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PREFACE


I began my journey as a psychic medium in 1985. Looking back, one reading with psychic Lydia Clar put me on my path of development and ignited what seems like a spiritual renaissance. Now I know that sounds kind of cocky and egotistical but it really has a lot less to do with me (I think) as the person and more to do with what I was able to accomplish with a lot of help from above, and that was to launch an internationally syndicated television show called Crossing Over. This book chronicles that journey and my transformation during that time.


When I first began writing books on metaphysics, I really wanted to write fiction. I noticed through my readings that people from all over the world shared similarities when dealing with life, loss, and love. Quite honestly, I couldn’t get arrested with that concept. Every publisher that I sat with looked at me with incredulity. In hindsight, I now realize that the look really was one of, “And you are? And we would publish an unknown’s material why?” Stephen King I was not. I was just John. But every publisher said the same thing, “I would be more interested in you telling your story.”


My story? I didn’t even think that I had a story. Yes, I knew that we all had a story, but I wasn’t sure mine was worth reading. The idea of writing something autobiographical in my late twenties sounded funny and slightly eerie. It wasn’t until my fourth publishing meeting, when the executives I was sitting with called in one of the higher-ups in sales and marketing. That’s when I really started to understand. Her name is Corinda Carfora, and she seemed to be able to communicate in the language of “just John-speak.” She completely saw and felt my lack of desire to speak about myself and helped me to understand that my first foray into publishing was just that, my first.


Corinda explained—in the best possible way—that in order for someone to understand the concepts I am so passionate about teaching, I had to really explain who the teacher was. It made sense. I would not make it about me, but I would explain me, and subsequently it became about the work. That became a recipe for great teaching, whether it was a book, radio show, TV show, or seminar. Teach and lead by example. It was this mentality that I applied to Crossing Over with John Edward the TV show.


I would love to say that my first book (One Last Time) was a runaway best seller at first. It would become one over time. However, this book, Crossing Over, was. It spent a number of weeks on the New York Times bestseller list and gave readers a voyeuristic look at the development of the TV show Crossing Over, while I helped to share some of my metaphysical nuggets of understanding.


It’s ten years to the month that I began working on preproduction for the debut of Crossing Over. I look back on that period of time and I am really not sure where the time has gone. I know I have a seven-year-old son and two-and-a-half-year-old daughter now and they certainly help to mark time differently, but Crossing Over was also a baby for me. I nurtured it and watched it grow and bring about a shift in popular culture in dealing with mediumship and psychic phenomena, some of which was extremely flattering and some, well . . . not so much. But to hear your name used on game shows like Jeopardy! and Trivial Pursuit: America Plays, and on comedy shows like Saturday Night Live and MADtv, and to be invited to play yourself on Will & Grace . . . that was fun. One of my funnier moments was having my cousin call me from Florida and tell me to turn on MTV. When I asked why, she told me that Ms. Cleo, the 1-900-dial-a-psychic was kicking my ass on Celebrity Deathmatch! That, quite possibly, was not my finest moment, but one that I look back and laugh at.


When the television show Crossing Over began, it was launched on the Sci Fi Channel (now SyFy). After its incubation and testing period, it was decided that it was going to be rolled out, or syndicated, during the day. Within two weeks of the show’s debut . . . my country’s greatest tragedy of MY TIME hit and that was September 11 . . . 9/11, as it has become known.


When this book was released in paperback, I added an additional chapter about one of the families I met through Crossing Over, a firefighter and a hero named Michael Kiefer. During my career I’ve been moved by many different energies, but this Michael and a little boy named “Mikey,” who I wrote about in my first book, were the reasons why I named my son Justin Michael. I admired their strength of spirit and the passion they shared in letting their families know they were “all right” on the Other Side. There were a few people that I shared my reasoning with, and they looked at me like I was insane. “Why would you give your baby the name of two dead boys?” I have to say the reactions were interesting. Most looked at me confused, while others were inspired. But when someone didn’t get it, they expressed it. My personal response was always the same: “If my son could reflect the determined energy and love for me and my family as these two boys, then I am a lucky man.”


Michael’s story was inspiring and I wanted to share it in this book since he made his “debut” to me on international television. Years later, I would host a new show called John Edward Cross Country, where I did readings and followed up with the families in their home. Some of the show was taped in a studio, and I brought in a colleague by the name of Char Margolis. When the producers asked me what I would have Char do, I explained that I wanted to show her doing a private reading and how her style of reading is so different than mine. They agreed to it as the format of her appearance. The next question was “Who would she read?” That was easy for me to answer. She would read the Kiefers. It was like watching my family get read as Michael brought through his loving energy to his family once again.


I hope that as you read this book, you are entertained by some of the experiences that I share, but most importantly, I want you to know that your family and friends are ok and are with you. Death is only final in the physical sense . . . when it comes to love, it’s undying.


I am excited that this book might be the first of many that you read on your spiritual quest. I hope that you honor your journey and try to leave people better than you find them each and every time.


For those of you who are interested in experiencing more, check out the new network that I launched called www.Infinitequest.com.


All the best,


John Edward














PROLOGUE


Unitel Studios, New York City
June 14, 2000


I’m standing in shadows, waiting to walk out in front of a hundred people and explain that I’m about to connect some of them with their departed relatives. To your side means husbands, wives, brothers, sisters, above you parents, grandparents . . . appreciate the messages . . . just answer yes or no. . . . I’ve given this litany a thousand times before, in living rooms and offices and Holiday Inns in states I can’t even locate on a map. But this is different. This is like nothing I’ve ever done before. It’s not something I’ve ever really aspired to. But here I am.


Across the dimly lit set, I see Doug Fogel watching me. He’s the stage manager, a Martin Shortish man with a twinkle in his eyes who’s done Cats and The Lion King, Radio City and the Metropolitan Opera. Now he’s working on a TV show about a guy who talks to dead people. He’s in control of what’s happening, unlike the person he’s looking at, the person whose name is in the title of the show. I’m told that this studio was the original home of Big Bird, Bert, Ernie, and Oscar the Grouch. They shot Sesame Street right where I’m standing. And right before me, Chris Rock did his HBO show here. So I guess I fit right in. I like to think that this show is going to be educational. I won’t break the news to the network just yet. I’m sure they think it’s entertainment.


Doug hears the cue from the control room over his headset and begins counting me down with one hand. Five, four, three, two. . . . He points to the irregularly shaped white screen that plays the opening montage of the show. He looks at the audience, extends his arms, and begins clapping with a purpose, turning himself into a human APPLAUSE sign. Then he points to me. It’s showtime. Time for me to walk out from sidestage, make a quick left as I reach the middle of the screen, and bound onto the illuminated disk that will be my new home.


Something tells me we’re not in the Holiday Inn anymore, Toto.


I scan the audience—the gallery, as it’s being called—and try to smile the way I think a TV host is supposed to smile. Regis? Jerry? Oprah? I’m not comfortable. I am extremely un comfortable. I’m not wearing clothes, I’m wearing wardrobe. I have makeup on. There’s all this stuff around me. Up there, a constellation of lights. Over here, a contraption that looks vaguely like a camera. Back over there, a rolling screen that feeds me little bits of monologue to wrap around the taped segments.


And there’s, like, an entire industry of people laboring over a cosmic version of something I’ve been doing for years by myself. Up until now, I’ve been pretty much okay with just God’s help. Now I’m relying on Doug. Everywhere I look there are people in headsets talking to the producers and the director who’s in a room somewhere staring at fifty-two TV screens with my face on more of them than really seems necessary. It’s called the control room, and that makes me nervous. I’m a control freak—ask anybody. And I don’t like surrendering so much control that they need an entire room to hold it.


Will I be able to do what I do under these conditions? Will I get swallowed up like that mad-as-hell-and-not-gonna-take-it-anymore guy in that movie that came out when I was in, like, second grade? Was this really such a good idea?


How the hell did I get here?














— CHAPTER 1 —


Great
Expectations


 


A Psychic in Ladies’ Lingerie


I was not a happy medium in 1998.


