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I'm grateful to you all.
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I've been interested in the spiritual and metaphysical since before I knew those words. I had an out of body experience during a near drowning when I was three years old and had at least two more before I was five years old. Each time I found myself outside my body, I felt safe and completely surrounded in love and the light of the Divine.
When I was eleven years old, my great-grandmother appeared to me in a dream. I found out late the next day that she'd died. I've had several other encounters since, so I'm undeniably biased.
In my teens I started working with energy and doing readings for my friends; now in my 50s I enjoy doing readings for others, healing and energy work, and astral exploration. I know that physical reality isn't all there is.
A few months ago when I was doing astral work, I felt called to collect stories of after death encounters and angelic encounters. I promptly asked the people I'd done readings for, fans of my page, and everyone else from friends to acquaintances if they'd like to contribute their own accounts. I'm grateful for and feel blessed by the generosity of everyone who responded. Thank you all!
For privacy's sake contributors are identified by their initials, their first name and last initial, or just their first name. There were two cases where someone had the same initials as a previous submitter, so they chose another set.
Each person has assured me that their encounter happened just as related to either themselves or a family member.
Being called to write this book has been another fascinating step down the path I've been on all my life. My mother was a career RN with an interest in helping those faced with death. By the time I was in my early 20s, we had an entire bookshelf devoted to the topic, including the works of Elisabeth Kübler-Ross. My mother and I both enjoyed reading about reincarnation, out of body experiences, and visits from the dead; while I preferred collections of stories, my mother was most partial to research studies.
Besides the works of Elisabeth Kübler-Ross, I've enjoyed the books of Raymond Moody, MD, Robert A. Monroe, Kenneth Ring, Bernie Siegel, Brian Weiss, MD, and Ian Wilson. I've also enjoyed articles in Omega: Journal of Death and Dying and several articles from different hospice organizations.
I've edited most of the stories that have been entrusted to me very minimally; one story isn't edited at all but has been treated as a historical document to be transcribed. I've standardized spelling and edited for clarity where needed, but I've purposefully done my best to keep each person's narrative voice intact rather than standardizing their grammar or changing their speech to "proper English." Not all the submissions were from people who speak American English, so you'll see some phrasing that reflects that.
I've always enjoyed hearing other people's experiences and found it very meaningful and joyful; I hope this book will bring the same joy to those who read it.
Encounters with the dead are nothing new; accounts of deceased people or animals appearing to the living seem universal across cultures.
A 1971 survey in Wales by Dr. W.D. Rees showed 50% of widowers and 46% of widows reporting they'd had waking experiences where they perceived their deceased spouse. A national survey in Iceland in 1988 by E. Haraldsson showed 31% of survey respondents had perceived the presence of a deceased person. Andrew Greeley reported in 1989 that 42% of Americans had felt at least once in their life that they were in touch with someone who had died.
Several studies have indicated that those who report encounters with the dead seem more at peace with their loss and happier in general than those who don't have comparable experiences. No studies that I've found have showed any correlation between after death encounters and increased grief or mental disorders.
While there's still some tendency to dismiss such experiences as "grief hallucinations" or wishful thinking, it's changing. I'm grateful that as the subject is studied, there's increasing awareness among the public and within the health care community that these encounters can't and shouldn't be dismissed; that rather than being a sign of psychological stress or an unbalanced mind, they often provide comfort and may relay needed information. It's also increasingly apparent that while they do happen to people who are grieving, they also happen to those who aren't grieving, including those who didn't know the deceased or who don't know their loved one is dead.
Chapter 2: What Are After Death Encounters?
After death encounters are, simply put, any sort of interaction or experience with a person or animal who's dead. After death encounters are extremely varied in their presentation and can happen during waking, dreaming, and twilight states.
They can be physical: these include experiences involving the senses of sight, touch, smell, and hearing; encountering a deceased person or animal who is apparently solid and alive; and experiences with electrical appliances or electronics.
