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			Preface

			Writing this book has been an amazing experience for me. The book consists of interviews I have had with people that each have experienced something extraordinary. Or people that live a life with abilities over and above what we are used to seeing.

			I have known for a long time that many people experience things they don’t dare tell about. That it is possible to gain contact with spirits. And that some have great, magical abilities that are only known to few chosen persons.

			I was very curious to learn about these things.

			For that reason, I decided to track down some of these people and ask my questions. By the same token, I chose to leave myself out of the book.

			This, however, could not be done entirely. I was moved by their tales that I found touching and shocking. They left a lasting impression on me, and have led to subsequent speculation about these things.

			Afterwards I questioned how it is we actually live our lives. Are we missing out on the essential part of the answers we seek by believing beforehand that the answers are not to be found? Or that the answers we find cannot be grounded in the realities we are familiar with. Later, I have expanded these thoughts with the question:

			What reality? Whose reality? 

			It now appears to me that there are many realities. That perhaps, has been the most exciting and rewarding part of meeting these people.

			The stories span over a great variation of themes. There is the child that remembered a different life he had lived, and could subsequently show his parents around in a foreign country. And then, on returning home, being unable to find out which boy he actually was.

			The girl that experiences spirits that move her things around and makes use of her television whenever it wishes.

			The parents that had their deceased child returned to them, when they became parents a second time.

			The man that came to live in another man’s body.

			The woman that expels ghosts from houses and at the same time gets to hear their life stories.

			The man who walked on hot coals. And that one day heard music from the universe.

			The child that knew everything beforehand.

			 Several of these people tell of how they experienced their meeting with the unknown. With something that they were not aware of before these meetings. 

			Others tell that they work with forces known only to few.

			Finally, there is the woman that, at a training course, experienced that the leader of the course was an alien.

			After a highly surprising interview with him, I was speechless and very moved. This man had not merely accepted a feeling or random speculation about these matters. He had examined them in depth, from a number of different perspectives, and remembers the previous lives he has lived out in the universe.

			That opened an entirely new universe for me, and since that interview, my vantage point is not the same as it was before.

			I asked most of the interview persons what their contact with the “something or someone out there” has meant to them. Each and every one of them has told me that their world feels much greater and richer than if they had not had these experiences.

			Several of them tell about incredible abilities they have had since childhood. Others have experienced that these abilities have ceased again once they reached school age, because they found it too difficult to be in “normal surroundings” with something that was neither respected nor understood.

			While compiling the book, a rather suspicious young man asked me to tell a little about my interviews. After giving him a brief overview, and nearly in contempt, he exclaimed: “That sort of thing cannot happen. And you want me to believe it?”

			I answered that things were not as he believed. I did not want anyone to believe anything. Each one of us must decide for ourselves what we believe in. That is one of the true beauties of life. That it is open and freely accessible in all of it’s nuances. But we decide for ourselves what we see, hear, experience and believe, and how we use that knowledge.

			If nothing else, this book gives a number of options.

			Finally, I want to give my heartfelt thanks to all the people that have shown me their trust, and told me about their lives. It has been a great gift to me, that I, accordingly would like to share with everyone who reads this book.

			Irma Lauridsen

			

		

	
		
			Susanne

			When our son Alex was six years old, we went on a trip to Italy. Alex had never been to Italy before. The first place we visited was Venice.

			Venice is a big city, and I was a little nervous that Alex would get lost there. So I tried to explain to him, that in Venice the tiles in the roads are laid out in a special way. If you are on one of the main roads, the tiles either lead to Marcus Square or to the Rialto Bridge.

			I explained that if he got lost, he should try to walk in the direction of one of the main roads, where he either could find Marcus Square or the Rialto Bridge.

			He looked at me like I was an idiot and I could tell by the look on his face, that none of this was a problem. He said:

			“I won’t get lost”

			But I repeated:

			“If you in any way get lost, then do as I told you. In that way we will always be able to find you.

