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  FOREWORD

  
  by

  MELVIN L. MORSE, M.D.

  
  It is an honor and a pleasure to write the foreword for this book. Sylvia Browne intervened in my life at a time when I had
   decided I would quit near-death research and devote myself to the full-time practice of pediatrics. She gave me a psychic
   reading that was so accurate and profoundly moving, it changed my entire outlook on the possibility of life after death. After
   fifteen years of listening to the stories of children who have survived death, I have learned that it is scientifically respectable
   to argue that consciousness survives death.
  

  
  We are all born with a specific biological link to a loving universe. Sylvia Browne has the talent to access this source of
   universal knowledge, and the wisdom and insight to interpret that knowledge for others. I know my life would have been very
   different had it not been for a chance meeting with her on a national television show seven years ago.
  

  
  I studied near-death experiences in children because I thought that the various drugs given to children who are critically
   ill caused the experiences. I was an arrogant young critical-care physician and cancer researcher at Seattle Children’s Hospital. I had heard several near-death experiences myself from children, but
   had always thought it was the drugs that were talking.
  

  
  Instead, our study at Seattle Children’s Hospital documented that near-death experiences are real, and are linked to a specific
   function of a certain area in our brains. This area, the right temporal lobe, is our “god module.” We all are born with one.
   We published this study in the American Medical Association’s Pediatric Journal.

  
  I immediately received criticism of my research and methods. The attacks were often personal. I had a mainstream private practice
   of pediatrics, and had just finished a research fellowship in children’s brain tumors. I regarded my near-death research as
   a fascinating aside, but not anything that I myself took seriously. I saw my research as a means of publishing, which would
   look good on my resume, but nothing more than that. Instead, I seemed to have stumbled into a topic that made everybody angry.
  

  
  I spoke with the head of my hospital, who said to me: “Melvin, this is what you get for talking to people about death. It
   is a taboo topic. You should stick to what you do best, practicing real medicine.”
  

  
  Soon afterward I visited Holland, where I was invited to speak by cardiologist Wolfgang von Lummel of Ultrech University.
   He studied near-death experiences in adults using our same methods and reached similar conclusions. At the end of my talk,
   a Dutch woman insisted on speaking to me. She had not been invited, but had begged Dr. von Lummel to attend. She said that
   she had an important message for me.
  

  
  She told me, through an interpreter, that she was a psychic. She said a child I had interviewed who subsequently died had
   a message for me. She pulled out a picture she had drawn. She said: “This is the girl. She wanted you to see her picture so you would
   believe me.” In fact, I did recognize the child.
  

  
  The psychic continued, “You have a picture she drew for you. You didn’t show it [in the lecture]. Here, I will draw it for
   you.” She then gave me a specific message from the girl. It was that I was to continue in near-death research, and that two
   angels would watch over me and assist me. It also contained some personal elements, which had meaning only for me.
  

  
  I was pretty amused at the entire scene. I fully expected to be asked for a donation later on. I thought that maybe she was
   an attention seeker who had done some research into my past and made some lucky guesses. She disappeared without leaving her
   name, and I have never heard from her since.
  

  
  I flew back to New York and forgot the entire episode. I labeled it one of those quirky things that happen that I couldn’t
   really explain but didn’t take seriously either.
  

  
  My publisher then asked me to appear on a national television show with Sylvia Browne. I groaned, thinking this is the last
   straw: I will never be able to hold up my head again at the staff meetings at Children’s Hospital.
  

  
  I met Sylvia while waiting to appear on the show. My first impression of her was how down-to-earth and normal she was. I realize
   what a rude thought that is, but I was expecting some flaky person in New Age garb spouting pseudo-psycho baloney. Instead,
   as we sat together in the green room, I was completely at ease with her. I had an unbidden impulse to tell her everything
   that I had been through in the past year, and how I just wanted to be a pediatrician and not think about psychic abilities
   and death anymore. I couldn’t speak, but just wanted to cry. She put me at ease, chatting about my horse ranch and my children.
  

  
  Suddenly she said to me, “Melvin, I know what a raw deal you got. I want you to know that the children you have helped are
   on your side.” She spoke of the same little girl that the Dutch psychic had told me about. She told me that she had a message
   for me. Then she told me, word for word, the exact message that the Dutch psychic had given to me. This message contained
   highly personal elements that would have been difficult to have simply invented or guessed at, and seemingly known only by
   the little girl and myself.
  

  
  I had ignored the Dutch psychic but could not ignore Sylvia. She was completely sincere and genuine. I briefly considered
   that perhaps this was some sort of amazing coincidence, or perhaps a devious plot hatched by the Dutch psychic and Sylvia
   Browne to fool me. “What possible motive could they have?” I wondered. All that trouble just to convince me to continue in
   near-death studies?
  

  
  I remembered what my adviser at Johns Hopkins taught me: “Melvin, if you start believing that a one-in-a-million coincidence
   can explain what is happening, you have a one-in-a-million chance of being right!” He told me that believing in coincidence
   is the refuge of the lazy mind; for the scientist there are no coincidences.
  

