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For Leslie. Our time together was far too short. Words can’t begin to express the love and gratitude I feel for your constant presence and wise influence in my life… and thank you for turning my life around at 21. Your message was loud and clear.








Part I – Unlearning





Preface





Four blind men were led to an elephant…


“An elephant is like a column,” said the first blind man, hugging the elephant’s leg.


“Nooo, an elephant is like a fan,” exclaimed the second blind man, flapping the elephant’s ear.


“No, noooo, an elephant is like a spear,” yelled the third blind man, caressing the elephant’s tusk.


“No, noo, noo, noooo, noooo! An elephant is like a rope,” sighed the fourth blind man, wiggling the elephant’s trunk.


~ Ancient Proverb





This book is written from the perspective of a proverbial blind woman with her hand on the elephant; not to argue over what the elephant is, but to share what I’ve found, and help you put your hand on the elephant too. Though I humbly share what I’ve found, and acknowledge that there are many parts of the metaphorical elephant I haven’t put my hand on yet, I must fiercely insist that the elephant is very real, and there for everyone to experience – if you are willing to try.


What follows is a perspective based on my personal experiences, and the product of many long conversations between my partner and I to reconcile my experiences with modern life, science, religion, shamanic traditions and new age teachings. Although this book is written mostly first person from my perspective, it is the product of a joint effort and you will notice the ebb and flow of both our voices throughout this guide. True to the subject matter, we wrote this book in connected states and ways in which far more was accomplished together than either of us could have managed alone. In writing the book, it became impossible for us to separate our contributions, or our voices.


In sharing this work we hope to help you understand and embrace an essential, sacred and powerful part of yourself and others; a part of all of us that you may be uncomfortable with, as it has been ridiculed, objectified, demonized and denied by mainstream culture for centuries. In doing so, we hope to give you access to a whole new realm of connection, meaning, extraordinary experience, empowerment and possibility.






A human being is a part of the whole called by us universe, a part limited in time and space. He experiences himself, his thoughts and feeling as something separated from the rest, a kind of optical delusion of his consciousness. This delusion is a kind of prison for us, restricting us to our personal desires and to affection for a few persons nearest to us. Our task must be to free ourselves from this prison by widening our circle of compassion to embrace all living creatures and the whole of nature in its beauty.


~ Albert Einstein








Introduction




And those who were seen dancing were thought to be insane by those who could not hear the music.


~ Nietzsche





People often ask me about my childhood, I think, because they want to know if you can learn to be telepathic, or if you have to be born that way. Most are excited to hear that my childhood was quite ordinary; a stereotypical, middle class, 1970s North American childhood. I lived in the suburbs, ate Campbell’s mushroom soup and drank Cherry Coke. I loved The Brady Bunch, Bewitched, Match Game and Saturday morning cartoons. If there was anything unusual about me, it was my need for constant motion. I ran, skipped, jumped, cart wheeled and did back handsprings endlessly, indoors and out, winter and summer, incessantly talking all the while.


Outwardly, my childhood was very normal, except maybe for an early fascination with bones, the result of breaking my ankle several times; a fascination that probably lead me to anthropology, and an unusual interest in dead people. I did grow up in a tricky home with an emotionally volatile and extremely unpredictable parent. I recall, from a young age, constantly having to project myself home before walking through the front door to get a feel for what I was about to walk into – a survival skill that served me well, and I’m sure contributed to my telepathic abilities later in life.


My answer to the question “Are you born telepathic, or can you learn?”, however, is “Yes”, and “Yes”. Like many questions about consciousness and telepathy, the answer is far more complicated than the question presupposes. I think we are all born telepathic, very telepathic, but quickly learn to hide or suppress our natural abilities, unless we are encouraged to use them, or forced to. The process happens slowly throughout childhood, the result of many little moments where we discover that grownups don’t understand our telepathic experience of the world, and that these experiences scare them.


As a child, you may remember walking into a room and feeling or simply knowing that something was off. After inquiring you might have been told “Everything’s fine, sweetie” and maybe given a worried or stern look. Well-meaning parents, myself included, in an effort to protect our children from grownup problems, sometimes pretend that everything is fine when it isn’t, leaving kids confused about their psychic senses until they eventually learn to disregard them altogether. In many families, children’s intuitively bang-on questions, however innocently asked, can result in a hard and fast lesson in ignoring telepathic cues: children’s intuitions all too often hit on family secrets, or shameful, emotionally charged issues that grownups know not to talk about.


