my lights were on and they were. While I was checking the headlights, an oncoming car flashed its high beams at me. From experience, that means that my headlights aren’t on. Sure enough, in front of me, all I could see was darkness. I was frustrated; I thought it couldn’t be my car – it’s a brand new Toyota and I know it wouldn’t give up on me that quick. I was terrified though. I was driving down this road with no lights beside the light coming from the moon and stars. I was afraid that I might drive off a cliff and die.


  When I crossed the bridge over Chamber’s Creek I was startled to hear my iPod come back on. I checked to see the battery and it wasn’t even half empty. It was still full. My dashboard and head lights came back on. I was so confused and frightened that I didn’t go home. Being a twenty-year-old girl who lives alone in a creaky apartment, I think I made the right decision to head over to my friend’s apartment who only lives two minutes away. I explained to him what had happened. Mike (my friend) is also a firm believer in ghosts. He told me that I might have passed through ‘something’ supernatural. He goes ghost hunting and he told me that ghost and spirits send off electrical signals (or something) and somehow drain off energy.


  For the next two weeks or so, I did not drive down that road. I decided that I would rather take an extra nine or ten minutes passing through the city than go through it again … or so I thought.


  My car was in the shop not too long ago; so I had Mike drop me off and pick me up from the hospital.


  On our way home, he decided to take Chamber’s Creek. I thought it would be fine since I had someone with me.


  It was raining really hard that night, as it regularly does in Washington. A heavy fog came along with it. My friend drove extra slow to be careful. We were listening to the radio when it went static. Then we heard it: a train was passing through. The railroad tracks intersect at the bridge before crossing over the creek. We were almost on the bridge when we noticed that the rail that usually comes down to keep cars back wasn’t down and the red light wasn’t blinking or making noise. But we could still hear the train coming. We were still going really slow due to the fog and as we got near the tracks, we could see a figure. An outline of a little boy about six or eight years of age. We could only see his top but not his legs. He was just standing there on the tracks, his back turned to us. We heard the train coming closer. We could see the light on top of it. We yelled for the boy to move and get out of way. As he turned around to us, we saw his face. It was horrible. His eyes were hollow and his mouth was open wide as if to scream but no sound was coming out. What really stood out and sent us into shock was that he had no nose. Then the train hit him. Both he and the train disappeared. Mike and I looked at each other, dumbfounded.


  Mike did not care about the rails coming down or not, he drove as fast as he could to get home.


  After that, I couldn’t go home by myself. I decided to sleep over at Mike’s. We were terribly shaken up by it. We were in bed, still in shock and shaking out of our minds. We couldn’t go to sleep but fell asleep eventually, when I was awoken by Mike asking me if I had called his name. I hadn’t. I drifted back to sleep. Then I heard a little boy’s voice call my name. I woke up Mike and asked him if he had called me. He hadn’t.


  We lay in bed staring up at the ceiling even more terrified then ever. All we could hear now were our heart beats which sounded like drums. I held onto Mike and just when all seemed to be calm and still, his bed began to shake. It wasn’t a hard shake, just a little shake. We thought his cat had jumped on the bed so he yelled for it to get off. The shaking continued. We soon realised, it wasn’t his cat but ‘something’ else. We were about to jump out of the bed when we heard the saddest cry ever. A child’s cry and it was coming from the room. A child was sobbing. He wasn’t crying loud. It was one of those type of cries which makes you want to pick them up and cuddle them. It was like he had lost his favourite pet. Mike and I felt his cry in our hearts and felt as if we were about to cry with him. We held each other with our heads under the blanket. We didn’t want to peek out and see something that would scar us for the rest of our lives.


  We stayed under there until morning when we woke up. We don’t know how it happened, but we fell asleep. Needless to say, we never went down that road again.


  Nothing else happened after that night. We eventually did some research on the place. There have been some horrible accidents there, including a little boy being run over by a train.


  Another instance when research has corroborated the experience.


  How did you do on the guessing game? With the exception of the one from Bill Knell, there were three stories written by adults; Boy on Chambers Creek, Sad Little Girl and The Little Boy and the Dog. All of the others were from people eighteen and under. Did you notice any similarities in the way the younger people reacted to the ‘ghostly children’? The main theme I noticed was that they were more inquisitive about who the ‘ghost child’ might be and tried to come up with some answers. Although, in the last experience some of their research was revealing, in general I find that adults aren’t quite as interested in the whys and wherefores as children are.


  The last thing I want to say in this chapter is this; if you or your child happen to be visited by a ‘ghostly child’ make a mental note of as many details as you can, and look into it. You may be able to help a small lost soul move on to a better place.


  7. REINCARNATION


  WHEN I STARTED TO RESEARCH psychic children, I thought of reincarnation as something adults had the monopoly on. Like the majority of people, I was only aware of reincarnation stories that concerned adults. Stories of adults, that under regression, had found out about previous lives, that had been hinted at in vivid dreams, or unexplainable fears and phobias. I was in for a shock, as I started to come across tales of children claiming to be someone else. These children were as young as two years of age, and some of the things they were coming up with were truly amazing. If you have a toddler who has told you that you are not their mother or father, then this chapter is for you.


  Sixty percent of the cultures in our world believe in some form of reincarnation or other. In fact, this subject has been studied for over forty years at the University of Virginia. The team there lead the field in their research, and amongst their number is Dr Ian Stevenson, one of the world’s most renowned researchers. They have unearthed some of the most startling cases of child reincarnation, and readily give advice to parents who think that their child may be showing signs of having lived a previous life. Their research shows that children between the ages of two and five most readily display the signs of having lived a previous life. And that after the age of seven the memories begin to fade and eventually disappear (the same age groupings of strong psychic activity in children).


  The first signs are apparently statements made by the child such as; ‘You are not my mammy … this happened before I was in mammy’s tummy … I have another mammy/daddy … when I was big I …’ and, ‘Why are you calling me … my name is …’ Certainly quite disturbing things for a toddler to say to a parent. They also go on to explain birthmarks and phobias which bear amazing resemblances to the lives of the person allegedly reincarnated in the child. They tell us about phobias that may have been caused by the way someone had died, and that birthmarks may also show the shape and place of wounds that the reincarnated person may have died from. All very startling and a bit scary, I have to admit, but nonetheless, absolutely fascinating.


  Now, please don’t do what I have just done, and go and check the size and shape of your child’s birth mark for anything unusual. As you know from the first chapter, I believe that my youngest is the reincarnation of my uncle, and yes, he does have a birth mark on his back that looks as though it was from some kind of medical procedure (my uncle died at six months old from blood poisoning). It caused me to think harder about birthmarks and the often bizarre things young children come out with. How would we deal with that kind of situation, in which our child is coming up with facts and stories from a previous existence? The University of Virginia has a ‘help section’ to cover that. They recommend that we do not discourage our child from telling us these weird things, and to listen. However, they also advise that we should not push our child for extra facts or points of verification. Any facts or notable things should be written down by the parents, who are often more upset by these memories than the child. They also wish to remind parents that talking of a past life is not the first sign of mental illness, and that the children who do have these memories lose them by age seven and go on to lead normal lives. If a parent is overly worried or finds verifiable facts, then the university researchers are easily contacted for advice. I love the university’s approach. It is no-nonsense and makes the parent feel safe enough to discuss things that they probably think are quite ‘freaky’ and unnatural. There is one thing that they strongly discourage parents from doing and that is hypnotic regression. They regard it as unacceptable where children are concerned. Check out their website and you will find a world of knowledge on something that is still regarded as a rare occurrence. The fact is that this kind of thing is not rare and happens all the time on a worldwide scale. There do appear to be certain ‘hotspots’ that have given rise to a greater number of these cases, such as south Asia. However, the university has studied many cases from Europe and North America.


  Have you ever come across anything like this? I actually did. While having a conversation with my good friend and mentor, Sandra Ramdhanie, she told me of her own story. As a child Sandra lived in Dublin with her parents. Her father was a trainee doctor. Her mother was a fabulous cook and the other students often visited in great numbers to be fed. She recalls that aged two, she asked her mother why she was calling her Sandra and that her name was Woo, and she was a male, Chinese doctor. Her late mother was also a psychic and let her daughter speak about her previous life. There was one particular episode that gave rise to absolute verification of her previous existence as a doctor. She recalled that one evening the students, including her father, were testing each other on certain types of diagnoses and at one point she piped up with a text book answer to a heart problem. She was only two years old at the time, and the other students were completely dumbfounded, that she could have answered, so accurately, a very hard question. Sandra’s story echoes the kind of things that we are told to look out for in our children. The denial of her name, and the absolute details of who she was, culminating in the knowledge she had of medicine. Now, if you think that Sandra’s story was strange, then be prepared to read ones that are even more amazing and have been publicly verified. Recently, there have been discoveries of children that can actually trace remaining family members and even have the ability to fly fighter planes. There are substantial documented facts to back up the three cases we will examine. These facts have been reported by researchers and the media, and have caused quite a stir amongst the general public. Some of these children have even appeared on television shows like ‘Oprah’, so amazing are their memories. The first one that we will examine is that of young James Leninger.


  James Leninger is, to all intents and purposes, a very normal six year old boy. He has, however, one extremely unique characteristic. He is the reincarnation of a twenty-one-year-old fighter pilot, who died in the Second World War. The name of the pilot is James M. Huston Jr. Quite a statement isn’t it. But, it is not without substance.


  From a very early age James had a fascination with planes. Nothing unusual in that, I hear you say. You would be right; many little boys love planes. In James’ case, however, it was a little more extraordinary. From the age of two, he started to have regular nightmares and on waking he would tell his mother, Andrea, about a plane crash. He would say, ‘Airplane crash, on fire, little man can’t get out.’


  Andrea’s mother was the first person to suggest that James was reliving a previous life. Other things had started to point towards this theory. On a video of James age three, he is seen going over one of his toy planes, as if giving it a pre-flight check. On another occasion, his mother pointed out what she thought was a bomb, on the underside of a toy plane. James corrected her by telling her it was, in fact a ‘drop tank’. His incredulous mother, had never heard of such a thing. He was absolutely correct.


  Over the next few months, James would tell his parents more and more details of his previous life, as he was dozing off to sleep. He told them that he had been the pilot of a Corsair plane, and that the tyres on the plane often went flat. This was duly checked out by his father, Bruce, and indeed he found out that historians and former pilots did often associate the Corsair with flat tyres, because of the punishment they took on landing etc. This is perhaps something that could have been looked up and planted in James mind, but, the next details could not possibly have been. James continued to recall things and told his father, that he was shot down at Iwo Jima, on 3 March 1945 by the Japanese, having taken a direct hit. He told him that the craft he took off from was called the Natoma. He had also started to sign his crayon drawings as James 3.


  Completely astounded by the revelations, Bruce trawled the internet and made a mind blowing discovery. The Natoma did exist, as did the date of the battle. The record of the Corsair, being shot down was also confirmed. He then managed to locate a colleague of the dead pilot, a man named Ralph Clarbour. The name of the pilot who died was also very shocking. James M. Huston. Clarbour was contacted and he told Bruce that Huston’s plane had indeed taken a direct hit from anti-aircraft fire. His plane was right next to Huston’s when it was shot down.


