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“Nothing is more illuminating than
the beautiful death of a loved one.”

—Michka


Introduction

When my father passed away, I placed four objects in his casket. I spoke about it to no one. I then interviewed mediums who claimed to be able to communicate with the dead.

Would they discover what the objects were?

This is the test.

My father, Jean-Pierre Allix, passed away on June 16, 2013, at the age of eighty-five. He was an admirable father; I loved him and still do. He taught me to be a man whose word and sense of honor meant more than anything else. He encouraged me to become a person who expected as much from myself as I did from other people and to be proud of my heritage. He taught me to be curious, to know how to use my best judgment, but also to listen without judging too quickly. He showed me by his example that life is astonishing, and that it is precisely this ability to be astonished, whatever one’s age, that saves us from despair. He showed me how to watch, read, understand, and search. He introduced me to Tolstoy, Flaubert, and Stendhal, and he inculcated in me the importance of constructing sentences that mean something but that are also pleasant to read. “A text is music,” he used to say.

As you read what follows, you will better understand why I think my father is far more than the mere subject of a peculiar experiment, namely the test I put forward to six mediums, two men and four women. He is my partner, the invisible but central character in this book, to which he contributed at times with difficulty, often with emotion, and even, at certain moments, with humor.

When he was alive, we had spoken about death on several occasions; in 2001, I had lost a brother, and he a son, in an accident in Afghanistan, and the subject was ever present in my family. We had both mentioned how interesting it would be, after his death, to try and undertake this research together.

The day of his burial, I was alone in the room at the funeral parlor. A few minutes before the casket would be closed and sealed, I took four objects along with a little note and hid them under the fabric covering his corpse, out of sight. From that moment and until the casket was closed, I remained next to it to reassure myself that no one could see the objects concealed against his body. I am also absolutely certain to have been, until today, the only person aware of the presence of those objects in his casket.

On that Saturday morning of June 22, 2013, I left the following things next to my father:

•   a long, thin paintbrush,

•   a tube of white acrylic paint,

•   his compass,

•   a paperback copy of The Tartar Steppe by Dino Buzzati, one of his favorite books,

•   and a small note slipped inside an ecru-colored envelope.

I took the time to photograph each object just before putting it into the casket. Then, I spoke to my father, looking at the empty space above him rather than at his body. I explained to him what I was doing, and that his task would consist of telling the mediums what the objects were. A little over a year later, I asked several mediums if they would be willing to participate in a small experiment, though I remained very evasive as to what the subject of this experiment was.

Science and mediumship

Can we really communicate with the dead? Some claim it is possible and even practice it as a profession. A certain number among them are not charlatans. So who are they? The objective of this test is to investigate six mediums known for their reliability, their honesty, and, of course, their well-recognized abilities.

The number of people who use the ability to communicate with the beyond professionally is greater than we might imagine. Thousands of people consult with them, but few talk about it.

What are the challenges of mediumship? Is there material to be probed? Are these abilities real? Is this a phenomenon of society that we can reduce to a kind of swindle, unconscious on the part of certain mediums, but completely conscious for other charlatans? Are we dealing with a collective illusion? A form of autosuggestion in people who are unable to overcome the reality of loss? Or are we talking about real communication with the afterlife? For those who practice it, is it a gift or a curse? A vocation or an illusion?

Through the six encounters I am offering you, and the six test séances that I will attend, I am going to attempt to answer all of these questions with thoroughness and objectivity.

Mediums claim that the deceased are present beside them—they see them, feel them, speak with them—and that they receive information simply because the deceased are whispering in their ear. You will discover that upon analysis, the data shows that this idea is plausible: an aspect of our personality or our identity could continue to exist after physical death in a form capable of communicating with a medium.

Life after death is, today, a rational hypothesis. Scientific research conducted on mediumship has allowed this to be confirmed.

A medium is a person who, by connecting with one or several deceased people, obtains information, sometimes of an intimate nature, about a person they are meeting for the first time in their lives. This is, in fact, one of the most mysterious things about mediumship, because to date no explanation exists that would allow us to determine in a conventional way how such a thing is possible.

