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Introduction

On a beautiful summer afternoon in New York in July 2010, my wife, Carole, and I were driving up the tree-lined Taconic Parkway toward the Omega Institute, a rustic retreat center where we teach an intensive course on past-life regressions. We love teaching this course. Incredible events happen every day, again and again. Participants not only remember past lives but have amazing spiritual or healing experiences, find soul mates, receive messages from departed loved ones, access profound wisdom and knowledge, or encounter some other mystical and marvelous event. Carole and I have witnessed such life-transforming occurrences over the years in these workshops and trainings, and we feel blessed to be able to facilitate and observe them. Often we do not know that a particularly powerful experience has just transpired in the workshop. The person may need time to process it, and we will only hear of it in a later e-mail or letter.

At that moment on the sun-dappled highway, Carole’s BlackBerry buzzed with an e-mail describing another one of these wonderful workshop healings, a message relaying such ancient wisdom yet arriving to us through this most modern technology. The timing was perfect, for we were about to reenter the very place where we had observed so many similar happenings. We never knew exactly which amazing events and changes would transpire—only that they would. Carole turned to me and observed in her wise, understated way: “Sometimes miracles happen.”

Indeed, sometimes they do. The miracles may be large ones that affect the entire group. They may be small and silent. No matter their scope, the transformation is permanent. Relationships are repaired. Souls are nourished. Lives acquire newer and deeper meaning. Miracles happen.

A miracle happened for me on the day that a patient named Catherine walked into my office and introduced me to an entire spiritual universe that I had never believed to exist. My earlier books contain a very detailed account of her experiences, and they describe how her life was permanently altered for the better as a result of them. My own life was affected at least as much. Before uncovering her amazing past-life memories, I had been a left-brained, obsessive-compulsive academic. I had graduated magna cum laude, Phi Beta Kappa, with a degree in chemistry from Columbia University. I earned my medical degree from the Yale University School of Medicine, where I was the chief resident in psychiatry. Completely skeptical of “unscientific” fields such as parapsychology and reincarnation, I was the chairman of a prestigious psychiatry department at Mount Sinai Medical Center in Miami, and I had authored more than forty scientific articles and book chapters in the fields of psychopharmacology, brain chemistry, and Alzheimer’s disease. Catherine turned my skepticism—and my life—upside down.

Although it has been over thirty years since that day, I still remember the very first time that she crossed the invisible boundary of her current life and entered the realm of other lifetimes. She was in a deeply relaxed state, her eyelids lightly shut but her concentration intense.

“There are big waves knocking down trees,” she whispered in a hoarse voice as she described an ancient scene. “There’s no place to run. It’s cold; the water is cold. I have to save my baby, but I cannot ... just have to hold her tight. I drown; the water chokes me. I can’t breathe, can’t swallow ... salty water. My baby is torn out of my arms.” Her body had tensed; her breathing accelerated.

Suddenly, her body and her breathing relaxed completely.

“I see a cloud ... my baby is with me. And others from my village. I see my brother.”

My skepticism needed more time to erode, but the process had begun. Catherine’s severe symptoms began to disappear as she remembered more scenes from this and other prior lifetimes. I knew that imagination could not dissolve such chronic symptoms; only actual memories could. Catherine would go on to remember many historical facts and details from her past lives, which we were sometimes able to confirm. She was also able to relate private truths from my own life, truths that she had no obvious way of knowing or discovering. She would tell me these personal facts while she floated in that beautifully relaxed state in between physical lifetimes.

Those powerful evidential encounters with Catherine began to open my mind and to erase my doubts. I found other reputable clinicians conducting regressions and research, and I became further convinced. Ever since Many Lives, Many Masters, my first book, was published in 1988, I have treated over four thousand individual patients using past-life regression therapy and many, many more in large groups during my experiential workshops. Each case validates and confirms, teaches and expands. Each case reveals more of life’s mystery. In that time, I have met with past-life pioneers and luminaries from all over the world. Where there was once disbelief, there is now carefully collected knowledge and wisdom. The stories in this book will propel you on the very same path and lead you from doubt to discovery. Just open your own mind and let this miraculous journey begin.

In the workshops that I conduct, approximately two-thirds of the audience successfully remembers episodes from previous lives. Their memories and recollections frequently heal emotional and physical maladies. Symptoms resolve even though the memory may not be absolutely accurate, for an error in recall does not negate the truth and importance of the memory. As an example, in a regression you may recall the trauma, chaos, and even the entire emotional reaction of your mother when you were three years old and ran into the street, almost getting hit by a black Buick. When you check with your mother, it turns out that the car was a navy blue Cadillac. Otherwise, everything else in your recall was accurate. This slight degree of distortion is acceptable. Memory is not literal time travel. And if, in describing the memory of the near accident, you used a word that you did not learn until you were twelve, this is also fine. Your observing and describing mind is your present-day consciousness, not your three-year-old brain. You never actually stepped into a time machine. Hypnosis is the tool I use to help people recall such childhood events—and more. Many of my patients and the people who have attended my workshops are able to remember events not only from their childhood but also from when they were in their mothers’ wombs, from that mystical state when they were in between lives, and from past lives.

Throughout the years, I have encountered people whose preconceived notions about past-life regression therapy have compelled them to dismiss the concept entirely. They argue that the memories are distorted or inaccurate, as I have addressed above, or that its therapeutic effects can be ascribed to wishful thinking, or that everyone who has a regression erroneously identifies themselves as a famous historical figure in a past life. Such critics are vocal but misinformed. This book contains numerous stories of people who have undergone or performed their own regressions, and together they present a catalog of an incredible diversity of experiences that definitively challenges such assumptions. Its pages contain far more recollections of paupers and peasants than people of prominence. Imagination or fantasy does not cure deeply entrenched physical or mental conditions, yet this book is brimming with examples of how remembering our past lifetimes does—and neither the patient nor the therapist even needs to believe in this concept for the healing to occur, just as neither Catherine nor I did at first. The stories in this book, like a microcosm of the entire field of regression therapy, illustrate a widely varying range of past lives, yet they also point again and again to the fundamental commonalities in our soul’s journey and evolution. To open your mind to their truths—that we are immortal and eternal beings who have lived before and will live again, that we are all one, and that we are all here on Earth to learn lessons of love and compassion—is, to borrow from that well-known quote, to take one important step for a man and one giant leap for mankind.

Whenever my patients and workshop participants successfully remember one of their past lives, a direct avenue to divine wisdom and to physical or emotional wellness is established. The awareness that we have had multiple lifetimes, separated by spiritual interludes on the other side, helps to dissolve the fear of death and to bring more peace and joy into the present moment. Sometimes, just the remembrance of past-life traumas leads to incredible insights and healings. This is the rapid route.

Those who have not had a past-life memory can attain understanding and an enhanced perspective by witnessing or reading about the experiences of others. An empathic identification can be a powerful transformative stimulus. This is an alternative route, where the direction of progress is more important than the speed. We will all eventually reach a state of enlightened awareness.

Reincarnation, the concept that we have all lived past lives, is the door through which I entered a greater level of understanding. Catherine opened the door for me, and I have subsequently held it open for many more.

But there are many doors. People have accessed the higher realms through near-death experiences, through mystical encounters, or through meditation. Others have had a sudden insight or “aha” moment. All doors lead to the same place: a transcendent recognition that our true nature is spiritual, not physical. There often is a simultaneous awareness that we are all interconnected and that we are somehow manifestations of one energy.

The author Paolo Coelho writes: “Life is the train, not the station.” On our soul’s journey home to a state of infinite love and wisdom, a journey filled with mystery and miracles, we rest, recuperate, and reflect at the stations, in between lifetimes, until it is time to board again: another train, another body. There is only one home and eventually we will all return there, sooner or later. It is a place of bliss. This book will help you find its shores.