  
  I returned home, completely reinvigorated. The obvious explanation was that both psychics had independently received an identical
   message that had meaning only for me. They were the passive transmitters of information from a child who had died. As a medical
   scientist, I was determined to learn how such transmissions are possible. Perhaps the fact that I had no spiritual belief
   system at all, other than that Sunday is for watching football, was why I was meant to continue in this field.
  

  
  My research has shown that not only are near-death experiences real, but that by studying the mechanism of the experiences, we learn that all human beings are interconnected with the universe
   and everything in it that ever was and ever shall be. We learn that in fact there is a sound scientific basis for explaining
   how mediums can talk to the dead and facilitate spiritual and physical healing.
  

  
  I started with the basic question that a child once asked me about his own near-death experience. He had nearly drowned in
   a car accident. He told me that the car filled up with water and suddenly everything went “all blank.” “Then I was in the
   huge noodle.” I asked him what he meant by the huge noodle. He said, “Well, maybe it was like a spiral noodle. But it couldn’t
   have really been a noodle, because I don’t think noodles have rainbows in them. It must have been a tunnel.” He traveled down
   this tunnel and visited both an animal and a human heaven.
  

  
  “But was it real?” he asked me. This is the question that we all have about these experiences. I took his question to the
   nation’s top theoretical physicists, at Los Alamos, New Mexico. I asked them what is reality and how do we know if something
   is real or not. I learned from them that the child’s description of a near-death experience is much closer to being real than
   the experiences we perceive through our ordinary senses.
  

  
  Physicists speak of “non-local” reality as being the basic reality of life. This is a level of reality in which time and space
   do not exist, and everything happens all at once. This is extremely difficult for us to understand, since we are, at least
   on one level, biological machines with a ticking internal biological clock. We are so conditioned by our perception of reality
   through our five senses that we cannot fathom what reality is truly like. It is a pattern of energy that exists in nature,
   a pattern which contains everything that ever was and ever will be.
  

  
  Children who have had near-death experiences have no trouble with this concept. One boy wrote this about his near-death experience: “I once saw the Light. It was not like anything you
   could imagine, for it was like a sound that existed only in the silence of pitch …. The light is a pattern that some
   call Life. The ups and downs, the happy, the sad, the good, the bad, the only thing that is real and yet not quite in our
   reach.” When I asked another boy how long his near-death experience lasted, he replied: “It could have been a second or it
   could have been as long as my whole life.”
  

  
  Physicist Paul Davis, in discussing non-local reality, stated: “We have cracked the cosmic code. We, who are animated star-dust,
   have a glimpse of the rules on which the universe runs. How we have become linked into this cosmic dimension is a mystery.
   Yet the linkage cannot be denied.”
  

  
  When I read this statement, I suddenly knew what the linkage had to be. It must be the same biological structure that allows
   us to have near-death experiences, that is, the right temporal lobe.
  

  
  It made perfect sense. On the one hand, we have theoretical physicists who have been trying to explain to us for the past
   fifty years that our material world is actually based on pulsating, endless patterns of light and energy. On the other hand,
   we have mystics, psychics, and those who have had near-death experiences telling us that they have had a glimpse of a level
   of reality in which all knowledge is contained, time and space are meaningless, and is filled with a loving light. Our right
   temporal lobe is our link to non-local reality or, as a child called it, “the really real” place.
  

  
  Not only can we glimpse this ultimate non-local reality, but recent scientific evidence suggests that we are constantly interacting
   with it. Evolutionary biologist Rupert Sheldrake has proposed that we are not biological machines at all, but instead we are
   based on patterns of energy which code for our bodies and behaviors, patterns that exist in nature or non-local reality. As conscious life evolved, according to Sheldrake, it only reflected changes
   in the patterns of energy that underlie animal and human forms. This explains the large gaps in evolution and the abrupt developments
   such as mammals nursing their young, or drastic changes in anatomy such as the evolution of hands and feet. He states that
   it is the underlying pattern that evolves and changes, and those changes are then reflected in changes in body form or behavior.
  

  
  In summary, the most recent scientific advances suggest that there is a non-local reality that contains the master program
   for our bodies, our behaviors, and quite possibly our memories. It is independent of time and space. We can access this reality
   through a biological structure we are all born with, the right temporal lobe.
  

  
  At last we arrive at a scientific hypothesis firmly within the current scientific mainstream, which explains how Sylvia Browne
   can interact with people who have died, or facilitate spiritual healing. She simply has a more developed right temporal lobe
   than most of us. This could have been a talent she was born with, just as Carl Lewis was born with extraordinary athletic
   talents, or it could have been triggered and augmented by having a spiritual or near-death experience.
  

  
  Within non-local reality, the patterns of those who have died continue to exist. Time is meaningless within that reality.
   So of course they can return to us via the mediation of our right temporal lobe and communicate with us in after-death Communications.
   It is also theoretically possible to contact them.
  