When the medium finds themself in front of a client they don’t know, whom they are usually seeing for the first time, they are able to deliver a fair amount of more or less significant factual information, claiming to receive it from people who have passed away. The question is, where does this information come from? Research has been conducted over several decades, notably by researchers such as Gary E. Schwartz1 and, more recently, Julie Beischel2 of the Windbridge Institute. This research analyzes the nature of information that mediums are capable of obtaining while under strictly controlled conditions.

The first two conventional ways to obtain information about a person we don’t know are fraud or deception. In these cases, the medium would have acquired information about the target subject, the deceased person, beforehand. Julie Beischel explains that her research protocol eliminates this possibility since the medium has only the first name of the deceased person throughout the entire experiment. Another conventional explanation, she says, is cold reading, when the medium uses visual or auditory clues that they perceive in the client in order to present information that resonates. This is also called “mentalism.” In order to guard against this, in Beischel’s experiments, the person playing the role of the client is not physically present in the same room as the medium, and the person who leads the experiment also knows nothing about the subject or any potential deceased individuals associated with that person. A final possible explanation: the information provided by the medium is so general that it could be applied to anybody. To eliminate this last possibility, Beischel asks the medium to provide four specific facts about the deceased: physical description, personality, pastimes or activities, and cause of death.

The results obtained throughout many successive experiments allow us to definitively put aside conventional explanations such as fraud, directive questioning, or suggestibility. With these protocols, researchers like Julie Beischel and Gary Schwartz have eliminated every conventional explanation.

So how do mediums obtain information about people, living and dead, whom they know nothing about? Researchers find themselves faced with two hypotheses that might account for their results: either the mediums are really communicating with the deceased, or there is a form of telepathy at work—this explanation in itself is already fairly extraordinary. According to this second hypothesis, the medium would be capable of reading into the spirit of the person coming to consult them. They would not speak to a spirit, but would obtain information by digging into the head of the person facing them, who knows this information.

However, the evidence seems to show that this form of telepathy is a passive act, with the medium receiving images and flashes, whereas in communications with the dead, mediums describe actual interactive conversations. Still more decisive is the fact that in many cases the information delivered by the medium is unknown to the person who enters the experiment as a client. As Gary Schwartz specifies, “We often get people the subject knows but wasn’t expecting to hear from. Other times, we get information that the subject believes is false or didn’t know about and then finds out later to be true.”

This is rather baffling, because a true telepathic flash cannot contradict what the person is thinking. Moreover, as Julie Beischel underlines, psychic readings are part of the practice of numerous mediums. They are very capable, they say, of making the distinction between telepathy and communication with a deceased person: the feelings associated with each situation are different. It is also something they have experienced since childhood. We are going to explore this in greater detail later.

Thus, the scientific approach of mediumship allows us to conclude that, in Beischel’s words, “the receiving of abnormal information is a fact but we cannot determine where it arises from. The data supports the idea of a survival of the consciousness, of a life after death. An aspect of our personality or of our identity continues to exist after physical death in a form capable of communicating with a medium. The data also reinforces other hypotheses unrelated to the survival of the consciousness: clairvoyance, telepathy, or precognition would allow mediums to acquire information without communicating with the dead. However, now that we have started working on the experience of mediums, we are now inclined to think that the survival of the consciousness is the explanation most supported by the data.”

___________

By virtue of all the research that has been done and that I myself have conducted in recent years,3 life after death is today, in my view, more than a solid hypothesis. For over ten years I have been carrying out my investigation across the world, meeting researchers, physicians, men, women, and children who have had incredible experiences of contact with the deceased. I have been working and rubbing shoulders with mediums for years. All this time I have remained in my role as a thorough and objective journalist. It is precisely this approach that has led me to recognize the proof before me today: death is not the end of life.

