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Deep in the centre of my being

I hear a voice

That lives deeply within me.

This voice is reaching out

Beyond a world of light

To touch the heart of everything

That lies within me.

It speaks softly so I may hear

The truth of love.

So that I may come to know

And to understand

That when I stand in this light

I will know my way home.

By Angel Jonathan

Channelled by Francesca Brown


Prologue
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TEN YEARS AGO, I WAS TOUCHED BY AN ANGEL and my world changed forever. I described that amazing journey in My Whispering Angels. Now, in The Voices of Angels, I hope you will return with me once again into that wondrous realm. I want to share with you the sights I have witnessed, the blessings I have received and the struggles that, sometimes, caused my footsteps to falter. But throughout every stage of this astonishing journey, I have been supported by the many angels who have revealed themselves to me.

I want you to hear their voices, feel their presence, understand the unconditional love that they offer you. I have included simple visualisation and meditation exercises to help you open channels of communication with your angels, along with powerful affirmations that have been channelled to me by my special guide, Angel Ann.

Through my intercession with Angel Ann, many pathways have opened up to me. Through her support, I have found myself communicating more and more with those spiritual souls who have passed into the world of light. They come to me with messages of comfort that I can bring to their loved ones who wait behind. I sense their presence in a profound way and am always humbled when I speak for them.

In the two wonderful years that have followed the publication of my first book, I have been invited to travel the length and breadth of Ireland to bring a deeper understanding of the power of angels to people. During all of this travelling, I have been accompanied by my husband Fran, who was once told by his angel that he would be my constant support. And this, indeed, has proved to be the case. I have given angel readings and workshops where people came to experience the power and simplicity of their own angels. I’ve also held angel evenings, where I interacted with a live audience. Many leave at the end of these evenings with comfort in their hearts and an understanding that our spirits live on long after we depart our earthly world.

Angels are part of everything that is within us. They are the keepers of our souls, the keepers of our light. They are the voices within us, the spiritual beam that opens our hearts and minds to the amazing world around us. They do not live our lives for us, but they are there at all times to give us the advice we need, along with their compassion and empathy. They teach us that we are worthy of all that is within us and they help us to look upon our lives as a precious gift. To know an angel is to know God, and they will be there in their splendour to take us back once again into a world of light when God eventually welcomes us home.

Those gentle, beautiful spirits of light exist far beyond our worldly cares – but they know us better than we know ourselves. They motivate and encourage us to be the best at whatever we choose to do. They do not judge us for the mistakes we make but help us to believe that no matter what challenges we face, they will always support us. They help us to understand that we all have a purpose to our lives. Even in times of negativity and unhappiness, change is always possible if we have the courage to seek it, and to ask for their help.

Angels have been my mentors, as well as my friends, but my journey with them might never have happened. There was a time when I smiled at the idea that such heavenly beings actually existed – or that they could influence the pattern of our lives. I listened politely to people, including my own sister Elaine, who expressed their own belief in angels and their understanding of this spiritual realm. I dismissed such stories, despite the fact that within my own life, some extraordinary manifestations had occurred when I was younger. Now, when I look back, I wonder how I could have been oblivious to their presence. Were my ears blocked to the sound of their voices calling out to me? Was the pace of my mind so fast that I was unable to stop and think, my eyes so blind I could not see their glory surrounding me? But that was ten years ago, a time when I was blissfully unaware that my life was about to change utterly.


1

The Wind of Change

A strong wind blows and carries the voices of angels.

They will cocoon me and show me the next step on my way.

They will encourage me to look beyond anything I have ever known.

My heart opens, like a butterfly, to their words.

WHEN MY JOURNEY WITH THE ANGELS BEGAN, I was a home-maker and mother. I loved power-walking and other energetic activities. I enjoyed being outdoors, the feel of the wind against my skin, my mind and body working in harmony as the miles built up and my thoughts slowed down until all my concentration was focused on the road ahead. I played squash with my friends and enjoyed regular games of pitch and putt. Overall, I was active, engaged and in control of my health.

