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Praise for Letters to David

			“There is much evidence in this world that We Don’t Die. If you are deep in grief or simply looking for hope, you’ll find it in Claudia’s book Letters to David which beautifully demonstrates how her bond continues with her son in spirit. You may be moved by her stories with some tears and laughter, but one thing is for sure - just because a body dies, that does not mean the relationship does!”

			—Sandra Champlain, author of #1 international best-seller, We Don’t Die - a Skeptic’s Discovery of Life After Death and host of We Don’t Die Radio and Shades of the Afterlife

			“Will grab you with the very first line and pull you right in. This book shows how our worst moments can turn into the greatest gifts when we remain open to the wonders of the greater reality.”

			—Suzanne Giesemann, author of Messages of Hope 
and The Awakened Way

			“Claudia’s transformative book is a profound testament to the never-ending bond between a mother and her son—an eternal bond that transcends the physical world.

			With each page, we are invited into the intimate correspondence between Claudia and David, a conversation that continues beyond the veil of death, offering wisdom, comfort, and the life-changing understanding that love knows no end.

			This book is more than a collection of letters; it is a soul-stirring narrative that allows us to share the journey of two souls forever intertwined. From the joys of David’s earthly arrival to the profound lessons he imparts from the spirit world, we witness the transformative power of a mother’s love and a son’s enduring guidance.

			As someone who knows the depth of grief and the hope of ongoing connection, I can attest to this book’s ability to resonate with the heart’s desire to maintain ties with those who have passed. Claudia’s experiences offer a beacon to anyone navigating the path of loss, showing us there is never an end, only a new beginning.

			This book will challenge your perceptions of life and death, allowing you to embrace the reality that our relationships continue in beautiful, mysterious ways. Claudia and David’s shared story is an affirmation for those who know that our loved ones in spirit are not gone. It is a call to those who want to believe that they are lovingly leading us forward on our journey.”

			—Brian D. Smith, Grief Guide | Mental Fitness Trainer, 
www.grief2growth.com

			“I was totally immersed in Claudia’s wonderful book. But that is not to say I enjoyed it. I spent much of the time feeling her pain, and just as much time nodding in understanding. The similarities of the messages from our boys on the other side are amazing. I could feel the emotional gut punch Claudia describes and shared in the wonder of the messages sent from the evolving spirits who are still our children. We shared readings from Suzanne Giesemann and questioned our own mental stability when we started receiving messages. And we both have changed as we became shining light parents. (Thank you Elizabeth Boisson). Our boys apologized for causing us such pain and told us their lives are now full of joy. And both our boys teased us for not being able to comprehend time. But mostly they shared they would always be with us. Until we joined them.

			This is a must read for any parent who has lost a child and lost a piece of their heart in grief. Only to find a new path. This story brings to mind the words of Haruki Murakami, ‘And once the storm is over, you won’t remember how you made it through, how you managed to survive. You won’t even be sure, whether the storm is really over. But one thing is certain. When you come out of the storm, you won’t be the same person who walked in. That’s what storms are all about.’ 

			Thank you, Claudia, for helping us navigate through our storm.”

			—Joe McQuillen is the author of My Search for Christopher on the Other Side and We’re Not Done Yet Pop, My Lessons from the Other Side.”

			“Claudia has developed a healing process that has helped her cope with the passing of her son David. She has learnt that she can still have contact with David by channeling communication in the form of writing letters to him.

			To her surprise he answered! Claudia has shared her literacy communication with you in this beautiful self-healing book which could be exactly what you need to experience.”

			—Andrej Djordjevitch Transformational Spiritual Life Coach

			Letters to David is a beautiful book that takes us on a mother’s journey beyond loss, and into an incredible relationship with her son in spirit. Anyone who has lost a dear one, especially a child, will benefit from Claudia’s healing journey, her son’s wisdom from heaven, and the loving partnership between the two that continues to this day. Comforting, inspiring, and hard to put down.

			—Ann Albers, Author, Angel Communicator, Spiritual Instructor, & Modern Mystic

			“Claudia and David have written a book that is as real as it gets. There is so much to be mined in David’s words. His voice allows all of us to experience his newfound peace and perspective. From the introduction to the epilogue, I was gripped knowing that David’s peace would become Claudia’s in time. The hardest experiences in life have forced me to remember I’m a spirit having a human experience. David’s words from the other place laced and tightened the new shoes of hope I’m trying to wear and trust and know. Thank you both for sharing yourselves with me. This book is going to travel into dark spaces, leaving behind a light everywhere it touches. Who would have ever imagined our greatest losses work as a compass towards our new life? What a beautiful love story!! Congrats to you, my friend!”

