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				CHAPTER ONE

				Through the Darkness

				Lots of people think that being a medium is just about talking to the dead, and dealing with all kinds of spooky things like ghosts and poltergeists, but I know after 18 years of working as one and giving sittings for thousands of people around the world, that my contribution is really about healing the living. I have worked as a healer with people who have physical health problems, but that's not what I mean. The ultimate healing a medium can offer is to those who have lost someone they loved, and who they felt meant more to them than life itself.

				I'm trying to lift the bereaved out of the fear, anger and sadness that crowd their every thought, and not only to help them overcome those in their daily lives, but also to show them that there is another life beyond death – a life after life, if you like.

				Death is only part of our journey, and it comes to all of us, yet most people choose not to recognize that fact. It may be painful to face death, but not to accept it means being completely deluded. It's strange to me how far people will go to avoid thinking about it, because they truly believe that their consciousness will be snuffed out forever in an instant.

				I've been in contact with the conscious life force, or Spirit, for most of my life, and because of my experiences I see death not as an end but as a new beginning. Our existence after death is one which is brighter and freer than the one we know in this life, and in this book I'd like to try to explain what that means, and how we have nothing to fear in dying, nor in losing a loved one.

				Death affects each person in a different way. There does not seem to be any rhyme or reason to human behaviour when death touches us. Some whom we regard as being pillars of strength dissolve, while others whom we'd thought of as weak become stoic. I remember a medium I worked with who fell apart when her husband died, even though she had been comforting the bereaved for many years and had received confirmation of life after death time and time again. It seemed that she couldn't move on and kept trying to get messages from him from other mediums. 

				Those who accept death as a part of existence move through their bereavement more easily than those who see it as a catastrophe they never expected. That's not to say that they won't still have moments when a vivid memory will move them to tears, but this is part of the natural course of grief, and can, with time, become a more positive experience.

				It is not death, or grief, which is complicated, but people and our behaviour. Every death we endure is different, and comes with a unique set of emotional meanings and triggers for each person who knew the deceased. The way we handle a loss also depends on our circumstances at the time, and while at one stage in our life we may be able to cope with parting from someone we were very close to, at another time we might be more vulnerable and break down. 

				The suffering which a person goes through is caused by the feeling of disconnection. When someone they were so closely bonded to in life is no longer in their sight, and cannot be touched, heard, or smelled, they are left with a feeling of being cut off forever. Memories of the things that they went through together seem diminished because they can no longer be shared.

				This feeling is the first in a line of experiences of fear which we all go through in our grieving process. We are reminded too that we are vulnerable to death as are our children, family and friends. Grieving can become a sort of mental solitary confinement which crushes hope and leads to despair and depression, but there is a path through the darkness, for those who try to follow it.

				I would never belittle someone's loss or expect them to be philosophical and just pick up the pieces of their life and move on, as grief is a powerful, devastating experience and permanently alters your being. However, sometimes people make the burden of grief much greater for themselves, and an already gruelling process becomes almost impossible. 

				When the bereaved come for sittings I get a tremendous sense of a sort of heavy emotional blanket that is both weighing them down and blocking out the light that is there to be seen. The worse their convictions, the heavier the blanket becomes and the harder to lift. I try to pull away and understand the layers of that depression and to move them toward an acceptance of their loss and steer them away from death toward life. Until these people see that they are only trapping themselves and holding themselves back, they will not be able to function as human beings and reclaim their lives. I hope this book can help in that process.

				At this moment in time so many people need answers to the big questions, and many of them are turning to mediums. It could just be that everything is happening as it should and we are merely becoming a little more compassionate and are reaching out for spiritual enlightenment. Or maybe it's because the world is in such a state of upheaval, with wars and random terrorist attacks, violent storms and massive natural disasters. We are seeing people dying in unthinkable numbers, and so it only makes sense that we're all looking for the hope of an afterlife. It's rather like the era of the two World Wars, when spiritualism was at its peak, and people flocked to mediums in order to find evidence that their loved ones were still with them.

