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 This book is dedicated to Joe, my fantastic husband, and my incredible little girls. They have made my life sweet and meaningful. Words can never express my gratitude for their love.

 To those who live and those who live again. Especially, little Lindsey Whelchel who died young but touched many.

     I also dedicateWe Are Their Heaven  to some of the best mediums/friends to have ever lived. You have helped pave the way for those who will follow behind us and who will learn from us and hopefully exceed us.

 I would like to thank Laurie Campbell, who will never be surpassed as a medium or friend; George Dalzell, who has more energy and heart of most anyone I know; and Sally Owen, not only a great medium but a woman whose character can never be questioned—it’s outstanding. We have all since left the lab, having contributed many years of our lives to science, and now we move forward helping clients and law enforcement to bring the change that we were born to bring.


FOREWORD

 Joe DuBois

How Do I Know?

Even before Allison completed her first book, her mind was already working on this one. She already knew the title would be We Are Their Heaven and had a clear idea of what it would be about. She told me that people often ask her about heaven. I began thinking, What a great idea, I love heaven! I also enjoyed writing a chapter in her first book and hoped to be able to do it again, but who am I to write about heaven? I am not a heaven expert. I have not been there, but I hope to go (no time soon). I have only read one book on the topic, which is helpful but hardly exhaustive research.

I am an expert at some things. I do know my wife, Allison. She is an expert on what happens after we die. That may seem like a bold statement, but it is one I am confident in making. I have known this wonderful woman for thirteen years. I know her daily life. I have seen her at her strongest, when her guard is up and she is ready to take on the world. I have seen her win a war of words with radio interviewers who are more interested in their own agenda than in getting to know Allison or learning about life after death. I have seen her in her most vulnerable state, when her guard is down and she is loving her family as a mother and a wife. At these times, her heart is open to us and she lets me in. It is an amazing privilege to go there with her. If I need to be clearer, I love my wife and I am very proud of her.

I also know a thing or two about aerospace engineering, aka “rocket science.” Much debate can be held over a cold beer as to who is permitted to don the moniker “rocket scientist,” and I am actually a little embarrassed when people call me this. I am embarrassed because I would reserve the title for heroes of mine like Robert Goddard or Wernher von Braun, who were both geniuses in the development of modern rocketry. Allison quickly reminds me that I have spent my career in aerospace on projects including experimental satellites, jet engine valves, and yes, as a matter of fact, rocket engine valve performance analysis and control system design.

At this point you are asking yourself, “If this is a book about heaven, why is he writing about himself?” I am writing about myself because I want to establish that I am a critical thinker. When I am confronted with an anomalous situation, I do not immediately jump to any conclusion. I try to thoughtfully and rationally come to terms with the very interesting things that happen around my house. I now tell you what I have learned about Allison and what she does as a medium so that you may hear her message and take it to heart.

Allison’s mediumship ability is a natural talent, a gift, some would say. She did not go to school to develop her abilities. However, she has spent a life honing her skills by practicing and not accepting mediocrity. Her talent is not different from what many people experience on a daily basis. Hers is just clearer and more obvious.

Since she has had this ability her entire life, she has known that a person’s consciousness, whatever that may be, survives the death of the body. This has profoundly shaped who Allison is. Whereas most of us have to rely on belief and faith to comprehend heaven, Allison has to deal with it in a more visual sense.

Allison grew up knowing that when people die, they remain closely connected with the people left behind. They are close, yet they might as well be a million miles away because they can rarely be seen or heard by their living loved one. She was taught as a child to believe in an ethereal heaven that was described in an abstract way and involved many rules for proper entry, yet she plainly saw people who had died all around her. Being put in a situation where she saw one thing and was taught something slightly different would prove to be very frustrating. Thankfully, Allison worked through it and developed a very strong sense of self and the ability to be strong in her convictions. Allison sees the world in black and white with no gray. Allison does not live by rules, she lives by what she feels is right and is guided by her heart.