The discomfort, alarm or outright fear that many adults react with when children talk about very ordinary psychic experiences is also a clear and unequivocal lesson for children. For example, my friend’s niece once announced to him, while being pushed on a playground swing, that she could see pretty colors around people. My friend was dumbfounded, and didn’t know how to respond. Although he was deeply interested, he was so shocked he couldn’t muster a response. He continued to push her on the swing in silence, a response I’m sure his niece felt and noted. Silence speaks volumes, but sometimes adults react to such information with much more than silence.


Another friend of the family once explained to me that while grocery shopping with her young son, he stopped to listen to an Asian couple carrying on a conversation in another language and announced, “Mommy, I understand what they’re saying.” She pulled her son away from the couple in alarm and dragged him out of the store, leaving her groceries behind. I startled her again when I pointed out that it wasn’t surprising that her son had taken taekwondo (a Korean martial art) throughout his youth and had grown up to marry a Korean girl.


The best answer then, to the question of “Are we born telepathic? Or can we learn?” is that we are all born telepathic, very telepathic, and have never stopped being telepathic. We have simply learned to ignore and explain away the telepathic experiences we are all having, all the time. We are immersed in telepathic experiences every moment of our lives, and deeply influenced by our telepathic environments – unconsciously – largely because of our cultural refusal to acknowledge the reality and value of the telepathic part of ourselves in conscious and upfront ways.


Learning to be telepathic, or better said, remembering your natural telepathy, is simply about bringing consciousness to something that is and has been happening outside of your conscious awareness all the time, your entire life. Sit down, be still, and watch for signs, Native American wisdom tells us. In stillness, under the chatter of our thinking minds, we find our connection to all that is, and our authentic selves. When we bring consciousness to this profoundly intelligent part of ourselves, we can become truly conscious beings who understand ourselves, our unique contributions to the greater whole, and the consequences of our thoughts and actions.


As far as my childhood telepathic experiences go, like most people, I’m sure I have forgotten more than I can recall. I do remember hearing a voice in my head one night as a young child while looking for a snack in the kitchen. The voice was clearly male, but said exactly what I was about to say, just before I would say it. When I mentioned the voice to my parents I saw the look of horror on their faces. That was the moment I shut down my clairaudience, or psychic hearing, a psychic sense that hasn’t returned since for me.


I also remember sitting on the curb when I was eight, wondering where my future husband was. What followed was like a daydream mixed with a knowing that contained more novelty and detail than I thought my imagination capable of. I had a very clear knowing that he wasn’t in Canada; that we were separated by water; that he would eventually move to Canada, and that his name started with R and had three letters. My husband, Rod, was living in Jamaica when I was eight. He returned to Canada after living another decade overseas, and our lives synchronistically intertwined a few years later.


When I was 15, I remember dreaming about my boyfriend breaking up with me under a street light on a dark night in the rain. The dream was so vivid, when I woke up, I remembered it as if it had just happened. A week later, my boyfriend broke up with me, at night, in the rain, on the street corner from my dream. My dumbfounded reaction wasn’t about the breakup. I was so shocked by the perfect unfoldment of my dream, I barely registered the hurt about the breakup itself.


The most dramatic telepathic experience of my life marked the end of my childhood, more than it was part of it. For years I hid the details from everyone including my friends and family out of fear, and because of the crippling anxiety the incident left me with. I was twelve at the time, sitting with two friends, halfway up the grassy slope of a man made hill about thirty feet high. The hill was nestled between several sports fields and a patch of forest, perfect for tobogganing in the winter or rolling down in the summer. We were playing a game we had played all summer, a game we called trance. We would take turns lying down on our backs and massaging light circles on each other’s temples while we counted down from a hundred. Sometimes we would do little guided meditations, talking to each other about walking through clouds or fields, or whatever came to us. Thinking back, I have no idea where we got the idea, we were simply being kids, playing.


Trance got boring after a while, and we settled in on the grassy slope to stare at the sky and talk. Sitting in the grass, I remember suddenly feeling uncomfortable, like I needed to get up and move. As I noticed the feeling, I heard a soft female voice in my head say, “You have to move, a motorcycle is coming.” I didn’t think. I got up and walked down the little slope, into the nearby trees. Being in the trees eased my stress and the sense of urgency I had been struck with sitting on the slope. I could hear an engine in the distance, but the fields around the hill were constantly being mowed, so the engine sound was not out of the ordinary.


