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LIVING SOULS
IN THE SPIRIT DIMENSION
“Chris Hardy’s latest work follows a series of provocative but well-researched and brilliantly written books on fringe consciousness topics. But this is more than a personal history of her remarkable experiences in what she calls the ‘transdimensional reality.’ Hardy cites serious research that supports the importance of near-death experiences, out-of-body experiences, after-death communication, and similar topics for a full understanding of the many dimensions of human nature. Living Souls in the Spirit Dimension is written in a reader-friendly manner that clarifies the complex phenomena she describes.”
STANLEY KRIPPNER, PH.D., COAUTHOR OF PERSONAL MYTHOLOGY
“Chris Hardy is a natural mystic as well as a fine scholar. In this delightfully readable book she shares her experience on both sides of the veil and gives us an image-rich history of attitudes and beliefs about death from throughout the world.”
ALLAN COMBS, PH.D., PROFESSOR OF TRANSFORMATIVE STUDIES AT THE 
CALIFORNIA INSTITUTE OF INTEGRAL STUDIES
“Chris Hardy, the anthropology pioneer who has expanded our discipline to embrace the spiritual dimension of human existence and the coherent field generated by spiritual practices, opens our discipline even more with this new book that I highly recommend.”
SASHA ALEX LESSIN, PH.D., COAUTHOR OF ANUNNAKI EVOLUTION OF 
THE GODS AND ANUNNAKI: GODS NO MORE
“The oldest known map is from ancient Egypt. Interestingly enough, it depicts the afterlife. For the modern traveler to other worlds, I recommend Living Souls in the Spirit Dimension by Chris Hardy.”
MARK MIRABELLO, PH.D., AUTHOR OF A TRAVELER’S GUIDE TO THE 
AFTERLIFE
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INTRODUCTION
A LEAP INTO THE SPIRIT DIMENSION
A whole array of psi capacities just bloomed in my life when I started meditating at eighteen years old and soon experienced transcendent states of consciousness. In brief, it was for me a tremendous leap to a higher spiritual state and, as it happened, this leap opened the gates of several types of psi. Among these was the ability to see and communicate with the deceased souls as well as with nature spirits. I could also perceive the energy of consciousness, which I now call syg-energy—meaningful energy, as opposed to matter energy. I could see it not only around people (as auras), but also as rays darting from sacred monuments, syg-energy fields (or syg-fields) bathing sacred places, or imprinted on sacred objects. In contrast with this sudden new perception, some precognitive abilities did appear but developed slowly, emerging in flashes or in dreams; and I had a still-crude telepathic hearing.
From what I observed in many countries I visited at length, telepathy is the most widely distributed of all psi phenomena, being practically innate in some cultures and countries. In India, for example, it stems from the people’s natural ability to enter into high meditative states—fruit of millennia of tradition; just as it is innate for the people of Sub-Sahel Africa to see and talk to the spirits of their deceased parents and relatives and to recount it to their kin. Telepathy is also widespread and developed to a sophisticated level in the United States, but it would be more fair to say that it’s on the rise all over the planet. We are, collectively, in the process of making a leap in consciousness, and sensitive people everywhere are developing all kinds of talents in the range of spirituality, psi, mind-body integration, and self-development.
Call it a leap for us—undergoing that change in our lifetimes—but still, as far as humanity is concerned, it takes a few generations. As it is, the first wave of this leap struck in the late 1960s and early 1970s, and it raised the consciousness of all sensitive individuals, irrespective of their age, culture, education, social conditions, and milieu. The awakening process, the trigger, may take as little time as a strong experience, or a few weeks. And it suffices for a person to set for oneself the aim to discover more of their own inner Self and psi capacities, for them to launch their inner path of knowledge. What generates the leap is in fact our own higher Self or soul, and what facilitates and sustains our inner path is to become more and more connected and in sync with our Self and its innate purpose of self-betterment and permanent learning.
In our times of global awakening, and more so with each new generation, it’s 
often enough to sense that such and such deed or mind feat is possible, for it 
to emerge spontaneously in our lives. As I came to understand it, you don’t need 
to believe in anything—you just need to be curious and give it a try, and then 
you’ll know for yourself. Keep the intent like a polar star in your mind and, 
when things start happening, test yourself in all kinds of ways you may imagine. Keep the tests and yourself safe, knowing that you could meet success, failure, or else incomprehensible results. Note all the details in a journal, and then try another test. The more fun the test, the more enthusiastic and carefree your mindset (while still remaining focused), and the more chances you’ll have to succeed.
What’s strange in my case is that I had practically no gift, and just a few anomalous experiences, before I started to read ancient spiritual texts and to practice meditation by myself. I would meditate, invent or try some practice on the spur of the moment, only when I felt it to be the perfect thing to do at that moment. (As far as meditation or self-development techniques are concerned, I’m allergic to practicing at precise times and with a preset program.) Not that everything worked out right, but even in the failed tests, or the hardships in my life, there was enormous matter for learning.