Allison and I have had the “why me” conversation several times. This is the conversation where she questions why she has her gift. The most recent time was this past summer. It was a family Sunday. We went swimming with our children, then followed up with a delicious barbecue. In typical American fashion, I grilled the hamburgers and Allison made a nice macaroni salad. I have a great secret hamburger recipe that Allison loves. I suggest that every dad should have one, even if it is just adding a little teriyaki sauce to the beef. Mine is more complicated and does not involve teriyaki, but it lets my kids know that I love them because I take extra time to make the meal just the way they like it. Fallon often helps me make the burgers. One time she snuck a pinch of sugar into the sauce. I did not tell anyone, and everyone loved the burgers that night. Now she is in charge of her own special secret ingredient. Please don’t tell her that I shared her secret ingredient.

After this wonderful day, our children decided to go inside to play, and Allison and I remained on the patio to enjoy a glass of wine. This is when the “why me” conversation started. This question was asked not in a woeful way but more as part of a search for purpose. In Allison’s life, she searches for the purpose of events. I, on the other hand, am more content to believe that some things just are the way they are without greater purpose. Time and time again, Allison will point out how a series of seemingly random and unconnected events, when taken as a whole, show a bigger plan.

I reminded Allison of what makes her so special besides the fact that she is a medium. She is also very intelligent, beautiful, strong-willed, honest, charitable, wise, and young at heart, and she has integrity. To put it simply, Allison is the best person I know. Allison is a handshake kind of person. If she makes a promise, she will keep it. She likes to play it off that she somehow has cowboy blood in her. She was raised in Phoenix and the older Phoenicians were straight shooters, but I believe Allison would have been this way regardless of where she was born. Allison is who she is because she is who she is!

To explain this seemingly ridiculous sentence, I must share a brief story about Allison when she was visiting Hawaii as a teenager. Through a series of choices made by the then sixteen-year-old Allison, she found herself on a surfboard far from the beach being circled by a large shark. At that point, she told God that if he kept her safe, she would do whatever he asked and that she would “help people.” God sent a current to carry her safely to shore. He kept his side of the deal, now she is keeping hers. The first “she is who she is” means that she is doing what God has asked of her; the second part, “because she is who she is,” means that she knows no other way than to have integrity in her word. Allison is the only person I know who argues with God. This does not mean that she is irreverent. It means that God is always in Allison’s life. She talks (prays) to God and listens to God. She has never told me that God speaks to her directly, but she describes his indirect acknowledgment and guidance. Since she is honest, she will let God know if she is unhappy about what is being asked of her. It was a little unnerving at first, but I have gotten used to it. This is a lesson that I am learning from Allison: be honest with yourself and live knowing that you are bare in front of God.

I know that my dad shares in my life today, even though he passed away over thirteen years ago. Allison has talked to my dad for me on many occasions. What I really mean is that Allison will listen to my dad and tell me what he says. She’s my interpreter. I know that he can hear me, and now I recognize that the little feeling I get sometimes that he is around is right. Now that I have acknowledged that he is around, I don’t need to have Allison tell me quite so much.

My dad does not always talk in subtle ways. He has had the opportunity to mysteriously set off fire alarms. Without a doubt the most amazing sign that he was near was that Fallon was born on the fifth anniversary of his death in the same hospital where he died. The hospital was not the closest one to our house, but Allison thought the nurses were nicer there. At the time, I thought my dad had died April 28, but it turned out that he had died April 29. My mom informed me that he had died after midnight in the middle of the night. I didn’t learn this until we had Fallon, and it made her birth even more special.

I also know when my father-in-law is around. He was quite a man and I love him very much. He has an incredible way of playing just the right song on the radio, right when you need it. He also has the knack of making Allison happy. I just wish I could hear him better when I am picking out anniversary presents. I am sure if I could hear him right now, he would be saying, “Don’t listen to me, listen to your wife. She will tell you what makes her happy.”

I have learned by being married to Allison that we are here on this earth to live and love one another. I have learned why it is so important to be yourself, to be honest, and to have integrity. I have learned that my father, grandparents, and ancestors are here with me because they love me. They could be off doing other things, but they choose to visit me instead. As Allison says, “We are their heaven.” The journey of writing this chapter has helped me to realize that I do know what heaven is. Allison is my heaven.


