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Introduction


More than ever, people are coming forward and sharing their experiences with after-death communication. Through television and film, the question of whether life exists beyond death has captivated our popular culture—not because it’s a new question, but because people are opening their minds to new answers. When I first got the call that my television show, Hollywood Medium with Tyler Henry, had been green-lighted, I promised to make it my purpose to explore whatever answers came my way and to share them honestly with the world. That’s the mission I’m still on, and my own questions multiply by the day. With all the different opinions about mediumship and psychic phenomena in circulation, I aim to provide unique, easy-to-understand explanations, obtained through my firsthand experiences.


I’m a firm believer that people should be able to decide for themselves what resonates with them. I’ll share what I’ve learned through communicating with the other side, and I encourage you to take from it what resonates with you. When it comes to the hereafter—things aren’t black or white. Taking into account the gray areas in between, I’ll explain some of the more consistent dynamics I’ve observed over the course of more than a thousand readings. There are many exceptions to the rules, but that’s the beauty of the other side. It’s far more complex and nuanced than anything we as humans can comprehend. There are some big questions to which I may never have the answers. However, every small answer helps contribute to our understanding of a much larger question: what happens when we die?


I speak to dead people. More interestingly, the dead speak back to me—primarily through sending mental impressions and sensations from the other side. All of what I do revolves around validation—that is, getting the confirmation from the sitter that the information I’m receiving is accurate and could only be known by the communicating spirit. Upon validation, my client gets the knowledge that their loved one’s soul continues on, is at peace, and is able to communicate anything that had been left unsaid or that was realized during the transitioning process.


If there’s anything I’ve learned through my work, it’s that in life, diversity is a gift. I know many different kinds of people will be drawn to this book, from all different backgrounds, belief systems, and degrees of familiarity with the subject matter. In the following pages, I’ll share with you my spiritual beliefs. However, I think it’s more important for you to understand the process of exactly what happens when a spirit comes through. For that reason, I’ll focus on the details of the experiences, so you can draw your own conclusions about how it all fits into the big picture of your beliefs. Individual differences aside, I think we can agree that we all benefit from the healing of others and the idea that love is eternal. The goal of my work, and the work of many other authentic mediums, is to reinforce these universal truths.


I understand that my ability is a gift and not something for which I can take any credit. I’m just a conduit for information to come through and reach those who are open to hearing it—something we all have a natural ability to do, to varying degrees. Practice breeds consistency, and the more we develop and trust in our gut feelings, the more significantly and accurately our intuition can help us. Even after doing countless readings, I still have to remind myself daily to “get out of my own way” and allow myself to be a clear vessel through which messages can flow.


When I first started learning about my abilities, I spent endless hours at bookstores and libraries, reading multiple books a day, and searching the Internet for resources and information about what made me so different. Being the only one experiencing an entirely other world was alienating in the truest sense. I felt like I had one foot in this world and one in the next. I didn’t understand, nor did I feel understood by, either side. As a kid, learning the ropes to our earthly dimension was challenging enough, let alone throwing another one into the mix. I was somewhere in between, a messenger in the middle of two realms: a medium.


Throughout my life, I’ve come to understand the world in two ways. In one sense, I’m like any other twenty-year-old adjusting to adulthood, learning to live on my own (and use a dishwasher for the first time, admittedly). Yet in a very different sense, the part of me that most people see is Tyler Henry the medium—the Macaulay Culkin look-alike who gets in touch with celebrities’ dead loved ones on television. Though most people can’t relate to what it’s like to get visual, sensorial, and mental impressions from people who’ve passed away, everyone is capable of understanding the impact those messages have on the loved ones who need it most. Whether it’s a reference to pink fuzzy dice from your aunt Edna, or an inside joke shared with a beloved grandmother, these are the messages I strive to deliver—no matter how random they may seem to me, personally.