			The boy said again:

			“I really won’t get lost! But you can just let me lead the way. Let me walk in front!”

			A little surprised we looked at him, and I said:

			“Ok, you walk in front.”

			In that way, we felt that we would be able to keep an eye on him.

			Did you at any time have any idea about what the boy said really meant?

			No, I didn’t. By now it was afternoon, and we walked around in the small streets and alleys in Venice. By the end of the afternoon we agreed to try to find our hotel. We were ready to rest a while and change our clothes before having dinner.

			If I were to find the hotel, I would have started at Marcus Square, because it was from that point I could remember where our hotel was. But by this time, we had walked so far, that I had no idea where we were. If I was going to find the hotel, we would have to turn back and start from Marcus Square.

			But when I told Alex that we were going back to the hotel, he suddenly said: 

			“Ok, I’ll find it!”

			I thought: Find it? A six year old boy!  I had no clue where we were. But very convincing, the boy said:

			“I’ll find it, don’t worry.”

			I shook my head. And thought: Okay, we will probably end up somehow at Marcus Square, if we take the direction Alex proposed, but who knows? So we just decided to follow him.

			It was very simple. We rounded two corners, and we were suddenly back at the hotel.

			Had you walked that way before, so that Alex might somehow have remembered the way? 

			No, not at all. We had never walked that way before, so I was very surprised. I couldn’t possibly imagine how he could find it. But, in fact, he knew exactly where it was, and had never been in doubt about it. 

			Alex hadn’t yet learned to read then, so he couldn’t have seen signs or anything else that might have shown him the way back to the hotel. Actually, there were no signs showing the way to our hotel.

			Just after that, my husband and I started thinking about what had happened. I thought: That was just by chance. But later I could see that it was not just by chance. He was far too sure of himself for that to be the case.

			Following that, we began to realize that Alex in many situations wanted to lead the way. In almost all situations.

			Just before leaving Venice, and standing there with our bags packed, Alex stood with his arms around the railing of the boat and looked over Venice and all that we sailed passed, and quietly he said: “This has been really nice to see Venice again!”

			I thought: What did he say? He had never been to Venice before!

			Did you talk with him about it when you got home?

			Yes. About two weeks after returning home, I put him up on my lap and said: 

			“What did you actually mean with what you said while we were sailing in Venice?”

			“But mommy, you are not my real mommy,“ he said.

			And I thought: What is he saying?!

			I replied: “Of course I am, Alex. You know that I gave birth to you.”

			“Yes”, he said. “I know that, but there is somehow something that I can’t figure out”.

			“You can’t figure it out?” I asked surprised.

			  “No”, he said with a wondering sound in his voice, “because .... my mother is in Venice.“

			Stuttering, I said: 

			“But you have seen pictures, where I was pregnant, and that was you that I had in my stomach ...”

			“Yes, I know”, he answered, “but I lived in Venice with my mother. But suddenly it was you that took care of me. And then you had me. You were supposed to just take care of me.”

			Did you ask him about other things that could give a clearer picture of what he was talking about?

			No, I don’t think we talked more about it that day, because I didn’t want to pressure him. But in time I have pieced his story together.

			Another day, when he wanted to talk, I tried to follow his line of thinking, and I asked him:

			“How was it for you being in Venice back then?”

			”It was fine, until something happened,” he answered.

			“Did you like being with your mother?” I asked.

			“Yes,” he said, “I was very little back then, and we were about to move into a house that someone had built. While they were building it, we went up to watch. I ran around playing hide-and-seek with my mother. I hid myself in one of the rooms. But we never came to live in that house, because my father died.”

			“He died?” I asked surprised.

			”Yes, suddenly one day the police came by boat to our house and told us that my father was dead.”

			“How did he die?”I asked.

			“Some fish crates fell on top of him,” he said very convincingly. “He had been out fishing.”

			Fish crates, I thought. I knew that the men fished in the lagoon in Venice, but Alex hadn’t seen that when we were in Venice, so it wasn’t something that he had remembered from our trip .We hadn’t seen fishermen, fishing boats or crates, so he couldn’t have connected that to something we had seen on our trip.

