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On January 3, 2016, my son, Christopher and three of his friends drowned in a canoe accident on Lake Beulah, Wisconsin. The boys were all in their early twenties. As Christmas vacation was coming to a close, a dozen or so friends met at the lake house of one of their parents. It was supposed to be a last hurrah before school started up again that winter. At around three o’clock in the morning, the four pals walked past a boathouse and decided to take a three-man canoe out in a partially frozen lake. None of them made it back. This book is a follow-up to My Search for Christopher on the Other Side, which chronicled my search and connection with my boy, during the first two years after his crossing over. What I discovered has changed my path, and it’s changed my life. “Life isn’t about waiting for the storm to pass...It’s about learning to dance in the rain,” wrote Vivian Greene. Please share this dance with me… with us.
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			CHAPTER ONE: We’re Not Done Yet

			On August 5, 2018, I returned home to Illinois from a week-long annual family reunion in Crystal Beach, Ontario. Only a few days earlier was the thirty-first-month anniversary— January 3, 2016—of my son Christopher’s drowning and subsequent crossing over to the other side. It was a lifetime ago, and it was yesterday. I’m stealing a phrase used by my wife Sally when I say the Canada trip was brutiful. It was beautiful, as it was a chance to immerse myself and my family in all things McQuillen—love, support, sarcasm, humor, fierce loyalty, and as most things Irish, a sense of tradition. And it was brutal because every other turn took me back to a time when my Christopher ran through the little enclave with reckless abandon. Like most Irish families, if you scratch the surface you will find at its heart one of a poet. However, the execution is not always flawless. I so badly wanted to launch a Chinese lantern from the sands of Crystal Beach, Ontario. However, Sally and the kids left for home a day or two earlier than I did, and Sally repacked the lanterns and brought them back to Illinois.

			Upon my arrival home, I waited until dusk, grabbed my Labrador Cassidy, and headed to Chris’s grave to launch the lantern. I carried my ditty bag with gravestone cleaning and trimming accoutrements, my Buffalo Bills folding chair, and a collapsed Chinese lantern with a waxed candle block included.

			See lantern-launching instructions below.

			Steps

			
					Choose a safe launch site. In the vast majority of cases, sky lanterns are perfectly safe and fun.

					Launch during good weather.

					Open your lantern.

					Fill your lantern with air.

					Light the fuel source.

					Let go and enjoy!

					Make a wish (optional).

			

			Looks easy, doesn’t it? We’ve launched lanterns in the past and it’s always a bit tricky. Last night, I unwrapped my lantern, attached the wax block candle, and lit it. I laid it on the ground for the candle to inflate the paper lantern and… the grass on which the lantern sat was dry and it caught fire! The spreading grassfire then set the paper lantern ablaze. Cassidy began barking at, and feigning an attack on, the blazing lantern wilting now on the spreading prairie grassfire. So much for perfectly executed tradition. But it was funnier than hell and I know my boy Chris was laughing and encouraging likeminded spirits to enjoy the shit show his dad and dog were putting on at his grave. After extinguishing the fire, discarding all incriminating evidence, and a quick apology for the now-singed grave to its occupant, I pulled up my chair next to Chris’s grave, lit a cigar, and began to tell my son about the previous week in Canada.

			Arriving in Canada after a nine-hour drive is always tricky. I like to hit Wegmans (the greatest supermarket in the world) while passing through Buffalo to stock up on Sahlen’s hot dogs, soda, beer, buns, condiments, and cereal, and then head to the border. Halfway along the Peace Bridge we cross from U.S. to Canadian soil; American flags on one side of a white line, Canadian flags right next to it on the other. Below us the mighty Niagara River is flowing toward the falls.

			The kids, even as young adults, would sit up at this point and take it all in. It reminds me of being a kid, and being a dad, and now of losing a son. See, that’s what happens. That’s how it goes. One moment you’re enjoying the view of the river below, and the next, you’re stumbling on a memory chest-deep in grief.

			This no longer surprises me. I have learned to let the current of grief take me until I can again find my footing. Terra firma, my solid ground.

