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		Prologue

		THE JOURNEY
OF OUR LIFE

		AFTER CLOSE TO FORTY YEARS of maintaining an ongoing relationship with the souls in the hereafter, I have come to understand this one statement to be true above all: We are, each of us, born into our exact situation in life in order to fulfill our spiritual journey on the earth. It makes no difference who you are or what you will be—if you are here, lessons will be learned. We have all embarked on a mission we have chosen for ourselves in a previous existence and accepted the challenge of walking on the earth with faith and hope as our only roadmap. We have also been furnished with the circumstances we will need in order to learn and grow from our experiences here, so that we can accomplish the goals we are expected and predestined to meet. We were already told that the lessons would be many and difficult, and the time we have to complete them is so short. Whatever the lessons we needed to learn—courage, patience, forgiveness of others or forgiveness of ourselves—our soul is sent from the hereafter into a human form, into a human family, into the career of our life’s work, and we begin the process of struggling to overcome and learn from whatever has been pre-planned as our lesson on the earth. The lessons come in many differing circumstances, and our options in those circumstances number more than the stars in a night sky. It is a process of choices—some good, some bad, but each of them important to the fulfillment of the reason why we are here—to complete our spiritual schooling, our life’s journey. And it all is for one purpose—to learn from the knowledge, the pain, the hope and the struggle of this lifetime so that we can benefit from it in the joy of the hereafter. The souls in the hereafter know this already, but it will take us a lifetime—and our passing—to understand.

		We all have a reason to be here, and we all have a specific purpose and meaning in our own life as well as in the lives around us. Each of us has a different road, but each of our roads leads to the same destination. For some, the road is paved by the tragedy of loss. And for some others, even the loss of hope. No matter what the circumstance, we all must continue struggling to learn while we are here. We all have one thing in common on our individual walk to the Infinite Light—at key points in the journey, we will be either teacher or student in different circumstances and for different reasons. We will teach by example or we will learn by example. We all have a responsibility to our own soul growth and to the soul growth of others. In my own journey, I have been given the responsibility to be an instrument by which the souls in the hereafter can deliver to us the gift of hope. I do not know whether I chose them or they chose me. But I do know, just as each of you will come to understand, that there is a reason and a purpose for everything here. It is not a luxury for the souls in the hereafter to communicate—sometimes it is a necessity. The encouragement they provide is badly needed when hope is lost or tragedy finds us. By their lessons, the souls there provide us with the gift of hope. As I walk through my own journey on the earth, I have relied on the unshakable conviction of the souls in the hereafter that the tragedy and hopelessness we experience lead us also to peace and understanding—perhaps here, but certainly in the hereafter. We are all—mother, father, lover, friend, foe—given a role in this lifetime, and we are all outfitted with the life that will best allow our learning to take place. As I came to understand why the souls in the hereafter would choose someone as unlikely as me to interpret and communicate their messages of hope to grieving families here, I need only look back through my life to see how specific was my upbringing to the purpose I would eventually serve. I also have been born to the exact circumstances that I will need to benefit from my job as a “messenger” when my lessons are over and I return to the grace of the hereafter, as all of us will. To learn hope, I was shown a vision of the hereafter and its beauty. To learn compassion, I have found people who care, no matter what. To learn humility, I have dealt with being thought of by people as either unique or worthless. And to maintain an emotional perspective through other people’s pain, I was placed in a family that had trouble dealing with my ability and who to this day still understand so little of my work. Each of these facets of my life makes up who I am and how I will learn from my own life experiences, as well as affect the experiences of others.

		When I was born, in August 1952, it was a time when Long Island, New York, was still mostly farmland, and doctors made house calls. I missed, by forty-eight hours, the opportunity to be born on the fifteenth, the feast of the Assumption of our Blessed Mother. That is a major coup de grâce if you are the product of an Irish-Catholic background, as I am. There was nothing remarkable about my birth, except for the fact that it had pretty much been decided that I would be the last Anderson born to my parents, Eleanor and George. My parents, having met each other after their respective first marriages each produced one daughter before ending in divorce, decided to create at least two more children—my brother, two years my senior, and myself. This completed the perfect family in their eyes—two girls and two boys. In the early forties my father worked on the Pennsylvania Railroad as a baggage clerk until an accident nearly cost him his life. As a result of the accident, he had a near-death experience, the effects of which stayed with him for the rest of his life. Somehow, the memory of his experience put him in a better position to understand what I do and why. After surviving his accident, my father found work at KLM airlines while my mother contented herself being housewife and family custodian. My parents were simple working-class people, and our lives revolved around Catholic school, work and Thursday night outings to the local hamburger restaurant—but only if we kids behaved ourselves.

		Although my recollection of being six years old is not very good, I do remember contracting chicken pox. The thing that I remember most, though, is that it progressively got much worse. I could tell by the alarm in my parents’ voices and by the constant doctor visits that I was not getting better, and I felt sick all the time. I came to understand later that I had contracted encephalomyelitis from the chicken pox, and that in most cases children who contracted this illness did not survive. Encephalomyelitis is a virus that attacks the brainstem and produces a swelling in the brain and spinal cord that usually leads to paralysis or death. It was a tense time for my family because the illness seemed to linger for a few weeks and I lost the ability to move my limbs. When the virus had run its course and seemed to lift slightly, I began to feel better and was eventually able to sit up. We were all hugely relieved. Unfortunately, even after the illness had subsided, I still had no use of my legs.