			—Brian Bowles, Medium, Mediumship Educator, and Author of Letter to a Young Medium and The Lessons of the Empty Chair

			“From the first channeled letter between David and Claudia, you’ll belly laugh and ugly cry. You’ll find yourself healing by proxy with each uplifting story, and just like opening a can of potato chips, once you pop, you just can’t stop.”

			—Mary Helen Hensley, author of Promised by Heaven and Understanding is the New Healing

			In her book, Letters to David, Claudia Milligan provides her reader with the gift of grace through grief. David’s letters are sure to have a heart opening impact, especially given that many have never attempted to conduct inspired writing or automatic writing due to the fear of doing it wrong. However, with centering, trust, and dedicated practice, you can do it too! Claudia Milligan demonstrates that we can continue our relationships with loved ones who now live in the wonderful world of spirit. 

			—Susanne J. Wilson, MA - The Carefree Medium & Intuition Educator; Author, Soul Smart: What the Dead Teach Us About Spirit Communication.  November 2023, Carefree, Arizona, USA.

		


		
			


Preface

			My only child, David, was the cornerstone of my life. When he passed at the age of 29, I was skeptical of all things supernatural. I had spent too much time in accounting, and I knew debits go on the left, credits go on the right, and crystals go in the garbage where they belong. My determination to connect with my son led me to a spirituality that includes After Death Communications, Signs and Synchronicities, and a lot of concepts I had never even heard of. I wasn’t going to let my son be “gone.” The more I learned, the more I came to know a world beyond the world of flesh and blood, logic, and reason in which I had felt safe. David’s passing unlocked doors for me, and I found joy in following my son into spirit.

			It is my hope and belief that my experience will help you follow a path that is right for you from grief to healing, hope, and growth. My continuing relationship with my son in spirit has made me a new person. I remember the Claudia I used to be, but she is gone, and I don’t much miss her. My work and my son have helped me learn to love myself, to forgive my shortcomings, and to begin making choices that benefit the life I live today. In my journey to wholeness, my son has been with me every step of the way.

			I learned from my journey with David that there is always a way through. My approach was based on the writing I had done for much of my life. On the way, I met friends who found different ways that suited them and the relationship they had with their loved ones in spirit. I have met people who have written or sung or sculpted or drawn or colored or served their way through grief. Most of us used a combination that suited us. The letters I wrote to and from my son helped me connect with David and learn about the afterlife in a way that suited me, strengthened me, and allowed me not just to survive but to thrive after the most devastating heartache of my life. The writing taught me to listen better to myself and Spirit. I have worked out a lot of my shortcomings and I have been able to turn grief into healing by helping others walk the same path I am walking. I wrote letters to and from David almost daily and I continue to do so. You can read excerpts from some of those letters in part two of this volume.

			I have taken the path that worked for me, choice by choice, turn by turn. This is not a how-to manual as much as it is an invitation to new perceptions, new hope, and your own path in the wilderness of big grief. I am not asking you to accept my answers as your own. I am simply telling you that death is not the end of love. Come with me and learn that love means never having to say, “you’re gone.”

		


		
			


Part I: 

Turning Point

			I have come to understand that there are people so near me, so much a part of me, that they will never leave me. I know it is love that links me with these people, forming bonds that cannot be broken. Geography is not a challenge, nor is physical death. I found out very quickly that my son and only child, David, is one of those who is at my side, always. It is my understanding that I can open or close my heart to these bonds. I know I have created close relationships with physical and non-physical beings, with relatives and other loved ones as well as a few fictional characters who remain in my heart long after I closed the last page of the books where I met them. Holden Caulfield, Scout Finch, Henry Huggins, and so many more will always be a part of me. Although I do not understand how, I have become irrevocably fused, soul to soul, with some but not others. I celebrate the mystery. I am who I am because of how my soulmates have loved me and how I have loved them. David showed me the truth of this.

			On Monday, March 20, 2017, my husband at the time and I drove to Tempe to meet a married couple who had pulled us from deep waters before. We were having serious issues in our relationship and David’s mental health was spiraling dangerously fast. I hoped they would help talk sense into my husband or perhaps even help me look at the situation in a different way. As I drove, I knew I was fighting for David’s life.