			Back at his grave, Chris and I have our talk under the stars. It’s quiet of course and surrounded by woods so I take the heavy summer air into my lungs, while looking up at the stars in the western sky. It’s mostly me processing, as he was there with us in Canada. But I run down the previous week’s events, especially that last night on Friday, August 3. Sally and the kids had headed home the day before. (The third of the month is always melancholy for me as my boy left this world on the third of January 2016.) I had exited the nightly family celebration a little early as I usually do. It involved a cookout, lots of cocktails (none for me of course), and a rousing stint of Karaoke. Kids, teens, young adults, and the old guard, all taking their turn with surprisingly little prompting and tumultuous applause at the end regardless of the quality of the performance.

			I slipped away with no goodbyes, as usual, and headed to our rented beach house walking the small streets of Crystal Beach, Ontario that my Chris had walked the first week of August for the better part of a decade. I arrived, to a now-empty house, feeling restless. So, I grabbed a cigar and headed to the beach. The moon was clear, the lake was calm. There were a few pockets of families ending their summer evening with a small fire or walking ankle deep in the surf, but mostly I was alone. Or maybe not. I almost always connect with Chris on beaches at night. (I experienced my strongest connection with Chris on a beach at night in Sarasota, Florida in 2016.) But it’s rare that I don’t feel him around me on any beach at night. Maybe it’s because when I walk on the beach my intention is to connect. Even before my feet hit the sand, I reach out to him through the field to let him know I’m heading to a beach to talk. As sure as I’m writing this, I feel a tingle on the back of my neck and an energy wash over me. My Chris is present, and we are connected.

			If you haven’t read My Search for Christopher on the Other Side yet, put this book down and get it. A lot of what I discuss going forward will only make sense once you’ve read and embraced what’s in that book.

			In My Search…, I chronicled the first two years after my son crossed over; this book picks up where the first one left off. The visits with Chris continue as does my search, through private readings, as well as public appearances by authors, healers, and mediums—anyone and anything that deals with the other side. Anything metaphysical. The metaphysical is defined as transcending physical matter or the laws of nature. Merriam-Webster defines metaphysical as: “of or relating to the transcendent or to a reality beyond what is perceptible to the senses.” If you’re so inclined, you may read more on metaphysics in the Appendix at the back of this book.

			The research I’ve done over the last five-plus years has taught me that we are spiritual beings—spiritual beings having a physical experience. So, what I thought was an original deduction wasn’t. Maybe Pierre Teilhard de Chardin (May 1, 1881 – 10 April 10, 1955) said it best: “We are not human beings having a spiritual experience; we are spiritual beings having a human experience.” Chardin was a philosopher and Jesuit priest who trained as a paleontologist and geologist. He was a scientist and a teacher. In 1925, however, Chardin fell out of favor with the Catholic Church for his teachings. As a result, none of this is new. Today, it’s all just more widely accepted.

			I also take exception to Merriam-Webster’s definition of “a reality beyond what is perceptible to the senses.” Because it is often my senses that tell me Chris’s spirit is near. As I said earlier, I can feel his presence as a tingle on the back of my neck and all around me. When sitting in my office, oftentimes I can smell him—that smell of him. But then again, I’m a believer. It’s not hard for me to buy in. In fact, I would be lost if I hadn’t bought in—body, mind, and soul.

			Chris had pushed me to finish the first book. And I thought I was done, that I had one story to tell, one truth to bring out. Boy, I was wrong. My son guided me through my first book and in the process, his prompting often bordered on harassment. A loving insistence to finish. But that was and is my son, Chris.

			When the manuscript was finished just before Father’s Day in 2018, as Chris requested, I had no idea what to do with it. I know lots of people and have lots of contacts but none in the world of metaphysical publishing. I did meet with a number of published authors; one who wrote spy novels, one who wrote books on business, and one who wrote a really heartfelt book about a final family trip with his aging parents and loving children. I also did a reading with a well-respected author and psychic who was going to put a word in for me with her publisher. But this approach was too passive for me and Chris. We wrote a book. We needed to get things rolling.

			I’ve been told there are two routes to being published: self-publishing or getting a contract with a publishing house. With self-publishing, search Google and you’ll find Amazon and others can handle it and they often print on demand, according to the number of orders. The good news is that you get to keep virtually all the proceeds. The bad news is how the hell does anyone outside of your friends (the ones who don’t think you are completely off the reservation) and family (the ones who don’t think you are completely off the reservation) know about it? Infomercials… I just couldn’t see myself hawking this book on a commercial following the guy who saws a boat in half and glues it together. I was also told that once you self-publish you are dead to major publishers. Jeez, that seems a bit harsh.

