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        “Elizabeth Entin embarked on a completely unforeseen journey, after the passing of her beloved father, into the world of mediumship and the scientists who love them. Her

        Joe Perreta, Forever Family Foundation Certified Medium (www.joeperreta.com + GOOP)

      

        memoir is equal parts informative, heart-wrenching, and funny as hell. This soon to be quintessential book on the subject is the perfect guide for anyone who is searching for answers or who has ever had an experience that left them wondering: What the f*ck just happened?!”

      

      

      
        
        “The passing of Liz Entin’s father sent her on an extraordinary journey.

        Devastated by the loss, this scientifically-minded woman, who’d come from a family that was not religious, and did not believe in life after death, suddenly found herself wondering if there might be any science that backed the possibility that the relationship with her beloved father was not forever lost.

        After examining the literature around the possibility of time travel-something that might not bring her dad back from the dead, but would at least provide the opportunity to hug him again—and finding that option a less than practical one, she began to look at research that suggested consciousness might not be confined to the physical body, and might even survive its demise.

      
        In this deeply personal recounting of her search for answers, you’ll be moved by the love that sent her down this road, and enthralled with what she finds there.”

        Mike Anthony, Author of Love, Dad: How My Father Died . . . Then Told Me He Didn’t and Life at Hamilton. Featured in Netflix “Surviving Death.”

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “Enthralling! A true page-turner that tells the story of personal transformation backed by science. Liz writes in a way that mimics a relatable internal monologue—so real, questioning, unfiltered, self- aware, and deep. Deep and trying to be open. I thoroughly enjoyed being taken on Liz’s journey of discovery for her sake, but also for many others. If you’re curious about what comes next or are at any point in your journey of grief after losing a loved one, you’ll want to read WTF Just Happened?! ”

        Stephanie Thoma, Author of Confident Introvert

      

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “As a lay researcher of consciousness, the mind/brain relationship and the possibilities of life after physical death, and as someone who’s had the chance to discuss the subject with many of the world’s leading academics in the subjects, I try to approach every question with an open but scientifically oriented, empirical mindset. Liz and myself are very similar in this regard, and I have been very impressed with her research since I first came to know of her. Both her podcast and written works give a powerful and personal insight into her research, and her empirical, anti-woo approach has provided both herself and her peers with very strong evidence that our lives do not end at the death of our bodies.”

        Darren McEnaney, SEEKING I

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “Liz Entin’s book is captivating and refreshing. Having experience as a Hospice nurse and losing both parents at a young age, this book is highly recommended for any person out there questioning the after life.”

        Lisa Glaessner, Hospice Nurse
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      Dad, I had so much fun writing this together. I am sure you were just as shocked as me to discover you were still you. And even more shocked as you watched me figure it out. Thanks for teaching me it’s okay to always follow my own path, although you might have drawn the line at this pursuit, while in this dimension.

      

      Phran, thank you so much for mentoring me in this crazy world that I never could believe was actually true. Thanks for your patience with my endless questions and listening to my newest theory about how this might all work. I can’t wait to see you again when you will (probably) greet me with a big “I told you so” and then make sure I get right to work on the auxiliary board. Love and Misses.
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      I hope you will enjoy reading the craziest story of my life. The people are real. The events really happened, something I have to frequently remind myself. If you find the events and all I discovered in this book shocking or hard to believe, I am with you!

      All mediums, teachers and researchers in this book are themselves.

      Identifying details of the guests at the Forever Family Foundation events and other events have been disguised out of respect for their privacy.

      The names of my family members (including my dad) and certain identifying details such as the “signs” and “hobbies” have been changed. Details such as my birthday, address, family members’ birthdays have also been changed. This is to assure I can still get evidential medium readings and continue my research.

      My cousin is a composite character of a few close friends and family members (including actual cousins).

      To hear my conversations and me living my best life of asking endless questions of these afterlife experts, (and hopefully getting many of your questions answered) check out my podcast WTF Just Happened?!: All about the afterlife. No woo. available on all podcast apps with videos (of most episodes) on YouTube.

      
        
        www.wtfjusthappened.net

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Foreword

          

          Bob Ginsberg of Forever Family Foundation

        

      

    

    
      As is so often the case, the trauma of losing a loved one can result in a search for meaning and, in that pursuit, exploration of things they previously never fathomed. The two questions that we hear the most at Forever Family Foundation are “Does my loved one still exist in some form?” and “Are they OK?”

      People have all sorts of beliefs when it comes to the subject of life after bodily death. Some will definitively state that death is final, to think otherwise is purely wishful thinking, and anyone with a modicum of intelligence should realize and accept this fact. I don’t judge such people, as I was one of them. However, most people will tell you that they believe in an afterlife. After speaking to such people for the better part of the last twenty years, I have come to realize that many people in this group really mean that they hope there is an afterlife. They may have been taught this by their family, their clergy, their cultural or societal influences, but have never really seen any evidence to support their belief. That is fine for some people, but for others like this author, they are unfulfilled and unconvinced. Blind faith does not cut it for them, and uncovering true evidence becomes their mission. Science becomes an obsession and the key not only to acceptance, but the source of hope and comfort.

      For many years after my own daughter died, I could not accept the spiritual explanations and personal anecdotes that people were telling me. Of course, with all my heart I wanted to believe that she still existed, as the weight of not having her was crushing the life out of my heart. Fortunately, although a skeptic, I was open-minded. That is quite different than being a closed-minded skeptic, one who will ignore and not accept any evidence, despite what the data reveals. After all these years I remain shocked over the number of scientists who are firmly entrenched in this form of scientism. They believe that only science, their view of materialist science, is valid for discovering truth about the nature of reality.