The primary focus of this book will be on communicating with the souls of the 
deceased, and I’ll recount my own experiences as they happened to me, not by chronological order, but by their type. This will allow us to bring in the pertinent research done in this domain, often by notorious psychologists, through field studies and surveys of real-life experiences in the general population, some dating back to the end of the nineteenth century. We’ll discover astonishing data; for example that a 1971 survey found that nearly half of the widows interviewed in several U.S. towns had seen or heard an apparition of their deceased spouse.
Now, there is a new understanding about the Beyond, or soul dimension, that emerges out of the real-life experiences in seeing and communicating with the deceased (we are talking about tens of thousands of cases, most of them well documented and checked by careful investigators). And this is what I’m most interested in discussing and presenting in this book, starting with my own intrusion into that realm of the spirit. In fact, these real-life experiences are literally lifting the veil on the mysterious reality of the dimension of souls—whether that of the deceased living in the Beyond, or that of our own Self able to travel out of our body, or ascend in meditation, and penetrate the hyper-dimension (see fig. I.1).
We can trust those who had such experiences, because these are often at odds with their own beliefs. Practically all researchers stressed that fact. For example, W. F. Barrett, a physicist at the Royal College of Science in Dublin, in his 1926 book Deathbed Visions, had cases of terminally ill children who were astonished to see angels without wings. We can certainly trust the children to express truly what they are perceiving (see for example Dyer and Garnes’s 2015 book, Memories of Heaven). As the renowned psychologist Frederic Myers noted as well, some percipients saw the apparition of a person they didn’t know had died, and believed they were there for real while talking to them, before they just evaporated inexplicably; then they would get the sad news afterward. In other cases, several people present other than the terminally ill patients themselves, such as nurses or parents, had perceived the apparitions of the deceased. Also, we have cases by the thousands of apparitions of living persons, sometimes doing an ad hoc experiment of appearing in their etheric body to a friend far away without having told them beforehand about it; this was the stuff of the monumental collection published as Phantasms of the Living.
[image: image]
Fig. I.1. Unveiling the mystery of the dimension of souls, 
Elmwood Cemetery, Memphis, Tennessee
Photo by Adarryll Jackson Sr. (www.instagram.com/adarrylljacksonsr)
The most telling information we get from real experiences is that we live in two dimensions at once; we do have, as humans living on Earth, a part of our being that is immaterial and appears mostly in a human form—called etheric body, astral body, energy body, or dreamtime body—and that is able to exit from our biological body and travel or just move instantly through space. And it is also as an immaterial body that the deceased appear most of the time to their living friends or relatives. However, it has been my experience that they appear to us in several ways, and that they choose to do so. We’ll see in my conversation with physicist and Nobel laureate Wolfgang Pauli that he appeared to me as a blob of energy in an apple tree during an hour-long discussion. But then, on introducing his long-term friend Carl Jung, he took suddenly the appearance of a full but small body still within the energy bubble, which became an elongated oval. At the very moment he mentioned Jung and pointed with his hand behind him, Jung appeared at a distance, also as a full but tiny human silhouette within an oval bubble. My father and several visiting scientists appear as a head only, hovering near the ceiling, or near my desk. Whereas some others enter walking by (or through) the door, in a fully dressed dream body, and even sit down on a chair and behave like friendly guests. From this, we can deduce that the etheric body is only an appearance they take so that we may recognize them—and in fact, surveys show that they often don the very clothing they had on the day of their death, or that they used to wear at home. Their real form, in fact, is a field of energy, a syg-field, and they can choose to appear in whichever form they want.
As the most knowledgeable and dedicated researcher in this domain, Frederic Myers, concluded, and as we’ll see throughout this book, the amount of evidence and its astonishing variety point to the deceased being complete personalities, extremely mindful, displaying all the signs of intelligence, reasoning, precise memory, intention, and more often than not, humor. They are full of attention for their loved ones still living, showing love, caring, and often easing things for them (like the example of a deceased mother prodding and helping her daughter to acquire a new medical degree). Their mental capacities encompass the domain we would call supraconscious, because they display a knowledge of the far past and of the future, and a keen understanding of spiritual growth. Yet, as underlined by Myers, their apparitions far outstrip being explained by the psi of the percipients (such as a hallucination just for the sake of becoming conscious of a future event).
However, understanding that yes, after death we keep on living in our very individuality and mindfulness, yet in an immaterial body or form, is far from enough for me.
The nature of this soul dimension that obviously is somehow shared by our etheric body and by the deceased as well, is what I always wanted to understand. And along my very serpentine path of research, I finally came to fathom this soul dimension as a hyperdimension in the universe—the famous 5th dimension featured in the movie Interstellar. The still-rare physicists who have modeled this 5th dimension see it mostly (or solely) as a 4th dimension of space—as a tesseract or hypercube. My own research in cognitive sciences, psi, and transcendental states led me to envision it as a full-fledged cosmic consciousness, on top of being a hyperspace and a hypertime. 
The conception and the writing of the core of the theory came as an intense visionary and creative state and was completed in eighteen days and filled about a hundred and twenty pages (practically unchanged in the published version). However, two years later, I spent nine months of arduous intellectual work in order to connect my cosmological theory to other physics theories, until its publishing in 2015 as Cosmic DNA at the Origin. And it is during these nine months—and that’s indeed extremely meaningful—that I had very frequent visits from scientists while working at my desk, and we would converse for ten to twenty minutes. They were clearly interested in such a work and theory that could bridge the two dimensions—that of the living (in our 4D matter world) and that of the souls (in their hyperdimension of consciousness).