The treasure of this book lies in the stories carefully nurtured and harvested by readers and workshop participants over the past twenty-three years. Shared here, the experiences underlie and honor everything that I have written about and taught. In a thousand voices, these stories validate not only the phenomena of past-life regressions but the entire psychospiritual universe. You will read of souls and soul mates, of the life that is found after death, of present lives being utterly transformed by encounters with the past. The stories share how mind and body can be profoundly and permanently healed. They tell how grief can be changed to comfort and hope, and how the spiritual world interpenetrates and enriches our physical world at all times. These stories are filled with wisdom, love, and deep knowledge. They are humorous and serious, brief and extensive, but always wise and instructive. Gleaned from all over the world, the shared experiences will help many thousands of souls toiling through their current lives. Helping others to heal, to understand, and to progress along their spiritual paths is the soul’s noblest duty.

Reading the stories and reflections in this book is like experiencing a hundred vicarious regressions. Powerful resonances to the reader’s own latent past-life memories stimulate the subconscious and elicit a heightened awareness. The deeper mind discovers new possibilities of physical and emotional healing. A comprehension of our higher nature—that we are the soul, not the body or the brain—leads to profound shifts in our core values and aspirations. And then the most important transformation of all begins. Our consciousness awakens, opens its divine but dormant eyes, and discerns its spiritual path. The stories that have been selected to be in this book do not merely describe these gentle wake-up calls, they provide them. To read them is to be changed in some ineffable yet indelible way.

At that moment of awakening, when we discover our inherent nature as eternal beings, doubt disappears. As if an ancient alchemist sprinkled his magic dust on us, fear is permanently transmuted into inner peace, despair into hope, sadness into joy, hate into love. At the level of the soul, anything can happen.

Words have their own alchemical power. This book is not a collection of stories; it is a collection of transformative possibilities. By reading about and empathizing with the regression experiences of others, we gain a deep connection to their immense wisdom. A link to an incredibly wise and loving cosmic process is established and gradually strengthened, story by story. Each one that has been chosen for this book facilitates those empathic connections and provides accessible insights into the deeper nature of our souls, our purpose on the earth, and our healing potential. My commentary, I hope, helps to clarify these themes even more. As you read of others’ mystical encounters, the likelihood of having one of your own becomes increased. The stories set the table, and now the special guest can enter. They shine light on an entire metaphysical philosophy. The concepts of reincarnation and past-life regression demonstrate the reality and essence of our higher self and our higher purpose. The techniques and teachings found in the following chapters can be used by all to improve your lives, to endure along your spiritual path, to experience more love and happiness right now, and to understand that there is no need to fear, as we are all immortal. We are all souls.

My daughter, Amy, is a therapist as well as a writer and an editor. She and I collected hundreds of submissions from people who had a meaningful memory to share. We carefully read and reread each one, selecting those that we felt would highlight an important point, provide a platform for teaching, and, most of all, illuminate our shared life lessons. Their beauty and their insights were frequent topics of discussion around the family dinner table. Amy and I worked as a team to write this book. Sometimes, my words give poetry and purpose to her thoughts; sometimes, her words give form and finish to my thoughts; but at all times, both flow into each other seamlessly. It has been such a pleasure and a blessing to be able to work with her on this project. Yet the most important collaborator by far consists of you, the authors of its stories. Without you to truthfully, bravely, and eloquently share your experiences, this book would not exist. Without you, there would be no words. You are the inspiration for its creation and the conduit for its healings.

This book is not necessarily designed to be read in one sitting, for its stories are rich and layered with lessons. Wander leisurely in their wisdom. Linger with them awhile. Feel their emotions and textures. You might find parallels with your own life experiences, and these are worth taking the time to explore. Reread the stories as many times as necessary. Each time that I do, I unfailingly discover new and deeper levels of meaning. You will also quickly notice that these stories are not just about past lifetimes. As I have mentioned, reincarnation is a doorway into an expanded consciousness and incredibly rich vistas of spiritual knowledge and wisdom. What is on the other side of the door is more important than the door, even though the door itself is fabulous.

The stories that you are about to read are examples of our inexorable progress toward spiritual perfection. They point the way; they illuminate the steps. They are like multifaceted jewels that we have collected but that are meant to be shared. The facets of one seem to reflect all of the others. Although I have created chapters, the jewels really mirror one another and so could be located anywhere and everywhere, like holographic gems.

Years ago, I had dreamed about humans as these jewels, and I described the image in Many Lives, Many Masters:

It is as if a large diamond were to be found inside each person. Picture a diamond a foot long. The diamond has a thousand facets, but the facets are covered with dirt and tar. It is the job of the soul to clean each facet until the surface is brilliant and can reflect a rainbow of colors.

Now, some have cleaned many facets and gleam brightly. Others have only managed to clean a few; they do not sparkle so. Yet, underneath the dirt, each person possesses within his or her breast a brilliant diamond with a thousand gleaming facets. The diamond is perfect, not one flaw. The only differences among people are the number of facets cleaned. But each diamond is the same, and each is perfect.

When all the facets are cleaned and shining forth in a spectrum of lights, the diamond returns to the pure energy that it was originally. The lights remain. It is as if the process that goes into making the diamond is reversed, all that pressure released. The pure energy exists in the rainbow of lights, and the lights possess consciousness and knowledge.

And all of the diamonds are perfect.

Here are more diamonds.





. 1 .

We Are All Connected

Once, when I was teaching a large group workshop, I noticed a little card. On it was a poem or prayer that read: “Buddha nature pervades the whole universe, existing right here and now. I dedicate the merit of this practice to all sentient beings. Together, we realize liberation.”

As I read these words, I realized that this is true for everyone and everything. You can substitute, instead of “Buddha nature,” if you feel more comfortable, the word love, or God, or Jesus, or higher power, or any other spiritual figure. It does not matter. It simply means a kind, wise, and loving energy, perhaps with attributes beyond which we can comprehend, that fills the atoms and molecules and energetic particles of the whole universe—an energy from which we are made and precipitated, in a sense. This energy, this Buddha or God nature, exists right here and now, everywhere and all the time. You can dedicate the practice of your daily life to bringing about in a compassionate manner the advancement of all sentient beings; that is, all things that have consciousness. Together—because every one of us is connected—we can realize liberation, which is freedom from the process of birth and death and rebirth, so that we can graduate from the school that we call Earth.

That word together, that one simple word, is crucial. There is such a sacred energy in the gathering of the group. As the stories in this chapter illustrate, it is no accident, no coincidence that specific people come together at a certain time and for a collective purpose. Some of the authors of these stories are able to divine the intricate, infinite threads that tie each one of us to another. Others who call themselves strangers find that they have been intimately linked throughout their lifetimes. There are no strangers. There is no separateness. No one stands alone.

For example, any particular group of people who are attending one of my workshops is not truly random. They are already connected to each other even before they have assembled, pulled in by some greater coordinating force. It is as if a cosmic magnet attracts those specific souls that are needed for that workshop. Soul mates and others, some of whom have shared past lives but have not yet met in the present one, are brought together. These unions are actually reunions.

As I looked at the card, I remember thinking, How important this little prayer is. Then as I was teaching the course, with the words of this prayer still resonating in my mind, I understood that the 130 people who had come to this intensive course were assembled not just for their own purposes, and not just to experience a past life. What if God or a higher power had assembled these 130 people to heal three or four? What if the intention was, “Well, let’s get these particular 130 people and their unique energy to heal these three or four among their group who are in need?” What a privilege, what an honor, and what a blessing it would be to be included among those 130 people.

That gave a different perspective to me and to the entire group. We realized that miracles were happening. We merely had to open our eyes.

. THE FABRIC OF CONNECTION .

