
True and 
Unbelievable  
Stories from the 
Other Side

NEVER
ARGUE 
DEAD
PERSON

with a

THOMAS JOHN
Manhattan Medium

JOHN
NEVER ARGUE W

ITH A DEAD PERSON

ISBN: 978-1-57174-724-2              U.S. $16.95

www.redwheelweiser.com

Manhattan medium Thomas John has been hailed as “the  
Hollywood psychic with the highest batting average” by The Hollywood 
Reporter, and as a psychic medium with “an impressive connection that 
impresses even the most skeptical minds” by Examiner.com.  Now he shares 
what he’s seen and heard on the Other Side.

In this book, John offers fifteen fascinating stories of what happens when 
clients ask him to contact their dead friends and relatives.  Included here 
are the story of a 30-something New Yorker who was unable to stop 
fantasizing about suicide until Thomas John conveyed healing words 
from her dead fiancé; an account of an encounter with a grieving young 
woman in a drugstore—and the message he conveyed from her dead six-
year-old son; and a disturbing story of an unsolved murder case solved by 
information he received from the other side.

Above all, this is a book filled with comfort, love, forgiveness, and hope. 
For Thomas John, death is not the end, it is just the beginning.  Our friends 
and relatives are still with us.  They care for us.  They watch over us.  And, 
in times of particular need, they offer us their help.

 “Thomas John’s way with words will hit home with 
everyone!” —Concetta Bertoldi,  

author of Do Dead People Watch You Shower?

“A wonderful introduction to the Other Side.  
His stories delight, entertain, and inform.”

—Echo Bodine, author of The Little Book of True Ghost Stories  
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“I’ve been to many mediums. Thomas is by far the most accurate 
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Chapter 9

There’s Chocolate and 
Champagne in Heaven

“Everybody wants to go to Heaven, but nobody wants  
to die.”

—Peter Tosh

“I just don’t like when you get in these bitchy moods,” my 
friend Hannah said to me as I finished my dinner and got up 
from the table.

“I’m not in a bitchy mood, Hannah. I just don’t feel like 
going all the way down to the Financial District to a party for 
someone I don’t even know. It’s 60 degrees and beautiful out. 
I kind of feel like being outside. I worked all day. I’m tired.”

She was quiet. I could tell she was silently calculating in 
her head.
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94 Never Argue with a Dead Person

“There will be a lot of nice people there—cute guys, fun 
people. Plus after, we can grab a drink, just the two of us. I 
never see you anymore.”

“You’ve seen me three nights this week,” I laughed.
A lot of psychics hate parties and big events, but I’m not 

one of them. A lot of psychics are very sensitive and empath-
ic, and we can pick up a lot of what’s going on. It can make 
us sick, tired, irritable, cranky—and it can even cause health 
issues. However, I am really good at protecting myself and my 
space and setting clear boundaries with the Spirit World. In 
fact, I love to socialize. For some reason, when I’m not work-
ing, I still want to be around people. I get lonely easily—but 
not very often—because I usually have either dead people or 
living people to keep me comforted.

The only reason I dislike parties is the standard party 
questions that everyone asks about everyone’s life—but in 
my situation, they are particularly annoying and redundant. 
For example, when I tell people I am a psychic, medium, or 
see dead people, they immediately want to know if anyone 
is around them or if there are any messages for them. They 
want to know how I first knew I had this ability, where it 
comes from, and if it scares me. Normally, I don’t mind all the 
questions—but today, I just wasn’t in the mood to go. I could 
sense in Hannah’s voice a deep disappointment. I knew that 
if I didn’t go, she would not go alone, and because she was 
newly single and trying to meet people, I wanted to support 
her in any way I could.

“Fine, I will go,” I told my friend. “What time should I 
be ready?”

“Eight,” she said.

NeverArgue_eighthpages.indd   94 12/15/14   5:26 PM



95There’s Chocolate and Champagne in Heaven

When we arrived at the party, we saw a typical New York 
scene—a lot of people we both knew casually, a few close 
friends, and one or two people we didn’t particularly care for. 
Like any party, the plan was to maneuver around, make in-
troductions, and avoid those we didn’t feel like seeing. After 
about thirty minutes, I was starting to get hungry, so I made 
my way over to the snack table and mingled with folks over 
snacks like olives, bruschetta, cheese, and wine. As I scooped 
up a bit of olives and cheese, I made eye contact with a wom-
an who was cutting from a block of Mozzarella cheese and 
grabbing some crackers for her plate. Her husband motioned 
to some of the wheat crackers.

