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  INTRODUCTION

  Presenting My Case

  Sometimes in a court of law a case comes up that is impossible to prove without a shadow of doubt. There may be evidence to suggest what is or is not the truth, but perhaps
  not enough proof to remove all uncertainty, and when this happens both judge and jury must rely on witness statements, circumstantial evidence and gut instinct to make their final decision –
  even if that decision is to not make a decision at all and postpone or dismiss the case. In much the same way, it is impossible for me to prove conclusively to you that heaven is a real place,
  because, when it comes to matters spiritual, there can be no absolute and definitive proof; but what I can do is offer you some pretty compelling and conclusive evidence. Then it’s
  up to you to carefully consider that evidence and make up your own mind.

  The aim of this book is to present what I believe to be a convincing case for the existence of an afterlife. The first chapter sets the scene by explaining who I am, where I am coming from and
  why I felt I had to write this book. At this introductory stage all I ask is that you keep an open mind, just as you would if you were selected for jury service.

  In Chapter Two I start presenting my case in earnest with a collection of witness statements from ordinary people who say they know for sure that heaven exists because they have actually died
  and been there themselves. We will be looking at the amazing phenomenon of near-death experiences. The next chapter will deal with the delicate subject of deathbed visions, when a dying person
  reports seeing or hearing spirits, or when family, friends or caregivers witness something extraordinary happening around the time of death.

  Chapter Four will explore visitations from departed loved ones that don’t occur around the time of death but happen in everyday life, and then the phenomenon of spirits communicating
  through telephones and other technology will be explored in Chapter Five. Chapter Six will discuss some of the most commonly reported signs and messages from the other side and it will also touch
  on the subject of children seeing spirits, as well as pets and the afterlife.

  The final chapter will attempt to show that the death of a loved one can lead to a new relationship with that person in spirit and a reawakening and strengthening of belief. At the very least, I
  hope it will open a window and let in a shaft of light on the blackness of grief.

  The witness statements you will read as I present my case will range from the astonishing to the comforting to the spine-tingling; but, despite varying widely in content, they do have one thing
  in common: they are all based in fact and not fantasy. As with every book I write I am deeply grateful to everyone who gave me their permission to share their experiences and their integrity. A few
  sent in their own versions of their experiences, but in most cases I have written up their stories from what I was told or sent, and, when requested, names and personal details have been changed to
  protect identity. Everyone who contributed touched me deeply with their truth and honesty and asked me to include their story not for personal gain but because they wanted to show others that
  – even though we may not always see, sense or believe it – heaven is real.

  So, if you are ready to read the evidence and make up your mind once and for all whether there is an afterlife, let’s begin.




  CHAPTER ONE

  What If . . . ?

  
    
      What if you slept? And what if, in your sleep, you dreamed? And what if, in your dream, you went to heaven and there plucked a beautiful flower? And what if, when you awoke,
      you had the flower in your hand? Ah, what then?

      Samuel Taylor Coleridge

    

  

  The last two decades of my life have been devoted to spreading the word that the afterlife is real. I don’t regret a second of those years
  and, although there have been many crisis points and moments of serious fear and doubt along the way, deep down I have always believed in the existence of heaven. I believe that loved ones watch
  over us from the other side. They can send us messages and use gentle signs to reassure and guide us. I also believe that this life most certainly does not end with our physical death. We live on.
  We don’t actually die, because the very core of our existence is spiritual and not physical.

  My earliest memories of forming an intense and powerful bond with the afterlife began over forty years ago with recollections of my Great-Aunt Rose, a striking but softly spoken lady with
  brilliant blue eyes. Rose was a medium. She could see and hear spirits. I was very young – probably six or seven – when I started going to her weekly demonstrations. At the time I
  enjoyed going because it meant I could go to bed later than usual, but I also liked the meetings because it was fascinating to sit at the back and watch the adults. They would typically shuffle
  into the room looking distant, serious and formal, but then my great-aunt started talking and I saw them turn briefly into people I felt I could like better. Their faces became softer. They started
  to talk to each other, smile or even cry, and all this spontaneity made them seem kinder and less harsh. What I also recall clearly is that, when the adults first came into the room at the
  beginning of the session, they never seemed to notice me, but, when the session was over and they were leaving the room, they would suddenly become aware of me. I became important. They would smile
  or wink at me or even come and talk to me. It was as if I had been invisible before and now I was visible. I was someone worth paying attention to and this gave me such a great feeling.

  Sadly, I can’t recall much of what my great-aunt said at the meetings. It was the impact of her words on those who attended the meeting that made the greatest impression on me. There are,
  however, some strong memories – or should I say bright snapshots? – that have lingered and imprinted themselves permanently in my heart and mind. Again, at the time, they didn’t
  make sense at all and made me think that being adult was a very complicated business; but now, looking back with the benefit of hindsight and life experience of my own, I can understand fully why a
  grown man was reduced to tears when Rose told him that his father in spirit was proud of him or why a young woman smiled and cried when she was told that her baby in heaven was sleeping peacefully
  now.