It was a breakthrough for me when I fully understood that we, the people living on Earth, have a part of our being that is constantly connected to this hyperdimension. And there is more: our Self—the higher consciousness we gain access to in deep meditative and altered states—is bathing and dwelling in it; we also access this soul dimension during the sleep state, and that’s how we get dreams that give us guidance, strength, and an inkling of the future.
The knowledge displayed by the deceased—of world events, of the advancement of their own domain of research, of future events, and about a science and facts still unknown to us—has led me to get, with time passing, a clearer idea about what occupies them in the soul dimension. That, and my curious questions to some of them.
For one, all souls in the hyperdimension are intent on learning and rising to higher domains of frequency/quality of their souls.
The persons who have recently died are mostly busy reviewing their life, sorting out their good and bad deeds, learning from their mistakes, and caring for their loved ones on Earth. Some, more elevated and/or more knowledgeable, are definitely helping the newcomers to go through that preliminary phase of reckoning, more or less prolonged depending on their past life and their willingness to do so. It seems that there are sub-realms in terms of their elevation, or soul-frequency, or depth of understanding and knowledge.
The souls are also interconnected within vast networks according to the domain and path of their quest; just like, through the internet, we form networks of minds connected to specific themes and topics. This would correspond to the alchemist concept of egregore—a collective consciousness field of like-minded persons, with common values and practices. This has been recognized as far as religious creeds, or brotherhoods, or communities or systems of knowledge are concerned (such as the egregore of the Templars). But I believe it’s the way the hyperdimension is organized: around meaning, domains of interest, of research, or of activity.
This was made clear to me on several occasions, especially when, at the end of our conversation, I asked Pauli if he was still in contact with Jung—that’s when he introduced Jung by pointing to him. While gesturing so, Pauli explained, “Of course! We’re always connected. In fact we’re working together!” By this and other discussions, I learned that, at a certainly high level of consciousness, the souls or Selfs are forming vast communities involved in a given frequency-domain*1 of knowledge and action or dedication.
I came to understand, through my communications with ascended scientists, that the quest for an integration of science with an inner path of spiritual knowledge—what would be in effect a new scientific paradigm generating a new golden-age civilization—was such a vast network in which deceased scholars were in synergy with living researchers and experiencers.
The work of ascended souls is twofold: one, to keep on learning and accessing higher syg-frequencies (and in doing so, interact with alien civilizations having shared values); and two, to steer and support the consciousness leap now happening on Earth. Interestingly, the whole of nature (and not only humanity) is undergoing some type of leap to a higher sentience or consciousness. The leap is reverberating in all the living, not only in animals, but also in all natural systems on Earth, including rocks and crystals.
Thus, according to their specific domain, for example psychology or physics, the ascended souls would befriend the Selfs of the researchers who are the most promising in their own judgment and give them support, guidance, and help. And the same would go for the souls dedicated to saving the environment, for musicians and artists, and so forth.
This picture of a hyperdimension—in which the souls of the deceased are not only individualized but supraconscious, intent on pursuing their own research and spiritual path—is what some skeptics as well as some conservative religious authorities would too readily dismiss as an afterlife rosy tale. But it’s not the case. Not only does this outlook on the spiritual dimension stem from numerous real-life experiences, but it is further supported by several domains of scientific investigation that we’ll also explore—beyond the apparitions of the deceased, the out-of-body experiences (OBE), the near-death experiences (NDE), and memories from dead-brain episodes; finally, it is also corroborated by psi capacities (totally anomalous as to the 4D matter laws), by the visions of mystics, and by heightened states of consciousness.
Let’s just remember that Christian priests, along the centuries of the Middle Ages and well into the sixteenth century, were mostly intent—in their religious teachings—on raising the fear of hell and on stressing in minute details the torments endured by the “sinners” (a category that included all non-Christians); and theirs was also a belief in the saints enjoying paradise for eternity in such a way that I wouldn’t consider it anything but horrendously boring even for an afternoon.
My approach is not bound to a specific belief system but rather to real experiences that I and other authentic questers have lived. In fact, my path of knowledge, since I was an adolescent, has been, through extensive immersive travels, to tread many cultural and spiritual paths and learn as much as I can from these different world-visions and practices. My approach is as much a yogic one as a phenomenological one: learn from real experiences, strive to attain glimpses into the soul dimension by meditating and self-development techniques; then analyze and compare various occurrences, sort out their common traits, and only then look for the more global picture.
As I said, it’s often enough to know that something is possible, and how someone else has achieved it (ongoing mistakes and failures included), to open for you a path of exploration and to make it a new potential in your life. This is why I want to share with you some of my real-life experiences, and how we can weave them into a coherent framework. I confess that I also love to ponder these anomalous happenings that befell me and I delight in recounting these stories, because often, when I do that, another facet of these experiences is illuminated, especially when comparing them. Expect from me no lies, no embellishment, and no masking of failures, that’s all I can promise. I can’t promise to tell you all, even in this specific domain, for a whole range of reasons. But I hope to make inroads progressively. As for what I can’t tell clearly at the moment, the most productive way to ponder these weird domains at the fringe of our collective knowledge is certainly through science fiction, in a casual and imaginative way.
