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   What people are saying about




WhatsApps from Heaven




    An inspiring and comforting book… it’s beautiful!
Theresa Cheung, author of The Truth about Angels




    WhatsApps from Heaven astonished me. It gave me chills. An incredible must-read for those enduring grief and for those who are looking for signs from beyond.
G.L. Davies, author of Haunted: Horror of Haverfordwest




    A moving love story… This is not the first time I have heard of messages from the deceased that use new electronic gadgets. This is indeed a development which should be expected because the communication from the next level of life has followed the means available in our dimension to communicate with us.
Anabela Cardoso, author of Electronic Contact with the Dead: What do the Voices Tell Us?




    Three categories of evidence collectively prove that life continues after bodily death: scientific, clinical and experiential. Louise shares her comforting and inspiring signs from Patrick that convince her life and love do not die... Kudos, Louise, for having the courage and love to share your wonderful experiences.
Mark Pitstick MA, DC, director of SoulPhone Foundation, founder of Greater Reality Living Groups




    A fascinating first-hand account of the importance of anomalous phenomena surrounding personal loss, and how continued spiritual bonds can benefit our health and well-being.
Dr Callum E. Cooper, editor and author of Paracoustics
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    Introduction




    This book is an account of a bereavement… a terrible, heartbreaking loss that destroyed the world as I knew it, and seemed to leave nothing but devastation in its wake. It is an account of the shock and the disbelief that lasted for many months. Although I knew rationally that my husband had died, emotionally I could not process it for at least a year, and my heart used to jump when I saw a Freelander car out of the corner of my eye, thinking for a nanosecond that it would be Patrick. For months I could not bear to take his clothes to a charity shop, because deep inside there was an almost subconscious feeling that he might return and need them. When I suddenly had a rush of blood to the head, bagged up all his shoes and deposited them at the local hospice shop all within the space of an hour, I returned home and sobbed and sobbed, because it seemed so final that he would not wear his boots again.




    But now for the extraordinary part of this story. Slowly, very slowly, the grief became shot through with threads of joy because, against all expectation, I started to receive signs and messages from my deceased husband, signs which built to become totally irrefutable in my eyes. I say “against all expectation,” because I have no religious faith, and had no fixed belief in an afterlife. Patrick and I spoke about dying when the end was near. He said that he wasn’t scared, because either there was nothing at all, and that was nothing to fear, or, if there were something, he felt that he had led a good enough life for it to be all right for him. This was typical of the man—he was stoic in the extreme. He had had a fair measure of unhappiness in his life, but he never let it warp his spirit—he could always find a positive perspective and he bore the many slings and arrows of outrageous fortune with fortitude.




    We met in February 2005, two middle-aged divorcees, both with children in their twenties. Patrick was a successful London-based barrister and recorder (a part-time judge) and I, I was at a crossroads. I had lost my partner to cancer two years previously, and this had caused me to rethink my life and career. So, I had just given up an academic law career at Cambridge and I was wondering what to do next. What happened next was beyond my wildest dreams. I fell in love. Patrick was much more cautious with his feelings. Though I did not know it at first, he was clear in his own mind that he did not want a committed relationship, and he most certainly did not want to remarry. By the summer of 2005, his attitude had also become clear to me. I had been down the path of unrequited love in the past, and I did not want to take that road again, so with huge courage and a heavy heart, I told him that I was looking for love, and because he wasn’t, I would say goodbye.




    Of course, I hoped against hope that this would bring him to his senses (as I saw it), but for ten long weeks I waited to hear from him in vain. Then, at last, there was a phone call. Patrick was at a Chambers party, and obviously alcohol was flowing freely. Patrick was always a happy and cheerful drunk, and in his slightly inebriated state, he rang me to see how I was. I told him that I was going to go to India on holiday, and he suggested that I should come down to London and he would take me for an Indian, to acclimatize me. I went down, and this time, we both knew that we wanted a relationship. A year later we were living together. Four years later we married. Patrick used to say that it was the best wedding ever, and the happiest day of his life. Our marriage was truly wonderful, and our love for each other deepened with the years. We never took our happiness for granted, and we often used to look at each other, and say how incredibly lucky we were to have found each other. I had never expected to find love and nor had Patrick. They were the happiest days of our lives, by a country mile.




