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“Goodbyes are only for those who love with their eyes. 
Because for those who love with heart and soul 

			there is no such thing as separation.” 
–Rumi

		


		
			INTRODUCTION

			On Jan 3, 2016, I sat surrounded by the evidence of Christmas. The tree was still up, there were, holiday cards in a basket on the end table and my son Christopher’s new golf bag sat in the corner of the living room. It was a fine Christmas. One of the best. For some reason we (my wife Sally and I) kept piling on gifts. I even went back out to the mall early Christmas Eve to grab one more cologne gift set for Chris, a bottle of perfume for Caroline and shaving set for Will. Why not it was already over the top. Everybody was happy, and we knew this Christmas with us all together would be remembered. And it will be.

			Along with a group of high school friends Chris spent the night at one of their parents’ lake houses in Wisconsin an hour and a half away. A last hurrah before Christmas break ended and school started back up. Just after noon I received a call from one of Christopher’s friend Scottie, whose parents owned the house telling me that Chris was missing. When the group woke up in the morning Chris and three of his friends were nowhere to be found. I had Scottie text me the address (I’m looking at the text now on my phone as I write this) and started driving north. About forty minutes into my drive I received a call from Scottie’s uncle that the authorities no longer called it a search, but rather a recovery as all four boys had drowned in the icy lake.

			What follows is a narrative of the next two years of what became my search. My search for my son on the other side. It is currently 4:40am and I just concluded a meditation session that resulted in messages from my son through spirit writing. At 1:45pm this afternoon I have a phone appointment with a world-famous medium Thomas John, to connect with Chris. So, although I finished writing this manuscript before Father’s Day 2018 as I had promised Chris, my search for him and subsequent connection to him and his world continues. And it will continue until we are together on the other side.

			Joe McQuillen

			8/25/2018

		


		
			Chapter One: Hide & Seek

			At 4:45 a.m. on May 2, 2017 I woke up hearing a familiar child’s voice in my head saying, “hide again.” Two days earlier, I had heard my wife describing to her brother how relentless our little boy Christopher was when he played hide and seek. As soon as you found him, he would take off for a new hiding spot, calling out “hide again” which came out “hi gin” in his excited two-year-old voice. He could have played that game forever.

			After feeding the dog and making coffee I sat at my desk to write this book. It’s a story of a journey back and forth from the other side. Tomorrow will mark 16 months since my boy crossed over after drowning in a Wisconsin lake, the result of a canoe accident that also took the lives of three of his friends. He was 21 at the time.

			I can take myself back to that late afternoon early evening of January 3, 2016. There are police around, boats with lights on the lake, small groups of kids in shock and nearby, parents crying. I walk with an officer to the basement of the lake house to identify a picture. They wouldn’t allow me to see my boy. But the photo was him. The clothes, the smile, the Celtic cross. It was him and not him at the same time. And my life would never ever be the same.

			When Christopher crossed over he left, his adoring mother Sally, his 19-year-old sister Caroline, his 16-year-old brother William and me, his father. He left his grandparents and many loving aunts, uncles, and cousins from both sides of the family. He left us (or so we thought) all in shock and broken hearted. He left friends, lots of friends, from Winnetka, from a boarding school in Tucson and college friends from Northern Illinois University (NIU).

			One of the benefits of coming from a dysfunctional Irish family is that you really don’t care a lot about what anybody out side of your family thinks. That pretty much holds true for most aspects of my life but not this book. I am not trying to convince you of anything; you have to get there by yourself. But I genuinely believe I can give hope and comfort to anyone who has experienced my kind of loss. I have told my story to other grieving parents and felt their relief at finding out that it is not over. The intense love of a parent hasn’t died when his or her child has passed. I will use the terms crossing over and the other side going forward. And if these terms seem a bit “new age” to you, well, you’ll come around.

			I have always had an interest in the other side. I remember sitting with a friend at college who explained what it was like to have a medium for a mother. I was fascinated, and she was embarrassed. Her mom lived in Lily Dale, New York which was a center for mediums. I was intrigued but at age twenty, I had other distractions. Coincidentally, I later found that my classmate is a medium herself, living on a horse farm in Wisconsin.