			Securing a contract with a publishing house is the second route. What I did learn from my coffee with authors tour was that this route requires a guide. The writer’s version of Sacajawea (I had to Google the spelling). The writer I referred to earlier told me not only is a literary agent a must, but the agent has to be in the same field as the book’s subject. He told me he wrote a book about taking an RV trip across the country with three generations of family knowing it would be his parents’ last trip. The book is The Ride of Our Lives: Roadside Lessons of an American Family, by Mike Leonard. It’s a fabulous book. You should pick it up. Although the book is about a family journey he ended up at a book signing at a Bass Pro Shop and RV Center. Someone missed the point.

			Armed with this valuable piece of info on publishing—self vs. publishing house—and a few too many extra-shot iced lattes, I returned home to scan the internet. I narrowed my search to publishers and agents who have dealt with the subject of the afterlife. I sent out a few emails with a description of my book. I found one agent who was also a publisher. Wow, two for one! Her name was Lisa Hagan and her reviews were outstanding. I looked deeper and saw some New York Times bestselling authors in her stable. My eyes kept going back to her name. For some reason, I didn’t just send Lisa the description or a biography. I sent her my book, which I subsequently learned is actually a manuscript. Lisa got back to me a few days later and said she read the first few chapters and was surprised that with the subject being what it was, it still made her laugh. She discussed the book over lunch with her mom. Hey, if she hangs out with her mom, she is my kind of gal. She then told me she was quite busy and that she would get back to me later in the summer. In my first book, I described what time was to an A.D.D. kid (or adult) per an expert on the subject. “There are two kinds of time,” he said. “Now… and not now.” Well, later in the summer fit squarely in the category of NOT NOW. Lisa did mention that while reading the book she felt Chris’s presence…so I had that going for me.

			A few weeks later, I was working from home attempting to will a response from Lisa, when an idea hit. I can’t just email back to her and say, “What? Well, how about now?” But I did get the notion that everybody likes chocolate, and my dear pal Rick Blommer as in the Blommer Chocolate Family, had just dropped off some amazing gift boxes of chocolate that I spread around to lawyers and realtors in my other job… so why not? I emailed Lisa and asked if she wanted a box of premium chocolate. Even if she didn’t want any at least it would open a dialogue, right? Well, she emailed back that she loved chocolate and had just run out of Swiss Chocolate (her fave) and would welcome a box of chocolate. Not long after I sent the chocolate, she emailed me back that she received it and that she also finished the book and wanted to work with me on it. This may seem like a coincidence to you. And maybe a few years ago I would have felt the same. But now I know that a coincidence is merely God showing off. Chris pushed me to write the book and guided me to an agent who gets it.

			As I write this, I look down at a picture of my boy on the bottom of the computer screen smiling this sideways smile that is so frigging disarming, so charming and so sweet. And I know it was all his doing. The choice of agent, her mom, the chocolate—all of it. It was pure Chris in action. Pure Chris in spirit. I know in my heart that you have a Chris in your life, on the other side, who you need to connect with. To talk to and be guided by. So, open up your mind (I would say third eye but it’s early in the book and I might lose you). Just hang in there.

			The editing process was trying. It is difficult to have someone outside your circle critique and sometimes change what you have written.

			Nonetheless, the edits arrived in spurts and I could see the wisdom in most of them; in others, I knew I needed to push back or stand my ground. After all, it’s my story and Chris’s story. Editing is a high-wire balancing act. We got through it.

			Suffice it to say, the book got published. Lisa Hagan and her business partner Beth have their own publishing house. I had nightmares about selling my rights to a publisher that didn’t fully get it, and what the subsequent result might look like. After receiving a few rejection letters from outside publishers, Lisa decided to pull any offers from remaining houses and do it herself. Lisa receives about 300 manuscript queries a week to review. But none of them come with the relentless Chris McQ delivery service. I shouldn’t have been surprised. And I wasn’t. It was in the stars from the beginning. I know that now. But at the time, waiting for anyone to publish the book was awful. How could a book that needs to be published possibly stall out? I couldn’t even continue writing this book because it only makes sense on the heels of My Search for Christopher. So, when Lisa emailed me on the morning of October 10, 2018, that she wanted to publish our book through Lisa Hagan Books, I felt a rush of emotion. Relief, joy, and gratitude. Now, our book would be published by someone who gets it. Its integrity and beauty will remain intact.

