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“Where Did You Go? offers deep comfort to anyone who has lost a loved one and hopes to
explore what frontier science is now demonstrating: while a heart may stop beating,
consciousness never dies.”—Lynne McTaggart, bestselling author of The FieldFrom Christina
Rasmussen, the much beloved and acclaimed author of Second Firsts, comes
a groundbreaking exploration of the afterlife that combines spirituality with cutting edge science
—and reveals we all have the power to connect with our loved ones on the other side.“Where did
you go?” This was the first question Christina Rasmussen asked after the death of her husband.
A young widow with two daughters, Rasmussen would go on to become an esteemed grief
educator who helped countless others rebuild their lives after loss. Yet, even as she learned to
thrive again, that first heartbreaking question persisted. Even as she and her clients forged new
paths and discovered new joy, the same questions remained: Are we capable of connecting to
those who have passed on? What really happens after we die?As a professional grounded in
science, Christina was a skeptic who shied away from the conventional mystical, supernatural,
and religious descriptions of the afterlife—so she turned to what seemed “provable” to unravel
the mystery of life beyond life: physics. What she found was beyond anything she could have
expected: not only is there life after death, but we all have the ability to connect with loved ones
who have passed on.Sharing an inspiring message of hope, optimism, and love, Where Did You
Go? is a transporting step-by-step guide to journeying to the other side, from one of our most
trusted voices on life after loss. Bridging the gap between the metaphysical and the measurable,
it will change the way we grieve, the way we live and how we define our potential—in this life and
the hereafter. 

Christina takes you on a journey from a world of loneliness and pain to one of possibilities and
action.-- "Marci Shimoff, #1 New York Times bestselling author, on Second Firsts" --This text
refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.About the AuthorChristina Rasmussen
is an internationally recognized grief educator and author of Second Firsts. She is the founder of
The Life Reentry Institute, Second Firsts, and Star Letters. Christina has been featured as a
Woman Working to Do Good in the White House Blog. Her work has also appeared NPR, ABC
News, and MariaShriver.com. She lives in Lafayette, California.Erin Moon is a professional actor
and an AudioFile Earphones Award-winning narrator of over 150 novels. She lives and records
in beautiful Vancouver, Canada.--This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this
title.ReviewChristina takes you on a journey from a world of loneliness and pain to one of
possibilities and action.-- "Marci Shimoff, #1 New York Times bestselling author, on Second
Firsts" --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Read more
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GuideNotesAbout the AuthorCopyrightAbout the PublisherIntroductionEverything we call real is
made of things that cannot be regarded as real.—NIELS BOHR, NOBEL PRIZE–WINNING
PHYSICISTIt can be difficult to believe in the afterlife if we haven’t had our own direct encounters
with that world. All we’re really left with are mere descriptions of it, based on two-thousand-year-
old religious texts that may feel far removed from our modern world, or accounts of mystical
journeys that seem to happen to just a special few. For many of us, without that direct evidence
of where our loved ones have gone, our minds are unable to grasp the possibility of a world we
cannot see, of a world beyond this one. Our resistance to an expanded awareness is reinforced
by what seems like science’s privileging of the empirical above all else: the world is three-
dimensional, and nothing exists beyond it.But the fact is, the essence of who we are, our
individual consciousness, continues after death. There is indeed a world beyond this one. It’s
hidden. Our loved ones have gone there, and we can, too. Without dying. We can access it,
regardless of our religious beliefs or lack of any mystical abilities.This guidebook will help you
experience it. It will break down the science about life after life in accessible language that will
allow you to believe in the continuation of consciousness. It will help you believe that the people
we’ve loved and lost aren’t gone. They’re part of the hidden reality that we, too, are a part of, just
not aware of it.I’m hoping this book will change the way you grieve and the way you come back
to life after loss. I believe if you knew that death was not the end for the person you lost you
would live your life more fully. With zest. With boldness. Yes, you would still miss that person and
mourn the loss, but the knowledge that you can connect with their consciousness would make
your journey back to living life fully a little easier. And if you haven’t lost someone you love, but
have a fear of dying or are curious about what comes next so you can live to your true potential,
this book is also for you.When a loved one dies, we can open a door between this world and the
next. It only closes when we don’t look for it, when we don’t observe it, and when we don’t
believe it’s there. When we walk through this door, we go on a journey to an invisible place. I
have named that place the Temple World.Typically, in the weeks and months following the death
of our beloveds, we’re too emotionally distraught to step through that door in our consciousness.
After, when we reclaim our lives and come back to an everyday routine, we doubt that world
exists. Even if we’re religious, I believe there can be doubt. We want to believe and have faith in
that world—both to know that our loved ones are okay, and that we, too, will be okay after we die
—but our logical brain fights that.Our logical brain exists and operates in the third dimension—
the dimension you’re experiencing right now—and shuts down anything beyond it. But once you
have gathered your strength after a loss and allowed life back into your everyday routine, the