When my clients come for a reading, I view my connecting process as a bit of a puzzle to solve. I receive impressions from one or more spirits, and together, the querent and I establish how the message is relevant and where it connects. Readings are 50 percent receiving the information and 50 percent untangling it. Throughout the past few years of doing sessions, I’ve seen countless forms of healing result from validating messages. Whether it’s closure from a loved one, much-needed proof of a hunch, or a release of guilt, I’ve been able to see what makes the most life-changing differences in each after-death communication. With each contact I make, I aim to bring a loved one through so clearly that it’s undoubtable to my client that I’m connecting. This validation comes from describing personality traits, quirks, family traditions, inside references, and sometimes even physical mannerisms. It’s the small, but specific, details that communicate the essence of who someone is in life, and the same can be true for those on the other side.


Every day brings new experiences and new stories shared by souls that are able to understand what truly mattered in their lives. Their messages teach us what we should value in our own. Above all, I’ve learned that transitioning to the other side gives perspective. Ironically enough, it’s the dead who have the most to teach us about life.


In this book, I hope to provide the reader with a narrative unlike any other—one that’s honest, down-to-earth, and uses terms everyone can understand. Besides answering some frequently asked questions, I want to delve into all areas of my human experience—as well as those of the individuals, living and dead, whose paths I’ve crossed.
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The Beginning


I cried out, “Mom, we have to say goodbye to Grandma!” Surprised by my own words, I paused before continuing, “We have to go now. She’s going to die tonight.”


I stumbled into the kitchen and stood beside my mother. I felt an overwhelming urgency. I had just woken up with a total certainty that my beloved grandmother was going to pass away. It felt like a memory, only it hadn’t happened yet. Wordlessly, my mother grabbed her phone and purse and headed toward the door. As I followed her, time seemed to slow. I felt a sense of loss flooding and ebbing through me, in debilitating waves. I knew I absolutely needed to say goodbye to my grandmother; I also knew that we didn’t have much time.


As we hurried to the car, my mother’s phone rang. A feeling of familiarity nagged at me. What started as an unexplainable certainty was now becoming a reality before my eyes: my mom answered the call, and she was informed that my grandmother had taken her final breath only moments before.


At ten years old, I’d just had my first experience with what could only be described as a “knowingness.” This feeling wasn’t just a hunch. It was a conviction that did not waver, despite not understanding from where it had come. Since that day, a bizarre knowingness would change every aspect of life and death, as I came to understand them. Having never learned before what precognition or intuition is, I was deeply confused by what happened. Why had I awoken in a manner unlike anything I’d ever experienced—imparted with unknowable information and an urgent need to communicate it?


Ultimately, my grandmother’s death affected my life more than anyone could have imagined at the time. As my family grieved, I was unable to forget the feeling I’d experienced that night. The people around me cried, but I couldn’t bring myself to feel the same way they did. Somehow, having advance knowledge that she was going to transition—even though it was only by a few moments—entirely changed the way I processed the news of her death. Because I had experienced the future as the past, I understood on a deep level that the outcome couldn’t have been prevented. More than needing any comforting, I found myself consoling my parents.


I was not surprised that my mom didn’t tell my dad about my premonition. With almost no understanding of the experience myself, my parents were even less likely to comprehend it. What did surprise me was one memory that replayed through my mind. It was of my mom grabbing her things and rushing through the door, heeding my warning without hesitation. Did she have a “knowingness” herself, that what I had said was true?


The next evening, as I settled into bed, I lay down and closed my eyes. After the harrowing previous twenty-four hours, I tried to quiet my emotions. As I began dozing off, I noticed a sweet fragrance wafting into the room. It was distinctly familiar. In my half-conscious state, I realized that this scent was the same flowery perfume my grandmother wore when I was a little boy.


Lying there, I recalled the happy memories we’d shared and how prominent that smell had been. I squeezed my eyes shut. I was afraid that if I opened them, this precious connection to my grandmother would dissipate. I felt myself slipping into the edge of a dream.


