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What People Are Saying About


Joan and Roger Alive in the Afterlife


A compelling read. The fascinating story of Spillane’s search to prove the existence of life beyond life provides intriguing evidence and poses even more questions about the biggest question of all.


Ian Williams, senior English teacher, and subject of Uncanny: BBC TV, Series 1, Episode 2, The Bearpark Poltergeist


For those of us who want reassurance that the afterlife exists then this book is a must read. Jeremy Spillane and wife, Caroline, are guided by her deceased parents, Roger and Joan, on a metaphysical adventure the likes of which will go down in paranormal research history. The use of the SLS camera, along with other corroborative tools and talented psychic mediums, allow Roger and Joan to present themselves in a clear and dramatic fashion providing proof of the afterlife. As a paranormal researcher with considerable experience using the SLS camera, I was impressed with the methods Jeremy and Caroline devised to better assure that false images did not occur. The link to the videos of their actual contacts and communications enhanced my enthusiasm for the accounts of Roger, Joan, Jeremy and Caroline and I am sure it will for you. Read this book and watch the videos – you will not be disappointed.


Mark Wentz M.A, retired particle and nuclear physicist


Wow, what a truly honest and varied account of paranormal, but to me, normal spirit activity! Sensitively put together by Jeremy with his natural and humble approach. Enlightening!


Stephen Holbrook, UK’s Premier Psychic Medium


Having read through this remarkable story, I feel the journey has proven life after death is an interesting step. This book shows the love and contact by a lovely couple who are always with us, even when at times we do not believe. Well done and keep up the interaction!


Mark Penn, Stonebridge Associated Colleges, Diploma in Parapsychology, demonologist
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Dedication


This book is dedicated to my wonderful, amazing wife, Caroline, without who’s gentle but persistent prodding and help I would never have found her parents on camera, after their funerals.


This book is also dedicated to Joan and Roger, who have proved beyond doubt to me that they are part of my soul group, along with several other family members and friends. I look forward to our next earthly adventure together in our next physical lifetimes.


Within this soul group are my parents, Thelma and Frank, without you and the upbringing you gave me, I wouldn’t have even dreamt of writing this book. Dad would turn his hand to anything – his inspiration has made me do the same, to question everything and to embark on a quest like no other.


I’d like to thank all the people who have helped us to relay Joan and Roger’s story – you all know who you are. Without all of you, what Roger has learnt in the last two years wouldn’t have seen the light of day. I’m so grateful to Roger for his persistence, and for engineering all the details to enable this book to be published. I really do hope, on Roger’s behalf, that anyone who knew him reads his story – he really did want you to know what he is up to now; he’s sure you’ll be fascinated to hear what he has found out since his body expired.


I sincerely need to thank Sixth Books for having the faith in me necessary to offer me a contract. It was Caroline who discovered Sixth Books, a publisher I hadn’t heard of. At that point, I just knew they were the publishers for Roger’s book, so I aimed it fairly and squarely at them.


Finally, I’d like to thank you, the reader. You are the final and most important link in the chain. It’s you who Roger is trying to reach with his amazing true story. With his teacher’s hat on, Roger is wanting to tell you just what he has discovered very recently. What had seemed an impossibility to Roger while on this Earth, he now knows is genuinely real. From his spiritual vantage point, he is educating all of us – he just wants us to listen, and to view the evidence he’s showing us.


His book doesn’t follow the rules; it’s not like any other book. This is why it is not being done in the conventional way. Roger’s story is still evolving as he reveals more to us, almost weekly – keep up to date by reviewing the social media. The marketing and promotion aren’t working in the conventional way either. This is why Roger is relying on you, the reader, to tell your friends and family, anyone who might be interested, to read his book. If it changes your outlook on this whole Life and Death conundrum, as it has mine, then Roger is eager for you to pass the message on.




Preface


I had never had any ambition to write a book. I was very well aware of just what a massive undertaking it was, and I had never been inspired by anything in particular that warranted writing a book. Over the years, I had written various, occasional magazine articles, in specialist magazines, letters in newspapers etc., but a book? I had never wanted to do that.


When my in-laws died, however, well, what they did, after they died, changed everything in my life. Suddenly, everything I thought I knew about life, was turned on its head. What Joan and Roger have revealed to their daughter Caroline, and me, has been breathtaking, almost unbelievable, truly awe-inspiring. Although Joan, I think, still believed in God and religion when she died, I am 99% certain Roger didn’t – that’s certainly what he always told me – “There is no life after death.” The way he lived his life on Earth suggests that he really thought physical death was the end of everything. As soon as he died, he has been giving us messages, to tell us he was wrong – there actually really is an afterlife.


