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			To Mary,

			The love of my life.

		


		
			


Prologue

			For six minutes I was dead. I met all the requirements: heart not beating, lungs no longer breathing, skin an ashen-color turning blue. I was lifeless, flat on the floor.

			This is my story about the events of an early October morning leading to my sudden cardiac death and what I experienced during that time away from my body. It is my explanation of how I interpret the experience I had here and in another dimension. By no request or fault of my own, I had suddenly, in an instant, become an expert on dying; something I had never really aspired to.

			Perhaps more than this, it is also my meditation on how I now perceive life, as I worked to understand what happened to me, and how I now examine death, after what I experienced during the time I was being revived, and the full awareness that life has been opened for me with a new set of eyes.

			I didn’t experience my death as a result of a car crash or other physical tragedy. I collapsed during an exercise session, and then not even while handling the equipment. I stood where I was, next to a machine in the room, and simply collapsed to the floor.

			Those six minutes stretched any physical presence I might retain to the farthermost edge of my existence here. I was within seconds of my life being entirely severed from this world, my inner flame being fully extinguished. Yet, those critical moments became the catalyst to change and transform my life forever.

			It’s been a rebirth for me. Not only in a physical sense because I have never before experienced a complete separation of myself from this life and then returned that I’m aware of, but also, by being brought back from the edge of death, this gift has given me a second chance to reflect upon and re-examine former attitudes and long-held beliefs which I had used to construct my life around. It has given me a presence that allows me now to examine death itself, unflinching and toe-to-toe, to confront any fears attached to it. My experience has allowed me to examine everything I now encounter from a new perspective and to realize that my fears are only an illusion that I have a choice to embrace or not. Much of what I thought was important before that October morning, no longer has the same relevance or attraction that it did before while other aspects of my life have increased in their significance to me.

			What is six minutes? It is the time it takes to brew a cup of coffee or make a sandwich. Take a shower. Fry a burger. Fill your car tank with gas. Empty the dishwasher. Clean out and sort through your purse. Yet within those six minutes, whether I consider them long or short, I witnessed and experienced what eternity is like, and that has put my life here on a new trajectory.

			The easy part of my story is to explain how I got to that dimension. Finding the words that I can use to adequately convey the feelings and sensations I experienced while in an alternate dimension is the real challenge.

			How do I find human words to explain something not of this world? I often thought. How do I translate an extraordinary experience that was, to me, non-verbal and non-linguistic, into a configuration of meaning that others can understand in a different dimension—ours? It is like trying to explain all the different colors of gratitude, or describing in human terms what an octave sounds like if you haven’t heard one.

			I understand that all words carry a certain vibration with them, or have become encased within a certain history of explanation. Words that are of the same height, length and width used between two people, may have vastly different meanings to each and are especially dependent upon how each relates to that word, or their history with it. The tone of the word I emit whether written or spoken—the temperature or the volume of that word—can have a significant impact on how it is received by someone else.

			If we allow the vibrations that encode the words to expand beyond the boundaries of the individual letters we allocate or use for our comprehension, or, if we are willing to crack the shell they have become encased within via their descent through generations of our history, then we can open ourselves to an understanding and alignment with them that exists beyond language.

			This is what I intend for you: that these words be read with the hearing of the vibrations and frequency they possess as my transcription of what I witnessed in another dimension that contains no human language. I intend the meaning of my words, as we ascribe definitions to them, to be welded together with the vibrations of the visualizations and wonder I witnessed to express and enhance the full essence of my experience in another dimension.

			My intent is not to use my words to dictate how anyone should relate to them, but to explain my encounter with another dimension. I know that once a word has been spoken it has always been spoken and echoes through time, to still be heard by ears of a different dimension. In this way, I believe we re-hear words in different oscillations as we remember them later. The phrases, poems, essays, speeches, or other words that have the greatest connection with our own vibrational plateau are the ones that we remember most because they continue to resonate best.

			My awareness of what I experienced in a different dimension was then, and is still to this day, crystal clear. Parts of my story relate events that occurred while I was not conscious during the time of my collapse or in the hours that followed when, although I was breathing again, I was not cognizant of what was going on around me. One of the driving forces for me to investigate and understand what happened during that October day was to talk with those involved. Six months later, I began my investigation. It consumed dozens of hours of interviews with the eleven people intimately involved with saving my life. These included the staff of my local hospital’s Wellspring fitness center, where my collapse occurred, and whose initial efforts made my survival possible; the Sauk Prairie Emergency Medical Technicians (EMTs), who finally revived me; the local police officers who responded to the scene; and later, upon arrival at the hospital, my wife Mary, our son Marcus, and our daughter and her fiancé, Julia and Victor.

			From these interviews I have been able to assemble their accounts to accurately interpret the actions taking place during the time I was unconscious, and for the following eight hours after I regained consciousness and was attended to by the hospital’s Emergency Room (ER) doctors and staff. I secured all my medical reports to study the timeline of the events that occurred, to examine the procedures used on me, and to clarify statements made to me that I couldn’t understand. Those eight hours were, and still are, missing from my human memory and the only way to reconstruct them was to speak with those who were around me during that time. Each person I interviewed could remember their precise actions during those six minutes. They may not have been aware of what others were doing at the same moment but they were explicit in recalling what actions they performed.