  Rose wasn’t the only medium in my family. My grandmother and mother were both born with the gift, and talk of sensing, feeling and communicating with spirits was the norm when I was
  growing up. There were, of course, uncomfortable moments – such as the time my mum told one of my schoolteachers his departed mother knew he was gay now and she wanted him to know she was
  fine with that – but there were far more wonderful ones.

  So, when you consider that I was born into a family of spiritualists, my unshakable belief that the afterlife is a real place probably won’t surprise you in the least. In fact, you would
  probably say that I am biased and subjective in my beliefs. I completely agree with you here, but, just because I believe we live on after death, it does not mean you have to believe it, too. My
  aim is not to convince you that the other side exists but simply to present you with the evidence I have gathered over the twenty-five years I’ve been writing and researching about the
  psychic world so that you can decide for yourself. I think it is pretty compelling evidence but, at the end of the day, it doesn’t really matter what I think or believe. All that matters is
  what you think.

  However, as this opening chapter is largely about my own personal experiences of the afterlife – the evidence I myself can bring forward – it might be helpful at this stage for you
  to know that, despite my being brought up in a family of spiritualists, it took me close to four long decades to actually make personal contact with the world of spirit, to actually receive proof
  that there is life after death.

  I’d love to say that I was one of those children who could see dead people, like the child in that fabulous 1999 Bruce Willis movie The Sixth Sense – but I wasn’t. I
  may have attended spiritual meetings and watched my great-aunt and my mother make contact with the world of spirit and give poignant messages to an expectant audience, but I could not see, hear or
  sense them myself. I didn’t even dream about spirits. In fact, I was completely normal – if there is such a thing. I had plenty of anecdotal evidence from people I loved and trusted but
  no proof of my own. However, if truth be told, that anecdotal evidence was more than enough for me. I couldn’t see, sense or hear spirits and so I simply accepted that I didn’t have the
  ‘gift’. It wasn’t meant to be. I accepted that heaven wasn’t choosing to communicate directly with me, but this didn’t alter my belief in an afterlife. I still
  believed that the world of spirit was all around me. After all, from an early age I had been taught that true faith is to believe without the need for proof. So in my mind I didn’t need
  proof. I thought I just knew. Unconsciously, I may even have been slightly relieved I couldn’t make direct contact, as, although the spirit world fascinated me deeply and intensely and was
  the guiding force of my life, a part of me was scared and not at all sure I could handle it. Like many people drawn to the spiritual side of things, I resigned myself to the role of believer and
  observer. I wasn’t going to experience it at first hand and that was just fine by me.

  Unbeknown to me, when I reached the age of thirty-three, my world of trust and acceptance would be shattered. Nothing would ever be the same again. I’ve told this story many times before,
  but every time I revisit it there is something new to inspire and guide me. It happened years ago but feels forever fresh and brand-new, like an ever-present reality and a reference point for all
  my life before and afterwards. Deeply spiritual events are always hard to describe in words because there isn’t the vocabulary in this world to describe what is essentially not of
  this world, but I have tried the best I can to convey the essential details to you. I hope they speak to you.

  It’s me

  In the mid-to-late nineties when I was living and working in the United States, I was seconds away from death. I was late for an appointment and driving towards a busy
  junction intending to turn left. I was feeling frustrated because I was stuck behind two massive, dirty, yellow delivery lorries travelling far more slowly than I wanted to go. Much to my
  annoyance, I saw that they both intended to turn left, too, so I would be stuck travelling behind them at snail’s pace. It was at that instant that I clearly heard the voice of my mother
  telling me to turn right. The voice came from inside my head but sounded like a real voice. My mother had passed several years previously. The voice was so firm and clear that it was impossible to
  ignore, and against all reason – as turning right would take me away from the place I needed to be – I turned right. Little did I know at the time that if I had turned left, as I had
  fully intended to, I would have faced certain death in a pile-up involving a stray dog, a lorry and several cars. The accident killed three people – one of whom would have been me, as it was
  the driver of the car that had been directly behind me at the junction turning.

  At the time I was of course unaware of the impending crash and my irrational decision to turn right puzzled me and then made me angry because it meant I had to travel the long way round to my
  destination. To make matters worse, as I couldn’t get there in time, I ended up missing an important appointment. But later, when I drove back home, my puzzlement and anger turned to shock
  and horror when traffic slowed to a crawl and I gradually moved closer to the scene of a terrible accident. Right by the junction the lorry I had been tailing had swerved off the road. Several cars
  – it was tough to tell in the chaos – had crashed into the lorry and each other. The car behind it – which would have been my car – was a smashed-up wreck and the two cars
  behind that one looked bashed and battered.

  For years I had longed for some sign or contact from my mother but I had always pictured it under beautiful and uplifting circumstances – not this kind of tragedy and gruesome horror. Of
  course, my instinctive reaction was feelings of elation. By telling me to take the right path, the voice of my mother had saved my life. I had not expected to ever experience this kind of proof
  that the afterlife is real, but here it was. However, later that evening when I turned on the news and images of the accident flashed onto the screen, those feelings of elation gradually began to
  change to feelings of doubt, bewilderment and guilt. Apparently, a stray dog had run into the road in between the first and second lorries. The second lorry driver had slammed on his brakes and
  caused the crash. The lorry driver and the dog were not harmed but two as yet unidentified passengers in the car behind it and one in the car behind that had died on impact.