			Many fears can accompany writing a book. Any book. But the fear that a book is so precious to me and so necessary is heightened. I was afraid it wouldn’t get published (it did), and I was afraid it would not be received well (it has). I was also afraid that my son Christopher, who was so instrumental in writing My Search for Christopher on the Other Side, may move on to other projects. Was it too much to hope my quickly evolving son would continue mentoring his spiritual slug of a dad, after the first book was published? Nope! He certainly has.

			While writing My Search… I assumed it would be a one-and-done. We (Chris and I) had a story to tell. We told it. I was driven to get the story out. I knew that parents who have lost children needed someone to tell them they weren’t really gone. Their kids were no more gone than Chris was. They are here. Their children’s spirit is around them. Sure, it’s a bad trade. Connecting with a child (or any loved one) on the other side is pure joy, love, and wonder. And I would trade all the connections I have had, all the awakenings, all the wonder for one walk on the beach. One ball game. But we don’t have that option. We don’t have a choice. Whatever event took our children from this life was a bell that cannot be un-rung.

			During those first two years, I was exposed to so many amazing lessons. Connections, guided and unguided, signs and more signs. Feelings, facts, and miracles. Albert Einstein once said, “There are only two ways to live your life. One is as though nothing is a miracle. The other is as though everything is a miracle.” This journey back and forth from a world I knew very little about prior to January 3, 2016 was overwhelming. Yet with all I have gathered and received, all I have reported, it dawned on me that I have only scratched the surface. I was a beginner, I needed to know more. You who are reading this and have lost someone dear, especially a child, deserve more. Buckle up.

			It’s just over three years since the book was published. The first year was a whirlwind of radio and internet interviews, with a few TV appearances and a handful of book signings in Chicago and Los Angeles (Book Soup) sprinkled in. Hollywood Baby—and of course, Buffalo, my hometown. I said yes to everything. I desperately wanted to get this book out there. I was scheduled to do a Skype interview with British filmmaker Kevin Moore a few months after the book was released. We were just discussing the story when he announced he decided to scrap the interview. He chose instead to shoot an in-person interview in the upcoming summer. He was coming to the U.S. to film a series of documentaries or a docuseries entitled, They Call Us Channelers. And that’s exactly what he did. To date, he has published forty-six interviews, all on various forms of channeling, all things metaphysical. He showed up in Chicago and we shot the first half of the interview in my office, the room that used to be Chris’s bedroom. We shot the second half of the interview at Chris’s grave in Sacred Heart Cemetery. Chris’s spirit moves freely in both spots, so it was appropriate to include both locations. I love that interview and was so very pleased that it was the first, in the series. As of today, our interview has had just over 73,000 views on YouTube. That’s a lot of messages received. Chris and I are beyond grateful.
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			January 3, 2018

			I guess it’s time to go back to where I actually left off, after My Search for Christopher on the Other side. I ended the book on the second anniversary, January 3, 2018. Chris and I had our 3:00 a.m. visit chronicled in My Search… the group met at his grave at 3:30 p.m. Sally and I always secretly worry that his friends may be moving or have moved on. That the memory and love for Chris may be fading. But once again, these fabulous friends and family came through. They braved the chill off Lake Michigan in January to be together, to be with us, and to be with Chris. The festivities moved back to our house, Chris’s house. We celebrated his life, told stories, and missed him terribly even though we felt him around us. Each of us, all of us.

		


		
			CHAPTER TWO: I’ll See It When I Believe It

			Note to Reader: Chris’s words in his visits to me will be italicized. I have written them down verbatim. Exactly, and I mean exactly, as he sent them to me. After each visit, I labor over my hand-written messages to ensure accuracy. They will at times be grammatically incorrect, but I will not edit them. They are from my son, on the other side, and they deserve to be preserved just as he gave them to me.

			On January 28, 2018 Chris came through to me.

			Hi Pop. Where you been? It’s been a while but only the writing part. I’ve been around you all the time. I’m always there and always will be. You gotta accept that. 3:00 a.m. isn’t the only time it’s just a really good time. We can do this at different times. The energy of the darkness is conducive to clear communication. Get it? You will. I love Aunt Marcia, and she will be with me. I’m pretty powerful (not bragging) and can help her cross. Lots of family. She will be relieved. Me, I was surprised because I didn’t expect it. She will feel a burden lifted and a celebration of the spirit. Hers and the family. The circle is closing.

