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“What a gift this book is for those who need to trust what they know in their hearts—death is not the end. Thank you, Mark Ireland, for providing this invaluable resource to take readers to the awareness that love never dies.”

SUZANNE GIESEMANN, PSYCHIC MEDIUM AND 
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“I loved this book! Raymond Moody opened the dialogue on NDEs, Brian Weiss did it for past-life memories, Michael Newton for life between lives, and now Mark Ireland has done it for mediumship, the capacity of certain individuals to communicate with the spirits of the deceased.”

JANE KATRA, Ph.D., HEALER, PROFESSOR OF PUBLIC HEALTH, 
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“The journey that Mark has traveled since the death of his son in 2004 is quite remarkable. He has taken his original grief and raised it to a positive experience of hope for everyone who has lost someone precious.”

TRICIA J. ROBERTSON, PSYCHIC RESEARCHER AND 
AUTHOR OF THINGS YOU CAN DO WHEN YOU’RE DEAD

“Mark has been in a unique position to experience and analyze mental mediumship and other phenomena in a highly personal way by using his network of bereaved parents, top mediums, and psychical researchers. He records extraordinary afterlife messages facilitated through dreams, after-death contacts, and mediums, always writing with an awareness of the need for evidence. We highly recommend this book.”

VICTOR AND WENDY ZAMMIT, AUTHORS OF 
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“This book is a must-read and will bring comfort and peace to thousands.”

JOHN HOLLAND, PSYCHIC MEDIUM AND 
AUTHOR OF THE SPIRIT WHISPERER

“Practical, insightful, and poignant, this book is written from the heart of a grieving parent and the brain of a pragmatic researcher. Whether you’re interested in psychic-medium abilities, evidence of life after death, or new ways to comfort your grief, Mark’s story and analysis delivers.”
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A Note to Readers

THE FORMAT OF THIS BOOK IS A BIT UNIQUE in that it doesn’t follow the typical narrative flow found in most memoirs. Here, you’ll find my personal stories—accounts of unusual experiences—supplemented by scientific evidence supporting them. I also take a scholarly deep dive into exploring the psychic-medium phenomena through the numerous lenses of various religious traditions.

Those only interested in the stories may choose to bypass the more analytical chapters. Conversely, others who are primarily interested in scientific evidence might choose to focus on the research-related chapters. For everyone else, the journey may seem to meander at times, but a mosaic comes together from all the pieces to form a meaningful picture.

For those who are curious to know, everyone in this book is referenced by their actual name unless I have stated otherwise. The accounts shared here are about real people and real situations.


INTRODUCTION

The Catalyst

IT WAS A CRUEL SYNERGIST THAT MOVED ME to explore life’s deepest mysteries. This had been my father’s path, but it was not mine—at least not until now.

Reflecting back, I could see that I’d taken for granted the most important things in my life until one of the most precious and beloved among them—my youngest son—was gone. And oddly, it now seemed easier to take risks, following an inner sense that prodded me to pursue a new life course using my freshly recognized gifts to help others.

Prior to January 10, 2004, I could never have imagined that Brandon would die at such a young age. I’d been traveling just before this happened and was grateful to have returned home and spent time with him before the incident.

It was a Saturday morning and Brandon told me that he was going to hike with friends. Their plan was to tackle a particularly challenging mountain. The wind was blowing intensely, and something just didn’t feel right to me.

A short time later I experienced an unusual “premonition,” which included the overwhelming sensation of another presence, as ominous feelings about Brandon’s hike suffused me. As a result of my experience, I asked my son to stay home. Of course, I didn’t tell him about the intense feeling that swallowed me up with trepidation and a sense of impending tragedy. Instead, I focused on the rational grounds for my request—the windy conditions present that day. In other words, I second-guessed my experience instead of fully trusting it.

Brandon was eighteen years old, adventurous, and determined. When leaving with friends, in a matter-of-fact fashion, he uttered his final words to me, “We’re going, Dad.” Later that day we received a distress call from our older son, Steven, who was relaying a message from Brandon’s friends on the mountain. They said that Brandon had become dizzy and passed out, but they didn’t know what was wrong. We rushed home to find a swarm of people and emergency vehicles at the base of the mountain, located directly behind our house. Shortly thereafter, we were introduced to a chaplain who informed us that Brandon had died, providing no opinion on the cause of death. A short time later I spoke to Brandon’s best friend, Stu Garney, and he told me that Brandon had complained about numb limbs and what seemed to be a rapid heartbeat.

Immediately after learning of Brandon’s death, I was in a state of utter shock. How was I to accept the death of my child—someone I’d loved since his birth—whose future I longed to see unfold? At that moment it was hard to even imagine going on. How could I function? Would I ever experience joy again?

Fortunately, my family includes members who are endowed with profound spiritual gifts, and this made all the difference for me. I soon contacted my uncle Robert who—like my deceased father—was a minister and gifted psychic-medium, asking him to relay any information about Brandon’s well-being that he might receive. Two days later, while I was standing in the mortuary making arrangements for Brandon’s service, my cell phone rang. It was my uncle calling. He explained that he had tried hard to make a spiritual connection the night before but was unsuccessful. However, his meditation the following morning—that very day—had proven fruitful. My deceased father came to him and shared information about Brandon.