				Whatever it is that's causing this upsurge in interest in mediums, it's making people look deeper into themselves, their lives and their purpose on this earth, and that cannot be a bad thing. The world is certainly changing and more people are becoming interested in and open about their thoughts and beliefs.

				This book is my take on such things – which comes out of my own experiences and the stories people have passed on to me. I hope that if you are struggling with grief yourself, or know someone who is in that dark place, you can find something that helps you here. I've tried to offer all sorts of advice, from the spiritual to the practical, from how to go about visiting a medium to how to arrange a funeral.

				There's just one note before you start. Whenever I give a sitting I make sure that I know nothing about the folk who are coming to see me – that's standard procedure in all good Spiritualist organisations. It helps to make sure that the reading the person gets is influenced only by the Spirit world, and not by the medium's own guesses. As I show in Chapter Seven, sometimes there are clues you can't avoid picking up, but I could never fabricate the accurate information I am able to give people.

			

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER TWO

				Lost in Grief

				In these next two chapters I want to write about the various ways people get lost in grief and, later on, look at the Spirit's experience of passing over, and how, if we comprehend that, we might find our bereavement easier to bear. In the years of meeting people as a medium, I've seen people torture themselves with the same misconceptions again and again.

				'Torture' is the right word; there is a very real sense in which those left behind think of the dead as suffering, and think that they too should be in pain. They loved them and did not want to see them go through terrible things, so they try to take some of that agony onto themselves. They want to hurt because if they are hurting they believe they are closer to their loved ones, and maybe they will lighten their burden on the other side. They think constantly of the one they have lost and lose interest in the present, which is a world in which they think their loved ones have no part. 

				I see this most often with mothers who have lost children of any age. Their love is so strong and their sense of responsibility so absolute that they want to go where they think their children are. They imagine that the child is still suffering and put themselves in the same place mentally and spiritually. They blame themselves for not being able to protect their son or daughter from whatever it was that they died of – a sickness or an accident. 

				The need to punish themselves is so strong that people will even pick out things that they could never have done differently and worry themselves sick about them. I've lost track of the number of times people tell me 'I never got to say goodbye', especially after a sudden death, as though they should have known that they would lose their loved one. To linger over that is to beat yourself up needlessly as the past is not something you can change, only come to terms with.

				I recently saw a man who had lost his daughter at the age of 19. He came with his wife, who was the girl's stepmother, and who was at the end of her tether. The family's attempts to draw him out of his mourning just made him think they were trying to take his daughter from him all over again. It had been eighteen months since the teenager, Helen, had died, but he had immersed himself so deeply in grief that his wife could no longer reach him. Every day he went to Helen's grave to take flowers and talk to her. He had tried to kill himself several times, to the horror of those around him.

				Some of his behaviour came from the manner of his daughter's passing. She'd become very ill, very quickly, and he had taken her to hospital, only to be turned away as the doctors believed she was not in danger. The next day she was worse and the man had driven her to the hospital again, only for the tests to conclude that she was essentially all right. The day after that she died of what had turned out to be meningitis, undiagnosed until it was too late to help her.

				None of this was her father's fault, but in his love for her and desperate grief he truly believed it was and he was doing a penance that took a heavy toll not only on him but also on his family. His daughter came through at the sitting very swiftly and gave me plenty of evidence to give to the couple – her name, her age, the day she'd died and what had happened to her.

				She was also furious with her father for what he was doing; she was very clear that she did not need him to go to her grave every day as, she spelt out, 'I am not there. You are making a shrine to a carcass. You need to see that I am dead and you will never hold me or be able to cuddle me again.' She wanted him to see that her consciousness lived on and was not confined to her body, 'Start to think of me in a different light as I am still around you.' She thought he was trying to make her into some kind of saintly being that she'd never been in life, and began to list plenty of times in life when she had been less than a good girl.

				When the man's wife backed this up, he turned on her, unable to stand anything negative being said about his beloved Helen. I continued to convey the messages from Helen, though, and she was a straight talker. 'I knew you as a happy man, has my death killed you? When did you last laugh?' she insisted. Even then the man fought against the truth, but finally she said something that jolted him out of the dark place where he'd cornered himself.

