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FOREWORD




Dan Gordon is a master storyteller, and in his profound book he has shared his personal family stories. They are real; they come from the heart, and they inspire us all to take a glimpse into our own lives and ponder the possibilities of life after death. Dan’s simple book of life is much more complex than it appears. It encourages us to ask profound and powerful questions about our own lives.

We all have a story. Our stories differ according to our personal circumstances, but still they belong to us. In my own journey, I try to make sense of the complexity of life. I want to believe that life is eternal. I have no concrete proof of that but I know that, when I think about it, it changes the way I feel about everything. What a different world it would be if we could look at life and death differently. If life were indeed eternal, how would we all go about our lives? Would we worry about death; about getting old; about money, jobs, relationships? Wouldn’t we simply focus on being alive and fully functioning on this planet…right now? Would we say I love you…and mean it? Would we cease to care what others thought? Would we begin appreciating the small things that life is offering? I believe that our world would begin to expand. We would see—and more importantly, we would feel—the shift taking place within.

When my father passed away, I was filled with sadness, from worrying about my mother and how she would manage without him. How could she continue to live alone in the home they had shared for sixty-two years?

One afternoon after his memorial I walked into a large commercial store, and they were playing my father’s favorite song over the loudspeaker, Louis Armstrong’s “What a Wonderful World.” I stopped and immediately knew, and felt, that this was my postcard, my own personal postcard from Heaven. The thought that “Dad” was there with me through this song was enough to change my feelings from sadness to appreciation. My vibration had changed. Did I miss him? You bet. Did I want to be able to sit down and talk with him in this noisy building? Yep! I wandered aimlessly around the store, pushing my cart, fully listening to every word of the song, and I felt my feelings go from sadness to appreciation. Appreciation for the time we did have together on this planet: appreciation for him being my father; for giving me values that I adhere to to this day; and for so many, many valuable lessons.

Do we have the answers to life and death? Probably not, but this wonderful book opens us up to the grand notion that perhaps life just might be eternal…the ultimate postcard.

With great love and respect I encourage you to read Dan’s stories with an open mind and heart and explore your own life stories—and watch the postcards come flying in.

 

Linda Gray
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I would venture that nearly all of us either have had or have heard of an experience in which a soul already departed reaches back to those of us who have been left behind in this world with a reassuring touch. Sometimes it’s no more than a whisper, a familiar smell in the air, or just the feeling of presence as vivid as when the loved one was still alive. These moments are just that…moments, a glimpse behind the veil; not a letter from heaven, but a postcard.

There are those who believe that what we call life ends with what they call death. They either do not believe that there is such a thing as a soul, or if there is a soul, that it dies with the body. I think such people are like frightened children—afraid to be disappointed, to be deprived of that which they most desire—so they deny that what they want even exists. They hide their heads beneath a security blanket of science and reason, arguing that no one can empirically prove the existence of the soul eternal and, therefore, it does not exist. Believing in a soul, to them, is little more than superstition.

To me, their argument is like suggesting that various waves of energy, which science can measure, could not possibly have existed before the advent of the instruments with which we measure them. Of course, the opposite is true. Light waves have existed for as long as there has been light, but the spectrometer that measures those waves has been here for less than a century. Indeed, only recently has a theory been offered explaining that light exists both as a particle and a wave at the same time. This seeming contradiction, however, is not within the nature of light but within our ability to define it, to put it in the proper box, to make it conform to the proper rule. While it’s true that we humans certainly created the theory of the moment, we most assuredly did not create light. Light is light. Our ability to understand it is evolving, but no matter how we define it, we won’t affect its properties or the reality of its existence.

Thus, I believe it is with the soul. The soul is. Only our ability to define and measure the soul is evolving, which brings us to two things: faith and anecdotal evidence. This slim volume attests to both: faith in the existence of life after death and anecdotal evidence—the postcards from heaven, if you will, which illustrate and celebrate that existence.

Their message has comforted me, and I hope it will do the same for you. It is a simple one, really:

 

Got here safe.

It’s really beautiful.

Much much love till we meet again.
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My Sweetheart, who is as wise as she is beautiful, refers to death as taking off the spacesuit.

Imagine you were an astronaut, out for a little space walk, puttering around the station perhaps, fixing up the solar panels, when suddenly you encountered a being from another galaxy. Let us say that you and the being exchanged astronaut pleasantries and looked each other over, possibly even touched each other, and then your new E.T. friend vanished, headed back to the mother ship all atwitter with news of the strange new species he had just encountered.