The purpose of this book is to share our stories with you, the reader, both mine and Caroline’s, as well as Joan and Roger’s. Everything in this book is true, exactly as it happened.


Roger was a book fanatic, and an educator, so he has definitely inspired and co-opted me into writing this book; indeed, co-opted me into co-writing this book. It is no marketing ploy to say that Roger is the co-author, he really has led the way, pulled all the strings – I’ve merely had to follow his lead. Everything I have done for this book has fallen into place, and one of the mediums featured in this book, Ali Mather, has confirmed that to be the case – that Roger and two other spirit guides of mine have been directing me in the planning and writing of this book.


Ali Mather told me that one of my spirit guides had changed a few months back, and the new one has taken the plan for the book in a slightly different direction, making it more reader-friendly – I had changed the plan a few months ago, and I am now certain this new plan is the right one. I hadn’t realised that I was being guided to do this by someone other than Roger.


I am really over the moon that this book has made it into print, and I really am happy that whoever is behind it has made it happen in the way that it has.


Most chapters in the book have a video attached, which can be viewed by using your smartphone camera on the QR code on the front cover. This will take you to the YouTube channel where the videos for each chapter are available to watch.


Alternatively, you can search YouTube using the title of this book, Joan and Roger Alive in the Afterlife.


Finally, you can enter this link into your internet browser to do the same:


https://www.youtube.com/@joanandrogerafterlife/videos


Some of the videos are quite long, but I was unable to make them short, as they would have lost most of their incredible details – I wanted you, the reader, to be able to see exactly what we have seen, so you can be just as amazed as we are. If you don’t want to watch such lengthy videos, the one for the first chapter is only 5 minutes long and gives a great taster of what Joan and Roger’s story is about.


This book couldn’t have happened without the help of several people, who I would now like to thank: Firstly, Caroline, my wife, has been totally instrumental in inspiring and pushing me to do this, gently, but persistently, nudging me to buy the equipment to find her parents’ spirits on camera, and to communicate with them. I’ve had the most enjoyable and steep learning curve, in using the equipment and in learning about everything paranormal.


Next, Caroline’s best friend, Jo, who lives in Australia, has very generously edited the book and inspired me to get it finished. As an English teacher and someone with great spiritual awareness, she is the perfect person to do this.


Ali Mather, a fantastic medium, and now a very good friend to Caroline and me, has motivated me to complete the book, and helped me visualise the final end result.


Another person to thank for their help is Trish Towell, who was training to be a qualified medium within the Spiritualist Church. She helped me to get some spiritual awareness, as she could sense I had various issues at the time and would benefit from spiritual insight. She very generously gave me many weekly sessions and set me on the path which eventually led me to believe in life after death – this all happened around the time of Joan’s death.


There are several other people to thank, but they all need to remain anonymous. The lady who owns the memorial company which made Joan and Roger’s headstone was so inspiring, a breath of fresh air, so generous with her time – we were even invited to see the headstones being made – what skill those craftspeople have!


Although you might initially think otherwise, especially if judging it by the cover, this book is not a sensationalist ghost hunting book in the style of many ghost hunting programmes. Roger would be aghast if that were the case. It is an educational book, showing you, the reader, what we have all learnt since Joan and Roger lost their physical bodies. There has been a lot of learning to be done, for us and for them. I’m so honoured that they have both taken the trouble to firstly get our attention, then secondly, to share their new-found knowledge with us. We want to share with you everything they have shown us.


The lower part of the front cover is a still, a screen shot, taken from the SLS camera footage, showing Joan’s and Roger’s spirits on camera for the very first time. These green stick figures are how the special camera indicates that there is a spirit there.


It’s been hard sometimes keeping motivated to write this book, because many people didn’t want to talk about what we were doing, what we were finding out about the afterlife. Many family members haven’t been able to talk, but I’m hoping that when they can read Joan and Roger’s story at their own pace, they will appreciate just what we have been so privileged to witness.


If you would like to ask me anything, if I can help you in any way, then please message me. All the contact details are at the end of Chapter 10.




Introduction


Roger was my father-in-law. He was adamant that there was no life after death. He died in April 2022. Since then, he has proved, on camera, that he lives on as a spirit, without his physical body.