		A child’s brain is an amazing organ. To me, it is very much like the hereafter in that it can heal, repair, change and work around anything that throws it a curve. Until the age of ten, a young brain is so flexible that it can not only repair damage, but it can also open up other parts of itself to compensate for the injured or non-functioning areas. I remember reading about an operation done to save the life of an eight-year-old girl where half of her brain had to be removed because epilepsy had progressed to the point that her condition was potentially fatal. Her doctors hypothesized that in removing half of her brain, the other half would compensate for the loss by taking over the processes, like speech and movement, that were controlled by the part of her brain affected by the epilepsy. The operation was successful—the young girl survived, is able to walk and communicate and is now in her teens. It is really a miracle of physiology. As I think back to the time the encephalitis had injured the part of my brain that controlled the movement of my legs, it seems to me as if my young brain had accomplished the same thing by compensating in a different way to control my legs. After three months of having to be carried around and then crawling on all fours, I awakened one morning to find that I could walk again. Knowing what I know now, I feel certain that a part of my brain went into “double duty” to repair itself and perhaps also opened up another area of the brain that was able to see and hear things that no one else could—something, even at that age, I could already sense would change the course of my life.

		It was shortly after I regained the use of my legs that I was, quite literally, introduced to the rest of my life. One night after being put to bed, I saw the figure of a woman in my room. She appeared, still and radiant, in a flowing gown surrounded head to toe in the soft hazy glow of lavender. She smiled and did not speak, but I could understand the thoughts that she was “sending” me, which were peaceful and soothing. She also seemed able to reach into my soul to understand my thoughts and feelings in a way that no one else could even come close to doing. Although it only lasted a few minutes, her visitation was a warm and lovely experience that left me exhilarated. When it was over, I fell asleep peacefully. I didn’t really think much of it until she appeared again a few weeks later. Again she appeared in the same lavender glow and spoke in such a familiar and loving way that I knew she was not of this earth. I gave her the name “Lilac Lady” and did not mention these apparitions to any one else until she began appearing with some regularity. When I told my mother about her, she showed me the same feigned enthusiasm parents show when they hear the stories their children tell about imaginary friends. Lilac Lady was not imaginary, though, and as the occasions of her appearing to me grew in frequency, my stories about her communication began to wear my parents’ patience and I was told to stop the nonsense. After that, Lilac Lady would be an experience that I would not share with anyone else.

		My young life provided me the most opportunities to learn from desperation and hopelessness and probably had the greatest impact on my work as a medium. I cannot remember many instances when school was not a humiliating and frightening experience. I did not fit in, and I was not at all concerned with the same things that filled the heads of other children my age. My experiences with Lilac Lady only seemed to amplify the differences between myself and the other kids, and for some reason my perspective on life always seemed to raise the ire of the nuns who taught at Our Lady of Perpetual Help School in Lindenhurst, Long Island. My different outlook seemed to frustrate my teachers, most of whom mistook it for insolence. Although now it is unthinkable for teachers to hit their students, at that time the nuns felt free to use whatever means they felt necessary to “adjust attitudes,” and it was not uncommon for them to vent their frustrations by slapping me hard in the face or banging my head into the blackboard. The worst though, by far, was the verbal humiliation by some of the teachers who became frustrated by their own inability to understand me. I became shy and fearful, and I felt there was no one I could turn to for help. Admitting to your parents that you were so unruly that the teacher had to hit you would incur much worse at home. At the beginning of just about every school year, my parents would meet the nun who was to be my teacher and promptly tell her, “If he gives you any trouble, you have our permission to let him have it.” My parents were intimidated by authority and felt if someone had a title, they were more important and somehow they knew better than they. That sentiment would come to overwhelm them with misplaced trust and bad decisions about my welfare until I was a teenager. As the instances of seeing visions and hearing voices became more frequent, I came to assume that perhaps everyone received visitations and that there might be nothing out of the ordinary about them. I even told a neighborhood kid about the communication I received from his grandmother who had recently passed on. In this vision, she described to me the happy place where she now lived and how at peace she was. This revelation angered and frightened his parents, and I learned a hard lesson then about telling anyone about these occurrences. I decided that, for my own safety, it was probably best to keep them to myself for now.

		Youth has no discipline, and neither did my ability to hear and see those people whom I had now come to understand as being the souls in the hereafter, who regularly came through with soothing and hopeful messages. They started to become my only true friends. The visitations continued to come, sometimes randomly, like the vision of the smuggling of the Dauphin, Louis XVII of France, to safety in England after the French Revolution had broken out. During a class discussion in St. John the Baptist High School about the last ruling family of France, I smugly told the teacher that although she taught that the children of Louis XVI and Marie Antoinette were murdered with the rest of the family, my vision of them told me that they had actually been secreted away and their lives spared. The fallout from that one statement and spontaneous admission of my ability was disastrous. I was ridiculed by the other students at a time when most young teenagers are desperate to fit in, and it was suggested by my guidance counselor that my parents be called in to discuss psychiatric help. My parents, taking to heart the counselor’s recommendation, took me to the only authority that they felt could be of real help—the Catholic Church.