Have fun and don’t restrain yourself from a bit of experimentation.

1
MY FATHER’S 
PASSING
My father, Victor, was in his late eighties when I first experienced a telepathic conversation with him; he who had been a brilliant mind, self-taught, and steeped in literature, philosophy, and the arts, was now in the grips of senility. His loss of memory had become dangerous for him in a large city such as Paris, and my mother had opted for them to move to Provence, where they dwelt in a picturesque village surrounded by vineyards.
As for me, I was living in an apartment building built atop an antique water mill with its huge wooden wheel, and set on a tiny island on the Essonne River, south of Paris.
I was sitting on an armchair in the living room, my eyes lingering beyond the balcony on the trees bordering the downstream edge of the island, where the two water streams connected again, with ducks gliding over the water around a small beach and jetty on the opposite side a few yards away.
Suddenly, I heard distinctly my father’s voice. He confided to me, with a sober tone:
“Look, now I’ve become a real burden for you all. I think I should just die and lift the weight off your backs.”
I was startled by the equal, coldly reflecting, style, and began a quick-thinking assessment.
At this point in time, he was just unable to think straight about anything, and furthermore, he was not aware of his deteriorated mental and memory condition. Many a time, he would argue about an event in the past shared with his longtime wife and maintain he was right, getting upset with my mother—where it was his own memory that failed him. Even at his best, he could do no more than follow my mother’s lead as to what to do when, and back her stand on any issue.
The last time I had called my parents while I was traveling in India, just to say hello, my mother had to repeat to him a few times, before letting him on the phone: “It’s Christine, your daughter,” to jog his memory on one and the other. Then, when I had him on the phone, I reminded him that I was in India at the moment.
“India? India?” said he uncomprehendingly.
And I explained, “You know, India, the country in Asia.” When, after a few minutes, he caught on to the fact that I was in the East, in India, he burst out:
“In India, oui . . . But then, you don’t give a damn about anything, do you?”
His tone had been matter-of-fact, not a reproaching one, just implying that I was in a carefree state, in my own world. My parents had, in fact, been so used to my frequent impromptu travels that, all along my late teens and my twenties, the first question they always asked me eagerly whenever I would call them was, “So, where are you at the moment, where are you?” And of course both of them, but my father especially, had positively loved the freedom with which I was living my life as a teenager.
“Well,” I answered with a laugh, “that’s about right!”
So, sitting in my armchair by the glass panel of the balcony, and hearing his voice in my head expressing a complex reasoning, and stating his senile condition as a fact (even if my mother was the one to take all the weight on her), I inferred he must have been at this very moment in deep sleep, and that it was his Self (or soul) talking to me, with crystal-clear thoughts unhampered by his deteriorated brain.
Often during sleep, the personal consciousness is able to exit the brain-body and to ascend to the level of the Self—the higher personal consciousness who indeed is the entity surviving death. The Self has been called soul in Christian religions; atman in Advaita Vedanta (philosophy of nonduality), Hinduism, and Buddhism; and the ba in Egypt.
The Self (thus named by the eminent psychologist Carl Jung) is the core of the individual consciousness who resides mostly in a higher dimension, beyond the brain-body and beyond spacetime. It is in this hyperdimension (HD) of consciousness—the semantic or syg-HD—that the Self of all individuals resides; and this is precisely why it is the dimension where dwell the souls of the deceased. (The triune hyper-dimension is composed of the syg-HD as cosmic consciousness, hyperspace, and hypertime.)
Thus, while my father’s body was in deep sleep, his Self had the ability to confer telepathically with me. As I know now, his Self could have conversed with my own Self, impervious of distances, without even my ego, in my ordinary state of consciousness, being aware about the exchange. It’s only my long practice of meditation and self-development techniques that finally enabled me not only to “hear” such exchanges, but to respond to them or even drive them. So I answered:
“Well, Dad, if you’re talking so clearly to me using a fairly grounded reasoning, then it’s because at this very moment your mind is merged with your immaterial Self, who is reaching out to me from the other dimension. And it means you can get any help and advice you need from other souls residing in this dimension, in order to ponder what to do. Then it’s up to you to decide; you certainly have a better grasp of the whole issue from your actual standpoint than I can have myself . . . As for me, I’m certainly not going to push you toward the grave; you’re welcome to stay, and I don’t have any advice to give you.”
About six months later my father fell ill and was taken to the hospital in Carpentras. No specific illness was diagnosed, yet he presented with some difficulty in the ability to breathe and was unable to do more than lying in bed. By a stroke of bad luck, my mother was herself in another hospital in Avignon, for a minor operation, and my brother had taken care of my father during our mother’s illness.
I was informed of Victor’s transfer to the hospital, but to all of us, it seemed a minor and temporary problem. I had no more news because it was difficult to talk to my mother in the hospital and impossible to communicate with my father who wouldn’t have recognized my name or voice.