  It was when I learned that three people had died – and one of those people could have been me – that I began to distrust my own experience. Rational self-doubting voices began to
  overpower everything. Had I really heard the voice of my mother or was I just recalling the many times she had told me to trust my heart to help me find the right path in life? Was it just a vivid
  memory? Or, being an impulsive driver, had I simply got fed up of feeling trapped behind two slow-moving lorries that I couldn’t overtake?

  And then voices of despair and confusion at the seeming randomness of the accident came into my head. A stray dog had darted into the road and caused so much grief. The dog didn’t know
  what it was doing. The lorry driver caused the accident but not intentionally. His instinct to save the life of a dog was understandable. He was probably a decent and kind-hearted man who listened
  to his heart, not his head. Was that a crime? He may not have died in the accident but a part of him would have to live with the knowledge for the rest of his life that he was responsible for the
  deaths of three innocent people – and what of those people? What had they done to bring this tragedy upon themselves? They had done nothing wrong but had simply been in the wrong place at the
  wrong time through no fault of their own. There was no pattern or higher purpose here. The whole incident – as is so often the case with tragedies and accidents – could have been
  avoided and was so senseless, seemingly random and unfair. I’d always felt that about accidents but even more so this time when I knew that one of the victims could in the blink of an eye
  have been me.

  As I watched the news that night – although the identity of the victims had yet to be revealed – I thought about their loved ones, and my head and heart hurt with the pain and
  intensity of their grief and loss. I couldn’t stop crying and thinking, Why did they have to die in such a pointless way?

  I couldn’t stop asking myself why it should be them and not me. There were so many emotions clashing inside me: joy that I was still alive, pain that people had died in my place, anger at
  the senselessness of it all, but, above all, guilt – guilt that I was still alive when three people were dead.

  Emotionally exhausted, I went to bed and slept fitfully, only to awake in the early hours of the morning. I was covered in sweat and my pillows were both on the floor. My bedclothes had been
  kicked back and were falling off the bottom of the bed. The tears of hurt and confusion started to come again. I thought about those three people and wondered where they were. Were they okay? Yes,
  I had always believed in an afterlife but did I believe in it now? The sharp and ruthless sword of doubt was cutting my heart into pieces and tearing up a lifetime of conviction. Perhaps the
  atheists were right and all there is to this life is meaningless and random combinations of nothingness. Perhaps when we die, death is the end, and our bodies return to become part of the
  earth, not heaven.

  I had never felt so empty, hollow and alone my entire life. My eyes felt heavy and sore and my body ached. Contemplating the possibility of living the rest of my life without the spirituality
  that had inspired and sustained me up until this point was shatteringly exhausting, both physically and emotionally. I hit rock bottom. I didn’t believe any more. I didn’t trust that
  the accident had happened for a reason. I couldn’t accept that there was some higher and greater purpose. With thoughts of emptiness, blackness and nothingness swirling around in my head,
  once again I fell into a restless and painful sleep.

  I’m not sure if it was a shaft of sunlight or a voice that woke me, but when I opened my eyes I saw and heard both at the same time. The voice was so real that I sat up and switched on my
  light. I looked around my bedroom but there was nobody there. Then I heard the voice again. I grabbed my bedclothes and wrapped them around me. Perhaps I was going mad. After all, isn’t
  hearing voices the first sign? I had heard them twice in one day now – first my mother’s voice and now this one. However, although I could have explained away my mother’s voice as
  something that may have been coming from inside my head, this was impossible to rationalise or explain away, as the voice was neither my mother’s nor my own. It also wasn’t coming from
  inside my head but sounded as if someone were actually in my room. The voice was that of a young woman. It was songlike and I was sure I could detect a slight British accent, but it was also
  American-sounding. At first I didn’t know what the voice was saying. I just knew she was speaking to me, speaking all around me and within me, but then I could faintly make out what she was
  saying. She said, ‘It’s me. It’s Jane.’ Then she went on to say that I had nothing to be afraid of. She said she was all right and that everything was all right for her as
  well as her husband, and it would be all right for me, too. Everything would work out fine.

  And then the voice stopped. I called out to it but it was gone. I slapped my face and it hurt. I was awake. The voice had been real. I got out of bed and paced around the room. For some bizarre
  reason I opened cupboards and windows looking for an explanation. I’m not sure what I was looking for. Wide awake now, I went downstairs and switched on the news hoping it would help calm my
  nerves. I had no idea what time it was and was shocked to see that it was nearly nine o’clock in the morning, a Saturday morning. I sat there for a while, numbly watching images on the
  screen, and then a wave of overwhelming fatigue and weariness came over me. It must have been a reaction to my sleeplessness the night before and I didn’t fight it. I just lay down on my sofa
  and drifted away.