  After this discovery, James parents were so convinced of his previous life that they traced Huston’s sister, Ann Barron. They wrote to her and arranged to meet her. She was introduced to young James and was as astounded as his parents. She said that James told her things that only her brother could have known. She is completely convinced that James really is the reincarnation of her lost brother.


  The Leningers did not work out James’ story completely alone. Andrea’s mother had advised them to seek the help of renowned psychologist, Carol Bowman, who has over eighteen years experience in reincarnation experiences. Carol advised the Leningers to encourage, with open ended questions, their sons revelations. At the time they consulted with Carol, James’ nightmares were very frequent, maybe three or four times a week. After being encouraged to talk more, they have started to subside and now, at the age of six, are very rare.


  James, himself, now talks less frequently about his previous life but has two priceless reminders of it, given to him by Ann Barron. They are from the personal effects of Huston, returned to the family after his death. They are a bust of George Washington and a model of a Corsair airplane.


  ‘He appears to have experienced something that I don’t think is unique,’ said James’ father, ‘but the way it’s been revealed is quite astounding’. The fact that the dead pilot’s sister is convinced encourages me to believe this is a genuine story of reincarnation.


  I know that such a story sounds like the basis for a film, and who knows, maybe it will become one, but James’ experience is only one of over 2,500 cases reported to the University of Virginia in the last forty years. Those figures break down to roughly sixty-two per year, which makes the phenomenon not really such an uncommon thing after all.


  The next case takes place closer to home: Scotland. In the grim, granite city of Glasgow, a small boy named Cameron Macauley led quite a normal life with his mother Norma. That is until he reached the age of two. At age two, Cameron began to talk of a previous life on the Island of Barra, in the Outer Hebrides. Barra lies over 220 miles from Glasgow, off the western coast of Scotland. Neither Cameron, nor his mother, had ever been there or had any links to it. Cameron began to tell his mother about the house he lived in on the island in great detail, and of his parents on Barra, that he really seemed to miss.


  His mother, Norma, considers herself quite open- minded, but couldn’t find any logical reason for her son’s insistence that he had another family. She contacted a gentleman named Dr Chris French, of The Skeptic Magazine. He classed Cameron’s experience as the result of an overactive imagination, and nothing more. Undeterred, Norma then approached educational psychologist Karen Majors, who began to realise that there was more to Cameron’s accounts than childhood imagination. Cameron had talked of his home on Barra in great detail. He said he had lived a small white house, with rock pools beneath the entry gate, and that he had a black and white dog. He said his family name was Robertson, and that his father, Shane Robertson, had died after being knocked down by a car. He was becoming increasingly distressed at being parted from his Barra mother and talked incessantly of her. His story never wavered, until when he was five, his mother and Dr Jim Tucker of the University of Virginia (who were now involved in the case) decided to bring Cameron on a journey of discovery to Barra. Dr Tucker was extremely excited about this journey as the details Cameron had given had been partly verified; the village he claimed to have lived in existed and was very small, so finding the family concerned should be quite easy.


  Upon arrival on Barra, Cameron started to point out places he knew and was very excited. The house, however, couldn’t be found. Dr Tucker visited local historian Calum MacNeil, who told them that there were no houses registered to a Robertson family on the island. Disappointed, the trio returned to their lodgings. The morning brought a minor miracle: Calum MacNeil rang to say that he had only been checking properties owned by islanders, and that he had found a family named Robertson from the mainland, that had owned a house in the 1960s and 1970s. Dr Tucker and Norma brought Cameron to see the house. Immediately it became clear that the details he had given them were accurate – it’s appearance and the rock pools below the entry to it were just as he had described them. Cameron was not so happy about the house itself – he said that he did not recognise many parts of it and this clearly upset him. The house had been modernised since the Robertsons had left. Through a genealogist, Tucker managed to trace a Gillian Robertson, a child of the Robertson family at the time Cameron remembers. She confirmed the existence of the black and white dog, but said that there was no Shane Robertson and no deaths in her family.


  The case of Cameron Macauley differs slightly from that of James Leninger, in that his details could only be proved to be partially correct. Although the family did exist in at the time and place he remembers and his distress at being parted from his Barra mother seemed genuine. Was he really a reincarnated soul? I think that there is too much compelling evidence that he had lived on Barra in that location to dismiss his claims, but who he was may remain a mystery. I guess that if Cameron had been older and not talked so incessantly of his past, we could have called it a case of deja vu. Is this what deja vu is? Memories of past lives that suddenly pop up from our subconscious when we see things that trigger a memory? I think certain things can be pigeon-holed into that particular explanation, but not all. Though if that is the case and these are memories from past lives we may have led, then surely we must all have been reincarnated?


  The last of our three major cases comes from the ‘hotspot’ of South Asia. One of the most famous of case studies is that of Swarnlata Mishra.  I have taken the details from the papers of Dr Ian Stevenson at the University of Virginia and the journals of Prof Sri Banerjee. She was born into a well educated, prosperous family in Pradesh, India, in 1948. At the age of three, she was travelling with her father past the town of Katni, more than 100 miles from her home. She suddenly pointed and asked the driver to turn down a road to ‘my house’, and told him they could get a better cup of tea there than in any of the cafes on the road.


  After this, she related details of a life she had had in Katni – all of the details she gave were recorded by her father. She said that she had been a lady called Biya Pathak, and that she had two sons. She described the family home – it was white with black doors. These doors had iron bars; four rooms were plastered, other parts of the house were less fancy. The front room floor was laid with stone slabs. She said that the house was in Zhurkutia, a district of Katni. The house was positioned between a girl’s school and railway line, and lime furnaces could be seen in the vicinity. She told of the family having a car (a very rare thing in India in the 1950s). Swarnlata said Biya died of a ‘pain in her throat’, and was treated by Dr S. C. Bhabrat in Jabalpur. She also related a tale she remembered of her and a friend trying to find a toilet at a family wedding.


  Swarnlata’s case came to the attention of professor Sri H.N. Banerjee, early in 1959. Professor Banerjee, a parapsychologist and colleague of Dr Ian Stevenson, studied the writings of Swarnlata’s father and began a journey to investigate these very detailed ‘facts’. Facts is exactly what they turned out to be. Upon travelling to Katni, with only Swarnlata’s descriptions as guidance, he had no trouble in finding the house she described. The house had been enlarged over the years after 1939, but it was still clearly recognisable. It did belong to a family named Pathak. The Pathak’s were a very wealthy and well known family. The girl’s school stood behind the house and the lime furnaces, on land that joined the Pathak’s property. The railway line was where she had said it would be.


  Banerjee approached the family, and told them of what young Swarnlata had said. She was correct in every detail. Biya had indeed died in 1939, she was survived by her husband and two young sons. Upon asking whether there was any connection between the Pathak’s, they said that they had no connection at all with the Mishra’s, either through family or business.


  Later that year, after speaking with Banerjee, Mr Pathak, decided to make a surprise visit to Swarnlata’s home in Chatarpur. He took with him one of his sons and Biya’s elder brother. He engaged some men from the village to come with them to the home of the Mishra family. This surprise visit held some major events for some of the participants. As soon as the men entered the house, Swarnlata, now ten years old, immediately recognised her brother. She greeted him as ‘Babu’ which was Biya’s pet name for him. The man was astounded. She then began to dismiss some of the other members of the group as townspeople, and others that she did not know. Then she came upon Biya’s husband. As is the custom for Hindu wives, Swarnlata lowered her eyes and spoke the mans name, Sri Chintamini Pandey. Swarnlata also reminded Sri that he had stolen 1200 rupees from her that she had kept in a box. Sri verified this and said it was a private matter that only he and his wife had known about. She also correctly identified Biya’s son Murli, who was thirteen when she died. The young man denied his identity for nearly a full twenty-four hours then gave up. Swarnlata saw through an imposter posing as Biya’s other son Naresh. She kept on telling the family that this man was not Naresh and would not budge from her position.


  Several weeks later, Swarnlata and her father journeyed back to Katni. Upon arriving at the Pathak’s home Swarnlata immediately asked what had happened to a parapet, verandah and Neem tree. She was told that all these things had been removed since Biya’s death. She also made comments about all the changes made to the house. She had no trouble in identifying Biya’s room and also the room in which Biya had died. Many family members of the Pathak family and of Biya’s own family assembled at the house and Swarnlata correctly identified her second, third and fourth brothers. The wife of her youngest brother, the son of the second brother, whom she called Baboo, his pet name. She identified Biya’s husband’s cousin, the wife of a brother-in-law, and a midwife that Swarnlata addressed by a name that the lady was no longer known by, but had used the name when Biya was alive. She was introduced to a man she was told was called Bhola, Swarnlata dismissed this name straight away and correctly identified Naresh – Biya’s other son. The family tried on several occasions to trick Swarnalta into admitting some knowledge of the family. On one of these occasions Biya’s youngest brother told Swarnalta that Biya had lost her teeth. Swarnalta told him that this was untrue and said that Biya had gold fillings in her front teeth, a fact that was confirmed by her sister-in-laws. Swarnlata knew of the intimate names used in the family and also many of the family secrets. She could remember marriage relationships to various families, friends and old servants. She, however, knew nothing about the family after the year 1939. The year that Biya had died. Swarnlata even spoke in a different dialect to the rest of her own family, a dialect that was very similar to that of the Pathak family.


  Swarnlata continued to visit the Pathak family, who had now accepted that the girl was in fact Biya reborn. On one of these visits in 1961, Swarnalta was accompanied by Dr Ian Stevenson. Stevenson had been investigating this remarkable case, and noticed the loving relationship between the girl and the members of the family. In the company of people who had been elders of Biya Pathak’s, Swarnlata was reserved and demure, as was the custom, but in the company of Biya’s sons, she was just as a mother would have been. This would certainly not have been the way a twelve year old girl would have been allowed to behave in the company of older males who were not related to her. Especially in the India of the early 1960s.


  Stevenson continued his contact with Swarnlata for a further ten years, and over this time saw no ill effects on Swarnlata for leading this double life. He remarked that although the memories of wealth she had experienced as Biya did make her a little wishful to have them return, she did not hold this against her current parents and family. She loved both families equally and was growing into a very normal and balanced adult. He also remarked that the Pathak family had never even believed in the idea of reincarnation until Swarnalta had turned up.


  This is what I would call a verifiable tale of reincarnation. This is not a case where just a few facts were true. It was an entire lifetime of memories. The strangest thing about the last case is that she carried her memories with her throughout her young life and on into adulthood. This really does make her case remarkable.


  As we come towards the end of this chapter, I want you to read some more experiences of reincarnation. These are more closely recognisable as ‘normal’ experiences. By that, I mean like the type we have looked at up to now. Sent in from everyday, normal people like you and I. I want to thank the wonderful Eileen Holland for the use of her archive of experiences. Eileen happily lets writers and film-makers use this vast archive as a resource for books and films, so if you recognise a story as familiar you may have seen it on television or read about it in some other book.


  The experiences I want to start with are closer to home than usual; they come from here in Ireland. I must explain that the past lives are Irish – not the narrators, well not all, and this is the way I will categorise the rest of the experiences. I have divided them into regions. The first experiences are all from Ireland:


  Irish Lives


  I’ve had two past lives in Ireland, which explains the fact that I’ve always loved it. In the life I had before this one I was a physician-in-training but unfortunately I had a ‘disease of the chest’ and died at the age of twenty-eight. This is interesting because before I ever discovered that I had this previous life, for a long time I would feel lots of pressure on my chest. After a while the pressure would change to an intense tingling. Eventually it went away and I didn’t think anything of it until I found my previous life as the young Irish man. So many things made sense, like my fear of disease and other things I don’t have enough time to explain.