Suddenly, I was jolted awake with a feeling of total alertness. I was not alone in my room. Just as my eyes adjusted to the darkness, a light appeared. Was it a car’s headlights beaming in from the street? I rubbed my eyes. Standing at the foot of my bed appeared a figure. It looked like a considerably younger version of my newly deceased, elderly grandmother. To this day, I am amazed by how calm my ten-year-old self was about this event. My dead grandmother was standing at the foot of my bed, smiling, and enveloped in golden light. Though she looked forty years younger than I’d ever seen her, her essence was unmistakable.


I was enthralled by her radiance. Before her death, having battled cancer for months, she lost all of her hair and was unable to get out of bed. As I saw her now, she had beautiful, lightly curled blond hair, youthful rosy cheeks, and kind eyes. I was seeing her as she saw herself. Before I had time to process what was happening, my thoughts were interrupted by a voice that I’d known my entire life.


“There won’t be much, but the necklace in the brown box is yours,” she said. “It’s just stuff. I will see you again.”


I stared in astonishment. How casual she seemed, and her demeanor was as soft as it had been in life. Her voice was the kind, comforting sound that was so familiar to me. The light around her expanded, and she stepped forward. I felt her warm embrace around me and her wordless message: her love for me transcended death itself.


I had known my grandmother for only a decade of her life, yet her presence seemed to communicate a whole lifetime of memories. It was an experience I treasure to this day. Not only did I get closure, but I gained perspective. I saw her in a way I never had. Though our visit was brief, so many vivid flashes came through, just by being around her. Up until that point, I had never understood that messages could be delivered without words. These messages came in the form of pictures, which initially had little personal meaning: a gold necklace in a wood box, which transformed into a colorful ladybug and a burst of red roses. I had no control over or understanding of these images. They appeared in my mind as vividly as a fresh memory.


Seemingly as soon as it started, my visit with my grandmother was finished. I experienced the emptiness of my room—the previous warmth of reconnection that had flowed through it for a surreal moment came to an abrupt end. Those minutes had felt timeless, as though I had been transported into eternity itself. Now the light that had just given me so much joy contrasted sharply with darkness. In an odd way, this moment felt like her second death. Years later, I would come to learn that some who transition don’t visit their loved ones immediately after passing. They don’t want to make an unprepared loved one feel a second wave of loss when the visitation ends. Ultimately, I believe the departed know how far along we are in our grief process and our readiness to receive their signs. On the other hand, as part of a soul’s process in finding resolution, they will sometimes communicate messages to their loved ones as a means of getting closure for themselves.


As I lay awake trying to process what I had just experienced, the question crossed my mind whether to tell my parents about the visitation. I knew that I had to be careful at such a sensitive time, with no idea how they’d respond. My dead grandmother had visited me in a waking dream, and I had no doubt it was a real interaction that took place. This was my first spiritual awakening—not to mention a literal awakening. I felt appreciative to have had such definite connection and closure with the first loved one I’d experienced losing. Yet her visit left me with far more questions than answers.


I’d had no prior discussions with my family about souls being able to communicate after death. I didn’t know whether my parents would find my interaction to be comforting or disturbing, especially in light of having predicted my grandmother’s passing. I knew that both my parents attended church and that my extended family was deeply religious, with rigid beliefs. I struggled to fit my experience into their framework. If after death there is only heaven and hell, how was my newly deceased grandmother in my room?


At the time, I concluded it was safest to keep my visions to myself. I began digging for answers on my own. I couldn’t help but wonder, with all of the messages my grandmother could communicate, why the emphasis on a necklace? Especially one I didn’t even know existed, and in a message that made little sense? We’d shared a decade’s worth of memories, but she didn’t mention a single one. Instead, she emphasized not getting caught up on material “stuff.” This was confusing, because—being ten and not particularly sentimental—I didn’t feel a need to have anything of my grandmother’s to remember her by, much less get caught up about.


This would foreshadow a lifetime of readings in which messages would come through, for which I simply couldn’t understand the context. Time and time again, I would be taught that context isn’t essential to being a conduit. Trusting that what I was interpreting intuitively was factual—without analysis—was the first step required in putting the validity of the messages to the test.


