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The sand of the sea, the drops of rain, and the days of eternity – who can count them?

Apocrypha, Ecclesiasticus


Prologue

The Message

I am fortunate to have been born with the ability to receive and pass on messages from the spirit world. As you will discover as you read this book, we are all closer to that world than we can imagine. And we all have the ability to connect and feel their presence, to receive messages of our own.

During the course of my three decades as a medium I have been able to put thousands of people in contact with loved ones who have passed over to the other side. If I was asked to choose the most significant message I have received during that time, however, I would have no hesitation in choosing the one that was delivered to me when I was a ten-year-old boy. It changed the course of my life. Without it I might never have become a medium in the first place. Without it this book may never have been written.

It wasn’t the first time that I’d communicated with the spirit world. Far from it. I have a feeling my life had been leading up to that moment since I was very young.

According to my mother, my ability to connect with the other side had been apparent since I was a baby in my cot. She once told me a story about how, when I was only a few months old, she had walked into the bedroom to check on me one evening. In the beam of the night light she had seen me giggling away at a baby’s rattle suspended in mid air above the cot.

I have no memory of that. However, I do remember the moment, four years later, when I first got an inkling that I was able to sense things that other people couldn’t.

A friend had come round to visit my mum at our home in Sussex. I had never met the lady before but it was clear to me that she and my mum must have been very close for a long time, since before I was born.

I was brought up in that generation where, when your parents had visitors, children were expected to be seen and not heard. You were expected to play quietly while your parents were entertaining. So while the lady was in the house I did what all well-behaved four-year-olds did: I politely said hello then kept out of the way.

It was only when the lady had gone that I asked my mother about something that had been bothering me during the visit. ‘Mum, why was that lady ignoring the little boy with her?’ I wondered.

My mother looked at me, slightly mystified. ‘What are you talking about? She didn’t have a little boy with her,’ she said.

‘Yes, she did,’ I replied. ‘The little boy who kept tugging at her coat.’

‘What did he look like?’

‘He had really, really curly ginger hair.’

‘Don’t be silly.’

‘He did. And his name was John.’

She stopped and looked at me with a surprised expression for a moment then shook her head. ‘You can’t have seen a little boy.’

I knew what I had seen and wasn’t going to give in. ‘I did see him,’ I insisted. ‘He was with this lady and she wasn’t listening to him.’

My mother had a box of family photographs that she kept on top of a cupboard in the living room. Rather than arguing with me any more, she got it down and started rummaging through the photos. ‘Do you mean this little boy?’ she said, pulling out an old black and white image. It was a fading photograph of a curly-haired young child, no more than four or five years old.

‘Yes, that’s him, John.’

‘Darling, you can’t possibly have seen him,’ my mum said.

‘Why not?’ I asked, confused.

‘Because he died five years before you were born.’

From then on, both my mother and I understood that I had an ability to see things other people couldn’t. And we both understood that it was an ability that I had to use responsibly and discreetly. ‘You can always tell me, but sometimes it’s best not to tell other people you can see someone they can’t,’ she told me.

My mother never made too much of my ability. She never dismissed it. But she never made a fuss of it. Her attitude was that if it developed into something then it would develop into something. If it went away, it went away.

But, of course, it didn’t go away, quite the opposite in fact. I had many other experiences during my childhood. I often saw spirit children, for instance. But it was when I was ten that I went through the most powerful and life-changing spiritual encounter of all.

It happened late one night when my brother and I were staying with one set of our grandparents, my dad’s mother and father, a few miles away from our home in Sussex. Our parents were at Guy’s Hospital up in London, at the bedside of my maternal grandfather, Lawrie, who was gravely ill with cancer.

I was very close to my grandad Lawrie. He was a very quiet and shy man. He was blind in one eye and hunch-backed, and had spent his life working as a kitchen porter. Even though he did a simple job he was a highly intelligent man. He just wasn’t hugely ambitious. Even as a child, however, I knew that still waters ran deep.

My grandad was a kind and gentle man, but what I particularly liked about him was that he talked to me like an adult. He always used to refer to me as ‘Sonny Boy’. I always felt we had a special bond.

