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This book would not be possible without the contributions of hundreds of dreamers. I have changed their names to protect their anonymity. I want to thank all of them for sharing these powerful stories of love with me.
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Never the Spirit is born

The Spirit will cease to be never

Never was time it was not

End and beginning are dreams

Birthless and deathless and changeless

Remains the Spirit forever

Death has not touched it at all

Dead though the house of it seems

—Bhagavad Gita

(translation by Sir Edwin Arnold)


Introduction
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I USED TO BE A SKEPTIC about the idea that loved ones who have passed through the veil could visit us in our dreams. I was sure dreams in which someone appeared to return were attempts by a grieving psyche to compensate for the loss of a loved one, a way for the heart to heal what the mind could not accept. Many dreams and stories over the years have made me change my mind. I am no longer a skeptic.

Part of my journey to belief required giving up rigid perceptions I had formed about what was real and what was not. God knows, there have been enough events and phenomena in my life to convince anyone that things are not what they appear to be. However I am a stubborn individual, and, like most of us, I fight to hold on to my ideas even when faced with strong evidence I am wrong. It’s human nature. Before I could accept that the dead return in dreams, I had to come to terms with my own issues about death and challenge my ideas about what lies beyond death’s gate.

Beliefs about God, spirit, and life after death form at an early age. Mine were of a conventional, Christian type, imprinted on my mind during regular Sunday school and church attendance. One of those beliefs was that the dead do not return. To my young mind it seemed that there was an inherent conflict between the idea of resurrection and eternal life and assertions that the dead cannot return to the living. But who was I to argue?

Such beliefs are crucial cornerstones propping up our view of reality. It usually takes something undeniable and out of the ordinary to change them. For me, it took a near-death experience, followed by several years of confrontation with extraordinary phenomena and realities I could not ignore.

There is a strange and wonderful truth: When someone we love passes through death’s door to the other side, he or she can return to us in spirit, in our dreams. We may not have scientific proof, but there are many stories of return, shared over thousands of years by people like you and me.

What happens after we die? The only thing we know for sure is that death comes to us all, and that when it does, something changes. We may not know what lies on the other side, but people all over the world believe in existence beyond death. Many believe someone has contacted them from the other side. Some visitations take the form of ghostly sightings, others as mysterious phone calls, electrical phenomena, or strangely moving objects. By far the largest number of contacts happens in dreams.

Anyone who has felt the grief of a loved one’s passing knows it takes considerable time for healing. When the beloved returns in a dream, it has a profound effect on our emotional well-being. We wake knowing the person we love is still present, still available to us. The dreams reassure us that we, too, will survive the inevitability of death.

It is clear to me that those on the other side are able to visit us in our dreams. When they do, advice is given, forgiveness becomes reality, and love brings completion and acceptance to the dreamer. In every culture, people see such dreams as a genuine doorway to the other side. Not only visitations take place. Some people have dreams foreshadowing physical death; others have dreams of spiritual beings bringing messages of comfort and wisdom.

Much of my work over the last twenty-some years has focused on dreams. Dreams provide a rich and truthful resource for understanding who we are. Many times people told me dreams of loved ones gone who came to them in the night. Over time, I came to see many of these dreams as more than just the workings of a mind trying to heal itself of emotional pain and loss.

It is true some dreams of the departed are psychological in nature, a way for us to deal with emotions like grief or anger. With these dreams, it is not necessary to look for a mysterious or otherworldly explanation. They have a different feel to them; the kinds of events that occur are different from what I would call true dreams of return. In true dreams of return, a sense of completion and deep connection is always present. A psychological dream may present images of the departed, but there is no resolution for the living.

In thousands of years of human history, each culture and time has come up with its own version of what happens when we die, and each has ideas about what it means when the dead return. I could not possibly include all of those ideas here, but I have tried to give a sense of how different cultures and societies think about these kinds of dreams. The differing beliefs form a background tapestry for the stories you will read here.