My uncle stated, “Brandon’s heart failed due to a lack of oxygen. When he first left his body he was confused, but your dad came to greet him and help him adjust. Brandon also wanted you and Susie to know that ‘you were the best parents he ever could have had.’”

Less than a week later my uncle’s message was validated. When speaking to the physician who performed Brandon’s autopsy, I was informed that my son’s death was due to a severe asthma attack, which caused his blood oxygen levels to drop, resulting in heart failure.

My uncle’s message was the first in a series of connections, validations, and synchronistic events that forever changed me. After spending most of my adult life in the “numb comfort” of a mainstream, business-fueled lifestyle, I was suddenly jolted out of my spiritual complacency. It was a harsh yet vital awakening. Mysteriously compelled by the crucible of my loss, I embarked on an exploration that drew me back to my numinous roots. As I noted, my father had been a deeply spiritual minister and world-renowned psychic-medium, but I had taken a different course in life. Perhaps my father had something to teach me after all.

I am now well into my journey, and I’ve learned many things, but the process will never be complete—at least not in this lifetime. Change is an essential element of life; challenges will continue to arise, as will periods of immense joy and fulfillment. All the while I hope to continue along my path, as I know that I am destined to keep growing.

During my search, I traversed a major precipice and discovered some astonishing things. The fruits of my study have been helpful and reassuring—yielding hope in a world that has adopted materialism as its religion—accepting meaninglessness and chaos as givens. I feel obliged to share my findings, to help dispel this pessimistic worldview that I see as a falsehood.

First, I have culled evidence that physical death is not the end of the road for any of us. I know this message is critical because I’ve seen people consumed by fear of death or suffering unbearable grief after losing a loved one. Some can draw into a shell, ceasing all efforts to reach their potential, or even give up on life.

Conversely, I’ve seen people freed from the shackles of despair who were able to rebound and view life from a different perspective. These individuals were filled with a renewed sense of hope and optimism in the face of an apparent tragedy. This doesn’t happen every time, because some people choose to hold onto anger or blame and will not release their debilitating thoughts. This choice is ultimately up to each individual. But being able to step back and view life from a larger perspective can change the context of a loss—seeing death as a simple shift to another form of life, rather than the cessation of one’s existence.

As someone who has lost a loved one, I can personally attest to the need for healing after such a tumultuous experience. Yet I can also affirm that it is possible for a person to reclaim what can become a most meaningful and fulfilling life. After a time of reprieve, the loss can actually take on a unique and important role—serving as a catalyst for something crucial. Pain can be the ultimate teacher but only when one is open to the possibility. Eventually the person must learn to move past grief to some degree—otherwise he or she will stand still or even regress.

I’ve seen afterlife evidence, including psychic and medium phenomena, play a role in easing the anguish tied to loss—advancing and accelerating the healing process. To provide illustration for those unfamiliar with this practice, in these pages I share examples of my interactions with credible spiritual mediums. I also provide information to help readers learn more about this field, which is little understood by most people.
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The “Why”

SOMETIMES PEOPLE DON’T UNDERSTAND the reasons why I, a person they view as grounded and practical, chose to explore and write about psychic phenomena and mediumship. They wonder about my basis for directing bereaved persons to mediums for readings, or “sittings,” as they are also called. Apparently I don’t exude the sort of vibe expected of someone interested in the paranormal or the metaphysical because of my sensible approach to things.

The short answer to both questions is that I have an intimate knowledge of the pain associated with the death of a loved one, having lost my youngest son, Brandon. Losing someone so close—especially a child—is often the most painful event a person will ever experience. For some, the effects of grief can be crippling. They can ripple out for months, years, or even a lifetime.

But I’ve also seen the healing effects that a good reading can have on the bereaved. I’ve experienced this process firsthand. And I only refer people to the best mediums—the ones who have generated exceptional results on a repeated basis, under controlled conditions.

My father, Richard Ireland, was a highly capable psychic-medium as well as a minister. On many occasions I saw him serve as an instrument of spirit communication, yielding moving, specific validations that infused me with confidence in the reality of the other side of life. I refer to those nonphysical realms of being where those we call “deceased” now dwell—with whom a few of those we call “living” are able to communicate, through a variety of channels. Such realms are referenced by various religious traditions.

As noted, I have witnessed the positive effects that a reading can have on someone navigating the turbulent waters of grief—when the medium is able to reveal specific, meaningful information. Observing such individuals before and after readings, I noted that something usually changed. More times than not the end result was positive—the outcome was transformative, accelerating their healing process. In one instance, a bereaved father had a breakthrough when medium Tina Powers shared specific, impactful details about his deceased son that he said, “There was no way she could have known.” Before this, the man had essentially lost all hope, was destitute, and seriously questioning his own faith. Afterward he was relieved, as if a major burden had been removed. He explained that these key pieces of obscure information, communicated by Tina, were his bridge to hope. But rather than tell you what I mean, I will share a story to show you what I’m talking about.