Yet, four or five days later, while I was as usual spending my night writing (on whatever book was on my desk at the time), a bell in my head suddenly sounded an alarm. I knew something was wrong and my father was dying. I had the sudden realization that, if I wanted to see him alive a last time, I had to drive to Provence the very next morning.
It was still early in my writing night, and I made the decision on the spot. Now, I had to call my mother before departing, to let her know I was coming and to arrange for getting the keys to their house—and therefore I had to wait until 8:00 a.m., her usual awakening time (back in 2001, there were no cell phones). Then I would leave right afterward. Getting up at 6:30 a.m. meant that I had to soon suspend my night’s work to allow myself five hours of sleep (my usual sleeping time) ahead of my seven hours drive to Provence.
At 8:00 a.m. the next morning, I was reaching out to my mother in her hospital room, and before I could explain myself, she exclaimed:
“Ah! Christine! I called you because your father is in a critical state, and if you want to see him a last time while he’s still alive, you have to come immediately.”
“Well, this is exactly the intuition I had in the middle of the night! And as it is, I’m fully dressed and ready to jump in my car just after we hang up. But what do you mean by ‘I called you’? I’m the one to call you, no?”
“No, I left a message on your answering machine yesterday evening, to call me back.”
“Ah! I didn’t see it! But look, I’ll head directly to the hospital in Carpentras—will be there in about seven or eight hours.”
“After you’ll have visited him, come see me at Avignon’s hospital; as we knew, the cyst the surgeon removed was innocuous, but he wants to keep me under observation two or three more days, due to my age. I’ll give you the house keys.”
On my way I went. Ormoy, where I was living, is a far suburb, about twenty miles south of Paris, and it has a quick access to the Sun Highway, going straight to Provence and Marseille.
I had been driving for three hours when, to my astonishment, I started to hear the very clear thoughts of my father talking to me. Simultaneously, I was perceiving his face in the corner of my eyes, strangely embedded between the left corner of the windshield and my driver’s window (left side of the car). His eyes were a bit higher than mine.
I reduced my speed and veered to the slowest right-side lane of the highway, on which there was little traffic anyway.
Victor was very excited, and he started talking without any preamble (just like the previous time in Ormoy), as if he was confident that I could hear him clearly.
“Figure that I’ve seen everybody! They all came and talked to me. It’s hard to believe but that’s what happened! I’ve seen Lulu (one of my uncles, the husband of my mother’s sister, Denise), and Maman Angèle (my maternal grandmother) . . .”
At that point, two streams of thought occurred in my mind. The first was the assessment that, since he wasn’t dead himself, he must have been unconscious at the moment and accessing (sporadically) the other dimension. This explained why he was talking to me in such a clear way—it had to be either being unconscious or being asleep, as in our previous exchange. But this time, given the circumstances, I inferred that he was drifting in and out of consciousness—meaning accessing the hyperdimension during the unconscious phases.
The second stream of thought had to do with the experience he had, because both Lulu and Angèle were deceased, the first one for a few years, and my grandmother for about two decades. And thus his experience seemed to fall into the category called deathbed visions or apparitions, a neutral term, despite the fact they are more like visitations from the Beyond dimension. I understood that he was now very near to his death—the welcoming committee had come, and he was himself closing in on the soul dimension, spending more and more time there, I suspected.
My father didn’t seem to react to my own silent assessment that his time had come. Or else, his excitement over the experience he had just undergone didn’t leave room for a gloomy mood.
He went on enumerating all the deceased of the close circle of the family, his parents and parents-in-law and their descendants, about seven or eight people altogether. There seems to have been only one exception to the panel who had come to greet him. He explained:
“The only one I’ve not seen is Denise [the younger sister of my mother, Yvonne] . . . because Denise is in a very specific situation right now and she must not be disturbed.”
I now regret that I didn’t ask him details about the so-important task that demanded Denise’s whole attention—to the point that she didn’t come to greet her best ally and friend in the close family. (Denise had passed away fifteen years earlier.) In contrast, Victor organized a wonderful two-day reception for the centennial birthday of his mother-in-law, Angèle, despite the fact he had had dire and bitter quarrels with her occasionally; and yet, she was there to greet him.
It was quite a shock for me when I realized his impending death—one more sign, after my nightly intuition and my mother’s warning—but this one the most ominous of all. And that made me more attentive to what he had to say to me and less prone to interrupt his narration.
Strange as it appears to me now, that was about all that Victor conveyed to me; and yet in my vivid memory of this event, I keep the impression that we talked together about half an hour. Let me point out that this type of discrepancy between, on the one hand, what is felt to last a long psychological time, duly corroborated by the clock, and on the other hand, the small bulk of information being consciously memorized, has been quite frequent during conversations I had with deceased persons.
All the while we talked, my eyes were focused on the road ahead, but my attention was attuned to this spot on the left of the windshield, in the corner of my eyes, where I could sense his head and his presence. (I’m so used to experiencing sudden visions, heightened states, or mental connections while driving that I know I can handle it without risk.)
But the greatest surprise was yet to come.
Hours later, I exited the highway at Orange and went straight to Carpentras hospital, at that time still in the historical building at the center of this small town. Having gotten directions to his room at the reception desk, I went there . . . and was surprised to find my sister, a dermatologist, standing next to his bed and attending to my father.