Over the next few days, my family prepared for my grandmother’s funeral. At the church, as people filled the pews, I felt no need to be there. Only a few days earlier, I had experienced the most profound closure for which a person could ask. Though I didn’t fully understand what my experience meant, I never questioned how real it was. Throughout the service, I observed people whom I didn’t know speaking about my grandmother in heartfelt eulogies. As I watched each person go to the stage, I understood how my best friend, advocate, and the human being I was closest to had changed the lives of everyone she touched. Their eyes communicated a loss that words couldn’t do justice. That didn’t stop them from trying, though. As for my grandmother’s spirit? It was nowhere to be seen. I realized in that moment that funerals are really for the living.


We made our way to the cemetery, and my cousin sat beside me. Soon, a ladybug landed on her finger, and it perched there throughout the entire service. When she would try to shake it off, it would stubbornly fly back onto her hand, and then onto mine. It was almost comically persistent. We were paying more mind to this clingy bug than we were to the preacher at the podium. By the end of the service, my aunt had noticed how distracted we were. She suggested that the ladybug may have been a sign from my grandmother. As soon as she spoke the words, chills traveled down my spine. It’s the same sensation I’ll get today, when a message is validated as being correct. As we exited the service, dozens of red roses lay before my grandmother’s casket. I felt the same chill as before. Two of the three visions I’d received had immediate relevance, within minutes of each other. What did the rest of her message mean? How did it all fit into what felt like the strangest puzzle ever?


A few days passed, and it was time to go to my grandmother’s home. We planned to distribute her possessions among close family. Though she wasn’t wealthy, she took care of what she did have, and she valued sharing it with her grandchildren. I headed up the same porch stairs where I had first learned to walk, and I remembered the summers we spent together. We would sit out on the porch playing board games or go for strolls during sunset. This was the family’s first time being back at her home since she passed. We couldn’t help but feel nostalgic, but it was short-lived. When we opened the front door, we found almost all of her belongings to be entirely missing. We later learned that a distant family member and his wife had stripped the property of everything they could find. My close family was absolutely gutted to realize that along with the things with monetary value, also taken were things that mattered far more to us: the inexpensive, sentimental objects that held value money couldn’t buy. With a mix of sadness, grief, anger, and frustration, my family looked around for any sentimental items by which we could remember my grandmother. Photographs that we had grown up around suddenly became coveted objects. An aura of desperation permeated the house, as we walked through it for the last time. As we did a final sweep of the premises, my cousin announced from the other room that she had found a wood jewelry box under the bed. I ran into the room and opened the box. Inside was a single piece of jewelry—a gold pendant and chain.


As I held the necklace that my grandmother had indicated was meant to be mine, I was overcome with emotion. In a series of flashes, the images that she had communicated to me ran through my mind. I understood exactly what she had meant to tell me. The red roses were her way of acknowledging that she knew she was loved, because dozens of them were placed by those who knew and cared for her. The ladybug was a reminder that she was always with us. Most profoundly, my grandmother had acknowledged that she knew that certain family members would plunder her belongings for their own gain, rather than coming together as a family during a time of loss. In that way, she reassured us that the disappointing choices of the living didn’t disturb her sense of peace on the other side.


It was in that moment that I understood that symbols, and their contexts, often convey messages far deeper and more profound than they appear. More than anything, it showed me that my urgent desperation to say goodbye to my grandmother the night she passed—a feeling to which so many can relate when facing loss—hadn’t been necessary. Dying doesn’t mean having to say goodbye.


In the years following my grandmother’s death, life was very different. I went through my day conscious of the world around me, but I began experiencing new impressions and images. They varied in consistency—sometimes they came as I dreamed, sometimes while awake. Sometimes I’d see many in a day; other times, weeks could pass without any notable visions or insights. I sort of knew, or suspected, what was happening. However, it was only a bizarre, seemingly random ability. There was no instructional manual to tell me what it was or how to use it.