With this book I also intend to contribute to the debate by bringing forth indisputable evidence that you will discover in these pages. But beyond simply wanting to prove that life continues after death, I have hoped to explore how this communication between two worlds, between the living and the dead, is established. I questioned the mediums relentlessly: what happens to us when our body vanishes into dust? What happens to our consciousness after death? For we continue to be, of this today I am certain. But what is the nature of our being? Are we exactly the same person we were during our lifetime on earth? Or does our personhood evolve? What happens during the first weeks following our death? Where do we go? Who do we meet?

Who is the being my father became after his death, who communicated with me?

I invite you to discover what months of investigation have permitted me to understand. It is dizzying. Each one of the six chapters to follow is the portrait of a medium and presents, in its entirety, the test séance conducted with him or her. I have never gone as far in any of my interviews as I did in these. They shed an unparalleled light on the end of life, death, the afterlife, and communication with the dead. In the final chapter, psychiatrist Christophe Fauré, a specialist in caring for people at the end of life, discusses the specific features of the path of grief and offers us some kind advice regarding death and mediumship.

Writing this book changed my life. Perhaps it will change yours.



1     Gary E. Schwartz, The Afterlife Experiments, Atria Books, 2002.

2     Julie Beischel, Among Mediums: A Scientist’s Quest for Answers, Windbridge Institute, LLC, 2013.

3     Stéphane Allix, La mort n’est pas une terre étrangère, Albin Michel, 2011, J’ai Lu, 2014; Enquêtes extraordinaires, seasons 1 and 2, Les Signes de l’au-delaè, and Ils communiquent avec les morts, documentaries directed by Natacha Calestrémé et al., DVD, Éd. Montparnasse, 2011 and 2014.


Henry

I am feeling very apprehensive about this séance. I have known Henry Vignaud for years, and there is a true friendship between us. I met him for the first time in November 2006 to test him, even back then, with a photo of my brother Thomas, who had died five years earlier in Afghanistan. The result of that first séance was impressive.4 He knew nothing about me, yet there is no doubt in my mind that Henry communicated with my brother that day.

As far as doubts, though, I still had my fair share. I came out of the small apartment where we had met feeling torn between astonishment and resistance. Astonishment at the fact that he had given me an incredible number of very specific details about my brother, his life, his personality, the particular circumstances of his death, etc., details that he could not, in total objectivity, have gotten from anyone except my brother himself, who had been dead for five years! And resistance because what the evidence was telling me—that my brother had spoken to me after his death—was something my mind was not yet ready to accept.

This resistance is tenacious, and clings onto the smallest doubt, taking advantage of the slightest opportunity it is given. On that day in November 2006, for example, what bothered me most was that at no point had Henry ever said that my brother’s name was Thomas. He had described in detail the way Thomas had died in a car accident, his wound to the head, the place where it had happened, but he had not said his name. This seemed paradoxical. Why, since Henry claimed that he was with us in the room, didn’t my brother simply say, with me in mind, “Uh, hey, tell him my name is Thomas”? This seemed both incomprehensible and illogical to me, and this small annoyance diminished the completely unexplained fact that Henry had also given me a great deal of other true information.

I have since discovered the reason for this apparent contradiction, and it is one of the things that is so important for me to explore with the six mediums who have agreed to take part in my proposed test. In very basic terms—this point is crucial, and we will come back to it throughout this book—the part of a medium’s brain that perceives the words, images, and information on behalf of the deceased is not the same as the part of the brain that verbalizes this information to the living person who has come to see them. Researcher Julie Beischel explained this to me during an interview I had with her in Tucson, Arizona, a few years ago: “Names and dates pose a problem for many mediums. I think this is because this kind of information depends on the left brain. A name is a label, and numbers and labels are managed by the left hemisphere of the brain. We think that mediumship is a process that occurs primarily via the right brain. Elements that are normally filtered by our left brain are therefore more difficult to perceive and interpret.”