  It was nearly lunchtime when I awoke and the image I saw on the television when I first opened my eyes was the now familiar and eerie one of my near miss on the local news. It was like rubbing
  salt into a sore wound or hitting a bruise with a hammer. I couldn’t face it and searched for the remote to switch it off but couldn’t find it, so I got up to switch off the TV
  manually. As I fumbled my way to the TV it was impossible not to hear what was being said and what I heard gave me the shock of my life.

  The victims of the crash had now been formally identified: a retired postal worker called Sam and a recently married British couple now living in Florida called Jane and Harry. In an instant I
  knew without a shadow of doubt that the voice I had heard in the morning was the voice of Jane – the woman who died in the accident. I really believe I heard her talk to me in a distinctive
  British-American accent. She told me that everything would be fine. How was this possible?

  It is difficult to underestimate the impact of this on me. It was out of this world. I think I must have stood by the television for a good twenty minutes numb with feelings of shock and awe.
  What had happened to me was something my rational mind would never be able to explain away. No amount of fear, self-doubt and uncertainty could change what had happened. This was for real and this
  was for life. It felt intensely privileged and humbled to know that Jane in spirit had taken the time to visit and reassure me. I didn’t know anyone called Jane and there was no other
  explanation for the name to reveal itself to me in this way. I hadn’t asked for it, but proof of an afterlife had been given to me all the same.

  Hearing voices is often considered to be the first sign of madness – and, in the years that followed, it initially made me very apprehensive to discuss or share my story with others
  – but let me reassure you that I am not mad. I may have my eccentricities and seem a bit dreamy and preoccupied at times but I am no madder than the next person. I never wanted or craved this
  kind of experience and nothing like it has ever happened again, but it happened. It really happened.

  I heard the voice for only a few moments but it was enough to transform the rest of my life. A feeling of peace and comfort came over me, a feeling I had never known before but one that was
  somehow familiar. The only way I can describe it is like floating in a warm bath after a tough day or drinking hot chocolate on a cold winter’s evening. I stood up and made myself something
  to drink and the feeling of peace and the comfort of knowing everything would be all right continued to wrap itself around me like a blanket. And as I started to go about my daily routines,
  feelings of responsibility, purpose, resolve and direction also began to envelop me. From that day on, I was going to live a life that would make those who had died instead of me in that fatal
  accident proud.

  I still had no idea why my life was miraculously spared that day and why Jane had to die instead of me, but I did know deep down that Jane and the other people who died were okay. They were on
  the next phase of their spiritual journey or destiny. And, although I was very nervous and uncertain at first about sharing my experience with others for fear of ridicule, as the years passed a new
  resolve and passion began to grow within me to share my story – my personal proof that the afterlife is real – with as many people who wanted to hear what I had to say as possible. And
  that is why I have written this book along with all my other books about the paranormal. I first started writing reference works and encyclopedias about the spirit world, and then, in 2007, I
  finally came out of my shell and published the first of several collections of stories about angels and spiritual experiences. This book differs from these earlier publications, though, in that it
  focuses exclusively on afterlife experiences.

  Making contact

  Now, my passion for spreading the word that the afterlife is real burns as brightly as it did that illuminating day. This book stands alongside numerous others I have
  written about the spiritual world and each one carries the same message: we are spiritual beings having a human experience and not human beings having a spiritual experience. And the fact that a
  number of those books have gone on to become bestsellers shows that I am not alone. There are a lot of you out there who believe in the world of spirit or who are fascinated by or drawn to the idea
  of an afterlife. Indeed, if recent surveys and polls are to be believed, a staggering 60 per cent of us believe in an afterlife.

  Perhaps you have your own personal proof of an afterlife and are reading this because it feels like coming home. Or perhaps you want to believe but aren’t sure because it hasn’t
  happened to you or you haven’t had any signs or made contact. If this is the case my advice to you is not to try too hard. There have been many times in my life when I have tried to make
  contact only to be disappointed. Far better to keep an open heart and mind, and then one day, typically when you least expect it, you may hear a spirit call your name. You may be a mature adult
  when that happens, as was the case for me, or you may be much younger or far older. First-contact stories have been sent to me by parents of babies and young children as well as people up to the
  age of ninety-four! And some of these stories belong to that category commonly referred to as deathbed visions (more about them later).

  The point I’m trying to make here is that some of us may wait a lifetime to see spirits, or maybe not even see them at all until the very end or beyond the end, but, even if that is the
  case, it does not really matter. Yes, I’ve been fortunate in my life to have had glimpses of the afterlife and, yes, many of the stories you will read in this book will astonish you or send
  shivers down your spine. But my aim in writing has never been sensationalism but to reassure and comfort you that you are not alone; to show you that, even if you don’t have any proof of your
  own, there is more than enough so-called proof out there from ordinary people to reassure and sustain you and give you hope; to show you that it is not extraordinary experiences that can bring
  comfort or even belief in life after death, but faith in the eternal and indestructible power of love; to show you that, even though you may sometimes feel very alone, the world of spirit has very
  probably already been reaching out to you in ways that you haven’t noticed or recognised yet.