Dreams from the Other Side is about dreams and messages from the dimension beyond death. They come from the spiritual realm, in every sense of the word. Here you will find dreams and visions that comfort us and help us realize that death is not what it appears to be. They are gifts to our troubled minds, holding out the promise of life after death and helping to prepare us for our own transition when the time comes.

So many people have dreams like this. So many of us believe we have contacted loved ones gone on before. In the United States alone, over 50 million people feel they have touched the other side. Not all of them are delusional, under the effect of medications, or sensation seekers; nor do they fit any other rationale offered to explain their experience of the beyond. If you are one of these people, you are not alone.

Contact with the other side can change us forever. Something in us breathes a sigh of relief when we have such a dream. Fear retreats, the natural fear of our own death and of the unknown experience waiting beyond death’s gateway. We find comfort and peace, perhaps a healing respite from the grief of a loved one’s passing.

The stories in this book are all true, changing or affecting people’s lives in real ways. Many are dreams of loved ones who returned to the dreamer days, months, or even years after death. All are dreams that reassured and inspired the dreamers.

Dreams that tell us all is well with our departed loved ones bring resolution and closure in a way that nothing else can quite achieve. Things are said in dreams left unspoken in real life, bringing a sense of completion missing until that moment. Unlike most dreams, which vanish upon waking, these are remembered.

If you have dreams like this, perhaps you will find confirmation in these pages for what you already know or suspect to be true. The souls of those who have gone before return in our dreams, bringing messages of love and hope from the other side.

The dreams in these pages come from all sorts of different people with something unusual in common. Their dreams connected them to spirit and gave them certain knowledge that they were not alone. They are not, and neither are you.

Someday we will all know exactly what stands on the other side. Until then, we have only dreams and memories, tales brought to us from a far and distant place by travelers who return briefly with the dust of the other side clinging to their clothes and shoes.

Alex Lukeman

Fort Collins, Colorado


Dreams

from the Other Side

[image: images]


Chapter 1
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The Other Side
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Our Creator would never have made such lovely days,
And have given us the deep hearts to enjoy them,
Unless we were meant to be immortal.

—NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE

DO THE DEAD RETURN to us in dreams? Do our loved ones who have passed on come back to us with messages of love and comfort? In short and simple terms, the answer is yes. Let me tell you a dream that shows what I mean.

As her mother lay dying, Amelia’s father was unable to face the chore of packing up his wife’s possessions. He sent his daughter to handle the job, to the house he had built for retirement just two years before. As she drove north to the house, Amelia felt her mother’s passing. A phone call confirmed her mother had died. At the house that night, she had a vivid dream.

In the dream, her mother appeared and guided Amelia through the house. Here are Amelia’s words.

The Door in the Attic
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I dreamt of my mother. She led me by the hand from room to room and showed me where to find her “special” belongings. With great love, mother told me how to dispose of each item; who should receive what inheritance, of pearls, rings, or a shawl from her honeymoon. Then, in the dream, she led me to the attic and pointed to an almost imperceptible door in the back of a crawl space. The dream ended.

The next day, after sorting and packing through things according to her mother’s wishes in the dream, Amelia decided to explore the attic. Crawling through the boxes and cobwebs, she saw the small door of her dream barely visible in the gloom. She opened the door and found a box. In the box was a packet of old love letters written between her mother and father. For Amelia, this was a heartfelt gift of love.

Amelia had never been in the attic and was not familiar with the house. She had no knowledge of the small door and the crawlspace behind it, or of the box of letters. If her mother did not come to her in that dream, how else can you explain this true story? Sometimes the living learn something they could not know in any other way from the loved one who appears in the dream. Such dreams are dramatic proof the dead return to us in dreams.

It took a near-death experience in 1975 to make me understand that death is not the final event it appears to be. One hot July evening, I walked slowly into the emergency ward of a busy New York hospital, struggling for breath, with severe pain in my chest radiating down my left arm—classic signs of a heart attack. I was thirty-four years old. Within minutes of entering the hospital, I was flat on my back, wired to machines, breathing oxygen. People were running around looking serious and worried. I knew I was in big trouble.