So I’d been very distressed by his illness. I’d been to see him while he was at a hospital in nearby Brighton and had been disturbed at how pale he looked. ‘Why is Grandad so white?’ I remember asking.

Since then, however, his condition had deteriorated and he’d been moved to Guy’s in London, where they specialised in treating terminally ill cancer patients. My mother and father had been called up to London to see him that night and had dropped us off with my other grandparents. They hadn’t told us how grave the situation was, although my mother’s rather sombre mood as she waved goodbye from the car should have told its own story.

Looking back, I think it must have been 11.30 to 11.45 p.m. when I woke up suddenly. I was sharing the large bed in the spare room with my brother, who was still sound asleep next to me.

As my eyes adjusted to the dim light I saw my grandad Lawrie. He was standing at the foot of the bed and was wearing a shirt and a cardigan and a pair of trousers. I was really pleased to see him, not least because he looked well. The awful whiteness I had seen when I’d last visited him in hospital had left his face.

‘Oh Grandad, you’re out of hospital,’ I said.

‘Yes, I’m out of hospital,’ he replied quietly.

‘Are you better now?’

‘Yes, I’m much better now. I am not going to be sick any more.’

As we chatted, my brother remained asleep, oblivious to what was happening.

As a young boy, I didn’t really know that much about cancer. At this point I think I really believed my parents had brought Grandad home and that he really had made some kind of miraculous recovery. Why wouldn’t I have thought that way? He was sitting there, chatting to me, after all.

‘Where’re Mummy and Daddy?’ I asked. ‘Oh, they’ll probably be along later,’ he said. ‘So why are you here?’

‘I’ve sort of come to say goodbye.’

‘Goodbye?’ I said, slightly confused now. ‘Won’t I see you again, then?’

He smiled. ‘Oh yes, you’ll see me again, Sonny Boy,’ he said. ‘But nobody else will.’

And then he faded away in front of me.

I was wide awake now so I went downstairs and found my other grandparents were still up. It must have been close to midnight. When I appeared at the foot of the stairs dressed in my pyjamas, my grandmother gave me a concerned look.

‘What’s the matter, darling?’ she asked. ‘Can’t sleep?’

‘No, I’m fine,’ I said. ‘I just came down to tell you that Grandad Lawrie came to say goodbye.’

They just looked at one another, the shock etched on their faces. ‘Don’t be so silly – go back to bed,’ my grandfather said after a moment or two, looking rather cross.

‘No, it’s true. He came and talked to me at the bottom of the bed. He told me he’s not going to be sick any more.’

‘Go back to bed,’ my grandfather said, shooing me back up the stairs. ‘Off you go!’

I slid back into bed and left my grandparents sitting up. As I lay there in the darkness, I knew exactly what I’d seen. I didn’t need them to believe me.

As it turned out, they had sensed that I was telling the truth. I learned later that my mother and father had arrived home in the very early hours of the morning. Soon after I’d gone back to bed, they had telephoned to tell them that my grandad had passed over.

My mother had been devastated when my grandmother told her that I already knew. ‘But we wanted to tell him,’ she’d said, assuming my grandparents had woken me to tell me the news.

My grandmother had to tell her the truth. ‘Oh no, we didn’t tell him,’ she said. ‘He told us.’

My grandfather was as good as his word. During the mourning period and his funeral I had no sense of him being near me. I know now that this was because I was upset and grieving at the loss of someone who had played such a huge part in my young life. He was also going through the period of adjustment that all spirits go through when they first cross over to the other side.

But as the pain faded and I began to remember him not with sadness but warmth he reappeared. Sometimes he would appear physically, at other times I would just be aware of his voice somewhere around me. Sometimes I would simply sense his kindly presence.

At first I didn’t quite believe it. ‘You can’t be dead. You are here. I can see you, hear you, feel your presence,’ I would say to him.

I didn’t yet grasp that dead was the wrong word to use. I didn’t yet understand that he was living another existence.

What was obvious to me, however, was that he was guiding me in some way.