In 1993, I was given Many Lives, Many Masters by a stranger who knew nothing of me but said that it was “for” me. It made everything in my life prior to that finally make sense—not so much my experience with past lives as much as personal conflicts that I felt with the common perception of grief. For the first time in my life, I felt validated for not feeling completely stricken with loss when someone passed away. I had a resonating knowing that if I could only work with you and learn from you, I could help others to shift their perspective from pain back to connection.

More than ten years later, my husband, a California highway patrol officer, was killed in a pursuit. Two years after that, I saw you on The Oprah Winfrey Show, and that same resonating feeling of knowing came through me as I watched. With your July Omega professional training only weeks away, I booked everything within minutes. It was as easy as water flowing.

When I arrived at Omega, my psychic awareness was completely blown open as never before. I was aware of my connection not only to all others there but also with the little animals and plants. You agreed to demonstrate a regression on me in front of the entire group. As you did a rapid induction, I immediately saw the word trough galloping through my awareness and then saw the actual trough we used for our horse’s water on the farm on which I grew up. I was led through a childhood memory of being forced by circumstance to sell our beloved horses. I remembered witnessing the pain this had also brought my father, how he had related to my mother that his instincts told him not to sell the horses to that particular buyer, and how he had ignored those instincts with great regret. I had made a conscious decision to not cry, in order to spare my father any additional guilt. From that moment as a child until I sat with you at Omega, even the thought of sadness in relation to that incident remained deep and anonymous inside me. The pain came flowing up from my diaphragm with each exhalation as I described what was happening. The combination of absolute shock and relief was indescribable.

I went next to a memory of my son’s birth, when my own instincts had screamed to me that something was wrong for weeks yet I allowed myself to repeatedly be convinced by the doctor that I was simply paranoid. Finally, I pleaded with him to induce my labor and he reluctantly agreed, but then I was thrown into an emergency cesarean section when arriving at the hospital. My son had needed to be resuscitated, gangrene infecting the entire placenta and umbilical cord. The next day, when he was finally stable enough for me to hold him, I looked down upon him and saw his little stained fingers. I knew that by ignoring my own intuition, which I should have trusted more than the air that I breathe, I had failed my first real test as a parent. I had begun to cry in anger, sadness, and frustration, the same way my father had when he sold our horses. Just then, my son began to fuss and move uncomfortably, and I realized he could feel this pain coming from me. Out of concern for causing any additional pain to him, I stopped crying and forgot the guilt completely until those fourteen years later, during my session. I released the extreme pain that I was completely unaware of harboring. Absolutely relieved, I felt as if the weight of the world had literally been lifted from my chest.

I then became aware of my guides’ presence, and the familiar sense of peace and belonging washed over me. They went on to make me aware that I was a part of them, just as they were a part of me, and as I felt you to my right side I realized that you, too, were a part of that “team.”

You asked if my husband was there. Looking for the answer, I could feel him to my left, and I turned my head as if to bring him more clearly into my awareness. Just as I turned left, I also felt him in front of me; I turned my head forward, only to feel him to my right, yet still to my left and front. “He is everywhere!” I said as I realized what I had been feeling.

Hearing this, the entire rest of the room of 130 people let out a collective sigh. In that moment, I became aware of energy, like blue threads, that had been connecting me to each person in the room since our introductions had begun the night before, extending from my diaphragm to theirs individually. When they collectively sighed in response to their own emotions, which were stirred from sharing in my awareness of my late husband’s presence, the threads shot out from each of them, from one another to one another, in a beautiful, simple yet complicated fabric of connection. I became aware of the fact that everything I would go on to do from that moment would affect all these others, just as everything that they would go on to do would affect each of the others as well. Heal the healers was the awareness I had, with a knowing that in our connection was our strength.

I tuned back in to hear you ask if my guides were still present. I responded that they were and that they always are, and I said, “We are a team and we have a purpose.” You asked what the purpose was, and I began to see infinite flashes of scenes—only flashes—but with details and emotions attached to each. The few that I could capture involved a prisoner sitting on the side of his bunk with his head in his hands, feeling more pain, fear, and anger toward himself than any of his victims could ever fathom because even he did not know why he did the things he did, and so he could not trust his own actions. A mother holding her child, both of them starving to death. The mother choking on her own pain, knowing her child would die of malnourishment before her, fearing she would die believing her mother was selfish for not dying first. All I could verbally translate of these flashes was, “The pain, the pain, so much pain,” as I cried with such intensity that I felt as if I would split into pieces.

“All of the pain is from fear, misunderstandings, fearing and being feared,” I said. I knew that the purpose, as you had asked, was to reduce the collective pain through eliminating fear, and through this an elevation of all livings things would ensue. I understand now that being one is not a goal—it already is—and that everything that we do, even those seemingly small things that we do individually, does indeed directly affect us all.

[image: image]Nina Manny

In my lectures and workshops, I frequently talk about how we are all connected, how what one does affects everybody else. Nina says it beautifully: in our connection is our strength. The bonds that connect us are ones of loving spirituality. If we are of the same energy, composed of particle and wave and not blood and bone, then what we do affects one another—and not just human beings. Our thoughts and actions have consequences, all the more reason to be loving and compassionate and not fearful or harmful. They create our destiny and our future.

Nina’s story wonderfully expands upon and explains the energetic cords that unite us. But there is so much more here. She perceives her late husband’s ubiquitous and loving presence. She is aware of the constant eternal wisdom that grace, heaven’s hand, provides us in various forms, whether through guides, angels, spiritual messengers, or in many other ways. She has recognized lifetimes filled with lessons, loss, pain, and hope. And she has reminded me of a long-ago message from a Master, conveyed through Catherine, recorded on tape, and written in Many Lives, Many Masters. It is one that has nourished and motivated me ever since.

You were correct in assuming this is the proper treatment for those in the physical state. You must eradicate the fears from their minds. It is a waste of energy when fear is present. It stifles them from fulfilling what they were sent here to fulfill. ... Energy ... everything is energy. So much is wasted. Inside the mountain it is quiet; it is calm at the center. But on the outside is where the trouble lies. Humans can only see the outside. ... You have to go deep inside. ... You must get rid of the fear. That will be the greatest weapon you have.

It is what Nina reminds us: “All of the pain is from fear.” Love and understanding dissolve fear.

 

The great teacher Jon Kabat-Zinn taught me a meditation of a mountain. I think of this often, for it helps me to understand how to stay grounded no matter what happens on the outside. I believe that it has been such a powerful image for me precisely because the Masters had mentioned it so long ago in the above quote.

Picture a beautiful mountain, perhaps with a peak covered in snow. As you look at it, you can see that it has an inner core of constant peace and constant temperature, so that no matter what happens on the outside, the inside remains unchanged.

Now imagine that the seasons come and go. Summer comes with lightning, with storms, with flooding and fires, yet inside the mountain remains completely still, tranquil, and calm. The summer becomes fall, with howling winds and leaves falling off the trees; then winter arrives with snows and freezing temperatures; and this too turns to spring, as the snows melt and avalanches occur. Yet the inner core, the beautiful space deep within the mountain, is unaffected by any of these changing seasons.

We are like the mountain. We do not have to let outside events rob us of our joy and harmony, no matter how strongly the storms rage, no matter how loudly the winds howl. We all have that inner core of calm and quiet. It is there whenever we want or need it. By going inward, we can access its powerful healing presence. The mountain, inside, is perfect—and so are we.

Envision, now, that tourists come to the mountain. They arrive by train, airplane, car, boat, and other ways. And they all have opinions: This mountain is not as beautiful as one that I have seen elsewhere. It is too small, or too tall, or too narrow, or too wide. But the mountain does not care, because it knows that it is the ideal essence of mountain.

We, once again, are like that mountain. No matter what people say about us, no matter what criticisms or judgments they may offer up and call mirrors, we are already ideal and divine. We do not have to be affected by their opinions, even those of people who are close to us, such as our family, our bosses, or our loved ones. In that sense, we are solid and grounded in the earth like the mountain. We know, deep within our hearts, that we are the perfect essence of a spiritual being. The words of others cannot rob us of our inner peace and joy unless we give them the power to do so.