			As I conducted these interviews and collected the medical information, I began to better understand the actions that were taken to save my life. Without their expertise, I would not be writing this. My understanding of what they did, while simply saying that it was important, would be a vast understatement. It is not the full story, but it was the incentive—the motivation—for me to look at the whole event and try to make sense of all that occurred that morning and through the next critical days.

			I admit that some time passed before I could find words to explain what I had witnessed to my family and close friends. There was some hesitation on my part whether they would want to hear about it. I didn’t care if they believed me or not because I knew what my experience was. And that’s all that really mattered to me. But I needed to share such an exciting adventure with someone. It was too good to keep to myself. My biggest hesitation was that I wasn’t sure I could adequately describe it.

			Because of that, I kept putting off writing about my experience for over a year. I made notes from time to time as I sketched out thoughts as a way to help understand my feelings at any particular moment. This changed when I talked with Dean and found he had a parallel experience but had never said anything because he didn’t think people would believe him. I then realized there are likely many others who’ve had a similar experience. Perhaps I could help them give voice to what they encountered. Keeping inside such an extraordinary experience may make a person feel isolated, like they are in a cage without a key to get out. They may have felt that no one wanted to hear about it. I thought that by telling my story it would allow them to realize they were free to express it, too. And perhaps that may give them a release from their self-imposed captivity.

			So, a part of my journey back to recovery has been to commit my experience to paper. This is my effort to transpose the feelings and sensations I witnessed in another dimension into words that others may find useful in their own way in this one. This is also a means to publicly acknowledge the unselfish efforts and professional dedication of the many people who helped me at my time of greatest need.

			I can accept the fact that what I write about may seem implausible to some. It may appear incredulous to others. And the skeptical may find it fanciful or deluded. All are welcome to their opinions or interpretations. But that will not change my experience or the way I relate to it now. My emergency and medical reports confirm the physical dynamics involved in my rescue. Those who assisted me serve as my witnesses to the events described here.

			I don’t believe my near-death experience makes me more special than anyone else. I am another human being sharing the experiences of this world just as anyone else. But I have no doubts there were others through time, or even contemporaries of myself now, who have encountered a similar experience. I realize I was given an extraordinary gift during those six minutes of seeing the dimension of Eternity, and it seems selfish not to share it. Maybe others will find something within these pages to be useful in their journey while here.

			When I recognize and accept the fact that my human body isn’t meant or constructed to last for eternity, much like my fragility at the fitness center, I can reconcile that reality with the reason of why I will physically die some day. But the death I experienced was not the end. It was a portal of energetic transference through which I passed into a higher plane of experience and understanding that I now know is the journey for everyone. Knowing what happens after my physical death is a profound revelation. I was given an unexpected gift by experiencing it and then returning. If I can give you a glimpse of the transition we all will make, or that those before us have already made in their own way, then perhaps the fear will no longer have the power to frighten.

			It is because of my experience that I now understand why people most fear death—because it means loss and an uncertainty of the unknown. The most frightening aspect of death for us may be the fear that we will not know or remember who we were when the light of our physical body goes out, or that we will continue to exist. My experience showed me that we won’t understand our memory from this dimension in the same way we consider it as part of our cognitive process now.

			It is far beyond that.

			Fear pretends to be our caretaker, a protector in its masquerade. It becomes a magnet for our expectations. I’ve learned from my own experience that my fears have no more power over me than what I am willing to give or surrender to them.

			So, I invite you to enter my experience of a sudden cardiac death and my recovery with an open-handed willingness. A willingness to consider that possibilities exist, not only to help us to fully delight in our human form and the world each of us inhabit, but also to consider that it is an endless journey that we are on. If but one person can then step beyond their fears, especially their fear of dying and of death, and reach out to embrace life in a new and vibrant way, then the message I present will be in gratitude for the gift I have been given for my return.

			My story is for those who are frightened. It is for those who feel lost. It is for those who feel there is no hope beyond this existence. And, it is for those who have a willingness to consider the seemingly impossible possibilities that exist outside of our normal, everyday, human experience.

			There is hope. I’ve seen it. I’ve felt it. I can now live it. And so can you because it is what presents itself to each of us, if we choose to accept it. Perhaps with these words written within these pages, you also can hear the voices of another dimension. This is my hope for you.

			I offer this freely to you because it has been a gift given freely to me.

		


		
			


Chapter One

			It began as a normal day on our hundred acre farm where we raise and pasture-graze beef cattle. Soon enough it turned into one that involved an abruptly ended exercise session, a dozen emergency response personnel, an ambulance ride, admittance to an emergency room, and a bed in a cardiac care unit with wires hooked to my chest leading to a beeping monitor.

			The wheels were set in motion that morning when I stepped out the back door of our century-old farmhouse and walked towards the large flat pasture to check on our beef cattle. I took those same steps each time I went out there. And each time it was without the slightest thought that it would be any different than my walk was the previous day. Why should that morning diverge from any other? How could I possibly imagine that that particular walk, on that particular morning, would be the one to set me on a path to another dimension?

			But it soon would.

			Mary was getting ready to leave for her work in Madison. She was on the staff as the director of connecting ministries. The hour drive usually meant that she left by eight, or a bit earlier, trying to time it so that she hit a sweet spot when the traffic going into the downtown area lightened up.