I remember in the summer after he passed over I was walking home from school when I heard my grandfather’s voice talking to me, somewhere behind me. There was an ambulance travelling at speed along the road, clearly on its way to or from some sort of emergency. ‘Sonny Boy,’ he said. ‘See that ambulance – it’s for your mum. You’d better run home.’

Sure enough when I got home the ambulance was outside the house. My mum had slipped and injured herself. The ambulance had been called and she was being taken to hospital for checks. It was quite serious but she made a full recovery.

I was still a young boy but it was at this point that I thought there had to be a reason for this. ‘I am supposed to do something with this,’ I thought to myself.

Over the course of that summer holiday my life began to change. First of all we moved home, to the three-bedroom, semi-detached house where my mum and dad still live today.

My grandad visited me again shortly before we moved. I had been a bit apprehensive about the move. Children like their routine and I didn’t like the idea of having to change mine. Adding to my sense of foreboding, I was also about to start secondary school. My grandad told me that the house move and the change of school were going to be a big adventure for me. I was going to enjoy my new life. And so it proved.

I liked living at the new house and exploring the surrounding countryside. At my new school I quickly made new friends. It was a transforming moment in my life. I began to grow up.

As I did so, I felt more and more that there was a purpose to all this. I began to understand the reason why I could see and hear dead people. I was gifted with an ability to act as a medium, to translate and relay their thoughts and words, to help them communicate with people on this side of life.

So it was that in my teens I began to practise as a medium, communicating with other spirits at meetings and spiritualist church gatherings. When I was sixteen years old, I was taken to the Brighton Pavilion to see the late, great Doris Stokes, the woman who was the inspiration for me and every other modern psychic medium. I was fortunate enough to be invited backstage to meet her after the show. It was a big moment in my young life. From then on, the more I immersed myself in the mediumistic world, the more at home I felt there.

As I did so, my grandfather’s presence slowly began to fade. He would visit me occasionally and I was aware of being in his company every now and again. But by the time I started working in earnest as a medium, in my late teens, he wasn’t visiting any more. Our little chats had come to an end.

Once or twice I wondered whether this was because he didn’t approve of what I was doing. Deep down I didn’t believe that could be the case. After all, he was the one who had really opened the door to this new experience for me. I don’t know if it happened by chance or whether my grandad ‘organised’ it, but before those doubts could grow, an encounter with a relative at a family funeral put my mind at rest.

‘Hello, Colin,’ the elderly man said, approaching me at the cemetery. He introduced himself as a cousin several times removed. ‘You don’t know me but I knew your grandad Lawrie very well.’

‘Oh, yes,’ I said, a bit uneasily.

‘Yes. I know you’re doing a lot of work as a medium now. Did you know that Lawrie used to be very interested in spiritualism?’

‘No, I didn’t,’ I replied, slightly taken aback. It was the truth. We had talked a lot while he was alive, but Grandad had never mentioned anything about mediums, psychics, spiritualism or anything of that nature. I had no idea he had been actively interested.

‘Oh yes. He kept it pretty quiet. You know what he was like. But he was very keen on it. Read a lot about it too. I think he’d have been very proud of what you’re doing,’ my cousin assured me.

Any doubts I’d had about why my grandad’s presence had faded slipped away in an instant. I saw precisely what had happened. It wasn’t that my grandad didn’t approve of what I was doing. On the contrary. What I realised then was that, ever since that night when he’d passed over to the other side, my grandad had been trying to pass on a message to me. He had wanted to show me certain things, to explain certain truths to me. He had succeeded. Now, seeing that I was able to stand on my own two feet, he was going to leave me to act on that message. He had led me to the path my life was supposed to follow. It was now up to me to follow that path.

I still think of my grandfather regularly. Every now and again I will get the sense of his gentle presence somewhere around me. But I haven’t seen or heard him since those distant, youthful days. What is so wonderful about what he taught me is that I don’t miss him in the usual sense. I don’t need to see or hear him any more. I don’t need that sort of confirmation that he still exists. I simply know it.

The Message I received from my grandfather was the most significant and meaningful of my life. The truths it contained have guided me ever since.

He showed me that death is the greatest lie we are told. There is no such thing as death, only change. He showed me that the spirit world isn’t like they taught us in Sunday school. He showed me that heaven is something that is not far, far away. It is near and close. It is what some people would call a parallel world. It’s there and runs alongside us.