		Catholic Charities is an organization that serves families in the community who find themselves in crisis by providing programs for, among other things, chemical addiction, domestic violence, alcoholism and psychological counseling. For working-class people, with neither the means nor the resources to seek out private counseling, they are the only game in town. My parents, in heeding without question the advice of the school—since they “knew better”—felt the Catholic Charities Mental Health Center would know best what to do to help me. After a few months of inconclusive tests and experimenting with medication that kept me in a perpetual daydream, they seemed no better able to explain why the visions were increasing in frequency and were, in fact, becoming clearer.

		In my sophomore year in high school, there was an incident where I had to defend myself with aggression against a bully. My counselors concurred that their course of treatment was not helping me to “straighten out,” and the psychiatrist decided I had reached the point of complete mental collapse. I was diagnosed with paranoid schizophrenia, and it was suggested that I be admitted to the Central Islip State Hospital “for a rest,” because the visions I saw and my inability to fit in indicated to them proof of “episodic psychotic behavior.” So on we went, my mother, father and myself to the office of the admitting doctor in a state mental hospital for his professional diagnosis. Once inside the facility, which was a daunting and cheerless place filled with people who, for the most part, suffered from severe and violent mental illness, we met the doctor who was to admit me into the hospital. After speaking separately to my parents and then to me, he decided to call in another psychiatrist for his input and diagnosis. I don’t think there was another point in my life where I was so gripped with fear that I felt numb and helpless, knowing that my life could be taken from me at any moment by the decision of someone in a position of authority who “knows better.” It is a fear that has remained with me through my adult life and has also had an impact on the seriousness in which I take my own work and the thoroughness I demand of my ability. After talking to me for about ten minutes, though, this second doctor went back to the first and told him that he was reluctant to admit someone as young as me since the chance of being beaten and raped by the other inmates was not only possible, it was probable. He also felt that essentially there was nothing wrong, except that I was perhaps overly stressed by the same things that stress many high school students who also don’t fit into their surroundings. He told my parents that I needed some time away from school and expressed his anger at the previous counselors who had suggested that I needed to be sent to a state hospital at the age of sixteen. My parents gathered my things and we went home, all of us having learned something different—they, having learned that no one has all the answers, and I, having learned how to listen and trust the voices that told me, “This is an experience you will learn great things from.” How right they were.

		It has been said that those who do not learn from the events in history are doomed to repeat them. This is a stunningly accurate statement, both here and hereafter. We are given the tools and materials for what will be our soul growth on the earth, and it is up to us to make of them what we will. Some take these life experiences and build out of them something constructive and lasting. Others collapse under the weight of that burden and walk away, bitter and miserable, having learned or accomplished nothing. It is our choice. In looking back over the events that shaped my young experience with regard to my ability, I now understand that the stage had to have been set this way so that I could learn some very valuable things that would resound in my life. I learned many things in my early experiences that I needed to learn in order to understand fully what was to come later. Like the people who come to me who have suffered from the loss of a loved one and continue to suffer from the loss of joy and hope, I was humbled by circumstance and taught how truly frightening the loss of our control of our existence is. Yet these are the very lessons that will shape our existence here and from which we will benefit when our journey on the earth is done—when our suffering rewards us with the return of our lost joy in the hereafter. It is up to us either to build from the wreckage of loss or walk away broken and hopeless. Along the way, we are uplifted by signs of hope and consolation, even if they are momentary. Hope was given to me by the people who understood that my differences were what made me special. For the bereaved, some hope comes when they learn they are never alone in their grief. These very small signs of hope have enough buoyancy to keep us alive and on the road to peace.

		When any of us experiences a loss, there comes a time in the grief process when we shake our fists skyward and yell, Why? It is the wrong question. The question we need to ask is “What is the journey and what is the growth that I must accomplish by suffering the loss of someone or something so meaningful to me?” It is the first step in the long and winding road that is to be our life’s spiritual journey. There is a reason why the lessons are hard. It is a reason that is closely guarded by even the most helpful of souls in the hereafter. But they promise that there is a reason. If we rely on our strength, faith and hope, the reason will become as clear to us as it is to them once we join them again in that happy place. Knowing that there is a reason is sometimes the only consolation we may have for now. As much as I know about the hereafter, there are things that the souls there cannot even tell me. It is because I am also on my own road of faith and hope on the earth. I do know this, however—if you are at least trying to cope and maintain even the smallest shred of faith and hope, then you have survived the lesson. If you are at least trying to make sense of the senseless, then you are moving toward the Light. What we live through and continue in spite of is our spiritual lesson.

