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Praise for My Life After Death



“This book is unique in that it describes what existence is like for Erik Medhus after his physical death. It is interesting to envision Erik’s mode of communication with ‘living’ loved ones—and to contemplate the various realms and experiences described as he becomes aware of his true nature. But I most appreciate his fresh take on the value of Earth life, reflected by these words: ‘Hold hands, man. Hug everybody. Have a hugfest.’ ”

—Mark Ireland, author of Soul Shift and Messages from the Afterlife

“Communicating through a medium, Erik Medhus draws us into experiencing his world and his life in the afterlife. We experience his senses, emotions, thoughts, amazement, discoveries, and surprises as he has lived them since his passing. My Life After Death is an absorbing journey through the afterlife that I recommend to anyone who wants to understand the realm we will all eventually inhabit by experiencing it through the engrossing accounts of this young man living there now.”

—R. Craig Hogan, PhD, author of Your Eternal Self

“From the graphic description of finding himself looking at his own dead body and seeing all the commotion and heartache that his suicide caused, Erik Medhus provides us with a totally new perspective on what it’s like to die. His voice is clear, direct, and intimate as if talking to a close friend in the language of young people today. His insights are poignant and profound. Erik tells it like it is, no punches pulled.”

—Dr. Victor Zammit, coauthor of The Friday Afterlife Report and A Lawyer Presents the Evidence for the Afterlife

Praise for My Son and the Afterlife



“Dr. Elisa Medhus offers a heartfelt, deeply moving story that invites readers to question their own beliefs of love, loss, and the afterlife.”

—Eben Alexander, MD, author of the New York Times bestseller Proof of Heaven

“Elisa’s journey has been amazing, and she is well qualified to share her knowledge with both the medical community and the grief community. She . . . is breaking new ground and leading the way for many of us working in the field of bereavement, hospice care, and consciousness.”

—Terri Daniel, author, educator, end-of-life advisor, interfaith chaplaincy, and founder/director of the Afterlife Education Foundation and the Annual Afterlife Awareness Conference

“My Son and the Afterlife is a book that will tug at your heart strings and make you laugh, cry, and more importantly, consider possibilities that you have probably never thought about before.”

—Thomas Campbell, physicist and author of My Big TOE (Theory of Everything)
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To my daughter Kristina Braly.



I am so profoundly grateful to you for creating the Channeling Erik blog. If you hadn’t, I would not have begun my journey from darkness to light; Erik’s death would have been a tragic waste; and he and I would not have had the platform from which to help others the world over. In no small measure, you have saved my life and your brother’s too.



A Note



Suicide Is Never the Answer

Having lost my son to suicide, I would hate to see anyone go through the same pain that I had to and still, to some degree, endure. If you suffer from depression and have any thoughts of suicide, please seek the help of a mental health professional and rely on the support of all those in your life who care for you and can help you. If you are contemplating suicide, please call the National Suicide Prevention Lifeline at 800-273-8255, and remember that suicide is a permanent solution for a temporary problem.



Foreword




by Elisa Medhus

Erik Rune Medhus came quietly into this world at three o’clock in the afternoon without so much as a whimper. He gazed around the room as if in awe of this new place where he would live for all too brief a period of time. When our eyes locked, the chemistry was palpable. I knew he would be a bright light in my life.

As a child, Erik was so well behaved, often playing with his Legos quietly in his room while his siblings were running roughshod nearby. Even when he was only eighteen months old, he demonstrated a tremendous capacity for compassion. I remember the day I brought him home from the pediatrician’s office after he’d gotten a slew of childhood immunizations. His thighs were littered with Band-Aids, and his cheeks were stained with tears. My husband, Rune, asked him how his day had gone, and with his head resting on my shoulder, he said, “I have a good time.” He didn’t want us to worry about him. In fact, he frequently wanted to console us. Whenever I held and comforted him after he got a boo-boo, he’d pat me on the shoulder as if to comfort me.

