
My father died on 1st January, 1960.  The first time I was aware of his presence 
was a year and a half later.  I was rather poorly in early pregnancy, and my 
mother was severely disapproving to the point where the doctor had advised my 
husband to keep her away from me.  One day, lying in bed I became aware of my 
father’s presence.  He was sitting on the armchair in the room with his feet up on 
the wall and he was wearing a Fair Isle sleeveless jumper that my mother had 
knitted for him. He told me not to be worried or upset, that both the baby and I 
were going to be alright and that my mother would come round and be pleased 
with her grandchild. 
 Dad still comes on occasions, although I have never seen him since. I just 
have a comforting knowledge that he is there.  He watches over us, and my 
grandson, at a time of great distress, saw a person that was a good presence. 
When my daughter described the person Peter had seen, it was undoubtedly my 
Dad.        Robin Goodman 
 
A few days before my husband Jim’s funeral I had a visit from a friend who had 
been close to him for many years. Whilst we were talking about Jim, the lights 
suddenly fused. My friend traced the problem to the summerhouse where some 
years earlier he had fixed shelving for Jim’s large collection of books. Jim used the 
summerhouse as a place to write. For some weeks I continued to have many 
problems with the lighting in our home – problems that couldn’t be accounted 
for. In desperation one evening I was joined by Angela Howard and, having lit a 
candle, we spoke to Jim telling him everything was safe, he had no need to worry 
about anything and we asked him to solve the problems with the lighting. From 
that time onwards the lighting problems ceased. 

Sylvia Izzard 
 
I have been a Friend for forty years and a spiritualist for 6 years. This year (2011)     
I had an experience which for me confirms the truth of spiritual survival. I had 
spent months doing a portrait of my late wife from a photograph, and finally 
reached a point beyond which I could not go! So, having cleaned all my 
equipment, I sat down in front of the canvas. After a few minutes I experienced a 
strong pull between my solar plexus and the painting. The same evening as I put 
my foot on the first step to go upstairs to bed I heard a voice at the back of my 
head behind the right ear, saying simply "good night"! I have never had such an 
experience before or since! I am 82 and hope to develop further, but who knows! 

John Lawton 
www.quakerfellowshipforafterlifestudies.co.uk 
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2. AFTER DEATH COMMUNICATIONS 

 
In the days, weeks or months following the death of a loved one, family and 
friends may sometimes be aware of the presence of the person, and may see  
them briefly, or hear their voice. Sometimes a vivid dream may come, seeming to 
be purposefully given to reassure those grieving that the loved person is alive and 
well in a new life. Electrical disturbances and unusual occurrences involving 
computers or telephones are also reported – often these are not regarded as 
important and are not taken seriously or talked about.  
 
George Fox’s mother died in 1674, when Fox was in Worcester goal, and was 
prevented from visiting her. When the letter about her death reached him, he 
was grieved but – ‘when my spirit gotten through I saw her in the resurrection 
and the life, everlastingly with me, and father in the flesh also’. 
 

From Fox’s Book of Miracles 
 

I'd begun to attend a Friends' Meeting, and had been greatly helped, eventually 
into membership, by Fred Tritton, but my acquaintance with him was cut short by 
his death. At his funeral I was conscious of his joyful and benevolent presence. 
Some months after this, I was with the discussion group that he had led, myself 
much concerned about the difficulties of a newcomer. During the silence with 
which we opened, I was aware of Fred sitting in his usual chair, and I said in my 
mind, ‘Oh Fred, I wish you could help P….’ He responded, and we had a long silent 
conversation. Unfortunately I couldn't record this till much later; but I remember 
clearly that Fred told me he had been able to talk with me because I'd asked him 
to help P…., and that we also shared a literary joke. Later I spoke of this to Fred's 
widow, who told me that she also had been in touch. 
          
        Joan Benner 
 
My son died tragically as a result of acute alcohol abuse in 2001. 
 One day, while shopping, I felt intense pain in the centre of my chest, 
which passed after a few minutes. I later learnt that it was at the very time when 
the medics were trying unsuccessfully to resuscitate him. 
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