I often use this meditation to remind myself and others of our magnificence and nobility, just like the beautiful mountain. Although we have merely forgotten this, we are already perfect. We have always been so.

. LOVED AND WORTHY .

The week at Omega in October 2010 touched and opened my heart in so many ways. It helped bring to my conscious mind so much that I had forgotten. There is a reawakening emerging in me that brings me to tears whenever I allow myself to sit still and realize how wondrous we all truly are.

On the first morning, Dr. Weiss guided us into a group regression. This was not my first regression, and I was looking forward to another past-life experience. I usually sense, feel, and visualize in sync with the words of the person guiding the journey. This time, however, to my surprise I saw myself as I am in this life at my current age. I was standing in a space where everything just felt hazy. I looked in front of me, and there seemed to be a curtain of fog. A bare arm came though, took my hand, and brought me through the curtain.

I found myself standing in front of an old friend, Joe, who had passed in the 1970s, when we were in our twenties. Joe and I had been very close. As a matter of fact, I had never been as close to anyone before or after him. We were friends, lovers, and confidants. We would talk for hours about the possibilities of life after death. We promised each other that whoever died first would come back to the other one and explain what it was like. Eventually, we got in our own way and went our separate ways—badly.

About a year or two later, Joe and I spoke on the phone, and it was clear that whatever had come between us was not as strong now. He invited me to visit him the next time I was in Santa Barbara. I said that I would, but I didn’t. I was afraid, and I told myself that I needed more time before I saw him face-to-face.

Not long after that, I got a phone call from a mutual friend, who told me that Joe had taken his life. I was in disbelief. I became mad, and sad, and then mad again. If only I had called him when I was in Santa Barbara, then maybe this would not have happened.

Time went on, and Joe kept his word. I would get visits from him, mostly at night in vivid dreams. There were also the times, after I had spoken to someone about how angry I was that he took his life, when I would be woken up with my bed shaking, and I could hear his voice telling me not to be mad at him. I made myself stop voicing my anger out loud, and soon I realized that I just missed him. Eventually, I told Joe I no longer wanted the dreams, and they stopped too.

After that, from time to time, I felt Joe’s energy around me; just knowing that he was there was so reassuring. Then one day, in the 1990s, I was in my kitchen and I could feel Joe’s energy surround me. It was around me and in me. I heard him tell me that he loved me and that he was leaving this vibration and going to another dimension, where he had work to do. He told me he was going to be greeting the souls who had passed from AIDS. He showed me a quick glimpse of a space where there was so much sorrow, pain, and confusion. This was part of his debt, he said, for taking his own life. I felt his energy enveloping me and filling me with an unconditional love that I had never experienced before. Tears of joy streamed down my cheeks. I don’t know how long I stood there before I again became aware that I was standing in my kitchen in the middle of the day.

That was the last time I ever felt Joe’s energy—until the group regression on the first morning of the training. There I was, standing in front of Joe. He took me to him and hugged me fully and unconditionally. He now had wings. He impressed upon me, without speaking, that he had progressed. I could feel him wrap his wings around me. It felt like there were other energies around us, also surrounding me in love. I heard the words, “You are loved. You are worthy.” My jaws hurt, my throat was tight, my arms ached, and tears rushed into my eyes. Joe continued to hug me until I accepted and surrendered to the message, and at that moment the physical discomfort also stopped. A teacher came and put a “light crystal” in my heart. I followed Dr. Weiss’s voice and opened my eyes. I was back. I didn’t want to be back! It was lonely and cold here.

That afternoon, I volunteered to be hypnotized in front of the group so that Dr. Weiss could demonstrate a rapid induction. It worked well. While I was in hypnosis, Dr. Weiss asked me about my morning journey. I told him about meeting Joe, although I purposely did not use his name, instead referring to him simply as “a friend.” I told him of the wings and of his message. I said that my friend had taken his life and that I hadn’t gone to see him, as I’d promised I would. Dr. Weiss told me that I wasn’t responsible and should not have any guilt for my friend having taken his life. To my friend I was, he said, “loved and worthy.”

Immediately, I felt a sense of relief. I hadn’t consciously realized that I had carried this burden of responsibility, but now that it was spoken I could feel a layer of sadness being lifted. I could feel the emotion of the moment, yet I still sensed that I was holding back somewhat and not letting go entirely.

Several days later, still during the training, a friend and I were on our way to the dining room for breakfast. A woman named Rachel was walking toward us on the path. She looked at me intently and asked, “Are you Jeannette?”

When I said that I was, she said, “I have a message for you from Joe. He says he loves you.” She told me that she had gotten this message and was compelled to find me to relay it. I thanked her with tears streaming down my cheeks. This was my confirmation. Joe knew me too well. He knew he would have to bring his message through someone else just to make sure I would believe it.

And I do believe it. Since this encounter, I have a sense of quiet calm. I feel more comfortable with myself than I have ever been before. I now know that we are all truly loved in ways that we cannot imagine on this physical plane. And now, finally, I accept this truth.
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The earth is like a one-room schoolhouse in which students of different grade levels are assembled together: first graders coexist with college seniors, remedial students with the gifted. Its courses are taught in every language and cover every subject. Students of all nationalities and all races attend this school—every human does. All are on the path toward a spiritual graduation. The lessons in this school are difficult because here we have bodies, so we experience illness, death, loss, pain, separation, and so many other states of suffering. Yet the earth also has such powerful redeeming virtues, like incredible beauty, physical love, unconditional love, soul mates, pleasure for all our senses, kind and compassionate people, and the opportunity for accelerated spiritual growth. Eventually, over the course of many lifetimes, we will learn all these lessons. Our education will be complete, and we will not need to reincarnate anymore.

Jeannette provides a glimpse into how our education continues on the other side, even after our consciousness has left the physical body. The earth is a school—a difficult and popular one, but not the only one. In those higher realms, we do not learn through bodily sensations or emotions or relationships or illness. There, our studies are more abstract and conceptual. We discover the advanced dimensions that exist beyond our human awareness, and we begin to unlock their many mysteries. There, we see and feel the sublime manifestations of what on Earth appears to be solid and material, and we acquire an understanding of these absolute energies at their most elevated vibration. There, we explore the nuances and levels of loving-kindness; compared to Earth and its physical forms, it is learning at a higher octave. Even though these lessons are the graduate-level courses, they are still part of our soul’s curriculum. Our knowledge is always expanding.

Joe tells Jeannette that he has incurred a debt for taking his own life. He probably had left a healthy body when he committed suicide. His consciousness, of course, was not hurt or damaged, but without a body it cannot do its work on the earth plane. The body is essential for the soul’s manifestation in a physical dimension. Joe’s soul must wait for its next incarnation to continue its spiritual journey on the earth. But it is not punished with eternal damnation or obliteration. Karma is for learning, not for punishment. And so Joe is assigned to work with the spirits of people who have died from AIDS. Here are people who have suffered greatly, dying too young because their bodies have become irreparably damaged from a horrible disease. What better way for Joe to learn the value of a healthy body, of the gift of life?

While working with the souls of the victims of AIDS, Joe was not in pain or distress. He was filled with unconditional love. He was, in a sense, earning his wings, like an angelic being. He was erasing his karmic debts. If Joe, with all his debts and flaws, could make the transition from human to angel, then we all can. For truly we are all angels temporarily hiding as humans.

In her story, Jeannette mentions her encounter with Rachel, who had aspecial message to give her. Below, Rachel tells how she received that message.

. TELL HER I LOVE HER .

At the Omega Institute training, I was regressed one evening and taken, in my mind, to a beautiful garden with daisies. There I spent some time speaking with my guides, who watched me with love and happiness. I was given messages about my back pain and feelings of control. After a while, I was ready to leave this realm, but I had the feeling that I needed to wait. This is when I felt a spirit come to talk with me. I knew it wasn’t anything to do with me. He had a message for Jeannette.