After a quick hello to her, I turned to my father and saw that he was unconscious. My sister confirmed that he was drifting in and out of consciousness, and that she was watching his breathing closely. That day, she had closed her own dermatology office to rush to the hospital and take care of him.
I bent over the bed, stroking his forehead and talking to him, but he didn’t open his eyes at that point.
My sister Colette, with her strong character and in her capacity as a medical specialist, had taken over the reins of the medical treatment given to my father. She told me she had required a scan of all the internal organs, but that it revealed nothing. She was adamant that they hadn’t performed a full scan of the abdomen as she had asked, but only of the chest, and that’s why they had not found out the problem. She was, as usual, furious and fulminating against my brother who, in her eyes, hadn’t taken Victor to the hospital until the morning after he had choked at dinner on eating an apple a few days earlier.
As usual also, I didn’t relate to, or interfere with, the vindictive way she was putting out steam.
Then, suddenly, she bent over Victor and started pressing rhythmically on his chest, urging him:
“Breathe, breathe, come on Dad, breathe!”
Then, after she deemed the fit to be over, she turned toward me:
“Sometimes, he just stops breathing, and I have to press on his chest and force him to breathe . . .”
I approached him from the other side and held his hand, speaking softly and comfortingly, caressing his forehead. Now my father opened his eyes, and I was able to exchange a few innocuous words with him; he smiled at me, but his eyes remained a bit vague, as if he didn’t recognize me fully. Then he drifted again.
That’s when my sister started to tell me the strangest of stories—what she had seen happening in the morning.
So basically, before I even had time to express my own stupendous experience, my sister recounted to me that, in the morning and for a quite long moment, our father had been fully conscious with his eyes wide open.
At this point, I must describe the large rectangular hospital room. On one small side, it had an empty bed; on the other were two beds set along the long sides and facing the large room. One bed under the window was occupied by another patient, a mostly sleeping old man, for whom I never saw any visitor. And opposite the window was Victor’s bed, with a space of about thirty inches running between the length of the bed and the wall, to allow passage of the nurses. And in between these two beds was a large space of about two yards with the bed tables at the back, and where my sister had her chair, largely unused as she remained mostly standing.
So she told me that Victor was looking intently at the center of the ceiling, and his eyes widened in astonishment as he suddenly greeted my Uncle Lulu with effusion:
“Oh, Lulu, it’s so nice of you to have come! Oh, I’m so happy to see you!”
And all the while he talked thus to Lulu, his eyes were slowly moving down, as if accompanying Lulu’s movement, who seemed to have descended from the ceiling slowly to settle finally on my father’s left, in the small passage between the wall and the bed. Then Victor’s eyes remained fixated on a spot there, as if Lulu had been now standing next to him, while he kept talking to him further, witnessed my sister.
After a short while, Victor’s eyes were again focused on the center of the ceiling, and he was now greeting another person with the same enthusiastic emotion and joy.
“Oh, Maman Angèle, I’m so happy to see you; it’s so kind of you to have come!”
And again his eyes would slowly accompany the person’s descent all the way to the same side of his bed, while talking to them, and then he would keep looking straight at a spot there.
My sister told me the whole operation was repeated a number of times, greeting thus all the deceased parents of the proximate family—who seemed to have lined up one by one along the wall to his left. After she had finished relating this astounding observation, I told her how Victor had appeared to me in my car while I was driving, and how he recounted to me that he had seen all his immediate deceased relatives, just as she had described it.
I could barely tone down my excitement at what my sister had witnessed—the precise unfolding of the encounter with deceased relatives that my father, himself upbeat by the extraordinary experience he just had, had deemed so important that he had to share it with me.
In my view, it gave a solid ground to the exchange I had with Victor in my car—a telepathic-type experience that, lacking any outside witness and behavioral manifestation, would remain rather anecdotal for a psi 
researcher, and total fantasy for a skeptic. Quite the opposite, the way my 
father’s deathbed visitation happened, with the spirits of the deceased emerging 
out of the ceiling one by one, and flying down to stand next to his bed in line, 
is of such precision and duration that it rules out the concept of a mere 
hallucination that the skeptics love to readily append to these far-from-rare 
experiences. (And let me add that my late sister had a rational scientific mind, 
her science, dermatology, being based on observation and analysis, and she didn’t doubt the reality of what she had observed.) Moreover, the fact that Victor’s behavior—while following the displacement of the visitors, greeting and talking with each one by their names—was repeated seven or eight times makes the hallucination explanation totally improbable. In contrast, it shows the visit and intrusion of disembodied souls into the material and spacetime dimension of their loved ones still on Earth, in order to prepare them for their imminent transference to another level of reality, the soul hyperdimension. It is also based on surveys of such deathbed visions that I interpreted what my father was telling me in the car as a sure sign his life was ending. (We’ll review the data at the end of this chapter.)
A MERGING OF MATTER AND SOUL DIMENSIONS
We have to ponder the fact that, at the moment of death, there seems to be an opening between the dimensions, a sort of coming together or convergence, that allows the two-way contact and intrusion of one into the other and vice versa.