			We sat at opposite ends of our oak kitchen table—she all dressed and primed for work, me in work shirt and blue jeans—as we discussed the day’s schedule. That morning Mary would take one vehicle and I would take her car to have new tires put on. An appointment was set up the previous week and I was to be there at one that afternoon. No problem. Plenty of time to get there, I had said.

			“Are you going for a work out after that?” Mary asked as she got up from her chair. She walked over and set her dishes in the sink and her empty tea cup on the counter. This had become a frequent morning question because I had developed a routine over the previous eight months trying to improve my cardiovascular fitness at our local hospital’s Wellspring Center that was located in Prairie du Sac, a village that adjoined its twin, Sauk City, to the north. It was a fifteen minute drive from our farm so it took some effort to go because I couldn’t simply walk to it. My every-other-day routine of going for a workout fell on that morning.

			“Probably after. I’m not sure yet,” was my non-committal response. I hadn’t decided if I wanted to spend that time away from the farm. There were things I wanted to get ready for the coming winter while the weather was still pleasant to work in. I needed to empty and pull up the outside cattle water tank. Fix some loose wires around the perimeter of our pasture fences. Little things that weren’t pressing but still needed doing before it became too cold to do.

			“Maybe I’ll just come back here after getting the tires changed,” was the best I could offer.

			Mary slings the strap of her carry bag bulging with files over her shoulder, then reached for her purse and cell phone, and walked over to me.

			“Hug?” she asked.

			Sure. Even after twenty-eight years of marriage, she is still the one I want to curl up with. It’s a long embrace that felt different to me that morning but I left it at that.

			After we separated I grabbed my sunglasses before we descended the steps, me trailing behind, and walked out the back door. I reached for my baseball cap hanging on a hook and pulled it on just above my rims, and turned left to head for the pasture while Mary turned right to the garage.

			“See you tonight,” I said as I back-stepped away from her and then turned around already lost in my thoughts. My right hand held my walking stick as I headed to the field.

			Little did I realize how fragile that short walk could have been for me.

			It’s always a pleasant walk over the pasture’s grass, particularly in the fall. The land is always more inviting to walk on rather than riding over it with a pickup truck, a tractor, or even a four-wheeler, if we had one. Walking allowed me to feel the slight undulations of the field’s terrain under my feet. The soil beneath my feet was laid down by a deep lake that sat over this little prairie as the last glacier receded north thousands of years ago. The sediment left behind after the lake drained was rich silt loam spreading across the open prairie that now supported the grass that fed our cattle. It’s an amazing cycle, I thought as I kicked at the grass to jostle the bugs from their cozy nests. If they took to the air I could watch as swallows skimmed the surface of the grass stems, swooping and nabbing their unexpected feast of available insects. The grass fed more than our animals.

			Our pastures grow slowly as it reaches October. There’s less sunlight in late fall as it arcs lower during the day and dips into the west earlier each night, only to rise a minute later the next morning. This limited light lulls the grass into thinking a long nighttime is coming, so they slow down too.

			Things are shifting more noticeably this time of year than they are in the full swing of summer with its abundant sunshine. Pastures have their own rhythm, depending on the season. In the summer the grass expands as it grows like stretching an elastic band. While late in the season, the pasture grass contracts as it gently beds down for the winter that is coming.

			As I walked, I noticed there was plenty of grass left for our cattle to graze on and, maybe, if the first snow held off to say, mid- to late-November, they could stay out for quite some time yet before I would need to feed them round bales of dry hay that I had stored in our barn and shed and baled earlier in the summer. Our cattle ate in winter from the same plants they grazed on through the spring, summer and fall.

			I walked to within twenty feet of our herd of twenty-eight head. They generally ignored me when I approached. Partly, I was sure, because of familiarity but also because they were more interested in chomping at the grass. They likely thought I could wait for their attention but their breakfast couldn’t.

			They were slow-motion harvesters as they took one step forward, then paused to grab a mouthful of grass just inches in front of them, then take another step forward, then stop, as they snail-paced themselves across the field. It was like watching a sluggish animal caravan that never quite reached any particular destination point. They keep moving until they were satisfied and then would lie down on the soft grass carpet to rest and chew their cuds.

			I began to talk to them as I normally did. Several looked up at me, almost alarmed, with ears pricked forward to listen.

			That’s unusual, I thought. But the more words I spoke, the more alert they became.

			What’s going on? Suddenly, there were twenty-eight burgundy-colored, Red Angus bodies giving me their full attention. The rest had stopped eating at the same moment. I was almost embarrassed that they found me so interesting.

			I said a few more words and suddenly two shot off running away at half speed until the rest joined them in a full race across the wide field.

			What’s this about? They acted like they’d seen a ghost.

			My jaw must have dropped in disbelief because they’d never done that before.

			What’s going on? I wondered. When they finally stopped, they were three hundred yards away. Then they all turned to stare back at me, ears pricked up again, intently listening for the slightest sound.

			Was I some aberration? A cipher to them? I wondered.

			Anyway, I saw what I needed to see of them. None had a physical problem that required my attention so I turned with my walking stick in hand and headed back to the house.

			I was in the middle of the pasture, half way to the gate, when I turned to look back at them but they hadn’t moved an inch and were still looking at me as if responding to a high alert siren. Then four minutes later I had crossed the quarter-mile and closed and locked the gate behind me.

