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  Dedication

  This slim volume is dedicated to the many friends who gently, without a fanfare, led me from a state of indifferent agnosticism to engaged interest in what happens to us when we die.


  1. The Sceptic

  I closed my eyes waiting for the impact, and the thought flashed through my mind, ‘This is it! It’s over.’ But the sickening thud never came. I found myself surrounded by a whitish gray mist, in which after a moment I could vaguely discern moving shapes. The lorry must have swerved to avoid me, and for some reason I couldn’t quite work out at present the summer afternoon sun had disappeared, to be replaced by a thick fog. I tried to orient myself, to concentrate, but felt light-headed, or at least light, as if floating. I shook my head to clear it. I must find the road, avoid a crash. I must have dozed off at the wheel, but at least now I was wide awake. All I needed was to focus, to get back on track. The movements in my peripheral vision started to annoy me. What were they? I couldn’t hear cars or voices but knew that I was no longer alone. Someone said my name, in my head. It was as if the sound came from the inside out rather than outside of me. As I reflected on this unusual sensation one of the shapes drew closer and sort of thickened. I felt as if I knew whoever it was, but couldn’t quite locate them. A slight sense of panic started to rise up – if I couldn’t drive the car in this fog, that would be it, finished. This was hardly the time or place to socialize, I thought irritably. I wasn’t getting anywhere. ‘Look, what’s going on’? I demanded of the rather transparent figure, who was too close, encroaching on my personal space. ‘Where am I and what on earth is happening’? The answering voice came into my head again, simultaneously from this familiar stranger and from my mind; ‘It’s time to go. We are going home.’ I was about to protest. I was confused, panicking, but at the same time vaguely curious and rather sleepy. The temptation to just let go and float away with this strange stranger grew stronger. I held on. To give in and allow oneself to fall asleep in a desert or on an ice-field can be fatal. This person was evidently trying to trick me. Whoever she (somehow it felt like a she) was, she would have to be resisted. To keep myself awake I tried to picture my study at home. I had an article to finish. Lunch-time drinks are all very well, but I now needed a clear head, not just to get home. Deadlines won’t wait. No copy, no money. As my mind clawed its way back from the dangerous lure of abandonment I suddenly found myself in my study. ‘Thank God for that!’ was my first reaction. ‘How on earth did I get here?’ was my second. I must work it out. Something was very wrong. It all looked normal enough, and at least I was home. I must have suffered a temporary memory loss, maybe the shock of the accident, or near miss, had affected my mind. I floated down to my desk and sat down in, or rather hovered a little over, my chair, and stretched forward to turn on the computer. As I reached toward the power button it flickered into life. Weird, but rather impressive, I thought. I reached forward again to turn it off, but before I made contact with the power switch the screen just went dead. It hadn’t shut down properly – more wretched temporary files to clog up the memory. But I didn’t want to work now anyway. I was tired, so very, very tired. I must sleep. I needed a long, long, deep sleep.

  When I awoke I had the sensation of lying in a hospital bed. An extremely peaceful, comfortable one to be sure, and I was aware of people dressed in white uniforms moving around calmly, ministering to patients. Although I felt refreshed my mind refused to reveal the sequence of events that brought me to this place. I remembered with a jolt waking up at the wheel of my car to see the front of the lorry only yards away – to avoid an impact, to avoid being crushed, was impossible. Yet somehow I had survived. I was in hospital. I felt whole, no broken bones, no aches and pains. My memory had evidently been affected, but no doubt this would also recover in time. ‘Nurse,’ I called. I suddenly felt hungry, and wanted not just food and drink but attention, human company, the reassurance of the familiar. Enough of this nonsense! A thought that had been playing at the back of my mind for some time now began to grow and take hold. I had died after all. There was a crash and I did not survive it. But, I reasoned, I wasn’t dead. Far from it, I had never felt better. I knew that there was no God, no Heaven, no such thing as the survival of consciousness after death. My existence itself proved as much. After all I could see my body, the bed and bedclothes, the nurses and other patients. No, all would become clear in time. I must just wait a little longer.