From the trees, I caught the flash of a motorcycle flying through the air in my periphery. A young man had decided to cut through the schoolyard on his dirt bike and jump the hill, without checking his landing zone, where my friends still sat. I looked over to see the motorcycle sliding to a stop with one of my friends underneath. I ran over to her, but knew immediately that she was gone, although I didn’t get the call confirming her death until around ten o’clock that night. I turned to find that my other friend had been hit too, and was face down, unconscious, higher up the slope. Suddenly, I realized I was there alone with the man who had just killed my friend.


I ran to a nearby community pool and called 911, then I had to call my friends’ parents. I can still hear the heartbreak in their mothers’ voices. I know that sometime after I made the phone calls, before the ambulance came, I ran back to my friends, and the guy who had just run them both over. He did his best to calm me down. I think I was in shock. I remember being wrapped in a red blanket and having to give my statement in the back of a police car. I was petrified, and sure that if I had told the police or anyone else about playing trance, or about the voice in my head, that I would be blamed for the tragedy. I had known a motorcycle was coming, not consciously enough to have saved my friends, but I couldn’t get beyond my own survivor guilt to understand that myself at the time, let alone have explained it to anyone. I told the police everything I remembered, but not the whole truth, not about playing trance or the voice in my head that told me to move.


I walked home alone, pushing two bikes, my own and my dead friend’s. When I got home, I realized that I was home alone, or might as well have been. My parents were in Florida, and my babysitter, ill-equipped to handle such a situation, didn’t know what to say. Not that she could have said or done anything to make my nightmare disappear. So I sat on my bed, sad, cold, and traumatized, feeling completely alone. In the quiet, I remember a feeling slowly coming over me, subtly telling me that everything was going to be okay. I remember feeling like I was connected to something or someone I couldn’t see. It felt like religion, or what religion was supposed to feel like; like the connection was real and strong even though I couldn’t see it or hear it. I just knew it. And that was really my introduction to telepathy. A rude slap of an introduction, but an introduction nonetheless.


My fears around sharing the whole truth about what happened on the day of the accident turned out to be well-founded. The man who killed my friend, and put my other friend in a coma for months, followed by years of physical and brain injury rehab, was put on trial for criminal negligence. I was called as a witness, and cross-examined with an argumentative, accusatory zeal that I’m astonished at even today when I go back and read the court transcripts. I remembered the man on the motorcycle saying, “God damn it, I knew this would happen,” as he got up from the crash. I told the police so in my statement right after the accident. My recollection might have been the projected guilt of a traumatized 12 year old, but I really think that this man realized right after the accident that a part of him, the part of himself that we have all been taught to ignore, did know the accident was going to happen before it happened, just like I did.


The defense lawyer grilled me to tears over my police statement in front of the court, insinuating that I had lied, that I might be in trouble for doing so, and insisting that I must have been mistaken, because his client had gone to bible college to study to become a minister, and therefore couldn’t have said such a thing as he was obviously a good person. For a few minutes, I was put on trial more than the motorcyclist, who I now realize was just a kid too, at 19. I can’t imagine the abuse I would have suffered from this lawyer, and the medical professionals that he undoubtedly would have arranged to discredit my recollection, had I told the police about my entire experience and the voice I heard. I imagine the subsequent social ostracism, and the medical treatment to cure me of hearing voices would have been far worse. The outcome of the trial was a $500 fine for trespassing for the motorcyclist and a lifelong distrust of the justice system and organized religion for me.


Today, looking back, I now think that by playing trance just before the accident, I had inadvertently slipped into an altered state of consciousness and a part of me knew what was going to happen before it happened – not consciously or clearly enough to warn my friends – but just enough to feel discomfort and unconsciously save myself. It could have been an angel, a spirit guide, or another being of higher power, whispering in my ear I suppose, and many people will say with certainty that it must have been. However, I don’t recall sensing the presence of another being. I distinctly recall the voice sounding like my own, but older, and I haven’t really worked with spirit guides or angels since; not to say that such beings don’t exist, or that I haven’t had some powerful experiences with beings that fit the description. I just think that overly focusing on such beings can be disempowering, distracting us from understanding and developing our own natural abilities.