				'I can't reach you when you are like this. You have gone too deeply into yourself and I know how to get to my father, but I don't know how to get to you because you are not my father.' At this the man's expression changed. The moment he realized he was cutting his daughter off was the moment he found a different kind of responsibility to her in death – by putting an end to the hurt he was turning on himself, Helen and his wife, he would find himself closer to the real child he thought he had lost. He could keep her alive not by haunting her grave but by remembering her as she really was.

				At the end of the sitting I really felt as though he would leave that room as, not a new man, but as the old dad Helen remembered – the one who had made her laugh and loved her for all her faults. His wife looked as though a weight had fallen from her shoulders too when they made their goodbyes, and I hoped they could get back to some sort of normality now.

				It was no surprise to me that the man's whole attitude which had seemed so fixed was so quickly transformed. In twenty or so years working to try to reconnect the bereaved to those they have lost I have seen thousands of cases where the understanding that the Spirit lives on has lifted people out of a sort of cocoon of depression into which they have retreated.

				This is the real reason why the Spirits return to give proof that they have survived death. They do not want to see us in pain and sometimes it needs a direct message from the other side to make that dramatic mental shift.

				I met Joyce Dixon for the first time for an appointment at the Spiritualist Association of Great Britain in Belgrave Square, London. The SAGB invites mediums on a regular basis to take one-to-one readings with those in need, who can book in and take pot luck as to which practitioner they see. They won't know in advance whom they'll be assigned, and we mediums have no idea who will walk through the door of the little room next. That day it was Joyce.

				She was a small woman, very thin and frail-looking. Her eyes were deep-set and almost black, and her short brown and grey hair lay limply round her small face. She looked to me on first impression as though she'd gone to hell and back and had stopped caring for herself.

				When I looked straight into her eyes it was as though there was a deep chasm behind them, but I convinced myself that somewhere in that void was a spark of hope, and I knew that for some reason she was pinning a lot on the reading I was about to give. The session began as usual with me explaining what may or may not happen, and then I took her hand and said a silent prayer that I'd be able to help her in some way. A voice came through immediately, saying, 'Tell her it was me who made her turn on the telly.' Usually I'd ask for a name to go with the voice, but this time I just repeated the communication directly to Joyce. Her eyes widened, but she said nothing. Then the voice added, 'I came to her in a dream.' Again, her expression was all in her eyes. Then I gave her the name Marty, and Joyce smiled and cried all at the same time.

				The next few things that came through didn't have any sort of special meaning for me, but I could tell that they were striking chords every time for Joyce. Marty said he was glad that Joyce had not been to see him in the morgue. He added a few more details to build the proof that it was really he who was in touch.

				Then he said something that to me summed up the nature of the bond between those who have passed over and those who are left behind. He had had, he said, many chances to progress in the afterlife, but he knew that his mother was still devastated at losing him and that he had to help her before he could do that. He also explained that as she became lighter of mind, so did he. 

				The more I passed on to Joyce, the more I could see her mood lift, and that had a powerful effect on Marty's messages too – the communication was to me, as a medium, clearer and stronger. He reminded his mother of all sorts of scrapes he'd got into as a child, and she brightened so much that she actually laughed out loud. They were working as a team again – and the love they shared was reinvigorating both the mother and the son in Spirit. The last part of his message was simple and yet deeply meaningful to his mum – he thanked her for her prayers and said that they were working.

				At the end of the sitting Joyce and I spoke for over an hour about her son's life and she explained the evidence he had given her. Marty had died in a car crash and she had been unable to face identifying his body when it had been so broken. She had been pitched into a state of shock that she saw no way out of, and just ceased to be able to communicate with her husband and her other children, no matter how well-meaning their words and actions were. 

				She had been, she told me, dead on the outside and she'd thought that as long as she felt that way, she was with the son who had gone out one day and never come home to her. She knew instinctively that he was not gone, but still connected to her, but every time she thought about him she could only imagine his injuries and think of the way he'd died. Hiding from that horror drove her deeper into herself and away from happier memories. 