Days prior to writing this, I received an urgent email from a woman named Linda, a coworker from California. The subject line of her message said, “I need your help!” The message conveyed little more, except that her brother had died, and she was having a hard time functioning. Since another associate had recently informed me that Linda had lost her younger brother, I wasn’t surprised to hear from her. I knew Linda was aware of my first book, as well as my overall interest in afterlife evidence. I’d been planning to call her, but she reached out to me first. I wrote back to tell her that I’d call.

I had already scheduled a visit that afternoon with my friend Debra Martin, who’s a medium, to review my father’s soon-to-be-published book on psychic development. During my drive to Debra’s home, I called Linda and we spoke for about thirty minutes. She was extremely distraught, and the loss of her brother had pushed her to the edge. Talking between tears and gasps for air, Linda told me that her brother was her best friend and that she didn’t know what she’d do without him in her life.

Linda explained that her brother had been riding a motorcycle in Sacramento when a car struck him. The impact crushed his chest and snapped his neck, killing him instantly. Linda also shared that her brother had left behind kids, and she was concerned about their well-being. She didn’t give me any details about how many children were left behind or their ages.

Linda said that she’d had difficulty sleeping and was suffering from feelings of guilt for failing to call her brother more often before he died. From my experience, this is a common phenomenon among people who have just suffered the loss of a loved one. They often harbor a sense of guilt over something they feel they could have done to prevent the death, or for something left unsaid or undone prior to the passing.

She then touched on her disastrous attempt to return to work after spending four weeks away on leave. In her role as a salesperson for an advertising company, Linda broke down sobbing while talking to clients and coworkers. She was unable to complete even the most basic job functions, such as checking schedules and pricing work.

She then asked how my wife and I had been able to heal after the passing of our son. I responded with practical advice. I explained that I had written down my feelings, visited with close friends and relatives, and openly shared my emotions with other people. I told her that writing about my son, and telling people about his nature as a person, allowed me to purge my feelings—fully exposing them and embracing the essence of my grief. Family members, Brandon’s friends, and I each wrote a letter to him, explaining what we loved about him and how much he meant in our lives. I also wrote Brandon’s eulogy, as well as a series of blog-like notes distributed by email that proved to be the starting point for my first book. I told Linda that I enjoyed reading hopeful books—especially those focused on evidence for the afterlife and other spiritual topics.

Linda said that she had already pursued professional help, but it wasn’t having much of an effect on her outlook. In her words, “I have been going to a grief counselor but can’t seem to pull it together.”

She then asked me how long she should wait before pursuing a reading with a medium. I told her that there were differing opinions on this matter—some people recommend a three- to six-month waiting period while others say there’s no problem in proceeding immediately. I explained that there was no pat answer and that it was ultimately up to the individual. Shortly after the death of her brother, Linda had paid for a reading with a psychic she’d seen on local TV but was disappointed with the results. I told her that just because someone is adept at gaining publicity doesn’t necessarily make him or her a good psychic or medium. Some of the best people I’d met in this field were relatively unknown.

As I neared my destination, Linda and I wrapped up our conversation, and within a few minutes, I was at my appointment saying hello to Debra. After we greeted one another, I told Debra that I had just concluded a conversation with a distraught friend who was grieving the recent loss of her brother. I shared no other details. I then mentioned how odd it seemed to have been engaged in such a discussion while en route to the home of a medium. Debra followed, “It’s no coincidence that you’re here right now—I need to talk to your friend.”

Debra didn’t elaborate on the reason why she needed to talk to Linda, but I assumed it was something she felt intuitively. After visiting for an hour, conversing about the upcoming publication of my father’s psychic development book—specifically, discussing what I might want to write in the foreword—I asked Debra if she was ready to speak with my friend.

Time was running short, and she needed to pick up her daughter from school, so Debra said she would first like to try to connect with the brother. We moved from the kitchen area to the family room, which was spacious and illumed with sunlight filtering in through the windows high above. I sank into Debra’s comfortable tweed sofa while she took a seat in a chair positioned ninety degrees to my left. After picking up a pad of paper and a pen, Debra asked for my friend’s name.

“Linda,” I said.

“What is her brother’s name?” she queried.

“I don’t know,” I responded.

Then, within just a few seconds, Debra asked, “Did this involve a motorcycle?” She had dialed in. She followed, “He died immediately—he wants her to know that his soul left his body instantly and he didn’t suffer.”

I then affirmed the accuracy of Debra’s statement about the brother’s instantaneous death, based on the information Linda told me earlier.

“There were kids left behind, ‘the little kids,’” he says. “He feels that his sister is concerned about them.”

Hearing this, I leaned forward and listened intently. Debra was quite focused—sharing validations without hesitation as she tapped directly into a rapidly flowing stream of information. I then confirmed that the brother had kids, but that I didn’t know any specifics about them.

Debra continued scribbling on her pad and said, “He wants me to bring something to his sister’s attention that has to do with a bath or bathtub.” This meant nothing to me, so I pleaded ignorance. Debra then mentioned, “He’s showing me something red, like a ribbon or banner, at the funeral—possibly used to cover the casket.”