After working in altered states for years, I can say with a fair degree of certainty that when I was inspired to move because a motorcycle was coming that day, I wasn’t doing anything special, and I wasn’t ‘saved’ by angels or guides. Part of my mind was simply doing what all of our minds do, all the time: collecting and integrating telepathic information about our environment, and the future. I just happened to be in a state of heightened receptivity, and fidgety enough to need to move in response to the information I felt; information that I regretfully didn’t share because of its subtle nature.


The accident was an incredibly hard lesson in learning to pay attention to and trust my inner experiences, even when they seemed random, strange or crazy. It was a lesson that took years of therapy to unpack and forgive myself for learning at such a cost. It is a lesson that served me well in my career as a psychic medium and telepath though, and one that would serve many people well: trust yourself and others’ genuine inner experiences. Our inner experiences are not random or strange, they inform us about our environment, the people we are connected to and the future. Learning to understand and use our inner experiences to guide our actions and decisions, and teaching our children to do so, has the potential to save many lives, and that’s just the beginning.


It was 10 years after the accident before I felt safe enough in the world again to get back in touch with the telepathic part of myself, and to trust that nothing bad was going to happen if I did. It happened rather inadvertently, the result of years of listening to various guided meditations to try and calm the anxiety I was riddled with for years after the accident, and as a result of reading Robert Monroe’s book Journeys Out of the Body. One day during meditation, after following Monroe’s instructions, I rolled out of my physical frame and looked back at my deeply relaxed body in my bed. To tell you the truth, it was a success that scared me, but it also shifted my perspective on life. Before the experience of looking back at my body, I had identified my body as myself, a machine that was me. Like a car, or any other machine, I would eventually break down and die, if I didn’t manage to wreck myself first. Suddenly, I was viscerally aware that I wasn’t my body; I wasn’t the vehicle, I was the driver, the ‘ghost in the machine’. I knew then that I would walk away from my body when it eventually broke down, from age or accident. I would be okay. I would still exist, and I would still be me; I just wouldn’t have my bodily vehicle anymore.


The relief of knowing that death wasn’t the end should have been profound, and it was a turning point in my life, but part of me just couldn’t accept that I would survive death, no matter how real my experiences had been. Part of me continued to doubt, analyze, judge and question the reality of my out of body experiences in a misguided effort to keep me safe through stress, worry and fear. My analytical mind wasn’t willing to trust the ‘spiritual’ part of my being, let alone relinquish control of my life to it. As a result, I didn’t experiment with out of body journeys very much, or venture very far. I did get good enough at relaxing my body into a state of sleep, while still staying conscious, that I could do so almost at will, even if I didn’t leave my body. It was mostly a matter of making the conscious decision to do it, realizing that I could do it, and letting go of my analytical mind’s fears and doubts about the process. Once you set the intention to have an out of body experience, that’s half the battle. It wasn’t until I watched an episode of the television show Crossing Over that I discovered I could do anything useful or objectively validatable in an altered state of consciousness though.


John Edward, one of the best-known psychic-mediums in the world, had a television show that first aired in 1999 called Crossing Over. The show consisted almost entirely of John performing mediumship readings in front of groups, then having the people who received readings explain how the information John provided fit their lives and the lives of their dead people. By this time, I had graduated university with a degree in anthropology and a second in visual arts. After years of academic training in an environment where only what you could measure was considered real, I honestly believed at first that Crossing Over was a staged ‘reality’ show, with paid actors, or that audience members were being paid to keep quiet that they were acting. Like a good anthropologist though, I watched and observed, looking for patterns, motivations and holes in people’s stories, assessing audience members’ authenticity and gullibility the whole time. I was fascinated, and the more I watched, the harder it became for me to convince myself that everybody on the show was lying, or that there were that many good actors willing to participate in such a show. When John explained during one episode that you don’t need a medium to communicate with dead people, that you can do it yourself, I decided to give it a try.


It happened to be the day of my brother’s birthday, just a few hours before I was to be at my parents’ house for dinner to celebrate. I sat down and closed my eyes thinking I’d just stare at the inside of my eyelids and see if I could see anything. I strained with my eyes to find images until I found a happy medium between effort and ease and settled into my vision. I held it softly. Suddenly, like an image on a developing photograph, I saw a house. Then, five minutes or so later, I softly watched more pictures appear on the back of my eyelids, pictures that looked like moving photo negatives.