  
  Now we can understand the scientific basis of spiritual healing. When Sylvia facilitates a spiritual healing, she is most
   likely directly communicating with the master pattern that programs a given individual. Through the mediation of the right
   temporal lobe, it is likely that errors in the patterns of our current bodies can be corrected by accessing the master program. I have documented in my own practice of medicine such a case of a remarkable
   healing that came about by the spiritual correction of an infant’s DNA. Now, at long last, I have come to a scientific hypothesis
   of exactly how that could occur.
  

  
  Yet it must be remembered that such healings are extremely rare. As one mother sadly told me about prayer and spiritual healing:
   “If it was only a matter of willpower and sincere prayers, this cancer ward would be empty tomorrow.”
  

  
  Often grieving parents ask my advice on seeing a psychic. I tell them that I am a neuroscientist and near-death researcher.
   The only psychic I have had any experience with is Sylvia Browne. I know many grieving parents who have found closure through
   spiritual readings with her. She definitely helped me at a crucial time in my own life, and I am extremely grateful to her
   for that.
  

  
  I do not feel that science can ever prove or disprove the abilities of a Sylvia Browne. My research indicates only that there
   is no conflict between believing in psychic abilities and the most recent scientific understandings of how the universe works.
  

  
  In the final analysis, however, my experience with Sylvia was an experience of faith. I could have easily ignored the information
   she gave me in her psychic reading, or ridiculed and trivialized it. Instead, I trusted the feelings of my heart, not my logical
   scientific brain. She did not tell me what to do, but rather gave me the courage to do what I knew was right. Read this book
   and learn how to trust your own intuition and inner voice.
  

 
  
  
  A NOTE TO MY READERS

  
  This is a book about you.
  

  
  It is about your God-given power, how to reconnect with it and how to put it to good use.

  
  It is about the simple things you can do every day to make a real difference in your life, and in the lives of those you love.

  
  It is about meeting your Spirit Guides and Angels, and reuniting with our departed loved ones.

  
  It is about reuniting with your own past lives, and the eternity of your spirit.

  
  It is about your health, your relationships, your family, your children, your purpose for being here, and those other very
   human concerns that disturb your sleep and your peace of mind.
  

  
  It is about the magic and miracles and support from The Other Side that are always around you, just waiting for you to learn
   how to notice them.
  

  
  It is about never again feeling alone, or helpless, or without value.

  
  It is about never again being afraid to die … or afraid to live.

  
  My name is Sylvia Browne. Or, as my treasured friend Montel Williams always says when he introduces me on his TV show, “World
   Renowned Psychic Sylvia Browne!” I have spent forty-seven years doing everything from twenty readings a day to lecture series,
   to radio and television appearances, to investigating hauntings and crimes, to researching the paranormal, to working with
   more than one hundred medical and psychiatric doctors around the country, to starting my own church, to publishing a best-selling
   biography, all with a Spirit Guide named Francine constantly chirping away in my ear.
  

  
  It feels a little odd starting a book about you by talking about myself. It reminds me of the classic line of a narcissist:
   “But enough about me. What do you think of me?” But I guess that’s why they call this an “introduction.”
  

  
  I was born in Kansas City, Missouri, in 1936, to my wonderful father, Bill Shoemaker, and my mother, Celeste Shoemaker, whom
   I’ll politely describe as “not exactly a laugh a minute.” Still, she was the genetic pipeline to her mother, my spectacular,
   beloved, brilliantly psychic Grandma Ada Coil, whose own psychic lineage dated back three hundred years. For that reason alone,
   Mother was very much worth the effort she demanded.
  

  
  Thanks to God, heredity, and my blueprint—the life’s chart we all write for ourselves on The Other Side before we come here—I
   was born psychic. I even arrived complete with a caul, or fetal membrane, wrapped around my head, which is an ancient sign
   that a newborn has been given the psychic gift at birth.
  

  
  Frankly, through the early years of my childhood, being psychic felt more like a burden than a gift. I was five, for example,
   when one night at a family dinner I “saw” both of my great-grandmothers’ faces melting—not a pretty sight, believe me. Within
   the next two weeks they had both died. Until Grandma Ada patiently explained my vision, and the psychic powers that made it happen, I thought that somehow I had killed them. Later, I would announce my
   grandfather’s death to my family before my father rushed home to break the sad news. I informed my parents when I was three
   that they would be giving me a baby sister when I was six (no psychic is a hundred percent accurate—Sharon jumped the gun
   and was born a month before my sixth birthday). I saw visiting spirits as clearly as I saw everyone else in the room, and
   assumed everyone else saw them too, until Grandma Ada pointed out how and why she and I were “tuned” differently than other
   people; I would answer the door before anyone knocked, and know who would be standing there before I answered it. One afternoon
   I frantically pulled my father out of a movie theater screaming, “Sharon can’t breathe!” We arrived home to discover she had
   suddenly collapsed with double pneumonia.… I could go on and on. And have, I guess, now that I look back on this paragraph.
  