Erik grew up in a home in a Houston neighborhood with my four other children, Rune, and me, so our family was big and boisterous. There was never a dull moment in our energetic and playful household. Erik, third in the pecking order, was the mischief maker among his siblings. He loved playing practical jokes on them and often teased them with a sense of impish delight. His siblings weren’t the only ones who were a target of his pranks, though. He’d often hide behind the kitchen cabinets and then jump out and yell, “Boo!” when Rune or I came home from work.

Playtime with his siblings was always creative and frequently noisy. One of his favorite games was to chase them through the house with his tighty-whities on his head while pelting them with rolled-up socks. He also loved playing war outside with his brother and sisters and some of the neighborhood kids, toting airsoft guns around and in full camouflage clothing and face paint.

Erik had a beautiful mix of softness and toughness to him. He loved all things beautiful—especially women. He even asked his preschool teacher for her hand in marriage. He also loved anything with wheels, just like his father did. For that reason, Erik looked up to Pappa, a stockbroker by trade, and wanted so badly to be a part of his world of fast cars and faster motorcycles.

As for the two of us, our relationship was very close. In fact, we could share anything with one another, and Erik had no qualms about discussing what other children would consider inappropriate dialogue with a parent. He even asked for advice about sex. I cherished that closeness and was amazed at his candidness and trust.

Despite his happy start, Erik changed around the time he became fourteen. He suffered from severe bipolar disorder—an illness that can turn terminal. The light within him began to lose its glow as he entered his teens, and life here on Earth became extremely difficult for him.

Ours is an affectionate and caring family. Not a phone call ends or one of us leaves without an “I love you,” and there’s never a shortage of hugs to go around. As with all my kids, nearly every night after our ritual of bedtime songs and stories I would tell Erik how grateful I was to have him in my life, and I’d recount all the things I thought were special about him. Erik had his good days, but even medication, therapy, and the closeness of our family failed to coax him from that dark place he tumbled into, where misery became his near-constant companion. Because of his mental illness, his moods would frequently plummet to the deepest depths of despair. He’d sleep often in an effort to escape the pall cast over him. When he was awake, he was often sullen and quick to anger. Conflict and drama became a familiar part of our family’s life.

Erik tried to appease his demons through immediate gratification. Maybe a new hobby would bring him a brief period of joy. Maybe a new bike. Maybe a new skateboard. These things never gave him the lasting happiness he sought; instead, they only brought brief glints of sunlight before being washed away by the relentless rain of bipolar disorder. In addition, Erik suffered from learning differences and odd motor and verbal tics. Because of these, he was often the target of bullies—not only his peers but in some cases his teachers too.

His “friends” would let him down frequently, saying one thing yet doing another, breaking one promise after another, pretending to care and then talking about him behind his back. Sometimes they’d invite him over to “chill” but then leave before he got there. I was often the sad witness to their cruelty. I remember sitting with him outside one day, listening as he called his friends one by one only to have them pick up the phone and then hang up.

In spite of how he was treated, Erik never hurled a personal insult at anyone. Sure, he got angry or disappointed, but he never tried to tear a person down by calling them names. And though his gift for compassion often went unrecognized, it never faded. He was always there for a distressed friend in need. He made himself completely available, saying things like, “I’m here for you. Do you want me to come over and sit with you?” And I’m sure that when he did sit with that friend, he listened well.

Strangers seemed to gravitate toward Erik. I don’t know why. Maybe they, too, sensed the good in him like we all did. People used to approach him at our local Starbucks, where he liked to hang out and bum cigarettes, and they’d share their stories with Erik as he listened patiently and lovingly. When one of these newfound lost souls started to cry, as they often did, he would wrap him or her in a warm embrace and say, “Look, dude, you’re coming home with me. My mom’s going to make you a home-cooked meal.” I made many unplanned trips to the market, but it was always worth it.