Visual encounters include experiences like seeing a chair rocking or door or window opening or closing by themselves and finding meaningful items moved around with no physical explanation.
Tactile encounters include things like as feeling a hug, a kiss, a pat on the back, a hand clasp, or the cold nose of a pet or the weight of its body against yours.
Olfactory encounters are the perception of a familiar odor or fragrance associated with the deceased, such as aftershave, perfume, cigarette smoke, flowers, or food smells.
Auditory encounters include things like hearing the audible voice of the deceased, the familiar creak of a rocking chair, the jingle of keys, the purr of a cat, or the click of a dog's nails on the floor.
Physical encounters can also include interacting with an apparently solid, physical, living being that one may or may not know is dead, as T.B. did.
After death encounters can also be non-physical. These include sensing or feeling the presence of a deceased person or animal; perceiving the deceased's voice in one's mind, experiencing a meaningful synchronicity about a person or animal; dreaming of the deceased; someone near death talking with those who've already died or stating that they're present.
Other encounters are protective interventions to help the living, like the stories from T. B., J.S., and L.T.
Some encounters are clearly farewells, like L.R., E.B., and J.F.'s. Sometimes the encounters pass on information that hadn't been passed on in life, as in the story from C.L.
Many encounters blur the lines or fit into more than one category; while most auditory encounters are only heard by one person, some are heard by others, such as D.S.'s electronic encounter. Some farewell encounters also protect or help the living or pass on helpful information to the survivor.
While the majority of after death encounters are between those who have a strong bond of love, after death encounters where there's no bond with the deceased aren't uncommon. The latter seem most common among first responders and those who work with the seriously ill or dying. Stories like these include those from Mike O., Ed R., and Rita W.
A majority of after death encounters are experienced by someone who knows they're encountering a person or animal who's dead; a few encounters are with those believed to be living at the time of the encounter. The stories from T.B., Mary M., A.J., Emi T., S.T., Jim T., Shelly, and S.A. are the latter type. There are also some encounters where the knowledge of the death is temporarily blocked; it seems perfectly reasonable to see someone or hear someone during the encounter, but afterwards the awareness of "wait… X is dead!" returns, as in Mary M.'s story from her great-grandfather and Shelly's visits from Belly.
When I was 11 years old, my great-grandmother, Gimma, lived in a small apartment (or possibly a convalescent hospital or retirement home) on Shattuck Avenue in downtown Berkeley.
Gimma had always been very independent. Her husband had died during the great flu epidemic in 1918, leaving her with four children aged five months to ten years. She'd raised them to be smart, independent, and happy, first on a farm in Nebraska, then in the boarding house she ran for UC Berkeley students in California.
Later in life she farmed chickens and turkeys in Santa Rosa before she retired to Ashland, Oregon, where she ran another boarding house, this time at the Ray Minkler House. She later moved into a tiny dwelling just opposite Our Lady of the Mountain Catholic Church in Ashland, where she lived alone until she moved back to Berkeley.
My grandparents helped raise me, and until my mid teens I spent every weekend, holiday, and vacation at their home in Berkeley. While Gimma lived in Berkeley, I often went with my grandmother to visit her.
One night I dreamed I was at Gimma's apartment, but my grandmother wasn't there. Gimma was smiling and looked very happy and much younger than I'd seen her. She hugged me, kissed me, and told me she loved me. She told me it was time for her to go, then she held my face, looked into my eyes, and said, "Don't you forget me!" I promised her I'd never forget.
When I woke up the dream was very clear and I wrote it in my dream diary.
After I got home from school that afternoon, my mother told me Gimma had died during the previous night. I blurted out, "But I just dreamed about her last night!" and ran to get my diary to show my mother the dream from the previous night.
I remember how disconcerting it was going to the visitation and funeral, because I'd seen her, and she'd looked so happy and well. I realized that body wasn't really her, and I've never forgotten her.