			He explained that due to his father’s death, that they couldn’t move in to the new house, and continued:

			“We didn’t have much money, so we had to move in with my cousins.”

			 Another day, Alex told me: 

			“When my mother and I lived in Venice together with my cousins, we had to go down to one of the shops and buy spaghetti that hadn’t been made that same day.”

			A few days later, I couldn’t keep myself from asking Alex: 

			“How can it be that your father and I were supposed to take care of you, like you said before.”

			Then he told me that he had become ill, when he was living in Venice. In the beginning, the doctor would come to see him from time to time. But as he grew more ill, the doctor no longer had time to come, because there were so many people that were ill. He didn’t really know what happened, but all of a sudden, his father and I were taking care of him, he explained.

			Later I have come to understand from what he has told me, that he must have died at the age of fifteen or sixteen.

			Did you ever talk about your trip to Venice? 

			Yes, we did. And one day Alex said:

			 “Mommy, there is something that I don’t understand. You know that nice bridge we walked over - it didn’t actually look like that back then.”

			“How did it look?”I asked curiously.

			“It was made of wood,” the boy answered, very sure of himself.

			The Rialto Bridge is today built out of marble. But Alex told that it had previously been built out of wood.

			Through history books, I tried to find out whether there was any truth to his story. I learned that the bridge had burned down several times and had been rebuilt. Back in the 13 century, the bridge was called the Quartarolo Bridge. It was a draw bridge made of wood. It wasn’t until 1590 that the Rialto Bridge as we know it today was rebuilt in marble.

			If Alex had lived down there during the plague in 1575, which fit with Alex’s story of all the people that were ill then, the Rialto Bridge would have been a wooden bridge at that time. But it was also a bridge that was finely decorated, and was more than just a bridge made of wooden beams, as it was in the beginning.

			Did you have the impression that those thoughts affected Alex in the time following that?

			Alex had some problems after we returned home from Venice. He had begun back to school after the summer holiday. It was as if he had become a little more aggressive. In the following couple of years, it didn’t take much to make him angry.

			I asked him once, what was wrong, and he answered: 

			“Sometimes I can’t figure out if I am myself or the other boy, or if I come from here or I come from Venice.”

			I am quite sure that this is an actual recollection that Alex has. And I have wondered whether or not, when he had lived in Venice, if he somehow might have had to be aggressive to get by. That he had to use his elbows to manage the life back then. The type of aggression that Alex showed, seemed to me to be a kind of big city aggression. And I have thought that Venice perhaps had been a difficult place to get by back then.

			He didn’t have any of those problems before our trip to Venice. And when we were in Venice, I didn’t feel that he in any way had undergone any personality changes. He just walked in front the whole time, leading the way, with a certain sense of pride. His aggression came only later, after we had returned home.

			He started to have difficulties concentrating, and quickly he had trouble learning. To try to help him a little, I said to him one day: 

			“Alex, is there anything that you could do back then in Venice, that you can use here? Anything you were good at?”

			After thinking a little, he answered:

			 “You know what ... I was good at throwing apples. But I can’t really use that here.”

			At a certain point, I felt that I had to tell Alex’s teachers what was going on, so they could better understand him. So I arranged a meeting, where I told them how Alex wasn’t always quite sure of who he was. They just sat there with their jaws dropped the whole time as I told this story. But I explained how I viewed what Alex had told me. How they felt about all this, I am not sure.

			Did he tell more about Venice?

			No, I felt that I had to stop it. I stopped asking Alex about anything having to do with Venice. I felt that he needed to find some peace of mind, so even though I still was very curious about it, I stopped mentioning it.

			As time passed, his aggression began to dwindle. And I sensed that he, little by little, started to close off for the memories of Venice.

			When Alex was around 9 years old, I discovered that he had certain abilities that not many people have. I found out, for example, that he could see auras. While looking at me one day, he said: “I can see that you have a lot of green in you today. But I can see it best a little off to your side.”