Erik was also very open and candid. His conversations were peppered with his usual sailor talk and honesty—a sincerity that made him easily approachable. To him, words were just a string of letters; they got their power from the intent behind them, and his intent was always pure and positive.

As a mother, watching his suffering was agonizing. It seemed like nothing I did helped, and I tried everything. I mean everything. Nothing done or said could soothe his pain. All I could do was watch from the sidelines, my broken heart in my hands, witnessing his illness slowly sap the life from him.

Just after his twentieth birthday, Erik died from a self-inflicted gunshot wound to the head.

This book is the memoir of my son Erik, who in his own words shares his journey into the afterlife from the moment of his untimely death to the present, giving a glimpse of what’s to come for all of us. Knowing he “survived” his death and now thrives in a new dimension gives all of us, at the very least, pause and, at the very most, comfort, enlightenment, and inspiration.

As painful as it was to witness and as painful as it still sometimes is for me to relive some of these experiences, they have also been an opportunity for immense healing and growth. I’m very proud of what Erik’s doing in his role as a spirit guide, giving so much to so many people throughout the world, often saving lives not only figuratively but literally too. I had to dig deep to find the courage and strength to continue after Erik’s passing, but I know now that although it comes at a heavy price, I was meant to share my son with the world.

Erik communicates with me largely through spirit translators. With their help, Erik has shared all he knows about death, the afterlife, his life as a spirit, and more. All this is recounted in my first book, My Son and the Afterlife: Conversations from the Other Side, which also chronicles my arduous journey from a skeptical physician who was raised by two atheists to a believer without so much as a shred of doubt.

This book is more about his journey than mine. Through the translation of gifted spirit translator Jamie Butler, Erik tells his story of life after death in a way that heals on many fronts. For instance, it is truly amazing to watch Erik heal himself through his own words as he processes and shares his experiences on each page. He has evolved and grown up as he’s found his footing in his new home and discovered his own worth in a way that he never could when he was “alive.”

Erik’s words have also healed my entire family. We now know he’s not gone forever but lives on with a renewed sense of joy and purpose. We see that he’s no longer miserable like he was here on Earth. And because of him, spirituality has become an integral part of our family’s life and beliefs. We now realize that the soul survives death and that we are eternal beings here to grow and expand from our human experience.

It is Erik’s hope that his words will help demystify death by helping us shed some of the fear and dread surrounding it that so many of us experience. By shining a bright flashlight into that dark and mysterious forest of the unknown, he brings to anyone who will eventually die—that is to say, everyone—both insight and comfort, along with the will to live life as it’s meant to be lived: out from underneath the shroud of our own mortality.

Through Erik’s words, love, and joy, our relationship has changed. It’s better. Richer. Deeper. We “talk” more than we ever have before, but our conversations don’t just revolve around his misery. They take a larger stage, delving into topics that are meant not only to change my life and my family’s but those of people across the globe as well. Although our loving relationship has reached new heights, I know that it will continue to grow and strengthen even more, because love knows no boundaries—not even death.

Erik, Mama loves you forever.



A Note from Erik Medhus



Hey, I’m Erik. Yeah, the dead guy. Weird, right? Trust me, I get it. It took me a while to get used to it too. I’m not a zombie (although I guess that would be kind of awesome), and I’m not a ghost. That’s not really how this shit works. But if you come along for the ride, I promise I’ll show you how it does.

First: Did you read the foreword? If you didn’t, you’re missing out. I don’t want to be a dick about it, but my mom’s got some really important stuff to say in there about who I was and what I was like when I was alive and why I’m even writing this memoir in the first place. So go back and read it now!

Second: As you can probably tell, I’m not what most people expect from a spirit guide from the afterlife. I still pretty much talk like I talked when I was alive. I swear, I sometimes forget what my point was and get frustrated with myself, and I never pull punches. Just thought you guys should know that up front. It’s not my intention to be offensive or to turn people off. I want the opposite of that. Just a heads-up, though: I say what I mean and mean what I say, and sometimes how I say stuff isn’t exactly poetry.