“Tell her I love her,” he said to me.

I was prompted to ask his name. It was Joe. I was highly skeptical about that, as it almost seemed too generic. It may as well have been “John Doe.” Nonetheless, I could clearly envision what he looked like. He appeared to me an older man with short, curly, whitish-gray hair, olive skin, and a broad chest. He danced a jig from happiness because I promised I would pass the message on.

Unfortunately, only two days into a training of well over a hundred people, I had no idea who Jeannette was.

I have received messages before, but only in dreams and nothing as clear as this. As with all the messages that I have had in the past, they nag at me until I do something about them. I didn’t find Jeannette that evening, and so the nagging continued. When I was going to sleep, I asked that Joe go into holding until the morning, when he could pester me again.

I have no idea where that idea of a holding came from, or even if there is such a place, but I had a fairly restful sleep. An hour before my alarm went off I was awake, and Joe was in my ear about Jeannette.

Once I had delivered the message, confirming that Jeannette did know Joe, I asked him to leave and go to the light. He wanted to stay and help me, even though I didn’t want him to. Joe explained that helping me was his way of saying “thank you,” as well as part of his own spiritual healing. It was something he needed to do, and I had no intention of stopping him on his journey. By the end of that day, he was done helping my angels get messages through to me.
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Our rational minds often attempt to minimize or even negate the mystical, spiritual, or psychic encounters that we have. We forget the immediacy and the power of our own experience. If we receive validation and confirmation, we are able to let go of our doubts and embrace the reality of the event.

Rachel was pushed by Joe to confirm Jeannette’s reunion during her regression. Jeannette also knew that their meeting in her kitchen was not her imagination. Joe was helping her, healing her, and emanating his eternal love for her.

The messages from Joe and from the other “energies” were not only for Jeannette. They are for all of us. “You are loved. You are worthy.” We all are. Do not let your own mind minimize or negate this reality.

Faith, whose story follows, also received an important message from the other side. Passing it along to its intended recipients allowed her to validate not only her psychic impressions but also the important truth that our loved ones are always with us.

. MESSAGES FROM BEYOND .

The second day of your workshop in Los Angeles in 2002 started with a regression. Microphones were scattered around so that people could talk about what they had experienced after the regression ended. Across the room, a woman stood up at the microphone and told how she had come that weekend because her daughter had recently died from cancer. As she was talking, I kept seeing a light behind her. I tried to shake it off, but each time I did, it became brighter until finally it resolved into a very pretty girl with brown hair and blue eyes who was standing just behind the woman. The girl was looking right at me.

I knew that I had to find this woman and tell her. During the break, I walked into the hallway, and even though there were five hundred people at the event, the only people in the hall were this woman and her husband.

First, I described the girl whom I had seen behind her in exact detail. The woman and her husband were both crying as she pulled a picture from her purse and showed me an image of her daughter. It was the girl whom I had just perfectly described.

I then told her that she wasn’t imagining it when she thought she heard giggling as the water splashed on her while doing the dishes; that when she was making the bed and thought she felt herself being tickled, she was; and that when she was sitting and reading or watching television and thought that she felt a hug or a head on her shoulder, she really did.

The husband couldn’t speak by this point. The woman told me that even though he didn’t believe in any of this stuff, he had bought tickets for them to come to the weekend because he felt he should. When she had wanted to go outside during the break, he wouldn’t let her leave the hallway where we now stood, so they had hung around and looked at the art. All the things that I had described to her were things that she had told her husband and no one else, things that she had been feeling happen around the house.

Of course, by now we were all crying. I smiled and said, “For whatever reason, your daughter chose me to tell you what I just did.” I am not someone who sees or speaks with ghosts, but this young woman unquestionably passed a message to her parents through me.

It wasn’t until I went back into the workshop room and sat down that I realized just how altered my state had been when I received those messages. From where I was seated, there was absolutely no physically possible way that I could have seen that woman at the microphone. There were two support columns in the room; I was sitting on the far left, and the microphone was placed behind the one on the far right. It was an impossibility for me to have seen her standing there. Yet I did. I needed to see her daughter, and I needed to be the messenger that day and bring a measure of peace to her and her husband’s pain.
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Every one of us possesses intuitional abilities and powers far beyond what we know. Faith is not a professional medium or psychic, but as she entered the altered state her vision became clairvoyant and unobstructed by physical barriers. She saw and heard with her heart as well as her eyes and ears. And the little girl’s father trusted his intuition to get the tickets to the event and to linger in the hallway, even though he didn’t yet know why.

If we do not follow our intuition we create obstacles and opposition, and oftentimes this can be dangerous. But if we follow our heart, we flow with the process; we do not force or block, much like the Taoist principle of wu wei. Spiritual beings strive to understand and flow with the process, not struggle against it.

The little brown-haired girl wanted to comfort her parents, to ease their grief. Because the three adults opened their minds and trusted their intuition, the comfort was received.

When in doubt, choose from the heart, not from the head.

. THE DELICATE LITTLE FLOWER .

I went to your Omega workshop in July of 2009. I want to thank you for showing a great interest in my ongoing medical issues and for taking the time to guide me through a one-on-one regression therapy session. After the regression, it took me a few days to begin processing everything. I began to make connections specifically to the lifetime where I was just a small child in the field of yellow flowers, which were poisonous and which I mistakenly ate. My mother, the same one I have in this lifetime, killed herself upon my death, for she was so distraught that she hadn’t been able to save me. She was overprotective in this lifetime, as we discussed, and soon I began to remember things that she had told me when I was growing up.

I remembered that she had shared with me that after I was conceived, my parents decided to separate, unaware that my mother was pregnant. Once my mother discovered the pregnancy, the discussion began about terminating it. Her friends and family and my father tried to convince her that going through with it on her own would be a mistake. However, my mother responded that although she didn’t know why, she knew she could never terminate the baby, and as hard as it was going to be for her on her own, she had to have it. She always told me that she had a strong feeling that she needed to bring me into this world.

I also remembered that my mother had shared with me that she was extremely paranoid about me while I was in utero. She would often not feel me move for a period of time, which would send her straight to the doctor in fear that I was not alive. She was constantly afraid that I wasn’t going to make it. In addition, I was often sick as a child, and many times this resulted in a hospital stay. Each time I was hospitalized, my mom worried that I wasn’t going to live through it.

After I was regressed, I realized that I was born into this life with my mother’s preconceived notion that I needed to be taken care of, because of her fear that she was always going to lose me. Oddly enough, I recalled that while I was growing up my mother used to call me “her delicate little flower,” as I was so fragile and constantly getting sick. It was somewhat eerie when I remembered this, because you and I had just discovered that in another life I had actually died as a young child from an allergic reaction to eating little yellow flowers.

I have not yet discussed all of my experience at Omega with my mom, but I plan to do so. As far as my eating, I am now up to thirty-six different foods. That’s twenty-five more than I was able to eat before you regressed me. It is a slow process, but I couldn’t be happier and am looking forward to being able to eat many more. I am still continuing to try new food, and I am having success after not being able to eat certain things for over three years. My body has been healing ever since that day. I also wanted to let you know that after the regression, many people approached me and told me that my regression had helped them. This made me think of your words when you said that we were all brought together for a purpose.
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We have lived before alongside many of the people with whom we live now. Our souls have reincarnated together. When a situation occurs that reminds us of a past-life trauma, the seeds of our suffering are watered and our anxieties bloom. We fear what has already happened because we have forgotten the past. We mistakenly believe that the traumatic event will happen in the present or in the future.

Whenever I encounter obsessively overprotective and controlling parents, my focus shifts to the past-life causes. Overwhelmingly, the cure to their fears lies in those buried memories. The parents’ worries are allayed, and the child, now liberated, can begin to prosper. The key to the future is often hidden in the past.