An example: Denver in November. I’m sitting in a radio studio, near the end of a two-week, city-a-day tour to promote my first book, One Last Time. The night before, at a signing at a bookstore, I spoke for about twenty minutes, then asked if anybody had any questions. A woman raised her hand. “Can you start over?” she asked. “You talk way too fast.”


It’s been that kind of tour right from the start. Back in New York, the publicity people booked me at a Bradlee’s department store—in the ladies’ underwear section. Attention shoppers, come see the psychic in ladies’ lingerie on the lower level. I’m standing among the bras and panties, talking about dead people. Uh, the lady by the I-Can’t-Believe-It’s-a-Girdle girdles—did your father pass? My spirit guides—The Boys, as I call them—have one fine sense of humor. They’re just hilarious.


No, things are not going well. Bookstores where I’m appearing bring out plenty of copies from the back room, but the others—one or two stashed in the New Age section, or no books at all. In a town on Long Island where I live, I went to a bookstore and they tried to sell me James Van Praagh’s latest. The sales clerk said it was way better than the one by that John Edwards guy. And this one by Sylvia Browne’s good, too. I ask if she’s read the one by the Edwards guy. She says no. I introduce myself. Doesn’t help. It’s still Edwards to her.


There have been worse days lately. Last month, Montel Williams and Larry King canceled on the same day—my birthday. Definitely a message from The Boys. But what were they trying to tell me? The Larry people said we’d reschedule, but the Montel producer said I’m been-there-done-that. Yet another psychic, another guy who talks to the dead—so what else is new? They need a new angle. I don’t think I have one.


So now I’m doing this radio show in Denver. “Last week we had a psychic on, and he was a big phony, a total fraud,” says one of the hosts. “We don’t believe any of this crap.” That’s my introduction. There are times when I can handle the cynics, take all the slings and arrows in stride. And then there are other times. By this point on the book tour, I am, shall we say, a little cranky. I’m so drained, so frustrated with the entire publishing industry, that I’m pretty much a man without a personality.


I love doing radio. I like the exposure it gives my work without making my face—by that I mean me—the focal point. As long as I have a headset on—for some reason, handsets don’t cut it—I’m good to go. And nobody can accuse me of reading facial expressions or body language. So for me, radio is the medium’s medium. But the last thing I want to do on this particular day in Denver is another call-in show, with hosts who are giving me the morning-zoo treatment, even though it’s four in the afternoon.


I’m pretty good with the first few callers, although a couple of them seem to take the hosts’ cue and don’t make this easy for me. A man to the side comes through for one caller. He’s saying he had a brain tumor. I pass on some other details, and I ask the caller if he understands that.


“Well,” he says, “is there something, you know, something you can tell me that’s a little more detailed?”


He’s neither validating the brain tumor nor denying it. He’s just ignoring it. I repeat the messages I’ve given him, and ask him again if he understands them. It seems he doesn’t want to say yes. The host asks him who he’s trying to connect with. He says a friend with a brain tumor. I snap.


“Did I not just say that? What’s wrong with you people in Denver? Is it the altitude?” I actually say that on the radio. At which point Kristen Green, the book publicist accompanying me on my tour, comes flying in from the control room with her face wrapped in an extremely tight smile. “Do you think you might have been a little short with that last caller?”


I’m fuming, ready to leave, but the Rocky Mountain DJs think this is fantastic. Hey, this is a New York psychic! He’s like a psychic with an attitude!


SOMEWHERE ON THE ROAD, it hit me like a punch in the face. Things are not turning out as I thought they would. No, as I knew they would. Go ahead, say it: Some psychic you are.


I was about to turn thirty, and I could look back across the years and see where I came from and how I got here. And I had thought I could see around the bend, because my spirit guides had given me glimpses. They had told me years earlier that I would be a teacher in this field. What they didn’t tell me was when or how. I would have to find that out on my own. Not that they didn’t shine a light. They always had.


Years ago, the summer I was fourteen, my Aunt Joan took me on my first real excursion, a cruise to the Caribbean. Docking in St. Thomas, we spent hours shopping, eating, and walking along the shore. Mostly walking. And walking. And walking. After seven or eight hours, we thought it might be a good idea to turn around and head back. About twenty minutes into our return hike, my feet tired and burning, I looked across the horizon and saw our ship in the far distance—about half an inch wide in my perception. “Oh, my God,” I said, “look at how far we still have to go.”


My aunt laughed, reminded of something her mother, my paternal grandmother, Mary, used to always say: “Don’t look at how far you have to go. Look at how far you’ve already come.”


My grandmother’s favorite saying was prophetic—she didn’t know she was passing down from her daughter to her grandson nothing less than words to live by. Trying to look too far ahead, worrying how and when and even if you’re going to get where you’re supposed to go, can stop you in your tracks. It’s a lesson I would have done well to remember fifteen years later, when all I could do was squint at the half-inch ship across the horizon and stop to rub my burning feet. I wasn’t in much of a mood to look back and appreciate how far I’d already come.


There was irony in this, because I had spent a lot of effort recalling my earliest years for the opening chapters of One Last Time—how, as a young child, I had experiences that only years later would I realize were not part of the average childhood. How I knew things I shouldn’t have known, family events that happened before I was born that no one had told me about. How I knew who was going to call on the phone or walk through the door. And how I could spell complicated words I’d never heard by actually seeing them in front of me. My dad, a cop, thought this was very cool—his boy was a genius. From an early age, I also had several experiences where I found myself momentarily outside my body, transported to another place in my house, or outside on the street, and then brought back. And I had the sense that I’d had a prior life, of having done things “before I came down here,” as I explained it to my family. In elementary school, I saw auras around my teachers, and sometimes told them so. Not a great idea. My mother was always telling me I was “special,” but only later did she tell me she wasn’t just being a mom. So let me get this straight. You’re telling me having out-of-body experiences in nursery school is not normal?


It wasn’t until I was a teenager, after an encounter with a psychic named Lydia Clar, that I began to explore what was going on inside my head, and by college I was spending my free time as a psychic medium. But I never considered “psychic medium” as a viable career choice. It never even entered my mind. Imagine putting that on your tax return. I got a degree in public administration and went to work at a large hospital, first as a phlebotomist, drawing patients’ blood, and later in the computer department. I continued doing private and group readings at night and on weekends, and developed a small following around Long Island. But I envisioned a fulfilling, upward career in hospital administration, and a normal life. I married my dance instructor, and we bought a house on a quiet cul-de-sac. I turned professional and began to teach ballroom myself, and on weekends, Sandra and I traveled the country competing—sometimes against each other—on the proam dance circuit.


I had always loved to dance—there were always big parties with bands and DJs in my large Italian family—and Sandra turned me into a real pro (and gave me a steady partner). I found that doing the rumba and the cha-cha—anything Latin—was a great physical and creative release, and it kept me grounded as I tried to balance the different compartments of my life. To most of the people I knew at that time, I wasn’t John the medium, or even John the dancer. I was “Sandra’s husband.” Most of my dance crowd didn’t even know about my psychic work. I never talked about it.


By 1995, my spirit guides were pushing me to put more time and energy into that part of my life. In fact, they wanted me to change course—in their direction. They were leading me to the understanding that I was on a path to a life’s work connecting the physical world to the spirit world. I didn’t leap into it. I loved my job at the hospital, and had serious reservations about building my life around my psychic work. For one thing, I was very insecure about how people would perceive me. What do you do? Oh, I talk to dead people. But the stakes were even higher than that. What my guides were telling me was that I would be more than a practitioner. I would be some sort of noted figure in the field, and I would help a lot of people. Go ahead, roll your eyes—who is this guy, some possessed cult leader? But as pompous as that might sound, it wasn’t anything that I aspired to. I had no interest in being well-known—in fact, it’s still not important to me. Celebrity is fleeting. It’s the work that endures, if you’re doing it right.


I had a major life decision to make. Stay with a job and a career I loved—and the financial security that came with it—or cross over into a peculiar blend of spiritualism and entrepreneurship. I had always followed my guides, and they had never steered me wrong.