She smiled at me. “Great party,” she said. “Indeed,” I  
replied.

“Who did you come here with?” she asked me.
“Just a friend. We know the host. Old friends. You know 

how it is. I’m Thomas, by the way.”
“I’m Joan, and that’s my husband, Mark,” she said, point-

ing to a man standing next to the mantle, biting into a  
quesadilla.

Sometimes you see a couple, and you just know they 
belong together. These two looked like they belonged to-
gether. They looked like the perfect fit. He had a strong jaw-
bone, dark hair, and full eyes. He wore a white button-down 
shirt and khaki pants. He was thin framed but strong, and 
I could tell he really took care of his body. Her look was 
also striking—she wore a black dress and had red nails. She 
looked sharp. They appeared to be in their forties, but young  

NeverArgue_eighthpages.indd   95 12/15/14   5:26 PM



96 Never Argue with a Dead Person

looking. They were affectionate with each other throughout 
the night, and I could tell there was a lot of shared affection 
and attraction between the two of them. There was a feeling 
of closeness for sure.

After I finished grabbing some snacks, I made my way 
over to the couple, and we all started talking together. Some-
thing about Mark and Joan drew me in, and I was immedi-
ately interested in hearing what they had to say. She was su-
per cool and very spiritually open, and we were talking about 
her many travels, their young kids, and how she had come 
into her own with her spirituality. She had never really been 
spiritual, but after her father died, she suddenly opened up to 
the idea of a universe beyond the one we live in.

“So what do you do?” she asked, sipping her wine and 
finishing her crackers.

Usually, I hate to answer this question at parties; I’ll de-
flect it by saying that I have my own business or that I work 
with people in some consulting or counseling. To say that I 
am a psychic medium at a party with strangers is the equiva-
lent of opening up Pandora’s box.

“Oh, wow—I’m totally into that sort of thing. I once had 
a woman who read my cards in college. I’d go and see her 
frequently. I think she died though,” Joan said. People always 
feel the need to tell me if they believe in what I do, what they 
think about what I do, or if they have ever seen a psychic be-
fore if they meet me at a party.

“So are you more of a psychic or a medium?” she asked.
“My focus is mostly on the medium side of my work—

you know, connecting with dead people, but I do both and I 
like both.”
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“My father was not a spiritual man at all; in fact, he was 
a big atheist. But he promised me before he died that if there 
was life after death, he’d find a way to communicate,” she told 
me, as we sipped on our glasses of sangria.

As she described her experience, her husband scowled 
and rolled his eyes. At one point, as she was talking about her 
connection with her father during a dream in which he had 
visited her, he laughed at her and softly whispered under his 
breath, “Oh, this is crazy,” and walked away.

As he walked away, she looked at him and then looked 
back at me and laughed. “He doesn’t believe in any of this 
stuff. He thinks it’s nuts.”

“A lot of guys are skeptical,” I confirmed with a nod.
“It’s sad though because he’s not gotten over his mother’s 

death. I wish he would open up to something like this. It 
might help him.”

“I bet when he’s ready he will. For some people, it just 
takes them a long time.”

As I said this, I felt this painful, tightening sensation in 
my chest. I almost was having trouble breathing. It was kind 
of shocking to me how strong I felt this, and I was wondering 
if something was wrong with my body.

“She died of a heart attack last year, and he never got 
to say good-bye,” she chimed in, taking another sip from  
her wine.

I wondered if the sensation in my body was really my feel-
ing the Spirit of this stranger’s late mother pass through me. 
He returned to our conversation, carrying a plate filled with 
appetizers—some celery sticks with a heavy cream dressing, a 
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pot sticker, and some folded-up meat. He started munching 
on the snacks loudly.

As he chewed, I heard in my head, “Chew with your 
mouth closed, Mark!” in a scratchy, raspy voice that sounded 
like the voice of a woman who would have smoked. I knew 
immediately the voice was coming from a Spirit.