      When Liz first came to us in her quest for knowledge, my wife and I of course recognized the depths of her grief, but I saw something in her that resonated with my own journey. Her inquisitive mind in the search for answers was something I understood, and it was unusual for someone at her youthful age. Sure, she was fascinated by mediums and the way in which they worked, but to her credit she realized that mediumship was just one form of evidence suggesting that we are more than our physical bodies. Her studies began in an orderly fashion, and one that I would recommend. To believe in survival of consciousness, you first must come to realize that our minds (consciousness or soul if you prefer) can act independently of our brains. That is a hard concept for many to grasp, but if brain and mind were the same, death would truly be final. Such evidence comes in the form of extra-sensory perception, telepathy, remote viewing, psychokinesis (mind over matter), and a host of other phenomena that defy materialist thinking.

      Liz then moved on to study near death experiences, where she learned that people who meet every medical definition of death (no brainwaves, no heartbeat, no respiration, no reflexes) get resuscitated and report clear and lucid thinking, plus all sorts of experiences that could not be realistically explained by medical science. It showed her that something leaves the body at the time of death. She learned about end-of-life experiences and deathbed visions, where people in that window of time just before death see deceased loved ones materialize before them, escorts to the next world. Liz discovered the evidence for reincarnation as she read about studies of children who report past life memories, surprised to learn that these studies have been going on for the past fifty years. She learned about electronic voice phenomena, where discarnates can somehow record voices onto recording devices.

      However, as you will read, her main topic of study is with mediums. In full disclosure, even though Liz insisted that all her medium sessions were in the interest of research, more than once my wife Phran chastised her out of fear that Liz was becoming addicted to mediums. Addiction to mediums is rare, but occurs, and includes the common elements of other addictions such as anxiety in between readings and insatiable cravings for connections. I understand it, as those in deep grief can find themselves needing a fix, continuous confirmations that they remain connected to their deceased person. However, the goal, and something that this author has come to realize, is that our loved ones will find a myriad of ways to let us know that they exist, often directly as opposed to through a third person.

      The journey that you are about to read represents one person’s search for evidence of an afterlife. This is what she needed, and she had the fortitude and intelligence to see it through. In fact, I suspect that her journey has just begun. She enthusiastically tells us what she has learned to date, and you will more than likely smile at her sheer exuberance.

      Most importantly, the real significance of this book are not the facts and evidence that she has learned. The take home message is that science and discovery can have significant positive effects on one’s grief. As Liz has discovered, science can open the door to recognition and acceptance of things that are non-physical in nature. Science can unlock spirituality. So many of us think that the two terms are mutually exclusive, but have you noticed that some of today’s great physicists are starting to sound more like spiritualists? They have learned that we are all connected through waves of information.

      Today, Liz is in a far better place than from where she started in her grief, and that growth is a direct result of her changing the way she thinks about death, specifically that it is not final, but a doorway to a continuum of life.

      
        
        - Bob Ginsberg

        Co-founder of Forever Family Foundation

        Author of The Medium Explosion and My Life: Here and There
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      I lay back on the couch, took a deep breath, and tried to feel the dead person the psychic medium was sending me. The medium leaned back in a large black leather chair, concentrating on a picture on his phone.

      
        
        Medium: I am sending you their energy. Let me know what you are getting.

      

      

      I tried to see if I could feel the “energy” and personality of this dead person. Could I get them to come to me and “tell” me information? I started to feel a soft and gentle energy around me. I felt calm and peaceful. The way you feel when you sit down and grab a glass of wine with a close friend at the end of a stressful day.

      
        
        Medium: Is it a man or a woman?

        Me: Man.

        Medium: Anything else…

      

      

      I breathed deeper, trying to determine what these waves of energy felt like. Lots of love. And warmth. And gentleness.

      
        
        Me: This is a kind person. An especially caring man. Older. Very loving.

      

      

      I opened my eyes and looked at the medium, expectantly.

      
        
        Me: So. How did I do?

        Medium: Umm, well, actually, it was Hitler.

        Me: I told you I didn’t have abilities.

      

      

      I knew I didn’t actually have these “defy the laws of physics” abilities. But one time it seemed like I might, which sent me, the biggest skeptic ever, even further down this rabbit hole of afterlife research, the paranormal, or what I often call, really weird shit.

      If you had told me a few years ago that I would be befriending mediums, sitting for readings from them, bending spoons, and trying to see if we can connect with dead people, I would never have believed you. Of course, everyone knows mediums are frauds or delusional themselves. And I never had much interest in the woo.

      Yet here I was.

      The few people who knew about my secret double life exploring evidence of an afterlife, or survival of consciousness, kept telling me that I should write about my experiences.

      “But what about the weirdness?” I asked. I mean did I really want my name attached to something so... woo-woo?

      “Meh. You’ll get over it,” my main mentor in this world, Phran, a logical no-nonsense woman, told me when I expressed my worries about other people’s opinions if I were to “go public.”

      Another medium friend Dusten Lyvers agreed. After he accurately described a dresser in my parent’s bedroom—which he had never seen before!—he told me, “Look, if I can come out twice, first as gay and then as a medium, you can come out once.”

      So, I decided to “come out.”