This book is all about Roger and Joan and the incredible lengths they have gone to, to prove to all of humanity living on Earth that there is an afterlife.


Everything in this book is what Roger wants everyone to know. As far as I can find, it’s also the first time in human history that we have got absolute visual proof that we don’t die when our body stops working. I’ve searched extensively to see if what Roger has done has been done before: It hasn’t. Roger’s message will change all of our lives, forever.


I never expected to witness what Roger has done, and continues to do; to see such ground-breaking evidence as he has given and is still giving to us, his family, to pass on, to spread the word. Roger has co-opted me onto his team. I didn’t really have much choice: He would often hand me a project, maybe changing all his lightbulbs to LEDs, replacing the kitchen hob, or in this case, relaying his message to the world that there is life after death. No pressure then, Roger! He and I are partners – him without a body in the spirit world; me still living here on Earth. Between the two of us, we are going to prove to everyone that life continues after we lose our human body.


I really am in awe of what Roger is doing, to take the steps he’s taken, to make such an effort to show himself to us, when many other deceased relatives have died and haven’t shown themselves to us at all. So, who was Roger? More accurately, who is Roger?


He was born in Somerset in 1936, his younger brother following a few years later. His parents were staunch Jehovah’s Witnesses, so inevitably the boys were too. He grew up during the Second World War, with all the difficulties that entailed. His street was bombed, but luckily the family were unscathed.


He passed his 11-plus exam, so went to the boys-only grammar school. On reaching the Sixth Form, Roger was transformed from an average plodder into an enthusiastic searcher after knowledge.


Initially he studied the Sciences, but realised his heart lay in the Arts, so he ditched Physics and Chemistry for French, English and History, catching up on Latin in his own time.


He excelled in his A Levels and was offered a place at Lincoln College, Oxford, to study English Language and Literature.


Before he could study at Oxford, he had to deal with National Service, the 18 months of peace time conscription to the armed forces. However, Roger successfully proved to the local judge that he was a Conscientious Objector (one who is opposed to serving in the armed forces and/or bearing arms on the grounds of moral or religious principles) so was able to work in a hospital initially, before transferring to agricultural work. During this period, he met and fell in love with Joan. She too was a Jehovah’s Witness, and she would later accompany Roger to Oxford once they were married.


At Oxford, he threw himself into his studies. Roger did well with his course work but felt his limited childhood education meant he didn’t make the most of what university life had to offer. It was this realisation that made Roger decide to concentrate on teaching as a career, once he’d got his degree. He wanted to inspire children of the value of education and learning.


In the second year of his degree course, 1958, he and Joan got married.


His first job as a graduate was at a grammar school, teaching English. After a stint at a Bristol school, Roger got a university job in Reading. Roger and Joan by that time had a family and lived on campus in the flat that was offered as part of Roger’s responsibilities as warden.


In 1970 Roger brought his family to Leeds, where he taught at university, developing in-service training for teachers.


Roger and Joan bought their first house there, where the family would live for the next twelve years. Climbing the promotional ladder, Roger changed jobs a few times, often working away from home during the week. Once Roger’s working life was permanently based in and around London, he and Joan moved nearby in 1980, where they would spend the next twenty years. Their daughters were both by now rooted in Leeds, but the family met up regularly in spite of the distance.


In 1999 Roger retired after having had some major heart problems, from which he had successfully recovered. He was approaching his sixty-fifth birthday. Sadly, he felt his career had petered out at the end, rather than ending with a flourish.


Looking ahead to his retirement years, Roger moved back to Yorkshire with Joan, to be near their daughters. They chose an ideal place where there could be perfect transport links to anywhere in the country, but a small enough town for Roger to have a massive input. They joined their local Civic Society, and Roger worked tirelessly to initiate many schemes. After a few years, he was elected Chairman. His charity work blossomed, having set up a successful group for active retired people to further their learning. Eventually this group would have more than 400 members.


I first met Joan and Roger soon after I met their eldest, Caroline, my future wife, in 1978, at the sixth form disco at her school in Leeds, effectively on a blind date. I was brought up Roman Catholic, as my father was Catholic, but my mother wasn’t. I went to an all-boys Catholic grammar school, so I hadn’t really met many girls at all. Caroline went to a local secondary school, also attended by my mother’s friend’s daughter, Fiona. Mum, and Fiona’s mother, were trying to get the two of us together; we got on okay, but we didn’t see each other as potential partners. Fiona invited me to a disco at Roundhay School. I said yes, on condition Fiona could get a ticket for my best friend, Paul. I got a phone call out of the blue from someone called Caroline; she had some spare tickets, and she would meet us at the door. Caroline and I hit it off straight away. We have been together ever since and celebrated our fortieth wedding anniversary in 2022.