Temple World is there waiting for you to observe it, to consciously be part of it. I know you’ve
sensed this world after losing your loved one—maybe you felt your loved one’s hand on your
shoulder, heard soothing words in your mind, or even saw that person for a brief moment.I wrote
this book to help you find the door to the Temple World and give yourself permission to look for
it, observe it, and bring it into your reality. The door to this world is right here next to you; it’s
anywhere you’re able to close your eyes and tap into the hidden reality I will introduce you to. I
know your brain will try to tell you there is no other world. But once you can guide it to that world,
you’ll be led to a place you can be a part of every single day if you wish. Once there, you’ll meet
with the people you lost and experience a sense of joy and peace. You will also feel a sense of
wholeness and unity with the bigger cosmos that leaves you speechless. I want to help you find
your footing there and assist you in taking one step farther in your life after loss. I call this step
the Temple Journey.As you’re doing the exercises of this book, you’ll likely find that you feel part
human, part “something else”—which is your true essence, without the confines of your body.
And it will feel uncomfortable at first. I’m going to help you get used to that. My goal is that when
you get to the last page of this book, you will feel that it’s normal to talk to the people you lost and
to connect with the hidden invisible world that exists all around you. And because you’ll be the
one taking the journey and connecting directly with your loved ones—not receiving information
through a psychic or a medium—you might just gather enough proof and develop a strong
enough sense of knowing to deeply believe that death isn’t the end and the people you lost are
only a dimension away. I wouldn’t ask you to go anywhere I haven’t been myself. I had to find
tools and methods of seeing the invisible world without “having the gift.” But I’ve discovered that
we all have the gift of consciousness and we all can tap into a heightened awareness that can
serve in nearly the same way.As you have gathered by now, the purpose of this book is not to
analyze visions of ghosts or discuss mediums who transmit messages from another dimension.
While I appreciate their powers, and the experiences those powers open to them, this book is
about our experiences—yours and mine, everyday people. This book is about giving you
permission to believe in your own abilities. It’s about experiencing life beyond our physical reality,
beyond the 3-D world that’s only a tiny part of what we call reality. It’s for those of us who wish to
make journeying beyond our physical reality an everyday experience—normal, natural, and not
at all scary. Visiting nonphysical realms is actually natural, rather than supernatural. Those visits
are so full of healing, immense peace, awe, and deepened intuition that you begin to understand
life and death a little better. Access to that understanding and that seemingly invisible world is
our birthright.I am inviting you to come along on this journey with me. Say yes to revealing an
unseen energetic layer that surrounds us, that we’re actually a part of. Our soul yearns to witness
and experience this nonphysical layer, not only for us to fully heal, but also to make the absolute
most of our lives.How to Use This BookThis book is set up so you read a new chapter each
week, in chronological order. With the exception of the last chapter, each chapter focuses on a
new journey within the Temple World. For instance, the first journey, called the Door (chapter 3 in
this book), takes you on the crossing into the Temple World, where you’ll find the person you’ve



