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Introduction

I believe everybody is psychic. We all use hunches and draw upon intuition to guide us when we are making difficult decisions or wanting to change direction in life. The extent to which we remain blessed with psychic abilities depends on whether we continue to draw upon this talent.

   I believe I was born to be a psychic medium – that this was my destiny, and why I was granted the blessing of so many extraordinary experiences of the paranormal from childhood onwards.

   From the moment I first realised that life is eternal and that it is possible to see, hear and speak to the dead, I was determined to embark upon the course of becoming a medium, and I have never looked back. I love my work and I am thrilled to have this opportunity to relate my experiences and to answer the kind of questions I am asked almost on a daily basis.

   ‘What happens to us when we die?’

   ‘What happens to animals when they die?’

   ‘How can spirits communicate with us?’

   ‘What is a ghost and what is a poltergeist?’

   ‘Do evil spirits exist?’

   ‘Is there a good way to die?’

   ‘How can we prepare ourselves for death?’

   The answers to these questions which, sooner or later, haunt us all, will be found in the pages of this book. But let me begin by explaining the work of a medium.

   A medium’s role is to offer evidence to the living that our spirit and our human personality survive after death. Mediums usually communicate through seeing, feeling and hearing the spirits that gather around them, and what results from this is often demonstrated in a ‘one-to-one sitting’ or public demonstration. A medium is usually able to give a description of the spirit and provide details of how they passed on, along with other personal information and messages that confirm their identity.

   All mediums are psychic, but not all psychics are mediums.

   Psychics are very sensitive to energies that emanate from their surroundings, and they are also able to tune into people’s auras – the distinctive air or quality that is characteristic of an individual. From these, they access information about the person’s physical, mental, emotional and spiritual state, and can offer advice and guidance about problems or when the person is in doubt about the best course of action to take.

   I feel I have been blessed. Never having felt the need to attach myself to any one particular faith or set of religious beliefs, I have had the freedom to study and take elements from different religions. I believe in the world of spirit and I have had many personal experiences that have shown me that our loved ones live on and sometimes wish to communicate with us. I also believe in reincarnation and have been granted several glimpses – visions – of my former lives. Eternity is not something that begins after we are dead, it is going on all the time. We are living in it right now.

   I also believe in the law of karma – natural law – which means that I accept that how we choose to live in any one lifetime determines the circumstances that we are born into next time round. In simple terms, ‘good’ behaviour reaps one set of circumstances, ‘bad’ behaviour another. But I do not see karma, the sum of a human being’s actions carried forward from one life to the next and resulting in an improved or worsened state, as an act of Divine Will, retribution or recompense. It simply means that each lifetime presents us with opportunities that enable us, if we rise to the challenge, to come closer to achieving our full potential – and happiness. If, however, we avoid what we need to learn, or run away from the opportunity to deal with a particular set of circumstances or a problem, these will go on re-presenting themselves, life after life, until we do face up to them. There is, in other words, no escape from karma! Any one lifetime, it seems to me, is rather like a board game in which we can go several steps forward or several steps back, but practice makes perfect!

   I believe that we are all born intuitive, and that if we remain open, able to give expression to our emotions and sufficiently sensitive to feel for others, then we can all connect with the spirits around us.

   Despite our natural ability to do this, however, only a few people feel inspired to take this particular path, and those that do discover that the work of a psychic medium requires a life of quiet reflection and a special kind of listening and devotion. ‘What do you want, Spirit? What can I do for you?’ becomes the order of the day. Yet, although a life of service is required, this is not a burden. We are blessed with the knowledge that the work we are doing is for the greater good; it is so rewarding to put those in need in touch with their loved ones, and to realise that this is a life-enhancing and belief-changing experience for so many.

   The first requirement for becoming a psychic medium is the willingness to respond to the ‘calling’, that quiet voice within, and then to embark upon a vocation to bring the knowledge that there is life after death to others.

   My spiritual journey began when I was sixteen. I still have much to learn and far to go, but however many days and nights I have left in this lifetime, my chief desire is to go on working as a psychic medium. I cannot think of a better way to spend my allotted time. All I want to do is spread the good news that, although our physical bodies may cease to function and our footprints disappear from the sand, our laughter no longer ripple and our tears leave no stain, there is nothing to fear in death. Something beautiful remains. We are not ‘lost’ and we do not ‘lose’ our loved ones. Life is eternal, and any one moment of life or death is but one moment that, in truth, stands still forever.