INTRODUCTION

While writing this book, I decided that giving my perspective is good, but giving my perspective and the perspective of the person whom I read will be more beneficial to my readers. I think it’s important for people who are grieving to have others to relate to, people who walk their same path. In this book, the people whom I’ve read speak in their own words about how they moved forward and what our meeting did for them. I share details about the process of each reading. I also illustrate why being a medium has such a great impact on my life, as well as the lives of my family.

I met a lot of new people through the media tour for my first book, during radio and television interviews and question-and-answer sessions before book signings. I noticed there are common threads of questions. Many people ask what heaven is like. There is an obvious concern around what happens to our deceased loved ones. People wonder about the connection of the dead to the living. I often get questions from people who are concerned that their mourning a loved one is preventing the loved one from fully passing over to the other side.

This book addresses some of the various ways in which people die, for example by suicide or accident, and the different ways in which they show us that they remain. A question that I hear often is, Why do the deceased want to remain after death? Well, of course because they love us, but there are other reasons as well. Our deceased relatives want to connect with the living because our lives are based on emotion and continuing to learn and grow, as are their own. They willingly stay with us to share in our emotion and to help teach us what we need to learn. Often they want to make sure that we don’t repeat their mistakes, the things they ended up regretting and would do differently if they had the chance. It also brings them a great deal of joy to share in our lives, especially when we’re talking about them or to them. It’s important to stay open to the messages that are sent from those who go before us, those who are still a part of us. Part of my book’s purpose is to open the living up to the spirits who continue to share in their loved ones’ lives. Loving people who have died doesn’t hold them here, as some think. It gives them life. They stay around us because we are what they consider utopia, their “heaven.”

There is a heaven, a flawless place where we exist after we die. There are white skies and blue water that the eyes of the living cannot see. There are children running through perfect blades of brilliant emerald grass with sunshine bouncing off every strand of their hair. There are old men fishing on the same banks that they fished from when they were boys, with the puppy that died when they were small. Couples who were married for fifty years now look like they did when they were first married, as they stroll hand in hand down a path by a tree. It’s all that and more.

Yet even with all that, it’s not entirely heaven to those who’ve died because, usually, not all their loved ones are there. Try to understand: it’s the flaws of the living, our attempts to figure out who we are, how to connect with others, and how to spend our time on earth that interests those who’ve passed. They want to see how our character stands up when we’re challenged. They want to see their namesakes move through life. They want to see children born and anniversaries celebrated, help the sick get better, lend strength to us in times of weakness. Parents who die still want to be there for their kids on the days they’re needed most. Children who die want to see their parents, siblings, and friends laugh again and, most important, “feel” their presence and continuing love. So, yes, they have a beautiful sanctuary where everything is as it should be, but never forget that we are their heaven.


CHAPTER 1

Here Again

The loss of a child has to be the hardest loss to endure. I have three daughters who mean the world to me, and I know that every parent’s biggest fear is to outlive his or her child. There is not a day that goes by that I don’t thank God for my kids, and I know for parents whose children have died, they thank God for every day that they had with their child. I hope my readers will find some comfort and inspiration in the stories shared in this chapter. The connection between parent and child can never be broken, not even by death. Our children are a part of us not just physically but spiritually as well. Parents are the caretakers, the protectors of a helpless little life that grows under our love and guidance. I believe that is why there is a certain amount of guilt that follows the loss of a child, more so than with other losses. Love is indivisible, so there can never really be a good-bye, only “Till we meet again.”

I asked a woman whom I read to detail the loss of her daughter and her experience with me. I also have included how I was impacted by the reading personally.

A MOTHER’S LOVE

Oddly enough, the first time I “met” Allison DuBois was in the spring of 2005. However, my very first contact with her was the sound of a soft-spoken, sweet voice with a western drawl coming to me over two thousand miles of phone lines connecting me in New York to Allison in Arizona. What I was not prepared for that day was that we would have a party line connection!