A parallel can be made to the moment a person first wakes up. In that instant, it is possible that you retain the last dream you just had. It is there, you can feel it, the memory of it is ingrained in you with all of its power and its evocations. But you move or stretch, and before you even get up it has withered away. Curiously, when you try to make a note of it by writing it down, or by telling your spouse about it, the words you use actually destroy a part of the dream. By saying it or by putting it down in writing, you are reducing it to words. It reconstructs itself. It almost becomes something else. In fact, you have just passed from the right brain, which dreams, to the left brain, which is trying to describe the dream. Things get stuck. You still hold the vague sensation of fragments of the dream: there was more of a … there’s something there you can’t quite remember … the color was … how to put this? No, despite your efforts, you are not able to find the words. A medium’s experience, as we are going to find out, is a little like that: during a séance they must both remain in the dream, that delicate space of fragile perceptions where they are in contact with the deceased, and tell you what is happening with words. The ability to do this permanent back-and-forth without altering one’s perceptions is the secret to being a good medium.

As I drive through Paris toward the neighborhood where Henry lives, I wonder how our friendship might affect this interview. Will the trust we have in each other make the test less stressful for him? Or, on the contrary, will the stakes of the experiment paralyze him? Stress is an important factor whenever a person has to tune into their subtle senses, which are by definition tenuous and very fragile. These delicate perceptions, which we might suppose are related to intuition or a sixth sense, are directly affected by the slightest hint of emotion. And stress, the fear of not succeeding, is an enormous emotion. None of the mediums participating in this test will be spared from this.

In spite of our long friendship, Henry never met my father, and on the off chance that he has been informed about his death one year ago, he knows nothing else about him. Nothing about the circumstances of his death, and obviously nothing about the experiment I undertook in secret at the funeral parlor where his casket was sealed. But strangely, at no moment will Henry mention that it is my father we will be making contact with, though, as you will see, that is exactly the person who shows up.

As usual, I leave early, worried about having trouble finding parking. I head toward the southern part of Paris, still north of the Place d’Italie. As usual, I quickly find a parking spot a few minutes’ walk from Henry’s place. I’m impatient. Waiting until the scheduled meeting time, I stay sitting behind the steering wheel, in the warmth. As I’ve been doing for several days, I take advantage of the time to speak out loud to my father and to all the other deceased people in my family who might be able to hear me in the invisible world. I ask them for help. Help with this book. Help for Papa, so that he is able to tell Henry what I put inside his casket. As I’m talking out loud inside my car, I suddenly think that for one of the objects—the book by Dino Buzzati, The Tartar Steppe—it’s going to be nearly impossible for a medium to understand the title, even if Papa gives it to him, when even a simple first name is so hard to obtain. Will one of the six mediums even be able to name the book? I’m still far from being able to imagine that in a little over an hour, right in the middle of the séance, an extraordinary synchronicity will occur when my father finds a solution.

I enter an apartment with drawn curtains. Henry is smiling and joyful, as he always is. He is a man who always has a cheerful way about him even when life is bothering him. He looks like he is doing well and waves me into the living room, which serves as his consultation area. It is a simple room with a small table placed at an angle to the wall. The room smells of cigarettes. I can sense at once that he is also very apprehensive about this moment. He informs me that he has not done a consultation in a long time. Between family obligations and a terrible case of bronchitis, the séance he will perform with me will be his first in several weeks. Ouch! Does an unused medium get rusty?

It is already dim but he closes the shutters, plunging the room into darkness. Henry likes to be in the dark when he works. To start, I don’t give him any direction or photo to see who will spontaneously appear. Who are the deceased people around me who would like to make themselves heard?

Henry sits down behind his small table cluttered with various papers, religious images, a small gold icon depicting Padre Pio (famous for his stigmata and canonized in 2002), and an ashtray, and hides his face behind his hands to focus. I am sitting across from him, concentrating and waiting. The minutes spread into a silence that is only punctuated with a few fits of coughing. Bronchitis and cigarettes don’t make a good pair. I wonder how he can concentrate when he’s coughing like that. And then, softly, out it comes.

“Do you often light candles?” he asks me.