  
  I was five when I finally became curious enough to speak up about these “other people” that no one else but me seemed to notice.
   My family was gathered in the living room talking wistfully about departed relatives when the form of a man began taking shape
   behind Grandma Ada, becoming more and more distinct until I could see him as clearly as I saw her. I asked her who he was,
   and she calmly asked me to describe him.
  

  
  “He’s tall, he has reddish-brown hair, he’s wearing little wire glasses, and he has a horn around his neck that he uses to
   listen to people’s chests.”
  

  
  She smiled, happy to hear that Uncle Jim had stopped by from The Other Side to say hello. It seems Uncle Jim had died in the
   tragic flu epidemic of 1917, having caught the virus from one of his patients.
  

  
  Grandma Ada always reacted to my irrepressible gift with support, love, insight, and the profound compassion of a woman who
   had been through it herself. Daddy reacted with amused, fascinated pride. Mother took the position that she needed another
   psychic in the family like she needed a hole in her head, “coincidentally” developed migraines as a hobby, and became addicted
   to bubble baths.
  

  
  Probably the most significant event of my childhood—and of the rest of my life as a psychic, for that matter—happened when
   I was eight. Under strict orders to be sound asleep one night, I was naturally playing with a flashlight. Suddenly the light
   began to grow until my whole bedroom was glowing. From the middle of the glow stepped a tall, serene-looking, smiling dark-haired
   woman who quietly said, “I come from God, Sylvia. Don’t be afraid.” Yeah, right. I set a new land speed record getting out
   of that room and down the stairs, shrieking at the top of my lungs, throwing my arms around Grandma Ada, who was in the kitchen
   cleaning vegetables. Barely able to talk through my panic, I told her what had happened. “Oh,” she replied, almost stifling
   a yawn at something so mundane, “that was your Spirit Guide. She’s here to help you. Would you pick up the carrots?”
  

  
  My Spirit Guide turned out to be an Aztec-Incan woman named Iena, who died in her native Colombia in the early 1500s. I made
   a quick transition from being terrified of her to being downright bossy. I told her I was changing her name to Francine. She
   was gracious enough not to care, and to this day Francine remains my constant companion, friend, adviser, teacher, confidant
   and protector … to a point. She knows that mistakes and hard times are inevitable and necessary for the progress of the human
   spirit, and she has let me experience plenty of both. As a Spirit Guide she does a beautiful job. As a shield against life’s pain and occasional crushing despair, I’d give her about a D+.
  

  
  Like all Spirit Guides, Francine had a much clearer overview of my purpose here than I did, right from the beginning. Late
   one night when I was ten years old, I saw a vision of the classical Greek tragedy and comedy masks, superimposed over each
   other on my bedroom wall. Before I could even ask what they meant, Francine announced with her usual understated clarity,
   “Sylvia, this is your life.” She also informed me that I would be a well-known psychic someday, helping a lot of people and
   speaking to large audiences. And sure enough, it has all come true, including the heartbreaking tragedies I confront every
   day through my work, superimposed over my insistence that a sense of humor is as essential to our lives as spirituality.
  

  
  I’ll repeat two facts more than once throughout the book, because they are very important: No psychic on earth, including
   me, is a hundred percent accurate, and no genuine psychic, including me, is psychic about themselves. God generously gave
   us a gift, not to hoard or waste on lottery numbers and Super Bowl winners for ourselves, but to turn around and give to everyone
   else just as generously. Like a child, this gift is not something we own. It is entrusted to us for safekeeping and nurturing
   into a productive, compassionate force of it’s own—and if we abuse it, we deserve to lose it.
  

  
  Unity in our family being what it was, I was raised Catholic, Jewish, Episcopalian, and Lutheran, with an emphasis on Catholicism.
   There was a time when I thought I wanted to be a nun. But ultimately I couldn’t really maintain a straight face about the
   idea of being a nun, so I settled for becoming a Catholic schoolteacher for eighteen years instead.
  

  
  With Francine constantly nagging in my ear and my God-given psychic gift burning a bigger and bigger hole in my pocket, so to speak, I finally caught on that being a psychic and being
   passionately spiritual were hardly mutually exclusive. I could, and had to, devote my life to both.
  

  
  I started doing readings. I’m not bragging when I say that it became quickly apparent that I could change and even save people’s
   lives. Yet all my psychic information comes through me, not from me, so all I can take credit for is having a gift and being willing to say out loud the information I am given.
  

  
  I started sharing what I knew with groups of friends, then friends of friends. Fifteen or twenty people in someone’s living
   room grew to two or three hundred people in churches and town halls, which eventually evolved into television and radio appearances
   and standing-room-only engagements to audiences of two or three thousand.
  