That year, I made the biggest leap of faith of my life. I left the hospital and actually did put down “psychic medium” as my occupation on my tax return. I gave private readings in my home office, group readings in the living room, and started giving lectures to larger groups in hotel meeting rooms. Even those who had heard I was young were taken aback when they saw me, this twentysomething guy in jeans and a T-shirt who was now going to unite them with their departed loved ones. You didn’t need to be a psychic to know what they were thinking: He’s a kid. But because of my abilities, people old enough to be my parents or even grandparents treated me with a sort of deference I found a little unnerving. I was your average suburbanite, except for the parade of nighttime visitors to my front door. Some had out-of-state license plates. So you know what the neighbors thought. Two of them had moved past the awkward preliminaries and were onto a running discussion of whether it was cocaine or marijuana. They brought my next-door neighbor Hope into it, and she set them straight. No, no, he’s not a drug dealer, for Chrissakes. He talks to dead people.


Not long after I left the hospital, my guides let me know that I needed to begin working on a book. My human reaction was puzzlement. Who wants to read a book by a twenty-six-year-old kid who says he has special access to “the other side”? But this became a persistent refrain, so I took it pretty much as a given, no more complicated than following a “bear right” road sign without having to slow down, as if just following someone’s instructions. I started thinking about it, making notes of the points I wanted to make in the book and the stories I wanted to tell. I started keeping a file of letters that validated past clients’ readings.


I didn’t have an agent. I wondered if I should get some help writing it. But my guides told me specifically no—I would do it by myself. I didn’t find this surprising, or a daunting prospect. I felt I was a good writer, and was emboldened by the confidence boost my guides were giving me. Then one night in February of 1996, something very unusual happened. They slammed on the brakes and did a screeching U-turn. You need help with the book. This confused me. It was very odd for my guides to tell me one thing, stay with that for more than a year, and then suddenly do a 180. I was reminded of the 1982 movie Poltergeist—you remember, “They’re ba-ack”—in which a medium named Tangina, who is an “earthly guide,” seems to jerk around the parents of a missing little girl. At first Tangina instructs them to tell their daughter Carol Ann to stay away from the light. But later she tells them Carol Ann should go to the light. The lesson was that different decisions and tactics apply at different times. I wasn’t sure why my guides were suddenly leading me in a different direction, but I wasn’t going to argue with them. They’re called guides for a reason.


THE NEXT NIGHT, a slender woman with long, dark hair came to my house for a private reading. She was very friendly and had a smile that lit up her face. Her name was Jamie, and when we sat down for the reading, I felt the kind of positive, open energy around her that makes my job so much easier, and a lot more fun. If this story starts to sound familiar, it’s because I told it in One Last Time. But not completely. Jamie was called “Randi” there. And, for reasons that will become apparent, the context of the story was removed. I simply presented it as an intriguing and memorable reading, which it was. But I left out the ending, which was, for me, the most important thing about it.


Almost from the start, Jamie’s reading was like an unfolding book—interestingly enough, as it turned out. I was getting information with clarity and detail. Jamie brought a notebook and began scribbling as names started coming quickly. Not the usual sounds or initials, but complete, unmistakable names: Helen. Jacques—not Jack, but Jacques. These were Jamie’s grandparents. And they were with a younger male. “He’s telling me Jon,” I said. “But you know him as Jonny.” That was their grandson, Jamie acknowledged—her younger brother. I told Jamie he was coming through more like an older brother. No, she said, he was nine years younger. She was like a second mother to him.


“He’s telling me that now he’s your older brother. He’s telling me that you have a piece of his clothing. A jacket, or maybe a sweatshirt. I’m seeing both.”


“I have two things of his,” Jamie said with a calmness she seemed to be working to maintain, as if trying to not let her emotions overtake her objectivity. “His jacket and his sweatshirt.”


Then suddenly, I felt a sharp pain at the back of my head, and in the next instant a startling realization. “Oh my God,” I blurted. “This guy was hit with a baseball bat! He woke me up this morning!”


Jamie looked at me with a mixture of astonishment and confusion. I quickly explained that early that morning, I had been jarred awake by a voice that said, “John, wake up!” I knew it was the spirit of someone who had been hit in the head with a bat—I just didn’t know who it was or why he was showing up in my bedroom before daybreak. I’d assumed a spirit so bold would be connected to me or my family, so I had spent most of the day calling friends and relatives, asking if they knew anyone who had been killed by a blow to the head with a baseball bat. Nobody did.


“Wow—it was your brother,” I told Jamie. “I guess he couldn’t wait.”


Jamie explained that her little brother, eighteen at the time, had been killed by a stranger in a video arcade in New York City on New Year’s Day, 1984. “These kids came in looking for someone else,” she said. “They had a bat. They wanted to hurt someone. My brother tried to leave, and this kid just hit him in the back of the head.”


Jonny told me that his spirit had left right away, but his body lingered.


“He was on life-support,” Jamie said. “We took him off the next day.”


A strange look came over her face. “This is so weird,” she said. “I wasn’t going to tell you this because you’d think I was some nut. But I had a dream about your mother this morning. You know how you just know something in a dream? It was your mother. She was shrouded in smoke.”


“My mother died of lung cancer,” I said. “She was a heavy smoker.” I was blown away by that. I did not know this woman, and how would she know my mother had died? There was something very unusual about this whole thing. First, a spirit barges into my bedroom and wakes me up. Then I hear that my mother has dropped in on his sister at just about the same time. Yes, weird. Even to me.


The reading continued for more than an hour, and after Jamie’s family pulled back, she and I began to talk. We were both intrigued by what had taken place.


“You know,” Jamie said now, “I’m a science writer, so I’m skeptical by nature. But I’ve always believed in this. I know that my brother has come to me. My husband doesn’t believe in any of this. He wasn’t too happy I was coming. He thinks this is all a bunch of baloney.”


“What does he do?” I asked, not something I normally ask a client.


“He’s a writer, too.”


At that instant, it was like my guides were saying, Ta-dahhhh. Without even a second’s hesitation—without asking what kinds of things he wrote, or knowing if he was any good, or even stopping to consider that Jamie had just said that he thinks I’m full of shit—I said, “That’s why you’re here. Your husband is going to help me write my book.”


Jamie let out a big laugh. “I don’t think so,” she said. “You’ve got the wrong guy.”


I Love Larry


ONE FORTY-PAGE PROPOSAL LATER, I started making the rounds of New York publishers with my new writing partner—guess who? Jamie had gone home that night and read from her notebook, and a few days later, her husband was sitting in my living room observing a group reading that—as I had warned it might—included a few stray messages for him. Rick was indeed a confirmed nonbeliever when we met, a when-you’re-dead-you’redead kind of guy with a lifelong fear of the great abyss that Woody Allen would be proud to own. But now Rick was undergoing a readjustment in the metaphysics department. Talk about reconsidering your world view. When he told his friend Josh that his latest project was a book with a psychic medium, a guy who makes contact with “the other side,” Josh thought it was just about the funniest thing he’d ever heard. He snickered at the ridiculousness of it. Josh was a magazine and book writer who specialized in the Internet. It’s obvious where this guy’s getting his information, he told Rick: Off the Net. He had only one thing to say anytime Rick told him about a reading: “Research.”


I told Rick how I believed our collaboration had been arranged—how my guides had been telling me I would write the book myself, and then suddenly reversed field. Going back over the events, we realized that on that very Sunday night that they had given me the new plan, I got a call on my office answering machine from someone scheduled to have a reading the next night. She couldn’t make the appointment. I called the next person on my waiting list to see if she could grab a late opening the following night. And that, of course, was Jamie.


The timing struck me as even more interesting when Jamie told me she had been trying to get a reading for months. That’s a long, involved story in itself, but all you need to know is the part about the chance encounter a month before at Abel Conklin’s, a well-known steakhouse on Long Island. Jamie and I had unknowingly sat back-to-back at adjoining booths, each of us at a table with our spouse and another couple—who happened to know each other. Jamie told me that among the hot dinner topics at her table was how hard it was to get an appointment with a medium these days. And then, on their way out, the two other couples saw each other, unleashing a chain of Oh-my-Gods that ended with Sandra insisting on taking Jamie’s number down and promising she’d get a call. I just stared at Sandra—she never, ever did that kind of thing.


