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  First Words




  

    

	

    

      What do I think happens when we die? I think we enter into another stage of existence or another state of consciousness that is so extraordinarily different from the

      reality we have here in the physical world that the language we have is not yet adequate to describe this other state of existence or consciousness. Based on what I have heard from thousands of

      people, we enter into a realm of joy, light, peace, and love in which we discover that the process of knowledge does not stop when we die. Instead, the process of learning and development goes

      on for eternity.




      Raymond Moody




      Earth has no sorrow that heaven cannot heal.




      Thomas Moore




      You must receive something of heaven into the soul, before the soul can be received into heaven.




      John Thornton


    


  


  


  




  





  Should You Read This Book?




  

    

      

        

          

            There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, Than are dreamt of in your philosophy.




            Hamlet (1.5, 167–8)


          


        


      


    


  




  Before you read this book please take a moment to reflect on whether it is actually the right book for you.




  I always feel that reading a book that doesn’t speak to your heart or mind in some way is like wearing shoes that don’t fit properly. The shoes may look good when you first put them

  on, but then, when you actually start walking in them, you realise you’ve made a big mistake – they hurt! You wish you’d taken more time to make sure they were the right fit. In

  much the same way, I don’t want you to read this book and regret spending your time or money on it. So, to discover if this is the right book for you, please read this next short paragraph

  carefully.




  Whether you believe in heaven, would like to believe in it but aren’t sure, or think it simply doesn’t exist, there is one thing that must be accepted without question: we live in

  a mysterious world. The universe is a puzzle, our consciousness is an enigma, and the meaning of our lives an unexplained mystery. Mysteries are things we live with every day and simply have to

  accept, regardless of how irrational and incomprehensible they are. So, if you are willing to accept that mysteries surround you and lie within you; if you are willing to open your mind to new and

  magical possibilities, the secrets of heaven are out there waiting for you to discover them.




  If you can’t relate in any way to these words, then this book isn’t for you. It’s probably best you try another title. If, however, you agree or empathise, or simply want to

  know more, this book has fallen into your path for a reason. You were meant to read it. I could not be happier. Time to begin . . .




  





  About the Stories in This Book




  

    

      

        

          

            Merely learning about the near-death experience has effects similar to those reported by NDEs.




            Kenneth Ring


          


        


      


    


  




  In the many years I’ve been writing about matters spiritual, I have gathered a huge body of anecdotal evidence for the existence of the

  afterlife – and the stories sent to me now number in the thousands. My correspondents never fail to touch my heart with their honesty. Some are already firm believers in the world of spirit

  – and their experience just confirms that belief – but many more were not believers, and what happened to them turned their lives upside down. They simply can’t explain in a

  rational way what happened to them.




  In the pages that follow, you will read a selection of some of the most memorable stories I have been sent over the years. Many of them focus on near-death experiences but others are simply

  stories from people who have seen or sensed a deep connection to heaven and/or departed loved ones on earth. Every story offers powerful clues about the path to inner peace, joy and love, both in

  this life and the next. I have chosen stories that are clear to understand, so that anyone reading this book can see it with their mind’s eye. In some instances, names and places have been

  changed to protect identity, and the stories edited for easier reading, but in most cases the stories here are lifted exactly from emails, letters, phone calls and interviews. I am deeply grateful

  to everyone who writes to me and I hope these letters and emails will continue to pour in, so I can share them with a wider audience. I firmly believe that the more people share their afterlife

  experiences, the more real and closer to earth heaven becomes. I also believe that the time could not be more perfect for heaven to reveal itself.




  Details about how to contact me can be found on page vii.




  Why is heaven talking now?




  Global polls suggest that in recent years there has been a resurgence of belief in life after death, with up to ninety per cent of people trusting in the promise of heaven.

  There are a number of reasons for this. First and foremost must be the incredible advances in resuscitation techniques, bringing people back from the brink of oblivion with sensational near-death

  experiences (NDEs) to share. Fifty years ago, these people would not have returned to this life to tell their stories. Near-death experiences offer, in my opinion, perhaps the best proof we have

  for the existence of heaven. Medical studies confirming the survival of human consciousness after death, and the fact that quantum science does not deny the existence of an afterlife, are other

  crucial factors. The internet, of course, has played a huge part in connecting spiritually minded people together, regardless of their religion, and a number of bestselling books, spearheaded by

  Eben Alexander’s million-selling Proof of Heaven and, more recently, Anita Moorjani’s Dying to be Me, have also done much to strengthen belief and put heaven firmly centre

  stage.