Most importantly of all, he showed me that while the end of his earthly life meant that he was separated from me, he was still around, still there for me to lean on when I needed him. And he showed me that if I carried on living my life with him in my mind and in my heart then he would always be there, ready to help and guide me.

Each of us faces the loss of a loved one at some time in our life. For most of us, it is the hardest thing we ever have to deal with emotionally. Whether it is the loss of a father or a friend, a mother or a brother, a son or a sister, it’s sometimes an overwhelming experience, a time when it feels like our world is coming to an end.

And yet it isn’t coming to an end. And nor is that of the one we have lost.

The loss of a loved one weakens us, but I believe it can make us stronger in the long term. I believe we can all give ourselves the hope and strength, not just to carry on with our earthly life, but to do so with a renewed sense of purpose and direction.

What is more, I believe that by continuing and growing within this earthly existence, we can all draw ourselves closer to the eternal life. We can all learn to keep those who have passed over to that parallel world near and close to ourselves. We can all understand the truth that my grandad passed on to me when I was a boy. We can all understand and receive the Message. This book will, I hope, show you how.


Introduction

Often, when I’m appearing at a live performance before large theatre audiences, locating the person with whom I am being asked to communicate by a spirit can be a slow process. It can take me a few minutes to make the connection, especially in larger venues, where there can be two thousand or more people gathered, some of them hidden high up in the balconies.

There were no such problems the night I felt the presence of a lady called Ruby during a performance in a theatre in the south of England. Almost immediately I mentioned the name, I saw an arm shooting up in the audience. I am always a little wary when I see someone react so quickly. Have they really heard enough information to be sure the connection is for them? Are they perhaps a little too eager to get a message from someone? But when I told the lady waving in the upper tier of the theatre that the woman communicating with me had beautiful, pale blue eyes she was even more convinced she knew who it was.

‘Yes. That’s my grandmother,’ she said with complete certainty.

She proved to be absolutely right. As the connection solidified, I sensed a very strong character was channelling a message through me. Ruby was a fighter. She had been very ill in her late sixties, I sensed, but she had seen off her illness and lived on well into her eighties. Her granddaughter, Sarah, confirmed this.

Ruby had passed over a couple of years earlier. During her earthly existence, she had been a woman who was fiercely independent, at least until the final few weeks of her life.

She also had a very modern sense of humour and was not easily shocked, as she proved as the reading progressed. Ruby was a very lively presence.

‘I’ve got to tell you that she’s very excited to be with you here tonight,’ I told Sarah, who was sitting with other members of her family.

Ruby had a few messages she needed to get across to her daughter and her family in general. The first was a request that the family put three holly wreaths – two large ones and a smaller one – on a trio of graves that Christmas. She told me that it was a tradition that, through no fault of the family, had lapsed since she had passed over.

‘She says it would be nice if you could start that again,’ I told them. Sarah nodded in agreement.

The two most important communications came after this, however. Sitting next to Sarah was her daughter. Ruby asked to speak to her as well. As she did so her sense of humour shone through. Ruby told me that she had seen her great-granddaughter looking at saucy underwear in a shop. ‘She is showing me something red and black,’ I told her.

At this the young lady burst into fits of hysterical laughter. ‘My boyfriend and I went to Ann Summers a few weeks ago,’ she admitted, giggling away. ‘We looked at this red and black basque.’

Unsurprisingly, this produced gales of laughter in the theatre. However, there was a serious point to this, I sensed.

‘She says you shouldn’t worry, our family has childbearing hips,’ I said. ‘Do you understand that?’

This produced quiet nods from both Sarah and her daughter.

‘Yes, we do,’ they confirmed.

Then Ruby said she had a specific message for Sarah. ‘To love once in your life is amazing, to love twice in your life means you are very blessed,’ I said to Sarah.

‘Yes,’ she said. ‘Thank you, Colin.’

Soon afterwards, a little reluctantly, Ruby faded away from me. The connection was over.