I was thankful I had closure with my grandmother, but I was also surprised that she hadn’t delivered any messages intended for my mom or dad. They were still deeply grieving her loss. As I would later learn, some individuals go through a process after death, in which they “go quiet” from this realm. They undertake their process on the other side, which involves reviewing their lifetime to gain deeper understanding into the impact they’d made. The time this process takes is different for every individual, depending on how they adjust after passing. I’ve learned that it can be completely normal after dying to feel disconnected from your loved ones, for various reasons. In other cases, people do feel signs from their loved one shortly after passing. How an individual on the other side chooses to connect will vary. I’m constantly surprised by how much spirits reflect the essence of who they were in life.


Though few familiar faces ever came through to me, many strangers did. They tried to share messages with me, sometimes unsuccessfully. Most of these early visions came in a form we’re all familiar with: dreams. My middle school years were filled with night terrors and frustrating dreams that were more exhausting than being awake, due to the fact that I was lucid throughout many of them. On the rare mornings when I wouldn’t remember a dream from the previous night, I felt a brief sense of normalcy and relief. Being transported into various situations with crystal clear lucidity was intriguing at first, but it quickly grew to feel more like a nuisance than a useful ability. All I wanted was relief.


One morning, I woke after a woman had visited me with a specific message for my mother. I was in a deep sleep and lucid as usual, when a short-haired brunette woman appeared in front of me. She was not much older than my parents. Unlike the youthful way my grandmother presented herself in my first vision, this woman projected the age she was when she died. Unsure whether she would speak, I took in as many clues as I could about this woman’s life or what led to her death. I couldn’t help but notice a pair of dangling earrings that nearly reached to her shoulders. She was clothed in fabrics of various colors, and I was fascinated by how intricate and detailed she was in her appearance. I was particularly intrigued by the fact that those who would visit me nightly were dressed as though they had never died. Of all my questions, I was most curious and baffled by the fact that spirits appeared wearing specific clothing.


No, the spirit world doesn’t produce polyester. As I would later find out, the way a medium sees a spirit has everything to do with how that spirit chooses to present. Generally, souls will come through in ways that are relatable to us. Just like in life, how someone chooses to appear can provide intimate details into their personality.


In the case of the woman who stood in front of me, I could tell by the bright colors her spirit adorned itself with that she was what you’d call “a character.” In a raspy voice, she said, “Tell your mom there’s a flower for her at my funeral. She’ll know.”


Before I had time to process the message or ask for additional details, I was jolted awake. My face was hot and sweaty. Groggily, I opened my eyes, and the sun was beaming in through my window. My mom barged into my room, as she often did. Not wanting to forget my message—and entirely without thinking—I blurted out what I had seen and heard only moments ago. What followed was one of the turning points in our relationship, as she got validation in one of the most personal ways possible.


As the hair on my mom’s arms stood up, her face changed from looking preoccupied to being entirely attentive. Unsure how she’d react, I sat in silence. Suddenly, my mom ran out of the room, and then moments later, ran back in—holding a silk flower, as well as a photo. In that moment, I realized that my mom was wearing all black. She explained that she had just returned home from the funeral of her longtime friend. We stared at each other. My mother hadn’t told anyone that she was going to her friend’s funeral, let alone that she had been given a flower as she left, along with a note that said, “Thank you for your friendship.” I described the woman as having a raspy voice and short brown hair, and there vanished any skepticism my mom could have had. Though my mother didn’t understand how I was able to know what I knew, the undoubtable message from her friend gave her a visible sense of comfort. She didn’t have to understand my ability in order to get closure from it. Besides, for what I was going through, there was no explanation.


Not understanding this part of myself didn’t stop me from asking questions, and it still doesn’t today. I found that from every question answered, countless more seemed to spring, and trying to figure it all out consciously proved to be futile. I was going to have these flashes of insight whether I understood them or not, and I couldn’t help but become fascinated by what each sign and symbol meant, especially when they would reoccur.