  A couple of weeks ago was the last time I was regressed and in that life I was a five year old Irish girl. I had a brother (who I believe is my brother in this life, and my mother in that life is also my mother in this life – strange!) Well, when I became a teenager my mother got very sick and I had to take care of her while my brother worked (our father had died when we were really young). After she died we had to go live with this other family in another town. As soon as I was old enough I got married, even though I didn’t get along with the man. I had a baby boy and spent all of my time taking care of him, much to my dismay, my husband wouldn’t let me do anything else, and I hated it! I didn’t hate my son, I just wanted to get out of the house more. Well, one day I went to the market. It was all outside, and the streets were very crowded. Somebody bumped into me, and I was knocked down. A man helped me up and tricked me into walking out of the crowd with him. He took me behind this building and he and his friend beat me, raped me, and left me for dead. I can remember lying on the ground and watching the people in the street, but not being able to scream. – Kathryn.


  I must say at this point that Kathryn is not originally from Ireland, but has always felt a connection with it. She started to remember her first past life through dreams, which led to her using regression therapy. Please remember, do not use regression techniques on children. They are not recommended and can cause trauma and suggestive memories.


  Here is our next experience.


  Scared of Heights


  For as long I can remember, I’ve been scared of heights. Whether it was on top of a cliff, or ferris wheel or even a large truck, I didn’t like to be up high. About three years ago, when I was getting into Wicca, my friend Lea told me about a reincarnation book she had bought, and we both decided to hypnotise each other, just to see if we had lived before. Lea wrote down my answers to the questions she posed to me. Her questions included, what my name was, when and where I lived, how old I was and how I died. She showed me my answers afterward.


  Apparently, my name was Sarah O’Toole, and I had lived in Ireland around the 1750s. I had died, at age fifteen, by falling from a slippery cliff, or something like that. It fit: the irrational fear of heights, my interest in Ireland and the way I was drawn to that time-period. It was most definitely an experience not to be forgotten.


  Wicca, for those who don’t know, is the art of white witchcraft. I don’t recommend any type of hypnosis, other than by a qualified practitioner. If you are having vivid dreams or strange, inexplicable feelings of connection to people or places, try this very easy method:


  Get into a relaxed position, sitting or lying down, and clear your mind of everything. Concentrate on your breathing and fix in your mind an intent to find out more about what you feel connected to, or dreams you have had. Keep your eyes closed, and wait to see if you get anymore information or pictures. Record anything you get in a journal. If you get names check them out – you may well be surprised by the results. I tried this method, and it worked for me. I got the vision of being tried as a witch, and many of the people in the dream were people that I knew or had known in a past lifetime. One person that stuck out was my daughter, who was also my daughter in my dream regression. We were being sent off to be drowned, as punishment for our sins. I got the distinct impression from my own thoughts in the dream that we were not practising any kind of witchcraft but rather that all of the women involved were just highly intelligent. The time period was around that of the Salem witch trials, but we were not in America. It would explain my absolute terror of water, which my daughter suffers from as well. Our next account also recalls a memory of death:


  Horrible Death


  For over fifteen years I had a horrifying fear of death. I went to a reader and she told me it was because I had a horrible death in a previous life. I continued to wake up the in the middle of the night unable to catch my breath, gasping for air over and over. Finally, after two more years of this unshakable fear of death, I sought out a recommended past life regressor.


  In my first meeting with her I immediately went under and found out I had been a young immigrant woman in Ireland. I was running down a war torn street terrified. Suddenly a huge man dressed in a dirty black suit grabbed me from behind and dragged me to the ground. I could not see his face, I only saw him pull out a large knife from his coat and start to stab me again and again. Each time I saw the blade come down I would gasp for air as I did in my dreams. I began crying uncontrollably and every time the blade came down I would cry harder. Finally, it was over and I saw a profile of the man’s face as he got up and ran down the street with the bloody knife in his hand. I did not recognise him.


  That night when I got home the fear of death was gone. That was over three years ago and I haven’t felt the fear since that day. I’ve never gone back to find out more about my life and what caused this horrible death. Maybe someday I will.


  I would love to know if this woman tried regression again to see if she could find out more details of her killer. This next one may have been a memory of death too. The young woman who sent it had no dreams, but the memory expressed itself to her via art:


  Whisps of a Memory


  When I was younger, I would draw a picture of a cliff looking out over the sea. It was covered with long grass and some scattered wild flowers. I would draw it over and over, not really knowing why. I got the sense that I was looking down the cliff to the sea. It was never really a happy picture. Years later, my mother went to Ireland for a vacation and she came back with a picture of this cliff. It looked exactly as I had drawn it when I was young. I wonder if I had jumped off from there and died, because the picture filled me with sadness and fear. – Heather


  Heather, seems to be like the majority of us – having a feeling or dream that makes us curious, but never actually doing anything to find out more. Our next experience comes from Kilkenny. The details in this one caused quite a reaction from the mother of the narrator:


  Kilkenny Family Dream


  After a dream that I had I believe that we come back with the same people time and time again. I was eleven in bed asleep, when I experienced my past life in a dream.


  I became my mother’s, mother’s, mother – strange I know. The dream was set in the late 1800s in Kilkenny. I knew in this dream that my mother was dying. I had gone to her family to ask for help, as they were well off, and we were not. A man wearing a bright red coat took me up a spiral staircase and into a very nice room. As I looked out of the window I saw a beautiful palace, then in front of this there were soldiers. I asked for money and a place to stay. A stern-looking old woman, with a wine-coloured shawl, and grey hair in a bun, told me to leave. This made me very sad and, crying, I left. When I got home my mother was dead.


  When I got up the following day and told my mother she was shocked, to say the least. My great grandmother, who I had never known, died in the early 1900s, and had lived in a house on Palace Road opposite a soldier’s barracks. The house had a spiral staircase, and I described my great gran down to a ‘t’. My mother explained that they had been estranged from that side of the family years before she was born. Later that day came the sad news that my grandmother had died.


  This is an interesting story because not only did she witness part of her grandmother’s life, but she also received the message that the grandmother was about to pass from this world. The sighting of a palace and the soldiers, would have led me to a very different train of thought, but it just shows that when a vivid dream is meant for a family member, strange symbolism isn’t so strange after all. What would you have taken from seeing a palace in a dream – maybe a connection to royalty? This is why we have to be so careful with our interpretations of children’s dreams and experiences – we often look for a deeper meaning, and sometimes we can be misled. Some things are pictorial clues to names and places, nothing more. The next one is about Killarney and in some places this story seems a little disjointed, but I think that these kind of experiences can do this to our thinking:


  Killarney Castle, Abbey and King


  Mine is a story that spans about twenty years. While I would like to note here that while this is not the only strange incident I have experienced in my life, it ranks up there with my top five most strange experiences. I’ll begin by telling you that because of these experiences I was looking for my past lives. My best avenue at the time was a book that taught you to search through dreams, so that night, I told my subconscious that I wanted to see one of these past lives. I feel asleep immediately and began to dream.


  I dreamed that I was at a strange house and we were having a birthday party. One of the children there handed me a viewfinder. I looked through the toy and found myself staring across an ancient cemetery on a cliff side, right above the ocean. There were many crosses of a Celtic nature, and the picture became sharper and more open, as if I were actually standing there looking at it all. I have to admit now, that it almost seemed real. As I started to focus on a particular name on one of the headstones, the dream made me move over to the edge of the cliff. I saw some people in tourist clothing and they were taking pictures and pointing at something. I looked to where they were pointing and saw a megalith, or monument of sorts. It was a stone structure covered almost completely over with the water, except when the waves ran back out to sea. It had strange writing on it, that I was unfamiliar with, but the whole scene was familiar to me, so I knew that I was in Ireland.


  I turned to one of the tourists and asked what that stone was, and he replied, ‘It’s a tribute to the King of Killarney.’ I started to ask another question, but the tourists had moved on down the lane. That’s when I noticed an old, rundown-looking abbey. It was boarded up. Coming up the lane towards me, however, was an old man wearing a brown robe and something flat on his head. There was a young boy accompanying him. I figured he was the friar, or whatever they were called, of the old abbey. When the man finally reached me, I asked him right away about the monument: ‘Why did they build it in the water?’ I asked. The man replied, ‘There was a time when the ocean did not come up this far, and it was land.’ Then he grew serious and said: ‘You must not go looking for this. Leave things be.’ It was a very cryptic warning. The boy said nothing, and they both turned and walked back down the lane. I stood there, dumbfounded for a second, then curiosity got the better of me. I started to follow them, and watched as they entered the church, but when I got there, it was as empty as it looked. This is where the dream started to fade.


  The next morning, I woke and remembered the entire thing. I was confused and even a little bit afraid. I told my mother about it, and she encouraged me to look it up in our encyclopedia atlas. I did not expect to find it, I haven’t even heard of a Killarney, but then I found it. A place in Ireland, in County Kerry, right on a lake (this is important later), and not twenty miles from the ocean. I couldn’t believe it, but there it was. I figured that my search had ended, but I was wrong.


  Several days later, and having put my experience to one side for a while, I was lying in my mother’s bed, watching her television, when I could no longer keep my eyes open. This has happened to me before. It was no ordinary sleep, but more like a draining of energy and I was powerless to stop it. I could feel my breathing growing more and more shallow, and I started to dream of something silly. I was well into the dream, when everything went black all of a sudden, cutting the dream out completely. I tried to force my eyes open, but could not, then all of a sudden, there was a loud ‘click’ in my ear, and my eyes snapped open.


  The scene I saw is one I will never forget for the rest of my life. I was standing in the middle of some knee-deep water. The scene was bright as day, and in the distance, not far from where I was standing, I saw a castle. The outside structure was square, not round, and it was huge. I could see every detail of it – every rock, every crack, plain as day. I could smell the water around me, I could hear birds chirping and bugs buzzing, and in the background of the castle, I could see mountains. I was scared to death, and tried to close my eyes, but couldn’t. Instead, I heard the ‘click’ noise again and everything went black. Then my eyes opened and I was standing in the same place as before, only it was later in the afternoon now. I could feel the cold water around my legs and in the distance, I could see a figure in a hooded brown robe, choking someone to death and pushing them underwater.


  I was so afraid, I tried to run but could not move, so I tried to close my eyes again, and again had the same problem. My eyes closed for a brief second and were forced open again – this time it was later still in the evening and I could see in the distance peasants and commoners carrying wooden pitchforks and torches. An angry mob out for revenge. I’m not sure, because at this point, I was so terrified that I wrenched myself awake from the dream. When I opened my eyes, I was in my mother’s room still, and I could hardly move. I looked up at the headboard and could see, almost like an old home movie, a black and white image of an old man. I think he was dead. His hands were crossed over his chest, he had a bald head and a hook nose. He was lying there with his eyes shut, a flickering image on my mother’s headboard from a projector that wasn’t there. It scared me just as badly as my previous experience. I could not move, and I did not want to look at the man anymore, but I was afraid to shut my eyes because I didn’t want to go back to where I had just been. I finally found strength to pull myself up and look at the headboard. Nothing.