  
  The more I knew about psychic power and spirituality, the more I wanted to know. I became an avid student of theology and
   comparative religion, and read all twenty-six versions of the Bible as well as every other significant religious book I could
   get my hands on, from the Koran to the Talmud to the teachings of Buddha to the Egyptian Book of the Dead. In 1974 I created
   the Nirvana Foundation for Psychic Research (now the Sylvia Browne Corporation), a professional nonprofit organization for
   study and research into the paranormal. I became a licensed and fully accredited master hypnotist, not for the purpose of
   seeing how many people I could transform into chickens or ballerinas to embarrass themselves in front of howling audiences,
   but to tap into the wealth of spirit knowledge that is present and available in every human subconscious mind.
  

  
  People talk, thank God, so my reputation grew along with my clientele and eventually spread to every continent on the globe.
   I began to get calls from law enforcement agencies and the medical community, asking for help with everything from unsolved
   murders and missing persons to physiological and psychological problems that weren’t responding to traditional treatment.
   I was proud and happy to oblige. I’ve never charged any of them a dime, and I never will. The day I demand a check for helping
   find a missing child or a murderer, or guide a doctor to a diagnosis or cure for a life-threatening medical or psychiatric
   problem, is the day I imagine my psychic gift will be taken away, exactly as it should be.
  

  
  During all this, I always had my personal life to keep me humble and prove beyond the shadow of a doubt that God definitely
   did not give me this psychic gift to use on myself. I’ve been married either three times or four, depending on whether you
   count a one-week marriage of defiance when I was sixteen, which my father promptly and wisely had annulled. But there are
   no mistakes—thanks to these “learning experiences” I moved to California, where I belong, in 1964, and I’ve been blessed with
   two sons and three spectacular grandchildren I adore.
  

  
  In 1986, motivated by my belief that spirituality without action is just a lot of rhetoric, and my growing awareness that
   making and keeping the connection between ourselves and the essence of God inside us is the most important connection we can
   make in this life, I founded the Society of Novus Spiritus (“New Spirit”). It is nondenominational, based on my Christian Gnostic theology with shades of many other religions blended
   in. We now have a ministry of almost sixty and a membership that numbers in the thousands. We worship and celebrate a loving,
   benevolent God who created us all, and we reject such harsh, cruel concepts as sin, guilt, and retribution. We are an active
   spiritual community, proud of our daily prayer chains that can include hundreds of thousands of people, our work with the
   homeless and infirm, and as many other humanitarian pursuits as our resources can sustain. Our doors, arms, and hearts are wide open, but at my insistence,
   we have a strict policy against recruiting. So if you happen to get curious about Novus Spiritus, feel free to call my office phone number at the back of this book and ask. We will welcome you happily, but will not hype
   you, hard-sell you, show up at your door or drag you in off the street to get you there.
  

  
  All along I have felt that I owe my clients and friends more than I can share in lectures and readings—a book they can take
   home to help them answer questions when I am not around and, most important, comfort them in times of trouble and despair.
   I thought it would work best if it was a “how-to” primer that doesn’t just explain the basics of life, death, and The Other
   Side through my spiritual psychic eyes but actually gives simple pointers on how to use them. So one night over dinner I said
   to my friend Lindsay Harrison, who happens to be an established screenwriter, “Let’s write a book together.” She said, “I’ve
   never written a book before, so I think you should find someone else.” I said, “I think it’s time you did write a book and
   I’m psychic, so just shut up and nod.” Not being one to argue with logic, she shut up and nodded.
  

  
  This, then, is the “how-to” book I’ve been longing to write, based on what I know after sixty-two years of this particular
   lifetime:
  

  
  I know that God is alive and well. He created us. He loves us constantly, eternally, and unconditionally, and He is as much
   a part of us as our parents, grandparents, and everyone else in our ancestry.
  

  
  I know that The Other Side, and the spirits who live there, are as real as this earth we live on, and that the only thing
   separating “here” from “there” is a thinly veiled difference in vibrational frequency.
  

  
  I know that there is no such thing as death, because our spirit has always been alive and always will be. We are as eternal as God who created us.
  

  
  I know that we leave our Home on The Other Side many times to come to earth, for the purpose of experiencing and overcoming
   negativity and learning from it in an ongoing process of spiritual perfection. We choose who and what we’ll be each time before
   we come here, and we even write our own blueprint to chart exactly what we want to accomplish on this brief trip away from
   Home.
  

  
  I know that we’re always surrounded by Spirit Guides, Angels and departed loved ones, and God Himself, and that we can have
   ready access to all of them by simply learning how.
  

  
  Finally, I know that if even one thing in this book adds more love, joy, hope, power, and peace to your life, I will consider
   it an honor and another answered prayer.
  

  
  From the bottom of my heart, God bless you.
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  HELP FROM THE OTHER 
SIDE: OUR ANGELS AND 
SPIRIT GUIDES

  
  Almost every religion on earth accepts the fact that our spirits survive death. But tell people you can communicate with those
   spirits and they will think you are nuts. So spirits exist, but we can’t communicate with them? I think that’s nuts. Of course we can! And we do, all the time, whether we are aware of it or not.
  