			After that, my only brush with a psychic occurred in the early 1980s. My sister Marcia and I were walking around DuPont Circle in Washington, DC and on a lark, we went for a tarot card reading. I was nervous as all get out. The woman said my current girlfriend was with her parents surrounded by water on three sides. She also told me that my girlfriend was there to decide about our relationship and that it wouldn’t work out. At the time, my girlfriend was on Cape Cod at her parent’s beach house and when she returned home to D.C., she did indeed end the relationship. Although I would like to have blamed the gods, I believe the decision was due to the fact that I was a horrible boyfriend. When my sister came out from her reading, she was disappointed. The reader told her she was going to be the mother of 12 children. Being a divorced, single working mom in her 40s, with two children, she dismissed the reading completely. As we walked toward Georgetown for lunch I asked her about her recent love interest. Wasn’t he a widower with 10 kids? My sister and Tom were married within a few years and she did take on the role of mother for the younger girls. We were not trying to make our current events match the reading, but something was going on.

			In 2001 or 2002, someone gave me the name of a medium. I was looking for answers to life’s questions and thought I would see what a medium would say. We met in a conference room of a library and I’ll admit I felt a little goofy sitting there with incense and candles. She told me that my parents and my grandmother came through to her. She also told me my parents were not together on the other side, which has been confirmed by other mediums I’ve consulted. The reading was pretty general, and I was feeling disappointed. However, toward the end of the reading, she told me my Dad had a message to confirm it was indeed him. He was showing her a caboose and told her to say the word “railroad.” This got my attention. I have always felt that every family has a unique culture. If your dad was a teacher, you were from a teacher’s family. If he was a coach, the culture was coaching. We were a railroad family. My father retired after 40 years working on the railroad. My mother’s father retired from the railroad, as did her brother, my adored Uncle Bill. There were five boys in my family, all of whom worked on the railroad at one time. I had myself been a brakeman on a caboose working with my father when I was a young man. As a kid I vividly remember spending the night at a railroad yard with my Dad. He was a yardmaster at the time and his office was atop an aluminum tower that resembled a water tower that overlooked the rail yard. It was probably the place I felt closest to him. You have to understand there was no way this woman could have known anything about my Dad. She only knew my first name and there was no Google at the time for her to search for details about my life. “Railroad” was the one thing that truly described us as a family. Holy cow! I was a convert, I believed.

			At a follow-up visit, she also told me that my boy Chris was an Indigo Child. At the time, I didn’t know what that term meant. She also told me he would be diagnosed as having A.D.D. She dismissed this diagnosis and told me it only meant that he answered to a different dimension. I used this phrase in my eulogy for Chris because he surely did.

			Let me introduce myself, lest you think I am some kind of new age wack job. I am a 60-year old father of three (one on the other side). I have been happily married for 26 years. I am at heart a blue-collar kid from Buffalo New York. I spent a few years working on the railroad, a few years working in unions in D.C. and worked for more than 25 years in the car business in Chicago. I eventually became a partner in several dealerships until I sold out and entered the mortgage business in 2009. I have been more successful than I had any right to be. But I have also worked my tail off. I sport a crew cut, have a broken nose (that I secretly like) and still play hockey. I do however tell people that I’m on my last dog and my last pair of skates. I am also in recovery from alcohol for more than 31 years. I believe this has allowed me to find a connection with my God or Higher Power, which has assisted me in connecting with my son, Chris. My experience in recovery has led me to a belief in God. And Chris’ death has brought me closer to him, though it didn’t happen all at once. When Chris first passed I was angry at God. I would still hit my knees every night, but I wasn’t shy about letting God know that I was pissed at Him for taking my son. It wasn’t long before God let me know that he didn’t take Chris (although he was happy he was home), but rather Chris’ free will and recklessness caused him to pass early and cross over. God let me know that as a Father he cried with me and hurt with me, and held me close through the long lonely days and nights.

			Maybe the best way to best introduce you to who Chris was is through his eulogy. I delivered it to a packed church after a wake the previous night attended by over 2000 people.

			Thoreau said that “if a man does not keep pace with his companions perhaps it is because he hears a different drummer”

			My Christopher heard that different drummer. When he was a kid and diagnosed with A.DD I sought some spiritual counsel and was told that just meant that Chris answered to a different dimension, and so he did.