Looking back, I see that the events leading up to this meeting were like the perfect choreography of a professional dance ensemble. My daughter Candace died at the age of fifteen, in September of 2002, in an automobile accident while riding with her brother in his car. The accident left our son in a coma for several days. We began to experience signs of our daughter’s presence from the day of her funeral, first through close friends, and then personally. It was clear to me she was around, and that gave me the strength to get up every day. But my husband could not grasp the concept of a world beyond this physical one. His pain and his doubt were unshakable and even made me question my own convictions.

Meanwhile, lightbulbs went out in our home, only to turn back on as we stood there with a replacement bulb in our hands. Electronic sounds emanated from our bedroom thermostat. It seemed the electrician, at my husband’s request, was suddenly spending way too much time at our house.

By now, we had finished reading books on grief and had both concluded that they offered little help. We moved into religious books for an explanation of why such a wonderfully bright, vivacious, and talented young child could be taken from this world. Where was the justice? Weren’t we taught that God was all-loving? When you lose a child, it is hard to understand why the child had to go. Questioning God seems to make sense.

And then one day, while waiting for a conference with our son Jon’s rehabilitation team, we stopped at a nearby bookstore for a cup of coffee. And there on a display, just a few feet from our table, was a book that included accounts of mediums being studied in a university laboratory. Of course we bought it, along with a few other books. We wanted to explore spirituality and look outside the box.

A few days later, I experienced the most unbelievable sign from the other side…except this time it wasn’t from my daughter. I was on my way to pick up Jon from a physical therapy session when I suddenly had to stop driving, as I became overwhelmed with the gnawing need to know the age of a little girl who had lost her life days after being crushed by a gym door in a nearby elementary school in 1991. I didn’t know why, I just felt compelled to find out. Once composed, I got back on the road and continued on to pick up my son. Upon our arrival home, we were greeted by my husband, Tom, who had just located a meeting of The Compassionate Friends (a grief support group for anyone who’s had a loss), and we needed to eat our dinner quickly in order to arrive on time. (Newcomers were asked to arrive early to chat with “buddies” before the meeting got started.) On the way there, I shared with Tom the strange experience of the day.

The meeting ritual at this chapter of The Compassionate Friends was to go around the room so that each person would have the opportunity to speak about who they were and whom they had lost. The woman seated behind me took her turn; as she introduced herself to the group, I recognized her as the mother of the little girl who had “visited” me earlier in my car. I had had this awesome interaction with this other mother’s deceased child. It was as if I was being prepped to see my own daughter. I dug my nails into my husband’s arm as I took in the enormity of the moment.

When we broke for coffee, I went to talk with her and I told her of the “coincidence” earlier in the day. “How nice,” she replied. “Today is my daughter’s birthday. She would have been twenty-one years old.”

Well, Tom and I have been married for more than thirty years. He had never known me to lie or even bend the truth, but had I not shared the story with him on the way to The Compassionate Friends meeting, he never could have truly appreciated the experience of a spirit child’s finding a way to let her mom know that she was there with her on this very special birthday.

By this time, my husband had finished reading the book on mediumship testing and had decided to contact the university mentioned in the book. Our goal was to have a personal reading with each one of the mediums who had taken part in the experiments in the book. If he could find a scientific explanation for the little girl’s “visit,” then we might also have a method by which to reach our daughter.

In February 2003, we received a response from a scientist at the university. In March 2003, we had a phone conversation with our first research medium, Laurie Campbell. Later, in August, we flew to Arizona to meet with Laurie and to participate in an experiment. It was all so wonderfully healing for me, but Tom, so grounded in the physical world, wanted still more proof!

Eventually I received a call from the laboratory at the university saying we were invited to participate in a large experiment that was about to begin. They didn’t have to ask me twice. I was even ready to hop on a plane, until the coordinator explained it was all to take place over the phone!

A few weeks later, on a predetermined day, I sat home as instructed, awaiting the call from the scientist. Just the thought of connecting to my daughter again lifted me higher than I had felt since before her passing.

When the phone finally rang, the scientist explained that I could not say a word; as soon as she got the medium on the other line, we were to hang up! Hang up? Yes, this was one of many parts to the experiment. I would be called back again in half an hour. I held on as the scientist dialed another number to conference the call. The soft-spoken, sweet voice with a western drawl at the other end said, “Hello.”