			The walk changed my mind. I decided that I would go into town that morning instead of waiting for the afternoon appointment. Since I’d be in town sooner than I expected, I’d have time for a short workout. I showered and changed. I grabbed my canvas gym bag stuffed with my workout clothes as I headed out the door to the car.

			The fifteen-minute, twelve-mile drive took me past neighboring farms until I reached Sauk City. Now that I had plenty of time on my hands, I turned left up the street leading to the fitness center’s parking lot. I parked the car, walked in and took the steps down to the changing room. Then it was back up to the first floor room for my exercise session.

			I looked at the wall clock as I said hello to Sarah, who was monitoring the room. It was eleven. After warming up, I stepped to the arm curl machine, sat down on the cushioned bench, placed my elbows on the arm pads in front of me and grabbed the two handles.

			As I did, I could never have guessed in a million years that I was only moments away from eternity.

		


		
			


Chapter Two

			Picture my pallid, lifeless body lying outstretched on the thin exercise room carpet, wedged next to the base of a lift machine. The speed camera of the room’s activities has instantly dialed down to slow motion as the yells for help begin to bounce off the walls.

			I am lying unconscious on the floor, my sweating body cooling with each passing second, turning shades of gray in each unresponsive moment as blood drains from my face. Not speaking. Not thinking. Not breathing. Not even knowing I am slowly dying.

			Frenetic activity erupts in the room as the staff members fly into action, their training overriding any hesitation. Diane drops her clipboard and abandons her rehab client to begin chest compressions once she realizes I’m not breathing. Sarah races across the room to call emergency services. Sandy jumps from her desk, abruptly ending her phone call, and grabs the automated external defibrillator (AED) from its glass box, until eleven local EMTs shortly arrive to assist and take over. Josh, who had stopped by for a workout before resuming his role as a school athletic trainer, jumps off his treadmill and runs over to assist Diane.

			Time is running out. For me, and for all of them to help. There’s no response as Diane and Josh alternate on the chest compressions. Sarah gives information to a 9-1-1 operator who is notifying the local ambulance team at the same moment. Sandy drops to her knees to open and unpack the AED. She pulls out the patches and attaches them to my stone-still body. Their tenacious activity struggles to restart a heart whose inner light is slowly dimming, but they forge on without the awareness of their own adrenalin fatigue.

			At this critical moment, nothing is a given. No guarantee the end result will satisfy them or me. No assurance their efforts will revive me.

			Yet they continue. They work against the odds they face knowing the first minutes are most critical and can mean the difference between life and death. They step outside of their staff positions, outside of their individual routines, outside of their own lives, to focus their intense actions on my unresponsive form.

			This chaotic scene slowly settles into a rhythm of one unified collaboration as the disparate individual parts begin to coalesce. It is like they are sections of an orchestra following different themes until an unseen conductor brings them into synchronized movement. Then, just before the crescendo is reached, the screeching voice from the AED calls everyone to clear away and forces each of them to witness what is about to happen. Time itself stands still, now motionless as it watches impassively from the sidelines to the activity displayed before it, positioned alongside the gasping staff members. In that brief suspended moment, all possibilities exist—life, death, eternity—until one single, simple movement with the push of a button releases an energetic explosion into my body to try to restart my heart.

			My body jerks and twitches. They wait for a sign. Any sign.

			Nothing.

			Their pause instantly erupts back into action because the shock doesn’t trigger a response. The furious chest compressions restart. More instructions come from the AED as it recharges. More calls for help. People are moved from the room. Incoming appointments to the rehab area are directed down the hall to stand and wait.

			If I were conscious during this time, I would be embarrassed and might have felt guilty for making all these people do so much on my behalf. Or, at least, I might have a sense of wonder at the absurdity of it all. How could the twenty moderate arm curls I had just finished moments before equate to my heart stopping? I could never have imagined, even in my wildest dreams, that when Sarah corrected my posture on the machine only a few moments before, I was only seconds away from experiencing another dimension of time and space. Why hadn’t it happened a few hours earlier while I was walking alone in our pasture to check our beef cattle?

			In my most vivid imagination, how could I ever think that my forearms would be the last thing I saw in this life? Not my wife. Not my son. Not my daughter. Just my arms as I stood up from the curl machine and looked down at both. I had felt a tingling sensation start to course through every muscle like they had fallen asleep. That would be the last thing I remembered from this life.

			I now realize that death doesn’t wait for us to come to terms with it beforehand because I didn’t get a chance to discuss it. I had sometimes wondered what it might be like to die and had asked myself that question dozens of times. Little did I realize that, at that moment, I was getting my answer.

			Through those final minutes as I was being worked on, I had no overhead spectator’s vantage point as a disinterested party, and no recording of it to view later. I had no sense of hovering above my body or watching from a room corner what these people were doing to me.

			Everything was out of my hands. I had no control over the outcome. Those who were present in the room had accepted the challenge of trying to bring me back to a life they continued to chase.

			Besides, I didn’t witness any of this activity because my conscious self hadn’t bothered to stick around to see what happened next. I was already present in another dimension. I was gone from my body. I was somewhere else.

			It was Monday morning, 11:15 a.m., the fifth of October. That was my last moment on earth. I collapsed to the floor and began a journey that has changed my life forever.

		


		
			


Chapter Three

			In less than a blink of an eye, I found myself in an entirely new place.

			It was like I decided to take a trip and left in such a hurry that I forget everything—my luggage, my food, my car, my wallet, my passport, even my underwear. There were no goodbyes. No final messages. No forwarding address. I just left.