Chapter 4: My Second Encounter
When I was seven years old, a stray black cat adopted my family. My mother agreed to take her in, and I was given the opportunity to name her. I named her "Lucy" after Lucille Ball; the "I Love Lucy" show was my favorite television program.
My mother took Lucy to the vet for shots and spaying and was shocked when they called to explain that they couldn't spay Lucy; she was a 3-5 year old, already neutered male.
My mother told me many years later that she'd always loved the black cats "Lucifer" and "the Witch of Endor" in L. M. Montgomery's novel "Magic for Marigold." When we found out Lucy was a male, she told me that Lucifer was the closest male name. I cheerfully accepted it and it was two or three years later when a schoolmate asked if it wasn't scary to have a black cat named after the devil. I became very indignant—Lucille Ball was NOT the devil! (My mother had left the Catholic Church long before I was born and although I went to church on Sundays with my grandparents, there had evidently been some rather large gaps in my religious education!)
Lucifer he was and Lucifer he stayed: a sweet, placid, loving cat who slept with me almost every night.
In 1984 I was 23 and Lucifer was about 20 years old. He'd gone blind several years earlier but got around the house just fine. He also enjoyed spending time outside on a lead. We'd learned the hard way that he'd wander off if he was loose, climbing over the six foot plank fences to go exploring. I'd had to go to all the neighbors asking them to check their back yard one day when he'd vanished. By the time I found him, he'd made it three houses away and was happily eating grass in their back garden.
Lucifer was still gentle and good-natured. He loved to sleep on my bed or my mother's bed, where he'd cuddle with and share baths with Regis, Rafi, and Cali, our other cats. He also loved to burrow under the covers and snuggle up to me or my mother.
One morning I woke up as it was getting light and could feel him under the covers, cuddled up against my legs and purring. I snuggled against him and went back to sleep.
I woke up a couple of hours later for work, and my mother had left me a note asking me to wake her up as soon as I got up. I was surprised since she worked nights and slept during the day, but I went in and woke her before I got ready for work. She took my hand and pulled me to sit on the bed and told me that the night before, while she was reading in bed, Lucifer had a seizure. She bundled him into his carrier and drove straight to the emergency vet. The vet told her that there was no hope; Lucifer was already close to death and anything they could do would only prolong his suffering. My mother held him as he was euthanized, then brought his body home so we could bury him in the garden. She'd gotten home at about 3:30 a.m., several hours before I'd woken up to feel him purring and snuggling against me. I saw him out of the corner of my eye for several years.
Chapter 5: Physical Encounters
T.B. served as a Catholic priest for many years before leaving the church in protest of the child abuse cover ups. His encounter happened when he was a teenager. He notes that, although this happened over 60 years ago, the memory is still crystal clear.
I was 16 and working a summer job several hours from home. I'd decided on the spur of the moment to drive home for the weekend to surprise my parents. I got a late start Friday night and decided to drive through the mountains closer to home instead of taking the main road that detoured further south to an easier pass. I could usually shave about 2 hours off my trip that way.
I've never been able to remember the actual accident. I was driving and it was a warm, stormy summer night and I was driving pretty slowly because it was hard to see. I'd started through the pass at about 10:30 and driven for a while, when suddenly I was waking up in my car with a big dog right outside my broken side window whining and barking at me. I felt very dizzy and confused and kept closing my eyes. As I regained consciousness and became more oriented I heard a woman's voice calling my name. Looking out of the window, I saw I was about 75 feet down a steep ravine. The woman was standing up at the roadside waving down to me. When she saw me awake she told me I needed to get out of the car right away and come up. I felt very disoriented and cold and the dog kept whining and barking at me. He had a very deep bark that seemed to wake me up and warm me up, and he kept licking my face through the broken window.
I couldn't get the car door open, so I crawled out through the broken window. It seemed to take me hours to get out of the ravine. The woman told me her name was Kathy and reminded me that our mothers knew each other. She talked to me continually, encouraging me the whole time. Sometimes the dog braced me to keep me from slipping backwards. I couldn't put any weight on my left leg, so I was half pulling myself up with my arms. Luckily I could see very well in the bright moonlight to find places to hold onto.