Again, this statement meant nothing to me, but it made me wonder if there was any significance to her last few statements; I would have to wait to find out.

Debra then said that the brother had specifically mentioned something about a little boy. I assumed this must be a reference to one of the kids she’d mentioned earlier, but I didn’t know for sure.

It was now time for me to leave, and I promised to share the information with Linda. Debra asked me to have Linda call back later in the evening for a free reading.

I climbed into my car and began navigating the circuitous route out of the neighborhood as I called Linda. When we connected, I made sure to explain that I’d not shared any specific information with Debra—just that a coworker friend had recently lost her brother and was in mourning.

With this groundwork laid, I started sharing Debra’s information with Linda—first reiterating her comments about the brother’s death being linked to a motorcycle. I then shared Debra’s statement that Linda’s brother wanted her to know that he hadn’t suffered at the moment of his death. Linda was stunned with the accuracy of what had been shared thus far and was anxious for more validations.

Next, I mentioned Debra’s reference to “the little kids.”

Linda explained to me that her brother had encountered some personal problems many years earlier, and that she had raised his children during that timeframe. And even though the kids were now older, Linda and her husband still referred to her brother’s children as “the little kids,”—something her brother had known.

I was really getting curious about the relevance of Debra’s other comments, seeing that she’d been on the mark with the things I knew about. I mentioned the “bath” and “bathtub” references. Linda explained that during the time when she was raising her brother’s kids, their favorite activity was bath time. She would put them all in the tub at the same time and they would engage in what she called “water wars.” This took place when the kids were between the ages of three and eight. She’d fill the tub with bubble bath and toy boats, put the children in, and laugh as they splashed water about—trying to sink one another’s ships.

I then asked about the reference to “the little boy.” Linda shared that this was a clear reference to her brother’s grandson, recently born to an older stepdaughter named Lindsay—not one of “the little kids.”

It also turned out that Debra’s mention of a “red ribbon or banner over her brother’s casket” was meaningful. Linda told me that a red banner had indeed adorned his coffin. It was a gift from his motorcycle-riding buddies, intended to signify their camaraderie.

At the end of our discussion Linda expressed deep gratitude for everything I’d passed along and was amazed. Her voice was quivery, and she went silent at times, seemingly mesmerized by Debra’s comments. All she could do was thank me over and over, saying, “Now I know my brother is okay.”

Later that evening Debra gave Linda a reading over the phone and furnished more information. In this session Debra accurately identified the brother’s favorite food as pizza. She also passed along a “thank you” to Linda for changing the music at the service—from country-western, which he hated, to the hard rock that he loved.

Debra also said that the brother shared the phrase “Live, Love, and Laugh.” Linda told me that her brother never said these words to her during his physical life, yet she confirmed owning a piece of art with this very inscription—as well as the fact that she intended to get a tattoo with this exact phrase to honor him.

One day later, I received this message from Linda by email.

Mark, I cannot thank you enough! I spoke with Debra, and she was right on the mark on everything!! There were so many things she told me, things that no one would know. I had been feeling so sad and grieving so much that I started to question if I even believed in the afterlife . . . then you sent me Debra. It is like a huge weight was lifted from me because I know my brother is here with me. I feel so much comfort and peace. I am so surprised . . . no tears today and most importantly, no sadness. I know he is here . . . what an amazing thing. You brought my brother to me, and I will never be able to say thank you enough. I am forever grateful for the gift you sent me in Debra. The peace I have right now is so comforting.

About a week later I received another note from Linda, and she shared some additional affirmations:

Debra also told me to watch my niece—that she would be touching her head, scratching it as if she had dandruff or something. After the reading, I wanted to see if Mary, my niece, was actually having these experiences—but I didn’t want to lead her in any way. I recalled how much Mary loved my shampoo whenever she would visit my home. So I asked how her hair was doing and if her mother was buying the brand of shampoo that I use. She responded by telling me, “Actually, my head has been itching a lot lately—I feel like I have dandruff. I don’t know why it’s so itchy.” Then I asked Mary how long this had been going on; she said about a week.

Linda then shared Debra’s information with Mary, and it had a profound impact:

Mary now recognizes that her father is around when her head is itchy, so she talks to him at those times. Referring to her grandmother, my mother, Mary said, “I wish she could feel the happiness that I feel now—he isn’t gone, only his body is gone. He is still here.” Mary then said, “Getting the message from my dad by him touching my hair has filled the emptiness I had in my heart. Now I am happy.”

Linda wrapped things up by sharing:

I thought that was priceless and wanted you to know the effect Debra’s reading had on a sweet twelve-year-old girl who doesn’t hurt anymore. God bless you both!

Julie Beischel, Ph.D., director of the Windbridge Research Center, an organization that studies mediums under controlled conditions, recently investigated the possibility that mediumship readings may be helpful in grief therapy. Initial results indicate that this is indeed the case. In her research brief, Beischel noted the following facts:

• Unresolved grief can cause significant mental and physical distress.

• Traditional psychotherapy provides little to no effect for relieving grief.

• Spontaneous and induced experiences of after-death communications (ADCs) dramatically reduce grief.