				She fixated on the fact that she had left her husband to go to the morgue alone, and in her confusion felt guilty for not being there. It was a way of taking some of the blame for his death and justifying some of the pain she was now going through.

				She didn't sleep properly for months, but one night she drifted off in her armchair. She found herself dreaming of Marty holding her and talking to her and his presence was so vivid that she could smell him – a scent so familiar to her that it made her sit up and call out his name. She woke with tears running down her face and a desperate need to be back in that dream where her son was so close.

				As she tried frantically to run back over the dream and burn it into her memory she suddenly recalled something he had said – of all things, that she should turn on the television. She hadn't had any interest in doing such a thing for months, obviously, but now she pushed the on button. She picked up the remote to raise the volume and found herself avidly watching.

				The programme showed a medium giving messages to a husband and wife from Yorkshire who had lost a son in a car crash a few months previously. As she watched the couple Joyce began to cry for them, as she knew exactly what they had experienced. When the documentary ended Joyce decided that the dream she had had must somehow have come from Marty – it was the first time since his death that she had felt truly alive – and if she knew that to be true, then she believed that he was trying to tell her that he too could communicate to her via a medium like the boy on the television.

				That revelation was what had led her to the SAGB that afternoon and the messages from Marty. The documentary was part of the BBC's Everyman series and I had been the medium helping the couple. Marty had directed her very precisely to the person he thought would enable him to break through to her and draw her out of that living death into which she'd fallen.

				When Joyce left she turned and thanked me for what she called a 'healing' and that must have been absolutely what Marty intended for her. He had certainly engineered things so that his mother would have confirmation of what she had, in some small part of her, known all along – that he did not die in that wrecked car, but was still with her. 

				I've written before that I believe that you cannot die for the life of you and I truly think that everyone knows that instinctively, just as Joyce did. It's when you deny that continued existence that grief closes in and becomes suffocating. In doing that you cut a part of yourself off and try to shut it away once and for all, and it is as though it died with the loved one. 

				You may feel divided from them by death, but it's a veil that can easily be lifted. Just because you can no longer touch or hear them it does not mean that you cannot feel their presence and the way they live on in so many things and people around you. It's not a belief that is easy for people to accept because it is often dismissed as wishful thinking or delusion, but for those who have had incontrovertible evidence that their beloved friend or relative still exists, that knowledge brings immeasurable comfort. 

				One day a few years ago when I was working at my hairdressing salon, I got a call from a friend who reads tarot. She asked what time I finished work and if I would come and speak to someone who had come to her for a reading. Tarot isn't the same thing as mediumship, so I asked her why she needed me. She explained that a man had come to visit her thinking that she would be able to contact someone on the other side for him. Obviously she couldn't, and he appeared to be so troubled by seeing someone who was happy to call herself a witch that he was very worked up. She thought he needed help immediately.

				I had just finished my last appointment so I told her I'd be there as soon as I could. My friend worked in a room decked out with all sorts of symbols of arcana – crystal balls, swords, candles – not the kind of simple, neutral room where I prefer to do mediumship if I can help it, and the man looked extremely uncomfortable in such a setting.

				I sat down opposite him and tried to go over what would happen and what I would try to do, and he scarcely looked any more at ease. I expect he thought we were a bunch of fraudsters and that I was about to pretend to go into trance and start babbling about being his long-lost Auntie June. Something had compelled him to see the whole thing through, though, and he grimly sat tight as I tuned into the Spirit world.

				A lady came through who said she was his wife. At first he didn't want to accept the evidence, even when she gave me her name. Then as she threw out more and more stories and little details I saw that he couldn't reason himself out of believing that it really was her any more. He started to cry, and once he'd begun he couldn't stop. The news that came through many times in his wife's communication was that she was with Jesus now – she was very clear about this, and it finally sank into his consciousness too.

				As I carried on with the sitting he confessed between sobs that he was a Church of Scotland minister – not the kind of person who should have been sitting in a study lined with books on the occult! I tried to console him and he went on to say, 'I never really believed it. All these years I've been standing there at the front of the church telling everyone about the afterlife and I never once believed it! Not until now.' When his wife died he had been so devastated that he thought his prayers had gone unanswered and despite his faith he had thought the worst – that her soul had ceased to be.