Now it all made sense. My guides had not really reversed themselves. They had merely orchestrated the timing. They wanted to prepare me to write a book, but if they had told me everything at the outset, I would have been sidetracked by the plan. I would have spent too much energy looking for the person I was supposed to work with, rather than doing what I needed to be doing: diving into the swim of being a full-time medium, gathering experience, and—without the crutch of a collaborator—envisioning the book. Thinking it out, writing an outline, keeping notes. If they had to deceive me to get me ready, I couldn’t quarrel with their shrewdness. Because now I was ready.


Visiting some of the big publishing houses that expressed interest in our proposal, I knew there would be polite requests for me to read the editors who would be deciding whether to buy the book. It didn’t strike me as unreasonable, and I read anyone who asked. We had some nibbles, but nobody was beating down any doors for the honor of publishing the memoirs and collected wisdom of a twenty-seven-year-old psychic from Long Island. Not coincidentally, the best reading I gave was around a conference table with a group of editorial, sales, and marketing people at the company that eventually bought the book, an imprint of Penguin Putnam called Berkley Books. They made the only offer. It was about equal to the starting salary of a public school teacher—all of which went toward the expense of getting the book written.


While working on the book on and off over the next year or so, I continued trying to follow the path my guides had laid out for me, to be something more than a neighborhood psychic. I had actually taken the first step years earlier, while still working at the hospital. One morning in 1994, a colleague of mine named Pat had come up to my desk and informed me that I had to call WPLJ, a popular radio station in New York. Right away. Pat was a very assertive and precise person who looked just like Teri Hatcher, the actress. She did not give suggestions. She gave statements of fact. I had to call the radio station, and I was going to call the radio station. Okay, what? Today’s trivia question is who played Dr. Bellows on I Dream of Jeannie? No, Pat said—Scott and Todd had a psychic on, and she gave Naomi bad news. Naomi DiClemente was the morning jocks’ sidekick, the darling of the show, loved by all, and the butt of many jokes. Apparently this “psychic” had told Naomi she should cancel her wedding. Pat wanted me to call up the station and uncast this evil psychic spell.


“I’m not gonna do that,” I said. “I can’t call up a strange woman on the radio and say, ‘You don’t know me, but I’m a psychic, too . . .’”


“Would you like someone to do that to Sandra?” Pat said. Sandra and I had just gotten engaged. I freaked. I called. I left four messages, including the last one with someone in the office who hung up on me, saying Naomi had heard enough from psychics for one day. But Naomi called me back, sounding nervous but apparently in desperate need of a Good Psychic of the East to counteract the Bad Psychic of the North. So there I sat at my desk in the hospital computer department, asking Naomi the Plucky Morning Sidekick how this psychic had performed this reading. Did she use astrology? No. Numerology or cards? No, Naomi said, none of the above. Did she say anything that was validated in any way to let you know that she was accurate at what she does? Well, no. Then why would you pay any attention to her? Naomi thanked me for calling, said she felt better, and went on to become happily married.


A few months later, my friend Ernie and I went to a Tower Records store in a shopping center on Long Island. He had just bought a new car and insisted on parking in the next zip code to avoid that dreaded first scratch. The long walk to the store took us past a Filene’s Basement where we saw that WPLJ was doing a remote. We recognized Naomi, who was smiling, signing autographs, and posing for pictures. Ernie wanted me to go over and say hello, but there were too many people around, and I opted for lunch at Ben’s Kosher Deli. But sitting in the restaurant, I felt this urgency to do what Ernie said and go over and introduce myself to Naomi. The Boys pushing me? I didn’t know. “I’ll go over there and say hello,” I told Ernie, “but only if they make it so there’s nobody around.” (Just so you know—since we’ll be hanging out for a couple hundred pages—whenever I refer to “they,” and there’s no one else around, it means I’m talking about my guides.) It was a safe promise, since there were dozens of people around the WPLJ table when we went into Ben’s. But then we left the deli and went to check the situation at the table, and there wasn’t a soul around. Ernie and I looked at each other, then headed over. I walked up to this beautiful blonde woman sitting in a chair and said, “Naomi?”


She turned and looked at me. “John Edward!” She jumped up and gave me a big, gleeful hug. I don’t know who was more shocked—me or Ernie. His face said, “I thought you said you don’t know this woman.” One of the people from the station moved in, looking on warily, not having seen that all I did was walk up and say hello. Naomi said later she recognized my voice, although to this day, I can’t imagine how. All I said was “Naomi.” We chatted for a few minutes, and Naomi asked, “When are you coming on the show?” Uhhh, well, umm . . . just the suggestion that I go on the radio—on a big New York station—was enough to unhinge me. Hadn’t she had enough of wacko psychics anyway? I’ll call you, Naomi said. Great, I said.


Naomi kept asking. I kept saying no. Besides doing her morning-show job, she had her own show that was taped and aired early on Sunday mornings. I told her I wasn’t ready. I did go on a Long Island radio station, with Steve Harper on WBLI, to promote an event where I was appearing. But Long Island I could handle. I wasn’t ready for the big city. Then, a few months later, I got a call from a producer at the biggest radio station in Miami, Power 96, asking me to come on. A cousin of mine who booked commercials for the station had mentioned me to the producer. I was feeling pressure. My guides were letting me know that they were starting to lose patience with me. They were like, “Why are you wasting our time? You know you’re going to do this.” Like I was a child running around the doctor’s office trying to avoid a shot, when everyone in the office knew I wasn’t getting out of there without it. And, truth to tell, I was running away from media as if it was a shot.


I called Naomi and asked her what she thought about Miami. She gave me a long list of reasons why I should do it, probably figuring that it was her best shot at getting me on WPLJ. Once I got my first time out of the way, I’d relax—and if I did Miami, I couldn’t say no to her anymore. “And if you suck,” she said, laughing, “it doesn’t matter. It’s Florida. Nobody up here will know.” I went on in Miami, and it went fine. I found that I could do readings just as well on the phone as face-to-face. I called Naomi to tell her. “Now you have to do my show,” she said. And I did. After that, Naomi spoke to her colleague Todd Pettengill, who called me at an event I was speaking at and invited me on his show. I said yes, and immediately thought, Oh God. This is New York—and New Jersey, Long Island, and Connecticut.


I went on in August of 1995. Between my appearances on WBLI and WPLJ in New York, I was becoming better known. Steve Harper, Todd Pettengill, and Scott Shannon began e-mailing friends in the business. Radio is a small business, and word-of-mouth travels fast.


Over the next year or two, I assembled a small network of stations around the country whose hosts treated me seriously—though not too seriously—and put me on the air regularly. I wasn’t paid for this. It was just something I felt was worthwhile, and something I enjoyed. I liked the hosts, some of whom became far-flung phone friends, and I looked forward to the occasional trips I began making to their studios. It also led to an offbeat request. The owner of a restaurant in New York called Serendipity 3, which had been Andy Warhol’s hangout, wanted to gather Andy’s friends and have me bring him back for a visit. So I did. It was actually at that event that I received the call from Todd From WPLJ to come on his morning show.


I was content with radio as my medium. I had no burning desire to be on television, even if I’d the audacity to try. I liked the simplicity of radio, but more than that, the physical anonymity. People didn’t need to know what I looked like because it wasn’t about me; it was about the work. When my guides told me I would be well-known, I saw it as the message getting the attention, not me. I’ve always felt that way. I remember that when I was doing readings at my grandmother’s house, she would look at what I was wearing—shorts or ripped jeans and a T-shirt, no shoes—and ask, “Is that what you wear to see your clients? Don’t you think you should—”


“What—wear a shirt and tie?” I’d say.


“Don’t you think you should look . . . presentable?”