			David had been arrested in February of 2017 after attempting to drive into the New River, taking a car that had been left on the side of the road with the keys in the ignition, and fleeing the police. All of this was captured by a helicopter that was filming police activity for a television show. He was released 35 days later because he had not been charged for events leading to his arrest. I knew from video calls with him while he was at the jail that he was not doing well emotionally. I picked David up from jail on March 17 and I took him for a late meal on the way home. It was a joy to feed him, and he ate more than I could have imagined. David was grateful to be free, but he did not understand why he had been released any more than I did.

			Over the next three days, I rode an emotional roller coaster. At times, David was lucid but very quickly, he was not. I urged him to seek help for his distress, but he believed getting help would cause him to lose the battle he was fighting between good and evil, God and Satan. Still, those three days with him, including a trip to the movies, his helping us to remove a tree stump in the backyard, the joy of being able to feed him, laughing with him, and conversations on the back patio made it abundantly clear to me that David was not dealing simply with addiction issues. My long-time rule book of not enabling was no longer a fit for the situation. He needed help. He needed support. But being without any resources or ability, he needed to be able to stay with us. Unfortunately, my husband did not see it that way.

			I called a mobile crisis unit that Sunday and David agreed to talk to them. The techs who responded to the call spent some time talking to each of us, and David eventually agreed to go with them for an assessment. Then he changed his mind and walked away. I watched David walk away down the sidewalk away from my house. I called to him but he did not look back, and I made the decision not to follow him. That was the last time I saw David in the physical form.

			Later that evening, I petitioned David to force psychiatric care. The petition was denied the following morning. They said it had been too long since he had acted suicidal, though it had only been about a month, and he had been in jail the intervening time. On Monday morning, a police officer responded to my phone call with a visit to our house. He told me that if the police had contact with David, they would notify me. These things were on my mind as I drove to meet our friends. I had nothing to say to my husband of almost ten years. On Mesa Drive, we saw the cause of a two-mile slowdown: a dozen emergency vehicles, police, and an ambulance. There was no crash. I thought that must be David or perhaps I just thought it could be David. I did not share my concerns out loud. Looking back, that moment was really the end of safely sharing my thoughts with my then husband. Within an hour or so of arriving at the restaurant my phone rang and I saw the police number on the display. I picked it up immediately, hoping they might tell me that David was found safe. But when the officer asked me if I was home and told me he needed to speak to me personally, I knew. I cried, “Is David alive?”

			Several times the officer repeated, “I need to speak to you in person,” and several times I responded with, “Is my son alive?” Finally, he told me what I knew at that point. “No. I’m sorry.” I remember running out of the restaurant and I knew I was crying or shouting or screaming. I just needed to get out of there. Across the street from the restaurant, I collapsed on the curb. While I have no clear memory of my feelings as the realization grabbed me by the heart, I do remember my friend sitting beside me. Somehow, I thought to ask her to call my brother to let my family members know what had happened. My husband began to cross the street and I waved him away, shouting, “No, no, no!” Then I whispered, “I hate him, I hate him, I hate him.” My friend reminded me, “You can hate him, but what you say out loud cannot be unsaid.” My friend’s husband and mine eventually joined us and the restaurant manager brought out water for all of us. Two police officers arrived and told me that David had jumped off an overpass. “I want to see him” was my response. They replied, “The coroner has him. He will be contacting you.” Those moments split my life in two. I thought my life was over. In many ways, it turned out to be only the beginning.

			David, I miss you and I love you so much. As I write this, I see an image. I see myself sitting on that curb and my son sits next to me. I’m here, Mom. I’m here. I’m here. but I cannot see him. I did not know he was still with me.

			After the officer outside the restaurant had told me how David had passed from his jump, my husband commented, “I fell 40 feet from a hayloft, and I survived.” This sums up his inability to show compassion. Neither of us had anything to say as he drove us home. After that night, so many of the comments that we said to each other and so many of our actions and inactions raised up an impenetrable wall between us. During that uncomfortable drive home, I texted close friends, sending a similar message to each, telling them David was dead. I could not let my then husband hear my words so it seemed like the only way was to write that message repeatedly. In the coming days, I would wake up from dreams where my son was still alive, only to remember he was not and I would cry loudly, “David is dead, David is dead, David is dead.” I wanted to find a way to avoid that awful waking moment when I rediscovered the truth after escaping it for a few Xanax-aided hours.