I had contracted pericarditis, a viral infection of the lining around the heart. The pericardial sac was filling with fluid, compressing my heart and squeezing the life from me. There are no drugs for that. The only treatment given to me was Tylenol. My life was out of control and under the supervision of others. There was nothing I could do except surrender to what was meant to happen.

Hours later, I was in a deep and dreamless sleep when I suddenly came fully awake. My mind was clear, aware, and alert, but my body was a different story. I felt exhausted, used up, depleted. It was an enormous effort just to move my eyes. What had woken me?

From my raised hospital bed I could see several glass cubicles, identical to mine, arranged in a semicircle around a central station. Everyone I could see in those cubicles looked very, very ill. Dials and moving readouts glowed in the dim light. Intricate spider webs of wires, tubes, and IV drips dangled over every still figure. It was a scene straight from a medical horror movie. Only it was not a movie—it was reality. I was in one of the inner sanctums of the medical profession, the ICU, a place created to provide a last bastion against death.

The big clock over the central nurses’ station said 3:00 A.M. I looked at the clock and saw that the second hand was not moving. That’s very strange, I thought. Then I became aware that something was in the room with me. In the corner of the room, I saw a shimmering, vibrating column of beautiful rose-red light, reaching from the floor to the ceiling. About three feet wide, the column of light was translucent—I could see shapes through it but not details. An electric sense of energy and presence filled the room. It vibrated. It was alive, sentient.

I knew without doubt, I was looking at death in that strange light.

I felt perfectly calm. Unbidden, my mind began a life review as I lay there gazing on the column of rosy light. Thoughts and scenes, memories and sounds, people and situations long forgotten cascaded in vivid color across the screen of my mind’s eye, folding in on one another in rapid sequence.

1975 was the year I hit the wall. I had reached a point in life without joy or meaning. My relationships, my work—everything—felt meaningless and destructive to me. There was nothing pulling me forward into life, nothing worthwhile to live for. Lying there in the presence of that rosy death-light, I knew with certainty that I had a choice. I could continue to live or I could let go into the mystery of the light and die. Either way was all right; either way was correct. I knew that letting go into the light was not an end, but rather a transition into some other kind of existence. I cannot explain how I knew this, but there was no question it was so. Meanwhile, the scenes of my life continued to pour through my awareness.

Time and space felt suspended in a place of clear, calm detachment, as I gazed on that shimmering column of light. I could feel something within me deciding whether to go or to stay, but it was not a rational process. Somewhere along the way, I felt a decision to stay and complete, without any idea of what I was supposed to be completing. At just that exact instant, the column of rosy light grew bigger, expanding outward through the room, and disappeared. As it vanished, the monitor sounded an alarm and the night nurse rushed into the cubicle. She looked so worried, but I knew I would be all right. The central clock still said 3:00 A.M., but the second hand was moving again and time was no longer suspended.

My life took a different track that morning. Since that day, I do not feel the same way about death. I don’t want to think about the inevitability of friends and loved ones passing, I don’t like the idea of pain and discomfort in my final hours, but I no longer fear. I know, because of my experience, that death is not an end but a doorway into some other dimension of existence.

With the appearance of the light in my hospital cubicle, my life changed dramatically. I ended my destructive relationships and began a long period of self-discovery. I began a learning journey in psychology and alternative healing. I discovered a commitment to spiritual self-exploration and expression. I discovered I could understand dreams, and people have been telling them to me ever since.

Many of the people who share dreams in these pages did not believe in life after death before they had the dream. Many of them had lost faith—faith in themselves, faith in God (by whatever name), and faith in the idea of meaning or purpose for life. I was one of those people, until that column of rosy light convinced me of the reality of life after death in ways that words never could. I got a direct look at the other side.