				He was shaken when he left, but reaffirmed not only in his love for his wife but also in his religious calling. I think this just goes to show how cruel death can seem and how hard it can be to see beyond it, even for those whose life-long beliefs point the way. 

				In all the communications I have passed from the Spirit world I have never heard of anyone being punished on the other side, or judged by anything other than their own conscience. Once our Spirit has cleared the physical and mental states that drive our behaviour on earth – those things that lead us to be greedy, selfish or jealous – it expands and is no longer restricted or harmed by those petty emotions.

				Without a body there are none of the needs or desires for sensual pleasures which make us act so badly toward one another. We don't need to control others or strike out at them. Some take longer to reach this first stage of spiritual enlightenment than others, but we are all headed in that direction.

				I have been told by so many Spirit beings that they at some point arrive at an understanding of their life and its purpose, where they accept all actions which they carried out, good and bad. They realize how limited they were in the physical state and how restricting they were to others, all because of their human emotions. Those who get stuck between life and death will remain so until they accept their own freedom from the weight of their own conscience. 

				You don't find this version of the afterlife in many religious books, and it's no wonder that many don't want to face the realities of death when you consider all the myths about what happens to us when we die. I have seen many people who were distraught because they thought their loved ones were now in limbo, or, worse still, undergoing horrendous torments in some hell realm. 

				We struggle with imagery of judgement and fire and brimstone, or with perfect angelic beings that humans could never measure up to, and it turns death into a punishment for the living. It's no wonder people try to avoid thinking about what will happen to them when they die and then crumble when they lose someone and imagine them at the mercy of all kinds of forces and themselves powerless to help them.

				That's why the Spirits come back; they don't want to see us in that dark place. They need to demonstrate that they are not in hell or purgatory. On the contrary, from their perspective it is we who are held in a very dark place, as I don't think there's any Spirit dimension that is heavier than this one. It's hell when you go through the loss of a loved one and believe them gone forever – and nothing can be worse than that.

				I've encountered many people who believe that breaching the vale and contacting the Spirit world is a dangerous thing to do, and that Spirits will somehow grasp that opportunity to come back and possess or attack us. I've yet to see any episodes of this, and, as I said, the Spirits undergo a revelation on passing over that lifts them and frees them from human evils. I've never yet met a so-called 'evil Spirit' or been affected by one, despite being open to them every time I tune into the other world. They are purely benevolent beings and it's impossible to imagine them rounding on the living. Once more, it's people on earth who torment themselves.

				If a Spirit was a malevolent person in life, he or she will need our prayers in order to progress in the Spirit life, and they are incapable of harming us any more – their struggle is with their own conscience instead. If we tell ourselves that something evil is holding us back, we will be held back – by ourselves, not the troubled Spirit. If we send compassion and prayers to them, we will move on, as will they. 

				I was on a tour of America with the wonderful medium Sylvia Browne when a member of the audience told her that she thought she was possessed by the devil. Sylvia delivered some Bronx compassion sharpish – 'Who are you to be possessed by Satan? Why you? Why not the Pope or somebody that'd get attention? Anyway, you can't be because I married the devil and his name's Vinnie and he's from Chicago.' No nonsense for Sylvia! It was true – well, maybe apart from the bit about her ex-husband – and I bet that lady started feeling better in no time. Or else she'd have had Sylvia to answer to!

				Another misconception shared by lots of people I have spoken to is the conviction that they themselves are somehow holding back their loved ones in Spirit. Because they haven't overcome their grief and miss them so dreadfully, the Spirit feels dragged down. 'Of course you're not holding him back,' I always assure them, as I know from many messages from the other side that the journey the Spirits are on is progressive and one-way. 

				They may choose to try to help us, but nothing that we do can hold them back. Even if they give us many messages over a period of years, they are still progressing. All that happens when we think we're clinging to them is that we are in fact stopping ourselves working through the natural stages of bereavement and are adding guilt to our troubles.