I’m here to share my story with you and to hopefully shed some light on what happens when we die and cross over into the spirit realm and all that cool shit. I hope you’ll let me share these things with you. I guess that’s what I want the most—to show people that life doesn’t stop with death, not just tell them that it doesn’t. It didn’t for me. My “life” now is richer and more amazing and rewarding than it ever was when I was “alive,” and it doesn’t seem fair to keep that to myself. Helping people (including myself) wasn’t something I could do when I was walking around on Earth, so I’m doing it now. I hope you’ll be one of those people.



I



My Death 




1

The End of Me



I’d thought about suicide before.

In fact, I thought about it a lot in the couple of years leading up to when I decided to end my life. I even researched on the internet all the ways I could do it.

The year before I succeeded, I tried by taking an overdose of a medication called Provigil, but I wasn’t successful. I think I must have died for a little bit then, though, because I saw my deceased aunt, Denise, who’d taken her own life, and my friend Ally, who’d died from an accidental gunshot wound just after our high school graduation. They were sitting on either side of me, holding my hands. Their presence gave me comfort. It also gave me the sense that I was in a different place, better than the one I was in at the time, and I remember it feeling so good. I knew I wanted to go back there.

The day after my first suicide attempt, Pappa and I were standing by his truck. He asked me why I wanted to die. After all, the sky was blue and beautiful that day and everything seemed calm. Nice. Happy. I told him that I just wished I wasn’t here anymore. It was difficult to explain, and I know that that reason couldn’t even begin to express how I was feeling or why I wanted to die, but it was as close as I could get. Eventually, I’d get my wish.

On the last day of my life, things started out like any other day for me—a ride on a roller coaster. Ever heard that expression “I’m on a roller coaster that only goes up?” Well, mine only went down. Or, more accurately, my ups never lasted long enough and my downs felt like they’d go on forever. When I woke up that morning, I remember thinking, “Damn, another day,” but once I got out of bed, I felt this strange peace and calm. It was fleeting, though, because those familiar periods of inner darkness soon took over and sent me into a tailspin.

It wasn’t like I’d planned, “This is going to be the day. This is going to be the moment.” I didn’t wake up that morning and say, “Today is the day I’m going to die.” It was more of a combination of circumstances and triggers that led me to make the decision I made. That morning, my parents had found out that I’d pawned some of their stuff to buy this awesome hunting rifle. It even had a scope. I just wanted something exciting and new to make me feel better. They were so disappointed in me, and I was tired of making them feel like that all the time. To be clear, this wasn’t the gun I used to end my life; this was just another object in a long line of new toys and experiences I chased after to try and fill the hole that my disease (bipolar disorder; I’ll talk about that more later) was carving away in me.

I’d bought a pistol a couple of months before because I wanted to go to the range for target practice with my friend Valentin. During those months, I thought about the gun quite a bit. I knew it was there, hidden away in my room, and the thought of it was almost a comfort. It was right after my parents fussed at me that I made up my mind to kill myself again, but this time with the pistol. I knew that shooting myself would guarantee my death while the overdose of pills didn’t. When my mom, my sisters, and my aunt Teri were about to leave for lunch—a lunch they would never have, as it turned out—I got up from the sofa in the living room and walked upstairs to go to my bedroom. They asked me if I wanted to go with them, but I told them no because I didn’t want my sudden determination broken. I wanted to end the pain forever, and I was sure that this time I’d be successful. I felt a sense of resolution. Like surrender, but not in a bad way.