  I was sore. My shoulders ached and my legs hurt. I barely had any strength in me at all. I felt like I had run a marathon. I was exhausted, but I knew that I would never remember the experience if I fell back to sleep, so I wrote it all down, and even drew a picture of the castle and the water, then quite literally passed out. When I came to, I felt a lot better, and thought perhaps that I had dreamed the whole thing – even writing about it – but there it was, the piece of paper lying next to me where I had scribbled my notes. There was a whole lot more to the experience, but time has passed and the memories are not quite so vivid any more, but I will still swear until my dying day that I was there.


  This incident prompted me to look more closely at the Killarney dream, because the time frame was only a week between them. I looked for Killarney, and found that there was indeed an ancient castle on the water, and that there was also an abbey close by. I’ve learned that the castle is surrounded by mountains on one side, and water nearly surrounds it, but I have not found a king or monument jutting out of the ocean waves. I am asking anyone for help in locating pictures of the castle in Killarney, for I haven’t even seen one, or any other information about this particular location, other than that which I have already mentioned. I think I might be afraid to find out that it looks just like I know it looks, but I need to know for sure. – Jeannie


  If any of you know of the place in Jeannie’s dream please write to me and let me know. I will forward all replies. If you have ever come across anything on the ‘bog bodies’ found here in Ireland, you may notice some similarities in the way that the person was being killed. This kind of thing did go on in Ireland, but I am still awaiting communication from Jeannie as to the time frame of this experience. I get the feeling it may be the 1500s or the 1600s, possibly even a little earlier. I will research this more myself, because it has left me intrigued. Here is another experience; this one is from England.


  1400s


  I will try to make this short, although the outcome and resolution has taken literally all my life. When I was young, I used to tell my mother that I wanted to go back to England. I used the phrase ‘go back’ every time I said it, although I had never been there. I was also haunted by sadness, and a strange feeling of sorrow, that seemed to have something to do with England. I was fearful of what I might find if I ever did go back. Over the years, as a searcher of truth, I saw many psychic people. One of them gave me a valuable insight. She told me I did not have to go to England to find my past life – I could find it within myself when I was ready. As the years passed I attempted many times to go back and find my life, but my fear would choke me up and I was unable to do it. I haunted catholic churches, even became a Catholic, as this seemed to ease me up a little inside. But the fear and pain still stayed with me. It wasn’t until about ten years ago that I was finally strong enough to face it. And even now I don’t know if this is the whole truth or not. I have no way to prove that this is what I lived, and I cannot even find my name. But I know beyond the shadow of a doubt that I do have bones in England. I know because I know.


  I found out about my past life through both regressions and dreams: I was born in England in the early Renaissance period as a young girl. I lived in a convent, and God was the life I knew. I worshipped the holiness and I was happy there. I wanted to be a nun, but I was too young. I was also very poor, and worked hard in the convent as a cooking and cleaning lady. Yet I was content to live in the shadow of sanctity. Then there was a monk, or some man of some sort. He represents a shadow of fear to me. I was raped by him. I may even have been killed by him. I cannot see this part, but I am getting closer. I do not feel as haunted by the past as I did before – I have been able to shed some feelings in this life by seeing even a little part of that life. To this day I cannot hear music from the period without stopping everything and just standing and letting it wash over me, like something that is very familiar to me. So that’s my story.


  The very last story I want you to read is from a young lady who hails from the Netherlands.


  1800s


  I’m Petra, a sixteen-year-old girl from the Netherlands.


  Well, here’s my story. To understand why it confused and angered me so much, you should know a bit more about who I am and what my life is like. It’s almost like I’m two different people: active versus quiet, metal versus classical music, friendly versus cold and so on. I have also always had a fascination with water as a toddler I ran into a lake where we were camping. Luckily for me my father always paid me good attention. Ten years later we were at the same camp site and I went swimming again, even though I always panic when I’m swimming in a lake, river or canal and can’t see the bottom anymore, especially if the water is cold. That time I nearly drowned. Well, that’s quite a strange experience and it influenced my life a lot. I’ve also always felt an immense fear and restlessness when I’m on a bridge, and always bend over to look into the water. Also I’ve always felt bad about my English, feeling it should be better, even though I’ve always had high marks in it, and it’s not my mother tongue either.


  About a month ago or so I started dreaming. I’ve always had a very lively imagination and so I dismissed the first dream as just something weird that occurred in my mind. But somehow I couldn’t forget about it. In my dream I saw a door, it looked just like my bedroom door, but as I walked through it I didn’t walk into my bedroom, but into some kind of a study or library. There were large windows, letting a lot of sunlight in, very nice wood on the floor and large bookcases on the walls filled with all kinds of books. There was a beautiful chandelier hanging down from the ceiling, and there was a beautiful desk with a comfortable chair, some more chairs and a piano. Everything looked so beautifully crafted! In the room were a man and a young woman. I’m guessing the woman was maybe eighteen and the man about thirty years old.


  The young woman had long blonde hair tied in some kind of bun, and she was wearing a beautiful corset dress. The man had dark brown hair and side burns, no moustache or beard, and wore a dark suit. By their clothes I’m guessing late 1880s or early 1890s. The girl was playing the piano while the man put the book he had been reading back on the bookshelf to listen to her.


  Then, I saw my bedroom door again, and walked through it. To my surprise I was still in the same room, but it was another time of day. The man was sitting in the comfortable chair reading a book about something medical, and I ‘knew’ he was a doctor. I again walked through the door, and then I was on the street. It was a narrow street and I had to jump to the side because a carriage was coming towards me. I ran through the door again, and then I was on a bridge. It was dark, a cloudy night, and the doctor was on the bridge. He put a note or cheque in one pocket and got some medicines from another, which he then swallowed. I left because I knew he was about to die and didn’t want to see it. That’s when I woke up.


  After that I had more dreams, revealing that the doctor was actually a surgeon and apothecary. When I looked up information on that, it turned out a lot of Victorian surgeons also worked as apothecaries. He was very interested in scientific developments and carefully studied them. The girl from my first dream was called Elizabeth and she was his wife. He knew her because he had treated her mother when she had a disease. He was a good man, but probably wouldn’t qualify as a gentleman, despite his respected profession and acquaintances, because of his temper. He was a very enthusiastic and open-minded man, who valued his own opinion on things more than keeping the peace. He always wanted to speak his mind and discuss everything he felt was important, even though they were very controversial things that people really shouldn’t talk about. Because of his temper and personality he found it hard to adapt to Victorian London’s high society. He started despising the society he lived in and hated the etiquette that prohibited him from doing what he wanted to do and showing his love and affection for the world around him.


  He craved being part of society, being accepted and loved, but at the same time he despised society so much that he started to turn from it. It was horrible to endure all of that sadness. At about thirty-three years old, it became too much for him. In the middle of the night he committed suicide by taking some medicine first, I think anaesthetics or something, and then drowned himself in the river.


  The strange thing is, I have dreamed about all of this as if it was me doing it. Especially the suicide which was very emotional: I couldn’t see myself but I was aware of the clothes I wore, my hair, all of that – it was just so real. I could almost taste the medicines, feel the water and the drowning. But I dreamed that after I drowned, I could feel my body wash ashore and I could see I was still lying in the water. Small waves were crashing around me, the grey sky and the rain falling and completely drenching me. I struggled to move but couldn’t. I kept fighting for what seemed to be hours until I could finally get out. Then I sat down, pulled up my knees, and watched over my dead body. After a while some people took ‘me’ away but I didn’t leave. I stayed there in that same position, not moving a limb, as I was watched life going by. I didn’t recognise the people anymore, I hardly recognised London. Finally, after what seemed like years, I left, feeling that I had failed. I couldn’t change the world around me and couldn’t change myself. I also realised that everyone I had once loved was now gone, there was nothing to bind me to this place. I had to leave and carry on, not there, not then, but some other time, alone.


  I remember all of the dreams I had because I experienced such strong emotions in them. I was so aware of my own body. I also felt completely at ease with being a thirty-year-old male, even though I’m a sixteen-year-old girl right now. All of these dreams were in English and I could remember every word of them. The strange thing is, in those dreams I completely understood everything that was said, but when remembering it later I had to look some things up in a dictionary. My dreams were detailed enough to verify them and I’ve been looking up a lot of things. So far I haven’t found anything incorrect. In those dreams I knew how a Victorian gentleman would dress for a specific occasion, what rooms in the house would have looked like and so on. I was aware of their etiquette, choice of words, and customs. I knew things I couldn’t possibly have known in this life. I also knew the game of cricket I was playing, I knew the English word ‘batsman’ which was ‘my’ position in the game, even though I had never heard of cricket before as it’s not played in the Netherlands as far as I know.


  I just wanted to share this story – Bye, Petra.


  There are a couple of things in this story that I find particularly interesting – firstly the feelings of failure and being left in one place after a suicide, are things that many psychics believe happen to the soul when a suicide happens. The soul enters a state of limbo and stays there until it can work out for itself why it is there. In the dream the soul stayed on the waters edge until it realised that all family and everything else it had known were gone and that there was no point in staying in that place any longer.


  Then there are the strong emotions Petra felt upon waking. She seems to have been experiencing some kind of Astral projection, something experienced by mediums. Astral projection happens when we dream, whether we know it or not. There are many techniques for doing this, and the website www.gnosticweb.com offers free online courses for you to try it. I took one of their courses, and found it very interesting, and got some good results too.


  Did you notice the one common factor that differentiated the last experiences from the three major cases earlier? The people who had dreams as youngsters, but never managed to find out as children any facts about their reincarnation seem to be haunted throughout their lives until they do. In the earlier cases the narrators simply moved on and are getting on with normal lives. I know I experienced a sense of peace after seeing into my past life. Are our past lives bubbling away in our subconscious, waiting to be found, or are they just figments of overactive imaginations?


  8. HAUNTED HOMES – WHY DO KIDS PICK UP THE VIBES?


  IMAGINE THE SCENARIO: you and your family have been searching for a new home for months. Nothing is just what you are looking for, either too big, too small, too far out of town etc. Finally, you come across a place that fits the bill perfectly, right number of rooms, right location and €40,000 below your budget It needs some refurbishing, but it sounds like your prayers have been answered. The time comes to view this great find, you walk through the front door and, bang! It feels so creepy, that you want to run away as fast as you can. The house itself doesn’t look creepy – it’s just an overwhelming feeling. Has that ever happened to you, maybe not so dramatic, but on entering a building you get a really bad feeling? Everybody I have ever met, even the super-sceptics amongst us, have had that feeling. You just don’t feel comfortable in a place and that’s it. No amount of persuasion from others will make you change your mind. It’s irrational – you can’t explain it, but, it won’t go away.


  Children seem to be even more susceptible to these feelings. Remember back to your own childhood, I bet there was a house you didn’t like going past? A place you would avoid like the plague, if you could? Did these feelings ever follow you into adulthood?