Afterwards, Sarah revealed that Ruby had died almost two years previously, during the Christmas holidays. She had Christmas dinner with the family but, being an independent spirit, had gone home. She had been found dead on Boxing Day, having suffered a massive heart attack. The thought that she had passed over on her own really devastated the family. Life had gone on for them. But they had never let their memories of their beloved nan fade. She remained in all their hearts.

It turned out that Sarah had come along for two very particular reasons. Her other daughter had been trying to conceive a child for a couple of years and was suffering from amongst other things a condition called endometriosis, which can stop the egg attaching itself to the side of the womb. The family was very worried that she might not be able to conceive. Sarah believed that Ruby’s message about the ‘childbearing hips’ was a message of comfort for the family. She was telling them not to worry about it. Nature would find a way.

The second message related to Sarah’s own life. She had recently settled into a serious relationship with a new man in her life. She didn’t spell out the details of what had happened in her previous relationship but it was clear that she had been badly burned and didn’t want to be burned again.

‘I wanted to know if I had made the right decision about my relationship,’ she said afterwards. ‘My nan answered both my questions.’

What was interesting about her was that she had visited another medium just days earlier. There too she’d been contacted by Ruby. On that occasion she’d been told that her nan had been standing next to her. She’d told her to fix her radiator, which had been leaking for two days. She also told her to check her boiler, which duly packed up shortly afterwards.

This lady clearly held her nan very close to her heart. She kept a photograph of her next to her bed. In the theatre tonight she was carrying a key ring with a photo of Ruby attached to it. The photograph was lovely and showed her at the centre of a family gathering, smiling radiantly.

I have chosen to begin this book with Ruby and Sarah not because the connection I made between them was particularly revealing. Compared to some of the many thousands of readings I have given during the thirty years I’ve been a medium, it was fairly undramatic. However, what was so wonderful about Sarah was the way that, in many ways, she summed up the Message I want to convey.

She and the rest of her family had clearly loved their grandmother very much. They had obviously been devastated by her loss and the manner in which she had passed over. I am sure there must have been some guilt over the way she had died on her own in the circumstances she did. But they had moved on with their lives. Sarah had found a new love in her life and her daughter was trying to have a baby.

And yet at the same time, Sarah and her family had always kept their nan in their minds and close to their hearts. They had acknowledged the sort of woman she was and how important she had been to her family. And as a result, Ruby had remained near, ready to guide them in times of need, as she had done that night.

Travelling around the world, I encounter many people who have this instinctive understanding of the Message. Without thinking about it or analysing it too much, they have lived their lives in a way that has kept them close to the spirit of the loved ones who have left this earthly existence. And they have been rewarded with a closeness and a connection that, at times, can seem almost as natural as those they have with relatives they ring on the telephone, or contact by text or email.

In many ways, connecting with the other side is a communication skill to be learned. In the same way that we can feel the presence of those close to us on this earthly plane by picking up the phone or sitting at the computer and sending them an email, it is possible to receive – and send – messages to the other side. The key to it lies in how we live our lives after those loved ones leave this earthly existence. This is the Message I want to convey in this book.

This book is divided into seven parts, beginning with the acknowledgement of our grief when a loved one passes over, and moving on to a place where we can experience the continuing connection with our loved ones ourselves. Each part is designed as an important step along the way on the journey from pain and loss to hope and healing. Dealing with and moving on from the death of a loved one can be a difficult and, at times, an overwhelming process. But we can all heal ourselves and forge ahead in life with a renewed sense of direction and purpose. And by doing so we can make those who have passed over feel closer to us rather than farther away.


PART ONE

Acknowledgement

Only by acknowledging them, can you move on.

And only by moving on can you discover them again.



 

A New Existence

When someone passes over they begin a new existence. They leave behind the earthly life and enter the spirit world.

Yet they are not the only ones for whom a new existence is beginning.

The first thing we need to understand is that when we lose someone important in our lives, we are turning the pages of a new chapter in the story of our own existence as well.

Passing through this phase of our life isn’t going to be easy. It is going to be a very intense time. We are going to experience very powerful feelings, emotions and thoughts. It is, at times, going to feel overwhelming. But we must understand this: it is only one part of our existence, one stage of our life experience. It is only a part of the big picture.