			And then, I arrived. But where?

			I didn’t wonder why I was there, it was just that I was there and I hadn’t asked to leave.

			I didn’t yet comprehend that my lifeless body was still back at the fitness center and lying on the floor being frantically worked on. I didn’t recognize I had died because I didn’t feel dead.

			The place seemed vaguely familiar, like visiting a place that you sense you had visited before but can’t put your finger on it. But I couldn’t explain to myself why it felt that way.

			Regardless of what had happened, I recognized that I had somehow stripped away the entire weight of my human form. I felt I had dropped a heavy backpack that allowed my inner being – my in-dwelling self – to leave without a second thought. I was now somewhere that didn’t hold a physical space that I recognized. I looked around and found myself in the largest outdoor theatre I’d ever seen but there weren’t any stars that I could see in the sky.

			Then I realized there was no sky!

			There were no walls, no ceiling, no basement. It didn’t have a dimensional form that I could recognize or distinguish. Yet I could see all that spread out before me.

			I then sensed I was floating. I looked around and saw I was sitting in what seemed to be a small “structure” of some sort. I could best describe it as being akin to a raft and I instinctively knew as the only occupant that it was made specifically for me. It’s like it had my name engraved on it although I didn’t recall making a reservation for it.

			Well, I thought, if this is for me then surely there are others here as well.

			Then, I heard the stillness. I listened because it was peaceful. It was warm, welcoming. It was as if a clear fog enveloped and squeezed me with a hug. It pressed in on me. There were no clouds into which I’d ascended. There was no dungeon of chains or fiery pit for me to look down into. It was wonderfully quiet and calm, at first, as if I was re-adjusting from jet lag.

			My “hearing” was re-orienting itself to the realization that I didn’t have ears when I raised my hands to rub them. I stared at both hands as if remembering I had looked at my forearms only seconds before. But now they held the outline of the physical form I knew before—with ten fingers—but these “arms and hands” were not made of bones or muscles anymore. I supposed that I had survived some trauma or whatever pain my body may have experienced. But the only feeling I had was peace, not pain.

			What I had perceived in this physical world as the outline of my human body had now transformed into a pattern stitched together with energetic filaments and tonal threads that were synchronized by vibrations whose alignment then compressed and fashioned “the me” into what I recognized as my former human shape. I was seeing myself as a textured hologram that had been woven into an energetic silhouette and I was now present to witness this reconstruction. This new form was a translucent remembrance of what once was me, but now is me—there, in that dimension in which I’d newly arrived. I was realizing myself as a very different vibration than I had experienced here on this plane.

			It took a blink before I realized that this wasn’t the fitness center any more. That barely registered as a thought. But it didn’t bother me, nor did I consider why I wasn’t there anymore. It didn’t matter. I wasn’t frightened by what was before me because it felt like returning to a former residence I had inhabited before. It was so comfortable that I started to settle in.

			I examined the structure I was in. It felt like I had sailed down a river and flowed out into a vibratory ocean where I then found myself. I was floating on waves, gently rising and falling as their ripples spread out into the vastness beyond. I was fascinated because I didn’t drift anywhere or towards anything. I stayed floating upon this sea of silken energy vibrations that surrounded and enfolded me like a warm cocoon and bathed me like a gentle rain. I watched those waves approach and then pass through me as they continued on.

			I took all this in as I continued to look to my sides, over the edge of my raft, being able to face all four directions at the same time, before I finally focused on what was right in front of me. It had always been there, I supposed, but now I finally noticed it as my “eyes” came into focus of these new surroundings.

			I looked up to see a gigantic sphere of light. Then I realized it was more than that. It was infinite. It was immense. It expanded to the outer rim of this borderless space before me yet I felt I could reach out and touch it because I was that close. But I also seemed so far away that I could see the entirety of its rim. It glowed with the energy of millions of suns although I could still look into it. I was seated before it without getting burnt. I wasn’t consumed but became the flame as I merged with it. This deep yellow and golden orb pulsed with a consciousness that made all things instantly knowable as those waves that passed through me transmitted a vibration of intelligence to identify every purpose. It was mega-data on an infinite scale. I realized that here were all the answers to all the questions that I could ever ask.

			I was looking at the origin of my answers.

			If only I could tell this to someone, I thought.

			I was a witness to what was right in front of me as I was being melded with waves emanating from this Source. It drew me in like a magnet. It seemed so natural, so easy, so effortless to say, yes. There was nothing complicated about any of this.

			In that moment of experiencing a sensation of Forever, I knew I had arrived back to where I originally came from. I was being invited to unite with this Source as it sent waves to enfold me. I didn’t even have to question it because I then instantly knew that I had shed the physical consciousness of my life on earth as well, and now was in the presence of what I could only explain as the Source of All Creation.

			I was unchained from everything I had known myself to be, all that held me to my life on earth, and I was being soothed like gentle hands that smooth out the creases of the life I had lived here.

			In that moment of awareness, in that dimension that transcends our concepts of Time and Space, I was being permeated with vibrations that were in full union with the Source before me. As these silken waves of light washed over and through me, I was bathed with a pure energy of warmth and acceptance. Like liquid love, these waves cleansed and washed away any residue from my physical life that may have secretly tagged along with me. I was breathing in the illuminative breath of the Eternal Source of Love.