• Pilot data suggest similar positive effects, as with ADCs, after readings with mediums.

In summary, Beischel notes, “The combination of traditional psychotherapy and mediumship readings may prove to be more beneficial than either intervention separately. . . . The potentially therapeutic benefits of mediumship readings warrant further study.”1 Elsewhere Beischel writes, “Spontaneous and induced ADCs [after-death communications] can have tremendous impacts on the grieving process, and my observations as well as pilot data we collected at Windbridge suggest similar positive effects after readings with mediums.”2

I am encouraged to hear about this research and not surprised by the results. I’ve already witnessed numerous cases, such as the one involving Linda, where the outcome has been overwhelmingly positive. I know that an evidential reading often brings healing to grieving individuals. (Conversely, a bad reading from an inept medium, or a fraud, can do great damage to a bereaved person.)

Many people profess a belief in the existence of a spiritual realm, often aligning with their religious training or background. (Recent surveys indicate that, on average, between 48 percent and 59 percent of Europeans claim to believe in an afterlife, while between 72 percent and 74 percent of people in the United States assert a belief in life after death.)3 But when confronted with the loss of a child, a spouse, or another deeply loved person, one may find that his or her belief set is deeply challenged, and some suffer a crisis of faith. Such individuals may find it difficult to follow church doctrine, where they are often expected to lean solely on blind faith—relying on accounts from other persons, recorded several millennia ago. Questions may arise such as “Why would God allow something like this to happen to me? I’ve been a good and faithful person.”

Ultimately, good mediumship provides evidence that a spiritual dimension exists and that our consciousness survives physical death. Medium communication is a tool that brings healing to people by bridging their “faith gap”—the space that lies between belief and knowing—giving them a reason to have hope and confidence that their loved ones live on and that they will eventually be reunited with them.
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The Next Phase

ABOUT A WEEK AFTER MY SON BRANDON’S PASSING, I set up an appointment with an intuitive named Sandy Canales. (This occurred before I met with any of the other mediums previously mentioned.) I’d been introduced to Sandy a few years earlier at a party, where she was giving psychic readings to guests.

Based on my experience, supplemented by positive feedback from others whom I trusted, Sandy seemed accurate and honest. She was also a kind, caring individual whose psychic endeavors were a labor of love; her bills were paid by a career in nursing.

After our initial meeting I rarely spoke to Sandy, but after Brandon passed, I felt compelled to reach out to her. I had hopes that a reading might prove helpful therapy for my son Steven and his friends, Stu and David, both of whom had been with Brandon at the time of his passing. And frankly, I was hoping for some healing of my own too. We were all hurting deeply, trying to cope with the tragedy, and I felt the encounter might provide some solace.

Some years later, reflecting back on that day with Sandy, I recalled that the process had been helpful, although I couldn’t immediately remember many specifics. Driven by curiosity, I pulled out the audio tape and played it back. My interest suddenly piqued, as it became clear that Sandy had predicted several events that had since come to pass.

Early in that reading, she said to me, “You help a lot of people, and just like your son you help them in a quiet way. I feel like you’re going to be a teacher to others, and through that you’re going to be touching other people’s lives.”

I could have dismissed this statement due to its generality, but my life had indeed changed since Brandon’s passing. I had touched many people’s lives—including many who had lost children, spouses, and other loved ones. I’d also had discussions with people who were seeking meaning in their lives and were somehow affected by our interaction in a positive way. And I suppose I was now a teacher of sorts since I was sharing personal experiences and information that was of value to others. I had branched out by addressing groups in various venues and was often sought by people who wanted to talk after the sessions concluded. Many of these folks related to me because they had also lost someone close to them. Within four years of this, I was doing book signings and holding public-speaking events on a regular basis. And a year after that, I started sharing my father’s psychic development materials through instructional workshops in various locations throughout the United States. In 2011, I cofounded “Helping Parents Heal” (HPH), an organization for bereaved parents that presently has 24,000 members. The second ever HPH conference took place in August 2022 and drew nine hundred attendees from around the world in what was a tremendously healing event.

As I continued listening to the tape, Sandy targeted something that had since become a most meaningful aspect of my life: “Writing is going to be very cleansing for you, and music is going to be quite helpful to you as well.”

As evidenced by the material you are now reading, as well as my first book, Soul Shift: Finding Where the Dead Go, writing had clearly become a significant part of my life. Music yielded a curative quality as well—in terms of listening to music, writing original songs, and playing my guitar. In December 2022, I released an album of original songs entitled “Paradigm Shift” under the artist name The Mark Ireland Experiment.

Sandy then offered a weighty prediction: “You’re going to see Brandon in your dreams. I also feel like within the next six months you’re going to make contact with him. It’s like he’s on the side of your bed, talking to you. And you’re going to feel this presence and know that he’s there.”

She next said, “A song . . . I don’t know if it was a song he wrote, but a song is going to be playing in your mind—and it’s going to make the connection for you that he’s there.”