		I have come to understand that the very things that I used to consider random, unfortunate circumstances in my own path actually made me the right instrument by which the souls in the hereafter can pass their messages of hope to grieving loved ones here. We have a curious bond, they and I—they need me to fulfill their growth in the hereafter, and I need them to fulfill my growth here. Just as the souls in the hereafter will send signs of encouragement to loved ones here, the souls in the hereafter have directed the people and circumstances, some good and some bad, to me to help me understand my place in the universe. I have learned a lot from the circumstances and people who have played a part in my journey, both here and hereafter. Like Sister Sophia, a teacher who taught me at a young age the importance of charity and kindness in the face of fear, and my enduring relationship with the extraordinary souls like Mother Cabrini, St. Philomena, St. Theresa, St. Edith Stein (St. Theresa Benedicta of the Cross), St. Joseph and St. Thomas More. They have taught me that not only do they help keep us to our purpose on the earth by their incredible examples of faith and humility, they are also the custodians of our spirituality and our soul.

		In many ways I consider myself the bridge between the souls in the hereafter and their loved ones on the earth—it is part of my lesson on the earth. Our loved ones, from their unique place in eternity, continue in tandem with us until the road leads back to the peace and joy of reunion in the Infinite Light. But we have to continue—the souls there are adamant about that. We cannot stop, because if we stop, we cannot heal, and our lessons here were wasted. We have to move on, holding the smallest shred of hope that there is a purpose to everything we will experience on this bumpy road. This is the most profound lesson of the Light. While we cannot control the lessons, we can control the outcome after the lessons are learned. In the words of St. Edith Stein, “Whatever does not lay in God’s plan lay in mine.” Truer words have never been spoken.
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		One

		COMMUNICATION WITH
THE SOULS IN THE
HEREAFTER

		THE WORDS PSYCHIC AND MEDIUM are not interchangeable. A psychic will feel, intuitively, circumstances or information about the sitter or the sitter’s loved ones, depending on the psychic’s own field of intuition. That intuition very often can include circumstances of loss or elements of the future around the person that is being read. True mediumship is very different. With mediumship there must be two factors in place—direct communication from a soul in the hereafter and someone here to receive the messages. Unlike psychic ability, mediumistic ability relies solely on the information supplied by the souls in the hereafter. Where the psychic relies on intuition, the medium relies on communication. I consider myself a medium. A medium becomes a link between the souls in the hereafter and their loved ones here, and mediumship is the method by which their thoughts, feelings and messages can be communicated to those who otherwise could not hear or feel them. Just as an artist needs the medium of paint to express his feelings and ideas on a canvas, the hereafter will use me as their “medium” to play the role of their “voice” on the earth. Unless the information comes from the souls in the hereafter, I will not know it, and I do not have any messages from the souls unless they transmit them to me. Mediumship is not a perfect science and sometimes a few messages may fall victim to my misinterpretation. But it does help provide those who are bereaved with real understanding of their loss by hearing the messages of hope from their loved ones in the hereafter. I suppose I could tell families from my own perspective and experience that their loved ones are happy and at peace in the hereafter, but it is only until they hear it “directly” from their loved ones that the same information takes on dramatic and valuable meaning. Used as a resource in the quest for healing, mediumship can bring real comfort and closure to those who just need to know that their loved ones are happy and at peace where they are. It is something that the souls there are very willing to help with. Too much dependence on mediumship is not constructive, however. The souls do not want us to rely on it as a way to sidestep the healing process. Those who want to depend on mediumship to maintain a constant dialogue with their loved ones in the hereafter are quickly disappointed to find the souls reminding them that in order to learn from and understand loss we have to move on with our lives and continue our spiritual journey on our own faith. The souls also try to help us understand that they cannot sort out or run our lives from the hereafter. Some of the lessons of the earth we must accomplish on our own. As helpful and comforting as mediumship can be, it also cannot fill the hole that a loved one’s passing has left in the heart of the bereaved. It can only help them to understand that loss is a part of our journey on the earth, and that perhaps the hardest lesson of that journey will be having a loved one pass in our lifetime. The souls want to give us the hope and courage to continue until we see them again and to make the unshakable promise that we will meet again.

		Many people who have heard about me understand that I communicate with the souls in the hereafter. What I do is actually the reverse—the souls in the hereafter communicate with me, and I listen to them and report the information to their families here. Their purpose in communicating through me to their loved ones on the earth is to help their families to understand that the loss they suffer is only of the physical, and that, in their reality, nothing has really been lost. While we may not be able to see them or be together, we can come to know and understand that they are happy and well in another place. Since the souls can be close to the earth as they are needed, they do not feel the physical separation quite as much as we do, and they can draw near to us in our times of turmoil or trouble. The souls there have told me that we can communicate with them anytime we want by just thinking about, praying to, or just speaking to them aloud. They have also told me that they hear everything that we tell them and try to help when they can in their own way. With mediumship, however, they have an opportunity to “answer” their loved ones here and address some of our concerns about them or offer some hope and consolation. The souls tell me that they communicate for only one reason—because they want to. While they no longer feel the pain of loss that we struggle with here, they still see us and understand our pain in missing their physical presence. Through mediumship, the souls in the hereafter are afforded the unique opportunity to tell their families here that they have not disappeared. They are no more gone than if they lived in another country, where, although we cannot see them or be together, we still know they are safe and happy. For them it is as simple as this, since they can be with us whenever and as often as we need them. They have explained that they do this willingly, it is never a bother for them, nor are we keeping them from their spiritual growth by depending on their help. In their own words, they understand that love is a bond that cannot be broken, even by death, and that nothing separates us but a little time. They know that eventually we will all graduate to the other side when we have completed our spiritual journey on the earth and are reunited.