			My mother can see auras too, so without telling her about Alex’s experience, I asked her one day: “Try looking at me. Which color is there most of around me?”, and she answered:

			 “The green color is the most dominant.”

			Shortly after that, I discovered that Alex was a little sad. I asked him what was wrong.

			He answered:

			“One of my helpers is gone, and he isn’t coming back.”

			I hadn’t mentioned spiritual helpers to Alex, even though I believe in them myself. I tried to comfort him by telling him that he would probably get a new helper one day.

			About 8 days later, he came very cheerfully into the room where I was sitting, and said: 

			“Mommy, I have a new helper. He is so funny! Sometimes he sits and whispers in to my ear, jokes and a lot of other things. I have told some of the other kids at school about some of the things he has said to me, and they thought it was funny and laughed. But they don’t know that it is something that someone has whispered to me.”

			Alex told me that sometimes, if he had problems that he couldn’t find a solution to, that he would just ask his helpers, and everything would be fine again.

			It was wonderful to experience that Alex was happy again. And he was ready to get on with his present life, fully and completely.

		

	
		
			Chris

			A couple of years ago my life got turned completely around. It happened spontaneously and by chance, if one believe in chance.

			I had been working for several years as a doctor, and my wife and I had moved to Sweden, were I had been offered a job at a hospital. Everything went just fine the first year. After a while the workload began to increase.

			For my entire adult life I had been stressed. Firstly, there was medical school, where I also worked a job on the side to make ends meet. Later on, my ambitions stressed me.

			I had grown tired of the life I led. It was all about work, and even more, about the work I didn’t seem to be able to finish. My wife had grown tired of me. Basically, she never saw me, and I could see that leading to us having to go our own ways. We hardly even knew each other anymore.

			One day when I was walking down the stairs to the cellar in our house, I fell. My misfortune was that at the bottom of the stairs, right where my leg hit, was a piece of glass, that cut itself into my skin and leaving a nasty wound.

			I was home alone at the time. There was quite a lot of bleeding, and I didn’t have any wound dressings or bandages on hand in order to take care of it myself . I managed to quickly arrange a makeshift bandage in order to hold it all in place. Then I changed to shorts, started my car and drove to the emergency room. At the emergency room, the wound was stitched, and I drove home again.

			 On the way home, my entire life was put in front of me. I felt at once that I had to take a look at the course my life had taken. The accident had occurred due to my being stressed, inattentive and moving too quickly. Was the life I was leading really worth living?

			I didn’t think I could change it just then. I had a good job, even though it meant working hard and long hours. Far too hard. There was nothing I could do to change it.

			On top of my rather solemn mental state, I knew that my leg might give me trouble in the coming days and weeks.

			The relationship with my wife was all but good, and we had begun to discuss where we were headed together. Also the fact that we hadn’t had children because we hadn’t had the time for that. I looked around me and could see that it was springtime. But I didn’t even notice the change of seasons anymore, due to stress. All that just tended to dissipate into a kind of fog for me.

			I could not see any way of getting out of all of this.

			 In the time following that, the most horrific thoughts came over me - either I could just suddenly disappear without telling anyone, sit down and stare out on some tropical island, or instead just put an end to my life. At one point, I noticed one car after the next on the opposite side of the road- it became ever more tempting to turn my car in that direction, so I could put an end to it, once and for all.

			That thought shocked me so much that I broke out in a cold sweat over my whole body. 

			I saw a hitchhiker, with his thumb out. I had never even considered picking up a hitchhiker before, and had often warned my wife not to do so.

			But I wasn’t myself at that moment. I was completely out of whack, not because of my leg, but because of the thought and feeling my accident had provoked. Actually, I think I stopped to pick up the hitchhiker, because at that very moment I felt a profound and totally childlike need for compas¬sion. And as there was no one whom I knew in the immediate vicinity, I stopped and opened the car door for a complete stranger.