			Forgive me if I need to stop and compose myself, as I have inherited my father’s sentimentality when it comes to my kids. And I so dearly love my Christopher.

			It was never easy to hold on to Chris. Sally said it was like water slipping through your fingers. But my goodness he had an impact and you knew he had been there. Maybe just by the smile left on all of our faces. He was not an easy boy to get…. But once he took hold it was for good.

			Although he was a quandary, some got him early. The lovely Miss B and vice principal Schaecher who would pick him up to insure he got to middle school. He didn’t like school and wouldn’t do homework… but this was the same kid, his teacher reported who would leave the classroom to help his friend administer insulin to help regulate his diabetes.

			He wore Hawaiian shirts partied too much, and when he would come home he was sick and needed caring, (which his mom lovingly provided) and a large duffle bag full of dirty laundry. Most of which was not even familiar to us.

			He lived life doing 90 mph in a 30-mph zone. He flipped a pickup truck en route to work at the ranch, fell down a 30 ft. mine shaft, hiked Peru with a fever equaling shock, and it never slowed him down.

			And we knew despite our warnings and trepidation that it never would.

			Somehow, we knew that we only had him for a short time… so we cherished every moment.

			Life on life’s terms was not something my boy ascribed to. It was life on Chris’ terms. And if you wanted in you needed to accept that…it wasn’t enabling it was just the terms of the contract. But you already know that, you have already been roped in, and you made the same deal, didn’t you?

			When a dear friend’s mom passed, and he wanted to get back for the services, he packed his jeep and started home from Tucson (after a Western Union stop due to a lost atm card…but that was part of the deal too.)

			Despite a long conversation regarding stopping resting, hotel stays and safe driving, he showed up 28 hours later in time for the wake. It was only 1,743 miles and he had something he needed to do. Answering to that different dimension. When his cousin was headed to wilderness he turned around after being back in Vermont one day and drove back 900 miles a mere 15 hours to accompany him. Of course, the backpack he borrowed unknown to him had a camping hatchet in a side pocket, and airport security had some concerns… part of the deal. He charmed his way through security and got his cousin safely to wilderness and returned home (less one hatchet). See what I mean… life on Chris’ terms

			We were worried about our boy and at 16 years old, we sent him to In Balance Ranch Academy in Arizona. There he finished high school and found himself. He stayed on after graduation as a life coach and worked with struggling teens for a year or so. He was happy and fulfilled and we had a peace we hadn’t felt regarding him before, but he needed to answer that call again

			We will be forever grateful to the entire Barrasso Family and Thad for giving us back our son. But he got you…he roped you in too, and then he was gone.

			He found his way to NIU and a fraternal brotherhood of AKL. He found acceptance and love, and he was happy again. Although it all appeared like a scene out of Animal House, there was pure love and true loyalty in his daily life. And I am grateful for what was given back to him in kind. A year ago, after returning from a family cruise on Christmas, he announced that he needed to get back to the house as one of his brothers wasn’t going home and would be alone for Christmas. He packed up a couple of plates of food, wrapped a gift and headed back to DeKalb. That was my son. Perhaps one of his finest moments at NIU was when he mentored a young man with special needs and they performed together in a talent show with his adoring mom in attendance.

			My God he loved his mom…. from the first moment he appeared and the love both ways was fierce.

			He loved and felt protective of his sister Caroline. When she suddenly returned home from college for a weekend, Chris left a formal and showed up (a little worse for wear) to be with her. He will always look out for her. He was in awe of the young man his little brother William had become. Looking at a photo over Christmas I commented that Will was cool. Oh man… he’s twice as cool as I ever was…Will’s the man he said. Chris’ approval was something that came like a thief in the night but my God, we all longed for it.

			He loved being Irish, the Buffalo Bills and being a McQuillen. When his cherished cousin Kerry passed away in February 2013 leaving two little boys, he announced he wasn’t returning home but was staying in Buffalo to help out, because “that’s what family does.” He connected with Ryan and Big Al and roped you all in… life on Chris’ terms.

			One blessing for Sally, Caroline, William, and me was that the last month with him was pure joy. He was happy. He had his friends in DeKalb, his New Trier pals here and his family around him. All stepping to his beat. He ate, he drank, we spoiled him for Christmas (which he loved), shot pool, bowled, he clubbed and lived. And he knew he was adored.