		I call what I do a “discernment” because I don’t like the word “reading.” Reading implies that I am looking for information, which is an inaccurate description of what I do. I discern, or “pick up” the souls that draw near to the family who has come to me, and I listen to the information the soul wants related to their loved ones. During a discernment, although I can seek information from the souls there, my job is to listen and convey the information that they have come to tell their loved ones. The discernment is the soul’s forum—they seem to know how best to accommodate their loved ones with the information they want to communicate because they are with us, often at our darkest hours. Whatever information they communicate is from their own perspective, and as much as I know the family has its own agenda for how they want the discernment to work, I cannot make the souls say what the family wants to hear. It seems that the souls have come prepared with what they want to communicate, and for me it is only a matter of understanding and interpreting what messages they give me. Although people credit me with the ability to understand and interpret this information, I am only the instrument through which these souls can communicate with their loved ones here. Part of the soul’s continuing spiritual vocation in the hereafter is to help their families to understand that we are all on our own spiritual journey, and when we are finished, no matter how long or short the time, we leave the earth, and experience the benefit of having learned what we needed to learn here. After leaving this existence and understanding the reason and purpose of every experience, good and bad, on the earth, their concern for us is not to get sidetracked by our loss and to accept it as one of the experiences we have to go through on the earth to benefit from it in the hereafter. During the discernment the souls have a lot to say to their loved ones here to try to get them to continue their spiritual journey and also to understand the importance of going on with their lives and lessons until they are reunited on the other side.

		Contrary to what most people think, I don’t spend my days being bombarded by the souls who drop by, ad-hoc, to say hello. There has to be a reason for them to communicate to me, and that reason is the presence of their loved ones who need to hear from them. Otherwise, they have no reason to appeal to me to have their presence felt. There are occasions where the souls there will impress upon me to communicate to people that I know or that I am around. On one occasion, some friends had come to New York from South Africa where we met at a bereaved parents group and made plans to have dinner together. During dinner, I could feel the presence of their son, Stephen, who kept at me until I made mention of the fact that he was around. Needless to say, his parents were overjoyed to hear this spontaneous communication, and being too polite to ask me about him, were grateful for his insistence. There are other times when the souls will impress upon me to contact their loved ones (whom I know) and send a message or even a gift around a certain time or holiday. Right around Mother’s Day, my friend Tracy’s mother, killed in a car accident in 1979, asked me to find a teddy bear and send it to her. She was specific about what type to buy and even impressed upon me what to write in the card. The message and gift had its intended effect on Tracy, and I was glad to be a part of this cherished gift from her mom.

		Normally, when it is time for me to work, the souls will begin making their presence known and I will feel a whirring in my head, very much like a generator starting up. I can feel the increase in energy, and while I am discerning I am part of the exhilarating electromagnetic force that the souls use to transmit their messages. That energy will stay with me until the discernments or the series of discernments is over, and then it will gradually fade down as the souls leave. I won’t feel that drained feeling until a few hours or even a few days later, but it does come. The souls seem to understand that they cannot use my brain for longer than a few hours, and even if I think I can go a little longer, especially in a group setting, the souls decide that I have had enough and they shut me down. They know that the amount of energy I use during a discernment has a cumulative effect on my system, and it is up to them not to overwork my flawed human body and brain. This is why I cannot work every day, and I do my best to limit the amount of work I do. The nice thing about the souls is that they know when to leave me alone when I need a rest.

		What I have found fascinating about the souls in the hereafter is that they are able to appeal to me in many ways to transmit information so that I can understand them. In some instances, they will appear so clearly that I can read the number on a football jersey; in other instances, they will speak to me directly on a wavelength that only I can seem to hear. In many instances, though, they have the capacity to use my brain as a big toolbox, pulling out any information that I have read or seen and using it to illustrate what they want to say. I think the most unique way they have used my brain for this purpose was for a family from Wichita, Kansas, who lost a daughter named Stephanie. During the discernment, Stephanie showed me a character from an old movie whom I remembered as the 1930s black comedian Step’n Fetchit. When I asked the family if that meant anything to them, her very surprised mother told me, “It was her nickname!” Although it was the most bizarre nickname I have ever heard for a young girl, it showed me once again that the souls in the hereafter are resourceful when it comes to communicating information from the hereafter. There are also instances in my daily life when I am reading or seeing something and I will hear a voice telling me, “Remember this—you’re going to need it later,” and it comes up in a discernment the following week. But I am not a player in the discernment of the soul for a grieving family, nor am I expected by the souls there to have any involvement. They have told me that it is not necessary that I understand the information that is sent, nor do they expect or want any of my input or suggestions. But I am human, and it is impossible not to feel for a family who is suffering greatly or be moved by the tragedy that surrounds the circumstance of passing. It is also difficult not to add my musings about the situations that the souls are communicating. When it seems that I am becoming too involved on an emotional level, I am at first politely reminded and then sternly warned by someone there who acts as an emissary for the souls to pull my feelings out of the discernment. They will hold things there until I regain my objectivity, and then they proceed as usual. They understand that I must stay as detached as I can, probably in order to preserve my sanity or to keep me from feelings of hopelessness after hearing about so much tragedy. During one recent reading, I discerned the son of a woman who had come to a small group session. He had taken his own life because he was so overwhelmed by this existence and was afraid all the time. In giving me the emotional feeling of how it felt to be “in his shoes” when he was on the earth (as they sometimes will do to get their point across), I also was overwhelmed at how closely his pain resembled my own during my teenage years, and I felt myself begin to weep in front of a group of people. I instantly felt the connection go dim momentarily, which shook me out of my emotional state. I was then reminded by one of the souls not to let myself get caught up in the discernment. It is a difficult thing to do sometimes, but for the sake of the people listening to the discernment, my own emotions are something I must keep in check.