I find it funny that he’s asking me a question like this because just this very morning, before coming to our meeting, I lit one, which I never do. In front of the flame, I addressed Papa. On the other hand, my wife Natacha offers a silent prayer to her loved ones while lighting a candle almost daily.

“Me, no, but Natacha does it often.”

“There is spiritual appreciation for the candles that are lit regularly for several deceased people, by you or Natacha, it’s the same thing.”

“I actually did that this morning before I came.”

“There is appreciation for that light … I’ve been seeing this for a little while, even earlier before we started.”

After this preamble, silence sets in again. Henry is concentrating, his face in his hands.

“I am sensing the vague presence of the face of someone who has died, someone who had a beard, a kind of goatee, the kind that quite a few people had at one time.”

“That doesn’t ring a bell for me.”

Right as I’m saying this, as Henry makes reference to a distant time, I suddenly think of my great-grandfather, Georges, who had a goatee and mustache. I don’t say anything, though, because without more details on his end, what Henry said is too vague. More time goes by.

“Paul, does that mean anything to you? Or Jean-Paul?”

“Yes.”

“Is it Paul or Jean-Paul? I heard Paul but it could be Jean-Paul.”

“It’s Paul.”

“Deceased? Because he’s right up there.”

“Yes.”

“He’s trying to show me different devices; they almost look like surgical devices, from an operating room. Yes, that’s it; either this person underwent surgery, or this operation had consequences for his earthly departure … either way he was operated on before leaving … An operation was necessary and he left just afterwards. This doesn’t mean anything to you?”

One of the most painful episodes in the life of my father’s mother, Lise, was the death of her big brother Paul. He was reported missing at the age of thirty-one on February 18, 1915, during the violent fighting that took place in the hamlet of Beauséjour in Champagne-Ardenne. The villages in that part of the Marne were entirely destroyed; only the hamlet was never rebuilt. The memory of Paul’s disappearance has marked the family ever since.

How can a person disappear on a battlefield? I can’t imagine what that means. We don’t know anything about the exact circumstances of his death. “Declared missing” means that no trace of his remains had been found, so it is hardly likely that he had been wounded, undergone surgery, and then died during the operation. Why would he then have been declared missing? Doubtful, I remain evasive and don’t mention any of this to Henry. He carries on. Things become unsettling.

“This man is here, I can see him. It seems he had stomach problems. Do you know him?”

“I don’t know. Are you talking about Paul?”

“It seems like it … no, hold on. Someone else had serious stomach problems and was operated on. It’s not Paul.”

It would seem that several people are coming forward and that the pieces of information Henry is capturing are superimposing themselves on one another. I am struck by the appearance of this Paul, someone whose disappearance from our family had overwhelmed my grandmother, but also by the mention of a man with stomach problems whose operation led to death. This was exactly what my father suffered from!

He had a problem in his stomach, ascites, meaning that his belly was extremely swollen, filling with water. During the last months of his life, he underwent several puncturing procedures at the hospital. With the help of a large needle, several gallons of water were removed from his body. The night before his death, a final puncture to a body that was already profoundly weakened had taken his remaining strength, and he slipped into unconsciousness, dying the next day. This man who had appeared at the same time as Paul, who “had serious stomach problems,” who “was operated on before leaving,” and whose operation “had consequences for his earthly departure” was definitely my father! And Paul was his uncle.

Henry then returns to Paul with new information, just as extraordinary.

“Paul was very sad before leaving, I can see that his eyes are shining … There is the letter ‘F’ coming up … a first name, a last name?”

Being sad to leave, nothing original there, but the letter F! Paul called himself Lafitte. Am I being too hasty putting the pieces together? But still, here were several things right in a row that fit together very well: Paul F, for Paul Lafitte, the man who left just after a stomach operation, which is exactly what happened to my father, Paul’s nephew. I stay quiet and keep all of this to myself for now.