			When the coroner finally released David’s body to the mortuary, the funeral director asked if I wanted to see it. There was a thousand-dollar fee to make his body presentable enough for viewing. There was no question I wanted to see my son’s body. I brought two friends and they distanced themselves when I went forward to see David’s sheet-draped body. “Don’t move the sheets,” the gentleman warned me. “They are there for a reason and you don’t want to remember some things.” Only David’s face was visible and there were ugly bruises covering his forehead. I looked at him and immediately knew that’s not my son. His body, yes. My son, no. Somehow, I also knew at that moment that he was still somewhere, but this was not him. I took just a moment to stroke his face and kiss his cheek, and then I turned to go. My friends looked at me in surprise. “Don’t you want to be with him?” “That’s not him,” I told them, and we left.

			***

			I had known Shirley for some years, and I referred to her as “my woo-woo friend.” She knew a lot about spirituality, the afterlife, and all that other weird stuff. I liked her anyway. I didn’t believe in it and thought it strange. My thoughts on the afterlife were simple: it didn’t make sense that after a human being was born, they would just disappear after 29, 50, or 80 years. It was a waste of time and energy. But I had no real interest in exploring it. I called Shirley, and we sat on my patio. I told her what had been happening to me in the couple of weeks since David had passed. Four days after David’s transition, he had started talking to me. That Friday morning, I stepped out of the shower. As I dried off, I said aloud, “David, I love you.” Immediately, I heard a response as a thought in my head that was not my thought: I love you too, Mom. Oddly, that thought sounded like David. Hearing thoughts from David became a part of my life, and I lived for them. Yes, I did doubt my sanity. This friend was the first person I spoke to about this. I also told her about the morning of David’s memorial. I was getting ready and heard him tell me as a thought in my mind, Save me a seat, Mom. I began to argue with him in my thoughts, much as I’d argued with him so much of my life. David, I can’t save you a seat. There are already eight people sitting at my table, and there are only eight seats. I heard no more from him that morning. As people began to arrive in the hall, I realized I had somehow miscounted. My friend Karon had been scheduled to sit at the table with me. She saw my concern and told me not to worry; she would sit at the table right next to me. “I’ll be right here,” she said. I thanked Karon, but as everyone sat down and the service began, there was an empty seat at the table. That seat remained empty throughout the service. David had saved his own seat.

			I sat on the patio with Shirley, explaining what was happening to me. I was honestly not sure at that point whether or not I was closely connected to my son in spirit. It seemed possible that I was just disconnected from my mind. When I paused, she advised me, “You need to see a Reiki Medium.” Exasperated and confused, I asked her, “Exactly what is a Reiki Medium?” Her explanation brought me no closer to understanding. A Reiki Medium is an energy healer who can communicate with those who have died. My refusal was prompt and emphatic: there is no way I would do that.

			That’s how I found myself sitting on a loveseat in Tracy’s front room. Though I had vehemently refused to see a Reiki Medium, my pain had won over logic. Tracy was sitting on the couch on my left, a slim pretty woman with long blonde hair. I was aware of a snowman of energy to the right of the chair I was in. I knew it was David without knowing how I knew that it was David. By that time, almost two months after David’s passing, I was getting used to odd occurrences. I don’t remember many of the details of that first meeting. Tracy told me about the work she did, and about how her healing Reiki work dovetailed with her mediumship ability. She told me David was present and that he had showed up the night before, pacing in her bedroom and walking up and down the stairs. I don’t think I told Tracy that I didn’t believe a word of what she said and that only my pain had forced me to come to her.

			Tracy told me about how Reiki would help me heal and let me more easily connect with my son who was still as present with me as ever. My rational mind had some things to say about that but I shushed it and continued to listen. Her suggestion that I could more easily connect with David caused me to wonder if perhaps I was in the right place. Tracy took me to her Reiki room, a peaceful sanctuary off her living room. A lit candle, some burning incense, and an overwhelming feeling of peace left me curious and determined to see this through. I lay on the table as instructed and she put a soft white blanket over me. I remember the relaxation. I remember feeling a close kinship with the world of spirit. It seemed as if the protests of my rational mind had been left in the other room. Somehow in the candlelight, it did not seem odd at all that my son and I had been having conversations. Somehow, it seemed normal and natural that I should be here, following my son into spirit.

			I came to Tracy once a month for over two years and became her friend. I would often show up at her door with a small gift. A flower, a plant, some chocolate. I remember her protesting each time. “You don’t need to bring me a gift.” And each time I would say I wanted to. And that was the truth. I was so grateful for how she helped me reach David, as well as for her growing affection and love. She and David helped me open doors to spirit, and to other possibilities. She and David also helped me open the door to my own soul. I began to know myself and my soul better than I ever had before.