  With advances in modern medicine saving lives, and more and more people finding the confidence to share their NDE accounts online and in book form, it’s now possible to paint a clearer

  picture of what lies beyond. It is also possible to gather vital clues from these stories as to what life in heaven may be like, and find out what is required from us on earth to enhance our

  spiritual growth and fulfilment.




  In times past, ordinary people who had extraordinary experiences may have kept their stories to themselves, for fear of ridicule or contempt, but this is no longer the case, with talk of heaven

  and actually seeing heaven gaining mainstream acceptance. At a time of great change, conflict and upheaval in the world, I truly believe heaven is revealing the long-forgotten truths and

  revelations that once guided prophets, poets and mystics. These revelations are now being related through the stories of ordinary people who have travelled to the other side via near-death

  experiences and have had visions and dreams or other insights into the afterlife. In my humble opinion, the experiences of ordinary people are the ultimate revelation because they are a profound

  source of enlightenment, inspiration and guidance for us all.




  I think we are at a unique moment in history, when the long-forgotten secrets of earth and of heaven are being revealed to us as never before. The problem is, the great majority of us are so

  busy with the fears, pressures and stresses of daily life that we have shut our eyes, minds and hearts to these important signs from the other side, even when they’re clearly in front of us,

  waving at us for attention. It is up to each one of us to seize this unique moment in time. I hope reading this book, and the stories of people who have turned their lives around after heaven spoke

  to them, will play their part in opening your mind and heart to the very real possibility that miracles can happen and that heaven and life after death most definitely exists.




  What lies ahead?




  This book will uncover the secrets of eternal life that are hidden in true stories of afterlife encounters in NDEs and on earth. By uncovering these secrets – and getting

  as close as possible to the reality of the afterlife – you will discover what heaven is actually like and what your purpose in this life and the next is meant to be.




  This life is topped and tailed by two miracles: birth and death. The search for life’s meaning after we’re born will be the subject of Part One – Secrets of Earth. In many ways

  it will be a ‘how to’ guide: how to be a spiritual being having a human experience and discovering your true identity and purpose. Part Two – Secrets of Heaven – will reveal

  the unseen realms that await each of us after death: the light, the warmth, the colour, the harmony, the joy, the beauty, the abundance, the wisdom, the love and the grace of heaven. From this we

  yet again learn that heaven is constantly revealing its secrets in our everyday lives in hidden but life-transforming ways, and once we know what these secrets are we can turn inwards, look upwards

  and unlock our divine potential.




  Here you will discover the secrets of heaven . . .




  

    

      

        

          

            For me personally, I’m showing more love to others now than before my NDE studies. My understanding of NDEs has made me a better doctor. I face life with more

            courage and confidence. I believe NDEs really do bring back a piece of the afterlife. When NDErs share their remarkable experiences, I believe a piece of the afterlife, in some mysterious

            way, becomes available to us all.




            Jeffrey Long


          


        


      


    


  




  





  Living in a Mysterious World –




  A Personal Journey into Spirit




  

    

      

        

          

            The most beautiful thing we can experience is the mysterious.




            Einstein


          


        


      


    


  




  My insatiable appetite for spiritual knowledge began with my mother. To say she defined who I am today would be an understatement. She devoted her

  life energy to the study of the paranormal, and in many ways I feel I am continuing her spiritual quest.




  Like me, my mother never felt truly at home on earth. There was a part of her that always seemed to be far away. You can call it ‘head in the clouds’ or you can call it being deep

  and spiritual. Whatever you call it, she looked beyond the here and now, the everyday and the mundane, for a deeper meaning in everyone and everything. She made it crystal clear to my brother and I

  as we were growing up that she had absolutely no doubt there was more to this life than meets the eye. She repeatedly suggested that we were spiritual beings having a human experience and not the

  other way around. I accepted what she said as absolute truth. Her words became my inner guide and mantra and remain the case to this day.