  Departed loved ones often use subtle signs and coincidences when trying to tell us they are visiting, and sometimes these signs are so personal and gentle that we dismiss them as meaningless
  coincidence or think we are making it all up. That has again certainly been the case for me, and the older I get the more I am able to look back on my life with the benefit of hindsight and see
  connections between the world of spirit and my life on earth that I failed to notice at the time. I’m really hoping that, after reading this book, you will start to look back on your own life
  and start recalling and noticing these signs and connections for yourself. Perhaps in the months or years following the death of a loved one you met someone or something magical happened that made
  you feel stronger and better. Perhaps you woke up one morning and the heaviness of grief didn’t feel quite so oppressive. Perhaps a beautiful sunset or a piece of music spoke to you and life
  didn’t feel quite so empty and black any more. Whatever it was that lifted your spirits, perhaps when you look back you will start to think of it as heaven-sent.

  Having read hundreds of afterlife stories over the years, not only have I learned that there is no age or stage in life when contact with the world of spirit is more or less likely, I have also
  learned that spirits communicate to us in countless different ways – all you need to do is start looking out for them and believing in them when they happen. And don’t fall into the
  trap of thinking you need to be a medium, psychic, clairvoyant, spiritualist, angel person or deeply religious person to see spirits. The media often like to describe me as a ‘psychic’
  or ‘spiritualist’ or so-called ‘angel expert’, and most of the time I’m happy to go along with magazines and papers using these titles because they are easy to
  understand and grab the reader’s attention. But if you have read my books you will know that I have never claimed to be any of them. In fact, it sometimes makes me feel uncomfortable being
  labelled in this way because to this day I still do not believe I have what is often described as the ‘gift’ – the ability to see and hear spirits. In my mind I’m just an
  ordinary woman. Yes, I have had supernatural experiences but they have simply happened without reason or explanation and not because I have tried to make them happen. I can’t predict or
  control them and have stopped trying. To risk repeating myself, I do not think of myself as a ‘psychic’, or any suchlike, as I don’t think I have any special or unique psychic
  abilities. I think of myself as an ordinary human being with a heart and a mind that is open to the possibility of contact with the world of spirit. Indeed, as this book will make clear, the only
  requirement for seeing spirits is an open and trusting heart. It took me nearly four decades to understand this vital truth.

  One thing I have learned over the years is that the harder I try the further away the world of spirit seems to be and the more alone I feel. I have learned that self-doubts, fears and
  preconceived ideas of the afterlife shut out any possibility of contact and I don’t want you to make the mistakes I did. So, if the only thing you take away from this book is to open your
  mind to the world of spirit that already lives within and around you waiting to reveal itself when you are ready, then my ‘job’ will have been done. As you’ll see in the pages
  that follow, the world of spirit can speak to us in many visible and invisible ways. Yes, some people may be blessed with the rare ability to actually see or hear spirits and then there are those
  extreme cases of people who have actually died and gone to heaven and come back to life to tell their story, but it is more common to smell an essence, feel a presence or sense a shift in energy or
  experience a vivid and almost lifelike dream of a departed loved one. More common still are subtle, gentle signs and coincidences that can be easily missed if your heart and mind are closed –
  a white feather, a rainbow, a butterfly, to name but a few.

  I have had other encounters with the world of spirit – and if you’d like to find out more you can read about them in some of my other books – but my experience on the freeway
  remains the most monumental and convincing for me, and that is why I decided to start this book with it. It is my own witness statement. It is the best evidence I personally can offer you for the
  existence of heaven, because, whether you believe me or not, I know what happened to me was real.

  But is the afterlife real?

  It’s a question we have all considered. When our time comes, is it all over? Is there life after death? And, if there is, what is it like? Is death followed by heaven or hell? Do we become
  ghosts? Or was Plato right, and do our bodies die but our souls remain?

  I am hoping that the stories you read in the pages that follow will at the very least make you think that there just might be more to your life than meets the eye. In the words of great
  philosopher Nietzsche, ‘Even a thought, even a possibility can shatter and transform us.’ It is your choice to believe or not to believe – always your choice. All I beg you to do
  at this stage is to not close your mind, but just start asking yourself, What if . . . ?

  It is an encouraging sign that, when it comes to supernatural experiences, a number of scientists today are starting to ask ‘What if . . . ?’ and keeping an open mind about the
  possibility of life after death. One of the fascinating things I discovered when researching for this book is that, far from denying the existence of an afterlife, modern science is actually
  choosing to explore and in some cases even embrace the possibility. At the front line of this research is exploration of the fascinating phenomenon known as near-death experiences, which we will
  explore further in the next chapter. By studying thousands of detailed accounts from people on the brink of death, an ever-increasing number of scientists and doctors have found themselves coming
  to the astonishing conclusion that near-death experiences (or NDEs) provide such powerful scientific evidence that it is reasonable to accept the existence of an afterlife. And, NDEs and the search
  for solid proof aside, science itself is also discovering many things it cannot physically prove but believes to be true – ephemeral matter, curved space, liquid time, to name but a few
  – and there is no reason why the existence of an afterlife should be regarded as any different. Indeed, from a quantum-scientific perspective, visitations from the world of spirit are simply
  things that humans have yet to understand well enough.