Once I was in my room, I started to pace. I think well when I walk. So I paced back and forth for a while and then sat at my desk, contemplating. Aunt Teri walked down the hallway from the guest room and stopped in front of my open door. She asked me if I wanted to come, but I told her I just wanted to chill for a while. I could feel her hesitation. I knew she wanted to convince me to change my mind, but I guess my blank stare was a sign that I wanted to be left alone. Then, Maria, our housekeeper came in to make my bed. I totally tuned her out, and I must have given her the impression that I wanted to be alone because she finished quickly and hurried out of the room. After she left, I started to think about the clothes I was wearing and how uncomfortable I felt in them. My clothes felt like a second layer of skin that I wanted to shed. I guess my actual skin felt that way too. Everything felt too close and too much.

Once Maria had left, that strange sense of peace I’d woken up with suddenly came over me again, and that peace expanded and expanded until I felt much larger than life. It was a really enticing feeling. I wanted to be consumed by it.

Along with that peaceful feeling, I remember my mind filling up with emptiness. I know what you’re thinking. That sounds like a contradiction—“filling up with emptiness”—but that’s how it felt. As I sat there, memories of the shitty-ass things that had happened in my life flashed before me, slicing through the calm: people being nice to me but then talking behind my back or times when I’d helped my friends and then realized that they’d never return the favor. I kept thinking things like, “That’s fucked up,” and “That’s not fair.” After a while, the emptiness took over completely.

I didn’t think about how people would react to what I was going to do, and I didn’t want to think about how upset my family would be with me. I didn’t want to think about the hurt. I just wanted to get the result I was looking for: an escape.

I knew that if I really thought about it analytically, my consciousness would get a hold of me and pull me out of that inner peace I was desperate to hold on to. I wasn’t interested in that. I was in such a calm place that when I thought about my mom and my dad, it was really about how much I loved them and how they were there for me and how much they supported me. I wasn’t thinking, “They put me here,” or “This is their fault,” because they didn’t and it wasn’t. I wasn’t thinking, “They didn’t do anything to help,” because they did. I was so far away from blaming anyone. That moment wasn’t about any of that.

When I heard my mom, sisters, and aunt leave the house, I remember thinking, “This is it. Now is the right time.” I kept the bullets in my closet and the gun in a drawer under my bed. I knew that if I kept the gun loaded and my parents found it, then I’d be without both, so I kept them separate. I loaded a bullet into the gun and sat down at my desk again. From that point on, I was on total autopilot. My mind was still blank, and it was almost like I had already separated from my body. Have you ever been driving in a car and then suddenly you’re at your destination and you don’t know how you got there? That was how it was for me. I was in a trance.

I usually fidget and wipe my hands on my legs when I’m about to do something I’m anxious about, but I wasn’t even doing that. I was so relaxed. My hands weren’t even sweaty. I felt no uneasiness. I knew what I was going to do. I had thought about it tons of times, and I knew how fast it was going to be. I had this image in my head that the gun would just blow away everything that was bad. It wouldn’t blow away my family; it wouldn’t blow away my connections. It would just blow away what I couldn’t get control over. I didn’t really see what I was doing as resulting in death, even though that sounds stupid, I know. I saw it as an answer to blowing away that side of my brain that always seemed to work against me instead of for me.

I didn’t think about where I’d end up after I died either. I just thought about darkness, and I knew I would be happy. I didn’t doubt that at all, but I can’t explain why. It wasn’t like I thought that some god would come get me or that I’d fall into the arms of an angel or whatever, but it wasn’t like I thought things would be over or that I’d disappear either. I thought that if there was something after death, good. If there wasn’t, it’d be better than this. I saw it as a win-win situation. When I think about it now, I wish I would have given more thought to how my decision would affect the people in my life, but all I could think about right then was that all my pain would be gone if I just pulled the trigger and I would finally have relief.

My last thought before I did it was, “Okay.” That’s it. No good-byes. No thoughts or questions or worries. Just, “Okay.” I placed the barrel firmly and without hesitation to the spot on my head that I knew would do the job. I felt peaceful.

Then, bang.



I heard a ricochet sound, but I don’t remember feeling anything other than the sensation that I was being jerked or pulled, but there was no burst of pain or sense of shock. Then, for a few seconds, there was nothingness.