The first image I saw was of my grandparents’ house. I hadn’t seen it since I was eight years old. It was light blue in my mind’s eye, which I thought was odd, since I recalled the house being white. The image zoomed in, around to the backyard where I could see a clothesline, as if I was being given a tour. Suddenly, I was in the house, looking at a corner cabinet that held my grandmother’s china. Then, suddenly, I was standing in the desert watching an RV drive by. I knew somehow that it was going from California to Arizona, and it was my grandfather’s trip. Like the blue house, the RV didn’t make any sense. I’d heard that my grandfather had never travelled outside of Southwestern Ontario his entire life. Then, I felt like I WAS my grandfather, standing behind my brother at around age 12, with my hands on his shoulders while he sat on the bench between shifts playing hockey. Again, the image didn’t make any sense to me because my grandfather had died before my brother was born. Then, I felt like I was supposed to say, “I’m with Harold.”


A few hours later, at my parents’ house, I checked out the details I had seen earlier. I pulled my mother aside and asked about the blue house, the RV trip and the patterns I’d seen on the china. To my amazement, every detail checked out. She confirmed all of it. My grandparents’ house had been blue before I was born, my grandfather had taken one trip in his life, in an RV trip from California to Arizona, and my mother told me that the china patterns I drew her matched her mother’s exactly. Harold, I learned, had been my grandfather’s best man and best friend. My mother knew exactly what the image of him standing with my brother between hockey shifts meant.


My grandfather died of a heart attack while shoveling snow. He was clearing his driveway before coming to visit for my eighth birthday. My mother was planning to surprise him with the news that he was going to have another grandchild. She never got to tell him about my brother, and had always regretted waiting to tell him in person. The message in the image of my grandfather with his hands on my brother’s shoulders, watching my brother grow up playing hockey, something my grandfather would have loved, along with the other validations, couldn’t have been clearer: he did know about my brother, he hadn’t missed watching him grow up, and there was nothing for my mother to regret. It was her gift on my brother’s birthday.


Needless to say, my interest was piqued. I lay down to stare at the inside of my eyelids almost every day after that, waiting and watching images appear. I would find a friend, family member or friend of the family that was open to hearing anything I might pick up, and I would lie down, close my eyes and wait for the images to begin. I would write down what I saw and then call the person to explain the images I saw. Pretty soon, I had run out of friends and family to test my new skills out on, and I started reading friends of friends, then my brother’s frat buddies, then their sorority girlfriends. Somewhere along the line people started calling me for readings.


My brother was serendipitously enrolled in a psychology class at the time at the University of Western Ontario called Altered States of Consciousness, taught by professor Imants Baruss. Survival of consciousness after death, along with mediumship, happened to be on the syllabus. Months after I’d started experimenting with mediumship and documenting the experiences I was having, I ended up back at Western, where I’d graduated a few years before, in Imants’ office, two of my journals in hand. I’d ended up in the right place.


Professor Imants Baruss has now been studying and teaching about human consciousness for over thirty years and is the author of numerous books and scientific papers on the subject. He is one of only a handful of academics in the world currently studying consciousness, and is one of the world’s top experts on the subject. Imants not only helped me understand my abilities, he invited me to demonstrate them in a few of his classes, so his students would get to see and experience firsthand what they were studying. I ended up spending the next 12 years visiting Imants’ classes as a guest speaker, to read a few students, and then have the class analyze and try to explain what they saw and experienced. I learned a lot from all the questions students asked over the years, and our attempts to answer their questions. Over the years, my abilities improved, my understanding of what I think is a basic human ability got clearer and clearer, and I learned to apply the ability in new ways.


I couldn’t have imagined for most of my life that all the things I can now do with telepathic abilities were possible at all, let alone possible for me, including the ability to:




• communicate with dead people


• communicate with animals, both living and dead


• psychically perceive living people’s thoughts, beliefs and emotions (with caveats I’ll explain later), and how they have and will play out in repeating life patterns


• obtain certain types of information about anything or anyone, past, present or future (information that is often validatable, which I could not have had prior knowledge of, researched or guessed)


• preview possible and probable futures, get a sense of the likelihood of them coming to pass, and the steps people can take to make desired possible futures happen


• work with people to fine-tune and align their visions of themselves, and the future, to co-create relationships and experiences with other conscious people with an ease, genius and power beyond anything a logical mind could ever conceive or orchestrate


• understand things, and other beings, on a level beyond anything language could possibly convey





All I really needed to develop these abilities was permission. Permission to believe in myself and the fact that my strange, random and crazy thoughts, along with the images and feelings I could perceive when I meditated with intention, were not strange, random or crazy at all. I would like to give others the same permission, and share a few of the things I’ve learned over the years about telepathic abilities, our essential telepathic nature, and what it means to be telepathically connected to the wider world.