I was brought up Catholic, but once I became a teenager, I didn’t really believe in it anymore. My father would take us all to church each week on Sunday mornings, my two older brothers and me, but we just went through the motions of saying our prayers, and hymns were sung, or more accurately, barely mumbled. However, in my teens, I had stopped going to church and no longer believed in Catholicism. Eventually Dad ended up going to church alone: I never really knew if he did believe in it all, or if he was just carrying on a lifelong habit. I was never sure what his true beliefs were, but regrettably I never bothered to ask him.


Caroline’s parents had moved down south, near to London, for Roger’s work in 1980. A year after we married, we decided to move there too, living with them for a couple of months while we house hunted. I got to know Joan and Roger even better than I had previously. My parents had moved abroad, to South Africa, so I really appreciated my in-laws – it was like having another set of parents.


Time passed, our family expanded, by 1994 we had five children and were living back in Leeds. My parents were back from South Africa, living in Bromsgrove near my older brother. I lost my dad the Christmas of that year, coincidentally just two days after Caroline’s grandad died.


Stupidly, I hadn’t realised how ill Dad was. When we talked on the phone I would always try and be upbeat, which may not have been quite the right thing. I was mistakenly thinking he was in better health than he was. Optimism was blinding me to the reality of the situation and he probably didn’t want to scare me by telling me how ill he really was.


The day after Boxing Day my brother Tony called to say Dad had been taken to hospital and we should go down and see him. It just hadn’t clicked in my mind, that this was my dad about to leave this Earth. My other brother lived nearby, so we drove down together. We just didn’t go quickly enough; in fact, we stupidly had a leisurely drive down there. By the time we got there, Dad had died. It was such a shock to me. Nothing had prepared me for losing my dad, and I simply went to pieces. When I saw Dad, dead, on his bed in the hospital, because I didn’t believe in an afterlife, I just saw a dead body. I knew this body had been my dad, but the grief hit me hard. I held his hands, but he was cold, grey, and it was impossible to compute that my once-living, breathing, parent had gone, and that was the end of everything for him.


I was there when Caroline’s gran passed a few years later. Gwen just slipped away quietly, in her own bed with us beside her. After she died, we sat on her bed with her carers, drinking tea, reminiscing about happy times, including her in the conversation.


It was different with my mum, who had been diagnosed with dementia. She came to live with us so we could help her. At first, she was still talking, and able to walk upstairs, in good health, but as time went on her condition deteriorated, and eventually Mum had to go into a care home. In all honesty, that was the best place for her; she had all the help, attention and care she needed. It was still really difficult having a relative with dementia. As many of you will know, one of the hardest things to cope with in life is when the essence of the person you know is deteriorating daily. Her mind just disappeared in the end. Mum, as a person, just receded, until finally this person in front of us was no longer Mum. Communication is almost impossible when someone with dementia can’t talk; all you can do is smile, and make the odd sign, but it’s just infinitely frustrating for both of you. When Mum died due to her dementia, she hadn’t been able to talk for some time, and could no longer move. The care home staff had thought she would pass away quickly because she had stopped eating and drinking, but her heart and body were strong and her death seemed to go on for days. She clung to life even though I was sure she was more than ready to go.


The strangest thing happened on her last day alive. There were several of us around her bed, when suddenly she spoke a totally lucid sentence. She hadn’t spoken for many months – if not years! In a commanding voice she said, “Can you move away from the bed, you’re too close.” Having not spoken for so long, she suddenly said something totally sensible and coherent; it was almost miraculous.


A year later, 2017, Caroline’s mum, Joan, died suddenly, without warning, at her home in Howden in East Yorkshire, where they had retired once Roger finished work.


Roger called about 10 o’ clock at night to say he thought Joan had gone. We rushed over from Leeds, battling closed motorways and freezing temperatures; we just wanted to get there as quickly as we could, to support Roger.