				When I first became interested in using my mediumistic skills I attended a development class at a local Spiritualist church and spent many years building my skills up. I was still working as a hairdresser full-time in a city barber's in Glasgow. One night the boss and I were working late when a woman of forty or so came in. She looked awful – exhausted and bedraggled, and carrying a dozen bags – and we got her sat down as quickly as we could. She asked if she could just have her hair washed and I said I'd certainly do it.

				As I started she was completely silent. It was a very profound silence too, as though she had no energy even to think, and I found it weighing on me. In the end I had to ask if she was ok, and something ran right through her body as she sighed. When you're a hairdresser people tell you things they wouldn't dream of telling anyone else – especially if they see you as a stranger they'll never have to see again – and I had the feeling she really needed someone to confide in. She seemed ready to burst. Whatever had happened to her must have been all but unbearable.

				She said, 'I'm having the most terrible, terrible time, son. I'm moving house.' I did my hairdresser thing and sympathized as I rinsed her hair out, saying, 'Oh, isn't that the most stressful thing you can do? Is it a nice house you're moving to?' Then she began at the beginning, and told me the whole story.

				Her husband had died of a heart attack when he was only in his early middle age. I nodded, but was suddenly aware of a Spirit gentleman being present. He gave me his name, and showed me himself standing by a taxi, for some reason. I was about to tell the lady but I bit my tongue and thought better. I decided to listen to more of her tale.

				She'd gone to a Spiritualist church and got a message from him that had left her overjoyed and closer than ever to him. I began blow-drying her hair gently, still listening to her while the Spirit man poured out more evidence. It felt as though I had one ear on each of the couple! Something still stopped me explaining it to the wife as she sat before me in the chair, talking softly. 

				She went on to tell me that she'd been so happy that she'd told her son about the message, but he was furious. He belonged to a very extreme Christian movement and he was horrified by what she'd done. He let rip, shouting, 'How could you? How could you pull my father back when he's progressing?' He seized her and dragged her to a church meeting by the scruff of her neck and told everyone what she'd done.

				They turned on her and denounced her, but she insisted that she knew that he was ok and that giving that message hadn't hurt him in the least. She'd felt so good when she got the communication that she couldn't and wouldn't be persuaded that it hadn't been the right thing to do. When the Christian group heard this they became convinced that she had been attacked and taken over by something wicked and began to beat her viciously, trying physically to drive the 'demon' out, cursing her for bringing that evil into their church.

				The minister himself had punched her in the solar plexus, I remember her telling me in a trembling voice. She was hurt so badly that she'd ended up bruised and vomiting. She couldn't stay with her son after that and had run away. She didn't even dare think of her husband any more – she was terrified that the people at the church were right, and she had done him harm.

				She told me her husband's name – it matched the one the Spirit gentleman had given me – and that he had been a taxi driver. By this point I knew why I'd felt I shouldn't pass on the messages he was giving me. I'm sure that if this random hairdresser had started telling her about her husband on the Spirit side she would be so scared that she would have thought it was just as the church had told her – that Satan was throwing things in her path.

				So I carried on brushing her hair and asked her, 'If you loved your husband, do you really think you could hold him back? Because I don't really know anything about this stuff, but I don't think you could.' And she said, 'Well, that's true.' She said he'd been her best friend as well as her lover; they'd had a very, very close bond. 'So,' I said, 'don't you think he'd want to come through?'

				'Well, yes.' 

				'Do you feel you want to talk to him? Because you know what, if I'd lost someone I'd want to talk to them.'

				'I'm dying to talk to him but I'd be holding him back.'

				'Do you think you could hurt him when you loved him so much? I don't think so. And anything that's as extreme as that church and says you can't contact someone you love, whether they're dead or alive, can't be any good.' I was warming to my theme, as what she needed from the Spirit world wasn't words but some sanity. Just by being able to talk and get some common sense back, she was relaxing visibly.

				As I was putting the finishing touches to her hair she said, 'You're right. It can't be wrong, what I did. And I knew that.'