			Somewhere inside of me, my well-known and warning voice told me that this could be dangerous. But at that time, the voice was too weak to be heard.

			He was a nice-looking man, around forty year olds, I would guess. Maybe a little younger. He had jeans on and a white T-shirt. He didn’t look like a homeless person or a violent type.

			From the moment he got into the car, I felt a liberating calmness and comfort. Something, that I later came to think that I hadn’t felt since I was a child. This man radiated so much inner harmony that I - now I am almost crying as I write this - that I was just about to cast myself crying into his arms. I know that sounds strange, that a man of my position that so often has to help others manage their problems, could feel such an urge. When I think about it now, I think that I have always felt that it was pitiful to feel a need to cry on someone else’s shoulder. And of course, I stopped myself before it actually happened.

			Instead, I lit a cigarette. It didn’t appear that the hitchhiker appreciated that very much. After a couple of very long drags, I put the cigarette out. Then I asked him where he was going.

			He answered me that it wasn’t that important. He just wanted to ride with me for a while. That answer ought to have alarmed me, but because of what I sensed about him, it did not.

			I don’t know why, but I didn’t start the car and drive on after picking him up. In any other situation, at any other time, the level of stress and discomfort that I had been experiencing would have forced me to just quickly get the car moving. But now … it was somehow as if I was meant to just stay put by the side of the road with the stranger for the rest of eternity.

			We began to talk. He was unusually easy to talk to, although for the most part, he just listened. It was almost as if he knew everything about my life. Perhaps he had a life something like mine himself, I thought to myself. Or maybe he had lived such a life at one time.

			I told him about my job, and how I had been trying to make some sense of my life, that I was fed up with my life. Just after telling him that, I tried to brush it over by adding that I had chosen that life myself. I didn’t want to give the stranger the impression that I was whining about my life. But I concluded that I did not have a choice. I had to work more and more all the time. And at the end of the day, of course I could handle it, and that all would probably end happily.

			The stranger looked at me worriedly, but he didn’t say anything. After a short period of silence, which I found rather uncomfortable, I asked if he believed that things would turn out that way too.

			He said no.

			“You choose it yourself”, he said. “It’s you that controls your life. Why do you want to steer it right over the edge of disaster?”

			I chuckled a bit, a little nervously. How could he just say that? In my own defense, I said that I wasn’t steering toward disaster, but toward being a good doctor.

			But he answered me that I would probably die of a heart attack, if I kept living the way I did.

			I actually think I laughed a little, feeling a little embarrassed about his straightforwardness. I said to him that he couldn’t really mean that I would die, just because I was busy. Other were just as busy as me. But the stranger stuck to what he had said.

			Than I began to ask myself whether he might perhaps be a psychologist, a clairvoyant or something of the kind, since he could just toss something like that out without batting an eye.

			The man just smiled.

			Nearly indignantly, I asked him what he thought I should do, because I couldn’t just give up my job and think that another job was out there just waiting for me.

			The man answered calmly, that if I wanted to have a life, that I should quit my job, no matter what I thought might happen. That is where I should start.

			And I think I added rather loudly:

			“The start to what?”

			“To your life”, he answered.”You haven’t had a life since you were a child. But you can choose to live if you want to.”

			I smiled again, this time a little anxiously, because his words hit me right at the heart. It didn’t feel uncomfortable, but I said to him, that I had a life. What was he talking about?

			The man kept claiming that I didn’t have a life, and that I probably already aware of that myself.

			“But what if I lose my source of income, and I don’t have any money at all, or I start falling apart completely?” I asked, just to exaggerate my point. He was going to have to explain. Give me some kind of an alternative. Or just keep quiet.

			While looking straight at me with the calming eyes, that seemed to see right through me, he simply answered: 

			“You won’t lose anything of real value, if you do what you really want to do. Unfortunately, most people don’t do what they want to do. Believe me, you won’t lose anything. The problem is, that people think, they lose something. And then things turn out the way, that they imagine they will. Just have faith in that you will get something, and it will happen.”

