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Henry Introduction More Than Ever, people go ahead and share their experiences with post-death communication. Through television and film, the question of whether life outside of death has captivated our popular culture, not because it's a new question, but because people open their minds to new answers. When I
first got the call that my television show, Hollywood Medium with Tyler Henry, was green light, I promised to make it my goal to explore all the answers came my way and share them honestly with the world. This is a mission that I am still in practice for, and my own questions are multiplying with the day. With all the
different opinions about the medium and the mental phenomena in circulation, I strive to provide unique, easy-to-understand explanations obtained through my firsthand experience. I firmly believe that people should be able to decide for themselves what resonates with them. I dedicate myself to what I have learned
through communication with the other side, and I encourage you to take from it something that resonates with you. When it comes to later-things are not black or white. Taking into account the gray areas between them, I will explain some of the most consistent dynamics I've observed over over a thousand readings.
There are many exceptions to the rules, but this is the beauty of the other side. It's much more complicated and nuanced than anything we as humans can understand. There are some great questions that I may never be answered. However, every small answer helps to contribute to our understanding of a much larger
question: what happens when we die? I'm talking to dead people. What is even more interesting, the dead tell me, primarily by sending mental impressions and sensations from the other side. Everything I do revolves around checking, that is, getting confirmation from the nanny that the information I receive is accurate
and can only be known by the spirit of communication. After the check, my client receives the knowledge that the soul of their loved one continues, is in peace, and can report all that is left unspoken or which has been realized in the process of transition. If there's one thing I've learned from my work, it's that diversity is a
gift in life. I know many different kinds of people will be attracted to this book, from all different walks of life, belief systems, and degree of familiarity with the subject. In the following pages I will go with you my spiritual beliefs. However, I think it is more important for you to understand the process of exactly what happens
when the spirit comes through. For this reason, I will focus on the details of the experience, so that you can draw your own conclusions about how it all fits into the bigger picture of your beliefs. Individual differences aside, I think we can agree that we all benefit from the healing of others and the idea that love is eternal.
The purpose of my work, and the work of many other genuine environments, is to strengthen universal truths. I understand that my ability is a gift, not something for which I can take any credit. I just channel for information to come through and reach those who are open to hearing, then we all have the natural ability to
do, to varying degrees. Practice breeds consistency, and the more we develop and believe in our gut feelings, the more significantly and accurately our intuition can help us. Even after performing countless readings, I still have to remind myself daily to get out of my own way and allow myself to be a clear vessel through
which messages can flow. When I first started learning about my abilities, I spent endless hours in bookstores and libraries, reading a few books a day, and searching the Internet for resources and information about what made me so different. To be the only one experiencing a completely different world was alienation in
the truest sense. I felt like I had one leg in this world and one in the next. I didn't understand, and I don't feel understood, on both sides. As a child, learning the rope to our earthly dimension was challenging enough, let alone throwing another one into the mix. I was somewhere in between, a messenger in the middle of
two worlds: the environment. Throughout my life, I have come to understand the world in two ways. In a way, I, like any other twenty-year-old adapting to adulthood, learn to live independently (and use the dishwasher for the first time, admittedly). However, in a very different sense, part of me is that most people see it as
a Tyler Henry environment Macaulay Culkin lookalike who gets in touch with dead close celebrities on television. While most people may not relate to what it's like to get visual, sensory and mental impressions of people who have already died, everyone is able to understand the impact of these messages on loved ones