“Oh, Granny,” I’d say, “they don’t care what I look like. They just want to know what I’m gonna say.”


My jeans aren’t ripped anymore, but I still feel basically the same way. I try to be appealing, but as long as the information is good, people wouldn’t care if I was Mister Rogers.


After establishing good relationships with a few radio shows around the country, I began going on the road. I would schedule a lecture at a hotel, then fly out and do a radio show in the same city. The lectures, which I had been doing regularly in the New York area, were part seminar and part group reading. I’d get anywhere from fifty to two hundred people. But I was far from a household name. By 1997, James Van Praagh had burst onto the scene with his big bestseller, Talking to Heaven. I was thrilled about the success of the book because it was great for the field. It introduced so many people to the idea of a conscious, interactive afterlife. It brought the idea more into the mainstream, made it okay to talk about. More eyes were looking at this than ever before. When his book reached the top of the New York Times bestseller list, I called James from Dallas to congratulate him. “Wow, number one,” I said. “A book about talking to dead people. This is huge. You’re making all our lives easier.”


James’s book was a landmark, just as Joel Martin and Patricia Romanowski’s We Don’t Die, about George Anderson, was in the late 1980s. But two things were different when James’s book came out. One is that our society had become much more interested in examining “the soul” and what it means. Gary Zukav’s The Seat of the Soul, published in 1990 and a perennial bestseller, was a leader in advancing the idea that the human race is undergoing a great planetwide transformation—that we’re coming to understand that “authentic power” comes not from what we can see and hear and touch, but from the internal perceptions of the soul. Zukav wrote in a very accessible way that humans are immortal souls who can stimulate their spiritual growth and become better people once they begin to bring their personalities in line with their souls.


The other thing that had changed was not so esoteric: We had become much more defined by the media and celebrity culture. There were more TV news magazine shows tripping over each other for the same stories. There were endless entertainment and celebrity magazines and TV shows. There was cable. The Internet.


Everyone knew who James was. Few knew who I was. But I had to figure, based on what I had been hearing from my guides for a while now, that this would change once my book was published. I believed that George had blazed the trail, and that James had paved the road. Now I would widen it. I wasn’t being presumptuous or smug—at least I didn’t feel that way. Probably just unsophisticated. Berkley had paid little for the book and was planning to publish it in trade paperback, which, if I had known anything about publishing, would have given me an indication of how much they would put into marketing it. But I just believed in the book. It was human, I thought, and it was honest: Here you go, this is who I am. And these are the people I’ve known, and here are their experiences.


There was the story of a little boy named Mikey DiSabato, who had drowned in a pool in 1994 and whose spirit had become a regular visitor to me. There was Andrew Miracola, a teenager killed while riding his bicycle who was one of the strongest and most amazing spirits I had experienced. And Tracy Farrell, a car accident victim who got me to surreptitiously order a lab test that wound up saving a girl’s life when I was working as a phlebotomist at the hospital. Rick, my once dubious collaborator, spent many hours interviewing their families. I badly wanted to believe that these stories would touch a lot of people.


And I wanted to believe I had accomplished my most important goal: demystifying my work and giving people an understanding of the process. I’ve always hoped that when people encounter me, whether in a private reading or in a lecture, whether it’s their first time or their tenth, they leave with a new perspective about spirit communication. The emotional stories of Mikey and Andrew and Tracy were gripping and revealing, but my favorite chapter in the whole book was about the process: Chapter 8—“Appreciating the Messages.”


By the spring of 1998, the book was finished and set to be published in the fall. I couldn’t wait. It would reach so many more people than I ever could through lectures. I also liked the fact that with a book, there was still a measure of anonymity in a funny way. I insisted that the picture of me on the back cover be one I had taken a couple of years earlier and used on my business card. The lighting and angle gave a kind of mystical tone to it, and somehow it looked like me but it didn’t look like me. So I could be known for my work, not my face. Pay attention to what I do, but leave me out of it.


With that, I hoped, would come something I craved. Credibility. For as long as I had been working professionally as a psychic medium, my goal was to be respected by my peers, and for my work to be understood and accepted by the public. There was no denying I had chosen a field tainted by the stereotypes of phonies and flakes, and ridiculed by cynics. If you were prominent enough to be written about in newspapers or magazines, it usually meant they were going to make fun of you. What other profession deals with such a profound subject and is taken less seriously? In my mind, a book was a way for me to take some control of how I—and the whole idea of spirit communication—was perceived. And it meant that I had attained a certain stature. A book was something you could hold in your hands and keep on your bookshelf. It wasn’t going to be lining someone’s birdcage. To have the prestige and credibility of a major publishing company behind me meant that smart, careful people believed in me. At least my editor and the people I worked closely with believed in me. I’m not sure what the people at the top believed, other than that, whether I was talking to the dead or not, I was convincing enough to sell books.


And make no mistake—selling books is what I wanted to do. I saw no reason to be embarrassed about seizing this opportunity to be paid as much money as I honestly could for my hard work. I am no different from anyone else. I only had to make sure of one thing: Money could be a by-product of what I do. But it could not be the reason. If I let the balance tip, if money became my driving force, I would have problems. It was a lesson I had to learn over and over and over. If I had a mortgage payment due and saw five readings on my calendar that would get me over the top, all five would cancel.


To get the book out there, I knew I would have to essentially stop earning my living and focus all my energies on promoting it. The publicists said I would have to get on TV. I didn’t wait for them to do it. I started calling people who knew people. I made cold calls to talk-show producers. I sent out promotional tapes. It seemed that after James Van Praagh went on Larry King Live twice within a couple of months, he started his phenomenal rise to the top of the New York Times bestseller list.


I figured Larry was a good place for me to start, especially since a close friend of mine had a brother who was a top-ranking executive at CNN. Larry seemed to like mediums. I went on one night in June, four months before the book was due out. I did well enough with Larry to leave with an invitation to come back when the book was out. A few days later, the publisher decided to publish One Last Time in hardcover. The power of Larry! My first lesson learned.


The book arrived in November of 1998. The publisher sent me to the big cities, and others where I had relationships with radio stations. Dallas, Denver, Cincinnati, San Francisco, Seattle. I would go on the air, do some readings and horse around with the morning-drive hosts, then appear at bookstores. I had made friends with a woman named Ramey Warren Black, a veteran TV talk show producer who had recently left the Leeza show to start a media consulting business. She made some calls and helped get me on the one-name-TV-host circuit. Roseanne. Maury. Donny and Marie. Catherine Crier, a former judge, had me on her show and was amazingly honest and objective about a topic that was risky for her to embrace. After they preempted me on my birthday, the Larry King producers offered me a night when Larry would be away, the day before Halloween. His fill-in would be Greta Van Susteren, CNN’s legal analyst. I said sure. She would do an interesting interview. And she did. She asked me about my burden of proof.


“WHERE’S THE PATHFINDER?” Sandra asked over the phone. It was a few days before Thanksgiving, and I had arrived in Los Angeles for another stop on the book tour. She wanted to know where I’d left the car. In the driveway, I told her. No, really, she said, where is it? In the driveway, I said. Right where I left it. It’s not there, she said. Sandra, you saw me get in the cab to go to the airport. The Pathfinder’s in the driveway. Well, it’s not there, she insisted. I was getting annoyed. I had a lot to deal with—Entertainment Tonight was doing a story, and there were problems—and I didn’t need my wife calling from home to say she’d misplaced the car. Sandra! It’s in the driveway!


A pause. “Well, psychic boy. One of your Boys should have told you that your damn car was going to be stolen right from your driveway. Because it’s not there.”


Not a good way to start a day on a book tour. Something tells me I’d better stay a little more tuned in than usual today.


I was scheduled to appear at a Barnes & Noble in Santa Monica that night, and a crew from Entertainment Tonight was going to be there to shoot footage, and interview me for a segment they were doing. The show’s producers told our publicist that it would be the cover story. My guides said this was a bad idea. Don’t let ET be there. Not tonight. I had no idea why. But I figured I missed something about the Pathfinder being stolen; I’d better pay attention now.