  My house can stir feelings like that. My husband and all of our relatives get a creepy feeling when they are in it but it’s not creepy to me or the kids. My relatives just don’t like the part of the hall that goes into the kitchen. They claim to have seen shadows and heard footsteps there. The house does have it’s share of spirits, some are residual, others belong to the family. We have one in particular that is a shadow person, ‘he’ hangs around the landing upstairs and sometimes ventures into the sitting-room. The upstairs landing is directly above the part that no one likes, so I hope they never look up. There are two other parts of the house that get more than their fair share of activity, the large front bedroom and the scullery. I hear and see things in those places as does Bobbin, as he sleeps in that bedroom, but none of the family find them disturbing. Strange! There is one thing that we all agree on, however, and that is never to close the sitting-room door. Everyone says that they would rather it was left open when they are in the house. My husband really hates it being closed. He often falls asleep on the couch, and reports some weird happenings when I close the door to keep in the heat. He once woke up to see our son’s rocking horse quite happily rocking away, all by itself. This occurred around three in the morning. When he told me about it the next day, I noticed that it had moved about three inches away from the wall where it had been left the night before. On another occasion, he reported feeling his arm lifted and being unable to lower it. He also felt a constriction on his chest, and found it hard to breathe. These things only happen when the door is shut. One of my young brother-in-law’s was terrified one night by a toy playing music by itself. The door was also shut when this happened. We examined the toy on our return it was not turned on.


  Houses hold memories, as do many other objects. We just need to be sensitive enough to feel them. Memories held within houses come from the residual energy left by things that have happened in the past, a bit like a negative you get with old cameras. These imprints stay in the energy field of the place, and these are what gives us the creepy feelings. Children, being more sensitive than us adults, seem to notice them more readily. Lets have a look at some experiences, that have been ‘felt’ by children. So let’s start with this tale of a house-hunting family.


  The Dangerous Lives

  of House Hunters


  When I was a child, about eight years old or so (I’m nearly twenty-one now) our rapidly-expanding catholic family needed a new and larger home. I remember the house hunt only vaguely a long string of unfamiliar empty rooms and perky real estate agents. I was a very sensitive kid, easily spooked and very uneasy at the idea of anything supernatural or out-of-the-ordinary. So, at the time, my family fell into the habit of hiding information from me. I guess it helped at the time (who knows how neurotic I’d be now if they’d let me in on everything). But still, now that I’m older and have an insatiable appetite for anything weird or bizarre or chilling, I’m glad that I’ve been enlightened about my family’s strange experiences.


  There’s one house I remember that we all particularly loved. It was downtown, a huge old Victorian-era house with a swimming pool, a little guest house, and magnolia trees lining the porch. My parents were delighted at the spacious rooms, as that meant plenty of space for hyperactive little kids. My brothers and I dashed around the enormous empty house while my parents talked business. I remember we all claimed our bedrooms right away. The one I wanted had roses on the wallpaper – big red storybook roses, and the windows looked out onto the garden. For a little dreamy kid like me, it seemed ideal.


  To make a long story short, we didn’t end up getting the house (I don’t know why, I was too young to understand anything practical). We were all very disappointed, at the time but since then I gradually began to learn a little more about the house. Though I never felt threatened myself, I’m very happy that we didn’t end up with the magnolia-house (as I call it), because honestly, I don’t know what kind of experiences may have traumatised me if we’d wound up taking residence there.


  First off, in the little sales brochure about the house, there was a passing mention of a ‘hanger-throwing ghost’. My parents brushed it off as a joke, and could never really get the real estate agents to open up about it. I’ve often wondered about that ‘hanger-throwing ghost’, and imagine the previous owners of the house leaving in a panic, chased out by a barrage of clothes hangers. Maybe it was just a publicity stunt. Who knows? But my brother saw something that was probably not intended to be shown to potential buyers.


  My big brother is a trustworthy person. He’s always had a serious nature, and doesn’t like to frighten me. Often he’d make up scary stories and then become guilty when I got too frightened and admit to making them up. But this is one story he has always insisted on being the honest truth. Over all the years he hasn’t altered it in any way, so as far as I know, he did see this. Whether or not it’s the truth or a child’s over-active mind, I can’t say. I’ll leave that decision to those who read this.


  One day, when my parents were again looking over the house with their friends and the very patient real estate agent, my big brother (probably ten at the time), wandered off alone into the upstairs part of the house. He told me he remembered the dust filtering through the sunlight, the faint water stains on the wallpaper, and the broad empty echoing rooms. As my brother headed towards the bedrooms, he heard quick brisk footsteps coming up behind him. Assuming it was one of my parents, he turned around to make excuses for wandering off alone. He never got to make those excuses.


  My brother found himself looking at a man of average height, with sandy-coloured hair ... but ordinary in that respect only. The man was walking quickly, his hands shoved in his pockets, seemingly unaware or at least undisturbed by my brother’s presence. He was dressed in what my brother described as ‘old-fashioned’ clothes. Who knows what strikes a kid as ‘old-fashioned’, although he did mention a rather formal suit with coat tails. The fact of a strange man walking through the house would have been odd enough, but the clincher is this: the man had no face!


  It wasn’t blown off or bloodied, or even a black hole, as you might imagine. He simply had no face, as if someone had taken an eraser to his flesh. Where a face should have been was an expanse of bare smooth skin. The man walked rapidly past my brother and out through a wall at the end of the hallway. My brother, who was a strangely stoic kid, didn’t start screaming hysterically or faint. He didn’t describe any goose bumps or cold chills, the way people typically do. He just went downstairs and told my parents. They brushed it off, and he kept it to himself for a while.


  When he told us again, years later, it disturbed me so much I had trouble sleeping. Lying awake in my nice safe, ghost-free bedroom, I couldn’t help thinking that I’d rather be in a home with no spirits than have all the rose-wallpapered bedrooms in the world.


  The woman who contributed that one has also contributed to many of the other chapters. She is by her own admission very sceptical, but firmly believes that certain things have no rational explanations. Apart from the fact that the kids said that they loved the house, there was an underlying feeling of something ‘weird’, especially in the child’s bedroom. The story that her brother related bears all the trade marks of a true experience, details remaining the same over time and the way he kept it to himself. Most tellers of untruths make a point of telling as many people as possible, and as his sister pointed out, he would often tell scary stories, but would admit their falsehood. The fact that the parents said they felt the house was creepy too, makes me wonder if they took their friends with them to see if they felt it too.


  Our next story is from woman who at the time was a teenage mother, married, but with very little financial resources:


  My Worst Experiences


  Well, now for my closest encounter of the terrifying kind. I was fifteen years old, married and pregnant at the time. I had just moved into a small white, framed house. My landlord was my dad’s co-worker/friend who just happened to live next door. At first, I thought something was wrong with my stove. Every time I would make chicken it would turn out looking very yellow. I have been cooking since I was four for a family of five so I knew it wasn’t my cooking! One day, upon making fried chicken, it again came out very yellow, so I decided to put it in the oven for a while to finish cooking it. When I removed it from the oven, it wasn’t yellow anymore, but green this time. Naturally, I thought it had to be the stove. So I threw it in the bin and we ate out. When we got back home, we watched some television before going to bed. Every night, actually in the early morning, I would be woken up by a chill or freezing breeze … only to find all four windows in our room wide open. I would wake my husband and ask him if he had opened the windows. He always said, ‘No’. So, not fully convinced that he didn’t have anything to do with it, I stayed awake all night, but still lying in bed. When suddenly, the windows flew open one at a time. I was so scared I decided I was going to sleep in the living-room. I convinced my husband to come with me and we closed our bedroom door. Several ‘suicidal’ thoughts raced through my head for some reason at this time.


  One terrifying night we were in the living-room watching television. I remember this night so well, because I was three months pregnant when I felt the twins kick me at the same time. I started crying and shaking uncontrollably then we both heard a loud BANG! It was the windows being forcibly opened, all at the same time. There was a very good breeze blowing the curtains like a flag on a pole in a wind storm. In my nursery I had a rabbit that had purple ears and red eyes. It never bothered me before. But when we got up to go to the room to see what had happened … I was literally crawling on the carpet because I could feel a very bad ‘presence’ the closer I got to the nursery. Still crying, shaking, and crawling, I entered the room on all fours. I was terrified at what I saw. The baby swing started swinging by itself and in it was my rabbit … eyes all aglow. The swing kept going faster and faster … I couldn’t move. Not even to blink. I felt something very, very bad in that house and when my husband came in there to check on me, he too was an all fours and shaking uncontrollably. When we were finally able to move, we trampled all over each other trying to get out of that room. We both ran outside as fast as we could. He pulled the car around and we immediately went to our preacher’s home to get help. Our preacher came and ‘cleansed’ our house, but it would take an army of men to get me back into that house!


  Another ‘Amityville’? I thought this story sounded rather far fetched at first. Then I read back more carefully: the main bad experience started after she felt her twins kick for the first time. She also mentioned feelings of suicidal thoughts after an earlier incident. Could this be a case of a spirit of a woman grieving for a lost child?


  I have to say, that I wouldn’t let anyone else choose a house for me to live in, but we do it all the time. To our children! We get married, get a home and then bring our new family up in a place that they didn’t choose for themselves. Many homes become active after the birth of a child. Do young children ‘free’ the memories held in their homes? My sister-in-law often reported strange shadows in her home, and a feeling of unease. These things only ever happened after nieces and nephews were in the house. My sister-in-law has no children. My husband and I stayed in her house one year while they were on holiday, house-sitting if you like. I was pregnant at the time and I also felt the same things as she did. She and I would often spend evenings chatting in her house, when our husbands were working nights, and she used to say that after I left she would hear creaks and see shadows. Was it the baby causing this or just me? After I had the baby and went to visit on my own, so to speak, nothing happened.


  Our next experience is from a young lady we will call Jan, who lived in a home that decided to show it’s true colours after she was born.


  Hauntings of an Old House


  For the first thirteen years of my life, I lived in a house that was a little over 100 years old. Of course I can’t remember anything from when I was very little, but as I got older I began to believe my house was haunted. I would hear the ‘classic haunting’ components like footsteps on the stairs and occasionally I would hear the heavy oak front door open and slam shut. I would always go down to see who had come in but could never see anyone there.


  When I moved down to the second floor, things got worse. The air would get thick and heavy, and I began to feel like someone was near me but there was no one there. There was one room that I was terrified of but I was never quite sure why. When my grandparents came to visit they had to sleep in that room because I had moved into the room they usually slept in. Well, my grandfather refused to go into that room. When my friends spent the night, they would sleep in the twin bed, but in the middle of the night they would get into my bed because they swore the hangers in my closet were incessantly rattling around. One morning, I awoke to find my heavy antique bureau vibrating. Everything on it was rattling quite loudly and so I ran from the room. Ten or so minutes later, I came back in to find it still rattling.


  The worst thing happened one day when I stayed home sick from school. I was in the hallway, and all of a sudden I went completely cold. I looked down the stairs but saw nothing. I was sure though, that someone was coming up the stairs. I could feel this presence go all the way up the stairs and stop in the middle of the hallway. I was terrified and I ran through some other connected rooms and made my way to the steps and got outside.


  I live in another house now and am happy to report no ghostly happenings. Several months ago, I was talking to my friend who had spent the night at that house. We were discussing it, and my friend asked me if I remembered the time we were in the kitchen and several of the cupboards opened by themselves. I told her that I remembered no such thing. She looked shocked and tried to give me details about it so I’d remember but I have no recollection of it. I often wonder what else I don’t remember.


  I will never go into that house again.


  Interesting to see that her friend said she had been there when an occurrence had happened, and that she didn’t remember it. I think if cupboard doors had started opening by themselves, I would have remembered it. Jan never did get an explanation from her parents, and I wonder if they will tell her about the strange happenings when she gets older.