Leaving the Dark Ages




Any sufficiently advanced technology is indistinguishable from magic.


When a distinguished but elderly scientist states that something is impossible,


he is very probably wrong.


The only way of discovering the limits of the possible is to venture a little way past them into the impossible.


~ Arthur C. Clarke’s Laws of Prediction





For the first 15 years of my career, I referred to myself as a psychic-medium, purely out of forced practicality. The term never really captured the fullness of the work I did and, given the choice, I would much rather have avoided all the baggage that came with the label. Most people have let go of thinking of fortune-telling, curses, séances, woo-woo moments, ghosts and spirits when the term psychic-medium comes up, but stereotypes and irrational fears endure. People still tend to freak out when they find out what I do for a living, sometimes in fear, sometimes in arrogant disbelief. I spend a lot of time dispelling myths and calming irrational fears about being psychic; time that I think could be better spent talking about what we can do with psychic abilities, or actually doing something useful with them.


I now introduce myself as a conscious living coach, the best term I can come up with to explain what I actually do with my psychic abilities: help people to bring consciousness to every area of their lives to solve problems and live happier, more enjoyable and accomplished lives. I also prefer the term telepath over psychic-medium. Telepathy is simply defined as mind to mind, or consciousness to consciousness communication. Mediumship is a form of telepathy, along with intuition, clairvoyance, animal communication, remote viewing, remote healing, and a range of other psychic abilities and phenomena. It’s all the same ability, applied in slightly different ways.


I think of telepathy as a skill with broad applications rather than a mystical ability to turn to in secret, when everything else has failed. Used openly with skill and purpose, telepathy is a technology that can be applied to every area of human endeavor with tremendous individual and collective benefits. Contrary to popular desire, psychic abilities and telepathy don’t work well for picking lottery numbers or winning horses. Telepathy isn’t consistently useful when competition for personal gain at the expense of others is the aim. Predicting the future to avoid negative and unintended consequences does work well, but the true power and potential of telepathy lies in co-creating the future, not predicting it. Telepathy is far better suited, and exponentially more powerful, when it is used openly, to facilitate cooperation and creativity. The real promise and power of telepathy is in its astounding ability to orchestrate and facilitate all sorts of cooperative relationships, interactions, adaptations and transformations.


To appreciate the sophistication and genius telepathy offers in this regard, we have to look to the miracle of nature. If you look closely, you will notice that everything in nature from schooling fish, to migrating birds, to spawning salmon, to pollinating bees, to the cells in our bodies, functions through a sort of telepathic connection. Anyone who has spent time in nature, or studied it scientifically, is left with a sense of appreciation for the astounding intelligence that appears to orchestrate the natural world. Nature knows when it’s time: when it is time to grow, to hibernate, to migrate, to reproduce, and when it’s time to die. Trees know when and how to grow, how to harvest sunlight and how to work with bacteria to get nutrients from the soil. Your body knows how to move, grow, breathe and work with bacteria in your gut to digest food. Animals know where to travel to find food, or dig dens, even in a changing world, sometimes as if they know the future: digging dens high on riverbanks to avoid once in a decade spring floods or collectively seeking shelter hours before severe weather or earthquakes.


This knowing, instinctual and collective intelligence we see throughout the natural world cannot be found or fully explained by the DNA, brain function or the intelligence of individual organisms. There is something more going on, something bigger, something that looks a lot like a vast collective intelligence coordinating and orchestrating the miracle of nature, the beautiful and immeasurably complex dance of symbiotic, competitive, and synergistic relationships we see at every level of the natural world. Though we can often glimpse this intelligence at work, we can’t explain how it works through physical-material means. The deep interconnectedness we see everywhere in nature functions through an invisible connection that can’t be sampled, measured or seen under a microscope. The connection is nonphysical: a sort of telepathic connection.