If you wonder what it’s like to live inside my head, this is what it’s like sometimes: I have to call the publicist for a major New York publisher, which is spending a lot of money to send me around the country to get as much attention as it is possible to get in two weeks, and tell her that under no circumstances should she allow Entertainment Tonight, which is doing a cover story on me, to come to a public event and shoot footage of me in front of several hundred people who think I’m terrific—and I have no idea why. Poor Kristen, the publicist. The conversation goes like this:


“They can’t come. Not tonight. You’ve got to change it.”


“What? Why?”


“I don’t know.”


“You don’t know?”


“My guides are telling me they can’t be there. I don’t know why. They’re just saying they can’t be there.”


“Well, I’m not canceling because of that.”


“Well, then, I’m not going.”


“You’re not going?”


“I’m not going if they’re coming. My Pathfinder was stolen out of my driveway, and I didn’t get a heads-up. They didn’t tell me about that, but they are telling me this. They can’t come tonight.”


“Your Pathfinder was stolen so I’m supposed to . . . John, you’re being ridiculous.”


“Kristen, do I have to show you my business card?”


“I’m not canceling them.”


I called Ramey. She didn’t question it for a second. She called the producer from ET, who was, like just about every talk TV producer in town, a friend of hers. Listen, Ramey told her. Forget Barnes & Noble. That’s pedestrian. How about this—John’s doing Leeza tomorrow, my old show. Shoot him doing that. Much better stuff. And then you’ve got the whole cross-promotion thing. They’re Paramount. You’re Paramount. Sold.


Thank you, Ramey. “So what do you think’s going to happen tonight?” she asked me.


“I don’t know. They’re not telling me. All I can think is either nobody’s gonna show up, or I’m gonna suck.”


I arrived at the Barnes & Noble with two of my close friends, Mark Misiano and Rick Korn, who were with me on the tour. We looked around. It was a good-sized crowd. And when I began my talk, they were extremely receptive. Everything seemed fine. Maybe I was just out of sync today, some kind of psychic jet lag.


About halfway through my talk, a tall woman in a long coat entered the store and walked along the back wall. She came in unobtrusively, but she had a dark energy that everyone in the room seemed to sense. People turned to look at her as she made her way left to right and found a place to stand in the corner. The positive energy I took from the crowd abruptly shut down. Okay, this might be a problem, I thought as I kept talking. I knew this woman was the reason Entertainment Tonight had to be deflected over to Leeza. I didn’t know why, didn’t know what she was going to do, but it was definitely going to be something I wouldn’t want to see on television. Her negative energy was so strong that she was blocking out spirits that I had felt on that side of the room before she entered.


Then the woman screamed out, Where’s the proof?


Everyone turned to look.


You can’t prove this scientifically! This is nonsense!


The audience started murmuring. A man yelled at her, “Go write your own book. Shut up or leave.”


You’re all stupid fools!


Before it got too ugly, I stepped in. “Wait, wait,” I said. “Let’s respect everyone in the room. This woman obviously has her own belief system, or disbelief system. So why not listen? I always tell people to keep their skepticism. This lady will play the role of the skeptic. I’m not here to convince anyone of anything, but let’s entertain her questions. But first”—I looked at her—“I have just one question for you. Do you believe in God?”


No!


“Well, then I don’t think I can help you, because this is something that is driven by a belief in God. It’s the energy from that force that I think allows us to create this energy.”


The people applauded. This woman was my first heckler. And this nasty little scene would have been the centerpiece of the ET report. No doubt about it.


I got back to the audience. I closed my eyes, breathed deeply, rubbed my hands. “I’m coming over here,” I said, walking to my right toward a middle-aged woman. I noticed that a man had been sitting with her but had gotten up and left. The woman acknowledged a few things. Meanwhile, Darth Vader was rolling her eyes. I tried to stay focused. It’s your daughter who’s coming through, I told the woman. She’s saying she was murdered. The woman validated virtually everything I told her over the next few minutes. “I only wish my husband was still here to hear this,” she said finally.


“I did,” came a soft voice from an unseen corner of the store.


The audience heaved a collective sigh. Darth Vader stormed out. It was as if it was good versus evil, and good won.


On the way to the airport, Mark said, “They really watch your ass. That is an amazing, amazing thing. They totally protected you tonight. Don’t you ever not listen to them.”


Do Publishers Have Spirit Guides?


AFTER THIS WHIRLWIND TOUR, after all the national television exposure, I was sure the book would take off. This just in from The Boys: Surprise—not happening.


One of the standard caveats I give people before I do readings is to leave their expectations at the door. Whatever happens, happens, and for a reason. Value whatever you get, even if it’s not what you wanted or anticipated. I should have remembered that. I mean, my favorite chapter was all about that—“Appreciating the Messages.” But I was clueless. One Last Time was going nowhere, at least by the standard of my own inflated expectations, and I saw nothing to appreciate in that message. Was I naïve? Arrogant? Maybe both. But mostly I was too caught up in the Big Sell to realize that my guides wouldn’t stand for it. Yes, they protect me. But sometimes that means protecting me from myself.


I have a rock on my desk, a paperweight, that says “Trust.” It has a very specific meaning for me. I don’t easily trust people. I have learned to always trust my guides. I just need to remember that sometimes their schedule is not necessarily the same as mine.


As far as I can tell, publishing conglomerates don’t have spirit guides. The sales and marketing people thought they might have made a mistake by using my title. One Last Time was too generic, they thought, not memorable or to the point enough. You had to read the book to know that One Last Time alluded to a wish I had shared with my mother many years ago—that people should have one last time to connect with their loved ones, not just before they passed, but after they passed. I didn’t think the title was the problem. I liked the title. It meant a lot to me. But it wasn’t a title that was on a lot of people’s lips.


The Berkley people may well have considered the book a success. They’d paid me only a small advance, so they didn’t have to sell a huge number of books to make money. Then they could push the paperback, which is what they’d had in mind in the first place. And if that went nowhere? Well, that’s big-time publishing. Churn out three hundred titles a year, give each one about six weeks to make a splash, then move on to the next one. I had always suspected they didn’t have great expectations for me, anyway. Through its various imprints, Berkley’s huge parent company, Penguin Putnam, published all the established psychic stars—Sylvia Browne, James Van Praagh, George Anderson. I was the rookie, trying to break into the big leagues. My editor was wonderfully supportive and enthusiastic. But she couldn’t get books in the stores any more than I could.


I tried not to dwell too much on the disappointment, still holding out a glimmer of hope that word-of-mouth would somehow build slowly but surely enough to get the book off the ground. Meanwhile, thanks to Rick Korn, I had some other things going on that distracted me from my frustrations and kept me going. I’d met Rick only a year earlier, but we had clicked immediately, and he had wasted no time trying to help me broaden my horizons. Rick was a great talker who told great stories. He had all kinds of experience in television and music marketing, and he was always bubbling with ideas, never at a loss for contacts. It was the phone call to his brother at CNN that first got me on Larry King Live.


I had made a video version of One Last Time that was ready before the book was. Rick thought I should use the Larry King opportunity to sell it. “Everyone who goes on there promotes something, a movie, a TV show, a book,” he said. “Why not you?” He asked the show’s producer if Larry would hold up the video for a couple of seconds at the end of the show and give an 800 number. The producer said they don’t usually do that, but I guess they made an exception because of Rick’s connection.


Rick set up a phone bank through a telemarketing company where he had once worked. The night of the show, Larry held up the tape, and the producers were nice enough to flash the number on the screen. I don’t know how many people wanted the video, but enough calls came in to crash the phone bank. Most people got busy signals. So then they started calling CNN’s offices in Atlanta and Washington, and blew out their phone lines, which the network did not appreciate. A few thousand people did get through and placed their orders. But the company we hired to duplicate and ship the tapes . . . well, there’s no other way to put this. They ripped us off. They took the money, twice or three times from some customers, and didn’t send out the tapes. Some people threatened legal action—they’re probably still out there thinking it was some sort of TV scam. We had to scramble to get a new company to get these tapes out, and we had to pay for priority shipping.