I was an ordinary housewife leading an ordinary life until, suddenly, my energy began to slip away. I became tired all the time. When I visited friends for dinner, I fell asleep before the meal was over and Fran, my husband, had to take me home. I got up in the morning and wanted to go back to bed within an hour. The simple household chores that I normally did without even thinking about them were beyond me. I could no longer take part in any of the family activities that I had always enjoyed with Fran and my teenage sons, Jason and Dwayne. At the time, Fran was working as a taxi driver. When he returned home from a shift, he had to overcome his own tiredness and cook for himself and our sons. When the boys returned from school in the late afternoon, I was usually in bed or resting on the sofa, unable to do anything other than greet them. My muscles, particularly the muscles in my legs, ached with an unbearable intensity whenever I tried to move.

I tried to cope, not to give way to depression. For the first time, my body had taken over my mind – despite my keep-fit regimes and the energy I had always relied on to bring me through each busy day, it had betrayed me. I attended specialists and they carried out numerous medical tests. Each one came back negative, including one for multiple sclerosis, which my doctor was ninety-nine per cent convinced would be positive.

I lay in bed all day, raging against this overwhelming lethargy, the feeling that my body had become a dead weight. On one hand, I was relieved that my tests were negative but they added to my worry that my illness would never be diagnosed, never cured.

My doctor suggested I was suffering from stress. What stress? Until this happened, I had been content with my life. I had a warm circle of friends and an active social life. I had had the occasional ups and downs, like everyone else, but there was nothing I couldn’t handle, nothing that should bring about the exhaustion that was practically turning me into a bed-bound invalid. My life was closing down around me and I was helpless to prevent it happening.

In the end, after much investigation, I was diagnosed with myalgic encephalomyelitis (better known as ME or Chronic Fatigue Syndrome). I had little knowledge of the disease and expected my specialist to prescribe medication to treat the condition. I was in despair when he told me there was no known treatment. He was unable to put a time limit on my illness, but believed it could take as long as seven years before I showed signs of recovery.

This was the lowest point in my life. I was trapped within the four walls of my bedroom and the memories of happier times with my family seemed to belong to another era. Little did I realise that this sad episode would foreshadow a new life, one that would open my heart and my mind to the presence of angels and their wonderful, restorative powers of healing.

Since that time, I’ve travelled a long and astonishing journey with the angels, but in those days, alone and confined to my bed, I thought I was going crazy when, one afternoon, an extraordinary manifestation took place before my eyes. The atmosphere in the room began to change. I didn’t understand what was happening and simply assumed I was drifting off to sleep. But my eyes were open and so I figured I was day dreaming when human figures, men and women, gradually appeared in front of me. They seemed to emerge from a haze and, as they became more clearly defined, I could make out their features and the clothes they were wearing. I recognised the long, ruffled skirts worn by the women as a style from the Victorian era. Their elegant jackets emphasised their tiny waists and some of them wore bonnets. All the men wore high hats and fitted jackets. I was convinced my imagination was working overtime – I couldn’t think what else it could be. I blinked hard, convinced they would have disappeared when I reopened my eyes. Instead, I was able to see them more clearly, although they appeared to be oblivious to me and their surroundings. My own surroundings seemed to dissolve, and it was as if I was suspended between two worlds. They walked up and down my bedroom in an unhurried way and never once glanced in my direction. My rational mind refused to accept the evidence of my eyes. I hoped desperately that I was dreaming, one of those dreams which you recognise as a dream yet you are unable to wake from it. The only alternative was that I was going crazy.

I was not on any medication so this was not a hallucinatory reaction to drugs. I was terrified yet compelled to watch, afraid to move in case I drew their attention to me. I had no idea how long this manifestation lasted, but gradually it faded and I once again became aware of my surroundings. I was still sitting up in bed, wide awake and mesmerised. I did not mention what had happened to my family. I could imagine their disbelief and Fran’s concern that my illness was finally affecting my mind.

The figures returned the following day and the day after that. On the third day, a man in a black coat stopped by my bed, looked straight at me and said, ‘You’re not going to lie there for the rest of your life, are you?’