  Quantum science and the testimony of respected researchers and doctors concerning NDEs are compelling evidence, but I’m well aware that there will always be sceptics out there who will try
  to find alternative and, in their minds, more rational explanations for stories that appear to confirm the existence of an afterlife. However, to those who believe, to those who trust in heaven, no
  explanation will ever have the power to transform and inspire their lives as the power of the belief they have. Once again, belief is right at the heart of the matter here – and who are we to
  question or explain away the power of belief to transform lives?

  Beauty, mystery, healing and a deeper reverence for the sacred mystery of life characterise all the stories here. Each one is potentially a doorway, a passageway to another understanding of
  reality, and, if you allow what you read to flow in without judgement, you may be astonished at your own capacity to awaken your soul and embrace levels of spiritual awareness that you were
  previously unaware of. But, however this book affects you, I’m in no doubt that you will be inspired and energised – as I never fail to be – by the true stories of people leading
  ordinary lives who have caught a glimpse of something astonishing. And whether you have seen spirits or not, or choose to believe or not, I trust that reading about people whose lives have been
  transformed will be a truly moving and uplifting experience for you. For my part, working on this book has opened my eyes to new possibilities and given me renewed faith.

  Yes, in my opinion and – as we’ll see in the pages that now follow – in the opinion of countless other people from all walks of life the afterlife is real. Our departed loved
  ones are waiting for us there. They are never far away and they do want to communicate with us. All we need to do is listen to them. All we need to do is keep asking ourselves, ‘What if . . .
  ?’

  What if . . . we don’t die?

  What if . . . there is life after death?

  What if . . . heaven is real?




  CHAPTER TWO

  Eyewitness Accounts

  
    
      I think death is a tremendous adventure – a gateway into a new life, in which you have further powers, deeper joys and wonderful horizons.

      Dr Leslie D. Weatherhead

    

  

  It’s unlikely that we will ever have solid scientific proof that there is life after death, but we do have something that comes extremely
  close, and that is accounts of people who have actually died or been on the brink of death and returned to tell their stories. These voyagers to frontiers unknown report astonishing glimpses of a
  world beyond, a world that shimmers with light, magic and love. In this chapter I’d like you to meet some of these people and let them take you on an incredible journey to the other side.

  Let’s begin with this brief but breathtaking testimony sent to me by Hailey.

  
    
      I Can See Clearly Now

      In 2005 I nearly died on the operating table. I haemorrhaged and my doctor later told me that everyone thought they had lost me. I recall floating above my body and
      seeing the surgeon and staff panic as they tried to save my life. I didn’t feel any panic myself. It was as if I was watching an interesting novelty. I wasn’t involved.

      Suddenly, I felt myself being blown feet first into a grey mist. I don’t know why but I remember seeing my legs and bare feet bathed in yellow light floating into the
      mist. When I was in the mist I lived my life again. Can’t explain it very well but I remembered everything and again there was that feeling of interested detachment. I wasn’t
      involved. I just watched. Then I found myself in this beautiful place. It was the most gorgeous and glittering place I have ever seen – like a garden but so much more than a garden. I
      felt nothing but completeness and happiness. My mind was still. I heard music but music that I have not heard on earth before, and the scenery about me was like nothing I have seen on earth
      either – it was so vivid and beautiful. It shimmered like crystal and diamonds. Then everything vanished and the next thing I recall is waking up feeling very sore and tired in the
      recovery room.

      Everyone who knows me will tell you that afterwards I changed. I know I have changed. It sounds corny but I feel like I was somehow born again, starting my life again. I am more
      compassionate and considerate of myself and others. I live in the present. I’m not afraid to be loving and spontaneous. I see more clearly now.

    

  

  A brush with death

  What Hailey experienced falls into that category of stories known as near-death experiences, or NDEs. NDEs are spiritual experiences that typically occur when a person is
  clinically dead or dangerously close to death. Phrases associated with the experience such as ‘go into the light’ or ‘my life flashed before my eyes’ have entered our
  everyday language and come from decades of research into mystical experiences people have when they are at the brink of death.

  In his classic and bestselling 1975 book Life after Life, NDE expert Dr Raymond Moody first coined the term ‘near-death experience’, although accounts of such experiences
  have been reported through the centuries. As long ago as 360 BCE, Plato’s Republic told the tale of a soldier called Er who had an NDE after being killed in
  battle but then returned to his physical body to tell others his remarkable story. Initially, during an NDE there is a feeling of peace and acceptance and this is followed by bright light. The
  person may feel as if they are outside of their body in some way. They can look down on themselves, typically describing efforts by medical teams to revive them. Many find themselves flashing
  through a tunnel and they see light at the end of it. In that tunnel they may encounter spirits of departed loved ones. There may also be a life review when they see their lives in flashback and in
  some cases a flashforward when they glimpse their own future.