The whole debacle cost me a lot of money—about the starting salary of two public school teachers. Meanwhile, I was having problems with the freelance producer who had made the video. We had met in 1997, after I gave a talk at Starchild Books, a New Age store in Florida owned by Sandi Anastasi, the only person in this field who can claim to be a teacher of mine. This producer came up to me and said we should do a video together. I wasn’t interested. He kept calling, saying how much money we would make. I told him to go away. Then he came back with a different pitch: Think of how many people will hear your message. I bought it. While putting the video together, he was all about what a beautiful thing this was, how important this was, how we would touch so many people. Looking back, though, he seems to have been more about the money.


I might have taken the hint, that I can’t be out there hustling the spirit world. But no. Let me keep trying this. At least One Last Time. The Larry King snafu was a night to forget, but the guys in the direct marketing business took notice. I mean, it can’t be that easy to blow out the phone lines of a company that only sells stuff over the phone. They asked if I’d be interested in making an infomercial. I began talking to them, and eventually agreed to offer a package that would include a revised video and a copy of the book, as well as another video on developing your own spirit-communication abilities, called Building Bridges to the Spiritual Realm. And, courtesy of Rick, a CD he produced with Annie Haslam, the lead singer of the British group Renaissance. It featured a song Annie had written after reading the book, called Precious One. It was about Mikey DiSabato, the little boy whose spirit had become so close to me over the years that he had gotten his own chapter.


Books don’t sell on TV, the direct marketing people told me, so it would be the tapes they would focus on. One Last Time would be a “premium”—a giveaway. Hey, whatever it took to get the book in people’s hands. Any qualms I had about hawking myself through that much-maligned art form, the infomercial, eased considerably after I met Chad Murdock, the guy the marketing company wanted to hire to produce and direct the show. The first time I met Chad, I wanted to see if he was right for the job. I asked him about his background and his ideas. But then I realized he wasn’t there to be interviewed by me. He was there to interview me. When he had first been approached by the marketing people, he was wary. They told him I was legitimate, but he wanted to make sure I wasn’t one of those 1-800-Dial-A-Psychic charlatans. So when we met, he came with a lot of questions about my background and work. And it slowly dawned on us that we were interviewing each other.


Chad and I were on the same page from the get-go. I saw the infomercial as an opportunity to introduce my work to a lot of people and broaden the awareness of spirit communication. I hoped they would buy the tapes and get more out of it, and I wouldn’t mind if it made a lot of money, but I saw the infomercial as an end in itself. Chad was excited, too. He saw an opening to do something special, not the usual infomercial. In fact, he didn’t even want to make an infomercial. He wanted to do a quality half-hour show. At the end, we could simply say something like, “If you’re interested in this, call this number.”


Unfortunately, the marketing company had no such thoughts. The head of the company was new to the creative aspect of the infomercial industry—in fact, he had never even been on the set of a television production of any kind—so he brought someone in to oversee things, much to Chad’s dismay. And quickly, mine. Forget being on the same page—this guy wasn’t even in the same book. He came in like Yosemite Sam, guns ablaze. Now here’s what we’re gonna do. You—psychic guy—over there. When he thought someone was slacking off—like going home for Christmas when there was vital work to be done—Yosemite demanded that they “BUCK UP!” So we didn’t figure to see a lot of peace, love, and understanding around our sweet little project. I wanted to put a lot of educational information in the infomercial. Fat chance. I wanted it to show me doing readings so people could see how the process works. Forget it—you can’t just give it away. I wanted Judy Guggenheim, coauthor of Hello from Heaven! and probably the world’s leading documentarian of after-death communication, to be the host. Sure, sure, she can be in it, but we’re going with a pro, a redhead, real nice-looking. So don’t expect to see this Judy in the final cut.


In other words, Yosemite Sam, and his boss, Elmer Fudd, were hellbent on making an infomercial. A yell-and-sell, as they call it up there on the high channels, with the standard-issue infohost dripping with contrived sincerity, selling me like I’m the latest remedy for Male Pattern Baldness. A lot of people saying how great I am, how I changed their lives, blah, blah, blah, and if you call in the next sixty seconds, you’ll get this great eight-in-one knife sharpener, absolutely free. “You can’t sell spirituality,” I told Elmer, in all earnestness. “It’s something that people have to acquire on their own.” Oh, they can acquire it on their own all right—for $29.95. The phone call’s on us.


Fortunately, the infomercial never saw the light of day (or night), aside from a few small test markets, where it went over like a pitch for a treadmill that only goes backwards. It didn’t convey who I was or what I do. It was disjointed and unconvincing. It was what you might expect: a sitcom-length commercial for soul survival. My guides gave it two thumbs way, way down.


“I can’t believe it,” Rick said. “This should have been a grand slam.” The marketing company wanted to recut it—make it “edgier.” I told them to forget it. I wondered if my guides just didn’t want these people to make any money from me. And maybe The Boys thought I could do better.


AFTER THAT, IT WAS CLEAR: Let’s go back to what I know. Just me and a room full of people. No cameras, no phone lines, no used-car salesmen with camera crews. Rick organized an event at a hotel in Dallas for which we booked ballroom space for five hundred people. But after I went on a radio show the day before the event, the response was so strong that we decided to expand the room to a thousand seats, a major commitment of money. It would be the largest crowd I had ever appeared in front of. That was fitting. With me on the trip was Lydia Clar, the psychic who had gotten me started when I was fifteen. My guides had picked her to put me on my path. Now I guess they wanted her to have a look at where the path was leading me.


The phone lines were fine this time. Everything was looking good. And then there was a slight problem. The company we contracted to handle the event had hired a telemarketing outfit to process reservations over the phone. And they lost the credit card information of everyone who called, or so they said. Rick was on the phone all day, and finally demanded that the head of the company we were dealing with fly to Dallas from Philadelphia. But all he did was apologize a lot. The other guys—they’re all under federal investigation. Why didn’t I know this was going on? What’s the use of being a psychic if you can’t see danger ahead? I’m no different from anyone else. I’m here to learn lessons, too.


That night, Rick and a coordinator we brought with us sat at a table at the door, furiously writing down the credit card six hundred people who came. They had no idea who had paid and who hadn’t. The rest of the people didn’t even show up because they hadn’t gotten confirmations. It was a financial nightmare, but it was really worse than that. Rick took it really hard. He was a successful marketing consultant. He knew stuff happens sometimes. But he wasn’t used to the kind of spectacular fiascos that were occurring all around me. Rick was a master of marketing who was just doing what came naturally. Lesson for me: Putting business over the work—not a good idea. Lesson for Rick: See Lesson One.


On the flight home, we were a defeated bunch. Rick opened USA Today and showed me an article about the success of several psychic mediums. I was very happy for them and for the field. They were both getting the recognition they deserved. But I couldn’t help but wonder what I was doing wrong. You want me to write a book, I told my guides, I write a book. You tell me it will reach a lot of people, do a lot of good. I work hard to get it out there. So why is it a flop—and why is everything I touch a financial disaster?


My ego was taking a beating, for sure, but not as brutal as the pummeling my bank account was getting. Traveling to promote the book, I was not earning my living giving readings and seminars. And, of course, I didn’t have a job to fall back on. Meanwhile, Sandra and I had invested borrowed money so she could become a partner in a dance studio. By December, we were really struggling. A lot of people outside my immediate family and closest friends assumed I’d hit it big. I had a book out, I was on TV—I must be a millionaire. It couldn’t have been further from the truth.


I couldn’t imagine how this could possibly fit into the universal plan I thought I was following. But it did. I was just too close to see it. Perspective is everything.


Life’s a Bitch —
and Then You Don’t Die


I HAVE A SIMPLE PHILOSOPHY about the whole idea of destiny and choice. If you meet with obstacles, you try to overcome them. You fix what you need to fix to reach what you believe is your goal. If you still can’t fix it, if you’re hitting a wall, it probably means you’re not doing what you’re supposed to be doing. Change careers. Change direction. You’re meant to be doing something else.