His wife started to change topics, and asked me about my 
outfit. I was wearing a loud red blazer, and she complemented 
the design of the jacket. “I love bright colors; they really show 
off in a room.” She giggled a bit. The man’s loud chomping 
continued.

“If your mother was here, she’d kill you right now with 
that chomping. Can’t you just hear her? Evelyn had such a 
loud, piercing voice.”

The voice I had heard in my head only a few seconds prior 
repeated in my head. Mentally, I made a note to myself and 
said a quick protection prayer. In a protection prayer, I men-
tally and spiritually call on my angels to protect and watch 
over me . “If this is truly this man’s mother trying to commu-
nicate with me, give me one more piece of information.”

In my mind’s eye, I saw lights flickering—bulbs of a lamp 
blinking on and off. I wondered what it meant. I couldn’t get 
the thought out of my head. I assumed it probably meant 
something related to this situation.

“Mark’s just not into this type of stuff. It scares him. 
Doesn’t it, sweetheart?” she said putting her hand on his cheek 
and gently rubbing it. She turned back and winked at me.

“It doesn’t scare me. Alligators scare me. Murderers on the 
loose scare me. Horror films scare me. Crazy people talking 
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about how Spirits roam the Earth and angels with wings on 
cards—that just makes me laugh,” Mark said.

With that, the lights flickered all around us. Two lights 
on either side of the mantle we were standing next to blinked 
several times. The couple next to us spun around to look at 
the lights too, and a couple of men standing next to us turned 
and noticed also.

“Uh oh—there’s your mother,” Joan said. “She always 
flashes lights when her Spirit is around,” she said, leaning 
into me.

“Will you stop it, Joan?” he pleaded and took a step away 
from her.

“I see your mother around you,” I blurted out.
The woman paused before placing the last carrot from her 

plate into her mouth. She looked at her husband and looked 
me, closely examining the eye connection, likely gauging her 
husband’s reactions.

“Oh, this should be good,” she said, munching on the  
carrot.

“Oh, really? What does she look like?” he said, nonplussed 
by my revelation, looking at the tray of appetizers a waiter 
was carrying around.

“I’m not seeing her visually, like you see normal people.”
“How convenient,” he smirked and rolled his eyes to  

his wife.
She scowled at him and raised her eyebrows.
“I’m just getting the name Martina too.”
He shrugged.
“Mark, your grandmother was Martina,” Joan said.
“Isn’t everyone’s?” he said.
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“Mark, stop it. Listen to him!” Joan said.
“This is ridiculous.”
I knew we were at a defining moment. I needed to hit 

something really good. I needed to say something that could 
only come from his mother. It couldn’t be her name, it couldn’t 
be a random date, it couldn’t be something too general. I 
had to hit home with this guy. His mother needed to come 
through with something clear and concise. Give me something, 
Evelyn, give me something, I mentally begged. I knew she was 
here—but I needed to convince him. I wasn’t here to convince 
anyone of anything. But I did want this for him. I wanted him 
to have that validation experience.

“She can’t believe Joyce came to the funeral,” I blurted 
out, and held my breath waiting for a reaction. I honestly 
didn’t even realize I was speaking. It wasn’t until a second 
after I opened my mouth that I realized I had said something.

As I looked at Mark, something in his face changed. The 
color immediately shifted. I could see he was nervous but also 
welcomed the contact a bit. His mouth moved, and he licked 
his lips. He seemed startled.

“And what an ugly blouse she had on,” I added. Again, it 
was like I was speaking, but I had no conscious thought.

He burst out laughing. “That’s Mom,” he said with rec-
ognition, tilting his head and raising his eyebrow, clearly  
expressing some disbelief. His face turned red, and a tear 
formed in his eye. I could see he was very moved.

“Oh my God,” his wife said.
I didn’t know what this message meant, but it obvious-

ly meant something. I didn’t need to know what it meant. 
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This wasn’t for me. It was for him. It’s moments like these 
that I realize how, being a psychic medium, I have the ability 
to sometimes change someone’s life entirely—and in a fairly 
short amount of time. The impact that this man’s mother po-
tentially had on him by coming through to him could perma-
nently shift his entire conscious mind.