  I was naturally influenced by my mother’s utter conviction that heaven exists and the afterlife is for real. I didn’t have any confirming spiritual experiences, visions or actual

  proof of my own from which to draw conviction, but I never questioned what I had been taught to believe. I trusted my mother. I believed her completely. I believed in heaven completely. Being born

  into a family of travelling psychics and spiritualists, I witnessed countless spiritual meetings and demonstrations of mediumship during my childhood. I saw for myself how my mother, as well as my

  grandmother and great aunt, offered tremendous comfort and hope to those who had lost loved ones. I was in awe of these remarkable women and hoped that one day I too could have a similar beneficial

  effect on others.




  So, from childhood till young adulthood, simply believing in the existence of heaven was enough to satisfy and fulfil me. I didn’t crave anything more. I didn’t need proof because I

  knew deep down that the most profound kind of faith is to believe without proof, but then, when I was in my mid-twenties, everything changed dramatically. It changed because life dealt me some

  tough and painful blows and I lost my sense of meaning, direction and purpose. Life didn’t make sense to me any more. My spiritual beliefs didn’t give me the resolve I hoped they would

  during challenging times. In fact, they gave me nothing.




  Everything also changed because, when I was at my lowest ebb, my mother told me something that shattered and shocked me to the core. She told me her absolute belief in the world of spirit

  didn’t ‘just happen’. She had earned it, fought for it. She had absolute proof of heaven but had paid a terrible price for that proof.




  When someone you love and depend on, because they appear so strong, calm and centred, tells you that at one point in their lives they tried to commit suicide, it can feel like a punch in the

  stomach. When that person is your mother, who has always made you feel safe and secure and taught you that life is a sacred gift, it can feel as if the entire world is crumbling around you. Was

  everything I believed in, everything I held to be true about this life and the next, a complete lie? I remember the moment exactly. I remember hearing the words, but the full meaning taking a very

  long time to fully sink in.




  At the time I was working as a poorly paid supply teacher and had recently separated from my first serious boyfriend. The break-up had been sudden and painful. I thought he was my ‘for

  ever boyfriend’ but he turned out to be anything but. My heart was ripped in pieces and, because I had put my friends and career aspirations on hold to be there for him, as he would have

  tolerated nothing less than complete devotion from me, I couldn’t seek solace from friends. I had no sense of clarity or motivation as far as my career or purpose in life was concerned. Money

  was desperately tight and, after moving out of my boyfriend’s flat, all I could afford in London at the time was a room the size of a cupboard in a house shared with eight strangers, most of

  who didn’t work. The house was right next to a railway station in Hackney and, every few moments, it felt like there was an earthquake as everything rattled. There were only two bathrooms in

  the house and one kitchen, and both were terminally filthy, as nobody cleaned up after themselves. My living situation was squalid and my heart and life felt empty, purposeless and squalid to

  match.




  In short, I felt lost, extremely lost, so lost that I’m ashamed to admit a part of me longed for total darkness. I couldn’t see a way forward. Life wasn’t the magical adventure

  I had hoped it would be. It was more like a dead end. I didn’t know how to exist without thoughts of my ex stopping me dead in my tracks. I missed him desperately, even though I knew he

  wasn’t good for me and didn’t care about me. Saddest of all, I also started to seriously doubt that this life had any spiritual meaning whatsoever as, despite my willingness to believe

  and my passionate hunger to see the other side, I had never personally been blessed with any direct contact from the world of spirit. I didn’t have the ‘sight’ or the

  ‘gift.’ I felt like a failure on every level: personally, professionally, emotionally, intellectually and spiritually. I was in chaos.




  My mother chose her moment wisely. She sat me down with a cup of tea and told me very calmly and matter of fact that taking my own life (I hadn’t told her I was vaguely thinking about that

  possibility, as I’m good at putting on a brave face – she just sensed it) was a complete waste of time and effort and would not ease my pain in any way. She told me she knew this

  because she had almost died herself when she deliberately overdosed on sleeping pills. She had been in her mid-twenties at the time, just like me. Alone and penniless in London, she too had felt

  her life was utterly meaningless, and that there was little point to her existence.




  I will try and cut a very long life story short here and tell you the circumstances that led up to my mother’s suicide attempt as briefly and as sensitively as I can, in order to respect

  her memory.




  A family in wartime




  The early years of my mother’s life had been blissfully happy. Born into an extravagantly wealthy and well-connected Dutch-Indonesian family, she was the adored, and some

  might say spoilt, youngest child of three, waited on hand and foot by housemaids. Her family owned the local theatre in Bandung, Java, as well as substantial areas of land in the area. However,

  when she was around nine or ten years old, she witnessed the full horror of Japanese-occupied Indonesia and the deep hatred towards the Dutch that the Japanese harboured at the time.