			The term beloved is overused in most eulogies but not in this case. Not for Christopher. He was beloved by his parents, grandparents, siblings, godparents, uncles, aunts, cousins, and his loving heartbroken friends… all of you, all of us. We made the deal on his terms… it was short. But you somehow knew it would be. Thank you for loving my Boy

			I so dearly love my Chris. But he wasn’t afraid to shoot an angle. So that Christmas night when he announced he was heading back to DeKalb to be with a friend left alone at Christmas, I jumped in to help. We packed a plate full of food and I ran to Walgreens for a gift. But I had a sneaky suspicion that the friend was a good-looking co-ed or a keg party. At the wake the friend from that Christmas at NIU pulled me aside with tears in his eyes to tell me the story. It was just as Chris presented. And then I met Daniel, the boy he mentored during the Penguin Players variety show. This is a theatre troop made up of young adults with emotional disabilities. Both boys wanted me to know, in their own way, how much they loved my Chris and how much he impacted their lives.

			A year later on January 3, 2017, a day I assumed would be one of the most difficult since his passing. I received a call from one of Chris’ college friends to tell me that a group of his friends were going to his grave at 2 p.m. and asked if I could join them. Since we had entertained eight or so of the kids on New Year’s Day, before they headed back to DeKalb for college, we didn’t expect them to return two days later to visit his grave. We were wrong. When I got to the grave I saw a few of Chris’ dear pals and I broke out the hockey cooler filled with Chris’ favorite beer. (Well, to be more accurate Stella was his favorite when I was buying and Landshark when he was). I also packed a few Sharps NA so I could toast the handful of friends I expected. Soon the circular drive at the cemetery began to fill up and his college friends began to emerge like the clown cars in the circus. College kids were everywhere, hugging, kissing, and crying. My heart was singing. They were here to celebrate my boy. Then his childhood friends began to show up. I called Sally, Chris’ mom, and told her she had to get to the grave right away. There were two dozen, kids in their twenties, in the cold of early January smoking cigars (mine of course) and toasting their beloved pal who had passed. But he hadn’t passed, not really. Although he had crossed over, everyone there felt his presence, his love, and that very special Christopher thing. The celebration went on for more than three hours and still lives on in my heart. When I’m down I just close my eyes and I am amongst the gravestones with his friends. They are young, heartbroken and so full of love.
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			January 3, 2017

		


		
			Chapter Two: The Lake In Wisconsin

			Very early in the morning on January 3, 2016 I awoke with a feeling of dread. I had dreamt about missing a school assignment or some such nonsense. But I felt horrible. In a life full of near misses and close calls, this feeling was the worst one I can remember.

			I couldn’t shake it off, but I got out of bed to do what I normally do on a Sunday in the winter. I would get up, make coffee, feed the dog and do a little work before the noon kick-off of the Buffalo Bills game.

			We have had a satellite dish since we moved to Winnetka in the summer of 1994, solely so that I could watch my hometown team. As my boys got older it became a tradition to watch the Bills’ game together. When Chris was away at school he was able to watch online thru the NFL Sunday Ticket Package which allowed him to stream the game. When my oldest brother Jerry - who lived in Boston was alive - we would watch the game and call each other back and forth to discuss plays. You need to understand that we were raised around Sunday dinners at mom and dad’s house, a pickup football game and then the Bills game. It was mandatory attendance and simply part of growing up.

			When my mother passed in 1992, we actually moved her funeral service to accommodate the Bill’s 1 p.m. kickoff. And she wouldn’t have had it any other way. On the morning of her funeral we had a pickup football game in Delaware Park followed by her funeral service at St. Mary’s of the Lake Church and a reception/Bills game at my brother Paul’s house for our family, neighbors and childhood friends. I didn’t know then what it was, but I knew the somber feeling at the funeral was replaced with a spirit of mirth at Paul’s home. It’s only later (maybe now) that I understood it was my Mom’s spirit working the room, loving that her family was gathered together remembering her.