That being from a galaxy far far away would probably describe you as looking like their equivalent of the Pillsbury Doughboy or the Michelin Man. You were, he would report, bulky and white, with a glassy countenance. Then he might suggest that he believed that the spacesuit was just an outer shell. Underneath it, he believed, he had glimpsed something wonderful, graceful, elastic, muscular, and so much more beautiful than its bulky carapace.

I can imagine his cynical alien boss pooh-poohing the notion. “I’ve seen them,” he might say. “And what you see is what you get. There is no inner earthling, separate and alive, which animates the outer earthling. Why,” he might add, “I have even had occasion to measure their life span. It is there in the rectangular hump on their backs. It is called oxygen and when it runs out they die. Period. End of story.”


So it is with us, says my Sweetheart. What some call Death is simply a discarding of the spacesuit. That’s what we bury, the old suit, no longer needed.

I was there when my brother got a glimpse of that place where spacesuits are no longer necessary. I was there when he took off his suit, and later…when he sent me a postcard from the other side.
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My brother David and I did not have an easy relationship with our father. It was through no fault of my dad’s, stemming rather, I believe, from the fact that he was born in 1895 in Czarist Russia, in a village that had neither electricity nor running water. He came from thirteen generations of Hassidic rabbis who demanded and received unquestioning obedience: The “Papa” was always right. That his children would question any of his edicts was unthinkable to my father.

To complicate matters, my father was an orphan by the time he was eleven, so perhaps even the memory of how a father related to his children was too dim and distant by the time we appeared. Add to that the fact that my dad had married and had children later in life than was the norm, and you had the recipe for intergenerational trench warfare.

My dad was born into nineteenth-century feudalism and we were born into rock ’n’ roll.

The result, predictably, was disaster.

Everything we did—the way we walked, talked, the way we sat slouched, one leg draped across the armrest of the sofa—drove him crazy. Most of all, the way in which we questioned his authority was to him, the height of disrespect.

For us, everything he did in reaction to our Americanisms seemed nuts. As a result, my brother David, six years older than I, left the house by the time he was seventeen. Six years later, I left home at the age of sixteen in an agreed-upon separation.

Having seen the motion picture Exodus, and having been smitten by the character of Jordana Ben Canaan and her rather fetching short shorts, I wanted to go to live on a kibbutz in Israel, assuming that the real-life counterpart of the fictional Ms. Ben Canaan was to be found somewhere on a collective in the Valley of Jezreel. My parents were relieved to let me go.

 

In high school there, I fell in love with a number of Jordana Ben Canaan surrogates, as well as the kibbutz lifestyle, but came back to the States to go to college, studying filmmaking at UCLA. Through a fluke, I wound up selling my first screenplay to Universal Studios when I was twenty years old. Later, I moved back to Israel and lived there for most of the 1970s, returning to the United States in 1980. Thereafter, I enjoyed a successful career as a screenwriter, based in Los Angeles. My brother David, despite my father’s predictions to the contrary, became a successful real estate developer and made his first million by the time he was thirty.

Papa took pride in our accomplishments and both of us respected him—respected his honesty and his ironclad work ethic which meant that his word was his bond. There was at least a general cessation of hostilities between generations. But it would not be until much later that David and Papa would finally be at peace with each other. My big brother was six years older than me and I not only loved him, I idolized him.

When he was forty-three, he was diagnosed with a brain tumor and given three months to live.

Shortly before David was diagnosed he was faced with what, for some men, would have been a difficult decision. Both his wife’s and daughter’s birthdays were October eleventh and he had been planning an elaborate celebration for the double birthdays. But as the day for the big event neared, he was offered a chance to go moose hunting in Alaska. In his defense, it was not just the chance to go moose hunting but the chance to go moose hunting with a legendary guide who was usually booked up three years or more in advance. A friend had booked the guide, but someone had fallen out of the party and a space was available. As I say, for some men that would have been a difficult decision, but not for my brother. He reasoned that birthdays come every year but the opportunity to go after moose in Alaska with a legendary guide does not. So, while less decisive men would have faltered, my brother immediately sent in his deposit and booked his flight to Anchorage. In what he thought was a splendid gesture of magnanimity, he announced that he would delay the birthday party but was dedicating the hunt to his wife and daughter.