			Tell Tony thanks. Don’t freak him out though. Lots of love in that painting. He loves you Pop. Lots of people do. You’re special, and that’s from God. I know. All love Dad. End the book on my second anniversary. There will be others.

			I’ll be with you in Florida at the table with the boys. Smoking a cigar & sharing love. They’re great male role models. They don’t realize the good they do. Al is spiritually coming into his own. I love them because they are good men. I love them because they love you. We feel that. We feel love like a vibration. Ringing, pulsating, warm. Like a giant hug. Love to hug you Pop. Always did. Strong pure hug. Good stuff. Tony has seen death and chooses gentleness and love. I’ll see him again.

			Mediums… they work in the spirit. That’s where they are. They are conduits. They all call me. You’re getting better at this Pop and I’m so proud of you.

			The cleansing worked for Mom like a psychic massage. Released toxins and freed her spirit, soul, and mind. It didn’t work for you. Different souls, different grade levels. But who knows? Maybe more to be revealed. Maybe not. Hey, I don’t know everything, but I do know a lot, Dad. Go to the grave today and I’ll meet you. I promise. Bring the dog and I’ll bring God. Just fuckin’ with ya. I’m humbled by the events of my anniversary. So wonderful. So much love. Good job, Dad, keep it up. Keep my name out there. Heal others Dad. Do that type of service work. It will be revealed, and you will look back & smile at me. I know this to be true.

			Beaches & Boats Dad. I’m there.

			Love Ya

			Chris

			This kid is wicked funny (that’s for my Boston friends). He is sweet and witty and flat-out funny. But evidence of his advancement and growth exists on the other side. I am so friggin’ proud of him and so grateful. I was never worthy of the love he had for me here, much less there. He tells me he will be there for his Aunt Marcia when she crosses (she crossed just over a year later). He talks about being with me in Florida at the annual golf trip to Loblolly Golf Club. It was just for the boys. His Uncle Mike, me, Rick Blommer or Mike Sawyer, and Allen Conrad. It was a wonderful trip full of constant golf, ball busting, cigars, steaks, and love. I am sorry that the tradition ended. But things change, don’t they?
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			Chris makes reference to Tony (Tony Schillacci). Tony was with me since 1988 as a used car manager and was part of my career until I left the industry in 2008. I am honored to be his friend. In his youth, Tony was a highly decorated Marine. He did two tours of duty in Viet Nam and was wounded in the service of his country. He was a brilliant used car guy, a computer tech wiz, and a gifted artist. Renaissance man, anyone? No kidding. Not long after Chris’s wake and funeral, I opened a package from Tony. It made my heart skip a beat and I began to cry. Tony had captured the likeness and spirit of my boy on canvas.

			This framed oil painting sits on a table across from my desk. I look at it continuously every day. I even use it at times to meditate. But it all makes sense when so much love went into it. Thanks Tony… for everything.

		


		
			CHAPTER THREE: Sometimes You Don’t Hear the Click

			I do a bit of jumping around in this book. I just wrote about a session with my boy a full two years ago, and now, I’m writing about an experience that just occurred. It happens all the time actually, but usually there is a warning. In my first book, I made reference to emotional land mines. I want the parents reading this to know what they are going through is normal. God-awful painful but normal. We are walking around feeling almost whole (almost). We will never be fully whole until we are reunited with our kids on the other side. And then it hits… a song, a photo, something that triggers a memory. It’s like a gut punch, I mean exactly like a gut punch.

			Here’s what I mean. I was coming back from having lunch with my dear friend Brad. He had picked up some kind of malady and he was down for the count for a while. On the way home, I was listening to a Mario Puzo novel. Seems safe, right? I mean, when you’re listening to something about the other side or visits from passed loved ones, you are at least steeled for the likely emotional ass-kicking. But Mario Puzo? C’mon, that should be safe. Right? Being a history buff, I have read about what happens when one steps on a land mine: there is a metallic click when the trigger is depressed. The mine goes off when one removes his or her boot from the mine. Then BOOM, and all hell breaks loose. Traveling home, I hear the author discuss waking his brother and wanting to bury him the next day. So, he won’t be left in the cold viewing room longer than absolutely necessary.