  Only a small amount of children do pick up on psychic energy. By that I mean, they can translate the energy into something that is out of the ordinary. All children feel things, but most just pass them off as nothing, or if they do sense something, they stay quiet about it. There are only a minority that will tell adults and stand their ground as to what they have seen or felt. Every child has the ability to see, hear and feel things, but I think that the more psychically receptive they are, then the more the chances are that they will report their experiences to us. I suppose that a lot of it has to do with the child’s character.


  The next experience comes from a young lady from Canada:


  House on the Hill


  Being only seventeen in a small town, most people don’t take you seriously. Most adults here like to view teenagers as ‘punks’ and what not, so the only people that do take you seriously are your friends. Whenever I have people over to my house, somehow our conversation always veers towards ghosts and UFOs, since being in a small town, we take anything for entertainment. Ever since I was younger, I always believed in ghosts and supernatural beings, but since moving into my latest house I now know the truth.


  I didn’t really want to move into this house – it was old, and on top of a hill which I knew I would dread having to walk back up whenever I went downtown. The house needed a lot of work done to it, and my room was terribly decorated and small. I was kind of upset over this, and couldn’t wait to change everything about this ugly eighty-something-year-old house.


  The house knew I hated it, because I would tell it every time I had the chance. I would rip off wallpaper and call it names. I really don’t know why, I just didn’t have a good feeling about the house. It wasn’t until I was at home by myself when I started to realise strange things were starting to happen. Well, one day when I was by myself, I was in the shower washing my hair when I heard a male voice say my name from out in the hallway. Not thinking, I immediately answered ‘Yeah?’ thinking it was my mom’s boyfriend before realising that I was home alone. I then thought I was just being silly and went back to washing my hair. I was rinsing out the conditioner, and had my eyes shut tight when I felt a hand touch my back. I froze and kept my eyes shut in case I saw something I didn’t want to see. The hand went up my back and then yanked on my hair! I screamed and literally jumped out of the shower. I grabbed a towel and left the washroom to go to my room across the hall, but my door was shut even though I knew that I hadn’t closed it. I put my hand on the door knob, and as I opened the door, my radio turned on.


  Ever since that day, the only time I’ve noticed weird things is either when I am upstairs, or in the back room of the house. Here I see black shadow-like figures out of the corner of my eye, or I hear sounds like walking, or even just feel a presence. The televisions will just turn on or off, and it’s the same with the taps in the bathroom. The back room is where the computer is located, and sometimes I can see, in the screen, the shape of a man standing behind me. I sometimes smell the scent of a man’s cologne at times as well. It’s not just me who has encounters with this ‘man that lives at my house’, whom I call Gary – my mom has them as well.


  One day my mom was doing dishes, and was alone in the house. She told me that she had heard the back door open, and footsteps walk into the kitchen. She thought nothing of it, assuming that it was her boyfriend. The foot steps then walked right up behind her, and she said she felt an ice cold hand grab her hip. She then said, ‘Oh, hello honey,’ and turned around to no one was standing there. Even my animals have noticed Gary.


  Well they were just some of the weird things that happen around here, and actually, after some redecorating, this old house isn’t so bad after all, even with Gary around.


  I suppose Gary, just wanted to let them know he was around. All seems to have quietened down now … maybe he was lonely.


  Homes don’t have the monopoly on giving us bad feelings: hotels, villas, cabins and many other places we stay can do just that. In the next couple of stories, we see that even spending a great amount of money to stay in a ‘good’ place can give us more than our money’s worth.


  Creepy Motel


  A couple of years ago, my boyfriend, my two daughters, his daughter, and I went on vacation. We had been in southern California and decided to drive to Las Vegas. We left fairly late on a Friday evening and got stuck in the awful traffic headed to Las Vegas. We decided that we were too tired to continue on to Las Vegas that night, and so decided to find a motel and start early the next morning.


  We pulled into Baker, California and found a motel right off the freeway. It looked pretty run down, so we continued on through town to find a better one. All of the others had no vacancy, so we headed back to the first one.


  As we drove up towards our rooms, my eldest daughter, who was sixteen at the time, made a comment to the effect that it would be our luck if we got room number thirteen (we didn’t). I passed it off as a reaction to the run-down look to the place. My boyfriend and I took one room and the girls had the room next door. We helped the girls carry all their stuff into their room. My boyfriend’s daughter had been asleep in the car, and she never really woke up at all, just crawled into bed and went right to sleep. I got my girls settled and then went to my room.


  Immediately upon walking into my room, I felt like there was something in there, especially around the bathroom area. As I stood at the sink, I felt like there was someone right behind me, and I kept looking over my shoulder. Of course, no one was there. I hurried up and brushed my teeth because I really didn’t feel comfortable in that room at all. After I had been lying in bed, reading for a while, my youngest daughter, who was seven at the time, called me and begged to stay with me. She was feeling uncomfortable and couldn’t sleep. I went over there to try to get her settled down. I noticed that her room felt really creepy as well … as if someone was standing in it. The other two girls were asleep, and after unsuccessfully trying to get my little one to go back to bed, I brought her to my room with me. She refused to sleep in the other bed, which I thought was kind of odd because she’d never really been one of those kids who was afraid of the dark, or needed to sleep with me all the time. But she just absolutely couldn’t/wouldn’t do it.


  I was just dozing off to sleep when the phone rang again. It was my other daughter. She was asking if she could come sleep in our room. A sixteen-year-old wanting to sleep with her mom? She told me she had been woken up by someone violently shaking the foot of bed, as if someone had been bouncing it up and down as hard as they could. She was pretty freaked out about it, which I thought was kind of weird because we had lived in a haunted house for three years and she had never once complained about it even though she had had numerous experiences.


  There was quite an uproar for a while, because she refused to stay there, but I wouldn’t let her abandon my stepdaughter. We finally convinced my youngest to go back to sleep with her sister to ‘protect’ her. There were no further incidents that night, although both rooms continued to have that ‘creepy’ feel to them … even in the broad daylight of morning. I couldn’t even take a shower without feeling like I had to keep looking out to see if someone was there, because it sure felt like it.


  The funny thing was that neither my boyfriend or his daughter ever felt the least little bit uneasy there. But the other three of us sure didn’t forget that trip.


  Alice and her own family sensed the weirdness of the place, and were the only ones who experienced anything. Seems like the place was ‘destined’ for them:


  The Night at the Cabin


  About a year ago, my parents made a pretty big purchase of a cabin, for us to use as a vacation home. It cost them quite a bit, but they got it at a good price. There was only one thing about it that was strange: it felt weird. One Friday afternoon my parents, out of the blue, asked me if I wanted to go up to our cabin with a few of my friends the following day. I guess, my parents wanted some alone time. I was so excited, and the parents of all my friends agreed.


  Now the cabin happens to be almost in the middle of nowhere – the nearest town is about four or five miles away. My parents purchased it with some extra money a few years back. They purchased it from a man who seemed he wanted to get rid of it as fast as he could. My parents told me he looked rather spooked. They checked it out, and agreed that it was in pretty nice condition for a twenty-year-old cabin. They stayed in it for a few nights, and my mom said that she always felt presences and cold breezes every now and then. She said one night, when my dad went off to go get some movies for them to watch, she went into the bedroom and slept for a few minutes. She woke up and went into the kitchen to get herself a glass of water. As she was pouring it, she heard footsteps enter the house from upstairs. She heard walking around, and it sounded as though, whoever it was, was walking in circles or something. My mom was concerned so she yelled, ‘Honey?’ And then, the footsteps froze, and there was no more noises. She ran upstairs and looked around but saw nothing.


  Now my father isn’t one to play tricks – he’s the last one I’d suspect, and the same with my mom. It was winter time, so she inspected the floor for any melted snow or anything else. There was nothing. And when she looked outside the door, she saw only one track of footsteps that led to tyre marks from my dad. My dad came home a few minutes later, and my mom told him, but, of course, he said she was probably just imagining it. There was this other time, when my dad came upstairs to watch some television after my mom fell asleep. He said he sat down and couldn’t find the remote, he looked around the whole cabin for it. But when he came back, he saw it was on the arm rest, exactly where his arm was just moments before.


  Anyway, I didn’t tell any of my friends about my mom and dad’s experiences. They’d probably freak out and then wouldn’t want to come.


  Saturday came right around the corner, and next thing I knew, my dad was driving us up to the cabin with my three other friends. We were armed with lots of unhealthy food and snacks. My dad dropped us off and said, ‘Bye Summer, I’ll be back tomorrow at around three, now you all have fun!’ And he drove off. Me and my friends all picked our beds and started pigging out and watching some movies. It was around supper time when my friend Kayla asked me if I could make some supper. I threw some sandwiches together, and when I returned, all of the girls were gone. I knew they were hiding, so I started to search around. When I found them they were all freaked out for some reason. They all said that they saw something looking at them through the window. We were all scared then, so I locked all the doors and windows.


  After a while, we forgot all about it, and then started watching a scary movie. When it was finished, we all decided it was time to sleep. We were all sleeping downstairs, and when it was around two in the morning, I heard something upstairs. Everyone but me was asleep. I was shaking because I thought it was a freak or burglar or something. I woke up one of my friends, and she just told me to go back to sleep. I was still shivering but then, there was a huge thump and everyone woke up. We sat together for a few minutes, when we heard another huge thump. I built up enough courage to go upstairs and see what it was. When I went upstairs, all the lights were off as they were before. But the room felt very cold and I could see my breath as I was breathing. And then the whisper came, the whisper I will never ever forget, the few words that could have brought me to my feet. ‘Summer, I’m cold, is it over?’ The whisper I heard made me flash around. I flew over to the wall and snapped on the light. There was nothing there at all, except I heard the loud knock again. One of my friends from downstairs yelled, ‘Summer! Are you okay?’ I was too afraid to answer. I grabbed the nearest object and went behind the door. As I opened the door, I saw it was snowing outside. And when I looked down at the snow, there were no footprints. None that were fresh at least.


  I yelled for my friends to come up, and when I turned back around, I saw it. It was right there in the softly patted snow. The words ‘I’m cold’, looking as though made seconds ago, were written in the snow. You might have thought it was a prankster, but there were absolutely no footprints around it. It was impossible for anyone to write it like that, and in that short of time. I heard my friend coming up from behind me – I turned to look at her, but when I turned back again it was gone.


  We all called my dad and he came about an hour later, pretty angry. He asked me why we had him come pick us up but when I told him he just laughed and said we wouldn’t be staying back there in the cabin for a while. Believe it or not, it's all true.


  Who was telling Summer that they were cold? Was it the same ‘person’ that made the previous owner sell so hurriedly? Places in the remoter parts of the world often give us a feeling of fear, because most of us live in cities and towns, with neighbours close at hand. Being far from people can sometimes make our imagination play tricks on us, but all of the girls heard the loud knocks.


  Anyway, back to stories of houses that feel strange. Our next one is again from Canada, and it suggests that houses pick their ‘victims’:


  This House Tortured

  My Poor Daughter


  My family moved into an old house in 2000, which we rented from a family friend. As we were going for a walk around the house she told me that there was a friendly ghost who lived there and all he did was open or close the doors sometimes, and then she laughed. I shrugged it off.