Telepathy is universal to all nature, as well as the human experience. I now teach the concept of natural telepathy rather than law of attraction, karma or destiny because at the heart of all of these concepts is a universal and natural telepathic connection. When we tune into and consciously use our own natural telepathy, we can tap into the same extraordinary collective intelligence that orchestrates the miracle of nature to guide and inspire our own lives. In doing so, we can create wildly fulfilling, joyful and abundant lives for ourselves, to the benefit of one another and the rest of the planet: a perspective I like to refer to as win-win-win, or collective synergy.


If we can get over our collective fear and embrace what is a natural human ability and, really, our first language, telepathy might even help us accomplish results on a global level that few of us can even dream of now, without negative and unintended consequences that harm others and the planet. As with other soft technologies such as language, the telephone, or the Internet, the promise and power of telepathy as a technology will only be realized when many people begin using it consciously and cooperatively. Few people dreamt of, let alone predicted, the far-reaching ways that the Internet and wireless technologies have transformed lives around the globe. The next wave of revolutionary technology might have less to do with little black boxes and more to do with how we collectively use and navigate our own consciousness.


Sadly, even though the reality of telepathy is a broadly proven scientific fact of public record,1 many people still can’t get past their own skepticism and the question of whether psychic abilities are real or not. It’s natural to be skeptical, but more natural, I think, to be curious, and to follow your curiosity. Those who do embrace the reality of these abilities often can’t get past the awe or amazement that these abilities arouse when experienced firsthand, are stuck in wonder and proving the existence of these abilities, and don’t do anything productive with these abilities. Collectively, we can’t even get to the interesting questions, like, “What can we do with telepathy?” or “How much could telepathy improve our lives and collective fate?”


I’ve done my best in recent years to distance myself from any talk of spirits, ghosts or the paranormal, as well as the words such as ‘psychic-medium’, because the fear these words arouse distracts from the real magic and benefits of telepathy. That said, I still spend a lot of time talking to dead people (I prefer the term dead people to spirit or disincarnate – it’s less spooky – dead people are just people, without physical bodies). I’ve learned a lot talking to dead people over the years, and I think the key to understanding how consciousness functions happens to lie in the answer to a question people ask a lot: “What’s it like to be dead?”. So even though this is a book about consciousness and telepathy, “What’s it like to be dead?” is where we have to start.


Although the question comes up a lot, people tend to avoid the real question, and the real answer, by asking something like: “What’s it like on the other side?” as if death is a vacation destination. Death is an uncomfortable subject that people tend to avoid, to their detriment. When we get comfortable with the question of death, a huge range of fears and anxieties often disappear from our lives. It’s a very important question, and I spent years taking every opportunity I could to ask dead people the question directly. For a long time, the bizarre range of seemingly evasive stories I received made it seem as if the question was not an important one. In fact, most dead people I asked the question of didn’t answer at all, as if nothing was the answer.


Of course, talking to dead people isn’t like having an ordinary conversation. They communicate without words. They show me images and share perspectives and feelings with me. If you’ve ever played charades or Pictionary, you can imagine some of the challenges of my job. I have had lots of dead people show me pictures that might be construed as something like heaven. A three year old who died after being struck by a car once showed me that, when he wasn’t visiting his living siblings in the playroom of their new home, he went to school. The school he showed me was outside in the grass, which was blue, and there were lots of bunnies hopping around. There were other kids there, and he liked his teacher a lot. More than a few men I’ve talked to have shown me images of themselves fishing, or golfing ‘on the other side’ in stunning landscapes, but for the most part, dead people don’t share a lot of specific information on the subject.


Communication challenges aside, I realize in hindsight that the stories dead people show me aren’t evasive at all, rather the stories are the answer, but not the kind of answer we’re used to. You have to put a lot of stories and pieces together to get the kind of answer living people want. Dead people don’t give the types of answer we’re used to, I think, because their minds simply don’t work the way our earthly thinking minds do. Many of the things that we are so deathly concerned with while alive don’t even register as something to think or talk about when you’re dead. Rather than what it’s like on the other side, or what they do when they’re not talking to me, most of the dead people I talk to simply want to connect with their loved ones, let them know that they’re alright, reminisce and maybe help them heal something so they can make their time here on earth their highest quality experience. In fact, the first thing all dead people almost universally share with their loved ones is “I’m good” by sharing images of themselves smiling, youthful, vital, strong, healthy and happy, which is probably really the best indication of what it’s like to be dead.