			That January 3, 2016 morning, I was waiting for Chris to arrive back from the house party in Wisconsin to watch the game with me. A little after noon, I got a call from his friend Scottie saying that Chris and three of his friends were missing. I asked him to text me the address as I pulled on a hunting jacket and boots and headed up north. I received the text with the address at 12:35 p.m. (I’m looking at it on my phone as I write) and half an hour later received a call from Scottie’s uncle saying that it was now a recovery effort since they had found his body. Eventually the coroner would place the time of death between 3 a.m. and 4 a.m. that morning. That was the same time that I woke with the feeling of dread in my heart. Just recounting this now still brings me to tears.

			There were so many plans to be made. And quickly. The phone calls to my sister Marcia, Chris’ beloved godmother, and the rest of the family, were heart-wrenching. Michael, my best friend and Chris’ godfather, flew back from a vacation in Florida the next day. Even though I was in a state of shock, I was trying to get everything done, somehow. Thank God for Michael. He stayed with me in those dark days. I had to bury my grief deep inside in order to get things done. I had to make funeral arrangements, choose a burial plot, and organize a reception.

			I agreed to talk to the Tribune, because I wanted to share who Chris was. He wasn’t a spoiled North Shore kid, but a sweet sensitive son and friend. The newspaper ran a nice story and a follow up one year later. I will be forever grateful to Duaa Eldeib, the staff writer, for her gentleness and sensitivity.

			http://www.chicagotribune.com/news/local/breaking/ct-wisconsin-canoe-accident-20160104-story.html

			http://www.chicagotribune.com/news/ct-north-shore-canoe-deaths-one-year-later-met-20170101-story.html

			We buried Chris on January 8, 2016 at Sacred Heart cemetery. It’s a beautiful spot with trees and a view of the sky. There is a black granite grave marker with the Buffalo Bills logo on the bottom right corner. This is a place for me to come and visit my boy. I keep a folding chair in my Jeep and always carry a lit cigar so Chris knows it’s me. Some amazing things have happened there, things that have helped me ease into an awareness of life on the other side.

		


		
			Chapter Three: The Journey

			Here is where the search for Chris begins. I will explain how I first contacted Chris through mediums and then on my own. I have kept copious notes on each visit, whether they were with mediums on the phone, in person or in my own head during meditation. I write down the messages as they’re given to me. I have not reviewed many of them since I originally wrote them until now.

			Here is the definition of a medium according to From Crossing Over to Connection by Amanda Linette Meder:

			A medium is someone who stands at the midway point between two realms and acts as a conduit that transfers energy between those two points of contact. In the case of working with your deceased loved ones, a medium can transfer images, words, thoughts and emotions back and forth between the physical world (where you are) and the spirit world (where they are).

			A few days after Chris’ passing I contacted Nancine. She was the medium I had visited so many years ago with whom I had kept in touch. She had long ago moved from Illinois to Surprise, AZ, so I would have to speak to her by phone.

			Here is what Nancine told me about the accident. “They were in the canoe horsing around when it capsized. The feeling of his lungs filling up with water was a new feeling and confusing. There was some panic but no pain or suffering. His spirit was pulled quickly from his body. His cousin Kerry, whose boys he nannied when she passed, was there to greet him. She pulled his spirit and helped him cross over. Seeing her surprised him. He was concerned and said to Kerry, “I don’t get it.”

			He was filled with surprise and delight. There was color, sensation and beauty. “Dad, you gotta see this…it’s fucking amazing!” He told Nancine that he was in my room after he passed to look in on me. He told me to notice my breath in the cold air because he will add a kiss.

			Nancine said that he was in a period of attunement which means getting acclimated. She said that Chris told her there is wall of pure spirit. My brother Jerry, who had passed two years previously, greeted Chris and promised to keep a watchful eye on him. Jerry also sent a message that he loved the other side. My niece Kerry is working over there with young children who passed. Their souls are preparing to return.

			Chris described being wrapped in a bubble wrap of pure love connecting to his hand (I have no idea what this means but it was in my notes, so you figure it out.) According to Nancine, Chris is surprised by it all. He is not afraid. He is all in…he is zooming… rejuvenated.

			He told Nancine. “You get what you want …but you don’t know what to do with it. If I take this can I still have that?” She also told me that Chris had an overwhelming desire to fix things for us. Nancine recommended that I use some humor with him. My humor is calming to Chris. He said he’s not afraid but rather weirded out. Tell mom, “I am so sorry.”

