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Note to parents
This book is based on actual near death experiences, in which
people who have almost died but then live report on what happened to
them. In most cases, people with such experiences say they first
traveled through a long tunnel and then moved faster and faster
toward a comforting bright white light, which many believe is God or
universal goodness. Many who have had a near death experience say
they were met by deceased relatives or friends. They often witness the
events in their life and, without being judged, see how their actions affected others. Most who have had a near death experience say life on
the “other side” is very joyful, and many do not want to come back to
life. Some come back with increased psychic or spiritual powers. It is
our hope that informing children about this phenomenon will help
them understand that death involves only the physical body, and that
life on the other side is likely to be a beautiful experience and certainly
nothing to fear.

“Quick, Sammy, get some clean clothes on,” Mommy shouted. “We’re
leaving to pick up Grandma from the hospital.”
Sammy raced to his room, threw his dirty jeans on top of his homework
and grabbed a clean pair of jeans and a bright green sweatshirt.

For weeks, Sammy had waited for Grandma to come home.
He missed the silly and scary stories she told about green slime,
haunted mansions and runaway trains.
He missed playing ball with her. And he missed the candy
treats she’d slip in his pocket when no one was looking.

Sammy waited in the car with Daddy while Mommy went
inside the hospital to get Grandma.
She came out in a wheelchair. Her face looked white. Sammy
was scared because he had never seen her like that before.
“Sammy, it’s so good to see you,” Grandma said.
“Hi, Grandma!” Sammy was glad she had talked first. “When
we get home, will you play with me?” he asked.
“Oh, I wish I could,” Grandma said. “But I feel so tired.”

When they got home, Grandma needed to rest. But after dinner
Sammy finally got some special time alone with her. “I have a really good
story to tell you,” Grandma told him, “but you must not tell anyone else.”
“You mean, you’re going to tell me a secret?” Sammy asked. He
loved secrets.
“Do you know why I was in the hospital?” Grandma asked.
“No. Mommy and Daddy just said you almost died.”
“That’s true. And you know what?” Grandma whispered, leaning
closer to Sammy. “It was wonderful!”
“Wonderful?” Sammy couldn’t imagine anything good about dying.

“You remember, don’t you, when I had that pain in my chest?”
“Yeah, it was scary,” Sammy recalled. “You were just lying there and
didn’t move at all. And then a fire truck and an ambulance came. The guys in
the ambulance had to shock you, like real hard, with a machine to get your
heart beating again.”
“That’s right,” Grandma said, impressed that he had remembered
everything so well. “But do you know where I was while all that was going
on?”
“Yeah, you were on the floor!”

“Well, not really,” Grandma said. “I know this
may be hard for you to understand, but the real me —
the part of me that likes to laugh and play with you —
that part of me floated right out of my body, and up to
the ceiling.”
“Really?” Sammy’s eyes nearly popped out.
“You were on the ceiling?”
“That’s right.”

“I could see everything going on,” Grandma said. “I saw
you, and how scared you were. I saw your Mommy crying. I
even saw them trying to get my heart to beat again.
“But your eyes were closed all that time,” Sammy
protested.
“That’s true,” said Grandma. “But the part of me on the
ceiling could see everything going on —
“Until I found myself somewhere else.”
“Where?”

“Well, next thing I knew, I was in a boat, floating down a river
that ran through a long, dark tunnel. At the end of the tunnel was a big,
bright light.”
Sammy became very quiet.
“My boat went faster and faster toward the bright light,” Grandma
said. “I reached toward it because it was warm and beautiful. I felt as
though it loved me more than I had ever been loved. The closer I got to
it, the happier I became. Then at last I was out of the tunnel and in the
light.”

"Were you scared?" Sammy asked, finally breaking his
silence.
“Heavens, no! You never knew your Grandpa, but he
was there!”
“Really?”
“That’s right!” Grandma was looking very happy now.
“And there were lots of kids about your age, playing
with kittens and squirrels.”
“I wish I had a kitty,” Sammy said wistfully.

“And you know what else? When I was in the bright light I saw
my whole life flash in front of me — like a movie! I even saw when you
were born, Sammy, and your first day at kindergarten.”
Then Grandma became more somber. “The bright light showed me
lots of things I had done in my life that made me feel good,” she recalled.
“And then in a very kind way, it showed me all the times I had done
things that hurt people.”
Sammy frowned. He couldn’t imagine Grandma hurting anyone.

“How did you get back here, Grandma?” Sammy asked.
“Well, when they put that machine on me to make my heart
beat again — WHOOSH! — the machine sucked me right back
into my body. I guess I was one of the lucky ones. They just jumpstarted me like an old car.”
“Really?” Sammy could hardly believe it. But he knew
Grandma wouldn’t lie.

“At first I was angry to be back,” Grandma said. “The bright light had
felt so good. And it hurt to be back in my body.”
“But you didn’t want to leave me, did you, Grandma?”
“No, not you my darling! When I saw your sweet face again, I knew
why I had come back.
“You see, Sammy, we all have things to learn and do on this Earth. And
I haven’t finished mine yet.
“But,” Grandma said . . .

“ . . . I’m no longer afraid of dying.”

“Thanks, Grandma. That was the best story you ever told me.”
They hugged each other tight and fell asleep together right there in
Grandma’s big chair.
Weeks passed, and spring turned to summer.
Grandma told Sammy her best stories ever. Stories about how a
boy named Sammy braved a haunted mansion to help a dying man, how
the boy rescued a dog from a house fire, and how he played ball with
the school bully and helped him make friends.
And every once in a while, Sammy would ask her to again tell
him the story about the tunnel and the bright light.

Then summer turned to fall, and
Grandma got sicker again. Mommy and
Daddy wouldn’t let Sammy go into her
room much anymore. They said she needed
to rest.

This made Sammy very
sad. But every night he gave
Grandma a big hug.

One morning when Sammy woke up he heard
Mommy crying. Sammy got out of bed and tip-toed
down the hall to Grandma’s room. Mommy was by
Grandma’s bed, and Daddy had his arms around her.
Sammy walked closer to Grandma’s bed. Her
eyes were closed, and her face was very white.
“Grandma’s dead,” Daddy whispered.

Sammy left the room and began to cry.
But then Sammy thought about the story
Grandma had told him about the time she almost died.
He figured Grandma must be by the bright light by
now. Knowing that made him feel better.

Sammy turned to go back to Grandma’s room. He
decided it was time to tell Mommy and Daddy the story
about the tunnel and the bright light. Grandma would
want them to know she was happy.
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