			“Do you promise?”I asked a little sharply and started the car with a jolt. I saw the man nod his head convincingly, and found it a little laughable. What did this stranger know about my life? I was annoyed and in an inner turmoil. How dared he! And how could I suddenly find myself opening up the most vulnerable sides of myself to a stranger. I had never ever done that before.

			Now I just wanted to drive. And tell him that this is the end of the ride, even though there still was some distance to my house. The lat thing I needed right now was a stranger telling me what was best for me.

			I drove a little faster than the speed limit. I could feel the blood pouring through my veins. I quickly looked over at the man, who was sitting calmly next to me. His eyes were focused on my leg.

			“That was quite a shock”, he suddenly said after a long space of silence. Han reached out his hand as if he was about to touch my leg.

			I shouted that he for god’s sake should keep his hands off my leg. It was bad enough as it was. You don’t just walk around with a big gash on your leg without having been shocked somehow, or in some kind of pain.

			It wasn’t until much later that I began to wonder whether it was my leg he was referring to.

			 I was just about to say that the ride was over, as I was nearly home. It didn’t matter to me whether it was true or not - I just wanted him out of my car. He had listened to me and that was fine, but my pride could not stand having to depend on him telling me what was right or wrong for me. I was ready to let him off, and I turned my head towards him.

			I don’t have any idea how it could have happened. The man was no longer in the car!

			I quickly looked into the back seat, which was the only plausible alternative. He wasn’t there either.

			I was so shaken that the foot that was on the accelerator wouldn’t respond at all. A few yards further down the road, I pulled off into a turn-off, where I sat staring into space. Then I got out of the car and walked around and looked for the man. I even looked in the trunk of the car. I can see know how ridiculous that was. I don’t really know what else I did, as I was completely out of touch with time or space.

			Where was the man?! He couldn’t have just disappeared out of the car while we were driving. We hadn’t even had to stop along the way. And I swear that there wasn’t a single stoplight, where I had to stop, as it was in an area where there were no stoplights. I hadn’t turned off the road either, where I would have had to have slowed down. And there was no other logical explanation to this at all.

			The fact is that the man disappeared without a trace . And I could find no explanation whatsoever.

			What did you do from that point on? 

			I haven’t a clue. I went back to look. And I looked slowly and everywhere, especially right along the roadside. I thought: the door on the passenger side couldn’t have opened without me hearing it. It was completely impossible that it could have happened like that. But how then? I was frantic. He was nowhere to be found, no matter where I looked.

			After driving around for some time, I decided to drive home, slowly and without noticing anything around me. In that state, I must have been a danger to have driving around on the road. Because I have no idea what I did or where I was driving. I finally found my way home, by the little memory I had at the time, and with a subconscious sense of where my house was. I had driven that trip home so many times, without ever having to think about it. But today all my thoughts were focused on what had happened to the man, and how he could just suddenly disappear.

			How did your wife respond to all this?

			When I closed the car door outside the garage, one thing was all too clear to me.

			No matter what it was that had happened, and regardless of whether I ever found any explanation to it, I knew that I would never be able to tell anyone about it. Not one person. I knew how others would take it. I knew how my wife would take it. And I knew what they would say if I told them that a man disappeared from my car while I was speeding along the road. I wouldn’t blame them. I would have thought the same thing myself, if someone were to tell me the same thing.

			But to tell what I had experienced and not be believed or understood - I couldn’t bear it.

			When my wife came home, she could sense that I was very quiet and obviously and wanted to know what was wrong. I explained my whole state of mind as a result of what had happened to my leg that day. To have something physical as the cause of suffering is always a way out. But the fact was, that I felt no pain in my leg at all. It surprised me a little, and I decided to have a look at the wound. Just a normal, medical check.

			My wife stood and watched, while I slowly undid the bandage. After taking the bandage off, she looked at me with a wink in her eye, while she called me a jokester.