A few times in Sub-Sahel Africa, for example in Mali, I’ve been able to observe a strange behavior in very old people. They keep to themselves, sitting alone on a mat for hours in a corner of the house or in a shaded spot in the family courtyard, and nevertheless their posture remains erect and they are not asleep. They haven’t lost their mind either, because if one goes to greet them, they snap to attention and sweetly welcome you. While withdrawn, their facial expression is extremely peaceful and content, yet alert, and behind their closed eyes, they seem to look intensely at something, to be wholly absorbed in some other level of reality. The impression I got was that they were already mostly living in the Beyond reality, their consciousness focused on and bathing in the hyperdimension. Now that’s surely a serene way to make the transition to the afterlife: to disentangle oneself from the material world and from the emotional and societal maelstroms, while one gets more and more attuned to a spiritual dimension.
I do remember that my mother, once her life companion had passed away, told me that she would often talk at length with Victor and get his advice and support. Just as with deathbed visions, there are countless reports of old-age widows feeling the recurrent presence of their late spouse and receiving great comfort from this ongoing communication. My paternal grandmother used to hear her late husband moving around her flat during the night, but, unlike many others, she felt so perturbed by it that, despite being in great health, she decided on selling her Paris flat, distributing her heritage and moving into a cozy senior home—where, unfortunately, she had to spend the next twelve years, until two years before her centenary. A friend of my family lost her dear husband who was about twenty years her senior, and thereafter married another man who had a fondness for drink and a bad temper. She recounted to me that one evening he got violent and was about to strike her, and a wall behind her made it impossible to run away; she called aloud for her first husband to protect her and she saw him appear and protect her so efficiently that her inebriated new husband couldn’t approach her.
While skeptics attribute these visitations to hallucinations, or else a dissociative state and mental disorder, caring physicians, nurses, and psychiatrists have repeatedly stressed their mostly beneficent and calming influence on widows.
The cultural wisdom of the Hindus certainly reflects the natural tendency of aging people to hear and see the spiritual realm. Hindus state that we go through specific ages: childhood, parenthood and professional life, and then the age of spiritual attainment. In the last age, all men and women, according to the tradition, should detach from worldly affairs and only strive to attain peace and enlightenment.
In this perspective, I assume that individuals approaching the end of their lives—the time of their transference to the soul dimension—beyond engaging in meditation and self-development, would also take advantage of their deep sleep and dream periods, when their consciousness is able to disengage from the body, to tune in to the soul dimension. In both the waking and the sleep states, they would communicate with resonant souls, be it their spiritual guides or the spirits of loved ones and kindred minds. Then, when their health deteriorates to the point of their shifting in and out of consciousness, they would similarly use their periods of unconsciousness to branch into the soul dimension, just as my father had done.
To get back to Victor’s experience, my sister had another surprise for me. She started talking again, now with a somber undertone. The problem was that, from the time I was born when she was two and a half years old, she had entertained a grudge toward the younger sibling—me—attracting all our parents’ attention, a jealous bent she had never overcome; and I just recognized that undertone of her.
“But one thing I couldn’t understand is that Victor saw you too arriving in the room—the only one not being deceased . . . So what does . . . ?” She left the sentence hanging.
Judging by her ominous tone, that meant I already had a foot in the grave! I cut her short, sidestepping her train of thought with a crisp laugh:
“Oh! But as you well know, I’m able to crisscross the dimensions, and theirs is one I certainly am familiar with. Nothing to worry about!”
My father at that point made some groans and I tried to talk to him some more, but he didn’t open his eyes and soon slumped back into a half-comatose state. I then realized it was due time to go visit my mother, as we had arranged. It must have been 5:30 p.m. already—and as in all hospitals they would soon get their patients ready for dinner . . . better to get on the move. When I left my father’s room, my sister was again bent on making my father breathe—a therapeutic relentlessness that her medical profession held sacrosanct at the time; yet, this medical harassment was not favoring the kind of serene transference to the other side that his being welcomed by his deceased loved ones was suggesting. But I kept these thoughts to myself.
We were then in 2001; but when my mother died fourteen years later (aged 101) we had come to the age of “stop the therapeutic relentlessness” motto and to a willingness to ease the final days of the terminally ill. Therapeutic relentlessness, as it turned out, had been appraised in the new light of an aging population putting great logistic and financial stress on the social security given to all. The number of ailing patients was largely exceeding the hospitals’ and senior homes’ capacity, and any excessive hospital care of terminally ill patients had been relinquished, while the medical profession now favored at-home treatments and a peaceful end-of-life among one’s family. But to be fair, we also had had a generation of spiritually aware young volunteers (not abiding by any specific faith) who had devoted their time visiting the terminally ill and helping them with psychic healing, suggestions, and wise paroles. They had followed in the footsteps of Dr. Elisabeth Kübler-Ross and her 1969 revolutionary book On Death and Dying, which offered the first glimpses into NDEs and prodded both patients and doctors to stop fearing death and see it as a transference to another dimension.
A half hour later, I was at the main Avignon hospital, and gave my mother some news of Victor, while omitting the anomalous experiences of both my father and me. I knew she absolutely wanted to visit Victor the next day, as she worried it could be her last exchange with him alive. We agreed I would come and take her in the early afternoon, and then drive her back to her own hospital room.