      But what did I have to say about all this afterlife shit I had once considered nonsense? Yes, I could tell you about how some of my new friends seemed to defy the laws of the universe. Yes, I could tell everyone that I witnessed the impossible. But did that mean there actually was an afterlife? And if it did, would that give me the thing I wanted more than anything in the world?
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      Most of us want to believe that consciousness can continue after bodily death. When my father died, I began to explore if that is even possible. But wanting to believe something, even with all of your heart, doesn’t make it true. As a sciencey girl, I need evidence, and that’s exactly what my story is all about.

      Consider the words of Dr. Ian Stevenson, an esteemed psychiatrist who conducted years of research into past lives. “I’m not saying it’s true; I’m just saying it happened.”

      I was raised in an intellectual “Christopher Hitchens-admiring,” atheist family. We are culturally Jewish, but more of the “Jon Stewart-ey, love our bagels and lox” variety over the “pray in temple” type. I was taught that belief in God and an afterlife was at best wishful thinking, which brought out kindness in people, offering comfort during the darkest of times, and at its worst, a cultish form of religion, which spurred homophobia, sexism, and an anti-science mentality.

      I was in my late 20s and things in my life were pretty good. I was launching a new startup, I had ended things with a toxic boyfriend, cleared out some harmful friendships, and I was meeting inspiring new people. Then, my father had a stroke.

      ‘Of course, he will be fine.’

      That’s what I told myself. I was worried, but not too worried. But he was not fine. The stroke left him partially immobile before infections took over. My father had had me later in life, so he was not able to bounce back the way most of my friends’ dads would have. And my world crumbled around me. My dad was one of my lifelines and a main source of my safety and support. Despite lots of fighting, (we are both strong-willed people), he was also a close friend.

      While my mom, who was quite a bit younger than him, was in the midst of growing her psychiatric practice, he had already sold a business and was able to dedicate time to his hobbies—reading, writing, playing poker, and me.

      So, what does someone raised with no belief in an afterlife actually do when one of the people you love and rely on more than anything dies?

      It was in the moment we got the news that reaffirmed just how much I turn to science for my answers about the universe. When the doctor told us that my dad wasn’t going to be okay, but that “sometimes miracles happen,” I felt as if I had flatlined right then and there.

      “I’m a science person,” I said, “not a miracle person.” Until that moment, I hadn’t even known how much that was true.

      My dad was going to die.

      I made a decision I would lie in bed and never get out—ever again. Somehow, in the middle of my deep grief, I discovered an unexpected new world, one that actually suggests evidence of an afterlife. This saved my life.

      Please don’t dismiss the possibility of an afterlife as wishful thinking. I grew up with a psychiatrist mother and her friends, including some neuroscientists, so I am as skeptical as you can get. If you think the way I did, it is terrifying to open your mind because you are already pretty positive that if you get your hopes up, even in the least, the end results can only disappoint and break your heart.

      Giving the possibility of an afterlife a chance was by far the scariest thing I have ever done and I don’t hold back from scary adventures. I traveled alone to Thailand, and with a friend through Bolivia. I moved to Paris where I didn’t know the language to work in fashion for six months, but none of that compared to how scary it was to explore the possibility of an afterlife and sometimes it still freaks me out. But the alternative was worse. I couldn’t accept the fact that my dad had been wiped from my life for good. I had nothing left to lose.

      My exploration opened up a magical and beautiful world I had no idea existed. During my journey, I met some of the most incredible people I would previously have dismissed as self-delusional, or worse, con artists. I experienced an awe I had never known before, spine-tingling moments and wondrous, unexplainable events.

      I am not sure if I believe in life after death, but from my experience there seems to be an excellent argument for it, and trust me, I am more shocked than anyone to say that. Today, my life is rich with unexpected, mind-blowing occurrences. So, come with me now and follow this story, one that I could never have begun to fathom, where all I can say is, WTF? What the fuck just happened?!
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            How Hard Can Time Travel Really Be?

          

        

      

    

    
      When my dad died, I lost one of the few people who cared for me unconditionally. I felt abandoned, betrayed, and isolated in my grief. Being an only child added to this pain. You are a parent’s number one in the way you will never be anyone else’s again. A husband can divorce you. Your friends can outgrow you. And your kids, no matter how much they love you, depend on you to care for them. They do not take care of you. Now I just had my mom. That parental, unconditional love was suddenly reduced by 50%.

      I was shattered. I missed my father more than I even knew was possible.

      Most of my friends had not yet experienced such a significant loss and no one knew what to say or do. I had no idea how I would begin to navigate this new world where I felt significantly less safe, less loved, less supported.

      Memories of him kept circling in my mind. Memories? It was impossible to think about him as a memory. My father loved to read. He always bought me books, which we would have long in-depth conversations about for hours. We both loved to try new restaurants. The Four Seasons was his favorite. And he loved dessert. He would always ask for a small bite of mine, which of course was a huge bite. “You just think I took a big bite because you are so small,” he always told me when I complained. “I actually took a little bite, but it looks big to you.” His defense stopped working by the time I was ten years old.

      When he had been moved into hospice, no part of me believed this was really happening. How could I lose this vibrant, supportive,   often-to-the-point-of-indulgence person in my life?

      But the doctors had said they couldn’t do a thing to change it.

      My dad had always told me I could do anything. If there was a problem, he taught me to go solve it. So, I needed to DO something. I didn’t believe in God and had no one to pray to. I did believe in medicine, but still nothing the doctors did had been able to save him.

      What was left?

      Science. I believed in science. When I started to think about it, I realized how science and technology can create actual miracles—inventions like airplanes, personal computers, cell phones and Zoom have transformed our definition of time and space. Not too long ago, those technological break-throughs would have been considered Sci-Fi fantasies.