THE OTHER SIDE

The phrase “other side” is attributed to Emanuel Swedenborg.* A Swedish philosopher, scientist, theologian, and mystic, he was one of the great lights of the eighteenth century. In using this term, Swedenborg was referring to all things that exist beyond our usual limits of awareness, on the other side of death’s passage. Visits from the dead, the appearance of angels, divine visitations, and clear instructions from spirit are all from the other side. All of these may come to us in dreams.

Dreams are not the only gateway to the other side. It is possible for us to encounter the other side while awake and alert as well. Beginning with that day in the hospital, I have experienced many extraordinary phenomena. All have reinforced my belief in other dimensions and realities that defy rational explanation. None of these other realities can be subjected to the rigors of scientific proof, but all can be experienced as real, even verified by others who may be witnesses when the door to the other side opens.

I have been fortunate, meeting some unusual people with a variety of healing and intuitive gifts. I saw a silver-haired woman in Hawaii walk dry through the falling rain, while everyone beside her was soaked. The rain simply did not fall on her, only on us. A true shaman in the Hawaiian tradition, a genuine kahuna, she was famous for her ability to stand at the shore and call the creatures of the sea to her feet.

Once I watched a young woman dying with terminal cancer, dreaming unknowingly in a radiant sphere of unearthly, beautiful light. A magnificent healing vortex of swirling energy and numinous images surrounded the table on which she lay. Streams of light and energy poured through my hands and into her body. A healer who had opened the door to this context of spirit and divine energy stood benignly at the head of the table, holding the focus for the rest of us. She recovered.

I have seen people diagnosed with days or weeks to live recover fully from terminal illness. I have seen burns and tumors disappear as I watched. I saw a holy man in India sweep a crowd of thousands with a tangible, powerful energy of love from his eyes, then materialize from thin air exactly what was needed for the person sitting at his feet. I’ve heard stories and dreams of emotional, spiritual, and physical healing. Some of the most powerful dreams came from people visited by dear ones who had passed through death’s divide, bearing messages of love and comfort.

These things have taught me that life is not exactly what it appears to be. We are living in a world filled with mystery, a world imbued with spirit and love. It is a world where unseen dimensions exist and overlap each other. The passport into those dimensions is our consciousness—the very thing that imbues us with a sense of self and life.

CONSCIOUSNESS & DREAMS

“Consciousness” is a word much abused in the literature of the human potential movement, but that does not mean it is a word we can ignore. Precisely because it is impossible to define consciousness to everyone’s satisfaction, the search for something that enhances our experience of being conscious, whatever that may mean, has become big business. Gurus of consciousness abound, some wonderful, some not.

The path to increased awareness is a path of spiritual discovery. There isn’t any particular way to spirit, which exists everywhere. Spirit is independent of theology and structure. We can stand and sing in a Four Square Gospel church, sit quietly and watch the sun rise, or bathe in the Ganges, and spirit will be there.

Spirit provides endless opportunities for discovery, countless surprises that challenge us to open our minds and hearts. Often it takes some powerful experience, like my encounter with a rose-colored angel of death and light, to get us to pay attention. It can also take the form of a dream or a dream message that we cannot deny. Dreams are a way consciousness beyond our normal limits can make itself known.

Dreams are one of the common threads that tie us all together. Everyone dreams. If something prevents us from dreaming, bad things happen to our sanity. We begin hallucinating and acting in bizarre ways. We don’t have to remember our dreams, as far as our physical and mental health are concerned, but we have to have them. We all dream, whether or not we remember our dreams.

Whether or not dreams have any meaning is a subject of controversy today, but it has not always been that way. For thousands of years, people in many different cultures thought of dreams as messages from the divine gods or from the spirits of the dead. The classical Greek word for dreams meant “message.”