  Death is the laying aside of the physical body; but it makes no more difference to the ego than does the laying aside of an overcoat to the physical man....

  There are some men who cling so desperately to their physical vehicle that they will not relax their hold upon the etheric double, but strive with all their might to retain it. They may be successful in doing so for a considerable time, but only at the cost of great discomfort to themselves. They are shut out from both worlds, and find themselves surrounded by a dense grey mist, through which they see very dimly the things of the physical world, but with all the colour gone from them. It is a terrible struggle for them to maintain their position in this miserable condition, and yet they will not relax their hold upon the etheric double, feeling that that is at least some sort of link with the only world they know. Thus they drift about in a condition of loneliness and misery until from sheer fatigue their hold fails them, and they slip into the comparative happiness of astral life.1

  For someone who passes into Spirit quickly or traumatically, everything still seems so real to them in earthly terms that they may not realise they have passed over. So they can wander off looking for help, like someone arriving in a new country not knowing where they are. They move from the main railway station or airport seeking directions and get lost.2

  I woke up finding that instead of never waking up again, I was more alive than ever. The discords within me were so strong that I gave up for a second time, and said, ‘you take over, I can’t fight any more,’ but before doing so I had one last moment of sense to throw out a despairing cry to my mother who passed over some years previously, and she came and salvaged me.3

  This letter is about a woman who ‘died’ suddenly as a result of a road accident. Patricia writes:

  ‘You sent me to find Mrs W. I barely know her, but she came over very suddenly and it has been an awful shock. She had never really thought much about it. She couldn’t make out where she was, and kept on asking for her dogs and her grandchildren and her husband, and how glad she’d be to see Richard...I was rather nonplussed, but I promised to do what I could and tried to calm her. After a few minutes she yawned and said, Oh my God, I had such a bad night at that hospital I really must go to sleep. Why did they say I was all broken to bits? I’m not. I did feel rotten but that’s all over now.’ And so I left her sleeping’.4

  I want to go back to my tycoon whom I left asleep on the sofa. I knew he would wake before his funeral and need help. So I kept a tab on him as Pat calls it and sent out messages to find out his condition. When people began to come into his room I feared he would wake, and so he did. Looking up suddenly he saw me and said, ‘Hello, you here again. Who the devil are you?’

  ‘Not the devil,’ I assured him. ‘Just a guide to explain and help you to deal with this new situation.’

  ‘What situation? Oh yes I know you said I was dead. Well that’s a good joke; I’m fine, simply grand, better than I’ve been for years. I haven’t woken up as fresh as this for a long time.’5

  Then quite suddenly I was tired and they said, ‘Sleep here, anywhere, rest for a short or long period.’ I found myself lying on the ether, superbly comfortable, warm and contented beyond all description; and so I slept...6


  2. Laughter

  Laugher filled the air like the tinkling of hand-bells. The sound swirled around us, gathering into its train the more sonorous peals from the great brass bells in the tower, mingling with the deeper reverberations of the organ, and all rising, rising in a vortex of luminous, sparkling bands of color, straight through the roof, then leaping high into the sky above. The church steeple spun the threads of sound, projecting them heavenwards – attracting both angels and playful spirits of the air who came to dance among the music’s golden strands. Inside the church people were smiling, some chatting. Eyes turned from the polished wooden coffin which sat at the front of the nave to look around. Some may have heard the laughter or caught its vibrations, others merely felt the atmosphere lighten, sorrow and respect turning to wonder and joy. As I looked at each face in turn the many and varied parts of my life resolved themselves into a single narrative. Had I ‘kept the faith’ and ‘run the race’? I had certainly reached the end, only to find that it was instead a new beginning. I laughed again and the air danced and sparkled weaving new colors and harmonies. It had not been an easy life, but even in my darkest moments a dogged steadfastness and sense of humor had somehow pulled me through. I had been ready to go, my spirit gradually loosening the cords that had bound me to my ailing body, until at last I had slipped, like a hand from a glove, into the freedom of the ether. Many old friends came to greet me, and I could have gone with them then, but I wanted to enjoy this last party, to say my goodbyes, held in place by too many ties and unfinished emotions.
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