  One evening, as the family was sitting down for supper, ten Japanese soldiers burst in on them with guns and knives. Just as she was eating her first course, the door to the dining room was

  smashed open. In shock, she dropped her spoon in the soup and later said she was more upset by the soup splashing on her new dress than by the aggressive intrusion. Her father had bought the dress

  for her the week before for being, in his words, such a ‘happy, beautiful girl’.




  The family was told to lie down on the floor. My mother’s father, as well as her teenage brother and sister, were then immediately taken away by the soldiers and sent to separate

  concentration camps. There was no chance even to say goodbye or take any personal possessions. One minute my mother was an adored cosseted child in a happy and wealthy family, enjoying a candlelit

  supper, and the next her family and her life were ripped apart. Things were never to be the same again for any of them from that day on.




  There was a flicker of mercy granted because she was a very young child and was spared the full horrors of the concentration camp. She was instead put on a ship bound for Holland to start a new

  life with my grandmother. Years later, she could still recall in vivid detail the overcrowding and misery on that grieving ship, but also admits that a part of her was excited because there was no

  school any more and it all felt like a big adventure. She was far too young at the time to understand the situation or fully comprehend the distress, torment and despair of everyone on board.




  Once in Holland, she was teased and taunted by the locals for her mixed-race looks and exotic history. The teasing drove her indoors and, for the next four years, she barely set foot outside,

  living with her mother in a single room in a rundown house packed with refugees who, like herself, were from Indonesia. Then, when the war was over and she was fifteen years old, she had to endure

  the humiliation of going back to school with Dutch children who were several years younger. Children have a tendency to be very cruel whenever someone looks and speaks differently from them, and my

  mother was bullied relentlessly and treated like an outcast. Teachers did little to help, as their main concern was not my mother’s feelings but classroom management. It was easier for them

  to isolate my mother from the group than discipline the class.




  There is no doubt my mum’s teenage years were distressing, cruel and lonely, but the same could be said for everyone who lived through the war. Lives were shattered and torn apart all over

  the world and there was the most unspeakable suffering and cruelty. Simply surviving the experience was a miracle. My mother did survive but the ordeal left deep and lasting scars that never

  completely healed. From then onwards she always suffered from hands that would shake uncontrollably. It used to make me laugh as a child. I would say, ‘Mummy has wobbly hands,’ and she

  would just smile at me and tell me this was because she was so happy and excited to be alive.




  The war destroyed the hearts and lives of my mother’s parents, my grandparents. When world peace was finally declared, they were no longer the same people. Joy and hope were drained from

  their souls and there seemed no way back to their pre-war happiness. They divorced and went their separate ways, and my mother stayed living with her mother in a single room. As for my grandfather,

  after spending close to six years in a concentration camp, he didn’t even recognise his own daughter (my mother) when he saw her again. She rarely saw him after the war, and each time she did

  it was like meeting a stranger. She told me he looked at her and there was no flicker of recognition or interest. She said it was like they had never known each other at all.




  As for her elder brother and sister, my uncle and aunt, they too were changed dramatically by their harrowing experience of captivity, and had very little interest in their younger sibling. They

  were too busy trying to rebuild and find meaning in their own lives. Effectively my mother’s entire family was splintered, destroyed and a true casualty of the times.




  My mother may have escaped the camps, but she didn’t escape the sense of alienation, confusion, loss, crisis and deep pain that every member of her family experienced. At first she dreamed

  of becoming a violinist and joining an orchestra, as she was a naturally talented musician. With no money for lessons she taught herself to play the violin and auditioned for the Dutch Royal

  Conservatoire in The Hague. She must have been pretty good as, incredibly, she was offered a place. Sadly, though, she wasn’t offered a scholarship, which was the only way she could afford

  the course, so she had to close the door on her musical dreams and accept any work she could to pay the rent and food bills.




  At first she waitressed, but then taught herself to type and spent several years as an office assistant, although there wasn’t much typing required and most of her working days were spent

  making tea and cleaning an office dominated by inconsiderate men, many of whom were sexist and racist. Her free time was devoted to taking care of her mother, who suffered from anxiety and

  depression, as well as constant bouts of poor health and joint pain after she had a fall.