The séance continues with long silences once again. Since I’m not leading him anywhere, I get the feeling that Henry is receiving a lot of brief images: for example, he sees me as a child, going very quickly up the stairs; well, when I was a child we lived on the sixth floor of a building on Rue Gay-Lussac in Paris, and I used to run up the stairs. He describes fairly exactly what I was like in those days. I ask him to put into words everything that comes to his mind, without giving him any extra details.

“Did you ever keep a revolver or rifle bullet in your house?” he asks me suddenly.

“Yes.”

“Because I’m being shown the bullet with fingertips, I don’t know why.”

In my house I have several Kalashnikov bullets brought back from my trips to Afghanistan, bullets I had taken the powder out of. But why has this been brought up? I sense some agitation on the side of the dead: they’re trying to show me things that will serve as reminders, things that have something to do with other times, or with different people in my family, but everything is coming a bit frenetically and out of order. If I helped Henry, this would probably allow him to concentrate better on this person or that person on the other side, on one thing versus another, but first I still want to observe what happens when the medium receives everything, with no targeting of one dead person in particular.

This is what is unique during a séance of mediumship, and what can sometimes be a way for the medium to claim to have communicated with the dead while they are merely formulating one vague but ordinary thing after another: we are the ones who will give meaning to things that do not have any. I am very attentive to this point, but at the same time I am very aware that staying quiet makes Henry’s task more arduous, even though it preserves a necessary objectivity. Still, that man with a stomach problem is my father, I’m convinced, just as I am equally aware that without having confirmation from me, Henry has not “held onto” this soul, has not focused on it, and is continuing to let its spirit roam the subtle world.

“In your family, at one time, there wasn’t someone who had a snake? This is bizarre.”

“Yes, me.”

I adored those animals and had kept some in a terrarium, but my brother Thomas, who died in April 2001, was also a huge fan of snakes and had also kept several in his bedroom.

“You?” Henry sounds surprised. “I see a snake moving in front of me … You had a snake?”

“Yes, my brother did too, actually.”

“Ah … it’s strange, I saw the snake in front of me, crawling on top of the table.”

This confirms it, Henry is not having any trouble—he’s receiving things. One must imagine that he is observing a somewhat evanescent crowd—an invisible crowd, for me—in which every person is waving to him at the same time. My father is in the middle of this crowd, and it seems that as long we work blindly, he will not be in a position to make himself more noticeable to Henry amid the other spirits. Yes, before Henry’s “eyes of the soul” is an indistinct crowd of spirits. I am really complicating things for him by staying silent.

We are friends, he knows my history, and in the past he has captured my brother several times with remarkable precision. I also have no doubts about his abilities. In spite of everything, this consultation generates a certain apprehension in me, and this must not be helpful in what should be a completely relaxed situation. Also, since he knows the details of my brother’s death, I sense that even if he sees Thomas in this crowd, he won’t tell me about it and will self-censor himself in a way.

We move onto the second step; I don’t want him to exhaust himself with this blind exercise without giving him a chance to show me once more what he is capable of. I take out the photo of my father and place it on the table without telling him who it is. Instantly, I observe the effect of this image’s presence, which Henry only looks at for two seconds before taking it and placing it on his forehead, his eyes still closed. It’s as if suddenly in the middle of the great maelstrom of invisible forces an instantaneous connection has just formed between the man in the photo, who has been present around us among so many other people since we started, and Henry. A direct link, free from all of that crosstalk brought about by the presence of the other deceased around him. So many singular beings, with their requests, their images, their own feelings …

Will my father be able to express himself more clearly? Will he be able to tell Henry what I’m expecting?

How does one become a medium? When he is asked this question, Henry Vignaud always mentions his earliest memory. He is seven years old when he sees for the first time a hanged man in one of the rooms in the house where he is living. He is the only one in his family to see this scene. From his bedroom, he can make out very clearly the shape of a man hanging from a rope. This vision is becoming more and more frequent, and his parents are intrigued by it (it is not until much later that they will be astonished to discover that the former owner had hung himself in the exact spot where Henry saw him).