Tony Stockwell

Essex, 2004


1

Beginnings

I was standing in the middle of a battlefield. Wherever I looked there were bodies lying around, and the sound of the machine-gun fire, blood-curdling screams and groans was deafening. Some of the casualties were lying face-down on the tarmac; others, their eyes wide open, were gazing unseeingly at the sky; still more were crawling about on their knees or bellies. Bullets were ricocheting around the enclosed area, with its prefabricated buildings, and those who had just ‘bought it’ in the latest volley of gun fire were sinking slowly to the ground before rolling over and becoming yet another casualty of the war.

   ‘NO!’

   The voice that rang out above the noise was that of a seven-year-old child. Dressed in a black anorak and long charcoal-grey trousers, I had just experienced a vision in the school playground that I had to pass on.

   ‘No – you can’t be dead,’ I cried out to my young classmates. ‘You can’t be dead.’

   I knew the rules of this game, knew that when somebody aimed their fingers at you and muttered ‘ak-ak-ak’ or ‘rata-tat-tat’ and yelled ‘You’re dead’, you had to go into instant death-throe mode, clutch at your throat or your chest, sink slowly to the ground and remain lying down until the school bell rang. I knew I was spoiling the fun, that my classmates would all think – and doubtless say – ‘You’re mad, Tony’, but I didn’t care. I had been stopped in my tracks, frozen to the spot by the images in my mind, and more than anything else in the world I wanted these kids pretending to be dead to listen to me, to open their eyes, get up and understand that they couldn’t die, that they could never die. I wanted them to know that what I had just seen in the vision was that we were all, each and everyone of us, eternal.

   ‘You can’t be dead,’ I repeated over and over again, running frantically from one body to the next, shaking them by the shoulders. ‘You can’t be dead because we can’t die – not now, not ever.’

   ‘Shurrup’, ‘Sod off’, ‘Clear off’, was the response to my first attempt to pass on a message from the spirit world!

   Twenty-seven years later, I found myself in the middle of yet another battlefield. Surrounded by a camera crew, I was standing on a wild, rugged moor near Inverness in North Scotland. Here, in 1746, English militia under the command of Prince William, the obese Duke of Cumberland, had cut Bonnie Prince Charlie’s Jacobites to shreds in what became known as the Battle of Culloden, one of the bloodiest battles ever fought. The night after the massacre, grieving wives and mothers, their shawls pulled tightly around their stooped shoulders, had stood wailing by the corpses of their loved ones.

   In 2003, having been a medium for nearly fifteen years, I was on the moor filming for a television series entitled Psychic School. During a break in the shooting, which was taking place at midnight, I was suddenly overcome by an intense feeling that something, somebody, was tugging at my sleeve, determined to pull me further afield. Standing there, armed only with a small torch and aware that a heavy mist was settling in, the last thing I wanted to do was break away from the comforting presence of the group and move a hundred metres or so on to the pitch black, cold, misty moor, but I knew that scared though I was, there was something for me to do there; it was imperative that I should open up my psychic vision and become receptive.

   For a few moments, although I felt a great chill encircling me, all seemed normal. Seconds later, all this changed. Suddenly, without warning, I was hurtled back to 1746, where foot soldiers, spurred on by the solemn beat of kettledrums, their regimental banners waving in the wind, were marching into battle. The sound of metal against metal as highlanders carrying broadswords and heavy studded shields struck terror into the English troops, was deafening, and the sound of cannon fire, drums beating, pipes playing and trumpets sounding was fearsome. With every new round of cannonade, thick black smoke billowed up in the air.

   For what seemed like an eternity I was rooted to the spot, while all around me injured and dying men, Scotland’s finest and bravest, some still clutching their shields and swords or muskets and powder horns, were being trampled deeper and deeper into the blood-soaked heather by those who were still advancing. Then, as I stood there, I sensed a presence just to the left of me and, looking into my mind’s eye, I came face to face with a scruffy youth aged about sixteen. He had long, straggly ginger hair, was wearing a mud-splattered kilt, was shivering from the cold and was obviously petrified.

   ‘Hallo,’ he said, breathlessly. ‘My name is Andrew.’

   Shocked by the suddenness of his appearance, I somehow managed to answer, ‘What have you come for? What do you want me to see?’

   ‘Let me show you how I died,’ he replied.

   ‘I don’t want to do this,’ I thought, panicked, but the next moment I felt Andrew enter my body and I knew that I had to do as he bid and experience his last moments.

   In truth I knew I was still rooted to the same spot, but I also knew that with nowhere to hide, with no safe refuge for man or beast on that savage moor, I was running – running as fast as my legs could carry me across the rain-sodden heather.

   ‘Where’s my father? Where’s my father?’ Andrew kept crying out, and I understood then that in the midst of that terrible battle this terrified youth had become separated from his father and, after his own death, had become emotionally, spiritually trapped in that place.