		Many people ask me why, if the souls are able to communicate so well from the hereafter, their messages are unclear or able to be misinterpreted by me. In a perfect world, the souls would be able to say through me, “Hi, this is John, your brother who passed after falling down an elevator shaft. Give my regards to mother, father, Billy, Grandma and Rose.” The only sticking point to the communication of messages from the hereafter is that they have to go through my brain, and that is often an obstacle course of its own. I am human, and therefore prone to the same misunderstanding of thoughts and ideas as someone who is repeating a secret that eventually gets convoluted into something entirely different. Although I have been more careful during the past years to keep my own ideas, idiosyncrasies and skepticism about the messages relayed out of the discernment, I occasionally fall victim to interpreting what I think the souls mean, rather than let the information mean whatever it will to the loved ones here.

		This type of misunderstanding of the soul’s messages also tends to show me again and again that I am not as smart as I think I am. But in spite of the missteps that occur during the discernments, the soul will keep at me (or their loved ones) until they are completely understood. Sometimes, I have to admit, the goof is not entirely mine. During one discernment, I told a woman, “Your father is telling me from the hereafter that your husband is also deceased.” She shook her head no. “You mean he is still on the earth?” I asked, surprised. “No,” she answered. “Then where is he?” “He’s dead,” she answered. I can still hear the souls joking, “We are talking to the living, aren’t we?” Understandably, those who come to me are sometimes overwhelmed when their loved ones come through and their thinking becomes less than straight. Sometimes they need a lot of patience with us. We hear but we don’t listen.

		Each of the discernments I have done is unique in its own way—circumstance, relation or information to the families. Some things are constant, though, and those are the fundamental things that our loved ones in the hereafter must tell us over and over—they are not gone. In fact, they are often closer to us than they ever could have been on the earth, and they often help us in our daily life of working and grieving. During the discernments, the one idea the souls try to convey to their loved ones is that they have not lost anything by leaving the earth—they have gained everything. The only tragedy in their passing is that they have “graduated” before us, and we are left scrambling for ways to deal with that tragedy. After crossing to the other side and everything becoming clear to them, they now understand that we are the ones that are left behind. What is also interesting about the discernments is that the souls speak so matter of factly about the circumstances of their passing. Though we may see their passing as tragic or accidental, they now understand that there are no accidents in the universe, and that the manner in which they passed was only the process that got them from here to there.

		The souls in the hereafter have also come through during the discernment to let their families know that they do communicate with them in small ways to let them know that they are still around. Sometimes it is a familiar smell or lights that go on and off. It can be as simple as a song on the radio or as profound as a visitation in broad daylight or in dreams. Unfortunately, people have a tendency to dismiss these signs as fluke, coincidence or a figment of the imagination. Yet these same people come to me, understanding that their loved ones will communicate. No amount of wishful thinking could produce a visitation, so accept them for what they are—a special message from one who loves you. Many have told me that since the passing of their loved one they have prayed for some sign or visitation. A woman named Susan told me that she prayed every night to her son for him to appear in her dreams—but to no avail. It made her even more despondent, but her son was way ahead of her in helping her to handle her grief. I know that when the souls in the hereafter feel we are far enough along in our grief so that we won’t depend on them for our very existence, they will accommodate us. But not until then. I asked Susan if she would even bother getting out of bed in the morning if her son appeared to her in dreams. She admitted that she would probably live from sign to sign, and then she began to understand how her son, by his silence, spoke volumes about his wanting her to pull her life together. Our loved ones in the hereafter, who truly know what is best for us, will not commiserate with us. They look for ways to get us back on the road to completing our spiritual journey here. Incidentally, a year later I got a chance to speak to Susan, who told me that her son has been showing her small signs to let her know he is with her. No burning bush, of course, but enough to let her know she is still loved.

		Why the souls feel the need to communicate from the hereafter is both simple and complex. The simple reason is that they see our pain and truly want to help us understand that they are only separated from us by the physical, yet are still connected by the emotional. Now that they have had an opportunity to understand their existence and, in a large part, ours, they want very much to be able to keep us on the “straight and narrow,” namely, our spiritual journey on the earth, so that when we graduate to the hereafter we will have benefited from all that we have learned here.