With the emergence of Christianity as the major religion of the West, dreams fell into disrepute. There was great fear among early theologians that dreams might be a gateway for the devil’s work. These fears arose partially from mistaken translations of phrases and words in the Bible, generally attributed to St. Jerome.* New and more accurate translations of the Bible correcting those old mistakes are now becoming widely available. It is ironic to condemn dreams, in light of the many wonderful revelations and dream teachings found in the Old Testament and elsewhere in Christian literature.

The ancient Egyptians, the Greeks of the classic period, the Romans, the ancient Chinese, and the world of Islam all believed in the power and truth of dreams. To them, dreams were especially important when they contained messages from angels or the spirits of the dead.

Angels and visions appearing in dreams have inspired world religion. Buddha’s mother dreamed a white elephant embraced her, penetrating her side with his trunk, signaling conception of a holy being. The prophet Muhammad received the teachings of Islam, including the text of the Koran, in dreams. In a dream the angel Gabriel sent Muhammad out of exile and inspired him to lead an army against Mecca. An angel revealed the Book of Mormon to Joseph Smith, the patriarch of Mormonism. Christ visited the emperor Constantine in a dream, giving him a sign that led to victory in battle and the establishment of Christianity as the official religion of the Roman Empire.

You don’t have to believe in these religious teachings to see that dreams can shape the destiny of millions. The suppression of dreams in the West as the work of the devil was part of the superstitious and unenlightened thinking of the Dark and Middle Ages. The legacy continues today. Many still dismiss dreams as nonsense, despite thousands of years of anecdotal evidence to the contrary.

Some argue that dreams have little or no relevance for our daily lives. Dreams of loved ones returning from the other side and comforting those left behind are even more provocative to someone who gives dreams no credibility. It doesn’t really matter what skeptics think about it. What matters is the emotional healing and personal peace that accompany such dreams.

The discussion about what happens after death will never be settled, at least while we are still alive! Every spiritual and religious philosophy has something to say about it, and most do not agree. Most of us want to believe in some form of ongoing existence, and most people in the world believe there is spiritual purpose for our lives that becomes clear when we die.

Many people and cultures honor dreams of the dead as genuine visits from beyond death’s divide. Some, like the Aboriginal people of Australia, believe there is no separation between life and death. This life and the next are seen as one continuous state of being, inextricably entwined together. A dream of someone who has “died” is just a visit, as if the person came in and sat down for a nice conversation. Most of us, though, see death as a final, irrevocable, personal reality. That has given rise to many ideas and beliefs about the existence of something that survives death—the soul.

Excavations of burial sites from prehistoric times reveal that the earliest peoples believed in some form of continuing life after death. Flowers, food, comforting objects for the journey into the unknown, weapons, clothing, and religious objects are frequently unearthed in ancient graves, even as far back as Neanderthal man. We are not so different from those ancient people; the mystery of what happens to us at death still fascinates humankind.

Dreams are a common thread woven into the tapestry of spiritual teaching about life after death from all times and places. The dream may be welcome or not, but the historical consensus is that the dead can return in dreams. Contemporary scientific thought on the subject is predictable and rigid, ranging from extreme skepticism to absolute denial of such a possibility. Who can blame the scientist? The nature of science demands proof, which, in this case, can never be determined. All that can be recorded is the anecdotal stories of those who have had such dreams, coupled with their subjective responses, which are deeply conditioned by cultural and religious background. Dreams and stories do not lend themselves well to scientific inquiry. The good news for those who have healing dreams of departed loved ones is that proof is not required.

There are many historical anecdotes of the dead returning in dreams to provide guidance and advice. Some may be simply good stories, handed down over the centuries and embellished along the way. Some anecdotes seem well documented and have an eerie ring of truth. One of my favorites involves Dante, the master poet of the fourteenth century, who composed Inferno and Paradiso.1

Paradiso appeared incomplete on Dante’s death. The manuscript lacked the final thirteen cantos, and attempts to find the missing pages were unsuccessful. Eight months after his father’s death, Dante’s son Jacobo had a powerful dream. In the dream, his father appeared. Father and son had a pleasant discussion about the nature of the afterlife. Then Dante touched a spot on the wall of a room where he had slept when alive. Dante told Jacobo that what he was looking for would be found there.