Right after the gun went off, I heard Maria scream. She was vacuuming the den. Her scream kind of sounded like an ambulance siren. Maria’s scream was probably the first sound I heard that connected what I had done to how it affected another person. It startled me and made me want to get up and go to her, but I stayed put in my room with my door closed. I remember the sound of her hurrying down the hallway. Then I heard her standing at my door for a few seconds. When she opened the door, she looked at me and screamed again—the kind of scream that would shatter glass.

I was standing in my room, but I had no idea how the fuck I was standing up because I had just shot myself in the head. I remember thinking, “Shit, I screwed it up. Maybe it didn’t work!” I was confused. Disoriented. I looked down and saw my body, and that’s when it hit me for real. “That’s me,” I thought. “That’s my body.” I won’t lie; it did freak me out a little bit. I tried to get back into my body, but I couldn’t, no matter how hard I tried. I remember thinking, “Okay, I can’t get back in. I can’t change things. This is the decision I made. Fuck, what have I done? I take it back! I see the value of life now. Just let me go back and I’ll prove it!” Some part of me knew that I couldn’t—that this was a done deal—but these sorts of thoughts bombarded me all the same. For a moment, I panicked, and I felt really disappointed in myself, especially because I realized then that everyone was going to find my body. I hadn’t really processed how I was thinking these thoughts and feeling these emotions, since I was, you know, sitting there dead, but I know I thought and felt them all the same.

Next, my room sort of washed away like a fresh painting in the rain, and I felt like I was being pulled into the white of the canvas but still a part of the colors. At the same time, I wasn’t separated from the room. It didn’t feel like I went to an entirely different place. It wasn’t like I was in the bedroom and went to the living room or in Houston and then went to London on a plane or something. I was in the fabric of everything. I didn’t know what that meant yet, but I felt it.

As I looked around, it seemed like I had tunnel vision, and the periphery was all white. I didn’t see my hand on the gun anymore. I didn’t even see where the gun had gone after I’d shot myself. I didn’t smell the gunpowder. That was weird, because I thought that if I were really in the room, wouldn’t I have? I looked at my body through this narrow lens—this telescope—and although I knew it was me, I just couldn’t connect to it emotionally. You know how when you see someone who’s injured, it makes your stomach turn and your heart skips a beat and your adrenaline spikes, and it makes you want to run over to them to help? I didn’t feel any of that.

My body looked like me, but it didn’t look like me. I looked pale. My nose didn’t look right. Even my fingers seemed too long. It was like I was looking at a cheap imitation of myself, a wax figure in one of those museums, a puppet without a puppeteer. Even though I didn’t feel any empathy for my body, I had this need to put it back the way it had been only moments ago—sitting at my desk with a normal-looking head. I didn’t want to, like, crawl back inside my body and reanimate it or anything; I just wanted to clean it up. I wanted to help.

The scene in front of me was so weird. It was like being in the movies and you see all that gory shit, and you say, “Oh, whatever. That’s just entertainment.” For me, it didn’t seem like real life playing out right in front of me. It seemed separate from me, like it was playing on a screen, and I was in the audience watching, instead of being one of the actors.

I went to find the gun and pick it up. When I saw it and reached for it, I saw my new hand reaching for it. It didn’t look light or translucent—you know, the type of thing that you would expect to see with a spirit or a ghost. It did have a kind of a glow to it, though. Silver, shimmery. I know it sounds weird, but it looked solid and transparent at the same time. Think about it: when you look at your reflection in dark water, it looks solid, but you know it’s just a transparent reflection in the water. Meld those two, and that’s what it looked like.

When I tried to grab or touch something, my hand went right through it. I guess it felt like a tingly pressure, but it didn’t feel like regular touch. I tried to touch my body, but I couldn’t grab ahold of it. Then I tried to strum the strings on my Fender guitar, but my fingers slipped through them too. No sound. I remember feeling pretty sad then, thinking that I’d never get to play music again.