      One thing the Sci-Fi movies always showed was time travel. If science had turned these other Sci-Fi dreams into reality, could science show me how to time travel? I imagined ways my great-great-great-grandkids could come retrieve my dad, and eventually me, when civilization finally had DeLorean time machines. As long as my (future) kids had the date my dad (and all of our family going forward), got sick or died, and our locations, our future family could know when and where to grab us and drag us into a future when advances in medicine would save us.

      I decided to Google Albert Einstein and Stephen Hawking, the smartest people I could think of, combined with time travel. I downloaded books and videos on Einstein’s theory of relativity, read articles published by the top astrophysicists, and brushed up on my knowledge of black holes.

      I had studied Einstein’s theory of relativity in high school, but I had never realized its significance. That our conception of time, something we experience as linear, was not. That the laws of the universe could have a lot more to them than we perceive. To help explain his theory, Einstein offered a thought experiment about a pair of twins, one who traveled through outer space at close to the speed of light and another who remained earth-bound. When that traveling twin returned to earth, according to Einstein, they would be physically younger than their twin, as well as everyone else on earth.⁠1

      If the very nature of time was not as definite as I had thought, then what else was possible?!

      The other beyond mind-blowing thing I discovered was what is referred to as Spooky Action/Bell’s Theorem⁠2, which Einstein (as well as others) are also responsible for demonstrating. Because, on a quantum level, tiny atomic particles act REALLY weird, scientists remain baffled by this “spookiness.” This was a huge insight into the fact that our consciousness seems to play a bigger and more inexplicable role on our physical world than I had ever imagined. Could our own consciousness actually affect how matter behaved?

      Before going further, here is a bit of a high school science class refresher. Electrons are subatomic particles with a negative charge, protons are subatomic particles with a positive charge, neutrons are a subatomic particle with no charge and photons are tiny particles that transmit light. Protons, electrons, and neutrons make up atoms, which make up matter.

      “Spooky Action” was discovered when scientists wanted to study whether electrons or photons behave as either waves or particles. To find out, they shot photons through a vertical slit on a screen to land on a wall behind it. When these photons passed through the screen, they behaved like a particle. That means that the photons passed through the slit as a single particle—creating a vertical line of dots on the wall behind the screen. When scientists shot the photons through a screen with two parallel slits, however, the photons then behaved like a wave, undulating like ripples in a pond. This showed up in the pattern created on the wall behind the screen. Since waves in ponds interfere and often cancel one another out, there were not the expected neat lines that particles passing through one of two slits would create. There was something called “interference patterns” when the ripples of the waves would “interfere” with one another.

      Then it gets really crazy. When we observe which slit the photon goes through, tested by a detector set up to measure whether the photon travels through one or the other slit, the photon changes its behavior and acts like a particle. It chooses which slit it will travel through. When the detector is turned off, the wave pattern shows up. THE PHOTON ACTS DIFFERENTLY BASED ON OUR OBSERVATION! The very act of observing, or our own consciousness, affects the behavior of the most basic level of matter. And sometimes these photons “entangle,” where the spin or behavior of one affects the spin or behavior of another. Change the spin of one photon and the other changes. To make this happen, photons have to communicate faster than the speed of light.

      So apparently sometimes there are exceptions to the scientific laws of this world?

      Scientists can’t explain any of this. Nobody can.

      Suddenly, my mind was open to the possibility that the things I previously knew to be 100 percent true were not so 100 percent known at all.
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      I was still getting pummeled. I never knew grief could be so brutal. So physical. As soon as my dad went into hospice, it was as if a fluid metal weight was settling into my stomach weighing me down, and pushing into my organs. It poured into my limbs, congealing and making it close to impossible to move them. When I did move, everything just hurt. It all escalated the night my dad passed away. When we got the call at 2 a.m., while I was huddling against my mom in my parents’ bed, I felt as if my body exploded into heavy little bits all over the floor. I understood what it meant to feel shattered. This was not MY life. I could not identify ME in a life without him. Everything that had once seemed exciting—growing my career, falling in love, starting a family—now had an emptiness and sadness attached to it.

      The only thing that made existence worthwhile were these wondrous hints that there was more than this material world. These at least gave me a little hope and curiosity.

      So, I dove back in. I had had good luck with Einstein and time travel, so I Googled other names I trusted, combined with words like alternate dimensions. And crazy shit presented by trustworthy people came up. First of all, Stephen Hawking was talking in a serious way about shadow people reflecting into our universe from other dimensions?! When I thought of people talking about shadow people from other dimensions, I pictured either ghost stories at summer camp or late nights with my friends in high school and college, when we had drunk or smoked way too much of something. I was sure Stephen Hawking didn’t mean it in the way people meant it when they told ghost stories, but his theory at least hinted that our world was not the simple mass and matter that we think we understand.

      What else could be possible?!

      Determined to find out, I streamed videos about the fourth dimension (fifth, if you are calling time the fourth) and the Tesseract, a mind-bending 4D cube that follows the fourth-dimensional laws of the universe. I watched a movie called Flatland⁠3 about a creature existing in a two-dimensional world, who then started to learn about our own three-dimensional one. This opened my mind to the possibility that we perceive only a tightly edited portion of what’s out there. That was always partially obvious to me, in the sense that we don’t know what exists billions of miles out in space, or that dogs hear noises we can’t, but I had never thought how we might be seeing a minuscule portion of the reality immediately around us. This all offered a spark of hope, which in my darkness, I clung to with desperation. I knew I needed to be careful, though, not to draw any quick conclusions based on wishful thinking. I needed to remain neutral and tell myself I would accept whatever seemed to be true (or not true), whether I wanted it to be or not.