   Moments later, now terror stricken myself, I became aware that there was a warrior directly behind me. Andrew was done for and I knew it. Weighed down by the heaviness of his wet clothes and drenched in his fear and sweat, I felt the man’s breath on the nape of my neck, then as a hand grasped me by the shoulder and wrenched me to a halt, a lethally sharp blade slit my throat. The next moment Andrew had collapsed on to the earth, was lying face-down on the heather, choking on his own blood.

   ‘Please,’ I cried out to my spirit guides and to the Great Spirit, ‘please release this boy from this place.’

   My hands must have been outstretched and open because I felt someone lightly touch my palms.

   ‘Andrew, go forward,’ I cried, knowing it was my role as he lay dying to lift him up, release him, and help to send his spirit up into the light. ‘Go into the light and be whole now.’

   The next moment I felt that he had gone, had been rescued, and then there was nothing but a feeling of total exhaustion, of being utterly drained.

   Seconds later, my eyes still closed, I became aware of total silence all around me. I was Tony Stockwell again. Opening my eyes, I peered into the mist, thinking, ‘Oh God, where am I? What am I doing?’ Then, as I came round, I realised it had been such a real experience that I was actually lying flat on my stomach on the heather, soaked to the skin.

   My dying for Andrew wasn’t a painful sensation, but it contained the memory of pain, rather like when you cut your finger. After a few days the actual physical pain has gone, but you can clearly remember how the pain felt.

   I had just performed what is known in the psychic world as a spirit rescue, and having waited a moment or two longer, I got up, brushed myself down and walked slowly back to where I had left the camera crew.

   ‘Tony!’ a member of the crew exclaimed, relieved to see me appear out of the mist. ‘Where did you go? What happened? We couldn’t see you anywhere.’

   ‘Give me a moment,’ I replied, ‘then I’ll record what I have just experienced on camera.’



Most people, I know, would consider the two events I have just described as strange, horrendous experiences. Many, I know, would mutter, ‘We’ve got a right one here.’ Others of a more charitable ilk might wonder if being at the receiving end of such heart-rending paranormal experiences would turn any normal person into somebody who needed psychiatric help. But I can only testify that I have never been left unbalanced by the paranormal events that have touched my life.

   Even as a child, I somehow always knew I was different. Yet I was not the proverbial seventh son of a seventh son, the person who is said to be most likely to have unique gifts as a medium and be able to act as an intermediary between those who have gone on to the spirit world and those who are still in this world. My beginnings could not have been more ordinary.

   Born in Walthamstow, East London, on 20 February 1969, the year now remembered for Concorde making its supersonic maiden flight and Neil Armstrong becoming the first man to walk on the moon, I couldn’t have wished for better or more loving parents. My mum, Pat, who was born in the East End of London, met my dad, Keith, who was also born in East London, at a local youth club when she was thirteen and he was fifteen. For them it really was young love, and Mum, completely smitten by my dad’s good looks, lied about her age so that she and Dad could start going out together. Engaged at sixteen and married at eighteen, she had my sister, Lorraine, in 1966, and I came along when Mum was twenty-three.

   Physically, I’m a patchwork of both of them. Dad, like me, is pale skinned and blond – although his beard is greyish now. A painter and decorator, he’s a very fit East End barrow-boy, a salt-of-the-earth type of feller who has no airs and graces. Very street-wise, he fancies himself as a bit of a comedian. His humour can be rather sarcastic and even cutting at times, but he never means to be unkind.

   A very glamorous fifty-something, my mum used to be a hairdresser but now works in a motel on Canvey Island, Essex, where I spent most of my childhood and early youth.

   Theirs has always been a very happy marriage, and Dad, rather embarrassingly, has this habit of looking at my mum and saying, ‘Your mum is so beautiful. Just look at your mum, Tony. Isn’t she beautiful?’

   Embarrassment to one side, I can only agree! She’s lovely.

   It’s been great for me having such firm foundations. They’ve been really good, fun-loving parents, and the happiness they found in their marriage has certainly taught me a great deal about how to appreciate and get on with other people.

   I spent my young childhood in Walthamstow, then when I was four, we moved to Canvey Island, thirty miles east of London, on the Essex coast, where my maternal great granddad had once owned a big boat and some land on ‘the point’ by the sea.

   When we first moved to the island, we lived in a semi-detached house in Urmond Road where we stayed until I was fourteen.

   It was while we were living there that I had one of my first paranormal experiences. In the early hours of the morning, when the house was in total darkness, I awoke to the sound of a woman’s voice calling my name.