				'The message you got in the spooky place,' I said, meaning the Spiritualist church – I didn't want to give anything away – 'How did you feel?'

				She turned in her chair and looked at me and said, 'I felt warm. I felt alive for the first time since his death. I felt a reconnection, I felt strong again.'

				I put a hand on her shoulder and said, 'Can I just say something to you? I think you should just go with your feelings. I don't think you need to rush back to that Spiritualist place. If that felt ok, I don't think it's wrong of you to think of your husband because you'd never hold him back. How could you?' It was as though I was giving her permission, and that was the message that came directly from her husband. 

				Before she left I asked if she had a picture and she fished one out of one of her bags showing him standing in front of his taxi and I knew for sure he'd definitely been there as I was washing her hair. 

				She'd missed her husband, pure and simple, but it's seldom true that the relationship between the one who has passed and the one who is left behind is so uncomplicated, as people rarely die what you might call 'tidy deaths', having set all their affairs in order. There is almost always a mass of unfinished emotional business that people are at a loss to sort out and this can contort the process of grieving in all kinds of ways. It can be difficult to distinguish between the actual sense of shock and loss and the other emotions that crowd in, and the mourner misinterprets all these and finds themselves lost in a maze of destructive feelings. Most commonly, people are angry with the person who has passed for any one of a number of reasons, and they feel ashamed because they are thinking ill of the dead, so then they become guilty too.

				Memories that have been repressed or forgotten resurface as we think over the life that has just ended, and they all have to be dealt with in turn before the death of our loved one can be accepted. A sitting with a medium can help to tie up these loose ends, as it were, but it still takes a lot of work from the bereaved to accept what those in the Spirit world have to tell them.

				Spirits exist in a higher state of emotional awareness and that's why they seem much wiser than they were in their time in this life. They have lost the restraints and other fears that stopped them understanding these things and have clarity of mind that can be enlightening for those they have left behind. They can give information which their loved one on earth never dreamed they knew about them, and it is done with the aim of helping them to move on and stop being wracked by other negative emotions like anger and guilt.

				I once gave a sitting to a widow who had had suffered from depression all her life, but never discussed it with her husband of thirty years. She'd thought he just had no interest in her happiness, and now that he was gone she didn't know if she should mourn him or resent what she saw as years of neglect. He came through to tell her that he had known all along that she was troubled, but that he had been scared to face it, so had just never let her know how acutely he felt her distress.

				His own mother had had a nervous breakdown when he was young and he had been so hurt by that that he had gone into denial when he realized his own wife was ill. This explanation cast their relationship in a whole new light and his widow was able to understand a side of her husband that she had never thought existed.

				Of course, the knowledge that the life you have lost is not actually over can also cause guilt. If our loved ones in Spirit have this new insight, what do they know about things we might have tried to conceal from them in life? Many people find that death is a great teacher, and they have to take stock of their own behaviour when a loved one passes. The lesson is learned late, but is still valid, and it can go a long way to bringing 'closure' if you can take it to heart.

				A man was once referred to me who seemed to be in a bad way; his body language was agitated in the extreme, and before I could even begin he told me that he had come to see a medium because he had had several affairs during his marriage and now that his wife had passed, he had had an awful dawning realisation that perhaps she knew exactly what he'd got up to behind her back. Now of course, he was filled with remorse and wished he could have confessed it to her when she was still alive.

				When I tuned into Spirit, his wife made contact and traded the usual pieces of proof so that he would know she was in touch from the Spirit side. He accepted all this, but I could see that he was still waiting for some kind of bombshell as he fidgeted in his chair. Throughout the half-hour sitting his wife never mentioned that he had cheated on her, but just offered him memory after memory of their time together. 

				There was no sense of resentment coming through from her, but only the reiteration that she loved him and wished he would stop torturing himself. I don't know how you could tell if she knew about his infidelities or not; she certainly chose not to mention them directly. By focusing him on the better times in their marriage she may have been hinting indirectly that she did, but she was also pushing back the heavy guilt that was consuming his mind to make room for more positive feelings.
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