      But even if it seemed nuts or completely unrealistic, I began to hope that any form of an afterlife might exist.

      However much I tried to imagine though, I could not see how a person’s consciousness could be anything more than a function of their living brain. Gone when a person was gone. But just because someone’s consciousness was most likely the result of a particular set of firing neurons and brain cells, why couldn’t that result happen again? While I might not be able to experience it as “Liz” and my dad would not get to experience it as “my dad,” we could at least have an experience of consciousness as some future human being. We would have no ties to one another, or our previous selves, but we would still get to experience living. That option was not as good as actually being the “me” I am now, being my dad’s daughter, but it was better than total obliteration. And maybe if this was the case, somehow, somewhere, someone had stored and now had access to a memory of a previous “me” or “them” that they had been?

      I knew it was a long shot, but I went ahead and Googled, careful to word everything in the most scientific way possible: “Scientific evidence that people can live more than one time.”

      Then… this popped up: “Searching for the Science Behind Reincarnation on NPR” with the following description: “Jim Tucker, a psychologist at the University of Virginia, studies hundreds of cases like this and joins NPR’s Rachel Martin to share his research on the science behind reincarnation.”⁠4

      WHAT!!?! This was NPR, not some woo website.

      Before clicking, I calmed myself down. I was sure this would turn out to be some new-agey crap. Or a Sci-Fi theory, true in concept, but not realistic, just like time travel. I took a breath and clicked and read and then… I discovered something, that if true, hinted that our entire scientific understanding of life, death, and consciousness was wrong.

      A reasonable, scientific-minded psychiatrist and professor at the University of Virginia, Dr. Jim Tucker, was studying cases of kids with past-life memories. AND he seemed to be getting valid results? From his interview, I learned that Dr. Tucker had a mentor, Dr. Ian Stevenson, who also had been a psychiatrist and worked for the University of Virginia School of Medicine for 50 years before he passed away in 2007. He had even been chair of the school’s Department of Psychiatry.

      I kept trying to calm myself down since this must have a catch, but my heart pounded. Past life memories were being seriously studied by psychiatrists and professors at a major university?!

      I immediately downloaded Dr. Tucker’s first book, Life Before Life.⁠5 My heart pounded as I began to read. Waves of tingling ran up my body, poured through my stomach, and paralyzed me for a second. It felt like when an unexpected twist ending in a movie is revealed, but much more intense since this was real life and I had a lot more at stake. I got Dr. Tucker’s next book and a few books by Dr. Stevenson and devoured them all. These two psychiatrists used a detailed scientific method to carefully study children from a variety of cultures and belief systems who claimed to have memories of previous lives. They had accumulated thousands of cases and they never talked about karma or good deeds or tried to make anything fair or work the way we would want. It was facts—just facts. Well researched and carefully studied facts.

      One thing that stood out about these kids’ stories was the everydayness of their memories. Nobody was a hero or royalty. They remembered things like leaving their backpack on the table when they got home from school, or a small neighborhood candy store—things we really do remember when we think of our childhood. I found websites where people shared their own past-life memories. Ninety percent of them (aside from the few expected nuts) matched the tone and patterns of Dr. Stevenson and Dr. Tucker’s research: Kids would stop speaking of these memories around age five. There were intense emotions attached to the trauma of their past-life deaths, and feelings of love and longing were attached to the “memory” of their previous families. Like the kids in Stevenson and Tucker’s study, they recalled everyday things from their past lives in a steady and factual tone.

      What the fuck was this?!

      I had to share this discovery with my mom, a skeptical and logical, “consciousness-is-a-function-of-neurons-and-belief-in-an-afterlife-is-wishful-thinking” psychiatrist.

      
        
        Me: Mom! You have to come check out this person Doctor Jim Tucker. And his mentor Ian Stevenson. They are actual psychiatrists. And they seem to think there IS evidence of past lives.

      

      

      My mom had been handling my dad’s death differently than me. While I was ready to spend the rest of my life in bed, trying to discover the answers to the universe’s greatest puzzles, my mom was not so interested in trying to turn back time or learning about other dimensions. After a week, she was out of bed and back at work.

      
        
        Mom: There have always been people talking about helping people uncover some past life memory. It was big in the seventies in Greenwich Village among really lost people.

        Me: MOM!! I know that kind of thing. This is different. Really. Doctor Tucker is a child psychiatrist.

        Mom: Unfortunately, the mental health field can attract some flakey people. Not all are licensed, and they can just say they are therapists.

        Me: He is an actual psychiatrist, and works at UVA teaching psychiatry. NPR did an episode on him and Scientific American wrote an article. Even Carl Sagan said that his mentor Doctor Ian Stevenson’s research on kids with past life memories was worthy of further studies. And this is the craziest, JAMA, The Journal of the American Medical Association, even said reincarnation is the most likely explanation for some of these kids’ past life memories!

      

      

      I showed her the articles and websites and books.

      
        
        Mom: UVA? Child psychiatrists? Hmmm. I would be curious to hear what he does say. But there are a lot of people studying out-there theories.

      

      

      She did not sound surprised and still very much expected to find the catch.

      
        
        Me: When you start looking into their research, though, it is pretty astonishing. There really seems to be something inexplicable going on.