At that workshop, Nikki recalled another tragic past life in which she died early. Amazingly, another woman who was attending and who had never met Nikki remembered the exact same lifetime. Her story is next.

The world works in mysterious ways.

. LOVE, LOSS, AND LIFETIMES .

In July of 2009, I was fortunate enough to be able to attend your seminar. I knew that a whole weekend with you was going to be an exciting experience, and it exceeded my expectations by far. The last day was the most profound.

In my regression, I felt a constant burning in my stomach and tightening in my chest; it was difficult to breathe. I saw a farmhouse in the distance as I walked over a fog-covered bridge. I was a young woman with beautiful features. I stood in the grass, away from the house, feeling great anxiety about entering it. The burning in my stomach and the tightness in my chest remained. And then I was taken to my last day of life. I was young, perhaps in my early twenties, wearing a crisp white dress, like a nightgown. I had long, dark hair. I was leaving someone whom I loved dearly and romantically. It was so sad, but somehow I knew that I had to leave him.

Suddenly, as I left that life, I felt Vincent’s presence. Vincent is a dear friend, a man whom I was just beginning to recognize as my soul mate. Later that day, a young woman named Nikki came onto the stage for a regression with you. How strange, I had thought. Vincent’s daughter, with whom he is very close, is also named Nikki.

As she sat on the stage with you, Nikki described a problem that she had had her entire life with swallowing and eating food. She had consulted many doctors about it, but none could find any physical reason for her problem. You regressed her to a past life in which she was a child. She was choking on a flower, and her mother had to try to pull it out of her throat. It was revealed that the flower was poisonous; the little girl had died as a result. The girl’s mother, who happened to be Nikki’s mother in this lifetime as well, committed suicide over her grief.

Remember my burning stomach and tight chest, my inability to breathe well? I thought it was so odd that I had just felt those very feelings, and here Nikki was feeling them in a regression. But my mouth went dry as you regressed her to an even earlier time. I was beginning to fidget and to grip my journal; the woman next to me asked what was wrong. I asked her to read the description of the regression I had had earlier that day, which I had written down.

Nikki was describing herself as a man. She was swinging happily in circles with a girl who wore a white dress and had long, dark hair. She loved this girl very much. As you moved her forward, she described the old farmhouse that I had seen in my regression. She stood, almost like I had, not wanting to go into the house. She was afraid; something bad was happening in there. You finally coaxed her inside, and she described the girl as I had seen myself, lying on the bed, dying. She had been poisoned. Nikki felt the great loss of such love.

By the time Nikki’s regression ended, I was crying, and the woman next to me had finished reading what I had written that morning. She said that I had to share this with you and Nikki, but I did not want to. Nikki had had such emotional memories; I did not want to tell her my experience. I had been such a skeptic of this whole thing, and I worried that others would find me an opportunist of some sort for seeking five minutes of your attention. Nonetheless, the woman asked for the microphone and promptly handed it to me.

“It’s strange about Nikki,” I started hesitantly. “She described exactly the scene I observed when I saw the farm. Nikki was a man standing at the same faraway distance. He was upset because he was going to lose his wife. She was dying and he was devastated, so sad for the rest of his life. When I was dying in my regression this morning, I was so upset to be leaving my husband. I felt like we didn’t have enough time, that something was unfinished. I felt a burning in my stomach and a tightening in my chest. My throat was so tight, it made it hard to breathe.”

I had a hard time relaying my regression to Nikki. I cried and, at times, choked on my words. Later, I sought her out in the crowd to introduce myself. I asked her if it would be okay to give her a hug, but she had a protective friend with her who immediately said that I could not, that Nikki had problems with hugging because it made her feel like she was choking or that she could not breathe. Nikki, however, gave me a big smile, and she hugged me tight for a good, long time.
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In my recollection, Nikki’s diet was extremely affected by her past-life death from eating the little yellow flowers as a child. She could only eat eleven different foods and would have severe allergic reactions if she consumed anything else. It was nearly impossible for her to go to restaurants. Her life was limited and constricted by this problem. Within days after her regression, her diet expanded to fifteen different foods; within a month, to twenty-four; and then eventually to thirty-six.

It was not by chance or coincidence that Shannon, a complete stranger to Nikki, was in the same group that weekend. Such strong confirming memories, even physical symptoms, were shared. I am sure that Shannon is no longer a skeptic.

Vincent, a soul mate whose daughter is also named Nikki, was also around, teaching about eternal love. We are not just our bodies or our brains, but expansive spiritual beings. Perhaps it was Vincent’s higher self that was helping and orchestrating Shannon’s experiences that weekend. Wouldn’t a soul mate want to help open the mind and the heart of his skeptical loved one?

Nikki’s friend, not yet realizing that the regression to those two past lives had already begun the therapeutic process, was being protective. But Nikki, intuitively aware that she was healing and feeling better, overruled the friend and was able to happily hug Shannon. These two women were both learning about soul mates reconnected, about eternal bonds of love, about transcending death. The good, long hug expressed their mutual understanding and transformation.

It does not happen very frequently that two people, often strangers, remember the same past lives. However, when it does, it provides even more validation that those lives were indeed real. They are not imagination or fantasy, not metaphor or symbol. Since we have lived hundreds or even thousands of lifetimes, it is not unrealistic to find that we have shared some of them together, just as we all share parts of this current one.

In medicine, we have a saying: “When you hear hoof beats, don’t look for zebras.” This means that you should look for horses—or, in other words, the most probable explanation—before considering a more exotic possibility. There are several ways to account for the occurrence of shared past-life memories, but they are zebras. For example, the memories could be attributed to the collective unconscious, Carl Jung’s concept that at some deeper level everybody knows everything, even if we have forgotten how to access that bank of infinite knowledge. The American psychic Edgar Cayce, as well as others, has written about the akashic records, which is similar to the collective unconscious in that it is a knowledge of all things. But the most realistic explanation—the horse—is that these are simply actual past lives. The specificity of detail found in each regression and the healings that occur as a result lend additional support to this view.

We are not limited to regressing to our own lifetimes, whether shared or individual. In the next story, Raymond found that he was able to visualize the past life of another person, someone whom he had not even known the week prior. Miracles happen when we set our minds free.

. THE SHAIVITE SYMBOL .

At your professional training in Austin, Texas, I personally experienced “high definition” regressions that altered my life for the better. I also had an unplanned shared-consciousness event with a complete stranger. That event is etched in my mind forever. The stranger I have mentioned was another man who was attending your training at the same time I was. My wife and I had sat at mealtimes beside this very fine fellow, who was a psychiatrist from Canada. His story is my story.

As this man and I talked at supper one night, he was somewhat saddened by the fact that he was having no regressions, while I had related mine to him and had expressed to him that I was in disbelief, if not shock, from everything that I had encountered. I began to feel a strong empathy for him, and I found myself quite concerned that he find his way to an experience. Part of this was that I recognized that his ability to do so could have a great impact on his patients, as well as on himself. His situation stayed on my mind and in my heart.

During a coffee break at one of the sessions, I stumbled across Brian and Carole out back of the building and tried to excuse myself. They would have none of it, and so I told them of the psychiatrist and the good that I thought he could do should he have a regression. The next day, Brian called him up for a demonstration in front of the class, and he had a marvelous and detailed regression during which he was being trained by a holy man in ancient India, many centuries ago, in order to assume his place as a provincial ruler. He went on to have a coronation ceremony. The detail was remarkable. I was so happy that Brian had undertaken the regression for the psychiatrist, and I sat through the majority of it with my eyes shut, grateful to the extent that I guess you could call it relief. While my eyes were shut, I had the sudden picture in my head of some oddly shaped symbol, which looked like a bug. It was quite distinct and clear, but I had no idea what it was or why it would appear during this fellow’s regression.