who need it most. Whether it's a reference to pink fuzzy bones from your aunt Edna, or an internal joke shared with my beloved grandmother, these are the messages I strive to deliver, no matter how random they may seem to me personally. When my clients come to read, I consider the process of connecting as a bit of
a puzzle to solve. I get impressions of one or more perfume, and together, querent and I establish how the message is relevant and where it connects. Fifty per cent of the testimonies receive information and 50 per cent unravel it. Over the past few years doing sessions, I have seen countless forms of healing as a result
of checking messages. Whether it's closing away from a loved one, much-needed guessing evidence, or releasing guilt, I've been able to see what makes the most life-changing distinction in every post-death connection. With every contact I make, I strive to bring a loved one through so clearly that it is incomprehensible
to my client, I'm connecting. This confirmation comes from descriptions of personality traits, quirks, family traditions, internal references, and sometimes even physical manners. It's This. small, but specific, details that communicate the essence of who is someone in life, and the same may be true for those on the other
side. Each day brings new impressions and new stories shared by souls who are able to understand what really mattered in their lives. Their messages teach us what we should value on our own. First of all, I learned that moving to the other side offers perspective. Ironically, it's the dead who have the most to teach us
about life. In this book, I hope to provide the reader with a narrative unlike any other - one that is honest, down-to-earth, and uses terms everyone can understand. Aside from answering some of the frequently asked questions, I want to delve into all areas of my human experience, as well as those of the people living
and dead whose paths I have crossed. Beginning I cried, Mom, we have to say goodbye to Grandma! Surprised in my own words, I paused before continuing, We must go now. She's going to die tonight. I came across the kitchen and stood next to my mother. I felt an irresistible urgency. I just woke up with full
confidence that my beloved grandmother was going to die. It was like a memory, but it hasn't happened yet. Without words, my mother grabbed her phone and purse and headed for the door. When I followed her, time seemed to slow down. I felt a sense of loss of flooding and ebbing through me, in the grueling waves. I
knew that I absolutely needed to say goodbye to my grandmother; I also knew we didn't have much time. As we hurried to the car, my mother's phone rang. The feeling of dating is nagging at me. What began as an inexplicable confidence has now become a reality in front of my eyes: my mother answered the phone and
was told that her grandmother had taken her last breath just a few minutes ago. In ten years, I just had my first experience with what can only be described as knowledge. This feeling was not just a guess. It was a belief that did not falter, despite a misunderstanding of where it came from. From that day on, strange
knowledge will change every aspect of life and death as I have come to understand them. Having never known before what foresight or intuition is, I was deeply confused by what had happened. Why did I wake up in such a way unlike anything I have ever experienced-passed with unknowable information and the urgent
need to report it? Ultimately, my grandmother's death affected my life more than anyone could have imagined at the time. When my family grieved, I couldn't forget the feeling I felt that night. The people around me were crying, but I couldn't make myself feel the way they did. Somehow, knowing in advance that she was
going to transition, even though it was only for a few moments, completely changed the way I handled the news of her death. Because I experienced the future as the past, I realized on the deep that the result could not have been prevented. More than needing any consolation, I I myself comforting my parents. I wasn't
surprised that my mom didn't tell my dad about my feeling. Almost without realizing this experience, my parents were even less inclined to understand it. What surprised me was one memory that plays in my head. It was my mom grabbing her stuff and rushing through the door, vesing attention to my warning without
hesitation. Does she have any knowledge of herself that what I said was true? The next evening, when I settled in bed, I lay down and closed my eyes. After the agonising previous twenty-four hours, I tried to calm my emotions. As I began to dry up, I noticed a sweet scent wafting into the room. It was distinctly familiar.