      

      

      My mom may have been skeptical to protect herself (and me) from any wishful thinking and ultimately crushing disappointment during such a vulnerable time. But I wasn’t so cautious. I dove in, full force, full of curiosity to see if there really was any valid hint of an alternative to my deeply painful new reality.
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            I’m Not Done Talking About Reincarnation

          

        

      

    

    
      This research of past lives gave me enough hope that I had the motivation to leave the house and meet a friend. A close friend I felt safe with.

      When I stepped outside, the world felt surreal. So, this is the world without my dad in it. This is what it feels like to be me in a world without him. I was now a different person. I was someone who had lost a parent. I could go to his hangouts, even scour the entire globe, and he would not be there. And he wouldn’t be there tomorrow or next week or even next year.

      The world felt like a strange dystopian universe, bright and sunny with cheery people walking around in the midst of tragedy and despair they did not see or pretended not to see. And every inch of my body hurt. A lot.

      I walked past my old nursery school. I remembered how my dad would push me down the block in my stroller. “Faster! Faster!” I would giggle as he raced down the block faster and faster, but probably nowhere near as fast as it had felt at two years old. I now hurried past the school before the kids came out and I would have to see them being picked up by their moms and dads.

      Despite wanting to cocoon back under the covers, I continued on to meet my friend Christine. She was one of the few people I knew and respected who was into “new-agey” stuff. She gave me a huge hug and told me that sometimes life is just shit. I decided to tell her what I had been exploring.

      
        
        Me: Warning. This will sound so weird. I found these scientists who say that we live more than one life.

        Christine: Sure. I always thought that.

      

      

      I told her the rest. She listened, then she shared her experiences of meditations, where she had visited other dimensions. I can’t say I considered it valid, but I listened in a way I never had. Maybe? Maybe that hinted at something?

      Then I opened up further.

      
        
        Me: But I… I have to be honest about something. I don’t know if I want to do this anymore. Be here anymore. I just hate the world without my dad. The rest of my whole life will be second best, even on the best days. I can’t purely enjoy anything again. And I haven’t just lost him. I lost my mom, too, because she is so depressed and transformed. And I lost me—because I don’t know me and my life without him. I honestly don’t like my life anymore. I can’t see liking it again. I… don’t freak out… but I just want to die.

      

      

      I will be forever grateful for Christine’s non-hysterical, calm response. Some part of her must have known I didn’t really mean it (even if I didn’t know that at the time) but I had no other frame of reference to express how awful I felt.

      
        
        Christine: You know what? That is your choice. And I respect it. But I think you are an amazing person and you have so much going for you. There are people who I would say, “I think they should go ahead,” but you are exceptionally kind, and it is rare to find truly good people. So, I think that would be a waste. Why not give it a year, then if you still want to, go ahead. It will always hurt, and you will always miss him, but you don’t know yet if it will be worth it to stay alive or not. You never tried to live in a world without him.

      

      

      True.

      I listened quietly as Christine continued.

      
        
        Christine: I know you feel like everything is over, but I actually think you are at the start of this incredible journey with all you are exploring. Like when a movie opens at the very beginning with this huge dramatic and often traumatic event that the character thinks is the end of everything, but it turns out to be the beginning.
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      After meeting with Christine, I went back to my parents’ place—I could still call it that, right?—And climbed back into bed. What Christine said stuck with me. I was too curious about the results of my research to back out now.

      I thought back to a night towards the end when my dad was in hospice, when I was too scared to sleep. Or actually, the sleep part would have been fine, but I was too scared of waking up and remembering all over again. I had been lying in my parents’ bed with my mom under the same brown sheets and cream blanket that they had had since my early childhood. The same small Oriental rug and Chinese antique vases on brown wooden dressers were still there. I remember thinking how strange it was that our home, witness to our entire life together as a family, was completely oblivious to what was happening. Shouldn’t it have reacted… somehow?

      
        
        Mom: Sorry I could never raise you with any belief in God. I’m so jealous now of people who believe. But if I had, I would have felt as if I was lying to you.

        Me: I would have seen through you.

        Mom: I know. You have always had a way of seeing right to the truth of things. It could be a major pain in the ass when you were little, but I’m glad you are that way.

      

      

      I wished I wasn’t. I wished I could be the kind of person who believed. No evidence needed.

      Now, here I was discovering a possibility, however minuscule, that we could get just that. Not a god or anything, but that is not what we cared about. I only cared about seeing my dad again, no matter the terms.

      I was scrolling through Netflix to find something that would take me anywhere but where I was, when I saw the following blurb about a movie called Wake Up⁠1: “Jonas Elrod was leading an ordinary life until he woke up one day to a totally new reality. The documentary follows this fascinating story of an average guy who inexplicably developed the ability to access other dimensions.”

      I called in my mom in to watch it with me. With a sigh and a slight eye roll, she agreed. Burrowing under the cocoon of covers on her side of the bed, she took two of the four pillows and settled in next to me. Her side on the left, my dad’s side on the right. Me in between, when I had been much smaller and they let me. I rested my head on her shoulder. That had often eased the ache when I was sad. This time it did nothing.

      In the documentary, Jonas Elrod is a typical, slightly hipster, 20-something guy, living a pretty normal life until the sudden loss of a close friend prompts voices in his head telling him to, “Spread the word. We don’t end after we die.” He also started seeing what he could only describe as ghosts. A psychiatrist couldn’t find anything wrong with him. My mom even knew who the psychiatrist was and he was considered serious and was well-regarded! I looked over at my mom’s face. She looked genuinely baffled.