  
  The truth is, we are never alone. Every moment of our lives we are surrounded by a support group from The Other Side who knows,
   loves, and understands us better than we know, love, and understand ourselves.
  

  
  I’m sure you’d find that easier to believe if you could actually see and hear your spirit support group as clearly as you
   do the people around you. But look at it this way: When you leave your home and family every day and head off to work, do
   you immediately stop believing your home and family exist until they are right there in front of you again? Of course not.
   No matter how difficult, or stimulating, or consuming your day becomes, there is never a doubt in your mind that your home and family will be right where you left them when your day is over.
  

  
  Since what happens in your daily life is exactly what happens in the life of your soul, your mind and heart can be just as
   sure that your eternal Home and family are real. You left your Home—The Other Side—and your spirit family to come to this
   job, this bad camping trip, this hard work called life. Frankly, I’m surprised we’re not all born carrying little lunch pails.
   And when your work/life is over, you’ll find that same Home and family waiting right where you left them, so safe and familiar
   and happy to see you that you’ll wonder what gave you the bright idea to leave them in the first place. If, like me, you’ve
   gone through life feeling a bit homesick no matter where you were, it is because our souls are remembering and yearning for
   a place where we have all been before.
  

  
  Throughout this book, including now, you may find yourself reading along thinking, “How does she know this?” Rather than repeating
   the answer over and over again, let me pause to offer it here, if only to assure you that I would not waste your time with
   guesswork: I have spent every day of the past forty-seven years in direct contact with The Other Side, not only through my
   Spirit Guide Francine but also through the spirits who join my clients during readings. Francine in particular has given me
   volumes of information, none of which I ever accept at face value. Instead, I have used it to enhance those same forty-seven
   years of exhaustive research and experience, all of it documented and on file in my office. Not only am I a skeptic, but I
   am also from Missouri, the “Show Me” state. So nothing appears in this book that I have not questioned, explored, tested,
   retested, studied and personally validated.
  

  
  THE OTHER SIDE

  
  The Other Side is where our spirits come from when we enter the womb waiting to be born and where our spirits go when we die.
   It is heaven, paradise, more stunningly beautiful than our earthly minds can imagine. We usually picture it as being “out
   there somewhere,” above the clouds, past the moon and stars, beyond Oz and Never-Never Land. And that’s understandable, since
   “out there somewhere” is as infinite and mysterious as we imagine The Other Side to be.
  

  
  But the truth is much more fascinating and comforting than that: The Other Side is right here among us, another dimension
   superimposed on our own world, some three feet above our version of “ground level.” Its vibrational frequency is much higher
   than ours, which is why we don’t perceive it. For an easy analogy, think of a dog whistle—its frequency is so high that it
   seems silent to the normal human ear, but animals can hear it clearly. (Part of the psychic gift, in fact, is the God-given
   ability to perceive a wider range of vibrational frequencies, which is why we’re able to communicate with the spirit world
   more easily than “normal.”)
  

  
  People who have seen spirits invariably describe them as “floating above the ground.” There is good reason for that—they are floating, above our ground. On the ground level of The Other Side. We’re actually ghosts in their world, sharing the same space but unreal by comparison, since it is in the spirit world that all beings are completely and
   fully “alive.”
  

  
  Typically, Francine gives me information about The Other Side, and I then validate it through meticulous research, including
   regressive hypnosis, which we will discuss in greater detail in later chapters. On the location of The Other Side, though,
   that process worked in reverse. Decades ago I was taking a client named Anne through her death in a past life. She described her family, gathered around her bed to say good-bye, and the small, simple,
   gaslit room in which she was dying. To her amazement, and mine, when the legendary tunnel appeared to take her spirit to The
   Other Side, it did not lead up from her body to the ceiling or the sky, but across the room and the southern fields beyond
   instead, only slightly above the earthly plane she was leaving.
  

  
  When client after client after client, without my leading them in any way, described on tape exactly the same experience,
   of a tunnel, or sometimes a bridge, that led not up to another dimension but across to it, I finally remarked to Francine one night as if it would be news to her, “The Other Side is right here!”
  

  
  She replied, “Of course it’s right here.”

  
  With some impatience I demanded to know why she had never bothered to mention that. With her typical and occasionally frustrating
   logic she calmly responded, “You never asked.”
  

  
  You will also read in a later chapter about my own near-death experience. Not that I needed more validation about the location
   of The Other Side by then, but I am able to confirm that, just like Anne and these countless other clients, I personally saw
   the tunnel lift up from my body to take me across, not up, to the White Light of Home.
  

  
  We on earth are stuck with our dimension’s annoying laws of time and space, laws that contribute concepts like “late” and
   “crowded” and “traffic jam” and “stressed out” to our vocabulary. The residents of The Other Side joyfully function without
   those restrictions and instead enjoy the freedom of such universal laws as infinity and eternity. Our lifetimes here last
   about as long as the blink of an eye on The Other Side, and the entities who reside there have no concept of the word “crowded,”
   since hundreds of them could easily fit into an elevator without even having to inhale.
  