  At this point many report hearing a voice telling them they need to return to their bodies because it is not their time. On returning to their bodies and their lives, people who have
  ‘died’ find that their lives have been transformed. They are never the same again and they live every day as if it were their last. They believe that love is the only important thing
  because they know from personal experience that it is the only thing you take with you.

  There are many questions about NDEs but one thing is certain, and that is that they exist. There are thousands of reports from people all over the world who believe they have glimpsed life after
  death, and something that surprised me greatly when I began to research NDEs in more detail for my books was the sheer number of people who have reported them. Initially, I thought the experience
  was extremely rare and I would have a hard time finding people to interview or talk to me about what happened to them. I could not have been more wrong. Over the years the stories have flooded in,
  and I shouldn’t have been surprised, really, because I’ve since discovered that in recent years a number of polls and surveys have indicated that as many as one in twenty people may
  have had the experience. That’s a huge number!

  And the reason many of these people have not talked openly about their experience before is fear of ridicule, or being labelled ‘crazy’ by doctors or their loved ones; but,
  fortunately, this trend is starting to reverse as public awareness of the phenomenon grows. Also, with the advance of lifesaving equipment and techniques, it is worth pointing out that many people
  coming forward today may not have been able to do so thirty or forty years ago, because they would probably have died. So instead of a few isolated stories, as would have been the case decades ago,
  we now have thousands of accounts.

  Not surprisingly, there have been many doubts about the validity of NDEs, and chief among these is the argument that the experience is simply a hallucination. In other words, it is the work of a
  dying or medicated brain playing tricks. But, plausible as this explanation sounds, it cannot explain why, all over the world and throughout history, thousands of men, women and children have
  reported similar sensations during NDEs despite radical differences in cultures and belief systems. How is that possible? Surely, if the experience was hallucination, wouldn’t each person
  imagine something different? Why are there such strong similarities?

  Although NDEs don’t follow a set pattern, and everyone who has had the experience reports different sensations, over the years I have studied the phenomenon I’ve been able to
  pinpoint a number – six, to be precise – of what I believe to be defining sensations associated with them. Some people experience only a few of these sensations while others experience
  them all; but, even if only one of these sensations is reported, it can be defined as a near-death experience.

  Outlined below are what I consider to be six characteristic NDE sensations followed by true stories sent to me by people who believe they have experienced these sensations. It makes a
  fascinating read and offers convincing eyewitness testimony for the existence of life after death. Read on and see what you think!

  1: Out-of-body experiences

  The first sensation is often described as an out-of-body experience, or OBE. Often, when a person’s life is ebbing away, they find themselves floating above
  their body, looking down at it from above. There may be fear and confusion at first, but these feelings typically subside and are replaced by complete understanding of the situation and the absence
  of fear and pain. There is a sense of peace and harmony.

  When people have an OBE they often say that, although they are not in their physical body, they have some kind of spiritual body. It is typically hard for them to describe, but there is a sense
  of being in a different form. At this point there may also be a sense of complete awareness, freedom and individuality. I think that Anna’s story below explains it far better than I can.

  
    
      Looking Down

      When I was in my early twenties I was involved in a head-on collision. I remember the bright lights of the approaching car and the sensation of being squashed by the
      impact. Then I was above the smashed car. I just hovered there while people gathered around screaming. I could see the panic but I didn’t feel any myself. I saw the ambulance team arrive
      and painstakingly take me out of the car. At one point I hovered really close to my body and I could see myself cough. I could see the faces of the ambulance team – the sweat pouring down
      their faces. I heard them talk to each other. I knew their names. They got my body onto a stretcher and did all they could to help me. The odd thing is that I knew I could help them by going
      back into my body but I just wanted a bit more time. It felt so free being detached in this way.

      You see, a week before the accident I’d broken up with my boyfriend of five years following the miscarriage of our child and was extremely depressed. I hated my job and
      had gone back home to live with my parents. In short, my life sucked but outside of my body I didn’t feel like a mess any more. I wasn’t someone with a failed relationship. I
      wasn’t someone who had lost her child. I wasn’t someone who hated her life. I was me. It felt wonderful. I felt like I could soar as high as I wanted.

      A part of me must have wanted to come back because the next thing I know I am in the ambulance. Later, one of the ambulance team told me that, as I slipped in and out of
      consciousness, I addressed them all by their first names, even though there was no way I could have known their names at the time. I told them what I had seen after the crash and how I had
      heard them talk to each other when I was unconscious. They were not nearly as surprised as I thought they would be about what I said and told me that in their line of work incredible things
      like this had happened before.

    

  

  2: The portal

  The second sensation typically involves a portal, passageway or tunnel. The person feels themselves somehow being thrust towards this tunnel and it is at this point that
  there is often the first real awareness or sense that this experience has something to do with death. It is often the case during an OBE when a person floats above their physical body in spirit
  form that the person is not yet fully aware that they are on the brink of death. Once inside the portal, they typically find themselves floating in a dark or misty space. There is a sense that they
  are travelling through a passageway and heading towards an intense or bright light. Instead of a tunnel, some people describe staircases or a sensation of flying up into space or a point far above
  earth where they float with the stars and the planets. Here is what Simon told me.