My terror increased. Now I was hearing voices. On another occasion, a second man with a grey beard and dressed in working clothes stopped and said, ‘Is it really that bad?’ He smiled and walked on past me.

I finally confided in Fran. He was sure I was hallucinating and, as I had guessed, this added greatly to his worry about my condition. Around the same time, my doctor, who knew nothing about these manifestations, suggested that I go to a support group that met once a week in the hospital I attended. He believed it would be good for me to mix with other patients, especially as some of them also suffered with ME. Fran managed to help me to the hospital, where I met the group of patients. We formed a circle and our group leader, who was a psychologist, asked us to introduce ourselves. I smiled at a young girl sitting opposite me and, as I did so, the words ‘Her father is an alcoholic’ flashed into my mind. It seemed as if a voice had just spoken into my ear.

At that same moment, the girl introduced herself and, as she elaborated on her personal life, I was astonished to discover that her father was indeed an alcoholic. While I was trying to adjust to this information, I noticed colours beginning to form around each person in the circle. Some were a dull grey or brown and they clung to people’s heads and shoulders. Others were bright red, blue and gold and seemed to spark off each individual’s body. When the session ended, and Fran had settled me back into the car, I began to weep. Now, more than ever, I believed I was losing my mind.

Those figures from another era never manifested again but, shortly afterwards, on one unforgettable day, I heard the voice of an angel for the first time. I was lying in my bed, feeling particularly drained and exhausted, when I became aware of a pale blue mist forming before me. I heard a voice, clear as a bell, telling me not to be frightened.

‘I’m here to help you,’ the voice said.

‘Who are you?’ I asked.

‘I’m a healing angel,’ was the reply. ‘I’m going to help you to get better.’

‘But you don’t look like an angel,’ I told this apparition. From my childhood, I had carried an image of angels in my mind. They had human features, magnificent wings and radiated a golden light. Was it possible that this pale-blue light was really a divine messenger? Instinctively, I believed she was. My fear disappeared. I listened intently to her words. I must have faith in my recovery, she said. I would get better. As her wondrous blue energy faded, I was filled with hope. I trusted the words she had uttered and longed for her to return.

About a week passed before she appeared again. As I watched and welcomed her divine presence, the blue light transformed into an angel figure that I could identity with my childhood beliefs. She was tall, I guess about six feet in height, and she had a pair of glorious wings. She stood at the foot of my bed and radiated an exquisite energy. I felt ecstatic as I stared at her and knew that I was witnessing something far beyond my understanding. She advised me to start eating certain foods that would aid my recovery. These included honey, kiwi fruit, raisins and currants. I must stop eating white bread because my yeast intake was adding to my health problems.

Fran was mystified when I sent him off with a different shopping list to the usual one. He bought the required foods and I added them to my meals. I began to eat wholemeal bread, even though I had never liked it, and upped my intake of water. I had to leave out potatoes and red meat, but that was not difficult because my appetite had also suffered and I had mainly been existing on bowls of soup.

When my angel appeared again, it was late one evening. She performed a healing ritual, moving her wing to my forehead, my throat and just above my stomach. Each place she indicated to me seemed to come alive with energy.

‘These are your energy centres,’ she said and advised me to bring my attention to them as often as I could.

In my first book, My Whispering Angels, I describe this extraordinary healing process in detail and the amazing journey that followed with this wondrous angel, whom I call Angel Ann.

In time, she advised me to leave my bed and walk to my front gate. What she was suggesting seemed impossible. I had not been downstairs unaided for months. But my trust in her was so great that I decided to try. Fran supported me and we completed the journey together. He continued to help me to take those difficult steps every day and go a little bit farther. Each time I completed this journey, I felt stronger and more positive that I would get my health back.

Then, one joyous day, I was able to walk alone. Nearly eighteen months had passed since I had first been diagnosed with ME. Finally, I could see a new future opening up for me. Little did I realise that this was only the beginning of a transformation that was to change the path of my life forever, and in ways I could never have imagined.

Looking back I can trace a pattern that formed long before I heard the voices of angels. It goes right back to my childhood when, in the innocence of those days, I sought to understand the mystery of a loving and compassionate God.
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