An ambulance had arrived, but there was nothing they could do, she was already dead, having died instantly from a heart attack. For the person concerned, dying in that manner is probably the ideal way to go; no suffering – just there one minute, gone the next. The police were called because it was an unexpected death, and for us it was the most brutal shock. We couldn’t believe it, even though we do know death does come to us all eventually.


Once again, we had experienced a relative dying.


However, most unexpectedly, within days of Joan’s passing, we started to experience very strange happenings. We had televisions in the house that switched on by themselves. We had bedside lights coming on during the night by themselves. The smell of her perfume lingering in the living room. The strangest incident, to my mind, happened three days after Joan died. We were walking around Sandal Castle in Wakefield, with our dog, Poppy. We walked around the high earth mound which surrounds the castle. Halfway down, in a small tree, I noticed a bird of prey, perched. I decided to walk towards the bird to get a better look, to see what sort of bird it was. As I approached, it flew out of the tree towards us, and circled us closely, twice, at low level, before flying back to the tree, where it perched again.


That is definitely not the normal behaviour of a wild bird. I could see the bird was a female kestrel, a smallish bird of prey; it certainly hadn’t been eyeing up our pet spaniel, because she would have been at least sixty times heavier than the bird. There was no way it would have been able to fly off with Poppy in its beak!


These experiences were the first time any of our relatives had given us any signs at all after they had died. Over the next few weeks and months, we had a lot of similar activity. We found it very comforting, and in an attempt to comfort Roger, we told him about the events we were attributing to Joan. He didn’t comment, he didn’t even acknowledge what we were telling him, and he certainly didn’t agree that they were signs from Joan. I think he thought we were totally bonkers.


Joan’s death was a big shock that took some reconciling on everyone’s part. When she died, her dying was definitely not in the script. It had always seemed that Roger would be the one who would go first, with his long list of medical problems, each of which he had successfully battled. I had been certain that when the end came, Roger would be out the door first. He used to say he “wouldn’t make old bones”. His own father had died at the age of 62. Although Joan had some age-related medical issues, it did seem hers were less severe, less life-threatening. She was 86 when she died.


Roger dealt with the shock of Joan’s death by throwing himself more fully into all his interests and hobbies. He went on various cruises, both unaccompanied and with friends. He had a myriad of plans, many of which he carried out. He had always been a supremely positive, active person, putting us to shame with his constant adventuring.


He always had a positive zest for life. Joan had been less mobile in her later years, so when she died it gave Roger the freedom to explore and do the things they had been unable to do for the last year or two.


Following Joan’s death, we decided we would sell up our business in Leeds, and move over to be nearer Roger, to keep him company. To be honest, he didn’t really need us just then, but losing Joan hit us hard and whether he liked it or not, we were going to spend more time with him, when he wasn’t away enjoying his freedom!


We had come to realise life is short. The business was a massive millstone giving us no flexibility, and in our late 50s, we realised we could semi-retire by buying a cheaper house near Roger and then we would only need to work part-time. It would give us a much better work/life balance.


Roger was very excited and became our guide to the local area while we worked out what we wanted. Although Joan and Roger had lived in Howden for many years, we were not that familiar with the immediate area, so we investigated it in more detail, eventually buying a house in Goole, which was just 10 minutes’ drive from him.


Roger lent us the money to buy the house, even before we had sold our house and business in Leeds. Once the sale had gone through, we paid Roger back and at last we could enjoy the semi-retirement near Roger that we had planned. All the pieces of the puzzle had finally fallen into place…


A couple of months later, all the pieces of the puzzle were thrown up in the air again, when COVID-19 struck.


It became serious, and we had our first lockdown in March 2020. We kept our sanity by taking Poppy for a long walk each day. Government guidelines (or was it the law?) said this was permissible. We would call in on Roger, to take a little shopping and to have a chat, sometimes sneaking a cup of coffee in the garden with him. Luckily the weather was fabulous. I know some sticklers for the rules would have frowned upon us, but life-and-death isn’t just about food and drink, and not catching the disease. It’s also about staying sane, not having a mental breakdown because you’re imprisoned by your own government.


As the rules relaxed, we planned a big family get-together for the summer; all our children and grandchildren, as well as Alison and Colin’s family. We arranged to hire a room in a local hall, organised music, food, a magician, a bouncy castle, and Roger was going to take centre stage at the event. The cousins would meet for the first time since they were children; it would be a post-pandemic celebration, and we planned it down to the very last little detail…


Unfortunately, another lockdown prevented it from happening, so the plans were put on ice, to be resurrected at a later date.