			This passage brought me back to January 7, 2016—the day of Christopher’s wake. A cold, nasty, rainy winter night where a full 2,000 friends and family members waited hours to say goodbye to Chris and express their regrets to us. The funeral parlor kept the doors open two additional hours to accommodate. A big “thank you” to funeral director Grace Martinson. The receiving line was painful but also heartwarming, each family member or friend showing love, and loss. But what killed me, absolutely killed me, was when everyone was gone, and I had to leave my Chris there for the night. It was quiet, cold, and empty. I just sat in the small sofa in front of his casket and didn’t want to leave. I didn’t want my boy alone. My sweet, loving, gorgeous boy. They let me stay there as long as I needed.

			I don’t know if I had thought of that moment in the years since his drowning. But I sure as heck am feeling it now. I’ve been crying on and off for a full hour. I know I’ll be ok. I stopped at the market to get some groceries and picked up a dozen white roses. Right after he drowned, a wonderful medium, Nancine Meyer, told me he requested one white rose from me at his grave when we buried him on January 8. So, after dinner I will drive to Sacred Heart Cemetery with my Lab Cassidy for a visit. And I will sit beside my boy on my Buffalo Bills folding chair and have a visit. And I will bring my boy a dozen white roses. You saw that coming, didn’t you? White roses, like many other objects, have become touchstones. Something that helps me connect to the other side and Chris. These objects have become precious to me and I’m sure you have your own.

			Empty Boots

			“My heart is broken, and it will always be broken.” That is a line—it’s the theme really—in the movie Manchester by the Sea. It’s a story of loss. Loss of a child. Or in this case, children plural. I saw the movie sitting at home not long after my son Chris had drowned with his three friends in January, 2016, in a canoe accident. It always sounds silly to me to call it a canoe accident. It’s not like two canoes collided on a lake. Rather, it was a perfect tragic storm. Four college boys in their early twenties, with a snoot full of alcohol jumped into a three-man canoe at 3:00 a.m. and paddled out on a partially frozen lake. They had layered clothing and untied timberland boots. None of them made it back. You probably noticed I specifically mention untied boots, which may seem a bit strange to you. But that message was given to me by a medium, not long after Chris’s drowning. So, I know it’s important. I know it played a part. What that part was may be revealed to me later, or maybe not. Maybe I won’t know the significance until I cross over and am greeted by my boy, probably in Timberland boots, who I love and miss so terribly. At age sixty-four, that time will be sooner than later and that brings me comfort. Don’t get me wrong. I’m not ready to go yet. I have work to do on this side. But the fact is my son’s drowning and crossing over to the other side has changed me, forever. Mostly for the better.

			I try to live a life that will make my boy proud. He has made it clear to me that I need to reach parents who have lost kids, who are going through life thinking their children’s spirits died with their body. That’s the lesson here. When someone dies, their spirit doesn’t. But the boots did give me pause. I know this happens to you. You walk in the door and see a coat, or hear the TV and you think, “Hey, Chris is home.” For a moment, just a moment, you forget your heartache and think things are back to where they were before your child crossed. Not long ago, I walked in the door and saw a pair of unlaced Timberlands and something in my soul stirred. But he wasn’t home (or maybe he was) and he wasn’t lounging on the couch with the remnants of a sub sandwich strewn on the coffee table. Then my heart sank, and I was back. Back to a world physically devoid of my precious Christopher. Not my favorite world, but it’s the one I got.
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			Flash forward… April 3, 2020: Four years and three months since Christopher crossed over. I posted the above story on www.helpingparentsheal.org (a group comprised of parents who have lost children). I love that group. You can post about grief, pain, fear, and awakening without feeling judged. No one thinks the writer is looking for pity because we are all in the same boat. Occasionally, I will post something there that I wouldn’t post on my own page. I received so many supportive and loving replies about the story and our book. It made the third of the month almost palatable… almost.

			Because the weather was pretty mild for April, I was meeting my son Will at our golf club to sneak out and play a round. In the Jeep, I received a call from Sheri Jewel, my medium pal. She had given my name to a client who had recently lost an adult child and wanted to give me a heads-up. As we continued to chat, she said she felt Chris around her by a tingle on the crown of her head. Yep, she said. He’s here. She told me Chris was confirming he’s always around me and always will be. Sheri asked if I recently felt some perceived distance and was worried about separation. She asked me if I recently requested a sign. I told her yes and yes.