Hearing this in hindsight was quite startling. Sandy was right in saying that I would see Brandon in my dreams—on multiple occasions, in fact. Her comments about “feeling Brandon’s presence on the side of the bed” were even more striking. By implying that I would be the subject of this experience, Sandy seemed to miss the mark by a hair, as this episode actually involved my wife, Susie. The account was otherwise quite precise—even down to the timing—as Susie’s experience took place exactly six months after Sandy’s prediction.

We had just returned home from a week-long cruise with Steven and good friend Stu, who had been Brandon’s best friend. Before settling in for the evening, Susie was sitting at the foot of our bed and suddenly felt Brandon’s presence. She then saw him to her right side as a “shadow figure,” discernible through her peripheral vision. Susie was intensely moved by the experience.

The very next day, Susie received a call from our musician friend, James Linton, who reported a similar episode. James had been alone in his studio, composing and recording music, when he sensed the presence or energy of someone else. Not only did James report seeing a “shadow figure” matching up with Susie’s description, he also saw flashes of white light and then felt pushed by a presence to modify a particular song, which later became “The Other Side.” James explained that he had simply been a vehicle in the process and the song was a gift from Brandon to us. James later described this recording saying, “It is the best song I’ve ever written, but I didn’t write it.” James’s encounter with the shadow figure was remarkably close to what Susie had experienced one day earlier—but James was unaware of this fact.

As part of her wrap-up Sandy had concluded, “You may be doing training, and during this time you will be helping people. There are many ways to do God’s work—you change people’s lives and may not realize it. That is God’s work.”

A few months later I assisted with a training session at work and had some remarkable discussions with two individuals. One chat involved a man who later shared that I helped him repair a damaged relationship with his eighteen-year-old son. He told me that he thinks of me “every single day,” because I helped him “see things from a different perspective.” Apparently this new outlook helped him bridge the gap with his son, establishing common ground—something that had been lacking. This new approach allowed their relationship to heal. The consistent theme among these encounters was my newfound capacity to assist people—simply by sharing from the heart.

Sandy then brought up my son Steven, saying, “This will change him and mature him. He’s going to help people and will do God’s work for sure.”

Again, this was a somewhat general statement, but since Brandon’s passing Steven had changed and matured in remarkable ways. Thrust from his past, he had been transformed from a boy who was primarily focused on his own concerns into a considerate and altruistic young man. These characteristics had always seemed inherent in Steven but for the most part had been lying just below the surface. The loss of his brother apparently drew these qualities out.

Given the option, most of us would choose to avoid suffering, but deep, personal growth often results from such events. Perhaps we get too settled and comfortable in aspects of life that are not as important, overlooking or ignoring the underlying reasons why we are here. Just when we feel as if we can put things on cruise control, the universe may remind us in the harshest of ways that physical life is temporal—driving us to reassess our priorities.

In the years that have passed since Brandon’s death, more unusual things have occurred than ever before—both to us directly and through mediums. One such story involves a medium, Melinda Vail, and my friend Joe.

After my first meeting with Melinda, I became convinced of her talent and integrity, and I began referring friends to her for personal readings and consultations. During a session with my friend Joe, Melinda brought forth a validation that took him by surprise.

While in the midst of other topics, Melinda stopped in her tracks and told Joe, “Brandon just dropped in.” (Melinda had met me on only one prior occasion—approximately three months earlier—and was unaware that Joe’s son Michael had been friends with Brandon. In fact, there was no reason for Melinda to bring Brandon’s name up because Joe was there solely to discuss his personal issues.) After announcing our son’s presence, Melinda indicated that he had a message for Joe to share with Brandon’s parents.

The seemingly odd phrase “hummingbirds and butterflies” meant nothing to Joe but made complete sense to my wife when the information was relayed to her. For weeks Susie had noticed and made mention of a proliferation of hummingbirds and butterflies along the path of her daily morning walks in the desert. More amazingly, while Joe was sharing the message with Susie over the phone, she noted that a hummingbird was actually banging into our rear sliding glass door in an attempt to gain entry at that exact moment. After ten years of living in this home, neither of us had ever before witnessed such an odd event.

As she thought back, Susie recalled another unique incident that had taken place a short time earlier. She was watering plants in our backyard when a hummingbird flew close to her and then drank water directly from the end of the garden hose as she held it.

Another unusual incident came to our attention, resulting from a reading given to a different friend. Impressed with comments I’d shared about my reading with Jamie Clark, my friend Jennifer arranged for a reading with him. On my advice, she booked her appointment in a blind fashion—not sharing the fact that I’d referred her. Also, to eliminate questions about process integrity, I avoided all contact with Jamie during this timeframe. I wanted Jennifer to have the most credible and validating experience possible, and I thought that this was the best way to ensure such an outcome. It ultimately wouldn’t have mattered if Jamie had known her life story, because most of information he furnished was precognitive in nature. In fact, Jamie’s commentary yielded some of the most convincing information I’d yet documented, as it dealt with specific predictions about events that had not yet occurred at the time of the session but later came to pass.

Immediately after her session, Jennifer called me and expressed puzzlement. She said that she was unsure about some of the things Jamie shared and was struggling to make sense out of it all. But several months later, the puzzle pieces started coming together, and she was shocked by the precision of several predictions that came true.