  Things came to a head for my mother when she was in her mid-twenties. She reached breaking point and could no longer cope. She knew she was slowly suffocating and, even though it meant leaving

  her mother, she had to get away to breathe some air of her own; to find out who she was. She wrote to her sister and brother and asked them to visit their mother regularly, as she needed to go away

  for a two-week, work-related trip. The trip was, of course, a fiction. What she didn’t tell anyone was that she had packed her bags; she had set her heart on travelling to the United Kingdom

  and staying there.




  Getting into the UK was no easy task back then, and at one point she actually jumped overboard so that she would be taken to hospital to avoid being sent back to Holland. With incredible

  generosity the UK allowed her to stay, as long as she found employment, but being penniless and with a heavy Dutch accent and Indonesian looks it was understandably difficult for her. Fortunately

  she was a natural linguist and she soon learned to speak English to a very high standard, so it didn’t take her long to get work as a nanny.




  After six months living in a woman’s hostel close to Victoria Station, with no friends, little money and a job that involved catering to the whims of frequently spoilt children with

  indulgent parents, my mother felt she had seen enough of life. She felt just as trapped and alone in the UK as she had in Holland. Feeling there was no other option, she gathered as many sleeping

  pills as she could, visiting a number of different pharmacies so suspicion was not aroused, wrote a suicide note, went to bed with the note held tightly in her right hand, close to her heart, and

  hoped never to wake up again.




  At the time, she was sharing a room with two other young women. She picked her evening to die carefully, thinking they would both be out until the next day, as they worked as maids in the same

  hotel and often did their night shifts together. And if they had both completed their shifts that night, then things would have worked out very differently and I wouldn’t be here to write

  this book. On that particular evening, one of the women started vomiting and was sent home by the hotel. I’m sure she didn’t think of her vomiting bug as heaven-sent but, from my point

  of view, that sudden illness was indeed a spark of the divine, proving that sometimes events that feel random or downright unpleasant to one person may be filled with meaning and hope for another.

  You see, without that woman being ill I would not have been born!




  My mother was almost gone when she was discovered by her roommate and rushed to hospital to get her stomach pumped. During this procedure she had the most sensational experience. She isn’t

  alive today to tell her story but I remember in vivid and accurate detail her description.




  She told me this story only once, but every word remains engraved into my heart. As I type this it’s like she is speaking to me. Of course, it isn’t exactly word for word, but I

  assure you it is a faithful recreation of what she said. I’ll relate her near-death experience in the first person because that is how I remember it.




  

    

      

        Vital Signs




        ‘Yes, my darling Theresa, I have seen the other side loud and clear I’ve not told anyone about it until now, not even your father or

        brother. I didn’t think I would ever tell you, but my heart is strongly urging me to tell you now because you need to hear what I have to say – even though I know you will think of

        my attempt on my own life as a betrayal. I’m so sorry, but there comes a point in every young person’s life when their parents fall off a pedestal and they recognise that

        they’re very human and fallible and don’t have all the answers. It’s part of growing up; it’s part of you finding out who you are, separate from me. I know it’s

        unsettling and frightening, but please listen to what I have to say. You will be glad you did.




        First though, I know you’re going to be curious about what happens when you die, so let’s get that bit over with first. My journey to heaven lasted in earth

        time no more than three minutes – that’s how long doctors told me they had lost me for – but I can tell you in spirit it felt like I was ‘lost’ for several days.

        Lost, however is the wrong word, as when I ‘died’ I didn’t feel lost at all. I felt I was exactly where I needed to be. Everything made perfect sense. That’s what I

        remember most clearly about the whole experience – the complete lack of uncertainty. I knew who I was. I was pure spirit. I knew where I belonged. I was both in heaven and a part of

        heaven. It was the most comforting, fulfilling, perfect, calming, peaceful and beautiful feeling I have ever known. Very occasionally there have been blissful moments in my life since that

        have come close to that glowing feeling of belonging and vitality – giving birth to you and to your brother for example – but I’ll talk about other less-obvious moments in a

        while.




        For now, let’s get back to me, lifeless and fading away in hospital surrounded by doctors, with my legs hoisted up as my stomach was pumped – very

        undignified. One doctor even said that to another doctor. He said he felt sorry for me because I was young and had my whole life ahead of me, and what an undignified way to go. He also said I

        would probably be angry if they managed to bring me back.