Henry has this vision for years, until the family moves. When he is asked to describe it, he talks about it more as a frozen image than something that is alive. Much later he will discover that it was not a spirit, but a memory of what had happened in the house. Like a recording, a piece of film that replayed itself over and over. Why did he pick up on it? He has no idea, but he explains that tragic deaths like this man’s are accompanied by great pain, and this is probably what leaves an imprint on a place, the imprint of someone truly present to the eyes of a young child, as he was then: a man, head lowered, hanging at the end of a rope. Even though it recurs fairly frequently, he fortunately does not see this image every day. When it does appear, he snuggles beneath the covers and looks, all the same, through a small hole in the sheets. At first he is so frightened. Then, with time, in a certain way, he becomes used to it, as much as one can become used to something like that.

The vision of this mysterious and silent hanging man is followed by visions that are more alive. Over the years, the unexplained phenomena multiply. Henry feels things coming toward him, appearing in his bedroom. He talks about curls of smoke, of materializations of unknown faces. These faces emerge before his eyes, sometimes appearing against a backdrop, a landscape that seems to be linked to their existence. Unlike the hanging man, Henry now has the sensation that they are completely alive and showing him scenes from their lives. He does not really hear voices, but he has the feeling of becoming a kind of magnet for these beings.

Despite his young age, Henry wonders if it has to do with spirits, people who are coming to see him. In retrospect, today he thinks they were appearing on purpose with the objective of encouraging his awakening of that awareness, for since his birth, Henry has demonstrated a particular kind of sensitivity. In his childhood years, it was a door that opened toward an unknown dimension.

He lives these years as if in spiritual preparation. It is directed and voluntary, for the people who come are not spirits from his family appearing in a kind of parasitic way with specific demands. No, back then Henry was dealing with spirits totally unknown to him, which seemed to be moved by a very particular intention.

He is lucky enough to be able to speak freely about it with his sisters and his mother at first, then to other loved ones and even his buddies at school, though the reception is sometimes quite different, depending on the person. Before he encountered the skeptical eyes and judgements of others, what he was experiencing had seemed normal to him; he thought that everyone saw what he saw. But the first instances of teasing and the cutting remarks make him wonder if something is wrong with him. Yet despite the sometimes relentless judgement, Henry feels deep down that he is experiencing real things. He is a balanced child and of sound mind.

Even though in the beginning these experiences sometimes frightened him, he realizes that he never had the feeling of being attacked. Little by little, he becomes familiar with the existence of these other dimensions. This reality reveals itself naturally to him in the privacy of the small village where he lives, far away from everything, without access to a single book on these subjects. The television never mentions it. More than the fear or the doubt, this is what is hardest for him: not having access to any information. He experiences these phenomena without knowing what they are. Only one thing is certain: they are alive, and real.

Henry enters adolescence through moments that are sometimes very intense. These experiences might happen every day, even several times a night, but then fifteen days may go by, even three weeks, with nothing happening. With adolescence, certain kinds of flashes begin to appear. He picks up on an event, something confirmed by the person facing him—members of his family, or friends at school. He also perceives things that are going to happen. At school, people start calling him the Sorcerer. Understanding that he is the only one experiencing things like this does not make him doubtful for one moment. He no longer asks himself whether his imagination is playing tricks on him. No, it’s too invasive, too real, too alive for that. Finally, his parents discover that a man had really hung himself in their house where Henry had seen him. This confirms for him that his perceptions are not the fruits of his imagination.

Henry talks with much goodwill about the way these apparitions trained him. The intuitive understanding that he forges from these phenomena and the role they play in his awakening make him more and more confident: an outside will is intervening.

Throughout his entire childhood, Henry is imbued with a kind of confidence. He knows that his visions are opening another dimension to him, but a true initiation begins when his out of body experiences make their debut. In fact, since the age of sixteen, he has experienced signs of discorporation, of becoming removed from his physical body.