			He told Nancine, “If I could have changed who I was for the sake of my mom and dad, I would have. I most definitely picked you and mom. I’m very weirded out but I feel awesome. First time I felt awesome in a long time”

			In the last part of his contact he told Nancine that he and I are from the same soul family, that he’s dusting off the energy from his last moments on this side, and that I damn well better know he loves me. He requested a single white rose from me for his grave after the funeral, which he wasn’t sure he was going to attend.

			She ended simply with “he’s happy.” As heartbreaking as losing him was we took some solace that he was happy and feeling awesome. This was something that our sensitive boy struggled with on this side.

			This was a lot for me: Losing my beloved son and then hearing from him on the other side was unsettling. My life and my priorities took a turn toward the world Chris now lived in. I wanted more.

			The days and weeks that followed were a soft sad blur. We were all broken, and we were sleep walking through the days. We each carried our grief in our own way. But there were similarities. William and Sally turned inwardly while Caroline and I filled each waking hour with activity so as not to let the feelings overwhelm us. It was horrible. I couldn’t take away my pain, much less fix theirs, despite how much I loved them. It was as if I was an amputee waking up each morning forgetting about my loss until the reality swept over and you know you’re not whole and will never be again. But if I can just hold on long enough to hear from Chris…one more day, one more week…

			My next reading with Nancine on the phone was March 3, just about two months after Chris’ passing. I was barely holding on emotionally and couldn’t wait to be in contact with Chris again. The funeral had long passed, and the reality of his crossing was hitting home. I needed that contact and I got it.

			Nancine said that he was referring to me as Dad, but also by another name. She asked me if he had ever called me Pap or Pip? I told her he often called me Pop or Pops. Yes, she said that’s what he’s calling you. He told her he was getting adjusted and everything moved fast. “Dad, this is fast.”

			She said he was showing her that we used to roll our eyes together and had the ability to share a laugh. She said he hopes I will still do that.

			She told me he had some regrets. He didn’t feel that he had been as successful as he had wanted. He should have gone to a trade school to build things. That’s what he’s doing now. Check out the constellations, he said. It’s a breeze. He loves it. He was impressed with me and my success, he told her. Boot strap attitude, he wanted to be more like me. He’s happy now and he’s got what he wanted.

			He wanted his mom to know that he was in love before he crossed. It was important that she knew this. I assumed he was referring to a recent heartbreak he experienced at NIU but Nancine insisted that it was about a local girl from our town or the next one over. She insisted that the name started with a hard C or K. The relationship never moved beyond a close friendship because neither one was ready and didn’t want to risk what they had. He said he never told us because he didn’t even know. He said, “It’s enough to know that, just natural Pop.” Sally shared this message with Claire Clark, the lovely girl from the next town over, who had been close friends with Chris since they were kids.

			Nancine said Chris told her that life was a struggle for him on earth and there were things he couldn’t do due to anxiety. He always would say, “Let me do this, when in truth I always needed help.”

			He told me that the other side is like a video game. Everything changes suddenly. The journey is fun. There were colors and sounds beyond a roller coaster. He said he always thought he was a loner but there are three dudes and a woman who have always been with him,” Nancine said. We call them Angels.

			I needed to know about his last moments on earth. Sally and I were tortured at the thought of him drowning in that frigid cold Wisconsin lake. “I didn’t feel a lot, Pop. I think it was because I was starting to become spirit. It was like falling over in a crowd.” He was talking about an aunt (on whom he used to play jokes) meeting him. This was his Aunt Pat who passed away the previous August. “By the way…about the jokes, she knows now.” He was met by family pets who calmed him down.

			Nancine said he was becoming contemplative. “On our side he always felt like a screw up” and even now he is terribly sorry that the accident and his recklessness causes us such grief. He is remembering Mom bringing him along to the grocery or little trips around town. He used to take a stuffed animal around with him. “Mom will remember…she will know it’s me and I love her so much.”

			Chris said the other side is 100% love. There is no judgement and lots of guidance. He enjoys the learning and has no worries. He says he needs to grow and move forward.

