Grandmother=s NDE 
By Dedra Linn (207.217.238.34 ‑ 207.217.238.34) on Thursday,

  
March 21, 2002 ‑ 08:16 pm:

   My grandmother was an inpatient at the local hospital where  I am employed.  During her stay, the hospital called me at  home one morning and asked me to come right away, that my

grandmother was hysterical and they were unable to do  anything with her, and she kept screaming my name.

  After we arrived, it took some time to calm her and get her  to the point where she could talk about it, but eventually,  we were able to get this story out of her.

  Grandma said that she was laying in her hospital bed, when  she suddenly felt like she was floating.  She turned around, and looked down at her body laying on the

bed, then looked ahead to see a bright light and a long  grassy hill. She said that her first thought was "there is  no way that I can climb that hill" before she was floating  above it to where ever her destination lay.  She said she  could smell roses everywhere, and as she reached the crest

of the hill, there were roses of every color and size.  She  told us that their scent was almost overwhelming, the smell  was so sweet.  She continued on, over the roses, and at the

top of the hill there stood a crowd of people.  She said  that she recognized my grandfather, her mother and father,  her brothers, and several other family members, but then an

angel of unspeakable beauty stopped her as she headed toward  them.  She said that she recognized the angel as being my  mother (her daughter) who told her "now is not your time,

you can't stay here yet.  Go back, and tell my children how  much I loved them, and they are still loved." She said my  mother said other things to her, but she could not remember  them.

  She told us that she could feel herself falling as she "came  back" to her body on earth, and she was so hysterical  because she didn't want to come back.  She said that she

could see the city shining in the distance, that the whole  place was so beautiful that it hurt your eyes to look at it  for very long, and that there was a bright, white light that  emanated from the center of the city in the distance.

  Her story circulated through our family, and we had several  phone calls from family members, and a long distance  visitor.  Our cousin kept asking repeatedly for grandma to

describe the people she saw on the hilltop.

  Grandma said that there was one boy with longer blond hair  that she had never seen before.  She said that he was  standing off by himself, away from the others, with his head

hanging down, as if he was sad.  Our cousin cried when she  heard this, because she had just lost a grandson to suicide.   She showed grandma his school picture, and grandma said,

"Yes, that was him, but he looked so sad there.  I don't  know why he seemed so sad."  None of us knew about this  boy's suicide until that day.

  One month to the day of her "vision", my grandmother died.

  Her vision of heaven still affects every one in our family.
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