However, Roger’s medical issues surfaced again, and in the spring of 2021, we had to forcefully persuade Roger to go to hospital, as an emergency. He had shown us an abscess that he had on his stomach, the severity of which took us all by surprise. His local doctor had seen it, and prescribed antibiotics, assuming it was just some trivial little blemish on his skin. Their advice to him was to take the antibiotics, but, if over the weekend his condition worsened, then he should take himself to the local hospital. (Local, in this case, is 40 miles away, one of the costs of living in a rural area.) Being in his 80s, and it being a weekend, the chances of him noticing that he was worse, and getting himself to the hospital, were pretty slim to non-existent.


Reading up about the problem, I realised it was potentially a matter of life and death. Eventually, after a few very bad-tempered discussions with us and Alison and her husband, Colin, we persuaded Roger he had to go to Scunthorpe Hospital, the local Accident and Emergency. To say he was very reluctant is an understatement.


Caroline took him to A&E. He was in hospital for two weeks while they treated the abscess. His diabetes and heart problems caused trouble, but he was finally allowed home. However, he just didn’t heal, and he still felt so poorly. He told us he hadn’t felt well for many weeks, although he couldn’t put his finger on what exactly felt wrong. He said he “had just felt a bit off since Christmas”.


The GP obviously hadn’t picked up on it at all, and it was not until they were pressured by Caroline and Alison that they agreed to refer him back to the hospital. Roger started weekly checkups, and eventually the doctors realised that his bowel was leaking its contents into his body – this had caused the abscess in the first place. It was very serious. A second operation was required.


Roger ended up being in Scunthorpe Hospital for many weeks. The emergency surgery he needed to keep him alive was extremely complex and dangerous for a man aged 84 in poor health. His amazing surgeon operated, starting at 9 o’clock in the evening, finishing after midnight. She rang Caroline at 2 a.m., explaining exactly what she’d found. She apologised for calling in the middle of the night, but she knew we would want to know how he was.


Roger was in hospital for 71 days.


It transpired that the bowel had started leaking some months before, after some mesh had been inserted on the outside of the bowel, during a previous cancer operation to remove his spleen. The mesh had degraded and then the leak had caused the abscess. The surgeon had to insert a stoma and remove the damaged section of bowel.


Roger came home from hospital in the early summer, but he just couldn’t manage with the stoma. It was constantly leaking, but more significantly than that, he just couldn’t get the food intake he required in order to live, and whatever was tried, the stoma just didn’t work for Roger.


His other health issues such as low blood pressure, heart failure and kidney problems, and the diabetes also started to seriously impact his life. Luckily, thanks to the amazing care he received from the team at the hospital, a few months later he was strong and healthy enough to have the stoma reversed.


The procedure was successful, but by this time his various health issues were conflicting with each other, and whatever was done he was unable to stay on an even keel. When one problem was sorted, it created another problem, and the seesaw effect just couldn’t be stabilised.


Roger remained incredibly positive; he still had big plans for when he had recovered. The main plan was that he and Caroline would go back to Weston-Super-Mare in the spring, to visit family and friends still living there, and to see where he had lived in his younger days.


He still had a huge zest for life and really didn’t contemplate his life ending anytime soon.


The last few days of Roger’s life were during Easter, 2022. He was back in Scunthorpe Hospital.


Roger had rung Caroline at the crack of dawn, on both the Saturday and the Sunday, in a heated state, rather agitated, asking her to get down there as soon as possible. He needed something seemingly trivial, very urgently.


On Easter Monday, mid-morning, a nurse rang Caroline, telling her she might want to come down. She said Roger was not engaging or chatting, as he had the day before. She said, “He might be tired, come when you like.”


There appeared to be no sense of urgency: Caroline was not alarmed, but decided she would go so she could relax later. I actually told Caroline not to bother; it didn’t sound like there was a big problem, and our youngest son, Patrick, was coming for lunch, so it was an inconvenience if she went.


Thankfully Caroline ignored me, she did go to the hospital, arriving there around midday. Roger was gasping to breathe; his eyes were open, but he did not seem to be able to see. He didn’t acknowledge Caroline, but his grip tightened when she took his hand. He couldn’t talk. The doctor came very quickly to see Caroline; he must have been waiting for her. He explained that Roger was very ill and if it was required, they wouldn’t be able to resuscitate him; it would be very invasive, his body was too weak to survive.
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