			One time, as I pulled up in front of Tracy’s house, I said to nobody in particular, “I would like to have proof today.” Two things happened that day that I would call proof. First, Tracy was giving me a Reiki session. I had already had several sessions, so I knew how it worked. She started by holding my head and then she moved down, hovering her hands over my body until she got to my feet. Sometimes she would touch my feet and sometimes not. This time she held my head and held my head and held my head. Curiosity won out, and I opened my eyes to see Tracy standing near my ankles, though my head was still being held by a hand on each side. I expressed my confusion and she laughed, and she said, “Oh, that’s David. He came in shortly after I started.” Second, she mentioned later in the session, “David tells me he spends time with his Uncle James in spirit.” Who? I thought a moment before I made sense of that. James was my little brother who had been born four years before me and died at three months old of heart problems. For whatever reason, I had never thought of him as David’s uncle, though he was. His name was James. Although some in my family called him Jimmy, I had always thought of him as James. That began my relationship with my brother James and deepened my conviction that my relationship with David was not over.

			It became typical that Spirit (especially, but not only, my son) would make me aware of them with words, images, and conversations. Tracy would know when I was busy on a journey to spirit and she would be silent until after the Reiki, when she would tell me what she had received. During one Reiki session, David told me I’m not talking to Tracy anymore. You don’t need her. But I argued. I wanted to hear what Tracy got during the session as well. I didn’t trust what I was hearing and seeing and feeling without her validation. Early on, Tracy had told me I was a medium. Nope. When I look back, I don’t see how I could have denied it. But I did.

			I have been writing most of my life. Diaries, journals, letters, you name it. For decades before David passed, my daily writing practice started in the Meadow, a peaceful, beautiful place that existed in my imagination. I would sit down with a journal (and later at a keyboard) and begin by writing I am in the Meadow... It wasn’t as if I was writing what might happen in the Meadow; I was simply having an experience and recording it. Over time, the Meadow grew in detail, acreage, and cast list. It was filled with children who represented younger versions of myself. When I later began therapy, the Meadow and the children who lived there became a pivotal part of my healing work. One vivid memory happened on Mother’s Day when David was about eight years old. I was writing, and the Meadow kids presented me with breakfast on a tray along with a bud vase holding a single red rose. I finished my writing just before David knocked on the bedroom door. He came in with breakfast for me on a tray, and the tray was decorated with a bud vase holding a single red rose. That was the first and last time David brought me such a meal or offered me such a flower. He had picked it out of a neighbor’s garden.

			My adventures in the Meadow were followed by other writing, including letters to and from my Higher Power. Along with meditation, letters like these were how I had brought peace to my chaotic life. The practice also helped me make sense of my thoughts, emotions, and beliefs.

			Less than a week after my first visit to Tracy, I began writing letters to David. It made sense to both Tracy and me that if I could visit the Meadow in my writing, and write letters to (and from) God, I could certainly write to and from David. My first effort was less than satisfactory to me:

			May 19th, 2017 (60 days)

			Dear David

			There’s a bird, perhaps a dove of some kind, in the backyard and the grass— now two! They were only eight feet away and now they wandered off a bit. Is that you? There is so much I want to know about your last 24 hours, about your decision to jump, about everything. I am so sorry I couldn’t be a better mom. I am glad we shared the love we shared. I love you so much.

			Mom

			Dear Mom

			That’s me. You gotta pay better attention— I’m all around you. You’ll get all your answers eventually. Just know I’m okay and I want you to be okay. I love you,

			David

			***

			Six years later, long after I had stopped asking about David’s last day, I got my answers in a meditation from David. He had waited until I was ready and able to hear it:

			I see David in the middle of the overpass. I give him a big hug, and I get a hug back. David, this is weird for me. Is it weird for you? A little bit. To be here with you, I mean. David, please tell me about that day when you walked on the overpass at Mesa Drive and thought it would be a good idea to end your life there. I have a realization that I’m moving from me into David. I murmur, and I realize it’s David as I am speaking. It happened pretty fast. I was nearby and I had been looking for a place that would work. Like a tall building or something. All the buildings have windows that are pretty locked down. Then the overpass is just there. And anybody that’s halfway athletic can climb over the railing and have access to a new life. Did you feel that calm about it? I was pretty calm. I had made up my mind quite some time ago. I felt like I was done. There wasn’t really anything in life I wanted to do. Nothing seemed as good as the idea of resting. Being gone from here. That girl really screwed me up. So did knowing that I got screwed out of all that money. Always tired and I didn’t wanna start over. My brain, as you might say, was chewing on me. So many worries and fears. Awful projections of what might happen. And not just to me, but to you, too. Your husband was a train wreck. A fucking train wreck. Somehow I knew that with me out of the way, you would be able to see him more clearly. I knew too, that leaving would help you. I didn’t know exactly how, but I knew that you would go to different places and do different things and become involved in something more beautiful than you were involved in at the time. I did see myself as a problem for you. A stop gap for you; or a stumbling block, if you will. So I went up there. And I thought about it. I knew I wanted my head to hit the pavement. I did think about how terrible it would be if instead of freeing you from me, I made myself more of a burden, and I became an idiot. Sorry for using that word, Mom. But I had a lot of pride throughout my life of how well my brain worked. And I knew you were proud of me, too. So... It was a thought. And then it was done. Is that enough for you?