Dead people also love to talk about what they loved in life, and it’s even easier for them to communicate about an interest if it’s also an interest of mine. If I share an interest with a dead person, we share a vocabulary, both sensory and verbal, and the passion and emotions they share with me are heightened, which can make for some entertaining exchanges. For example, I love to cook, which means that anyone who comes through who also loved to cook in life can, and will, show me foods they used to make, how they made them, and sometimes the ingredients. Sometimes they share who’s making a favorite dish now, which ingredients are being left out, what new ingredients are being added, and sometimes even all the ways the recipe has since been mangled by the new cooks, all so I can rib living family members. Maybe it’s partly because I love to cook so much, or possibly just that food is what brings family together most often, but I spend a lot of time talking food with dead people.


Sometimes dead people share what they’ve learned since their death. They often come through with a completely clean, objective retelling of the facts of their life, often taking full responsibility for their life, and for some, even owning up to things they would never have owned up to in life. I once even had the very strange experience of having a conversation with a dead mobster who had killed a lot of people. It was already happening before we realized who he was. I didn’t feel any danger or any kind of threat. He wasn’t evil or unpleasant, he just shared the facts of his life. That was all. No muss, no fuss.


What I want to make really clear is that the dead people I talk to are still people with fully intact personalities, preferences, likes, dislikes, memories and some, though not all, emotions. They’re very much like normal people to talk to, except they communicate through thoughts that mimic sensory information rather than words, and are never in a bad mood (with two notable though rare exceptions). Their personalities, quirks and habits come through loud and clear. The less I get in the way, the clearer the personality of whomever I’m talking to comes through. Dead people reference and communicate with the same quirks, mannerisms, memories and preferences they had in life. The only thing they have left behind, other than their body, seems to be the part of their mind that created stress, anger, worry, hate and fear while they were on earth. Turns out we have a lot to learn from the dead.


I do need to take a moment to talk about the two exceptions to the universal beneficence of dead people. Most dead people report experiencing death as an instant relief from physical and emotional pain, as well as from negative or impaired thinking. Alzheimer’s patients report their minds functioning perfectly upon death, and having spent protracted periods outside of their bodies during the latter stages of their disease. People who have died of cancer and other such progressive illnesses also report popping in and out of their bodies as they transitioned towards physical death, especially when heavily medicated or in pain. Car crash victims who passed instantly often show images of the crash scene from inside the car and then from about ten feet above looking down. Sometimes they imply a popping sensation before they tell me “… and then I was out… it wasn’t that bad.”


I’ve never met a murder victim who had any interest in helping police catch their killer, let alone seeking justice or vengeance. Every murder victim I’ve met has encouraged their family and friends to focus on their life, on good times together and on connection, not on a brief moment of tragedy. From their perspective, they can see and understand how everything works itself out, seeing justice and karma from a much higher perspective than we do. Even the most innocent victims of heinous crimes, like a young local girl, who was abducted and murdered by someone she knew, who I’ve talked to a number of times, doesn’t want to talk about her killer. Murder victims want to visit and enjoy their time and connection with the people they loved in life, and often encourage living family members to let go of anger and the desire to catch or punish their killers.


A few dead people, however, do seem to need some time to let go of their earthly minds’ thinking patterns. For example, a distant neighbor of mine’s father once showed up in my driveway as I was leaving my house. He was panic-stricken and distraught. He had been murdered only hours before, just a few kilometers from my home, and was so deep in his feelings of panic and fear about the fight he was just in, that his focus kept him attached to his physical life. As I talked to him though, helping him notice that he was okay, even though he didn’t have a physical body anymore, his state shifted. He became less demanding and fearful, and softened both emotionally and energetically. It only took a few minutes for him to calm down and go on his way. Quite a few people seem to need a few days, usually the time between their death and their funeral, to acclimate to their new state, and many still behave as if they have a physical body during that time, getting around by riding in cars, buses, or by walking for example.


I have also had the experience of speaking with dead people who were addicts or narcissists in life, deeply focused in anger and drama, whose negative focus continued for a short time after their deaths. I have done follow-up sessions with a few of these people over the course of several years following their deaths and I’ve noticed that, in every case, these people become more and more accountable, apologetic, wise and lovely as time passes, allowing their living families to reconcile, forgive and come to terms with how they were in life, as well as see how far they’ve come after their deaths.
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