   ‘T-o-n-y . . . T-o-n-y . . .’

   As I lay there listening, I could not work out where this strange voice was coming from. Sometimes it seemed to be in the hallway just outside my bedroom; at other times it was very close, right by my left ear. Then, as the voice started to move around the room and out into the hall, fear got the better of me. Springing out of bed, I made a dash for safety across the hall into my parents’ room.

   Having climbed into bed with Mum and Dad, who were fast asleep, I lay there sandwiched between them. Slowly, as I began to feel more secure, I found the courage to raise my head and peer out into the hall through the crack in the open bedroom door. The voice was no longer calling me, but I was in for another shock. Staring straight at me through the banisters was the face of a young, dark-skinned woman, with the hood of a black cape pulled over her head. Absolutely petrified, I sank back under the sheets.

   ‘Please God,’ I murmured, ‘make her go away.’ I really wanted this woman, who I somehow knew was not of this world, to leave the house.

   To this day, I have no idea who she was or why she was calling my name, and I never saw her again. She might just have been a spirit who was wandering around the neighbourhood. She might have heard other spirits talking about a boy who was receptive to spirits, but who was still very young. Perhaps she was just in a playful mood and felt like being mischievous. I shall never know.

   We moved house several times after this and eventually ended up in Thorney Bay Road, where, joy of joy, we lived right opposite the sea.

   The sea has always been very important to me, and even when we lived in flats or houses that didn’t have a view of it, I’d always find my way to the seashore – or to the lake that is in the middle of the island. Water, whether it’s in a garden pond, stream or lake, has a tremendous draw for me, but the sea is my passion.

   I always thought Canvey Island was a very special place to live and grow up in, and I was always conscious that it was a place with a history. Even as a child, when I was wandering about the island on my own, I often caught fleeting images of people from a past age walking ahead or alongside me. I never questioned what I was seeing, or ever thought that this was strange in any way. I just accepted that it was happening and they were there. The ordinary houses and the streets would disappear before my eyes and, in their place, marshland occupied by people I now know to be Anglo-Saxons would appear. Sometimes, too, as I looked out to sea, I would catch the outlines of huge old sailing ships drifting past just offshore.

   Looking back, I have no way of knowing whether these childhood experiences were created by my vivid imagination, or whether they were the first rich pickings of a person destined to be a psychic/medium.

   We were a working-class family who never had any money to spare, yet I never felt deprived. My mum didn’t tell me until quite recently that times were so hard for her and Dad that she often went without dinners in order to feed Lorraine and me. As we got older, though, my father got better jobs and my mother continued to work, so things did get easier, but we never had any money left over for luxuries. When we went on holiday, we nearly always went to my nan Kathleen’s caravan at Maldon, Essex, which was not very far from home, but I really enjoyed going there.

   When I was six years old, my dad gave me a fright that could have scarred me for life. Having just sold his car, he drove it to the forecourt of the secondhand car dealer and parked it. Unbelievable though this may sound, in the midst of all the excitement he forgot that I was in the car, spreadeagled on the back seat, and got out and trotted off home without me. It wasn’t until Mum returned from work and said, ‘Where’s Tony?’ that he remembered me.

   Mortified, he ran hell-for-leather back to the car, where I, having been abandoned for over two hours, was sitting bored out of my mind, my nose pressed up against the window pane, crying my eyes out. I guess it says something about me that, despite my anxiety attack after an hour or so of waiting for Dad to return, I had not even attempted to get out of the car. I can only imagine how the new owners would have felt had they come to collect the car and spotted the ‘extra’ that came along with it!

   My dad was never allowed to forget his oversight. ‘What kind of man is it’, my mum used to joke, ‘who tries to sell his only son along with his car?’

   My first experience of illness and death was when I was seven. My granddad, Mum’s dad, Bert, was a lovely gentleman, a very proud man who had been in the RAF. Always immaculately turned out, his shoes so polished you could see your face in them, he had a tiny Clark Gable moustache. In his younger days he had been a champion ballroom dancer, and whenever we visited him as a family, he would be sitting in his old brown leather armchair listening to Latin American music. Sometimes he had large headphones on, which Nan made him wear because she didn’t like the music, and he’d be tapping his fingers and drumming his feet to the rhythm. When he left the RAF he made his living making sidecars for motorbikes and, given what happened to him, asbestos must have been used in their manufacture.

   Ever since I could remember, Granddad had been breathless, but as a kid you don’t take much notice of such things. One day, however, I was out in the car with him on a beautiful, sunny July afternoon, when I noticed that he was having great difficulty breathing.