In my semi-conscious state, I realized that this fragrance was the same floral perfume my grandmother wore when I was a little boy. Lying there, I remembered the happy memories we shared and how to see what the smell was. I squeezed my eyes closed. I was afraid that if I opened them up, this precious bond with
my grandmother would dissipate. I felt like slipping into the edge of sleep. Suddenly, I was shocked to wake up with a sense of complete vigilance. I wasn't alone in my room. Just as my eyes adapted to the darkness, there was light. Were they car lights shining from the street? I rubbed my eyes. Standing at the foot of
my bed there was a figure. It was like a much younger version of my recently deceased, elderly grandmother. To this day, I am amazed at how calm my ten-year-old self was about this event. My late grandmother stood at the foot of my bed, smiling, and shrouded in golden light. Although she looked forty years younger
than I had ever seen her, her essence was unmistakable. I was delighted with her beaming. Before her death, she had been battling cancer for several months, she had lost all her hair and was unable to get out of bed. When I saw her now, she had beautiful, slightly curled blond hair, young pink cheeks and kind eyes. I
saw her when she saw herself. Before I had time to process what was going on, my thoughts were interrupted by a voice that I had known all my life. There won't be much, but the necklace in the brown box is yours,' she said. It's just stuff. See you again. I watched in amazement. As casually she seemed, and her
demeanor was as lenient as it was in life. Her voice was a kind, comforting sound that was so familiar to me. The light around her expanded, and she stepped forward. I felt her warm embrace around me and her wordless message: her love for me surpassed death itself. I knew my grandmother for only ten years of her
life, but her presence seemed to communicate all her life memories. It was an experience that I appreciate to this day. Not only did I get the closure, but I got perspective. I've seen her like I've never seen her before. While our visit was brief, so many bright flashes came through just being around it. Up to this point I
never realized that messages could be delivered Words. These messages came in the form of photographs that initially had little personal meaning: a gold necklace in a wooden box that turned into a colorful ladybug and an explosion of red roses. I had no control over or understanding of these images. They appeared in
my head as vividly as a fresh memory. It would seem that as soon as it started, my visit with my grandmother was over. I experienced the emptiness of my room - the previous warmth of the reunion, which flowed through it in a surreal moment, suddenly ended. Those moments were out of time, as if I had been delivered
to eternity myself. Now the light that has just given me so much joy is in stark contrast to the darkness. Strangely, this moment felt like her second death. Years later, I would like to know that some who transition do not visit their loved ones immediately after the passing. They don't want an unprepared loved one to feel
the second wave of losses when the visit ends. Ultimately, I believe that the departed know how far we are in our process of grief and our willingness to receive their signs. On the other hand, as part of the soul process in finding a solution, they sometimes communicate messages to their loved ones as a means of
getting closure for themselves. When I was awake trying to process what I had just experienced, the question crossed my mind whether to tell my parents about the visit. I knew I had to be careful at such a sensitive time, not knowing how they would react. My late grandmother was visiting me in my sleep, and I had no
doubt that it was a real interaction that took place. It was my first spiritual awakening, not to mention a literal awakening. I felt grateful for such a certain connection and closure with the first loved one I experienced loss. However, her visit left me with far more questions than answers. I have not had prior discussions with
my family about the souls being able to communicate after death. I did not know whether my parents would find my communication comforting or disturbing, especially in light of the fact that he predicted the demise of my grandmother. I knew that both my parents attended church and that my extended family was deeply
religious, with strong convictions. I struggled to fit my experience into their framework. If after death there is only heaven and hell, how is my recently deceased grandmother in my room? At the time, I came to the conclusion that the safest thing to keep my vision with me. I started digging the answers myself. I couldn't
help but wonder, with all the messages my grandmother can communicate, why focus on the necklace? Especially the one I don't even know existed, and in a message that made little sense? We shared memories over ten years, but she didn't mention any. Instead, she stressed that not getting caught up in material
things. It's confusing, because, being ten and not particularly sentimental, I didn't feel the need to have of my grandmother to remember her, a lot of a lot I'd like to get bogged down by a lifetime of readings in which messages would come through, for which I just couldn't understand the context. Again and again, I would
teach that context is not essential for being a channel. The credibility that what I interpreted intuitively was factual - without analysis - was the first step needed to verify the veracity of the messages. For the next few days, my family was preparing for my grandmother's funeral. In the church, when people filled the pews, I
didn't feel the need to be there. Just a few days earlier, I had experienced the deepest closure for which a person could ask. While I do not fully understand what my experience meant, I never question how
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