  My daughter was two years old at the time. One day when she was playing in the kitchen she came running into the living-room where I was watching television. She covered her head with her blanket so I asked her what was wrong. She said, ‘There’s a man walking in the kitchen.’ Right at that exact moment my cupboard door banged shut. I froze with fear and our saga began.


  Many little things would happen. Such as, footsteps upstairs when no one was home, televisions changing channels or turning off completely, battery operated toys going off when no one was playing with them or even near them. No matter where I was in the house I always felt someone over my shoulder. Except the bathroom, but as soon as you opened the door it felt like someone was standing there waiting for you to come out.


  My daughter woke up one night and whispered my name. It was amazing that I even heard her because I was an extremely heavy sleeper and she slept on the upper floor of the house while my husband and I slept on the main level. I lay there for a minute and thought that maybe she was just talking in her sleep. Reluctantly, I decided to check on her and found her hiding under her blanket. I asked her what was wrong and she pointed behind me and told me there was someone standing behind me. I grabbed her, brought her downstairs, and realised she had a really bad fever. I think whatever was in her room was protecting her.


  We finally decided to move out after the night my daughter woke up with a blood-curdling scream. This was after we moved our two daughters into one room and we took the other room upstairs next to them (we did this because our daughter was having trouble getting up to go to the bathroom, she would always wet the bed). I ran into her room before I even realised what I was doing and ended up tripping over her bed. It had somehow moved to the middle of the room. I picked her up and brought her into my bedroom and she fell back asleep immediately. It was then that I thought it was really strange that no one else woke up to her screaming but left the matter until morning. I woke up around 6 am and went to the bathroom when my daughter asked me to hurry up and come back upstairs. When I asked why she said, ‘Because I don’t like that lady staring at me.’ I panicked, went and grabbed her and brought her downstairs. I asked her why she woke up screaming. She said, 'Because you put walls up around my bed.' I told her I didn’t, she said that daddy put walls up then. I told her this wasn’t true and she seemed to relax.


  When I talked to my husband later that day, I told him the story and said we were moving. I was not going to do this to my daughter anymore. Whatever was in her room that night was moving her bed around and obviously not allowing her to get off. We moved after that but of course more things happened in the house before we were able to actually leave for good. My bed would shake, my alarm clock would go off one hour before it was set, and my bedroom lamp went on and off whenever it wanted.


  Since we’ve moved, my daughter has not been afraid of her room at all. She wakes up in the middle of the night to go to the bathroom and she’ll play by herself. Every once in a while, we’ll drive by our old house and she’ll say she remembers that house. She doesn’t like it there. She doesn’t remember why but she’s glad we moved.


  Tanya’s case has quite a lot of the normal signs of spirits at work, but the incident with the bed is very unusual. I haven’t come across spirits putting up ‘walls’ before. Was the child merely half awake, and imagining the walls closing in? But, then the mother states that the bed was out in the middle of the floor and not in the usual position. Enough so that she tripped over it when entering the room. Is this a friendly spirit, putting up barriers to keep out one that could have harmed the child, or did the mother move the bed to clean, and simply forget to move it back? I’m not sure what to make of it, and try as I might, I can’t think of any incident that comes close to it either. So, I suppose we will have to leave it as unexplained.


  The next one is from Crystal who while only just out of her teens was a proud owner of her first home. She was happy with her home but things changed after her boyfriend’s three year old son began staying with them:


  Being a First-time Home Owner


  Being a twenty-year-old and buying my first house seemed like a great experience. It was a small house with two bedrooms and a back room that could be used as a bedroom or a study. We used it for both at one time or another. You had to go through this room to get to the one bathroom in the house. There was a nice size kitchen and a huge living-room with very tall ceilings and crown moulding. It was a pretty house and I was proud of myself for finding it.


  I was seeing a guy who had a three-year-old son at the time. Since then, life has changed and we have both moved on. I never really felt uneasy at the house until I had been there for a few months. After those few months and we were settled in, I couldn’t sleep in the house alone. If he was at work, I was awake. I just told myself that it was me being a chicken and that there was nothing to be worried about. I still couldn’t sleep.


  His son came to our house every other weekend and spent his time playing and doing what normal three-year-olds do. One evening his son came out of the bathroom and wouldn’t come any further. I told him to get to the kitchen as it was dinner time. The reply I received was ‘I can’t, the man won’t let me.’ And so it all began with ‘The Man’. Over time, the man came and went. His son talked about the man scaring him. He was a dark man. The man wouldn’t let him out of the room he was in. I always just blamed it on an over-active imagination. One evening while putting him to bed he told me that he had scared the man this time and he had gone away, so now he could go to sleep.


  Soon other things started happening. His father saw someone walk into his son’s room one evening when it was just the three of us in the house. When we checked, there was no one there. We had a friend who stayed with us for a few months. During the time he was there he saw many things. One evening he woke up to blue flames dancing up the walls. There were no lights on at the time. One night someone (something?) came into his room, turned down the radio that he slept with and sat on the side of the bed. The ‘someone’ then asked to borrow a CD. When he turned to answer him, no one was there and those in the house were all asleep.


  My wonderful haunted house went on like this for about a year. I made my now ex-boyfriend move out and the same day one of my best friends moved into the second bedroom. Here was a new person in the house with two kids of her own and new and exciting experiences about to happen. I never told her or her kids about ‘The Man’. I just assumed that since it was all the imagination of a three-year-old, that it was gone for good. I didn’t realise all of the vibes I had been picking up on this entire time were all real. I moved her in because I didn’t want to be there alone. When I was alone, I felt someone there with me, watching me. One bright sunny day, her oldest son, who was five at the time, started talking about the ‘Ugly man’. Oh great! I thought, here we go again. This time though, the man took a liking to her kids and would talk to them constantly. You would walk into their room and you would see the kids talking to the air. It was very disturbing. I still had a hard time sleeping in the house and one evening I went to my parents to get some rest. My friend and her oldest son were in my room watching the television since it was the only one hooked up at the time. Philip, her son was trying to watch the show, but kept looking to the side of the bed. ‘The Man’ was talking to him asking him if he wanted to play. He asked Philip if he wanted a carrot (strange, I know, but there is a reason). Philip said, ‘No, I don’t want a carrot – mommy do you want a carrot?’ My friend told him no and Philip relayed the message to the man. Then Philip stood up, looked behind the headboard of my bed and said, ‘Yep, there’s a carrot back there.’ My friend thought all of this was getting too strange and so she told her son if he told the man to shut up and leave him alone, he would go away. Philip did this and the next thing my friend knew, he was screaming and holding on to her for dear life. ‘That’s my mommy! Don’t hurt her!’ Needless to say, she had had enough and left my room for the evening.


  The next morning she told me of the events of the night and then she looked behind my bed. I had an Easter tree stored there that was in the shape of a carrot. As for me, I fell asleep one evening in my room with the door open while my friend was in the living-room chatting with friends on the computer. The door to my room led directly into the living-room so she could see me the whole time I was asleep. I came out of this sleep with my heart racing and screaming because I couldn’t catch my breath. Just then my friend walked in and asked what had been wrong. She had been trying to wake me earlier and couldn’t. She said it was as if I was fighting something with everything I had. I don’t remember any of that part, just waking up more scared than I had ever been before.


  She moved into her own apartment soon after that and I moved back in with my parent. Needless to say, I got rid of that house. I wonder who lives there now and if they have visits from ‘The Man’.


  From a pretty house that she was proud of, to a place she left, with no regret, to move back in with her parents. I wonder how long it would have taken for the strange happenings to start if there had been no children in the house. It seems that yet again children are the catalyst for inexplicable events. I came across a very interesting piece on children’s psychic ability recently; in the article it said that, the skull of a child does not completely harden until between the ages of eight and ten years, thus exposing the pineal gland (known widely as the Third Eye), to vast amounts of richly oxygenated blood. As a result the pineal gland is more active than it would in adults, whose skull are completely hardened. This would seem to add medical substantiation to my theory that all children have a psychic ability which tends to diminish after the age of seven. Obviously this isn’t conclusive, but it does show that the direction in which some medical researchers and psychiatrists are beginning to lean allows for the possibility of increased psychic ability in children.


  Here are the last of our experiences in this chapter. There are three in all. The first made me smile when I read its title:


  The Phantom Flusher


  From as long as I can remember, there was always something ‘off’ about my childhood home. Toilets would flush by themselves; beds would shake violently; phantom footsteps would run around in an upstairs bathroom; huge crashing noises would echoe through the house (but nothing was broken); my dog would continuously bark at something behind me that was not there. These occurrences were never accompanied with any malicious feelings. I always had a feeling that it was little boy and he was just trying to play. As a result of the constant flushing of the toilets, we nicknamed him the ‘Phantom Flusher’.


  However, there were times when the events got scary. One time in particular made me feel very uneasy about living in my house. It was a night of a summer storm – it was rainy and cold; which is very rare for where I grew up. I was fifteen and was baby-sitting two girls (thirteen and eleven) at my house, as both our parents had gone out together. At this point I have to give a quick explanation of my house. It has three floors: the bottom floor has the family room, computer room and bathroom. The second floor has the kitchen, living-room and dining-room. The trick about the second floor is that there are two doors that lead outside, that are almost side by side. The first door leads into the kitchen. The second door leads into the living-room, but is divided from the rest of the second floor by a wall. We only use this door on Halloween. The top floor has three bedrooms and a bathroom.


  The three of us were watching television downstairs in the family-room. We had been down there the entire night. It was getting really cold down there, so I started to go upstairs to the third floor to turn off the air conditioning. However, when I reached the second floor, I had to stop. It was freezing! I looked at the kitchen door – it was closed tightly. On a whim, I went around the wall to check the second door – it was wide open but still locked. This unnerved me quite a bit. I thought someone had got into the house. So I took the biggest knife I could find and searched all the upstairs rooms thoroughly. I found nothing. I figured the wind must have somehow opened the locked and never-used door.


  I was still unnerved though and told the girls that if they needed anything from upstairs to let me know and I would go and get it for them. About an hour later, the youngest girl was thirsty. I began to climb the stairs and once again, I was stopped in my tracks. I could hear running water. I looked into the kitchen – the taps were off. So I slowly went up to the bathroom. I walked inside and found that the sink had been plugged, the tap was on and there was water everywhere. I turned it off, threw some towels on the ground, grabbed the girls and went to a friend’s house until our parents arrived home. To this day, this event remains unexplainable to me – I was the only one who was upstairs that night – so who turned on the tap?


  This spirit appears to have the ability to move physical things, like flushing the toilet, turning on taps and even opening a door. The following story comes from Mike in London. I don’t know how psychic Mike’s wife is, but, she seems to pick up vibes pretty easily:


  Moving House


  My wife and I were fed up of living in a crummy three bedroom house and we wanted to move. We had found a nice four bedroom house in Kent with an acre of back garden. Anyway the moving truck got to our house and we loaded everything on to it. About an hour later we had finished and drove off to our new house.


  We got to our house and started to unload the truck. My wife was down in the basement and the moving people were at the top of the stairs. My wife was telling them where certain boxes went, such as ‘that box goes down here’ and ‘that one goes into the bedroom’ etc. She called one person and he climbed down the stairs and walked past her, he then put the box on the floor. My wife was doing something else and didn’t pay any attention. The guy put the box down on the floor and turned around and started walking towards the stairs but as he walked past my wife he said in a really scary voice ‘Leave this place’ and carried on walking up the stairs. My wife was so freaked out about what he said she went up the stairs and went to see the directing manager of the moving firm.


