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I Talk to Dead People! 
Opening my eyes, I  looked at Maria, the young 
woman sitting in front  of me. “Your grandmother 
wants me to tell you that Heaven is real.  Heaven 
exists.”

Her eyes widened, and tears started streaming 
down her cheeks. “When  she was dying I had a 
chance to spend a few minutes alone with her.  
Even though she was unconscious I told her, ‘My 
faith is really  shaken right now. If Heaven is real 
I need you to tell me somehow. I  need to know 
that Heaven exists. I need to know that I’ll see 
you  again.’ ”

Maria came to see me for the same reason most 
people come to see me.  She was seeking the 
reassurance that the work I do offers. I’m a full  
time psychic medium and my basic message is 
that those whom we love,  and who loved us back, 
do not die. I pass this message along by  
reconnecting those who have passed away with 
those they left behind.

One of the questions I’m asked a lot is: How does 
this process work?

I thought I'd answer that by telling you what it’s 
like to be me  during a reading. Hopefully, that’ll 
help you to understand what I go  through, and 

how I receive, and deliver, the information that 
comes across during a session.

Recently, I was doing a discernment over the 
phone for a woman in  another state. Typically, 
whenever I do a reading the person’s first  name is 
the only thing I know prior to the session. The 
exception to  
this is during a group session, in which case, I 
may never know the  sitter’s name before, or even 
after, the reading.

In this case I knew the woman’s name to be 
Vickie, and she was instructed previously to only 
say, “Hello,” to me once I was on the phone with 
her. The following are excerpts from the actual 
reading,  with explanations as to how I arrived at 
the information.

The moment I heard her greet me, I felt a great 
deal of stress come over me. This is known as 
clairsentience, or “clear feeling.”  Typically, when 
I feel something, it’s as though I’m going through 
the experience, but I know it belongs to the 
person I'm with.

For example, if someone passed from a heart 
attack, I'll feel as though I am having a heart 
attack. If someone was beaten to death, I feel the 
beating they received. The feeling normally 
passes once it's  
been validated by the person receiving the 
reading.

I also saw a white flower, a rose, appear in my 
mind. This is known  as clairvoyance, or "clear 
seeing."  For me, it’s no different than if I asked 
you to close your eyes and picture a white rose. 
What you would see, is what I see. For me, a 
white flower is symbolic of a blessing, or a 
celebration, like a birthday.

“Vickie, the first thing I’m getting is that while 
this is should be a happy day for you, it’s a day 
that’s not only sad, but really stressful for you. Do 
you understand this?”

“Yes.”

I saw a birthday cake with candles. “Today is a 
birthday for someone.  Is it your birthday today?”

“Yes.”
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Suddenly, instead of one white flower, I see two. 
The birthday cake also becomes two cakes.

“There are actually two birthdays today. You 
share your birthday with someone else. Yes?”

“Yes.”

Suddenly I heard a voice in my head, “It’s me. 
I’m her son.” This is known as clairaudience, or 
"clear hearing." Most of the information I receive 
during a reading is through clairaudience, 
including names.

“You share your birthday with your son?” I asked 
this question because I wanted to verify that the 
second flower and cake had to do with her son.

Vickie starts sobbing, “Yes.”

“I have your son here.”

Suddenly, I see a “picture.” I mean I literally see a 
photograph of a young man in a sports uniform 
kneeling next to a soccer ball in my mind. He 
looks to be about 17 or 18 to me. The picture 
reminds me of  
the sort of photo you see in a high school 
yearbook. I take this to be a clue.

“You’re son was in high school?”

“No, but he just graduated.”

“He’s tall and thin. He had curly, or thick bushy 
hair.”

“Yes, it was bushy.”

“He was an athlete. He’s showing me that he was 
a soccer player.”

“Yes.”

Suddenly I hear the sickening sound of metal 
crunching. My head starts to hurt on the left side. 
It feels as though my neck snapped to the left, and 
my head hit something on my left side. The 
sensations I feel are as if I myself am involved in 
a car accident.  The young man I'm bringing 
through is letting me know how he died.

“He’s making me feel that he passes in a car 
accident.”

“Yes.”

As the reading went on, her son was able to 
communicate to me the circumstances leading up 
to his death. All of the details were verified by his 
mother.

Immediately following the feeling of the impact 
to my head, there wasn’t any feeling whatsoever. 
Typically that means that the passing was quick. I 
tell this to his mother, who whispered, “Thank 
you. I  
wondered about that.”

Suddenly I hear a single word, it sounds like a 
name, “Josh.” “Who’s Josh?”

“That’s my son’s name.” Vickie had been able to 
regain her composure as I was describing the 
accident, but once again she started crying as, 
hearing his name, any doubt she had that  she was 
hearing from  
her son vanished.

The problem I have with the terms “clairaudient,” 
“clairsentient,” or  “clairvoyant,” is that very little 
is “clear” to begin with, especially when it comes 
to names. Hearing names is difficult during a 
reading. Hearing anything during a reading is 
difficult because the sounds are so quick.

Sometimes I’ll hear nothing more than a 
consonant, and I have to try to come up with 
names that sound like that consonant. This is why 
you’ll often hear a legitimate medium saying, 
“I’m hearing a “B”  sound.” Or, “What’s the “D” 
connection to you?” Like all mediums, I can only 
pass on what I hear, and sometimes I don’t hear it 
correctly.

While I’m not 100% accurate when I do a 
reading, I don’t claim to be.  However, I do the 
best I can to pass on the information as accurately 
as I can.

I hear another name. This time I almost don't pass 
it on because my internal editor tells me it can't be 
right. It sounds too much like the name I just 
heard. I decide to give it anyway.

"Who's Jim?"

Vickie gasped, "That's my husband's name."
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"Please tell him that you heard from Josh and that 
Josh sends his love."

As the reading progressed, I was able to give 
Vickie more names, and messages from her son. 
Then I was able to pass on the messages that her 
son wanted her to hear the most.

At one point, I saw a balloon floating in front of 
me. “He’s showing me a gold balloon. It has 
writing on it. Do you know what this is?”

“Yes, but, actually it’s yellow. A bright yellow 
balloon. I bought it last year for him on our 
birthday. We all wrote messages on it, and let it 
float into the air.”

“He really appreciated it. He wants me to ask you 
why you’re not going to do it again this year.”

“I wasn’t planning on it, because I did it for us. I 
didn’t realize he knew what we did.”

This "evidence" drove home for Vicky, she told 
me later, the idea that her son wasn’t “dead,” but 
was very much present and aware. It also enabled 
her, and her family, to fulfill another one of Josh's 
requests - to forgive those who were responsible 
for causing the accident which took his life.

Vickie recently told me that now when people ask 
her how many children she has she says, "Two, 
one who lives with us, and one who lives in our 
heart."

That's sweet music to the ears of a medium such 
as myself.
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In addition to private and phone sessions, Anthony conducts 
weekly small group sessions at Cornerstone Books in 
Englewood, and is available for seminars, and private group 
sessions as well. Please visit his website, 
www.anthonyquinata.com for more details.
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