			But I wasn’t laughing. Not then at least. I looked and looked, but there was no wound. It just wasn’t there! My leg looked exactly the way it normally did. There were some bloodstains on the bandaging, but the wound on my leg had healed and there was nothing to see at all. There wasn’t even a trace of a wound, blood or marks from the accident.

			I said nothing. I accepted her version of the story, in order to not have to tell about something that I didn’t understand an iota of myself.

			As a doctor, how could you accept what you saw?

			I couldn’t accept it at all! A big wound, that had been sutured, had disappeared, exactly like the man in my car had disappeared. 

			I don’t remember what I did just after that. It was all too much for me to take. My wife took it all very lightly. She still thought I was playing games with her.

			How did your life progress after that?

			Shortly after all this happened, I quit my job. My wife was in shock, but there was nothing she could do. I had been thinking and thinking. What the man in the car had said to me, made a deeper and deeper impression on me, the more time passed. It would have to stand up to the test, no matter what the price was. When I thought about my life, I thought that it couldn’t be any worse than it was. I just hadn’t wanted to really admit that to myself. 

			For a while I was unemployed. I wandered around in the woods and saw things that I had never seen before. I sensed things. I felt nature around me. And I felt myself. It was both shocking and magnificent at the same time. I was shocked because I hadn’t felt this since I was a child. The man was right, and whoever he was, I can only say that I am very grateful to him.

			During that summer, I started to focus my thoughts on getting a new job, one that wasn’t as strenuous as the one I had given up. And within a surprisingly short period of time, I found a new position.

			All I can say is that my life today is different than it was before. Now I have time to see, feel, think, and more than anything - to live.

			After what happened in my car that day, I realize that things can happen in life that one doesn’t believe are possible. And either you can run away screaming because you think you are in danger, or because you don’t want to change your belief systems about how everything fits together. Most often, we deny what we do not understand.

			When I think about, I see more and more clearly how most people are locked up in their own conceptions about life. And often we do not want to change these conceptions, regardless of how much evidence there might be to prove that these conceptions are false.

			After my experience out on the road, I have thought: What if everything is different than we have previously believed? What if we have been sleeping and only experience a fraction of what we could experience if we were open? 

			I admit that I too was like that before. Today I no longer have any preconceptions about anything. I did before. Now I am more flexible and free in my ideas about things. I have been forced to.

			 I have never told about this incident to anyone. This is the first time. And probably the only time. For me, there is no point in telling this kind of thing to anyone, whom I know will not accept it or respect it for being true. But that does not make my story any less true.

		