Even in a time when dreams were publicly condemned, no one would ignore a dream like that. Jacobo went to his father’s house and found the missing thirteen cantos concealed in a niche in the wall.

Unlike historical stories that may or may not be true, the dreams and stories in this book are certainly true, anecdotes told by average people leading everyday lives. Eventually all of us must deal with the reality of death and the absence of someone we care for or love. These tales hold out a promise: Death is not the end, but a gateway into another dimension of existence. Those we love can and do return to us, helping us come to terms with our feelings of loss and sadness.

Perhaps the easiest way to cross the divide between life and death is through our dreams. As we sleep, the veil between the worlds grows thin. When the barriers are down, souls may slip easily between the different realities. Dreams provide a bridge between here and the other side, a vehicle the departed can use to contact us.

THE SOUL

You are not going to get the ultimate description of soul out of me! The best of human philosophers, literary geniuses, and theologians have been arguing about it for thousands of years. There are a lot of people who talk about the soul as if they know exactly what it is all about, but I am not one of them. All I know is that it is a mystery, perhaps a mystery even greater than what happens when we die. After my 3:00 A.M. visit with death, I am also certain of one other thing: Something in us goes on after life ends. It is the essence of our spiritual being. The essence can return in dreams, after death has taken the physical form.

You cannot find a good definition of the soul by looking in Webster’s dictionary. The best they can come up with is “… a spirit, embodied or disembodied: innermost being or nature.”2 Ideas about what the soul is and what happens to it at death depend on the time and culture of the person trying to understand the soul’s nature. In our world of cell phones and sixty-hour workweeks, there is little emphasis on making sense of the nature of the soul. Soul study is not high on most people’s list of priorities.

The ancient Chinese and the Greeks of the classical age thought the soul left the body at night during sleep, wandering far, enjoying many experiences and activities. This belief exists today in metaphysical teachings about astral travel or soul journeying through dreams. Many traditions and countless spiritual teachings say the soul can lift out of the physical body, either during sleep or when practicing some form of spiritual discipline or meditation. If the soul can leave the body, it must have independent existence. If soul consciousness is independent of the body, the soul of someone who has died may continue to exist after death. That would follow, since the soul is not dependent on physical form. Death may end our physical existence, but it does not end our consciousness.

In the end, none of the arguments about the existence and nature of the soul matter much. What matters is the reality of the soul’s survival after death. Each of us comes to acceptance of the soul’s existence in our own way. We discover it through spiritual practice, a near-death experience, or even a dream.

The earliest descriptions of the soul come to us from ancient Egypt. The Egyptians wrote down their beliefs in the Book of the Dead, describing an elaborate afterlife and underworld journey for the soul. It is the first written work detailing a culture’s spiritual beliefs about the afterlife. The text contains careful instructions to prepare the reader for safe passage. Egyptians believed the gods measured and weighed the deeds of the living after death, and that lightness of heart was the most important factor in determining the fate of the soul. We might say that the most important factors are love and compassion.

Another famous text on the afterlife is the Tibetan Book of the Dead. This book likewise gives detailed descriptions and spiritual instructions for the soul’s journey after death. In our own culture, we have no formal book of the dead, although there are many grim theological descriptions of purgatory, heaven, and hell. We do have many religious instructions for the living, designed to guide us safely to the other side.

Every culture has a teaching about life after death, and each offers a picture of what to expect when the soul leaves the body. Each also has some idea about what happens to people who are good and who are not so good, as defined by the values of the culture.

Records exist from the earliest times of people who have died returning in dreams, of near-death experiences and visions of the dead. They all have one thing in common: a message that something in us survives after death. If needed, sometimes we can return from the other side to comfort and help the living. How it happens, or what determines the need, remains a mystery.
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