		SPONTANEOUS COMMUNICATION

		You do not need to be a medium to have an experience of communication from the hereafter. Many bereaved persons have told me incredible stories of having seen their loved ones, both in dreams and in waking moments. Others speak of receiving communication in symbols, such as a smell of flowers or in a “coincidence” of nature that has their loved one’s name written all over it. The souls in the hereafter have told me many times that they communicate somehow with their loved ones, sometimes just to let them know they are near. It could be as simple as a song that comes on the radio at the precise time you are thinking of your loved one or as profound as an apparition where they can be seen in full figure. Many souls have told me that they have allowed their loved ones to “peek behind the veil” that separates our dimension from theirs, if only for a second. It is very easy to dismiss these experiences as waking dreams or wishful thinking. Scientists, in their infinite wisdom, have even coined a term for it—”grief psychosis.” I hate that term. It implies that because you are grieving the loss of someone you love, you are somehow mentally ill and subject to delusions. How little science really understands the bereaved. While there are some people who cannot distinguish fantasy from reality, the overwhelming majority of bereaved people are thinking, rational people who can understand this very profound gift from their loved ones in the hereafter. That they care enough to make their presence known to us even briefly helps restore our hope.

		There are so many ways that the souls in the hereafter will manifest themselves to their loved ones on the earth that describing them could fill a book. I have found that the most common manifestation, besides visitations in dreams, is the use of smells or the manipulation of anything electrical. Every once in a while I can still smell the pipe that my grandfather smoked even though no one smokes in my home. Other times, the smell of lilacs is almost overwhelming, even though there are no flowers in the house. Our loved ones try in many ways to let us know they are near. My friend Connie Carey, who acts as a sponsor when I come to her hometown of Syracuse, New York, had related to me hearing the sounds of her daughter, Michele, as she would get ready in the morning. Connie simply surmised that her daughter, killed in a car accident in 1993, produced this “sign” for her in an effort to show her mom that she was still around in a very normal and familiar way. It is very apparent to see the good this sign has done for Connie, who still has trouble accepting her daughter’s passing. Connie’s other daughter, Colleen, related to her mom that Michelle visits her in dreams—they are so vivid that Colleen frequently wakes up physically exhausted from them. No matter what the circumstance, these visitations help to emphasize to the families that their loved ones are “back to normal” in terms they can understand. They also help to strengthen the conviction that those who have passed before us are still “around”—a point that the souls in the hereafter make repeatedly in the discernments.

		Unfortunately, nightmares are also given false credit for being visitations. Some people have told me that they have had forboding dreams where their loved ones are in turmoil, which upsets them greatly. But I know for a fact that souls in the hereafter transmit a very positive energy, and I have never had an occasion where a soul was unhappy or in turmoil. Because their existence is so superior to ours, they are happy and at peace. They have also come to a greater understanding about themselves and the universe, and they approach their existence (and ours) with that greater understanding. Forboding dreams don’t feel as real as the visitation where sight, sound, smell and feel are involved. A dream that puts souls in a negative situation is usually a manifestation or projection of our own fear. These should be considered nightmares and not visitations. After a true visitation from a loved one in the hereafter, the difference will become quite clear.

		Some bereaved people, upon hearing all the glowing stories about visitations from their peers, begin to get concerned if they have not had one. They begin thinking that their loved ones don’t want to be around them, which is never the case. I recall a woman who came to me after the loss of her daughter in an automobile accident. She told me that every day she prayed to her daughter, that she would show her a sign, but to no avail. She obsessed about it so much that her work, life and relationship to her other children were beginning to unravel. During her discernment, her daughter made it clear to her that only when she is truly ready to accept a sign from her would she begin to receive one. The mother needed to be at a point in her grief where she is not living in the past when her daughter was on the earth, but at a point where she is coping with the loss and able to understand that one of the lessons in her spiritual journey here is to experience the loss of a loved one in her lifetime and to grow from the experience. This is very hard for the grieving to understand, but, believe me, the souls in the hereafter are only concerned for our welfare. They tell us that for our soul growth here, we must do some things alone and unaided by them. I have noticed in discernments that the souls in the hereafter will not pull us back into our grief by constantly reminding us that they have passed, but they will work with us from their unique vantage point to help us understand that we must continue our lives although we are in a grief situation. This is particularly true of bereaved parents. When the bereaved are coping and able to regain their perspective about having lost a child, only then will they be able to understand signs from the hereafter for what they truly are—evidence that while our loved ones can’t take our pain away, we will see them again.

		THE HOLY HELPERS

		I cannot take all the credit for the ability to discern loved ones from the hereafter. I am helped in large part by the appearance of many spiritual “helpers,” who were spiritual people when they were on the earth. Some religions call them “saints,” as do I, but no matter what they are called, they were ordinary people who accomplished extraordinary things and lived lives of great spiritual development while they were on the earth. I am fortunate to have a constant dialogue with them, and they often appear in discernments as a positive example or to symbolize that it is possible for each one of us to accomplish great things on the earth. They are people who can be counted on to help when we need them, and their lives are examples of what unbelievable things can come out of faith and hope.