That evening, my wife and I sat with the psychiatrist at supper. I told him how glad I was for him, and he told me how he was undergoing the transitional type of thinking that I had had earlier in the week upon first experiencing a past life. As we discussed his regression, I mentioned the weird symbol that I had seen while he had been hypnotized. He asked me what it was; I told him that I had no clue but could draw it for him. I took a napkin and drew it, and he got a look on his face that I cannot describe. Somewhat astonished and serious at the same time, he stated, “That is the symbol that was on the flags at my coronation.” He did not know what it was, nor did I. By this time in the week, I had resigned myself to being freaked out about my experience of being regressed, but this was too much—now I was experiencing shared consciousness with a total stranger.

I spent the next several years trying to find out what the symbol meant. I wrote to universities in India. I called people, never telling them the truth but simply saying, “I saw this somewhere and was trying to figure out what it was.” No one had any clue.

My wife and I went on an Alaskan cruise and, prior to going, I signed us up for a Reiki class in Seattle. (Bear in mind, before attending your past-life regression seminar I thought that such people were nuts; odd how experience can humble and enlighten.) As we left the Reiki class, we asked the instructor if she knew where any coffee shops were in Seattle, and she said that the one she was familiar with was “kind of different,” as it served Indian food and was in a unique part of town. We got directions and went. I asked several people there if they had ever seen the symbol before as I drew pictures of it for them. They hadnot.

As we prepared to leave, we went over to the old bookstore part of the shop, and when I checked out, the fellow at the counter said, “Did you find everything you need?”

I replied, “Everything except the one thing I was looking for.”

He inquired what it was, stating that he was well versed in India’s history, and asked me to draw it for him. And so I did. He knew immediately what it was: a small sect’s portrayal of a Shaivite symbol. It had only been drawn by a limited number of people. Five years after seeing the symbol in a stranger’s regression, I was finally led to another stranger who could explain it.
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Raymond’s fascinating story reveals how his empathic connection to the Canadian psychiatrist opened his own intuitive capacities. With his eyes gently closed during the other’s regression, he rather suddenly saw the oddly shaped Shaivite symbol. The psychiatrist validated Raymond’s vision at dinner that evening. Five years later, Raymond received a second validation at the old bookstore in Seattle.

After reading this account, I remembered that after returning home from that Texas workshop, I had dictated some of my own recollections of that week’s experiences. I quickly found my notes about Nikhil, the psychiatrist:

Nikhil’s first past-life memory was from about 2,500 years ago in ancient India. Nikhil was a six-year-old boy surrounded by other children, one of whom was his best friend. He could see the guru of the place where he lived. This guru wore no shirt but a string of sandalwood beads, which Nikhil could smell; his senses had become heightened during the regression. The guru taught the boys lessons, and later Nikhil collected firewood and performed other chores. Sitting around the fire, holding hands in a circle, he heard and was able to repeat to the entire workshop group the guru’s teachings about humility, simplicity, giving, compassion, and kindness.

Nikhil had a second past-life memory in India, in which he was the prince of a small kingdom. In that life, his best friend had sacrificed his life in a battle in order to save the life of Nikhil. In his current life, this friend is his sister-in-law. This memory helped to explain much of their relationship: the immediate connection and the sense of safety, security, and deep friendship.

Raymond’s journey of validation took five years until the Shaivite symbol was identified. Nikhil’s transformation was immediate, especially as he remembered and incorporated the twenty-five-hundred-year-old wisdom. These teachings are age-old, yet they could not be more relevant today. They are the lessons of the Masters shared with us through Catherine, and they are the lessons of all great spiritual traditions. We are to be humble, kind, generous, and compassionate. We are spiritual beings, and this is how spiritual beings feel and act. This is timeless wisdom—and this is how we can save the world.

Raymond could see into Nikhil’s past life and envision the symbol displayed on his coronation flags. While watching a female workshop participant undergo a regression, Eileen, who tells her story next, opened her own intuitive eyes to find the face of an ancient male monk looking back at her. Past-life regressions are quite literally transformative. Eileen accomplished this feat spontaneously, but in my book Through Time into Healing I describe an exercise called “Faces” that can enable you to experience it for yourself.

Sit a few feet across from a friend, with the lights dim and with soft music in the background. Look into the other person’s face. Watch to see if the person’s face changes. Observe and describe the changes you see. Features often do appear to change. Eyes, noses, and hairstyles dissolve and re-form. Headgear sometimes appears.

You can also try this exercise alone, by using a mirror and observing the changes you see in your own face. . . .

The only secret to Faces is to make sure you try it in a dimly lit room. This frees up the left brain and allows easier passage of intuitive impressions.

Faces can provide clues to many different past lives. As in other methods, meditation, visualization, and/or free association to the observed changes can fill out the memory. Let them expand and develop, without censoring the material. A face may become a group of faces, or a whole scene may unfold behind the face. You may hear a voice or an important word. Try it and see.

. A MONK’S WISDOM .

I was at a workshop in New York State in 2008. I didn’t have any past-life memories, but I did experience profound meditations during those group sessions, as well as a very interesting meditation one evening with another participant. I was not a practitioner and had gone there on my own.

One of the participants, a woman named Erin, was upset about two of her past-life memories, of which I knew nothing. I only knew that she was saddened. The next day, Brian regressed Erin to a prior lifetime that was rather criminal and violent. She sensed death and corruption, firearms even. It was not a nice place to be. Another memory was of being a man in Southeast Asia, working on the land and the water, feeling lonely. Much sadness and dark shadows were in these memories, and loneliness prevailed.

The next regression was to a place that would throw light on or explain these two regressions that brought such sadness. Erin found herself in a place of great learning, an ancient library with people sitting around a huge table and writing in all languages. Books of learning and knowing were kept here; they had to be hidden away in case of attack or war. She spoke of this place as containing the truths of the world.

As the regression was occurring on the stage, I looked at Erin and stopped seeing her face and body. Instead, I saw the face and body of a monk. This monk’s head was huge, and his eyebrows were very long, fine, dark, and pronounced. His face was highly intelligent and clear-skinned. I blinked my eyes numerous times to see if I was being deceived by angles or light, but he remained. He was a big man, wearing a brown monk’s habit that had a huge fold-over V-necked collar running from shoulder to shoulder.

The monk, as Erin, spoke these words of wisdom: “All religions have boundaries which are causing divisions, and this is not the purpose. We must look beyond the boundaries, beyond the narrowness. We must know the truth that life is eternal and that these are important times on Earth. The truth of knowing is that we are all one. We must become aware of the knowing and the truths and seek union, not separation. Knowing is deeper, almost, than wisdom, as it is an internal shift in perception.”

I knew the implication of the words. I knew that knowing is union with the deep soul and God within. There was not a sound in that room. Perceptions were extremely heightened, especially for me. I had the idea that the place where Erin was had high walls with ladders to the volumes; I think that she said this. I also had the idea that this place was ancient and somewhere on Earth. I am not sure if she said this, but I recollect the image in my mind. When she was brought back, the monk disappeared, and there Erin was again.

Brian told Erin that she had experienced the sad lives because it was necessary for her to have the understanding of those things in her life journey, that all of this was for her learning on Earth. It was important for her to know that she was highly developed.

I had sketched an outline of the head of the monk; it was nothing more than bare lines on my notepad. I felt the urge to speak with her, but we then all went into the group progressions to two hundred and two thousand years ahead, and there I was again in the stars.

I felt compelled to ask Erin about the place she had seen and if she had been with monks. I managed to speak to her by pushing in front of someone who was already talking with her—I was a bit rude! But I had to leave immediately and wanted to ask.