  
  And how is this for something to look forward to: All spirits on The Other Side are thirty years old. (Yes, that includes
   us, whether we’re age two or ninety-two when we get there.) When my Spirit Guide, Francine, my “resident expert” on the subject
   of The Other Side, first told me that, I asked, “Why thirty?” She replied, “Why not?” That ended that conversation. But I guess thirty is a good physical age to choose for a general population—we’re about as comfortable with
   our bodies as we’re going to get by then. Spirits can assume their earthly appearance when they come to visit us, to help
   us recognize them, but in their day-to-day lives on The Other Side, not only are they thirty but they also can choose their
   own physical attributes, from height to weight to hair color.
  

  
  I need to make something very clear in case it is not already. For the purpose of these descriptions of The Other Side and
   the differences between life there and life here on earth, I’m using pronouns like we and them. But please understand that we have been them many, many times, and we will become them again when we have completed this lifetime. All of us here and on The Other Side are parts of the same Whole, fibers in the
   same perfect fabric of God’s creation. We are separated by nothing but a natural transition we call “death,” a transition
   that is really the joyful cycle of our eternal spirits going Home again.
  

  
  Home, contrary to a lot of myths and greeting card artwork, is far more magnificent and complex than just an endless sea of
   puffy white clouds and blue sky. The Other Side is a breathtaking infinity of mountains, and oceans, and vast gardens, and
   forests—every wonder of nature that exists here, its beauty magnified hundreds of times. The landscape is punctuated with
   buildings of brilliant design and variety—classical Greek and Roman architecture for the temples, concert halls, courtyards, sports arenas, and other public gathering places—and homes designed
   to meet every entity’s personal preference, so that a stately Victorian mansion might share a neighborhood with a simple log
   cabin and a geodesic dome.
  

  
  Animals, among God’s most perfect creations, are alive and well on The Other Side, too. (And to be honest, if they weren’t,
   I don’t think I’d have the slightest interest in going there.) All the animals that exist on earth exist on The Other Side,
   without fear or aggression, and they are appropriately cherished and respected as the pure, innocent, guileless spirits they
   are.
  

  
  You will probably be as relieved as I was to learn that entities on The Other Side don’t really spend all their time lying
   around playing harps. That might be pleasant enough for five or ten minutes every once in a while, but for all eternity? In
   fact, The Other Side’s residents are constantly active and stimulated. Frankly, it is ridiculous that we refer to them as “dead.” We should be so “dead.” They study, they work, they research—by choice, I must add, and with great joy. They have
   brilliant social lives, full of parties and music and dancing and sporting events and fashion shows and lectures, literally
   every possible option for every possible preference. All the arts, crafts, hobbies, and outdoor activities available on earth
   are available there, taken to their most exhilarating extreme. Words like boredom, loneliness, and tedium are not part of the local vocabulary.
  

  
  It is especially fascinating that the entities on The Other Side also create everything from inventions to medical cures to
   great art, music, philosophy, and scientific breakthroughs. They then transmit those creations through subtle telepathy to
   those on earth who have the skills, tools, and dedication to make them a reality. If you have ever wondered why significant
   humanitarian brainstorms seem to occur almost simultaneously to separate people on opposite sides of the globe, now you know—The Other Side likes to
   make sure its finest contributions get maximum attention here on earth. This does not take a bit of credit away from the brilliant
   people among us who make these leaps of discovery. The entities on The Other Side need gifted, willing hands and hearts to
   carry out their work just as surely as we need their divine inspiration.
  

  
  Telepathy is the most popular form of communication among the spirit entities, but verbal communication is easy, too, since
   all languages are spoken and understood. The most universal language on The Other Side is the eloquently descriptive Aramaic
   of ancient Syria, a dialect of which was spoken by Christ and His disciples. However, there’s no need to start boning up on
   our Aramaic before we die. Like all entities on The Other Side, we will have access to all knowledge when we get there, including
   memories from every one of our past lives, preserved for eternity in the magnificent domed Hall of Records. The Other Side’s
   vast libraries include sacred Askashic records, which Francine defines as the written depiction of God’s memory. All the entities
   have constant, total communion with God, who offers information and answers through “infused knowledge,” transmitted directly
   from the Holy Spirit into the mind.
  

  
  There is no negativity on The Other Side, no aggression, no ego or jealousy or pride, and no judgment. Those qualities are
   strictly human-made, not God-made. And those human qualities are exactly why we make the seemingly insane choice of leaving
   our Home on The Other Side from time to time and trudge through yet another incarnation.
  

  
  Our purpose in coming here is to learn and to gain knowledge, as the sensing, experiencing extensions of God we all are. I
   have heard and read different interpretations of this, implying that with each incarnation our spirits “evolve” in an effort to get “closer to God.” But that is simply not true. Our spirits were already
   fully “evolved” when God created them. Because we’re part of Him just as He is part of us, there is no such thing as getting
   “closer” to Him—we’re already there.
  