    I can remember walking through the village where we lived one day, and just thinking to myself that it was so easy to be happy when you were in the right relationship. I felt totally blessed. My children were settled and had started to produce grandchildren, and Patrick’s children were likewise happy and doing well in life. Patrick and I had a perfect life together, and we hoped that one day we would celebrate our silver wedding anniversary. It did not seem far-fetched. The only doubt was because I had a problem with my bone marrow—Patrick, on the other hand, was very strong and healthy. He had a brilliant immune system, and never fell prey to the colds and sniffles that I suffered every winter. According to some clever machine in the gym, he had the metabolism of a man 15 years younger, and his pulse rate was always way down in the 50s, while mine was up in the 80s. All in all, I knew that I would predecease Patrick, and to be frank, that was a great relief. I did not want to live without him. I did not want to outlive him.




    So the sudden and totally unexpected diagnosis of bile duct cancer in November 2018 came as the most terrible shock. The following three months were a roller-coaster of hope and despair, sadly ending in the deepest despair imaginable. Even now I don’t like to think about those last months of Patrick’s life—the memories are too painful. But what seemed an ending turned out also to be a beginning, and my feelings of unutterable bleakness have now dissolved into something much more gentle and bearable. I now have a world-view that I would never have anticipated or predicted, and it is a world-view that I find very reassuring.




    I hope that this true account of what happened to me will give you, the reader, pause for thought, and a realization that life is far more complex and extraordinary than we can imagine. And if you are bereaved, I hope that you will find a description of grieving which resonates, at least in part, with your experience, and so gives you some reassurance that what you are feeling is normal, and that you too can move in time through the depths of despair to a calmer and more peaceful place. And maybe this account will also help you more readily notice signs and messages that your loved ones are trying to send you.




    Everything I write here—however extraordinary it may seem—is true; the only thing I have done is to change names, to protect people’s privacy. I hope that my story gives you hope and reassurance.
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    Early Signs?




    Patrick lost consciousness on 16 February 2019. He had been diagnosed with pneumonia the day before, and his breath was laboured and rattled through his poor wasted body. He lay in our bed, and I sat next to him, touching him. The children were all gathered around. We said our goodbyes and we kept vigil. The emergency doctor who came said that he would wait because death was only a few minutes away, but Patrick was strong and determined in life and in dying as well—he finally died, without gaining consciousness, on 18 February 2019. A man with a huge personality, and so much still to give, was no more. I was numb with shock. We all were.




    The next few days passed in a blur; I just sat like a zombie, incapable of doing anything. I was totally bereft. I think that the combination of shock, which had been accumulating since that unexpected diagnosis three months previously, and of grief left me unable to function in any normal way. Our children and friends took over and allowed me just to sit blankly on the sofa. They put food in front of me at mealtimes, although I was not hungry and could barely eat. I had lost a stone and a half in the preceding three months, and I continued to lose weight because I had no appetite. The children started upon the grisly administration and paperwork that succeeds a death, while I answered questions with monosyllables and found it a huge effort to engage in any way with the perplexed grandchildren, or indeed with anyone or anything. I felt as if I were in a nightmare, which must surely come to an end…




    I don’t remember much of that time—just the odd vignette still sticks. I remember a retired vicar friend from another parish coming round shortly after Patrick’s death, and my asking whether he believed in an afterlife. I didn’t, or at least I didn’t know, but I would have loved to, and I was genuinely interested in his answer. I was hoping that he would say something that would persuade me that our spirits survived our bodily death. He prevaricated and seemed quite uncomfortable with the question, and in the end came down to saying that there must be something, because otherwise there was no point to our life on this earth. I was so disappointed. I thought that answer said more about his life on earth than anything else, and I can also remember feeling surprised that he didn’t seem to have a ready response to the question, even though a large part of his job must have involved talking to the newly-bereaved. Another cleric, to whom I went for support a few weeks later, again gave a very wishy-washy answer to the question. He said he thought that after death we walked in the hand of God. I asked him what on earth that meant, and he said he didn’t know.




    It was a couple of months later, when I was quietly weeping in the chapel of Addenbrooke’s Hospital in Cambridge, that a chaplain came up to sit beside me and to talk. I asked him, with tears running down my face, if he believed in an afterlife, and I will never forget his response. “Oh,” he said immediately, and with total conviction, “absolutely, 100%—I wouldn’t be in this job otherwise. I certainly do.” I still find it strange that, out of the three Church of England ministers whom I asked, only one seemed to truly believe that life continues after death—a basic tenet of Christianity. It must be uncomfortable to spend your professional life supporting ideas which you don’t wholeheartedly endorse. But that hospital chaplain gave me hope, and I will be forever grateful to him for his certainty.
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“An inspiring and comforting book - it’s beautiful! Wonderful.”