			It’s enough for now, David. I love you.

			At times since David’s transition, I have felt that getting hit by a bus would be welcome. When I was brave enough to share those feelings, I learned from other parents that I was not alone. David’s words above reveal that he could not comprehend another alternative. I encourage anyone reading these words who is seeing suicide as a viable option to talk to someone who can offer help. For example, in the US, dialing 988 will connect you immediately to a skilled crisis worker.

			Perceptions

			David started talking to me about compiling a book of our letters years before I got serious about it. Sometimes it seemed arrogant of me. At other times it just seemed too overwhelming. I was still mostly self-powered until recently. I had heard from guides and from other mediums that “the book would start writing itself” when it was time. I would argue that point. Although I’d spent a lot of time debating with myself about what this book needed to say, I didn’t really get serious until after my best friend and dog, Labrador Retriever Wilson, died. Maybe he left to open the door to the book. More likely, he saw I was ready, and he could go home. Whichever it was, I started getting determined about putting the book together. Friends who had heard about it would ask, “Isn’t that done yet?” I would answer by telling them that I had been writing daily letters since less than two months after David passed. Those letters were like the squares of a quilt. All I had to do was make the backing and sew the squares together. I think I underestimated the task.

			Throughout the letters, in my conversations with David, I asked him for help with this book. In the beginning, when I had done the Herculean task of writing “a few paragraphs in the book,” the story I was creating was that David had had a miserable life. As I learned more about Spirit, readings I received in mediumship classes were peppered with positive messages from David. The memories he brought to me reminded me of the time he had hunted frogs with a neighbor kid for five hours while the police looked for them both. It was a great day for him, and I had never understood that. I was too focused on remembering only his sorrows. With David’s help, I was able to see more than just the sorrow.

			Many of the classes I took included readings by at least ten different mediums. David repeatedly showed up, sometimes offering me three or more readings in a day. He gave different mediums different evidence, so that no one but me knew it was David, over and over again, until I told them. Almost every time, he had a story to tell me about how good his childhood had been. He reminded me of the frequent road trips we took where he would point in a direction as we pulled out of the driveway. Off we would go, stopping when we were tired or when we saw something interesting. He helped me remember the picture I have of his grade school sign proclaiming that David had read more books than anyone in the school that year. We had a lot of joy together, joy that I had forgotten with his subsequent misery and transition. Without David’s help, I would have remembered only the pain, the therapy, his getting thrown out of daycare, my working too many hours for a single mom with a young son, and his failed attempts to connect with the father who had disappeared when David was three days old.

			Today, I can understand that every relationship has at least two sides. My letters to and from David, both during his physical life and after, along with my other communications with him, have helped me to remember David and I as we really were. I can recall our whole relationship more fully, not just my own one-sided view of it. This letter is a beautiful example of how David helped me see the bigger picture.

			December 3rd, 2021 (Year Five)

			Hi David

			I wrote a few paragraphs in the book. I need your help in directing the beginning of this. I want to give a snapshot of who you and I were. Maybe you could tell me your version of our story the first 18 years? That would be great. I love you.

			Mom

			Hi Mom,

			I was a confused kid. I was angry and upset much of the time. I had an energy around me I could not control. I remember ladies would say I wish I had half his energy, and you would say you did, too. Put that in. We sort of did a dance throughout my life. Together, apart, together, apart. Our road trips were amazing. But we did great things together besides the road trips. You took me to the zoo.

			Mom: What else did we do, David?

			David: You let me keep geckos. I used to catch crickets for them. Sometimes you would take me to the pet store and get me bags of crickets. Do you remember Blue Belly? I had him for a long time. We both cried when he died, and we

			
			The Beginning
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