		My first experience of seeing the Blessed Mother (the Virgin Mary, Mother of Jesus) was when I had suddenly become ill in Ireland when I was around nineteen years old. Growing up Catholic, I was hard-pressed to believe that the woman we think of as the Mother of the Universe would appear to the likes of me in a vision. But when she appeared to me, she was so serene and peaceful, and she emitted the feeling that she, too, was a simple person but for her amazing faith. When I told my Irish relatives about it, they listened and accepted my account without question. That is what faith does. On the other hand, my brother wrote to my mother back in the States, telling her I’d gone off the deep end again. Since that vision, the spiritual helpers like St. Philomena, who represents to me the patroness of a happy birth, St. Joseph, patron of a happy passing, Christ, patron and counselor of all who passed in turmoil, St. Jude, who helps hopeless causes, among many others have made their presence known, not as religious symbols but as symbols of faith, hope and spiritual fulfillment. They, like the rest of the souls in the here-after, teach by their example and show that we are not alone in our struggle. It is as Mother Cabrini had once told me in a moment of my own turmoil—”I am in your corner.”

		Mediumship cannot cure grief, and the souls there will not take the valuable lesson of grief away from us. I have been told by the souls there that the only cure for grief is our own passing into the hereafter when we are finished on the earth. Sometimes the communication with the souls there opens up more questions than it answers, because we as human beings are desperate to understand those things that we cannot know. Much of what we experience on the earth is an exercise in a faith that has its reward only when we pass. There is no magic potion that will take away the pain of loss. The physical loss of someone we love is an enduring pain that will follow us until we are no longer separated. In a very real way, I consider mediumship the “best of second best.” Best would be never to have a loved one pass on, but that is not possible. The second best that we can hope for is to understand from our loved ones that they live on.

	
		[image: ]

		Two

		THE PASSAGE
FROM THIS WORLD
TO THE NEXT

		WE ARE A PEOPLE truly living in the information age. Everything in the universe is available to us through means that were inconceivable even as recently as twenty years ago. Through computers, the internet, television, fax, radio and phone, there is no source of information that cannot be retrieved the instant we need it. Resources abound to teach us everything we need to know about our life and the world around us. Everything except the hereafter. While there is information that can be found on the subject of death from an earthbound perspective, not much information exists about death as a gateway to the rest of our spiritual life. We do know that, for whatever reason, when the physical body we occupy will no longer sustain itself on this plane, it ceases to exist. Physical death, as we know it, is only a static factor in passing, much the same way that pregnancy, while part of the birth cycle, is only a factor of birth. Not much is written (or even discussed, for that matter) about where we find ourselves after the actual process of death has happened. What happens after life is over is the subject of unending controversy, because like those who scoffed at Marco Polo and his descriptions of a fantasy place called “China,” many people tend to scoff at or fear what they can’t physically see or understand. As a result, the subject of passing and what little is recorded about the subject gets fractionalized and subdivided into the New Age, religious or quackery categories. While many argue that life begins at conception—or sooner—the physical, active and conscious life begins as a result of birth. But what many people don’t understand is that like birth, our physical, active and conscious after-life begins as a result of death. During pregnancy, the soul about to enter this world becomes equipped with the thing it will need here—a warmblooded body to adapt itself to living productively on the earth. It is very much like an astronaut who needs a special suit to adapt to a different atmosphere. At the time of death, however, those things we needed on the earth can now be discarded since they will not be needed to exist in the hereafter. From the point of death and onward, we will continue with only what we will need—our spirit body and consciousness. After our death on the earth, we begin our new spiritual journey in the hereafter just as a baby will begin a new journey here.

		ONE ROOM TO ANOTHER

		I have been told by the souls in the hereafter that passing from this world to the next is as easy as walking from one room to another. Although many incredible descriptions of blinding light and tunnels with good and evil and magnificent beings have been told by some who feel they have had contact with the hereafter, those who have actually passed on assure me that the transition is much more pleasing and subtle. Some of the souls who have come through during a discernment or “reading” have told me that, in some instances, the actual “change” was so subtle that they had not really noticed. Edna and Stu Graham came to me after the passing of their son, Kyle, in an automobile accident in Florida. Kyle recounted to me (and them) that immediately following the accident, his first thought after looking at the wreckage of the family van was “My folks are going to kill me!” In an effort to ease the tension and make them laugh, Kyle told his parents that the good thing about passing that night was that he did not have to deal with their wrath when they found out what happened to the car. There have been many instances where the souls have talked about a passing so subtle that it took a while to realize that they were actually in the hereafter. One soul from the hereafter whose boat had capsized during a storm recounted to me during a discernment that after realizing he was drowning, he began to feel more and more at peace and then suddenly found the energy to swim to the surface. When he got to the surface, the weather had cleared to a beautiful day, and he began to swim to the shore. As he neared the shore, he began to realize that this was no longer the earth. He continued toward the shore, where relatives
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