			Yet, in that same moment the staff and EMTs were still furiously working to revive me. The EMTs arrived and flooded into the exercise room, and took over for the exhausted Wellspring staff. In the next few minutes a device was inserted into the back of my throat for breathing should that ever start up again. An access point was drilled into my left tibia below the knee for an intravenous needle. The room had been quickly emptied of all others. All that occurred while the chest compressions continued between the applications of two electrical shocks that didn’t create any response. The local police arrived to take command of the street for the ambulance and the rescue scene. And my wife Mary was called and informed of my collapse.

			If they only knew where I was at that moment.

			Imagine that you’re standing in a warm shower after having come in from the bitter cold, say the dead of winter. You stand naked and feel the water cascade onto your body as it begins to warm you from head to toe. Now imagine this as a pulsing, glowing energy that washes over you. It enters at the top of your head and you feel it descend in a slow wave as it ripples inside your body until it reaches your feet and leaves through your toes. It flows, wave upon wave, top to bottom, inside and out, as it completely bathes your entire essence. It is like being energetically marinated. It is not the deep, soothing warmth emanating from an ambient temperature but from the enfoldment of a peace and calmness that will not release me now.

			This is where I was and what I was feeling.

			There were no expectations for me there other than to be as I was. I did not have to justify myself to anyone. Being in the presence of the Source was a welcome of generosity with no questions asked. I was accepted simply because I was now there. And nothing from my life on this planet could touch me. None of it existed there and all that I was before did not matter to me anymore.

			I sensed there were other spirit energies around but I had not yet seen them. Perhaps they knew I wouldn’t be staying and the only way I could comprehend them in their form would be to join with them in their spirit consciousness and be completely cleaved from my human experience here. Perhaps I would see them fully only if I stayed. But something was there because I felt unseen hands that surrounded and lifted me as if I’d been assigned to them in my passage.

			As I sat where I was, floating on the waves, I became so enthralled at the immensity of the infinite energy before me that I almost neglected to look around. It was like going on a trip and forgetting to look down the side roads. I noticed flickering sparkles of light all over. Millions upon millions of them wherever I looked. They were like little twinkling stars, or maybe like fireflies all glowing around me. Each separate and each floating in their own place like I was. Then some darted off and others appeared. It was like watching the arrivals and departures at an international airport.

			Was I leaving soon too? I wondered.

			I turned away from them and then I saw what I can only describe as Infinity. It was beyond anything I could imagine here. It stretched out before me in all directions. In human terms, it spread forward, backward, down, sideways and at all angles. But it was limitless and its vastness held me outside of Time and Space as we understand it here.

			It would be inaccurate to say there was no color because we would interpret that as being solid black. But there was no need for color as we discern it with our eyes. There was no black. No white. No red. The spectrum through which we perceive the light of illumination on this planet was a minute fraction of the immeasurable translucent collection of embroidered alignments presented before me – a mosaic cohesion holding everything together.

			The amplification of that pigmental display melded with the octaves of aural vibration to compose a crystalline, transparent diffusion through which everything beyond it could be distinctly seen. It was as if my vision through this glass-like ethereal suspension had channeled a magnification of the farthest reaches of Infinity into absolute clarity and drew it back for my examination.

			It was a kaleidoscope of vibrations and complexion that constantly changed as each intensely aligned with the waves passing through me and beyond. Forms and shapes of the vibration waves shifted as if encountering other arrivals.

			I then realized, because of the sensation of already being there forever, that I was existing in Eternity. Now I was seeing it.

			Imagine that you drive across an endless highway on earth. As it leads to the horizon, the land before you bends and joins it until both become indistinguishable with the sky. However, there was no bend of my sight into Infinity. I was looking straight into it and it simply kept going in all directions. Incredibly, the farther and deeper I looked, the clearer it became because of that vibrational magnification.

			I was seeing through a different lens those things I could never see with the low wattage of my human eyes. It was like getting new glasses that refocused the expression of light and energy and allowed me to see a clearer and wider vision of that which lies beyond our human sight. A door had been opened for me in a completely different dimension and somehow I had stepped through it.

			So is this what eternity is like? I thought. And an answer came back before I had even finished my question.

			Yes. For you.

			It was in an octave of tone fashioned from a consciousness that was being expressed through the articulation of familiar words so that I could understand the intention of a new dimensional language I had just encountered.

			Within that space before me, multitudes of dimensions appeared. To describe what I saw I have to use the entire universe in which we presently reside—all that we can see and all that is beyond our telescopes to the farthest “edges” of this dimension’s existence.

			I can explain it best by taking all this vastness and compressing it into a single, thin sheet of paper that is suspended in space. Then imagine another entire universe, perhaps the size of ours, as a thin sheet positioned a micro-millimeter right beside it, and then another beside that one, and then another, and another, and another on into as far as you can imagine—forever. All these universes being separate from each other in a row that continues in both directions.

			On top of this row is another row of universes, each separate from the others stretching in both directions like the one just below. Then, another row on top of that, and another on top of that, and another in an upwards direction going in an infinite a distance as you can imagine.

			Now, back to the first row we started with (of which we are a part), there are rows below it that go “downwards” in an infinite direction. Then each of these rows have other universes going laterally in both directions—all suspended in the vastness of eternal space. Then think of each possessing different physics, geometry, light, matter, life forms, non-life forms – whatever you can imagine.