Once in the family house, I prepared myself some dinner with whatever food was available in the freezer and on shelves, and then I crashed on a bed upstairs, where it was freezing cold.
The sad story of my family—which I have to clarify in order for the following accounts to be understandable—is that it had always been plagued by internal feuds. My childhood was filled with the enmity between my sister and my mother—with conflict flaming up on a weekly basis. And with the bullying behavior of my older sister vis-à-vis me, starting from my toddler years. As a result, from as early as I can remember, I felt a total stranger to this family; even before I reached the driving license age of eighteen, I had already squatted my parents’ country house in Igny, a south suburb of Paris, and was regularly hitch-hiking from Paris to reside there any time I could, on the pretext I had work to do and exams to prepare for in peace. Work was sacrosanct in my family, and since I was a brilliant student, my parents were letting me free to do what I wanted. Furthermore, I was helping at, or taking care of, their catering shop every Sunday morning and whenever they were overwhelmed with clients’ orders—such as all night long on each and every Christmas and Easter eve—and that, in my father’s fair perspective, was setting me as a responsible individual, therefore self-driven. As soon as I was in the country house, of course, forgetting all about my dreadful school and suffocating sister, I would dive and revel in my own world, meditating, reading, and writing poetry in the garden and in the nearby woods.
Just after my parents had bought a piece of real estate with my sister in Séguret, 
a vineyards village, and both households had started to build their own 
house—just eighty yards apart—a new feud erupted between my brother, who was 
overseeing the construction of our parents’ house, and my sister. So bitter was it that, when my parents moved over to their now finished house, the conflict was inflamed again and the Provence family was split between on the one hand my parents siding with my brother, and on the other hand my sister and her household cutting all relationship with them. I was the only one, residing in Paris, keeping in touch with both sides—needless to say, a position hotly criticized by all!
As had been my understanding and strategy since experiencing a dire family crisis when I was five years old, the farther from them I was, the better I felt, and so I kept to myself and my husband in Paris, relieved that the conflict was set in Provence. That day, when I was five years old, I had been badly harassed and hurt by my older sister; I realized that, her being bigger by two and a half years, I couldn’t defend myself physically.
“Since she is stronger, I’ll be more intelligent!” I swore to myself, intending to circumvent her efficiently by cleverness alone. And from then on, my tactic was one of smart avoidance and, a few years later, the adamant setting of my own territory in the Paris flat as off-limits to her—all the while for the most part remaining polite and sound.
And so it was that, at the time of my father’s last days, she had been informed of my father’s admission in the hospital by her colleague doctors, and had neither been in contact nor set foot in the house of my parents for a year and a half—and wouldn’t for the next twelve years, until I reconciled her with my mother when I settled in Provence and took care of her.
Early afternoon the day after I visited the hospital, I went to fetch my mother and we drove to Carpentras to see my father. Fortunately, he had a long moment of clear consciousness, no doubt brought about by his wife’s presence, whom he was extremely happy to see, as well as me. Colette wasn’t there, she had resumed her usual schedule at her dermatologist’s office. Then I drove Yvonne back to her hospital and came back to Séguret. A quick hello to Colette’s husband Guy and their kids (Colette was still at work), and then, after having a bite, I got myself a book in the large library of my father. I’m used to going to sleep well after dawn, after a night of writing, and so I indulged in reading until about four in the morning.
It must have been about 5:30 a.m. when my sister burst into the house from the terrace door that I had left unlocked, and woke me up the harsh way with loud shouts. I came downstairs, and here she was standing, already clad in a warm winter coat, telling me Victor had passed away during the night and the hospital had just called her to let her know




	Concerning visions of human beings, 80 percent were linked to the Beyond (either deceased persons or religious figures). In comparison, Sidgwick’s
	Report on the Census of Hallucinations (1894) reports, in the general population, only 33 percent of visions being of the deceased, and 67 percent of living people.
	As for the cultural bias, most Americans (66 percent) saw deceased persons, compared to 12 percent seeing religious figures; whereas most Indians saw religious figures (48 percent), compared to 28 percent seeing deceased persons.
	About 61 percent of all patients hadn’t been given hallucination-causing drugs. Half the patients had remained conscious, and 29 percent were somewhat perturbed but maintained some degree of communication with the nurses.
	No personal or social factor could be found to trigger the visions. Neither stress nor optimism were causal factors: more patients in a normal state of consciousness (54 percent) had a vision, compared with patients with a positive attitude or with a negative one.
	The certitude of one’s own death was not a factor either: many who thought they would survive had visions of people coming to take them, sometimes rejecting them. Only one American was not ready to leave this world, whereas 34 percent of Indians refused vehemently to do so (regardless of their religion—Hindu, Catholic, or other).
	Finally, not believing in the afterlife didn’t preclude having visions: 12 patients were in that position. And that shows clearly that these apparitions are not created by the person’s beliefs. Yet, the characteristics of the religious beings will be highly influenced by the patient’s religion, and that’s where the culture intervenes.
	Among the 471 patients who had visions of human beings and later passed away, in 196 cases the purpose of the apparitions was to accompany them into the other world, despite (in 54 cases) the patients’ refusal of such eventuality.
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