The hunt was eventful. David was on horseback when he spotted a giant bull moose that turned out to be of almost record proportions. He swung out of his saddle, pulled his .30-06 out of its scabbard, and, just then, the wind shifted. The moose smelled my brother and charged. David was shaking so badly that he missed the first shot clean.

The moose kept charging.

The second shot did no better.

The moose was now within thirty meters and closing fast.

David squeezed off what he knew would be his last round, as there would be no time for a fourth shot. He hit the moose square in the chest, but the momentum of the charge continued to propel the giant beast forward, toward my brother.

He came to rest, finally, only a few feet from David, whereupon the hunting guide proclaimed, “I’ll tell you what. For a while there I didn’t know if we wuz gonna have us a picture of a Jew with his foot on the moose, or a picture of a moose with his foot on the Jew.”

David told that story at the party he arranged for his wife and daughter not long after. After the punchline, he collapsed in a full grand mal seizure and began break dancing on the floor.

The diagnosis was cancer. A glioblastoma multiforme to be precise, pressing on David’s brain. He underwent surgery that night, which was successful in that they were able to remove most of the tumor. But this particular tumor was of such a virulent nature that it would have grown back on the brain stem even if the doctor had removed all of it and David’s brain as well. The doctor told my brother that he was fortunate to have three months to live, which would allow him to put his affairs in order before he died. Whatever karma my brother might have incurred through the death of the moose was about to be paid off with interest.

David actually battled the disease for a year and a half, undergoing several terrifying, torturous experimental procedures that would have done Dr. Frankenstein proud.

I had traveled with David and his wife, Linda, to see a renowned doctor who was working on a new protocol that seemed to hold some promise in treating tumors like my brother’s. The doctor explained that there were actually two protocols and my brother was free to choose whichever one he wished to be a part of. The first involved taking a drug orally, which would make the tumor more vulnerable to radiation treatments that would be localized and focused into the center of the malignancy. There were relatively few side effects other than those normally associated with radiation.

The second protocol involved bolting a metal halo to the patient’s skull. Once the halo was in place, it was used to clamp the patient to the operating table so that a hole could be bored into the skull itself. Because they had to know if they were touching any inappropriate areas of the brain, the patient was required to be awake during the entire procedure. Then a radioactive isotope was to be placed into the center of the tumor and left there for several weeks. The patient would be required to wear a steel helmet, not to protect himself, mind you, but to protect the doctors, nurses, and visitors within a six-foot radius of the radiation emanating from the patient’s skull.

Both protocols seemed to have similar cure rates. Which would my brother like to choose?

“I don’t know,” said David. “I got an idea—why don’t we just open up a hole in the roof and fly a kite out of it on a length of copper wire and tie the other end of the wire around my head and wait for lightning to strike! I mean that sounds about the same, right?”

I thought that was pretty funny.

The doctor did not.

“All right,” David said, seeing that the doctor was taking this entirely too seriously. “Lemme think…hmm…take a pill or drill a hole into my skull and plant a radioactive isotope in my brain…hmm…what to choose, what to choose…hmm…okay…got it! Call me cuckoo but I’ll choose the pill.”

“This is a serious decision,” said the doctor. “I don’t think this is something you want to joke about.”

“Oh, no joke,” David said. “I want the pill instead of the radioactive isotope drilled into my head.”

“Well,” said the doctor, clearly disappointed, “you have plenty of time to choose. Both protocols require a six-week dose of chemotherapy beforehand. So you can just go back to Los Angeles and your oncologist there will handle the chemo and then when it’s done you can come back and make your decision.”

Fair enough. So that’s what we did. David underwent six weeks of chemo and all the joys associated with that.

Then we traveled back to see the doctor, whereupon David told the good doctor that he would still opt for what was behind door number one: namely, the pill, as opposed to the hole being drilled into his skull and filled with Day-Glo.

The doctor looked nonplussed and said, “Gee…”

“Gee…what?”

“Well if that’s what you wanted,” said the doctor, “you really should have let me know beforehand. That protocol was closed two weeks ago. I’m afraid it’s all filled up.”

“But…” said my brother, whose speech was hesitant by now and noticeably slurred because of the pressure of the tumor pressing against his brain, “you said…I had the time…the time, you know…you said…”

David looked over at me. I had by then begun to translate for him when he couldn’t find the word he wanted to say.