lost and/or those who come to help guide you.You’ll take each chapter’s journey for ten minutes
or so a day every day for one week. If you need to spend an extra week on a particular journey,
that’s fine. However, I don’t recommend you spend less than one week on each journey—you’ll
need that time to trust in your experience. On these journeys, you’ll gain knowledge about the
universe, energy, light, and your own consciousness. Each journey will expand your awareness
and change your life in your day-to-day world. And if you wish to read the whole book in one go,
that’s okay too. Just rest when you need to. And pace yourself.You’ll also have the choice to
journey with a group of people who are all reading the book together. In the Resources section at
the back of this book you’ll find information about how to find or set up these groups. Each
chapter also contains tools to use on your journey, such as sounds and vibrations, that you’ll
download from the Life Reentry Institute website. You’ll find the link in the Resources section as
well.As you go farther on the Temple Journey you’ll begin to understand that our physical
existence on Earth is only one part of who we are. You’ll experience what we know as time in an
entirely new way. Einstein proved that time is relative, not absolute. Past, present, and future
occur simultaneously. Within the Temple World, the construct of time doesn’t exist. To imagine
what that’s like, just think how a smell or a song can transport you right to a specific moment in
time. Many of the students I’ve taken on this journey have seen events in their current life through
a different filter—more perceptive, detached, loving—that offers greater understanding of an
event. Some see future events in great detail, which often gives them an understanding to better
navigate the present in their day-to-day lives.On this journey you’ll experience this collapse of
time as we know it, the time we’ve created as a species to make sense of our 3-D reality. You’ll
learn that you can visit your beloved who’s died in this world instead of having to passively wait
for (or becoming freaked out by) that person popping in on you.Finally, you get to partner with
the universe; communicate with the loved ones you’ve lost from this world; dance with the Field,
the web of energy that surrounds us all and connects everyone and everything; and become one
with what I have called your Super Watcher, who is your divinity, your higher self, your cosmic
self. This world we live in is not the only world in existence, but our brain makes us believe there
are no other worlds. No other dimensions. No other ways to live.We’ll change all that. Together.
Here’s to a journey unlike any other. Here’s to an experience that brings together science, faith,
religion, and, above all, God, Source, the Universe, Spirit—whichever term you prefer for divine
consciousness. A journey we’re all on, even if we don’t realize it yet. Open yourself to
experiencing what you’ve been told can’t be experienced. Let go of the old beliefs, the advice,
the containers you built to stow your loss and compartmentalize your life. Let it all spill out. All I
ask you to do is go through the Door.1Where Did You Go?I don’t want to believe. I want to know.
—CARL SAGANI created the Temple World because when I was just thirty-four, my husband,
whom I loved deeply, died. In this world, he was gone forever, existing only in photos, home
videos, and our memories—but I couldn’t accept that he no longer existed at all. He had to be
somewhere in the universe. What if, after his three-and-a-half-year battle with colon cancer, he
was at peace in another world, one I could not see? I needed to know. I needed to know he was



okay.So I became a reporter of the invisible world—the world on the other side of the Door
between life and death. A finder of words required to make these worlds real for both me and
you. “Where did you go?” was the first question I asked Bjarne, wherever he was, after I left the
hospital, walked into what had been our bedroom, and closed the door behind me. In my mind, I
asked this question thousands of times. And even when I reentered and rebuilt my life, that one
question persisted: Where did you go? By going on this journey, I found him.This was definitely
not a journey I wanted to go on. For three and a half years, I held on to the hope and belief that
he would live longer, but there was no stopping the cancer. The journey of searching for my
husband began the day he died. I knew then that my life was about to change irrevocably, but I
didn’t understand all that would encompass.I remember that day clearly. Bjarne had been in the
hospital for ten days. Every one of those days I’d sat on the side of his hospital bed, legs curled
under me, witnessing cancer hijack his body until I hardly recognized him. Sunken cheekbones.
Blond hair gone dark. Pale skin, almost beige, matching the hospital walls. His eyes still blue, but
the kind of blue you find in the middle of the ocean. Dusky. Those ten days were truly
unbearable.Late in the morning of the tenth day, it was clear that the end was very close. That’s
when the doctors had started to administer the coma-inducing drugs to help with his breathing,
and Bjarne turned to me and very quietly said, “Bring the kids. It’s time.” I called my mom to bring
the girls as soon as possible. An hour later, the girls stormed into the room and jumped on their
dad’s bed. I quietly moved out of their way. “Hi, Daddy,” our older daughter said, climbing onto his
chest. Our younger followed. Under the oxygen mask, his mouth widened into a grin, smiling at
his girls. He started singing and they joined him. His voice, a distant echo of what it once was,
brought back the nights he’d spent singing with the girls while putting them to bed. For a few
short seconds, I forgot where we were, and a smile sneaked in. He’d been holding on to all his
energy for this moment.After a few minutes, I could see he was getting tired, his eyes starting to
close.“Girls,” I said, placing my hands on their backs, “it’s time to say good-bye to
Daddy.”“Mommy, no,” my older daughter said. “Not yet.”“Daddy needs to sleep again, love,” I
said, then asked her to give him a kiss.The girls kissed their dad good-bye. They didn’t know it
would be for the last time. But he did. He opened his eyes once again, waved, and gave them his
biggest smile.When the girls left, I leaned over and placed my head on top of his, so he could
see me if he opened his eyes. I lay there, holding his hand, my body half on the bed, half off. The
morphine drip had started to work.“Bjarne, it’s my turn to say good-bye now,” I said in my quietest
voice. I waited for a response. Nothing. Then he turned his head away from me. He’d spent all his
energy on the girls and I couldn’t help but feel robbed of my moment with him. I leaned over him
again, trying to get his attention one more time.“My love. It’s my turn to say good-bye now,” I
whispered, a little louder this time. No response. No eye movement. No hand squeezing. The
hiss of the oxygen machine, the loud whispering of the nurses and doctors in the hall—
everything ear-splitting. For nearly four years, since his cancer diagnosis, I had pictured the
moment when we’d say good-bye. It wasn’t turning out the way I’d imagined. I’d always thought
we’d hug for hours. Instead, I was begging for a nod and he was silently begging for the end.A