			A short time ago, I had asked Chris for a sign and expected a red cardinal to cross my path. But my boy is nothing if not unpredictable. Sheri told me Chris is showing her Timberland boots. She asked if that meant anything to me. You need to understand, Sheri has not lost a child and is not privy to that website. She knows nothing about me writing and then posting the story at 8:45 a.m. that morning. She was only sharing what Chris was showing her. I started to cry and felt a rush of joy and love all over. She said Chris was smiling a sideways smile, “almost like a smirk.” He’s really happy. And he’s surrounded by a whole group of friends. He’s good. Did he like whiskey sours? I had to laugh, because he did in fact drink whiskey sours. I’m not sure why that always struck me as funny, but it did. And I know he’s running it by as an affirmation.

			Although it was the third of the month, Chris made me feel light as a feather (another sign from him) and happy. If you have any doubts about spirit and the other side, then explain this one to me. I’ve written this down just the way it happened. No embellishment, no bullshit.

			If you are still hanging in there with me, you deserve an explanation. How can your son drown in a canoe in 2016 and then appear to a medium four years and three months later? Well, it’s simple… sort of.

			The best explanation about what happens when your soul leaves your body comes from a movie, What Dreams May Come. In the film, Cuba Gooding plays a spirit guide to the recently deceased doctor portrayed brilliantly by Robin Williams. He explains it this way: “The origin of the word “body” is the Anglo-Saxon “bodig” meaning abode. Which is what the physical body is, you see. A transient dwelling for the real self. Like you’re in your house right now. You’re in your house, that doesn’t mean you are your house. House falls down, you get out and walk away.”

			This is so simply put, so clarifying. And it makes total sense. We need to separate who we are—our soul, our spirit—from our body, which is a temporary structure housing our true self. When I finally grasped this concept, a whole lot shifted in my world. It all started to make sense.

			This knowing is a magnificent revelation. But it doesn’t take the pain away. Anyone who tells you that “time heals all wounds” hasn’t lost a child. The same way anyone who tells you, “I lost a sibling, a parent, or a cat, so I know what you’re going through” hasn’t lost a child. It’s grueling. It’s a club nobody ever wants to join. But in my case, the horrific loss—the hole in me—has propelled me on a spiritual path, which will culminate in a reunion with my son, and my sister, and my parents, and all my siblings on the other side. And how in God’s (literally) name do I know of this upcoming homecoming? I have been told by my son that this is what will happen. So, I know it to be true.

			On February 10, 2018 Chris came through.

			Hi Dad, I’m still here. Love you Dad. I was with you at Scotty’s lake house. You don’t need to go back. You answered the call but I’m not there. My spirit left there that day. I went with you to the lake. You need to stay close for this to work. Stay in both of our worlds. Yours is so temporary that you will be pissed you were focusing on it. Trust me… there you go. Get back to the Source. I’m the one who found the account to allow you to relax. Don’t be so attached to worldly things and then cross the bridge to visit. Get it? Only God’s world, my world, is everlasting. I miss you too, so dive in Dad. Get deeper Dad. Go Sunday to the group. I’ll be there. Let go, full in. Work on it.

			Love ya

			Let’s talk about this. When I am entering this dialogue into this book it’s two years after it has taken place. It’s also two years since I’ve reviewed the conversation or notes. There is a sentence preceding you answered the call. But I can’t decipher it. So, it’s omitted. There is also a bit of a story about my visit to the lake on February 9, 2018. That was just over two years since the drowning. I was in the northern suburbs visiting a client. I noticed I wasn’t far from the Wisconsin border and Lake Beulah. Something called me to visit the lake when my visit was concluded. I did. I knew the house would be vacant as it was a beach house, a summer residence. The family who owned it would be home in Wilmette.

			It was painful. As I pulled into the driveway, all the memories of January 3, 2016 came flooding back. The sights, the sounds, the heartbreak. It was winter and the ground was covered with snow. But since my business for the day was concluded, the worst I could expect was wet shoes, socks, and pant legs for an uncomfortable ride home. The ride home was going to be uncomfortable anyway, so I didn’t really care. I walked past the house and down the hill through the backyard to the water’s edge. I looked back and saw the picture window I had looked out through over the lake two years before. Jesus (not cursing) this was hard. I looked at the lake where the canoe had been overturned and where the recovery boats took its place. I stood silently and told my boy I loved and missed him, and I cursed the lake. Next, I turned around and headed the fifty or so yards back to my Jeep. It was only then that I noticed despite walking in a foot of snow, my shoes and pant legs were perfectly dry; I swear to you people, they weren’t even damp.