  
  I once asked a very wise soul, when I was much younger and going through an especially rough time, why life had to be so hard.
   She answered with a question: “What have you learned from those times when life was easy?” As much as I hate to admit it,
   she was right. The old adage “If it doesn’t kill you, it’ll make you stronger” is true. We don’t learn from never having hurdles
   in our path to begin with; we learn from overcoming the hurdles we are confronted with along the way. That is why our spirits
   sometimes feel the need to leave The Other Side and come here—to experience and overcome negativity in all its forms and learn
   from it, and then take that knowledge back Home.
  

  
  Yet if we have access to all knowledge on The Other Side, why even bother putting ourselves through this “negativity” business?
   Why not just stay in the perfection of Home and read an eternity of wisdom about imperfection?
  

  
  Brilliant concepts are useful only when they are acted upon. If God had created our spirits to be content with unexperienced
   knowledge, Neil Armstrong would have never set foot on the moon. Leonardo da Vinci would have been too busy reading art books
   to create the Mona Lisa. Amelia Earhart would have stayed home with a dull ache in her heart every time a plane flew over-head. William Shakespeare
   would have spent his life going to the theater and never bothered to reach for a pen.
  

  
  It took the same strength, courage, discipline, curiosity, and faith we admire in those people for us to choose to experience
   another human lifetime. We owe ourselves and each other profound respect just for having the guts to come here.
  

  
  Once our spirits make the decision to inhabit a human body, we create a blueprint for this life based on what we’re most interested
   in experiencing and learning to overcome in our eternal pursuit of knowledge. That blueprint includes everything from the
   kind of parents, families, and childhoods we will have to our career paths, health and financial circumstances, sexual preferences,
   marriages, children, and the length of our lifetime. We also select an “option line,” or area in which we feel we have the
   most to learn and will therefore be especially challenged by while we’re here.
  

  
  There are seven option lines to choose from: family, social life, love, health, spirituality, finance, and career. If you take a close look
   at your life, I’ll bet there is one item on that list that you just cannot seem to get right no matter how hard you try. At
   its worst, it spills over into the other six and makes it feel as if you are doing everything wrong. Don’t panic. It is not
   an affliction you have been burdened with against your will; it is actually the area of challenge you have chosen. Think of
   it as the subject you decided to “major” in this time around so that you can finally master it someday. (That’s not always
   easy, I know. My option line is “family,” and trust me, I’m still trying to get a handle on it at age sixty-two.)
  

  
  In addition to mapping out our blueprints before coming here, we also make sacred contracts with entities on The Other Side
   to watch over us, protect us, help us and advise us through this earthly journey we have chosen to undertake. The most intimate
   of these advisers, who, with God’s help, conceives and reviews our blueprint with us, and is at our side every step of the
   way, is our Spirit Guide.
  

  
  
  SPIRIT GUIDES

  
  Every one of us has a Spirit Guide, someone we were very close to and literally trusted with our soul on The Other Side, who
   agreed to be our constant, vigilant companion and helpmate when we made the choice to experience another lifetime on earth.
   Our Spirit Guides are the best friends we have ever had; they just happen to live in another dimension.
  

  
  All Spirit Guides have spent at least one life here, so they are able to empathize with the problems, mistakes, temptations,
   fears, and frailties inevitable in the human world. In fact, most of us either have been or will be someone else’s Spirit
   Guide somewhere along the way. On rare occasions your Spirit Guide is an ancestor or someone you’ve shared a past life with.
   But because your relationship with your Guide was formed between your spirit and theirs on The Other Side before you were
   born, it is impossible for them to be someone you’ve known in this lifetime.
  

  
  My Spirit Guide, whom I mentioned earlier, is an Aztec-Incan woman named Iena, although I took it upon myself to change her
   name to Francine. She was born in northern Colombia in 1500 and was killed in a Spanish attack on her city in 1520. That was
   her only incarnation on this earth, and we never knew each other until we met and became close friends on The Other Side.
   The fact that we had never met in a past life has not diminished our intimate connection in the slightest.
  

  
  The Spirit Guide’s job is to urge, nudge, encourage, advise, support, and, as their title suggests, guide us on our life’s
   path. And they have several advantages to help them in their work. First, they have the closest possible bond with our spirits—the
   very essence of who we are. They have also studied and memorized our blueprints. We, unfortunately, lose conscious awareness
   of our blueprints during our time on earth and tend to wander off from our intended plans. They can help us get back on track. Their vantage point
   on The Other Side gives them direct access to God’s divine knowledge, and they also enjoy every spirit’s enviable ability
   to be in several places at once, unencumbered by these bodies we make such a big deal out of having. They can be at a lecture
   or party in the spirit world or visit another loved one on earth while still keeping an eye on us.
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