  
    
      Passing Through

      I had a cardiac arrest when I was in the recovery room and found myself floating in some kind of tunnel. At first it was very dark and I was confused and
      disorientated, but then I saw this tiny light I felt myself being gently pulled towards. I felt myself longing to go towards it. It totally consumed me. The closer I got to the light, the
      warmer, safer, happier and more alive I felt – if that makes sense. I knew that I was in a place of transition. I knew that something wonderful was waiting for me at the end of the
      passageway. I got close to the light and the tunnel wasn’t dark any more. It was so intensely light and I could hear myself laughing. I was happy but I knew somehow that I couldn’t
      stay. I needed to go backwards into the darkness.

    

  

  3: Reunions

  Once they have passed through the tunnel or travelled through time and space, people often find themselves surrounded by light that is intense and bright, and within this
  light they can meet up with the spirits of departed loved ones, or beings of light. Communication that is telepathic occurs and there is a feeling of complete comprehension. Josh talks about this
  feeling in the story below.

  
    
      Lost Time

      When I ‘died’ I went to this bright and beautiful place and saw my dad. He looked so alive and he spoke to me. I knew it was my dad even though he had died
      when I was just one year old. My mum had raised me as best she could but a part of me always felt like something was missing in my life. Never knowing my dad felt like there was a hole in my
      heart, but after meeting Dad I felt whole and the instant I felt that I was back in my body. I know now that my dad is close by and if I need him he will be there for me. I know this sounds
      crazy – and before it happened to me I would not have believed it, either – but I did meet my dad. He told me that he had always been with me and had watched me grow up but it
      wasn’t my time to join him yet.

    

  

  Liz sent me this next story.

  Field of Dreams

  
  I had an experience about fifteen years ago. I had a hysterectomy and afterwards had a bad bladder infection, which caused me to suffer a rigor. This was when your
  temperature rises and you shiver and then it continues to rise and you sweat profusely. I was out of it for about fifteen minutes and during that time I was in a field that was brightly lit and
  sitting there were my mother’s parents and they were sitting on a rug having a picnic using all the things we used when we went on a picnic when I was a child. They were talking to each other
  but I couldn’t hear them, and the next thing I knew they had gone.

  As I woke up I could see the nurses and doctors talking but couldn’t hear them for a few seconds. I’ve never been afraid of death and this showed me what a lovely place
  your spirit goes to when you pass over. This was interesting, as my grandparents helped bring me up with my mother when she separated from my father at the end of World War Two. I have read more of
  your books and they have been passed on to friends who are trying to deal with bereavement, and they have been helped enormously.




  4: Life review

  We move on now to perhaps the most fascinating type of NDE of them all: the life review. This is when the individual is able to see everything that has ever happened in
  their life. In a panoramic view they can see how every word or deed – both positive and negative – has impacted the other people in their lives. Everyone who experiences a life review
  comes through with the certain knowledge that love is all that matters. They also acquire a thirst for self-development and knowledge, as this next story sent to me by Claire illustrates so
  beautifully.

  
    
      The Knowledge

      On the day I died I had this sensational experience. It has changed my life, or should I say saved my life? I’d had a successful operation and was doing
      well but then, a few days later, I started to feel faint and dizzy. The doctors couldn’t tell what was wrong and I slipped into a coma for three days. During that time I lived my whole
      life again backwards in another dimension. I truly believe I did. I saw myself arriving at hospital and then I watched everything I have said, done and felt in rewind. It felt like seventy
      years passed but I was only out of it for three days. And I didn’t just see and feel my own life: I felt how my words, actions and even thoughts had impacted on other people. I guess I
      have to be grateful that I experienced more feelings of love, joy and gratitude than feelings of hate, anger and jealousy. I can’t imagine how this experience must be like for someone who
      has had a no-good life. It must feel like torture. It was illuminating and I can’t remember the details, but when I woke up I knew beyond doubt that the only thing that was important in
      my life was love, and everything else was just small stuff. I also had this burning desire to learn.

      Everyone who knows me can’t believe how much I have changed since my operation. I never used to read a book or have much interest in the news or world affairs, but now I
      can’t get enough of it. I feel like I have so much lost time to make up. I want to know everything. I’m learning to speak another language for the first time in my life since school
      and I am always asking questions. I want to know and understand. I want to grow.

    

  

  5: Eternity

  Many people who have had a near-death experience report the sensation of time feeling somehow different from the time we keep in everyday life. They feel as if they are in
  an eternal spirit world and there is no difference between a few moments and a few centuries. In addition, to a new perception of time there is also a new perception of space and travel. During the
  experience they feel as if they can just think something and it will appear before their eyes or they can think of a place and go there in an instant or long to see a loved one and be with that
  person immediately. They can see what is happening in other locations and, in my opinion, this could be one of the strongest arguments for the validity of NDEs. Even more incredible, when these
  people recover consciousness they are able to accurately describe what went on in different locations – what was said, what happened and so on – when physically it would be impossible
  for them to know this information, as they were unconscious at the time.
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