For me, the wall was this: I was playing by the rules—at least I thought I was—and yet I was becoming weighed down by some of the nastiest energy I’d ever known. The downside of the Information Age is that the bad stuff is impossible to control. It spreads like a retrovirus. All of a sudden, people I’d never met were attacking me with a vengeance on psychic message boards and Amazon.com. Most of the comments on Amazon were very positive, but of course I focused on the negative ones. That the book was cookie-cutter, new-age stuff, or worse; that I was a fraud preying on gullible, grieving people, using stories that were obviously fabricated. Taking the hits in stride had been a struggle for as many years as I’d been a medium, but now I was a bigger target—even if my book was a flop. I didn’t read the criticism on my computer, but people faxed me printouts. Hey, thanks for thinking of me. I tried to shrug them off. But it was infuriating that these Internet critics—the kind of people who give free speech a bad name—were telling the world that the stories in the book were made up when I knew they were completely true, verified by a respected journalist, and written without any exaggeration.


After the book tour, I came home and got back to doing private readings. I had moved my office out of my home and into a commercial building after I’d had one too many drive-bys, one too many “Just in cases,” as in “Just in case you had a cancellation, I thought I’d knock on your door.” The new office was in a two-story building on a busy Long Island thoroughfare called Jericho Turnpike, upstairs from the salon where I had my hair cut. It was a corner office with lots of windows to let in the light.


I was in a different place emotionally as well. Coming off the frustrations of the past six months, I was much more sensitive than usual to the ups and downs of my workaday world. Private readings have always been important to me; they are my roots, and they keep me on the ground. Like a comedian who goes on television and appears in movies but needs to come back to standup in small clubs to keep his balance, I need to be doing one-on-one readings in my little office with nobody else there. I need that intimate, personal connection. But the last thing anybody needs is my filling the room with negative energy. Step away from the medium.


I would read someone in my office, and the person would let me know she was disappointed that her son didn’t come through, or that I didn’t get her husband’s name. Or I would have what I thought was a great session with someone, both on a professional and personal level, and two days later I would go to my mailbox and find a scathing letter from that same person, who had apparently decided after leaving my office that it was outrageous that I charge money for what I do. These kinds of attacks were not new to me. Nor was my own dismal reaction. A particularly wounding comment or incident, or a personal attack on my integrity, was entirely capable of putting me out of commission for a couple of days. But I’d gotten better at letting the shots whiz past my ear, usually with the help of a nice letter from a happy client telling me how much peace and comfort her reading had brought. But now I was finding it harder to climb out of the hole.


I’d never been this chewed up. The closest I’d come was in the spring of 1997, at a time when I was stressed out about the physical and emotional demands of my work and feeling a little sorry for myself. “People don’t understand how hard this is,” I had told Sandra. “They don’t realize how much energy it takes. And they’re only too quick to criticize. ‘Why didn’t my mom say this instead of that? Why didn’t Grandpa come through instead of that Uncle Tony that I hated?’ How could these people not appreciate the gift they’re getting? Their people are trying to come through for them, and I’m working like hell to get them through. But they’re not satisfied. They want more. What’s wrong with them?” Nothing worse than a pissed-off medium.


I was scheduled to appear in Albany at an event organized by Todd Pettengill, the WPLJ radio personality whose show had a lot to do with getting my full-time professional career off the ground. On the way upstate, Sandra saw how down I was. She has never wavered in the conviction that connecting people and spirits is what I’m supposed to be doing. She’s like an earthly guide. But nothing she said could snap me out of it.


We reached Albany and headed to the auditorium at the College of St. Rose. When I appeared onstage, I was greeted by an incredible sight: People were giving me a standing ovation. I was stunned. Nothing like that had ever happened before. I didn’t know why it was happening now. The energy in the room zapped me back to life. I had a great night, and at the end, I hugged Todd. “You have no idea how much I needed that tonight,” I told him. I looked at Sandra, and we smiled. The way I saw it, they weren’t standing and applauding for me. They were applauding for the work I did. They appreciated it. That’s all I needed to know. It was a pivotal moment for me, because had I not come out of it I might well have gone back to work in the hospital, or done something else.


Now, two years later, I began to think that not only was I hitting a wall, but there might be handwriting on it. I withdrew from Sandra and from my friends. Rick Korn called me, and I could barely talk to him. I had nothing to say.


I will never forget this night: I’m sitting back in my chair, sneakers off, as usual when I do private readings. I’m alone in my office after finishing the last reading of the night. It’s about ten o’clock. I look down at my white socks. They’re dirty from walking around without shoes. I wonder if my clients saw them. They’re probably thinking, The guy’s charging $200 for a reading; the least he could do is have clean socks. It makes me think of my grandmother, and I chuckle out loud. Granny would definitely be getting on my case. And then I sit back in the chair some more, and finally I say to myself, “I’m done.”


I add it all up: I’m having the longest period of discontentment I’ve had as a medium. I haven’t had a worse six months since my mother’s dying days. I’m tired all the time, I’m expending a lot of energy, and not getting a whole lot in return. The past six months have been a paradox. With all the exposure I’ve had, I’m getting more attention—more letters and phone calls than ever. But I’m not making enough money to be anything but a one-person operation. I don’t want to raise my fees. I have a rule I wouldn’t break: I only charge what I would pay. I was so sure the book would be my big turning point. Maybe it was. I went to school for nearly five years, got within a few credits of a master’s. I can do something else. It’s time to move on to the next thing.


The phone rings. It’s Mark. He and I have been friends since the age of twelve, back when I was telling teachers about their auras. Even twenty years later, we’re like very tight brothers. We chose different careers. I’m a medium; he’s an accountant. Great combination: death and taxes. There are only two times when Mark and I go even a day without talking. One is during tax season. The other is when I’m going through a funk. This time, I’m in a funk during tax season. My meager income for the preceding year doesn’t help. We haven’t talked in days. He’d gotten a call from Rick Korn. I sounded so bad on the phone. Rick was worried.


“What’s going on?” Mark asked.


“I’m not doing this anymore,” I told Mark.


“Okay, what’s wrong?” Mark wasn’t new to this. He’d seen me completely sapped, zombie-faced and shut down after lectures. I’d go into a two-hour zone-out, fall asleep, then bounce back the next morning. He’d also seen me do my share of dwelling on perceived slights. He once tried to pump me up after an event with a forty-five-minute monologue. I just sat there. “I just wasted the last forty-five minutes, didn’t I,” he said finally.


Now I gave him the I-don’t-feel-appreciated speech, which he’d heard before.


He gave me the but-you-bring-a-lot-of-comfort-to-people speech, which I’d heard before.


“This is different,” I said. “I think I want to do something else.”


“Really,” Mark said.


“I don’t want to deal with people.”


“What would you do instead?”


I had been thinking about when I was the happiest with what I was doing. It was back in the hospital. And not when I was the computer guy with lots of responsibility and a promising future. It was when I was drawing blood. The actual job was irrelevant. What I loved was connecting with the patients. I would see them before and after surgery, and I felt like I could affect their lives in a positive way, calming their nerves with some encouraging words, a gentle tease, or just a smile at the right time. Hey, tomorrow’s the big day. I’ll see you when you get out. You’ll be so drugged up you won’t even have the pleasure of feeling me draw your blood. When I was nineteen, just a couple of years before I began working in the hospital, I had spent day after day at my mother’s bedside as she lay dying of a cancer that had been diagnosed just a few months before. Now I felt as if every patient I saw was my mother. Every person who came in to visit was me. To make it a little easier for them was tremendously rewarding. Now that was appreciated. I missed it—I still do.


“Then you should go back to the hospital,” Mark said. “Go back to health care.”


But I didn’t want to go back to the hospital. I wanted to return to the feeling of contentment I’d had, but not to the actual job. The hospital was filled with, you know, people. I’d recently added a second Bichon to our family. Now Jolie had a little sister, Roxie. Sandra and I referred to them as “the girls.” I loved those dogs.


“I’m going to vet school,” I told Mark.
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