few hours went by quietly. Nurses, family, and friends came into and out of the room. Suddenly,
Bjarne sat up, started muttering, and reached toward something only he could see. I leaped off
the bed, tried to talk to him, tried to help. His eyes slid past me. I grabbed his arm, but he didn’t
flinch. For the first time in our lives together, he looked at me, but he didn’t know me. I deeply
wanted to see what he was seeing and share the moment with him. But he was going
somewhere else, somewhere the girls and I couldn’t follow. I leaned closer to hear what he was
saying but couldn’t quite make it out. He was calling to someone, over and over. Someone who
wasn’t me.In the midst of this, a nurse hurried in. “Let me see what’s going on here,” she said.
“He’s not supposed to be able to sit up, or even be awake.” She quickly attached a new bag of
medicine to his IV and helped him lie back down, as though to erase the moment she couldn’t
explain. What was she doing? I wasn’t finished trying to get his attention, trying to bring him back
to me. Almost immediately, he lapsed into sleep, and the room was quiet once again. “That
should do it,” she said, and looked at me as if we both had the same goal—to hurry his dying
along.Night came. I never left the room. The pale walls now held an added dimension of gray.
From the stale-smelling bag of clothes and toiletries I’d brought to the hospital, I grabbed a pair
of leggings. I walked to the corner of the room and pulled them on quickly, before anyone could
walk into the room. I’d just made it back to the bed when someone knocked gently on the door.
The knock sounded different from usual—certain, but quiet. The doctors would knock loudly,
then barge in before I could respond.“Come on in,” I said.The door opened. It was the oncology
nurse, Robin, who’d been with us for the past three and a half years. Since the diagnosis, she’d
been a member of our medical team and a part of our journey. She put her hand on my
husband’s head. I knew she’d made this type of visit many times. There was a strength there I
could draw on. Over the years, I’d always been comforted by that strength when she was in the
treatment room. “I want to show you something, “she said and bent down closer to my husband’s
face.“Hi there, Bjarne,” she said. “It’s Robin.” She spoke quite loudly, louder than my prior
attempts. To my surprise, as soon as she spoke to him, he mumbled something back to her. “You
see? He can hear you,” she said, smiling. “You can tell him whatever you want, and he’ll hear
you.” She straightened, turning to leave.“But wait, isn’t he in a coma?” I got up from the bed to
stand beside her.“Yes, he is, but he can hear you, me, and everything going on around him.
There are some things we can’t understand. This is one of them.” She patted my hand.As soon
as she left, I turned to my husband. I put my hands on either side of his head and moved as
close to him as I could. “I love you,” I said loudly, and he responded, mumbling a word I couldn’t
quite understand. It sounded like “Mmmmm,” as if he wanted me to know he could hear me. I felt
a jolt of joy rise within me, even though I knew it was still the end. Every five minutes I said the
words to him. “I love you.” Every time he responded. “Mmmmm.” He kept responding all the way
to his last breath.“I love you,” I said for the last time.“Mmmmm,” he said, and took his last breath
in, then out. He was gone.I actually looked up to see if I could see Bjarne hovering above. I was
looking for his soul but saw only the ceiling with the ugly fluorescent light. I looked around me
and there was nothing there. Looked at him, and his body seemed empty. He could no longer