   ‘Granddad,’ I said, displaying a wisdom greater than my years, ‘you’re not breathing properly. You should go to the doctor.’

   ‘I’ve been to the doctor,’ he replied, gently.

   ‘And has he given you any medicine?’ I asked.

   He didn’t reply, and to my surprise, when I next looked at him, I could see tears rolling down his cheeks. I was really upset, couldn’t think what I had said or done to upset him, but once he had recovered, he managed to put everything right by saying, ‘D’you fancy fish ‘n chips and an ice-cream?’

   I know now, of course, that he knew he was dying of asbestosis, the terrible lung disease that’s caused by breathing in asbestos dust, but he just couldn’t tell a seven-year-old boy.

   Just before he died three months later, in October of that year, a time when everybody was talking about Christmas presents and the festivities, he asked to see me. When I arrived at his home, which was my nan’s pride and joy because she was always winning first prize for the magnificent display of flowers in her front garden, there he was lying in bed, an oxygen mask on his face. The curtains were drawn, but there was sufficient light for me to see that he was very weak, hardly able to lift a finger or speak, but he was determined, however long it took, to manage a few words.

   ‘What . . . do . . . you . . . want . . . for Christmas?’ he asked.

   ‘Hm? What do I want?’ I remember thinking, then, inspired, I said, ‘I know, Granddad. I want a watch.’

   Having heard this, he smiled and tried to raise his hand and remove his watch from his wrist. It was a beautiful, solid gold watch, presented to him as a retirement present by his employer. As he struggled to pull it off, my mum and my nan, seeing how much discomfort this was causing him, begged him not to struggle any more.

   I am left with such a strong vision of standing at the foot of the bed, watching my granddad, who was all skin and bone at this stage, struggling to take off his watch and give it to me for my Christmas present. He could hardly move, could hardly catch his breath, but he wanted to do it himself and tried so hard before having to give up. That was one of the saddest moments of my childhood.

   Later, I learned that just before he died, he made Nan and Mum promise that when he was gone, I would have the watch, and that’s what happened.

   Over the years, several mediums have given me messages from him, and it has always been the mention of his gold watch and small Clark Gable moustache that has clinched his presence for me. Likewise, whenever I have been at my lowest ebb emotionally, and feel that I need special help from the spirit world, it is nearly always my granddad whose presence I feel at my side. He was sixty-five when he died, had only just retired, but whenever I see his presence clairvoyantly, I always feel he is much younger than his years and he always looks very healthy and happy.

   They were good people, my granddad and nan, and I was very lucky to have my nan in my life until she died of cancer when I was seventeen.

   I also had a very close relationship with my dad’s parents. My dad’s mum was called Bessy, but she always insisted on being called Betty. Although she came from the most awful background and was taken into care as a child, she really made something of herself. A very proper lady who spoke well, she had been seriously abused at a young age. Her mother used to stab her, and the scars from these attacks were still visible even when Betty was an adult. They’d faded over the years, but I am sure they were just as deep inside. I never met my dad’s biological father, who left my nan and went to live in Spain many years before I was born, so my paternal grandfather was my dad’s step-father, Ron, Betty’s second husband. Ron, who is still alive, has always been a true granddad to me.

   The other person who was very important to me, and who has now passed, was my nan’s sister, my Aunt Grace, who lived close to us in a pretty, spic-and-span bungalow that always had gorgeous hanging baskets in its front garden. I was so lucky because we saw her all the time. Married to Roy, she was a very, witty, vibrant character who drank like a fish, smoked like a chimney and swore like a navvy, but she was always a lady and absolutely my favourite person. She used to say to me, ‘What’s your favourite swear word? Mine’s bollocks. I love that word.’ Both my nan and Aunt Grace were very glamorous East End ladies who looked like Elsie Tanner from Coronation Street – all backcombing, hairspray, perfume and fags. They were such fun to be around.

   Although I miss my grandparents and Aunt Grace terribly, I know I haven’t lost them because I still see and hear them. Even now, as I write this book, I can feel their presence in the room. It’s not that they want to say anything in particular to me at this moment, they are just enfolding me in the warmth of their love. I am so blessed to have a psychic gift and to be able to sense them. This may sound very strange, but as more and more people who have been close to me pass on, I feel stronger. This is because they do not disappear into a great abyss. They remain with me, are always there as an unseen support and back-up. It really is a blessing to know that the power of love can transcend even death. Death, for me, is simply a passing from one room to another, one existence to another. We and our loved ones are eternal.

   It also seems entirely natural to me that the moment we discover we have survived death, we want to get this reassuring message back to those we have left behind. We want them to know that there is nothing to fear, that death has no sting, and grave no victory.
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