The scientist said, “Hi, Allison, are you ready? When we hang up, you are to begin part 1A,” and then everyone hung up. Part 1A was where the medium gave her information on the deceased to the scientist. I sat there for a moment waiting for something special to happen to me—a special feeling, a sign, something to tell me that this other world was busy with the science of the afterlife, or at least that my daughter was nearby waiting her turn to speak.

By the time the phone rang again half an hour later, I was filled with anticipation. Allison was now introduced to me. I was introduced as the “sitter” to Allison and reminded that I was to remain silent. The discarnate (deceased) was introduced as the “daughter of the sitter.”

I took nineteen pages of notes as Allison brought through facts about Candace as if my daughter were standing right in front of her! And perhaps she was. Allison mentioned a cat on the other side with Candace. She described some of her passing, my dad and how he passed, the sports that Candace enjoyed, her shyness before warming up to new people, how she always sat in the kitchen watching me cook chocolate pudding on the stove, how she loved to go to the movies. Allison relayed the message “I can take care of you now like you took care of me.”

The messages came fast and furious. But one message in particular helped me with a feeling common among those who are grieving—guilt.

 “The King and I,”Allison said. “She says, ‘Mom was watching.’ ”

I wanted to speak, but I bit my tongue.

As a mother of three, I literally lived in my car, driving from Little League to karate to birthday parties to school events. As the kids got involved in more and more activities, Tom and I had to start picking and choosing the events we could attend, and more often than not we would have to split up. Tom always opted to attend our daughter’s events. The two of them always had a very special bond. But it was the presentation of The King and I at the elementary school that I and not my husband had attended. With her death, it haunted me that I had missed so many of her games and performances, and here was Allison showing me that Candace was pointing out the play that she had been so excited to be in and I had been so proud to attend.

We could have hung up then, and I would have been grateful, although I really wanted this reading to go on forever. The connections, no matter how frequent or significant, are never enough when you have lost a child.

Allison continued, as Candace talked about leaving behind her brother, “I miss him, and I’m still teasing him.” She reported that she no longer had to eat the green vegetables I insisted be consumed with each dinner, and that she knew about the new puppy our cousin had just gotten.

The information continued to flow. Half of me wanted it to stop, so I could let Allison know just how significant these tidbits of information were; the other half wanted to sit and listen to Candace for eternity.

We had been on the phone for almost two hours now, completing parts 1b, 2b, and 2c of the experiment with a fifteen-minute break in between. Each part was different. In the first there was no living sitter present. Then a living sitter was on the phone to listen but not respond while a researcher asked the medium a series of questions. The process was in depth and very structured because it was a scientific experiment. We finally came to part 3, described in the labs instructions as “You and the medium will engage in a traditional reading in which you are no longer silent and an open dialogue can occur.”

Yippee! I can talk. I was not interested in a “traditional reading.” What I needed from this fabulous woman was to share with her some of the things that she was bringing through that told me in no uncertain terms that Candace had joined us on this party line. I was now formally introduced to Allison DuBois.

What I didn’t expect at this point was that Candace had not hung up the phone. And so, as I attempted to chat with Allison about The King and I, Candace was busy calling her brother “butthead.” And as I mentioned the new toddler who had moved in next door with the unusual name of Cole (whom Allison had mentioned previously in the reading by name!), Candace also told us in all certainty that Cole knows she’s there!

And I now could hear Allison weeping at the other end. “She loves you. She says you’re a ‘great mom,’ and she felt very close to you. And she said, Dad, he hurts himself physically by keeping this all inside.”

And then, just to make certain we all knew it was she, Candace threw us some of her teasing humor. Allison described my mother-in-law, focusing on the very thing that Candace had always teased Grandma about: she showed Allison a little woman with platinum hair and her eyebrows drawn on. My positive response to Allison, elicited one word from Candace. “‘Grammy!’” Allison told me. “She sends her love by name.”