“Her friend Joyce came to her funeral. They were best 
friends, and they had this big falling out about two years be-
fore Mom died and never spoke again. And she did come to 
the funeral. We all were talking about how if Mom was there, 
she would have made fun of her blouse because it was horri-
ble looking,” he said, validating everything.

I could see, as he said these things, some of his skepticism 
was checking in. He looked at his wife for a moment.

“Did you tell him anything?” he asked.
“Of course not, you crazy person,” she laughed.
“Wow, this is amazing—everything you said was correct,” 

Mark said.
Now, it’s not that I’m surprised when I get something right. 

I think it’s a little preposterous when you see a psychic score a 
“hit” on a TV segment, and he seems more shocked than the 
guest. I’m always surprised by that—I mean, don’t you do this 
for a living? Why are you shocked? But still, the quickness 
with which the man’s mother reached me shocked me.

“Is she doing okay over there?” he asked, a tear forming 
in his eye.

“She is. She just said, ‘There’s chocolate and champagne 
in Heaven.’”
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“My mother ate chocolate and champagne every night of 
her life after dinner for as long as I can remember,” he said 
slowly, a smile on his face. “They have that over there?”

“They can have anything they want over there. Heaven is 
a personal paradise, so there aren’t limits to what’s over there. 
It’s a state of mind as much as it is a place. Heaven is a place 
where everything is perfection, and everything is based truly 
in peace and love,” I said.

I gave the man a few more messages, but really the wom-
an just wanted him to know she was around him, how much 
she missed him, and that she was doing okay. She hadn’t had 
the chance to say good-bye to him. The messages were pro-
foundly comforting to him.

“That’s amazing,” he replied. He reached out for a hug 
and we embraced.

We all stood there in disbelief. Though I had witnessed 
this all before many times, it was still truly moving to wit-
ness a total skeptic become a total believer. The man was truly 
moved. I could feel his entire demeanor change. He seemed 
relaxed, less anxious, and calm. He was even breathing differ-
ently. He kept taking deep breaths in and out.

The party started to wind down, and my friend Hannah 
circled back to me.

“That was a boring party,” she laughed. “How was it for 
you? I never saw you the whole time.”

“I liked the party. It was fun. I ended up reading  
someone.”

“Of course, you did,” she laughed and rolled her eyes.
As I left the party, I realized why Spirit had sent me there. 

It wasn’t for the conversation, the loud music, the cold-but-
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should-be-hot appetizers, or the long bathroom line. It wasn’t 
for my friend I went with, either. It was for that man. Spirit 
needed me to go there so I could connect with this man.

“The food was good at that party. Did you eat?” I asked, 
as we buckled our seatbelts to pull out of the parking space.

“Just some chocolate and champagne,” Hannah said. I 
smirked. I’m sure this was Mark’s mother’s way of reminding 
me about what had just happened. “Okay, I get it,” I thought 
to myself and giggled a bit.

What I truly admire about the Spirit World is that it is 
full of surprises. In fact, the element of surprise—when peo-
ple are totally thrown off and surprised by a message from 
someone or by someone coming through—sometimes that 
is really the most eye-opening, powerful, and moving expe-
rience. That man was probably the person least expecting to 
hear from anyone who had passed away. The information that 
came through for him totally surprised and shocked him.

Sometimes the people who are the most skeptical, and 
the most lacking believers, get the strongest, most moving 
messages. The reason is that the Spirit World works like an 
electrical system: it works in the most efficient way possible 
and targets the place where there is the biggest need for spir-
itual cleansing.

On the Other Side, our loved ones do not try to domi-
nate or control our every move on Earth. They do not try to 
convince or persuade us of anything. Instead, they use their 
time over there to work on their own spiritual development. 
They transition through learning very powerful lessons that 
can truly be understood and comprehended only by our 
spiritual higher selves. However, they do continue to guide 
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us here. They do that because on the Other Side, they have  
access to higher realms of knowledge and deeper insights 
than we can gather on this side. They continue to guide us on 
our soul path because they love us and care for us, and they 
want us to live our most authentic, true life.
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