			That is what I saw.

			The threads which suspend these universes within the vastness all connected them together with spider web-like energy filaments that were themselves part of a larger web-like structure to which they are attached. I saw all these threads leading back to the incandescent energy of the Source that was and is pulsing life into every one of the sheet-like dimensions.

			Yet, in all this cosmic spaciousness, I had no sense of falling into emptiness, or a pit, or pulled in any direction. The energetic waves that passed through me continued to ripple onward into the far distance of Eternity.

			This was certainly not a confined space. It was not a special room or house into which I was parked forever. I was not tied to our planet or even our universe anymore. I was free from all the constraints, all the boundaries, and all the limitations I encountered in human form. I suppose some may call it heaven if they wish. But it was not someplace up in the clouds because there were no clouds. It is an eternal dimension that exists beyond human logic or the concepts we use to understand our world.

			Along with the release of all constrictions, I was freed from all expectations, all judgments and all guilt that may be ascribed by religious edicts or by others. Any inadequacies or disappointments I may have felt during my life on earth no longer mattered. There was no residue of my past actions for which I had to atone. No shame as to what I had been or had done. There was no material wealth I had accumulated. There was no emotional or physical pain I still had to embrace. All of that was gone. Perhaps the greatest freedom I felt was my release from fear because there was nothing to be afraid of there. Fear did not exist here and it wasn’t even acknowledged as a concept.

			I felt safe, safer than I’ve ever been in this life. And that, to me, meant that all who were there beside me were safe as well. I realized I was beyond the reach of any human influence and I accepted that I would remain beyond anyone’s reach. No one could harm me because I was entwined within the braided threads of love woven into the fabric of infinite time. And I understood that it was for all who I had now joined or those who encountered me here in my truest energetic expression.

			Whatever emotional and physical tethers may have held me had been cut away as the vastness of Time and Space spread out before me, and I understood that the physical destiny of each of us is a reunion with the Source of All Creation.

			Then I turned back around again. I saw the Source energy waves spreading out in all directions as we comprehend linear dimensions emanating from a central sphere. It was a ceaseless stream of vibrating, radio-like waves that flowed and never reversed, and I didn’t move or drift away with them because I was anchored to an eternal Presence.

			I saw millions of singular bursts jetting out every instant from this divine Source and racing into Infinity like bright energetic slivers of light. I instantly understand each of these to be the creation of a new form seeking a dimension enabled by Source. Not necessarily in our planet system or universe, but somewhere into the infinite matrix that spread out before me.

			Those bursts streaked in all directions like shooting stars, each a clarion announcement as an aspect formed into an energetic entity with its own likeness and variation of Source. Some were human forms, some were animal, some were trees, some were water, some were flowers, some were forms I probably couldn’t understand while I was on earth, but all came from within the depths of Source as waves of brilliance that glowed with the light of beauty and the vibration of truth and love.

			I understood that this was the Nest of the Source of All Creation, where everything is formed and molded in the Creator’s likeness. Here, birth was given to all that is, all that ever was, and all that will ever be, in all the forms, in all essences, in all the infinite possibilities that the Source can contemplate and then create. All was infused with the same energy of the Divine.

			Everything I saw before me was at the cusp of Creation. I instantly knew that this was where my own spirit consciousness was formed—in the sparkles of laughter, in the joy and from the love of Source. Each sparkle was coalesced and fused, and then forged into a single spirit entity which I knew became my internal self—my soul—that I was in presence with. My physical configuration that I had inhabited here on this earth was the visual expression of the same spiritual essences I saw being fashioned before me, and what I understood to be for everyone else too.

			When I first arrived I thought it was incredibly quiet and spectacularly peaceful. Then slowly I became aware of a sound in the background. It was like a deep, steady harmonic bass violin’s tone that rose and descended through an infinite range of octaves. Its vibration seemed to be speaking a language I had yet to decipher. But as I listened it echoed across the matrix of dimensions spread before me.

			I felt no urge to leave. I had no feelings of longing or absence from where I had left my body behind. I had no particular desire to return to this life on earth. I could say I was surprised to find myself here in the first place. But I did recognize that for some reason unknown to me then, I had effortlessly slipped from a physical embodiment and dimension to one of a completely different expression, and one in which I could comfortably and contentedly stay forever.

			But I didn’t.

			Back at the fitness center I was still just a motionless, unresponsive human form. Frantic minutes had been ticking away for the EMTs. I couldn’t call to them and tell them I wasn’t there anymore. That I was somewhere else. I couldn’t tell them that they shouldn’t bother to keep working on me because everything was fine where I was in another dimension—all while people I had never met were desperately working to pull me back from it and return me to the body I had known before.

			Finally, there was a blip. Kevin saw a signal. Then a scratch on a printout.

			Again a beep. And then another. My heart had started beating. I was coming alive again.

			In less than a split second, I was drawn back from the sanctuary I had inhabited. Back into the body I had left behind. Back from the longest trip I had ever taken in six minutes. Back from an experience that would take a long time to understand and still longer to explain.

		


		
			


Chapter Four

			Kevin had been scrutinizing the paper trail spitting out of the defibrillator from the moment he had arrived and set up their machine. As the EMS Director, he was in the office when my call came in. The fitness center was located just across the street, half a block away, so he and Chris raced over on foot instead of waiting for the ambulance to pull out and drive over.