hear me. He wasn’t coming back.In the days, weeks, and months that followed Bjarne’s death, I
swung between mind-numbing grief and an insatiable search for him, for his essence. One
moment I was painfully sad, the next moment I was hunting for his ghost, spirit body, soul—
anything that was him.Even though I’d been brought up Greek Orthodox, my religious
background didn’t help me. It actually deepened my doubts about what it really meant to me, my
girls, and our life, that someone we loved was now in a place called heaven, or the afterlife. At
the time, for me, the reality of the afterlife just wasn’t plausible. I wasn’t into the idea that Bjarne
was now in heaven. Not in the traditional version of heaven anyway. I didn’t care much about the
usual expressions about the soul passing. I wasn’t consoled by phrases like “He’s with the
angels now,” or “He’s no longer in pain.” They maddened me.I wanted facts. I wanted to know
he’d gone somewhere else; hoping and imagining weren’t enough. I wanted to know that even
though he was dead here, he was alive there, wherever there was. I wanted to believe. I was
desperate to know what had happened to him. In searching for answers, reading whatever
books about this other world I could find became a nearly daily activity for me. I consulted gifted
psychics, talked to priests, and listened to every story anyone wanted to share with me about his
or her own experience with the afterlife. But I also searched for facts. God wasn’t a fact for me
during those days, or even during the years that followed. Don’t get me wrong—I wanted to
believe Bjarne was with God and the angels in heaven, or in another universe I knew nothing
about; anything but dead. Not knowing that his consciousness had survived his physical death
was breaking my heart. But I needed something concrete to hold on to. Something I could
believe in.The journey that started the day my husband died has been the most important
journey of my life. I spent those first few years after his passing barely surviving. Living day in
and day out inside a routine that took away my passion for life. A routine based on fear of the
future and dictated by my ego’s need to “protect” me by keeping me stuck in one place. I hated
my life, my future, and every moment of every day. I was jealous of women whose husbands
were still alive, jealous of parents taking their kids out for pancakes on a Sunday morning and
living their perfect lives. I was a bitter, angry young widow. Dark thoughts filled my head, an ugly
monster roaring. Not a pretty picture, and one I’m not proud of. But it’s the truth.The years went
by. The searching and rote surviving continued. I discovered brain science and immersed myself
in that world. Brain science was the only field at the time that gave me a sense of hope because
it studied the brain and its finding a way out of the pain. I could do something with that, instead of
just existing in a never-ending state of grief, “waiting,” as so many books on grieving advised, “for
time to heal me,” while at the same time telling me that “grief is supposed to last forever.” These
two concepts made me furious because waiting for time to pass was not the way I wanted to
spend my life. But that exact thing, this terrible advice I was given, fueled my mission to impact
the world of grief with an action-oriented process. In 2010, based on what I’d learned about
neuroscience, I developed my Life Reentry Model to help people find their way back to life after
loss. I launched my blog Second Firsts. I quit the corporate job I’d taken a little more than a year
after Bjarne’s death.During the next few years, I didn’t just get my own life back, I helped