      From there, Jonas went on a journey to make sense of all of this. He met some remarkable people along the way. A few of the experiences and people he encountered were exactly what I expected, such as an ashram spiritual center that had bathrooms with no doors where everyone could just… watch?

      And a few were nothing like I expected. There was Dr. Gary Schwartz, a Harvard-educated former professor of Psychiatry at Yale and current professor at the University of Arizona. I later Googled him and learned that he conducted scientific studies on mediums. So, a scientist was actually taking people who claim to talk to DEAD PEOPLE seriously?

      Another fascinating person Jonas Elrod introduced us to was Dr. Roger Nelson, a professor of science and part of Princeton’s (Princeton! As in the Ivy League, very credible non-woo Princeton!) Princeton Engineering Anomalies Research (PEAR) Lab, which studied “non-normal” views on consciousness and how the mind can affect matter from 1979 to 2007.⁠2 Dr. Nelson demonstrated something called a Random Number Generator (RNG), a machine created to randomly generate 1s or 0s. It generates these numbers from a process that does not use an algorithm, making it truly random and completely unpredictable. When people who were brought in as test subjects, mentally focused on having the RNG show a higher number of 0’s over 1’s for example, more 0’s would show up in statistically significant numbers?! Weird!

      Dr. Nelson is currently working on something called the Global Consciousness Project,⁠3 an experiment where a group of Random Number Generators (they originally started with around 11 and are now up to about 70) are placed around different parts of the world. They run 24 hours a day and send data to a centralized location. As stated, these generators usually show the randomly expected pattern of 0s and 1s, but when there is a global event that gets a large percent of the population’s attention, the patterns shift, and the results seem to show no longer random patterns of activity. Instead, the number patterns move from random to orderly with higher and organized groups of 1s and 0s. It moved past the expected random number pattern to a more orderly pattern during Princess Diana’s death, and on New Year’s Eve 2000. The craziest of all was on September 11, 2001, when it not only moved from random patterned results to orderly results, but started to react and change BEFORE the tragedies occurred. Really, really weird!!

      As Jonas Elrod met these people, he remained grounded. He was not a “believer” in anything, and some of the things he encountered, if true, were absolutely without rational explanation. Feeling a tiny twinge of hope, and noticing a flash of—was it also hope?—on my mom’s face, we snuggled under the covers to escape. Her into sleep and me into the possibilities.
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            A Class With Someone Who Believes All This Afterlife Stuff

          

        

      

    

    
      I was sitting with my mom in our kitchen at a small round wooden table below the Cézanne “Dish of Peaches” painting. She was in the same chair she’s had for as long as I could remember, and I was in the chair I always had sat in since I graduated from a highchair. My dad’s chair was empty. My mom looked over at me with an odd combination of bafflement and a kind of sympathy reserved for the very gullible.

      
        
        Mom: Well, you won’t believe it but apparently Doctor Berger knows Jim Tucker.

      

      

      Dr. Berger is a psychiatrist in my mom’s network whom she respects.

      
        
        Me: KNOWS Jim Tucker? What do you mean knows? Like read his books or knows knows?!

        Mom: Knows personally.

        Me: WHAT? Is he normal? Is he sane? Did you ask her? What did she say about him?

      

      

      My mother set down her cup of coffee.

      
        
        Mom: That he is smart and sane and very nice.

        Me: Oh my god!! Ask her. Can I meet him?

        Mom: I am not sure I can just ask for her to have him come hang out.

        Me: Get him to do a talk at your institute!

        Mom: No.

      

      

      I knew there was no negotiating that one. Under no condition would her institute have someone come talk who studied anything to do with past lives.

      
        
        Mom: But… Doctor Berger asked if she could hold a series on some parapsychological research and because of you I said okay.

        Me: REALLY! Will you go with me? Please?!

      

      

      My mom begrudgingly agreed to go, but she made it clear she was doing it as a big favor to me.

      So that was one of the hardest things I was noticing about grief. That my mom and I, who were both grieving the loss of my dad, had very conflicting needs. I wanted her to be excited about Dr. Berger giving a talk. I desperately needed to talk over everything I was studying with her. My mom is rational, logical, and healthily skeptical, and I craved her opinion to see if I was genuinely onto something or if I was falling victim to delusion or wishful thinking. But she did not want to go there.

      When Dr. Berger’s talk started, I listened intently and took detailed notes, even though I felt like I could barely move. Grief was so heavy. It was hard to sit upright in a cold folding chair in this fluorescent lit room. My body hurt. My head hurt. Everything hurt.

      Dr. Berger mentioned William James, the brother of author Henry James, and the experiments he had conducted back in the 1800s on a psychic medium named Leonora Piper. William James himself had not believed any of this could be true, but was so intrigued when he saw her do a reading for some friends of his, that he was driven to investigate and find the catch. He had taken proper skeptical precautions such as carefully hiding the identity of who Leonora Piper was going to have a session with until the reading started and having spies follow her to see if she was trying to cheat and get any information in advance. William James never found a “catch.”

      Was there actually something to mediumship? Did mediums still exist today and take clients? How would I even find one?

      Dr. Berger brought up something called remote viewing, or the ability to see areas and locations you were not at physically. She mentioned Ingo Swann as someone who was apparently very accurate at it. Remote viewers like Swann would close their eyes and travel to or psychically view these places. Controlled experiments were conducted and some people accurately described details of the location significantly beyond chance!