			With both a screen monitor and a printout, Kevin focused his attention to the lines and squiggles on the paper, holding it close to his eyes so he didn’t miss anything while looking for any tell-tale tick on the read-out that would indicate abnormalities to my rhythm.

			Behind Kevin’s smile and quick laugh, that made him a pleasing boss to volunteers serving under his direction, is a tenacious perfectionist who had worked in emergency situations for over twelve years, and had seen the full spectrum of human trauma.

			When he arrived in the room, Kevin had unloaded the backpack he shouldered across the lawn that included the portable defib machine. He quickly switched the lead wires from the fitness center’s AED machine to his so he could immediately use his printout. He satisfied himself that the patches were properly positioned and went to work.

			Chris took over for the exhausted fitness staff once he arrived and was applying the intense chest compressions when more EMTs flooded into the room. Kevin glanced at the monitor screen, comparing it with the squiggles that began appearing on the paper. Nothing changed.

			As he powered up his machine, he was told that one shock had already been given by Sandy. He was looking for any signal that might explain why that didn’t work when everything on his printout suggested it should have. He could read there were signs in my heart and that it still had electrical activity. There was hope yet, but still no response.

			Chris kept vigorously pumping on my chest until Dean took over to relieve him. Dean had been handling role-management as their training director but was kneeling beside me. His medium height and thin features suggested a marathon runner who had gotten side-tracked and ended up working on an ambulance call. He took his turn. Dean was then relieved by Keifpher, who had just arrived from his short ride to join Chris and Kevin, the police officers and others, to find one shock had already been administered.

			As crew chief, Chris was responsible for coordinating his team through their response procedures and assigned tasks as more EMTs filtered into the room. They had trained for this type of event so he no longer needed to scrutinize their every move as he concentrated on my body lying below him.

			Rikky raced into the room to find most tasks already being handled, but not the Intraosseous (IO). She immediately sliced my sweatpants leg to my thigh, then grabbed the medical drill from Chris’s bag and pulled it from its pouch. She attached a large-bore, fifteen gauge needle one-inch long and pressed it against the skin just below my left knee and pushed to drill the needle into the marrow of my tibia. Then she detached the drill from the needle and left it behind still stuck in my leg. She unpackaged an IV tube, attached it to the needle, and began forcing bagged saline fluid into my leg.

			When my heart stopped, so did everything else. Fluids no longer moved through my body. My blood vessels had collapsed and provided no access points for needles because there was no pressure from pulsing blood to keep them expanded and available. No fluids could spread through my body except via the bone marrow which functioned almost on its own. The default option was to drill to gain access to it.

			Dean knelt beside me readying himself with a device to insert into my throat that would allow him to pump oxygen into my lungs. Until then I had gone without breathing on my own for almost five minutes. He forced air into me by squeezing a bag after Chris had taken over again with the chest compressions.

			Kevin began to sweat. Time was ticking away too fast without a result. Chris was already drenched in his own perspiration when Keifpher took over for him.

			Finally. Kevin recognized something in a squiggle.

			A signal appeared that showed ventricular defibrillation. That was a rhythm he could work with. My heart still wasn’t beating but there were enough active electrical impulses inside it yet that he would try to reorient them with an electrical shock. It was maybe a last chance.

			He told the EMTs to stop what they were doing and clear away from my unmoving body.

			At the machine’s command Kevin pushed the button that sent another charge exploding into my chest. I flinched again. He immediately returned to read the printout, looking for any sign of a change in heart activity. The EMTs quickly moved back in and the chest compressions aggressively restarted.

			Kevin was hoping against hope as he read the printout. He knew that a lot of time had passed by then but later said that he tried to push it out of his thoughts.

			He looked at the screen, almost willing it to show him something to believe in what he saw. Then, a slight blip and he checked the paper. Same thing there.

			Then another. It was stronger.

			Then another. Everyone exhaled.

			It got stronger. My blood pressure began to return and slowly elevate.

			It had been over six minutes since my last heart beat.

			They saw me slightly lift a finger of my right hand.

			Dean was ready to remove the King Airway from my throat. He had set a suction tube beside himself to be available once the tube was out. They knew from experience that heart attack victims often vomit once consciousness was regained. The suction tube would be used to remove particles that got expelled from the stomach to prevent them from being inhaled into the lungs.

			But he waited.

			Kevin said out loud that my heart beat was getting stronger. Then I jerked my hand up to grab at the thing stuck in my throat. That was a welcome sign because it was a natural response for anyone regaining consciousness to grab at it to get it out of their throat.

			While EMTs held my arms down, Dean carefully eased the banana-shaped tube out of my throat. An oxygen tip was positioned under my nose and its strap wrapped around my ears to hold it in place.

			Rikky held my left leg with an iron grip, making it immobile, as I tried to lift it and reach down for it. A tall, willowy woman with glasses and shoulder-length hair, she had the strength in her long lean arms to arm-wrestle any man to submission, and crush his hands in the process.

			Fifteen minutes had passed since I collapsed.

			The previously silent EMT voices exploded as excitement and satisfaction rippled between members of the group now that they had a positive response. They forgot about fatigue and continued their tasks. None of them knew what shape I was in but they’d take any positive signal they could get.

			Chris hovered over my face like a mother hen looking for the slightest sign I might re-arrest in the first few moments after I start breathing. His fixation on
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