        How do I know all this? I know because I heard them saying it. I was hovering above myself, looking down at all the action. I felt a wave of pity then I was drawn back

        to my body and was literally face to face with myself, almost nose to nose, like I was pressing my face up against a mirror. I could hear doctors telling each other in urgent tones that I was

        coming back.




        Then one of the doctors dropped something. It sounded heavy, and the sound distracted me. In an instant I darted away from my body again and found myself high up, close

        to the ceiling. What happens next is very curious. You would have thought I would be mesmerised, watching myself on the hospital bed, but I wasn’t. What held my attention was a

        ladybird. There was all this frantic activity going on down below but it wasn’t as interesting to me as the ladybird struggling and bouncing on the ceiling. I watched as its movements

        got slower and slower and then it fell to the floor. I don’t know why but I wanted that ladybird to live and I focused all my thoughts on it. As I did, one of the nurses placed a glass

        over it, slid something flat underneath it and told the team she would take it outside, as it was still alive. I felt euphoric.




        My euphoria carried me away somewhere at breakneck speed. I wasn’t in the hospital any more. I was in a very dark and empty place but I wasn’t scared. Quite

        the opposite: I felt very happy. The darkness felt like a warm blanket. I had this intense feeling of peace and calmness. In fact, the dark place – which didn’t feel like a tunnel

        but more like I was in space – was quite refreshing, as I felt so light and porous. Above all, I felt I was letting go or being released in some way and there was this tremendous sense

        of freedom. I would have been content to stay in that dark place for ever and at no point did I have any desire to return to my body, but gradually the darkness turned brighter and

        brighter.




        Initially I felt agitated. I had felt comfortable and safe hiding, melting into the darkness, but now I felt exposed, as if everything about me could be seen, every atom

        of me open to inspection, like an X-ray. The openness wasn’t painful or frightening in any way, just surprising and alarming. The only thing I can compare it to is being in a dark room

        and suddenly somebody switches on the light. It isn’t unpleasant; it’s just a mighty shock to the system and takes a while for the eyes to adjust. Well, it took a while for my

        spirit to adjust to heaven.




        I’m not sure I did adjust completely because a part of me kept wanting to go back into the darkness. Having said that, another part of me experienced a sense of

        bliss and freedom, as my transparent spirit floated down into a garden, although the word garden feels inadequate and doesn’t do justice to what I saw. In fact, all the words I’m

        using from now on fail because I’m trying to describe in human terms what is indescribable. I’m sorry I can’t create a more vivid picture for you with my words, as words are

        not enough to explain what can only be experienced in spirit.




        Gardens, streams and flowers are images that come to my mind but there was so much more. I also think that when you are in heaven you see things that you personally find

        beautiful and blissful. I saw strikingly magical scenes because that is how I imagine heaven to be, but I’m guessing other people would see different things that inspire or enchant

        them. I don’t know. I can only tell you about my experience as best as I can. If I had artistic or poetic talent, it would be far easier for me to paint or write heaven. I think music

        captures it beautifully and if I could still play my violin I might be able to play something to evoke what I saw.




        I can’t say how long all this went on for because there was no awareness of time. The next fragment I remember is sitting on a bench beside someone I had never

        seen before. This unsettled me at first, as I would have liked to have seen my grandparents in spirit. I had absolutely no doubt I was dead and this was heaven. This woman was very pretty and

        in her thirties perhaps. There was a glow of pale, purple light around her. She was overjoyed to see me and I could feel her love towards me. I felt very comfortable and connected in her

        presence, but I’m not sure I felt love for her as such because she looked unfamiliar. She didn’t have wings, so I didn’t think she was an angel.




        Then she told me who she was. She said that many years ago I had been one person ahead of her in a queue for cinema tickets to see Sabrina starring Audrey

        Hepburn. I bought my ticket but, when it came to her turn, the box office said the movie was sold out. She told me that when she walked away feeling disappointed, as she really wanted to see

        the film and didn’t have another afternoon off for ages, I offered to give her my ticket. She jumped at the chance, bought the ticket from me and went to see the movie.