thousands of others do the same. But still, there was always one part missing. I worked with so
many people who continued to search for their beloveds—even after they had reclaimed their
own lives; even when they were thriving. I, too, continued to search. In some way, it wasn’t
enough to find our way back to a good life; once we had started reentering our lives and could
face such questions, we were hungry to discover where our loved ones had gone and where we
would be going one day. I wanted to see what Bjarne saw in the hospital room when he came out
of the coma with his arms up in the air. I wanted to feel what he felt. I wanted to visit him,
wherever he had gone.My girls, too, had been looking for their dad. “Mommy, do you think he’s
here with us right now?” they asked over the years—at a graduation, or on a birthday, or just
before I put them to bed. They still ask. And I remind them of the amazing moments and dreams
they experienced the first few years after their dad died.Not long after Bjarne’s death, my
younger daughter, Isabel, gave me one of her drawings. “Mommy,” she said proudly, holding a
piece of paper in front of her, “look, I drew a picture of us.” She pointed to each person in the
picture. “Mommy, here’s you. That’s me. Here’s Elina. And the ghost,” she said, pointing at a
fuzzy cloud hovering on the right side of the drawing.“Who’s the ghost?” I asked her in
surprise.“It’s Daddy.” She then jumped from my lap and went off to her room. As kids do.I wanted
to keep talking about the picture. I wished she’d say more. It felt so good that she was
experiencing things I couldn’t. And that she wasn’t scared of these experiences, as I imagined I
would be if I saw Bjarne hanging around. Kids want to know the truth and are open to it, more
than we are. As open as I’ve become, as often as I talk to Bjarne, my girls talk to their dad even
more. Even ten years after his passing, they seek him out. It’s a deeply healing experience to
connect with him from this plane and to have the certainty and the confidence to believe in the
unseen that surrounds us. But it took me nearly eight years to get to that place of certainty and
confidence.The Next ChapterI slowly started to pick up my very painful life. A new promotion at
work. Some new friends. My heart started beating a little faster and life began to lighten. In 2010,
four years after Bjarne died, I remarried. My new husband, Eric, and I merged our families. Three
years later, Eric, our four girls, and I moved from the Boston area to Northern California. Our
house on top of a hill provided a perfect place to watch the sun rise over the mountains every
day. When I watched the sun rise, my soul took the deepest breath. The senses of peace and
expansion were palpable. I felt them in my body, every cell filling with light and air.One day
during those first few months after we’d moved, I was sitting at the table on our deck, watching
the sun rise, when I felt everything go quiet, and an incredible euphoria came over me. All I could
hear were the birds. That feeling of joy was unlike anything I’d ever felt—as though time had
stopped, and everything made sense. That was my first “peak experience,” the term renowned
humanist psychologist Abraham H. Maslow coined to describe moments of such transcendent
joy that they are almost spiritual.1 Peak experiences come to us suddenly, filling us with wonder
and pure awe. We feel a connection with the world around us, a oneness with every living thing.
Maslow discusses humankind’s yearning for the magical and describes how these experiences
help us connect with the invisible world around us. The woman sitting on my deck during that



peak experience, calm, at peace, filled with joy, was very different from the terrified woman
who’d lain on her bed each night with all the lights on, waiting to experience something outside
her own reality. This felt more like an extension of me and a blending with the nature that
surrounded me. It felt like a rebirth.That morning, my door to the invisible world opened. After
that, I felt that activation, that bliss, every day when I watched the sun rise, and every night when
I walked outside and gazed at the stars. No matter what difficulties my day brought, I found my
way back to that place of peace and connection at night and in the early morning, and felt
recalibrated. I experienced a different kind of life reentry. I traveled to a place of heightened
consciousness. Of course, I still had to do the work in the physical world, but the journey felt so
much bigger, so much lighter, as if I had discovered a secret place that was so large it was
hidden in plain sight, around us all.In these experiences I was reminded that my desire to
uncover the truth about life after life—about the persistence of consciousness after death—had
never disappeared. I consumed all the books and articles on neuroscience, quantum physics,
and particle physics that I could get my hands on. I read about consciousness surviving outside
the body, alternate realities, multiple dimensions, stars, black holes, time—anything that would
help me understand a nonreligious, nonmystical possibility of life after life.The deeper into the
theories I went, the more I realized how much our scientists already know about the universe.
But these findings have not made their way to the masses. How much evidence we actually have
that these other dimensions exist—from personal accounts to theories in quantum physics, to
discoveries accepted as fact in the scientific community. I realized that we’ve gone far in our
discoveries but not far in our experiences and certainly not far in the sharing of these
discoveries.One of the very first things we learned when our scientists started to study the
invisible parts of the universe was that everything in the universe contains both wave and
particle. But what are these you may wonder? How is that relevant to life beyond life? Well, you
see, a wave is the movement of energy from one location to another. In quantum physics, a
particle is a small mass, the tiniest thing you can imagine. A particle is matter; it occupies space,
however small it is. When scientists discovered that all objects are made of both waves and
particles, both energy and matter, they were taken by surprise. In other words, matter is energy.
This book you are reading is energy. To me, the fact that everything is energy means that the
invisible hidden reality, which I have named the Temple World, is made of the exact same
elements as the chair you’re sitting on. And if that’s true, all that we experience in the seemingly
invisible world of the quantum realm, the Temple World, is as concrete as the experiences in our
3-D reality. Ultimately, we’re swimming in energy that looks like matter.Scientists also learned
that when waves are being observed, they can behave as particles. It seems as if everything is
probable, in a constant state of change. Therefore, at certain points in time, every version of
reality is probable. When we’re inside the Temple World interacting with our beloved, seeing and
experiencing a different version of reality, our own reality changes. Maybe we can’t bring the
people we lost back to the dimension we live and work in, but we can interact with them inside
the sea of energy and together see a new life.When I read about quantum entanglement, the