			He said he sees that his sister is in love. “Pop, she’s in love. It will be okay; she could do a lot better.” He thinks she is working too hard to keep it going. Chris thinks relationships should be a “lot like you and mom’s.”

			I asked him if he woke me up between 3 a.m. and 4 a.m. on January 3. “Absolutely, I left my body and stopped by what was familiar.” He was out of his body. Chris said at some point in the journey he possibly had an opportunity to go back. He said he didn’t choose one or the other; he got distracted and then it was too late.

			He said all three boys who passed with him are okay.  One had a harder time crossing over but he’s fine now.

			I will talk later on about his drowning. But the answers from the other side have all been the same. It was peaceful and painless. Sally and I both thank God for that.

			Chris said he wanted to give us more about the funeral ceremony. He did in fact attend. He said he was in the third row on the left side studying the people. He said he spent a lot of time by the flowers. He let Nancine know he loved flowers and was no longer ashamed to admit it. He acknowledged that great things were said about him and he was a little embarrassed and humbled. He wasn’t sure he had filled the shoes in the way we spoke of him that day.

			He made references to his grave and said he likes to stop there. He mentioned a big tree near his grave and that I should take a load off.

			He told Nancine that we loved him to a fault. He was reckless and felt he could push the envelope because he knew he had both of us in his corner. He did not know he was going early. He thought there would be a lot more weddings. He loved celebrations. His birthday was coming up and Caroline’s was soon after that. He said we should focus on hers as she felt it was too soon to ask for any attention. I can report that that is no longer the case and we shower our sweet 21-year-old daughter with loving attention, and there is hell to pay when we fail to do that.

			He spoke to Nancine about his cousin Kerry who passed at age 43 leaving two beautiful adopted boys behind. She will come up in future readings by mediums always referring to her by name. He said he liked my brother Jerry a lot. He wanted me to know that although they are together I shouldn’t worry because, “No way will I replace you with Jerry.” That comment was made because Jerry was my oldest brother and since I was the youngest of ten, he absolutely adored me and I knew it. He said Jerry is a fun spirit and is very popular. Jerry promised to let me know that Chris was okay.

			Wrapping the session up, Nancine said that Chris is happy and peaceful at what he accomplished by coming through. He had tears of joy because, “I got through to my dad.”

			Nancine told me Chris could feel my touch and that he liked it when I kiss his picture. I do that often; I have a copy of his photo on my dashboard, and mounted pictures on the wall leading upstairs. She said he has a cute smile especially for his mother.

			Then he was gone……

			It’s probably time to introduce you to Chris’ mother. The moment I laid eyes on her in the summer of 1988 I knew she was the one. I wasn’t yet ready to settle down, and neither was she, but I couldn’t ignore the chemistry. She was pretty, blond, and so full of life. She wore coveralls and purple Naf Naf high top sneakers that looked like Chuck Taylor’s Converse to me. My goose was cooked. We were engaged in 1990 and married on June 29, 1991. Our Christopher was born on April 15, 1994. The connection between Chris and his mom was immediate and intense. I was a spectator to this bond since there was only room for two in this love affair. But thankfully, I was invited in later on. Chris was such a gift. I have never seen one person make another one so whole. But that was their connection and that’s their story. I will be telling you a lot about my loss because sometimes thinking about Sally’s loss as a mom is unbearable. But I want you to know I’m aware of it. And I want her to know I know it.

			[image: ]

			[image: ]

			Early in March that year, Sally through a friend (thanks, Janet) flew to Denver for an intimate circle with Rebecca Rosen, a world renowned medium. It was a small group reading where everyone (at least everyone who had a crossed spirit step forward) would get a reading. Although this was Sally’s reading, I was impatiently awaiting the result of the contact. To Sally’s surprise the first spirit to come through was my brother Jerry. Rebecca said that Jerry was somehow a brother and a father figure. That is what he was to me. Rebecca was attempting to finish with another client in the intimate circle and was trying to have Jerry wait his turn. She obviously didn’t know Jerry. I could hear her on the recording saying, “Okay, Jerry sit tight. We will get to you.” But Jerry couldn’t be put off in the afterlife any more than he could on this side.
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“The everlasting bond between father and son is beautiful.”

— Sheri Jewel, psychic medium
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