It is vital that, at this early stage, we understand that there is great purpose in why we feel things emotionally and intellectually during this stage of our existence. It is a crucial and natural part of our development as human beings. We must also understand that we are going to view the world very differently from now on.

Again, our earthly experience is going to mirror the one our loved one is going through in the spirit dimension. When we pass over into the spirit dimension, our personality doesn’t change and our character doesn’t change. What does change is the way we sense and experience the emotions and thought processes. We are existing on a higher, faster, lighter plane. We evolve.

In many senses, the same applies here in our earthly existence. When we go through a major bereavement, when someone very important to us passes over, our way of interpreting and feeling the earthly world around us changes fundamentally. People who are dealing with someone’s passing often say the world feels like a different place now that they aren’t here. Well, that’s true. It is a different world because we are seeing and experiencing it differently.

One of the best ways of understanding how we experience this different form of existence is to think back to our childhoods. Try to imagine how you thought about things when you were a child. Picture, if you can, how you felt about your mother or your siblings. Try to see in your mind’s eye how you viewed the world around you. It was a very different perspective, wasn’t it? It seemed a very different place. You didn’t see anything in the same context as you do today, did you?

It is the same now. You are still the same person, of course. But your emotions, feelings and thoughts bear no comparison to those you felt when you were as a child. You’ve evolved, you’ve grown, you’ve become something more. But fundamentally you’re still the same person.

This is how I try to encourage people to think. Life has moved on for us as it has for those who have passed over. They too are experiencing their new existence in a way that is different from the one they knew here on the earthly plane. We must all move on in this new existence.

*

When I begin to feel the presence of someone on the spirit side trying to make a connection, my head can initially be filled with a bewildering jumble of sights, sounds and thoughts – even smells. It invariably takes a while for me to form a clear picture of who and what I am being shown. So it proved with this lady as she came through to me one evening. At first I had the impression that she had taken her own life. But as the barrage of information she was showing me began to become clearer, I understood that she had in fact chosen to slip away from life, as a great many elderly and very sick people so often do.

It was clear that she had been very ill throughout her final days. My mind was filled with images of bottles of drugs, kaolin and morphine, in particular. I could sense her almost secretly drinking the kaolin and morphine, against all her doctor’s and family’s wishes. I got the sense that she had been a rather sad and depressed lady towards the end. I began to form an image of someone who had been restless to leave this earthly life, someone who wanted to get over to the other side.

I managed to connect her to a lady in the audience who turned out to be one of her daughters. She confirmed the details I’d relayed so far. She explained that she and her mum had been due to fly off on holiday together. However, the lady had died quite suddenly and unexpectedly the day before they were due to travel.

Her mother was anxious to apologise for this. ‘She says she gave up and she’s sorry about that,’ I said. Her daughter accepted the apology, quietly nodding.

As the connection continued, the lady showed me why it was that she had been so keen to pass over. She had never recovered from the loss of her husband. ‘The day they took my fella away in a box my life over there ended,’ she said.

‘That’s very true,’ her daughter said, holding back tears now. Her mother’s main message, however, was that her daughter shouldn’t be worrying about her. She wanted her to know that her existence was continuing on the spirit side. Not just that, it was a happier existence than she’d had on this side during her final months.

She did not mention her husband. I sensed that her passing was still quite recent and it may well have been that they hadn’t been re-united as yet. She was still passing through the period of adjustment our loved ones seem to go through when they pass over.

But it was clear that she was relishing her existence on the other side, not least because she had completely recovered her personality. As her daughter listened to her talking through me, I could see the smile spreading across her face as she too recognised this. This was the mother she remembered from earlier in her earthly life, not the rather sombre person she had known at the end of her days here. Her mother had got her sense of humour back. She was her old self again.

She was even able to get an answer to a question that had been worrying her. Her family had been squabbling over the wedding ring her mother had left behind. The lady told her daughter to go to a favourite bridge of theirs and toss it into the water below. This made her laugh out loud. She promised to do it, however.

By the time the connection came to an end her mother had brought a huge smile to the lady’s face.
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