idea that everything—at the smallest level—is forever connected, my heart sped. No matter how
far two entangled particles are from each other, they can always affect the other. Einstein called
it “spooky action at a distance.” Here’s why I got so excited: humans are made of atoms, and
atoms are made of subatomic particles. When we entangle with other humans, with other
particles, the way we entangled with our beloved, we are never ever separated. The person we
lost is entangled with us and always will be.Quantum physics portrays a murky reality—no time,
no truly solid matter, nothing existing until we observe it. What we consider real—such as the
objects that constitute our everyday environment—isn’t so real after all. They’re part of what
Einstein called “illusion.” We observe the illusion, the hologram, that creates realities. Stepping
out of the illusion of the hologram also means that we step out of the illusion of death, which
excited me enormously. But I get that it can be unsettling. Though Einstein refused to accept
quantum physics because, as he said, “I like to think the moon is there even if I am not looking at
it,” I saw only possibilities.If the moon exists only when we’re looking at it, where is it when we’re
not? If our beloveds can’t be seen, is it because we don’t know how to see them? And if learning
how to look and experience differently with those we lost is the key to communicating with them,
then what are we waiting for? I had to find the bridge between the way we see reality now and
seeing it differently. To peeling back the layers of our very complex reality and finding my way in.
What was the bridge made of? How could everyone find their way there? And if reality is only
real because of how our eyes and brain observe it, then what if we tried to observe without our
eyes and brain? What if we could trick our brain to see and shut down our senses to experience?
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Elaine Glass, “A book full of hope, love and connection.. I use to rely on hoping my loved ones
would visit me in my dreams. I’d wait and wait and feel disappointed when I didn’t see signs from
them. After reading Where Did You Go, and using Christina Rasmussen’s methods, I was able to
connect immediately with those I have lost. Now I know I have the power to see what is hidden.
We all can!  Highly recommend this book.”

Cassie, “Beyond my expectations. I have read Second Firsts and now WDYG and also
participated in some of Christina’s online groups. She and her books have been life changing for
me. They are some of the only books I have been able to finish since my loss four years ago
because they touch me that deeply. And Christina is a genuine and amazing human being that I
am honored to know and call a friend. I can’t recommend this book enough if you are looking to
go deeper, reestablish your spirituality, connection with self and others, including lost loves. It
goes deep and offers guided meditations to help strengthen our bonds with ourselves and our
world, our beliefs, and is exactly what I needed at this stage in my grief.”

Dannette F., “Beautifully written by someone who has also experienced deep grief. I have been
paralyzed by grief since losing my Dad in December 2014. Christina's book has shown me that I
can still connect with my Dad in my journey's and that those we love are never truly gone.”

SpunkieNurse, “Life affirming journey!. Christina’s book “Second Firsts” was a recommendation
from someone in my Facebook Widows group. I enjoyed it but felt I wasn’t really “there yet” when
it came to dating etc. I could not wait to get my hands on this book! I’ve been a student of
mysticism for many years studying anything I can get my hands on in that regard. As a Hospice
nurse I meet so many people that can use this wisdom as well! I bought four more copies for
Christmas gifts. Thank you for the validation that “love never dies” Christina! ”

Rose, “It is a book that helps you be free... are you ready?. Amazing bookAmazing journeyI
needed help to truly connect with my loved ones and to truly connect to a better lifeWe think this
world is all there usWe are very mistakenChristina Rasmussen will help you acces the other
universeIt has been here all alongGives me clarity and hope”

Una Marzorati, “A beautiful journey. I read the first 3 chapters in one go and I am doing the first
journey 'exercises'.A practical guide to explore and discover the unseen reality. Wonderful.”

The book by Christina Rasmussen has a rating of 5 out of 4.5. 316 people have provided
feedback.
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