        The woman went on to tell me that seeing the movie changed her life dramatically because she spilled her popcorn over a man, got talking to him, went out to dinner with

        him and, within six months, he became the love of her life. A year later they were married. She told me that she had been married only for five years before she died in a car accident, but

        those five years were truly magical. She had also given birth to twin boys. She said that if I hadn’t offered to give her my ticket she might never have known what real love is. She

        might never have met her husband and her beautiful boys would not have been born. She told me that although he had married someone else now, this didn’t make her sad; it made her happy

        because she wanted him to be happy. When he was happy she was happy too. She didn’t want him to be alone. She also felt that her husband wanting to love again proved to her just how

        much he had loved her. His heart didn’t shut down – his first marriage had been such a positive experience that he wanted to recapture it with someone else. Her husband marrying

        again felt like a celebration or tribute to her.




        The reason she was waiting in my heaven to talk to me was because she wanted to know why I had done it, why I had handed over my ticket. I told her I noticed the

        disappointed look on her face and knew instinctively that seeing the film meant far more to her than it did to me. I just followed my heart. This answer seemed to satisfy her and the

        understanding made her purple glow even brighter. She nodded and smiled broadly. She reached out to hug me and, as she did, I felt this wave of happiness and euphoria.




        I also realised in an instant the awesome power of random acts of kindness towards others – we may never know how our actions, even apparently insignificant and

        trivial ones, may impact others. And by extension we may also never know how things we think of as totally meaningless, like missing a train or getting lost on the way to work, may have a

        meaning because we are all connected and everything we do, however small or insignificant, influences others in some way.




        I realise I’m digressing now, so let’s get back to my vision of heaven. The woman then told me – although told is the wrong word, as she didn’t

        speak; it was more like telepathy – that because I had been the reason she had experienced the transforming power of love on earth, she wanted to do something for me in return. She

        wanted to help me get back to earth. I protested at first and tried to explain how unhappy I was and that my life was going nowhere and I had nothing to live for, but she was having none of

        it. She told me that if I didn’t go back I would simply take my unhappiness and despair with me in spirit. She explained that when we pass over our anxieties and cravings come with us.

        It’s much easier to resolve feelings of despair in human form than in spirit form because despair and depression are human rather than spiritual emotions. In other words, I had

        unfinished business on earth and it wasn’t my time yet.




        At that moment everything went completely black and there was a sound like the cracking of a whip. I was back in my body. It was that sudden. One moment I was in

        paradise and the next I was regaining ‘vital signs’ in hospital. The medical team had brought me back to life. When I was able to sit up and talk, I told the doctor who led the

        team that saved me what I had heard and experienced. I told him somebody dropped something and how one of the nurses rescued the ladybird. He didn’t tell me I was hallucinating. He just

        listened and nodded. He didn’t comment except to tell me that what I had heard the doctors say when I was unconscious was accurate; someone did drop something and they had all noticed

        the ladybird and the nurse who took it outside.




        Over the next few days I still felt bruised and battered. Surprisingly, I wasn’t as elated as you might think by my trip to heaven. Perhaps, deep down, I have

        always known heaven exists, so the vision didn’t surprise me dramatically. What lingered was the stern warning the woman had given me; that suicide was not the answer. My life had been

        spared because my soul needed to find peace and fulfilment on earth, but even though I had been to heaven and back I still wasn’t sure how to find that inner peace. Dying wasn’t

        the answer, but what was?




        Fortunately I had to wait only a few days before heaven gave me the answer. I was about to take my first bath after a week of bed rest. The nurse had run the bath and it

        looked tempting but I couldn’t help thinking there was little point. I didn’t have the energy yet to be good to myself, to enjoy one of life’s simple pleasures.




        As I stood staring at the bubbles, a shaft of sunlight hit me square in the eyes. I squinted and tried to step away, but the shaft seemed to expand and cover me in a

        warm glow of sunshine. For a split second I felt the same way I had during my near-death experience, both when I was in the dark tunnel and then in the garden – peaceful, warm,

        comforted and free. It was magical – a sensation of overwhelming joy and calm. The feeling lasted only a split second but it was enough. It was like being wrapped in a fleece or a warm

        bath of complete bliss. It was similar to what I experienced when I crossed over to the other side. It was the reality of heaven on earth.




        I still feel it from time to time. I’m sure I experienced a moment of eternity both in this life and the next. My experience reassured me that I am a spiritual

        being and I have an existence outside of my body. Death doesn’t fill me with fear. How could it? I have seen eternity. I am here now with you, living through a moment of time, but at

        any point I may glimpse eternity.
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