      In another talk, a well-respected therapist, Dr. Kleinman, spoke about his experiences working with patients in India, a culture where it was widely accepted as fact that our spirit? Consciousness? Lives on after bodily death. He told us about a patient whose grandmother passed away. The grandmother had collected statues of a rare bird in Jaipur, where they lived. When the woman went home from her grandmother’s funeral, that species of bird was sitting in the doorway of her grandmother’s house. In Indian culture, even in the metropolitan cities such as Jaipur, this was assumed (without question) to be this woman’s grandmother. According to Dr. Kleinman, his patient was a successful, modern businesswoman, living in the heart of urban Jaipur. She was well educated, well-traveled, and not one prone to “village superstitions.”

      I began to think of the arrogance of blowing off, without even a consideration, an entire culture’s experiences and worldview.

      Dr. Berger shared a few more remarkable experiences: there was a patient at a hospital where she worked with multiple personality disorder. One personality had a deadly allergy (actual, not in his head) to nuts and the other one did not. If the allergic personality ate nuts, he would end up in the hospital and possibly dead, but if the other personality in the same body ate nuts, there would be no physical reaction. It brought me back to the Einstein experiments about matter changing under certain circumstances. Could this be tied to the “observer” phenomenon? Yes this all went against my entire understanding of how the world worked, but it was no more shocking than the fact I would never see my dad again. But this time it was a good kind of shock.

      Dr. Berger brought in another speaker to talk about research on the influence of thoughts on physical matter that had been conducted at Princeton University’s PEAR laboratory—Princeton! I still could not believe this had been done at Princeton!—The experiment used the same Random Number Generator I had learned about in Jonas Elrod’s movie. The machine that randomly produces a 1 or 0. It is expected to generate a

      50/50 (or reasonably close to that) percent of 1s and 0s. And if you remember from the movie, when the people who were test subjects tried to use their minds to influence the results, the number they were thinking of appeared significantly more than 50 percent of the time.

      The researchers noticed that people who meditated did better and, once people started doing really well, i.e., achieving results way beyond the odds of chance, the results would stop. They could only defeat the 50/50 odds for so long. One theory as to why this occurred is that a part of the mind does not believe this is possible (understandably), so when someone set a target (either the 1 or 0) they would beat the odds very quickly, and then tell themselves it wasn’t possible, and the results would stop. Interestingly, when the subject gave up and stopped caring, their results soared again. We seem to have a need, in our real lives, too, to stop ourselves before we go past what we have been told is possible.

      When the results of this study were shared with mainstream science, the response was less than enthusiastic. Dr. Berger told us that a respected scientist replied, “Even if it were true, I wouldn’t believe it.” That response went against everything I had ever thought about scientists and their neutral assessment of facts. How much were we missing by not noticing things if they didn’t fit into our system of belief?

      What if I were to let go of any and all beliefs

    

  



OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Praise for WTF Just Happened?! Book 1
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Author Note
      


      		
        Foreword – Bob Ginsberg of Forever Family Foundation
      


      		
        Introduction - WTF JUST HAPPENED?!
      


      		
        1. How Hard Can Time Travel Really Be?
      


      		
        2. I’m Not Done Talking About Reincarnation
      


      		
        3. A Class With Someone Who Believes All This Afterlife Stuff
      


      		
        4. A Few More Books Get Me Thinking This Isn’t All Batshit
      


      		
        5. The Sacred Scriptures Of Gary And Julie
      


      		
        6. I Go To My First Medium And Wtf?!
      


      		
        7. Did I Get A Sign?
      


      		
        8. Searching For Psychics And Ghosts
      


      		
        9. Weirdness At A Medium Workshop
      


      		
        10. I Finally Figure Out What I Am Just Not Seeing
      


      		
        11. Spoons, Psychics And WTF?!
      


      		
        12. Five-Dollar Readings And Three-Hundred Dollar Candles
      


      		
        13. Manifesting and Channeling
      


      		
        14. Energy = Mindblown Squared
      


      		
        15. Hiding Evidence And Meeting Mediums
      


      		
        16. Ordinary People, Extraordinary Claims
      


      		
        17. Good And Evil
      


      		
        18. The #1 WTF To Top All WTF’s That Ever Were
      


      		
        19. I’m Not Okay. Okay?
      


      		
        20. More Mediumship And Past Life Regressions
      


      		
        21. The #2 WTF To Top All Wtf’s That Ever Were
      


      		
        22. I’m Gonna Keep Trying This Out Of Body Thing
      


      		
        23. Just Between Me And My Dad
      


      		
        24. Grief Retreat: Not So Weird Anymore
      


      		
        25. How In The Actual Fuck??
      


      		
        26. Smoke and Mirrors and Séances
      


      		
        27. Told-You-So’s and Secrets Revealed
      


      		
        28. When You Are Going Through Hard Times Just Keep Going
      


      		
        29. The Afterlife Luncheon
      


      		
        30. The Right Seat on the Right Flight
      


      		
        31. In Spite of Stephen Hawking
      


      		
        32. Coin Collections and Connections
      


      		
        33. The Best Medicine
      


      		
        34. Still Getting Enlightened on the Other Side
      


      		
        35. It’s Not an Addiction. It’s Science.
      


      		
        Afterword: WTF Do I Even Think?!
      


      		
        Teaser: WTF Just Happened?! Book 2
      


      		
        Science + Spirituality Salons
      


      		
        Stay in Touch!!
      


      		
        Notes
      


      		
        Also by Elizabeth Entin
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		Notes


      		Also by Elizabeth Entin


      		About the Author


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/break-block-screen.png