My struggles during dream time became ones I would later face in waking life. The difference is, when the daytime visions come, there is no waking up. I had to learn how to maintain my composure when a wave of visions hits. At first, it was difficult to hide my reactions to what I was seeing. Luckily, being young, no one gave my occasional spacey moments too much thought. I never learned how to tune out the flow of information, but I did figure out how to keep it on the mental back burner. That way, I could concentrate on whatever was happening in my day-to-day life without too much distraction, in most cases. As you’d probably expect, it wasn’t necessarily a graceful process—there were many times throughout middle school that I’d be talking to someone and completely lose my train of thought. I would be intensely focused on what I was seeing about the person, rather than what they were saying. I’m sure I came off as a bit of an airhead.


At the same time, the visions were unavoidable, and exploring their meanings was irresistible. Interpreting them became a passion for me, and I worked at it whenever possible. I filled journals with the symbols and visions I’d see daily. It was at this time in my life that a turning point occurred: I went from receiving messages randomly to learning how to initiate communication. Mastering how to be “on cue” was one of the most useful lessons of my life. It got me in the habit of consciously opening up, tuning in, and delivering information. It also caused me to become quickly aware of the hidden parts of people I didn’t always expect. By that, I mean all of my relationships ultimately became affected by my gift. I found myself trusting my visions and instincts more than the words people told me. This led to many disappointing hunches that proved to be accurate, time and time again, no matter how much I gave people the benefit of the doubt. I was used to being on the receiving end of skepticism, and now I had become skeptical of other people. As I matured, I gradually grew out of my cynical frustration, but it foreshadowed an internal conflict that would always come with the territory. What do I trust more: other people’s words or my own intuition? Not an easy question, when it comes to those you love.


As I hit my teens, I was going through all of the normal teenage trials of passage, but with an added sense of angst and alienation. Even though I felt so different, I tried to be cognizant of the fact that we were all learning who we were as people. I wasn’t the only one going through radical changes. This was a commonality that certain open-minded friends felt they could share with me, and I always appreciated it.


One of these friends was Nolan, a small, shy boy who was in my physical education class. More than anything, we bonded over our mutual passion for computer games—but then again, we were thirteen. As time went on, I decided to reveal my secret to him. I described the other side of reality, into which I had been having glimpses for the past three years. To his credit, he didn’t freak out. Rather, being technically minded, Nolan found my “weirdness” fascinating and was determined to give it a name. He would be instrumental in helping me research, through books and websites, what it meant to be a clairvoyant medium. When I first read the definitions of various forms of empathy, I felt like I was reading a symptom list of my entire life. We spent hours at libraries and in front of computer screens, reading the stories of others who had experienced similar phenomena. With this research came the startling realization that there were others. As you might expect, my interests expanded to include religion and spirituality—two subjects that are obviously connected to communicating with the dead, yet to which I hadn’t given much thought.


Despite finding a name for my ability, I found myself unable to relate to many of the other subjects with which mediumship seemed to be lumped together. I cringed at the sight of the words paranormal, supernatural, and my least favorite: occult. My natural state of being was my “normal,” my “natural,” and it certainly wasn’t shrouded in the secrecy implied by the word occult. I was immersed in a world that both united and divided me—now I knew what I was, and I also knew what I wasn’t. I found the gimmicks that come with New Age spiritualism to be off-putting, and I hoped, even in those early years, that I could somehow help redefine what this extra sense is all about.


I immersed myself in all types of theology and ideologies. I attended a Presbyterian church for nearly a year, began reading heavily about Buddhism, and started trying to open my mind to philosophy and alternative ways of thinking. I didn’t know what to believe—a lot of different philosophies could support the otherworldly visions I was experiencing. I knew undoubtedly that life continues on beyond death, and that it is clearly a state of existence that can interact with ours. Beyond that, I was open to many, if not all, possibilities. I checked out books from the library on religion and philosophy, spending entire summer vacations reading and trying to retain as much as I could.
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