Next, I heard my mother running up the stairs. I could tell she was climbing up the steps more than one at a time, tripping. She came into the room, but she didn’t come in delicately. She came in like she was on fire—a flaming cannonball barreling through anything in its path. My point of view rose up like I was flying. I wasn’t standing on the ground like a human. Even though I felt like I was hovering up high, I suddenly felt really small, like a child caught with his hand in the cookie jar. Still, I didn’t feel the same kind of shame or sense of regret I expected to. I just felt small.

I don’t want to sound like an asshole, but I didn’t feel the need to rush to her. I had this emotional detachment while watching her, but it wasn’t the same emotional distance I felt when I was about to pull the trigger or when I first left my body and looked down at it. It was an emotional distance that comes with an objective observation that made me feel separated from my feelings of remorse and shame.

When I left my body, my emotions came with me, but my physical instincts didn’t, and that wasn’t because of shock. Shock creates a distance you need for survival or protection when you have a physical body. I didn’t need that anymore. Because of that emotional distance, my emotions weren’t controlling me. Things were just playing out, and I was watching them while still feeling things, but in a different way. I believe I had that emotional distance so that I could continue to cross over with peace. I feel like I was in this weird dream state. Maybe that’s what traumatic experiences turn into. They feel like a dream, no matter if you’re a person or a spirit.

Despite that feeling of emotional distance, I was more aware—more sensitive but not more emotional, I guess. Because of this heightened awareness, I was able to absorb all the details of what was going on in the room. When you’re human, you can’t rely on your memory to look back accurately at traumatic situations because you can’t consciously absorb all the details. Your brain picks and chooses some of the highlights, and you often leave out the ones that hurt the most. It was way different for me in those first few minutes after I died—and still is different today. It’s just an objectivity that’s intensely involved instead of highly removed. Being in that room with my mom, the emotional distance made it seem like what was going on was far away, but it didn’t make it any less real.

My mom was talking to me, but she wasn’t looking at the real me—my spirit. She was looking at my body. She kept wailing, “Why? Why? Why?” She had no problem touching my body, and she was the first person to move me, but I wasn’t really in there at all. I was outside my body, watching her. There were two other people at the door peering at me—Maria and my sister Michelle. They weren’t coming in, and nobody was inviting them to. I couldn’t really focus on them; I was still fixated on what was happening to my physical body.

Even though I could see my mom crying over my body, I knew that everything was as it needed to be. It was weird, but I felt that to be true on a really deep level in those first few moments. It was a comfort to know that I didn’t need to correct it or change what was happening, despite how hard it had to have been for those I left behind. I didn’t yet know why it was going to be all right, but I just felt it would be.

I could see and hear everything and everyone in the house. Sounds seemed different than they did when I was in my body. They didn’t sound as loud or clear. Everything sounded like it was underwater. I didn’t have to travel anywhere to see things as they were happening. I wasn’t interested in doing that anyway because I was so focused on watching this chapter of my life close. I was in awe as I objectively observed the end of “me”—something I never thought would happen. Ever.

Two policemen came into the room. One of the policemen was wearing something different. He wasn’t in a police uniform. I guess he was a detective or something. Then there was another person who was with him, and I didn’t understand what that dude’s job was. I think it was to record—writing down and logging stuff. I didn’t really know; I didn’t really care. I went to the wall next to my bed and saw the hole in the wall where the bullet had ricocheted and ran my finger across it. I couldn’t feel the dent, but I knew that it represented the hole I had just left in my mother’s heart. I felt bad about that—really bad—but that didn’t cancel out that strange feeling of everything being in its right place.
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“My Life After Death will expand your understanding of mental illness, suicide, spirituality,
love, and the afterlife. And above all it is a book of joy, hope, and wonder.”
—Dr. Victor Zammit, coauthor of The Friday Afterlife Report
and A lawyer Presents the Evidence for the Afterlife
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