	Stefan
What I am about to tell is hard for me, because there are so many strong feelings involved in it. But it was also an amazing experience, and it will always stand out as the greatest experience in my life, and also in my wife´s life.
After many years of marriage, my wife Lisa and I were expectant parents. We actually didn´t think we could have children, and just when we had gotten used to the thought of not being having children, Lisa became pregnant.
We were totally exhilirated at the thought of having a child. All else was put aside, and all kinds of preparations were made. Our families were also very excited, especially my mother, since me being an only child, this was her only chance to become a grandmother.
Following an uncomplicated birth, one early morning we became parents to little Marc. We were completely surrendered to the fact of spending plenty of time on our son. We spent more time with Marc than most other parents do with their children.
After Lisa started back to work after Marc was born, she decided to work only part time. I also arranged my work situation so that I could reduce my workload a bit. Although it was difficult financially, the most important thing for us was to be together with our son. Sometimes I would feel like just going in to him and touching him, as he was sleeping in his bed. Other times, I would just have to pick him up. Not just in the beginning, but in all of his short life.
When Marc turned two years old, we bought a little stuffed brown bear for him. To the bear a little bear cub was attached, embracing it´s father. This stuffed bear became Marc´s favourite thing, and he slept with it every single night. The bear´s name was Oscar, and the cub´s name was Baby. It seemed that Marc loved these two bears as much as we loved him. If he was upset or sad about something, he always asked for his Oscar to comfort him.
We took Marc out to see all sorts of things. My wife and I were both almost frantically focused on Marc getting to see and experience as many things as possible, and as early in his life as was possible. We explained everything we saw to him. He was allowed to touch, taste, smell flowers and bushes and to pet animals. We showed him all types of landscapes, beaches, forests with the first budding spring flowers. He got to see fog, to sense morning dew, rain, early morning, evening - and at night to see the stars. We left nothing out. It was all very intense.
And he was happy. A harmonious and bright child, who spoke perfectly at eighteen months old.
When Marc was three, we took him on a trip to Spain, where we went for hikes in the mountains. We found some very special yellow flowers, that we set in Marc´s hair with one of the hairpins that Lisa wore in her own hair. He took a special interest in these yellow flowers, and picked a little bouquet that we took home with us. He loved all kinds of flowers. Perhaps because we always had shown him all sorts of flowers and was given the opportunity to touch them and smell them all. But the yellow flowers we found on the mountain in Spain - they were very special, indeed!
I am telling all of this, because it later became very important to us. 
Long after we had returned home, Marc would walk around saying “Spain”, and would want to talk about the mountain and the yellow flowers there.
I realize now that with all the time that we spent with Marc might have been a little too much. Also, the deep intensity of the time that we spent with him. It was somehow as if the idea of being separated from him was unbearable. Sometimes I could even fear that something might happen to him, and that I wouldn´t be there to comfort him. I calmed myself at these times by saying to myself that, of course, nothing was going to happen to him. My wife, Lisa, called me a ”mothering hen”, which annnoyed me a bit, so I tried to hide my feelings as best as I could.
I have never felt such a closeness to anyone as I did to Marc. And I have never seen other parents have such a closeness as I had to my child.
The love was so overwhelming that it hurt. It was as if we were experiencing a whole life with our boy in a very short period of time.
Did you have any thoughts at that time about why you felt that way?
No, but I did come to understand it later in the most painful way. Several years later I came to think about how people can have a subscious premonition, and in some way to subconsciously life by it.
Fate - or whatever it was - was not on our side. Our happiness was abruptly severed on one beautiful spring morning in May. We were out on a little morning walk, and I was holding Marc´s hand. We were on our way to the nearby park, when suddenly Marc pulled himself away from me and ran out on to the street.
It all happened so quickly and came so unexpectedly, that I didn´t even have time to react at all. Right at that very moment, a car came speeding up, and couldn´t avoid hitting Marc.
All I remember was my own scream. I died in that very moment. Somewhere in the periphery, I heard Lisa screaming too.
As if in a clouded haze, I saw Marc´s lifeless body lying there on the street, while people started gathering around. At the same time, something in my head told me that it hadn´t happened - that it wasn´t my boy that was lying there.
I have no idea what happened outside of that. I was totally paralysed. The details of the ambulance arriving, and the ride to the hospital, I do not remember at all. It was if it was all taking place in a film about some other people. There is a gaping hole in my memory about the time that passed until the doctor brought us the terrible news that Marc was dead.
Our child only lived to be three years old. A long time passed before the horrifying truth sank into my consciousness. The whole time I had felt a child that was part of me couldn´t possibly be dead, when I was still so alive. It was unfathomable and seemed to defy the laws of nature.
One of the first things I did in the time after Marc´s death, was to remove the brown teddy bear with the bear cub attached to it. I didn´t want to see his most precious belonging, that so painfully reminded me of him. Something that had been so close to my son. At the same time, I knew that I didn´t want it to be lost.
I experienced physical pain when I touched the two brown teddy bears. I locked them in a little drawer next to my desk. I did not use that drawer. Some time before that, I had emptied out the drawer, and had decided to never use it again.
In the weeks and months ahead, I isolated myself, and was completely oblivious to how Lisa was managing to get through it all. For a long time, she lived her life in Marc´s room and would not leave it. She had given up on keeping up the house, stopped eating and grew frighteningly thin.
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