			Currently, we are discussing a screenplay for My Search…, and someone involved brought up some mild embellishment to make the story more attractive to the audience. My answer was firm and final. I would set fire to any screenplay that wasn’t 100 percent factual. My goodness… after reading the last story, how could one even find a way to embellish that occurrence?

			In his visit, Chris talks about a fund account he pointed me to that I had lost track of. I hadn’t really forgotten about it, but I was surprised by the balance. Still too embedded in the affairs of this world, I believe it brought me comfort. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not like Scrooge McDuck but a few extra shekels can always come in handy on this side.

			The next day, I attended a spirit circle with my medium pal Sheri Jewel. I love Sheri, but hate groups. But I attended as I was instructed to do so by my boy. Chris, of course, came through as he always did with Sheri. She told me he was there with a dog that had previously passed. That was Casey. She was an eighty-pound yellow Lab that thought Christopher was her pup. Once, when Chris was about two years old, we attended a pool party nearby. Although we kept a close eye on our busy, young boy as he was constantly in motion, we actually could have relaxed because Casey was on the job. She would put herself between her beloved Christopher and the pool whenever he was on the move. So, of course it made sense she was with him. When Casey was fourteen and her body was failing, we had to put her down. Chris refused to allow us to do it without him. The three of us—Chris, Sally, and I—held and kissed Casey as she crossed over. It only makes sense that numerous mediums have told me Chris was greeted by a big white dog (very light-yellow actually) when he crossed. And it makes sense they are together. Love never dies. I read that somewhere. Oh yeah, it’s my publisher’s tag line. Sheri also told me he mentioned a car accident of his and that I should trust the journey and he was always going to be with me. Maybe I should stop whining about being part of a group. My boy came through; that’s all I needed.

			On February 14, 2018, St. Valentine’s Day, Chris visited.

			Hi Dad,

			Happy Valentine’s Day. Another year, another day, all the same. You’ll see. I called you, I reached out to you. This is why it works, so don’t sweat the time in between. Because time doesn’t exist. One continual visit. Feel me around your neck. That tingle is all me Pop. You know that. So beautiful here. Soft blue and greens like nothing you’ve ever seen. Even though it’s the same colors on your side, the colors take on a whole new meaning here. Work on the book (“My Search”) this weekend. I’ll be with you to help. Strong connection today. I know you are worried but now you can relax. As much as you can relax. You crack me up. But I sure do love you. It’s part of you and I love it. Because it’s you. If you are stopping by the grave bring a shovel cuz snow is deep. I’d come to visit but I’m on the beach not in the snow… would you? Good meditation—I chose it for you. I’m pushing some buttons where I can. Believe it.

			I love the portrait, my spirit is in the portrait. You are moving toward the light. Toward my world. But it’s not now. You’re not ready. But you will be. I’ll get you there. Flowers Pop, soft & beauty. (not a typo—how it was written). This every day. It really is paradise. See a cardinal? It’s me.

			Good progress Pop. You’ve pushed through a level. Really great. I’m here. The tingle is all over now, not just the neck. New level, new opening. Great to hug you, right over left. Not sure, whatever Pop. No worries. So many times, just you and me and they all come to me on recall. So clear. So loving. They are pleased at what you are doing. Keep it up. Feel the tingle and look for the red birds. Me touching you from this side. Break through Pop. We are back connected even stronger. The love is forever, so is the connection. Let it flow over you. It will always be that way until we are together again.

			So much love Pop

			C

			Chris tells me they are pleased about what I am doing. I think I know who they are. I will find out eventually.

			Later that morning, Sally called to tell me that while in the Starbucks drive-thru, a cardinal landed on her Jeep. She knew what it meant. Happy Valentine’s Day, Momma.

			February 28, 2018

			Hi Pop. Where ya been? You getting old? No problem. I

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

OEBPS/image/Image12685.jpg





OEBPS/image/Image12668.jpg
WIMJ'//W} ST






OEBPS/image/We’re_Not_Done_Yet_Pop_cover.jpg
“Joe not only models total commatment to learning about his son’s new state of being, he teaches
what he has learned in this often_funny, often poignant journey of discovery.”

— Suzanne Giesemann, Author of Messages of Hope and Still Right Here
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