  My wife told him what had happened and the big boss asked my wife to describe what the man looked like. My wife said, ‘He was wearing a cap, and a white top, with a blue overall.’ The boss looked at my wife and said, ‘Sorry dear we have no one working for us that fits that description.’ My wife just said ‘oh’ and walked out.


  The next three years that we lived in that house were really scary. Loads of weird things happened. We found puddles of water on the floor by our bedroom and our ornaments kept moving around the house – weird things like that. Anyway my wife and I decided to move house so we found a house in Weybridge that we liked and we bought it. We started to pack our bags and my wife stopped and walked off. She opened the basement door, walked down to the bottom of the stairs and said ‘We are leaving. We have packed our bags and we are moving house.’ About three seconds later she smelled a nice breeze of freshly picked roses.


  My wife rang up the estate agents and asked if we could have a look at our new house the woman said, ‘Yeah sure, the family who live there now will let you in.’ My wife went round to the house and the old lady answered the door and said hello. My wife screamed: there was a man hanging from the ceiling – he was decapitated and there was blood everywhere. When the old women turned around it was gone.


  As you can guess, I don’t fully believe the end of the story, I think that she may have got cold feet about the place she was about to move to, and needed an excuse not to buy it. On the other hand, if it was completely true, then this couple seem to have a knack of finding haunted homes.


  The last one in this chapter is about one of those places that creeped us out as children. Our teller Zoya, heard so much about this old house, that she eventually plucked up the courage to check it out herself:


  The House


  When I was a little girl there was an old house not far from my own. It was a large house built just before the civil war. During the hot summer months my older brother and our cousins use to play near a creek that ran by the old house. Every time when they would return from playing near the house they would tell me chilling tales of the scary house. Some people have even said that the house was owned by a young family until it was forcibly taken over by soldiers and used as a hospital for the injured and the dying. One tale that made the hairs on my arm stand up was when my brother told me that he saw something moving and even looking out through a broken window.


  As I got older the stories died off but the curiosity of going into the house stayed with me. I felt drawn and even pulled to see things for myself. Then one hot summer afternoon I decided to go to the old house. It was as rundown and neglected as I remembered. I carefully walked towards the house. I noticed how untended the yard was. It was overgrown with weeds and vines that twisted and tangled across the ground. I pushed myself on towards the house and began to slowly walk up the wooden steps. They were broken and loose, and with every movement I made the steps would creak and crackle. I held onto the rails for support. They were once painted white but were now stained by the passing years.


  The paint from the rails flaked off into my hands. I took a deep breath and before me I saw a large wooden door. I reached with sweating hands for the blackened heavy metal door knob. It gave out a loud squeaking echo in the house. It was a wrenching sound you could almost feel deep inside of you. It alerted the ghost of my presence. My heart was now racing and I could feel the adrenaline running and dancing though my veins. I stood there for a few a seconds unable to move. My eyes began to move about the room. The ceilings were high but the windows felt hypnotizing. They were large, like eyes, watching you from inside. But you could barely look though the windows because of the dirt that covered them. The air smelled musty and stale. I began to wander around the old neglected house.


  Dust covered everything from the ragged draperies to the few bits of furniture that were broken and tossed about the rooms. But what caught my eye was an old wheelchair in a far corner of the room. It brought back all the blood curdling stories from when I was a little girl. I did not feel as if I was alone. The house had a presence of its own. But my curiosity was driving me on. I started up the stairs. The stairs were steep and narrow and the house creaked and echoed my footsteps. When I got to the top of the stairs I could see four rooms surrounding a small sitting area. I looked around taking in all the details from the peeling wallpaper to the mouldings that decorated the door frames. In the back of my mind I could see how this house must have looked before the war. I could picture children running up and down these stairs.


  At that moment I felt a cold breeze that made my skin crawl and the hairs on the back of neck stand up. Then I remembered the tales of the injured and dying soldiers. I began to feel uneasy and nervous. I noticed that it was getting late and I thought I better be going. I turned to go down the stairs, when up above me I could hear something being dragged and pulled across the floor. I hurried to the door but before I left I turned my head over to glance at the wheelchair in the far corner. To my surprise it was not there. Instead it was over by the window as if someone was sitting there to watch me leave. I then threw open the door and ran out and down the broken steps and towards the end of the yard onto the road. I looked back at the house. Now I, too, think I have seen something or someone moving in the windows and looking out at me.


  I ran home never again to return to that old house.


  There are many places that retain memories of wounded soldiers and perhaps this is one. Places where people have died from major traumas do seem to have their fair share of spirits. It is documented that spirits seem to stay in the place that they died – especially if it was sudden or a major trauma like murder, so I guess that last house must be home to more than one spirit.


  If you are about to go house hunting in the near future, I recommend that you take a child with you. If you don’t have one yourself, borrow one. You could save yourself a few scary experiences.


  9. TO BELIEVE OR NOT TO BELIEVE – THAT IS THE QUESTION


  SO, AS WE COME to the end, have you changed your views on the psychic phenomenon that we have examined here? There has been quite a lot to take in. From, babies communicating with their prospective parents to communicating with angels.


  How many times did you get the shivers while you were reading? Or, did you experience anything strange during the reading of the book? Did you become more aware of vivid dreams, and if you did, were they more frequent than usual? If you have found any of the above happening to you, then you have started to become more aware of your own psychic side. Will you take more notice of it in the future? Will you think twice before you dismiss things you can’t explain? Answer yes to either of the last questions and I have done what I set out to do – to make you think!


  The very act of thinking makes you look differently at things we usually accept without question. You begin to challenge ideas that you have never challenged before because you accept them as the way it is. Without asking questions, we cannot grow and develop to our fullest potential. The greatest discoveries man has ever made were the result of man challenging the norm, following a need to find out how things could be done that at the time would have seemed impossible.


  Until a few years ago I would never have believed the extent of the psychic ability I possess. I would never have dreamed that a baby I was carrying could show me what they would look like and give me insights into the future as Bobbin did when he showed himself to me and also told me of the impending arrival of his cousin. When we open our minds, and stop taking everything at face value, we begin to see how blinkered our perception of reality has been.


  Just to finish here are a few more very recent experiences:


  Wake Up!


  I wanted a baby very badly. I was having some ‘woman troubles’ and doubted whether I could ever have a child. My husband and I decided to stop using birth control and let whatever would happen, happen.


  It didn’t take a very long time to get pregnant. Early one morning as I slept, I was dreaming. Then suddenly in my dream, a loud, male voice spoke from behind me, ‘Wake up. You’re pregnant!’


  I woke up, startled. My husband was asleep. I went and got a pregnancy test, and sure enough, it was positive!


  My Baby’s Guardian Angel


  In Montana the winter mornings can be very cold – as was the case on this morning. I was taking my husband to work and brought our infant son with us. We were all bundled up and as we ran out to the car. I put our son in his infant carrier in the back passenger side, then got in the car and started on down the road. All of a sudden I got goose bumps all over my body. All the hair on my body rose on end and I heard very clearly, ‘Move the baby!’ I sat suddenly frozen, grabbed my husband's arm and told him to pull over. He looked over at me and continued driving and asked me why. I then felt the presence even stronger and heard, ‘NOW!’ I repeated with the same urgency to my husband, ‘NOW!’ He saw the look on my face and slammed on the brakes. I simply looked at him and said that I had to move the baby. He began to argue that it was very cold and that we did not have time because he would be late for work. I ignored him and got out of the car, put the baby in the front passenger seat and got in the back behind my husband.


  We then went on our way. Not more that five hundred yards from the spot that we stopped we came to an intersection. As we went through the intersection an old Bronco broad-sided our little two door car. The entire force of the bronco was concentrated right at the spot that the baby had been in. The window was shattered inward. The force of the Bronco was so strong that part of the Bronco’s bumper had torn away and stabbed right through the car at the spot that our son would have been. There was no damage in the front seat where the baby now sat – not even a shred of glass. I was tossed around and hurt my knee a little, but besides us being shaken up, no one was hurt at all. I realised then that there was a higher power looking out for the baby and as I stood in the middle of the street holding my baby I literally turned around to the presence that I could still feel looking over my shoulder and with tears in my eyes said thank you for saving his life.


  My Brother


  My brother died on 20 April 2003; it was Easter Sunday. He was riding his new crotch-rocket motorcycle and didn’t have his helmet on correctly. If he had had his helmet on right he would have walked away from the accident with a sprained ankle (always wear your helmet and wear it correctly, it will save your mother from worrying so much!) At the hospital my stepmother was saying goodbye to him and she said that she could feel him hugging her and saying, ‘I’m so sorry mom! I’m so sorry!’ See, he was actually my stepbrother, but we grew up together, so he was my brother.


  We have six kids in our family. I have one sister, two half brothers and two step brothers. After the funeral, it took me at least two weeks before it actually hit me that he was gone and I was devastated. It was the kind of grief that knocks you down and doesn’t let you up for a week. I was getting married in August and I was very sad that he wouldn’t be there. So I put his picture in my bouquet (I had the kind with the ribbon wrapped around the stems, he was wrapped in there, front row seat.) The day of my wedding I was thinking of him and all of a sudden I felt calm, like everything would be fine. As I walked down the aisle to my husband, I thought I saw someone out of the corner of eye. I turned my head, and there he was. He was as real as you and I and immediately I had tears in my eyes. He smiled and even though he was far away, he whispered in my ear, ‘Did you think I’d miss this?’ He stood there for another second and then he faded away.


  I cried through the entire ceremony. I was happy and sad – it was the perfect time for me to see him. I still see him, one of those out of the corner of your eye glimpses – you see him and then he’s gone when you turn you head. All of my brothers and sister have seen him. I think that he stops by to let us know he’s watching out for us. It was such a tragic way he died and we all took it really badly, but he let’s us know that he is just fine and that he’s still there. My niece who is nine months old will be sitting there by herself and all of a sudden she will start to laugh and stare at something. I truly believe that he is her guardian angel and will look out for her as he did for all of us. I miss him, but I know I will see him from time to time.


  Visited by an Angel


  Both my daughter and I have been working on improving our psychic abilities. She is fourteen and sees and hears spirits all the time. I had never managed to see of hear anything, but have had feelings and odd sensations from time to time. We had been working with Lynne on finding our guardian angels and the most amazing thing happened. I was sitting on the end of my daughter’s bed and asked to know who my angel was.


  I felt this wonderful warmth on my right shoulder, as though someone was standing with their hand on my shoulder. At that moment, my daughter said to me, ‘Mom, there is a huge angel behind you with his hand on your right shoulder.’ She described him as having a beard and dark hair and told me his name was Archangel Uriel. I nearly died of shock and so many emotions went through me that I was truly scared. The feeling of warmth on my shoulder stayed with me for a good while. It was the most exciting experience I had ever had and all from just asking to find out who my angel guide was.


  The last one was from a lady called Christa Benner who I have been working with for a very short time. Try the exercises in the book, Christa is proof that they do work.


  There are many more stories I could include here, but I think you will have made up your mind by now … so, do you believe in the psychic powers of children? Perhaps you will not be convinced until you experience them for yourself, but if you have children or are around children, this book will have increased your knowledge of the signs to watch out for and consequently you may not have to wait long to experience them first hand.
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