Kathy told me her dog's name was Ned and that he went everywhere with her. He stayed right with me as I climbed up and Kathy remained in my sight the entire time. She kept telling me that I was fine, that I was doing great, and I wasn't alone. Every time it seemed like I couldn't go on, she encouraged me, cajoled me, and even scolded me until I started up again. All the while Ned stayed with me, leaning against me to keep me steady and warm me up.
I finally got to the top. Kathy was sitting at the edge of the road with her arms wrapped around her knees. She looked sad, but she smiled at me and said, "I'm so sorry, Tom. But you're going to be fine, you know. You have so much more to do! And I'm right here with you, you're not alone." Ned settled between us, and Kathy put an arm around him and rubbed his ears. I could tell how much they loved each other.
It was cold, rainy, and pitch black on that road. My head and leg hurt like the dickens. But Ned was warm and he kept me warm leaning against me. I felt very sleepy and sick to my stomach, but Kathy kept talking and scolded me when I wanted to lie down and rest. She said I had to stay awake and upright so I could watch for cars. It seemed like an eternity before I heard a car, and then Ned ran right into the middle of the road. I was scared he'd be hit if the driver didn't see him, so I struggled halfway up on one foot and waved my jacket and arms. The car stopped, and a Mr. and Mrs. Johnson helped me into the car to take me to the hospital. I could finally give in and close my eyes, but I don't know if I slept or passed out.
When we got to the hospital a nurse woke me. It wasn't until then that I realized Kathy and Ned weren't with us. The Johnsons insisted I'd been alone on the road, but I kept insisting Kathy and Ned were still there. I refused to let anyone work on me until they promised they'd send the sheriff out to get Kathy and Ned and make sure they were safe. I don't know if they gave me something or I passed out, but the next thing I knew I was waking up in a hospital bed with my leg in a cast. I had a compound fracture and a great big knot on the side of my head from the accident.
My parents were there when I woke up that morning. I told them about Kathy and Ned helping me and asked how they were. They didn't answer, but my father went out and came back in with the sheriff, who told me he needed to ask me about the accident before he could tell me anything.
I told him I couldn't remember the actual accident, but Ned had woken me up barking and whining and licking my face until I stayed awake, and how Ned and Kathy had helped me get out of that ravine. I told him I'd almost given up many times and how Kathy'd kept encouraging me.
The sheriff asked me to describe Kathy. I described her the best I could, including her brown hair, curly dark brown hair, sweater, and slacks. I also mentioned the reddish brown collar Ned was wearing and described the bangle bracelets and the little gold cross Kathy had been wearing. The sheriff asked if I was sure of my description, and I said I'd been sitting with them for what seemed like hours and was very sure. I suddenly remembered what Kathy had said about our mothers knowing each other, and I told them about that. My mother turned very pale and said it sounded like Kathy Miller, a daughter of one of her casual friends from church, and she told the sheriff he really needed to make sure she was safe.
The sheriff looked very shaken then. He told us the Johnsons had brought me to the hospital about 5 a.m., then Mr. Johnson had led him to where they'd found me on the road. The sheriff found my car where I'd described it down in the ravine and told me it was a miracle I'd made it up that ravine with my leg so badly broken. He'd gotten down to the car and had trouble getting back up with two good legs and a rope! He also told me that he didn't know how long it would have been until I'd been found if I hadn't been able to get up. From my car he spotted another car further down. He said it looked from the damage to both cars that the other car had come around the sharp curve and hit my car, knocking both cars off the road and down the ravine. The other car had gone much further down the ravine; he'd had to go back to town to get more people and ropes to get down to it safely. The occupants had both died in the crash. They'd retrieved the bodies, and he had the driver's wallet so he could notify the family. Then he asked me if I'd minding looking at a photo from the driver's wallet.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/180381 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!