And then there was the picture that Allison had described early on in the experiment: “A picture of her with a best friend or sister …a female, just the two of them with their arms around each other, smiling towards the camera.” Before I hung up, I wanted Allison to know that she had described the photo I looked at every day on my desk in my office. No sooner had the words left my mouth, when Allison said, “Happy Valentine’s Day. She says to tell you, ‘Happy Valentine’s Day.’ ”

For a moment I was confused; February was months away! Then I recalled that it had been Valentine’s Day when the lab had finally responded to the many e-mails and letters that my husband had written. It was 4:30 p.m. when we said our thanks and our good-byes. I was now in a new place emotionally. It wasn’t just because of Allison’s ability to connect with dead people. It was because Allison had visited with Candace. She saw her. She spoke with her, and my little girl spoke back, telling her things only she and I knew, and then sending messages of love, guarantees that she was well, happy, and where she needed to be, promises to be there watching us, confirmation that she had been spending time with us, even sitting and having dinner with us. I couldn’t wait to go over my notes with Tom.

The next morning, I awoke feeling different. Yes, I checked. The hole in my heart was still there, but it wasn’t bleeding anymore. I dressed and went down to my office. There was the picture. Candace with her sister—her best friend, her confidante—dressed up, arms around each other and smiling into the camera, just as Allison (or was it Candace?) had described.

I lovingly removed the photo from its display, turning on my scanner so I could e-mail it to the laboratory to back up the data of the experiment. This is the science, I thought. This is what my husband needed, and this is what the lab must have to back up the data. I flipped the photo over.

And written on the back was “Valentine’s Day Dance.”

Looking back now, it seems that marked the moment when my life journey profoundly changed. Soon after that, Tom had his first “visit” from Candace (feeling her presence and seeing her in a dream), and her sister experienced a “visit” on the same day. However, we all learned very quickly that we could not share this excitement with just anybody. Instead, we needed first to be certain that we were talking to “believers.”

It wasn’t long before we realized that we were not alone in either the experiences we were having or our fear of sharing them. Talking to others about seeing the deceased in dreams or feeling their presence around you, even seeing them before your eyes, is hard. You don’t want to talk to nonbelievers and deal with their personal hang-ups about the afterlife and have their reaction somehow take away from your special experience.

Throughout my life, I have not been afraid of affecting change. It was clear to me that the Western way of thinking denied the existence of a powerful force—a force that many people report experiencing firsthand, a force that can provide wonderful healing to the bereaved—and that this mind-set clearly needs to change.

Bringing Candace Through

In 2003 I was set up for a mediumship test through a university. I was contacted via telephone by a scientist with a series of questions pertaining to a formal test. I was asked not only to answer questions but to provide the information that I received from the deceased. There were two different readings to be administered for two different people who had never met and had each experienced a loss.

For the first test, I kept seeing a young girl who showed herself playing volleyball. She also kept talking about “The King and I” and the “play,” as she put it. I told the scientist that she’d either been in this play or somehow it was her favorite. The “sitter,” who wasn’t allowed to speak in the first phase of the test, was asked to hit a button on the phone to confirm that she felt all the information given was indeed that of the deceased she wished to contact. She did. After the initial phase, the sitter along with the scientist were permitted to comment as I continued to provide information. The deceased spoke of a Chinese restaurant as being important to her. Among many other pieces of information, she revealed that her head hurt at the time of her passing. She said volleyball was important to her. These are typical examples of the kind of information that can come through in a reading.

After a few months (the lab was a little slow giving the results), the test was scored by the parents of the deceased and I was able to see the accuracy of my information in the reading. The scoring is important because the sitter scores each piece of information individually. There are a lot of pieces, each scored between a one and a six, one meaning nothing like the deceased, six meaning uniquely specific to the deceased. Then the hundreds of pieces of information are averaged and placed on a scale between one and six to reveal the level of specificity that the medium achieved during the test. It turned out that the deceased was an amazing, beautiful teenage girl who had passed away in a car accident. She had played on her school volleyball team. She had also been in a school production of The King and I. Her head hurt from her injuries in the fatal car accident that had occurred after she’d had dinner with her parents at a Chinese restaurant. These were all important details shared by Candace. I won’t include all of the details of the reading because there are too many, but you get the gist of what took place that day.
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