Like many paranormal experiences that Henry still has today, these new experiences take place in the minutes following the moment he falls asleep. The first few times, he recalls, he has the sensation that the bottom of his body is lifting up—not his physical legs, but another body—while the top does not move. Other times, it is the top of the body that will lift up, ready to leave, but the bottom part will not move. Then he has the desire to leave his body, feeling a surge of energy and realizing that something is happening, but in the end nothing comes of it. This lasts for months and months, and then one day, abruptly, he finds himself on all fours next to his bed. Nothing shocking about that, until he notices that his body is still in the bed while he is on all fours next to it. Surprised, he becomes afraid and immediately finds himself back in his physical body. Another time, he sees himself sitting on the edge of his bed, then standing up, and when he goes to turn on the light, his hand passes through the switch and the wall. It is his astral body that has just gotten up, without him realizing it. As he turns around, he sees his physical body and feels a strange sensation. Fear carries him away again.

It takes whole months for him to slowly become accustomed to these experiences. With no willingness on his part—he’s not trying to leave his body—these experiences happen, just like that. And there is a constant subtle intuition that has inhabited him since childhood: that he is undergoing a kind of training. When the fear becomes more manageable over time, he discovers that at the instant when the physical sensations that characterize the beginning of the experience manifest themselves, they are calling him. A mysterious voice murmurs to him: “Come.” It is the voice of his guide, which he will not understand until much later.

Reassured by what he believes to be pleasant and protective spiritual forces, he then allows himself to leave. Guided by a benevolent voice, he soon increases the voyages out of his body, a body that rests obediently in his bed while this happens. Despite the greater and greater frequency of his astral voyages, Henry is never able to choose to go to a specific location, to see his mother, for example. When he finds himself outside his body, his will is blocked and they show him things.

Could these be dreams, insofar as his experiences happen when he is in bed? Most of the time, in fact, he is lying down, but the clarity and the force of these experiences removes every doubt: this has nothing to do with dreaming. This confidence inhabits him even before these experiences begin happening in the light of day, such as the time when, as an adult, he leaves his body … while in the supermarket.

Henry is shopping with friends, including medium Nicole Leprince. Suddenly, as he is pushing his cart through the aisles, looking for what he needs to make a nice dinner, he starts to feel strange, really strange. He stops so he can pay more attention to his perceptions. Perhaps he is picking up on an energy that belongs to his surroundings in this moment, or the energy of someone around him, a spirit, even. As a young adult, he has become used to these kinds of spontaneous perceptions. He still has a hard time describing them; it would be like an energy around him. In any case, on that day he leaves his body, is lifted high above the aisles, and observes from his new viewpoint the people busy with their shopping, his friends, and … translucent silhouettes with vague shapes, which he realizes are spirits swarming among the living people.

While this is happening, his frozen body remains standing, his hands on the cart, his head elsewhere, both literally and figuratively, as if he is absorbed in his thoughts. In that instant, Henry finds himself both physically present and in another reality, observing from above. His friend Nicole understands what is happening and takes him by the arm, saying, “Henry, come back to us …” Henry notices a hubbub around him, but he hears his friend’s call. And she brings him back. Very gently.

This discorporation was probably accidental, and in that way different from all the others. It did not seem voluntary, though leaving his body in the store was very instructive. That day he becomes physically aware of the extent to which we are living constantly surrounded by spirits. Henry knows this in an abstract manner at the time, but to see it with his own eyes, to observe that we are surrounded, even infested by such an abundance of the souls of the dead, surprises him. He could never have imagined it like this. He does not know if the dead in the supermarket were the loved ones of people who were shopping. He will discover later that at times souls will pollute the environment of a living person or a place. Certain people attract strange energies, parasitic souls. As a medium, he himself sometimes feels emptied of his energy by a deceased person.

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
INCREDIBLE PROOF OF
THE AFTERLIFE

STEPHANE ALLIX





OEBPS/Images/title.jpg
The

TEST

INCREDIBLE PROOF OF
THE AFTERLIFE

STEPHANE ALLIX

Translated by Grace McQuillan

@P'.?,%l?‘