Early in the reading, Jennifer was told that her mom was “touching in.” Jamie indicated that her mother had been “sad” and “felt bad about how she left,” but “was doing much better now” and “was happier.” Unbeknownst to the medium, Jennifer’s mom had died by suicide years earlier—an event that left her shaken and uncertain about many things. After this opening statement, Jamie’s ensuing predictions and comments were even more startling.

Jamie indicated that all his comments were now coming from Jennifer’s mother. He went on to say that he would be sharing specific information to serve as confirmation to Jennifer, so she would know this was really her mother communicating.

“A death or a wedding involving a very close friend will occur on February 21,” said Jamie, following with: “I see the letter C, signifying cancer, which will be the cause of death, and her body will be cremated.” (At this point in the reading it became clear that the references were pointing to a death rather than a wedding.)

Jamie then shared, “At the funeral service, red roses will be everywhere, but you will receive a white rose.” He continued, “When you leave the service it will be sunny but then it will be snowy. Your mom says it will be ‘snow-funny,’ and there is a duality associated with this.”

In recapping the reading again much later, Jennifer told me that her best friend from college, Kathy, had been in a battle with cancer for several years, matching Jamie’s observation. She then revealed that Kathy passed away on February 21 that year, the exact date Jamie had given. Finally, her friend’s body was indeed cremated.

Jennifer then described circumstances at Kathy’s funeral service, where people were handed red roses as they approached the casket. Red roses were indeed everywhere. But as she stepped up near the coffin, the attendant ran out of red roses, so Jennifer was given a white rose, as Jamie had forecasted. Then, serving as icing on the cake for this bizarre set of circumstantial detail, the weather was sunny when Jennifer left the service, but it started snowing almost immediately thereafter. Jennifer said that the unfolding series of fulfilled prophecies seemed so peculiar that she and her sister actually started laughing at the irony. It really was “snow-funny.”

After the service, Jennifer and her family returned to a friend’s home and watched a video that I’d sent featuring my father’s psychic demonstration on The Steve Allen Show, filmed in 1971. Jennifer told me, “Between Jamie’s predictions coming true and watching your father’s video, I found it all oddly comforting. I guess it just felt good to know that there’s something more out there.”

Jennifer shared some other interesting validations from the reading. Jamie said that Jennifer’s mom noted, “There are two sisters, and both have ‘J’ names.” Jennifer instantly knew that this was a reference to her sister Julia and herself. Jamie followed with “There’s an Iowa and Illinois connection with you, like where you’re from.” This made perfect sense to Jennifer, seeing that her husband was from Iowa, and she was from Illinois.

Reflecting on the information contained in Jennifer’s reading made me think about other people I’ve spoken to, who expressed interest in receiving a reading yet failed to follow through because of fear over being told something bad. In this instance, I would not characterize the information about Jennifer’s friend Kathy as negative. Jennifer knew that Kathy’s condition was terminal, and hearing these specifics served as a point of comfort, perhaps helping her prepare for the outcome—understanding that there is indeed “something more.” I would say that most credible psychic-mediums don’t share information that might be considered negative unless they feel that a person can change the outcome. I know that was the case with my father.

So, while it’s great that Jamie Clark can deliver this kind of detailed and accurate information, what about the rest of us who aren’t as psychically skilled? How do we develop the ability to connect, to whatever degree possible?

Through discussions, reading, contemplation, and practice I’ve come to recognize the importance of subtle feelings and symbols. By paying attention to subtle energy, typically in the form of thoughts and feelings, we begin to tap into our inner capacity to commune with those we’ve loved and lost, as well as other streams of consciousness and information. It probably won’t come to you like a lightning bolt, but it will be there, nonetheless. You can detect these communications by learning the language and by paying close attention.

Symbols and feelings are often the language of such transmissions; therefore, it is vital that subtle feelings and impressions are recognized and not overlooked. Sometimes information of this type may come to us as an understated thought that could easily be disregarded. The lesson here is to learn to acknowledge the validity of such insights because it is through this process of perceiving and trusting subtle information that the psychic muscle is flexed. As we do this, we come to distinguish the signature of spiritual energy. Fear tied to the possibility of being wrong can hinder psychic unfoldment. For your sixth sense to develop, you must have confidence in your feelings and be willing to take some risks. Don’t be too worried about being right every time or overly concerned about what other people might think.

In a world where our senses are bombarded with electronic media messages, smartphones, loud music, action-packed movies, and traffic jams, what I’m suggesting is easier said than done. These distracting factors magnify our need to set aside quiet time for contemplation and meditation, which I would recommend as a sound course of action for anyone interested in being more attuned to subtle information.

With all this said, I must acknowledge that meditation is tough for someone like me who is naturally hyper; I suspect that I’m not alone in this regard. So I also set aside time for creative activities like writing and music. These artistic diversions aid intuitive development because they tap into the same creative aspect residing within us. Keeping a journal of unique events and information perceived can also be helpful since we are able to reflect on the entries at a later time. Such actions can provide us with encouragement, especially when we recognize our “hits,” or predictions recorded that ultimately proved to be accurate.