I nodded my head and said to the doctor, “You said David had to have six weeks of chemotherapy for either protocol and that he could take that time to decide.”

David nodded his head up and down and said, “Yes!” forcefully.

“Mr. Gordon,” the doctor said to me, as if my brother weren’t in the room, “your brother, of course, has a brain tumor. He may have thought that’s what I said. Auditory confusion is to be expected.”

“Not confused!” David said, shaking his head back and forth.

“He’s not confused,” I said, “and neither am I. And I don’t have a brain tumor. You said he had six weeks to decide.”

“That’s exactly what he said,” Linda said, putting her hand on David’s shoulder protectively.

“Well,” said the doctor, “if I did, then I misspoke.”

“No harm, no foul. Just put him on the first protocol, the one with the pill, and everything will be fine.”

“As I said, that protocol is full. It’s closed. Your brother will go on the second protocol.”

“You told him he had six weeks to decide.”

“Well, now I’m telling him something else.”

I inherited a very bad temper from my father. So did my brother. I could feel his anger as well as my own beginning to swell and blacken the room. I tried to not let the monster I had seen so often in my father get loose.

I said, “That’s a very cavalier attitude, don’t you think, Doctor?”

I knew that I had a certain look on my face. It was not a look that came from my father. When my Dad was about to lose it, he looked nuts, his muscles would twitch, and he would shake with an anger that would take over his body. That wasn’t the look I felt on my face. This look was different.

The first movie of mine that got made, but was never distributed, I wrote for some mafia guys who, it turned out later, ran a money-laundering operation, though I didn’t know it at the time. Those guys loved me. They called me The Orange because I came from California and was so naïve that, upon seeing the baseball bats they all carried in their cars and had in their offices, I had actually asked them if they sponsored a Little League team.

They loved that.

I was fresh out of college. It was 1972, during the Columbo / Gallo war. They were not associated with either of those families, but still they knew that Crazy Joey Gallo might be tempted to strike out against them to send them a message to stay out of things. As the gentleman they called Johnny Spic said to me, “What’s he gonna do? Hit one of us? He hits one of us an’ I got a hundred button men in the street tomorra’ comin’ after him. So he’s not gonna hit one of us. He’s gonna hit an investment. You’re an investment. I want ya’s protected.” Whereupon he introduced me to my bodyguard, Muff the Button Man.

Muff the Button Man lived with me for nine months. He was six four, weighed about three hundred pounds, and always had a .38 and a .45 on him as well as a little two-shot derringer he kept in something that looked like a billfold. He called it a wallet gun.

“Muff,” I said, after we had roomed together for almost a year, “you’re a button man, right?”

“Yeah,” said Muff.

“And that means…”

“Dat means if Johnny Spic wants to push da button on somebody…I push da button.”

“Right,” I said. “Now you and I have become friends, right?”


“Friends?” said Muff, genuinely hurt. “We’re brothers.” Though when he said it, it came out “Bruvers.”

“Right,” I said. “We’re bruvers…but…if Johnny Spic told you to push the button on me…you’d do it, right?”

“Jeez,” he said. “You know how to pose what you wanna call your moral dilemma. I tell ya’s what. If I had anything to say about it…I mean anything what-so-fu#*ing-ever…you wouldn’t feel a thing.”

That was the best deal my friend Muff could cut me.

So when I looked at the doctor it was not the kind of look that my father used to wear when he got angry. It was the kind of look I’d seen on Johnny Spic when he told Muff the Button Man to push the button.

The doctor had probably never been around anyone like Johnny Spic so he misread the look.

“That’s a very cavalier attitude, don’t you think, Doctor?” I repeated, looking at him like Johnny Spic making a business decision.

“Who do you think you’re looking at like that?” said the doctor. Then he leaned in toward me and spoke as if our discussion were just between the two of us, “You’re beginning to antagonize me. And when you come to think about it, I have your brother’s life in my hands. I’m probably the last person you want to antagonize…aren’t I?”





OEBPS/Images/I.jpg





OEBPS/Images/tit.jpg
PosTCARDS

Messages (VfQ/‘/('fi‘(VIN the Other Side

Da~x GorpoON

FREE PRESS

New York London Toronto Sydney





OEBPS/Images/crlogo.jpg





OEBPS/Images/colophon.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
PosTCARDS

fro m
HeAaVvEN

Messages of Jove from the Other Side

Dax GORDON

FREE PRESS

New York London Toronto Sydney