At this point it seems appropriate to note an amusing incident where I actually followed my own advice. It was a sunny afternoon, and I was on a lunch appointment with a client named Kelly and an employee named Marcy. While we were driving back from the restaurant, Marcy began speaking to Kelly about a number of subjects and concluded her commentary by asking, “Isn’t that right, Kelly Jo?”

In response Kelly chuckled and said, “No, that isn’t it.”

Kelly then turned toward me to clarify matters, explaining that Marcy had been trying to guess her middle name for the past two months—without success.

Gazing ahead, I quietly contemplated the question and silently asked myself, “Okay, what’s her middle name?” I immediately picked up “Kelly Lynn.” I did not hear the word, nor did I see it, I just felt that the name was “Lynn.” Rather than second-guess myself as I would have done in the past, I opted to trust my feelings. (I know, it sounds a bit “Obi-Wan Kenobi-ish.”)

Without hesitation I said, “Kelly Lynn.”

Surprised, Kelly turned to me and said, “You’re right. How did you know that? Are you a mind reader?”

Marcy then facetiously blurted out, “Mark is psychic.”

I laughed and told them that I’d just asked for the name in my mind and felt it was Kelly Lynn . . . no big deal.

In another amusing case, my wife, Susie, received a call from someone inviting us to attend a dinner party to honor a mutual friend. In relaying the information, Susie told me that we were going to meet at a restaurant called Richardson’s.

Two days later, she reminded me about the dinner.

I responded, “Oh yeah, we’re meeting everyone at the Fish Market.”

With her eyebrow cocked, Susie came back, “No, the dinner is scheduled for Richardson’s, but the Fish Market is the backup spot if Richardson’s can’t accommodate everyone.”

Psychic impressions can also touch on unsettling events and tragedies, leaving the percipient wondering why they experienced such a knowing—especially in cases where they are unable to alter the outcome.

Not to be outdone by the portrayal of Allison Dubois in the hit TV series Medium, I had a vivid precognitive dream on the night of February 1, 2006, which had a tragic twist. In this dream, I could see that a fire had broken out in a room where men were working, causing them to run out in an effort to escape the raging flames. I couldn’t tell where the men were, I didn’t know the cause of the fire, and I failed to understand the scope of the incident. All I could see was a door opening and closing as men ran and smoke poured out of the doorway. As I woke the following morning, it was with an extreme sense of anxiety because I really felt this would happen, but I didn’t know when, where, or how.

About a day later I learned that a ferry tragically sank in the Red Sea, taking down about eight hundred people. Initial accounts indicated that a fire had broken out on the ship before it sank, although it was unknown whether fire played a role in causing the disaster. A later account indicated that a car had erupted in flames, and the fire-fighting effort led to water pooling in the garage, which was a lower level on the ship. The pooling of water on the car deck caused listing, and the ship eventually sank. While I cannot prove that my dream was a precognitive event tied to this specific incident, it seemed too closely related to write off as mere coincidence. What I was supposed to do with this information—if anything—I cannot say.

My most startling personal experience to date involved a speaking engagement at San Francisco’s Golden Gate Spiritualist Church in November 2015. This church was founded by the late Reverend Florence Becker in 1924. Becker, who passed in 1970, was noted as a gifted medium with abilities akin to those of my father.

I was accompanied by an excellent medium, Tina Powers, who had been badgering me about something for several months. She felt that I would receive a pertinent message and sought my commitment to share it with the congregation. Tina brought this up repeatedly, and her final appeal came as we entered the church on that particular Sunday. Once again, I confirmed my agreement to comply with her request, but I didn’t know if my intuition would yield anything, but Tina clearly felt I would get some information worth sharing.

Shortly before my talk, I sat quietly in the healing room with my eyes shut. During this time, two names spontaneously popped into my awareness—“Max” and “Maxine.” I did not hear these names, nor did I see them, they just came to me in thought-form, like an idea.

Staying true to my word, after my talk, I asked the entire congregation if the names “Max” or “Maxine” meant anything to anyone. Greatly surprised, Pastor Del Lauderback stated that “Max” and “Maxine” were the names of twin children born to the church founder, Florence Becker and then he said, “I think we know who is here.”

Continuing, Del shared, “Max and Maxine were delivered stillborn and grew up in spirit.” He then explained that this information was secret, known by just a few longtime church members. Even the board member who invited me to speak was unaware of this story.

Pastor Del had been hoping to receive a message from his deceased wife who had passed exactly one year earlier to the day. And while I didn’t deliver such a message, Tina later shared a number of compelling validations indicating clear communication pertaining to his wife that proved healing to him.

Despite the examples cited, I don’t want to overstate matters, because I would still characterize my abilities as sporadic at best. What has changed is that I’ve become more adept at recognizing the feel of psychic information and am therefore better equipped to single out some of these subtle impressions.

My son Steven also started having more experiences, pointing to his heightening sense of awareness. In one instance, my intuitive friend Sandy Canales came by our home and put Steven and his friend Stuart through a mini psychic-development training session. Sandy devised an exercise in which she gave the boys a sealed manila envelope containing a newspaper section. She then asked them to hold the envelope, close their eyes, and share any impressions that happened to come to mind.
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