Erin told me that the place she had seen was somewhere between England and Scotland. I wondered if it was Lindisfarne, which is near the borders of England and Scotland, so I asked her to sketch the place on my notepad. She did. She drew the outline of the British Isles and the European continent. She showed an island to the very southwest of the British Isles, and then she drew the North American continent. This island off the southwest of the British Isles, which is Cornwall and which is around the Scilly Isles, she drew in harder outline, and then she drew some smaller islands to the east side of the North American continent. She said that what she had seen was on this island—the one near the Scilly Isles.

I was quite astounded because this is the reputed area of Avalon, beyond the Scilly Isles and where King Arthur rests. I realized that Erin spoke of Scotland and England because most people didn’t know about the British Isles, which is why I had first thought of Lindisfarne. But she meant the southwestern region and those long, hidden islands west of the Scilly Isles. This I found amazing.

Afterward, I pondered all of these things and tried to recollect everything. I am aware of “knowing” being beyond earthly perceptions, and the deep truths and words of the monk were of such things. My knowledge of King Arthur and the Knights of the Round Table is such that whilst I am aware it is legend, I am equally aware that the stories come from the Druids, who were based in England beyond five thousand years ago, and that the family of Arthur was pagan (Druid) and of the “old” religions (Merlin). Arthur brought together the old and the new; when Christianity came to the British Isles, he signified the unifying force of the two coming together. Where I live now in Brittany was equally a Druid place and, in fact, the Druids are still here. Much of the land has not been developed industrially, so there are ancient places, untouched, including an area of graves and other stones from at least three thousand years ago. There are many holy wells in this area that date from before Christianity. When Christianity came, the wells were kept for religious purposes and churches were built nearby, so the link between the old and the new was a unifying force, not a separating one. Indeed, there is a chapel near me that was originally a Druid worship place; then, when the Romans came, it was turned into a chapel to Venus; and later on it became a Christian church. This fascinates me because it shows the seamless adaptation of monuments and ancient, holy places of worship from age to age, without conflict or division. And this, of course, makes me think of the profound words of the monk that I saw in Erin.

[image: image]Eileen de Bruin

Eileen observed the monk in Erin just as effortlessly as she observed the metamorphosis from nature’s cathedral to temple to chapel to church. I remember once visiting a mosque built upon the ruins of a Christian church, which had been built upon the ruins of a Roman temple, which itself had been built upon the ruins of an even more ancient Greek temple. Archaeological reincarnation manifested as seamlessly as the reincarnation of our souls, just as Eileen has described.

During her regression, Erin spoke, as the monk, of how religions often divide whereas spirituality unifies and connects. Whether it is Nikhil echoing his long-ago guru or Erin the primal Druidic knowledge, the messages are so similar. We must treat each other as loving family, because we are the same. Each one of us is connected.

We have walked on the moon and we have split the atom, yet we still discriminate and wage wars in the name of religion. We seem to only see the differences in our faiths and not the shared truths. We miss the forest for the trees.

There is a classic parable in which blind men were permitted to feel only one part of an elephant and were then asked to describe an elephant’s form and nature. Some men felt the tail and declared an elephant to be like a rope; those who touched the trunk deemed it a snake; the ones touching its leg thought it to be like a pillar; and the ones who felt its ears and tusks had their own differing thoughts. All were correct, yet all were wrong. They were right about the particular features but not about the whole. It is as if we were those blind men. To find the spiritual core of our religions, the whole is more important than the particular parts.

Erin speaks precisely of this core when she says, “We must know the truth that life is eternal ... the truth of knowing is that we are all one ... and seek union, not separation.”

Remembering our past lives and the mystical state after death allows such knowing. Knowing is so much deeper than belief, reason, or logic. It is the fruit of direct experience, and its power is immense. It heals and it liberates. Knowing the truth of our spiritual essence can soothe the world and bring about peace, because those who know will renounce violence and embrace compassion. Life is eternal. We are all one. To hate or to harm another is to hate and harm yourself. Violence harms us immediately, because we are all connected. Violence also harms us subsequently, because its karmic debt has to be repaid, often in a future lifetime.

And what happens when we allow religion or nationality or other similar characteristics to become the basis for such violence? We need only turn on the news to find the answer. The author of the final story of this chapter remembered a past life in the Holocaust, and her account certainly offers another example. However, and even more important, it presents the antithesis: a world where we transcend our divisions, rather than perpetuate them; where we unite together to form one loving and loved whole; and where “everyone matters, everyone is equal, and ... where there are no barriers to separate us.”

. COMMUNITY .

It took me years and the accumulation of many synchronistic moments to arrange my schedule as a parish minister in order for me to attend Brian and Carole’s past-life regression therapy workshop at Omega Institute. Having incorporated hypnotherapy and Reiki into my parish ministry, I thought that it might be interesting to add regression therapy to my repertoire of skills. Needless to say, I never expected the workshop to change my life in so many different ways.

The first morning, Brian regressed the group. After going to a childhood memory and then back to the womb, he presented us with a door to our past lives. When I went through it, I wasn’t prepared for what I was about to experience.

Looking down at my feet, I saw that they clearly belonged to a mature woman of fairly comfortable financial means. The shoes were burnished brown dress shoes of leather, in a sturdy but somewhat sophisticated style. The hose were a heavy nylon blend that reminded me of the kind that my grandmother used to wear. I was wearing a straight, midcalf brown wool skirt, a cream-colored blouse, and a strand of pearls and clip-on pearl earrings. My hair was brown as well, and it was drawn back in a roll that went from the sides of my head along the nape of my neck, forming a kind of “U” in the back of my head. I couldn’t figure out how I got it to look that way. I was relatively slender and around five foot five—neither of which describes me now!

I was standing near a window in what appeared to be my living or dining room. It was clearly the top floor of an apartment building, as I was looking down toward the street below. The building across the street was similarly structured, and the façade was made out of stone or cement with some decorative molding along the roof line and across the window tops. This was clearly a cityscape. The room that I was in had high ceilings; the furniture was heavy but elegant in its own fashion. A crystal chandelier hung over a dark wood dining table. On the table were strewn family pictures, jewelry, candlesticks, and other small objects.

Several adult children and their spouses anxiously moved around. The kids were playing and chasing each other, but their parents seemed very agitated. We were waiting for something when my husband came through the door and announced that we needed to gather what we could and report to the train station in one hour. We were being deported to a work camp. My husband looked like my present husband, only taller and more slender.

Brian had us move forward in the regression, and I found myself waiting at the train station and then in the cattle car. There was a horrible combination of fear, physical pain, terror, and claustrophobia. I felt like I was being crushed, which coincidentally is a phobia I’ve had during my entire present life. As Brian brought us out of the regression, my tears came down in torrents.

On the second day of the workshop, Carole was looking for people who had had a regression experience on the first day and who would be willing to work with her in front of the group. I told her my story as I limped forward with a cane due to a chronic knee problem and a recently crippling back ailment. She chose me to be her “client,” and we decided to go deeper into my first regression.

I got a bit panicky, worrying that I wouldn’t be able to get hypnotized, that I would only see a blank wall, or that being in front of the group would interfere with my ability to experience anything. Quite the contrary happened. The induction was like a slide into the deepest relaxation I had ever experienced. Carole expertly guided me back to that memory of the train tracks. I learned that my husband was a doctor and that I had been his nurse. There was incredible chaos at the train station, with Nazi soldiers barking orders. People were terrified, children were crying, and everyone seemed to be turning to my husband and me for information and for calm.

When we saw the cattle cars pull up, the sheer terror of it all started to corrode my otherwise stalwart character, but I tried very hard to hold it all in. The conditions were horrific: a bucket in the corner for urine and feces, one small window to let in light and air. The soldiers crammed as many bodies into the car as possible, and everyone was screaming to hold up the children so that they wouldn’t get crushed. It was impossible to sit down; there wasn’t any room. My legs and back hurt terribly, just as they do in this lifetime, but I kept trying to soothe the grandchildren. I begged my children to have faith that God would protect us. I thought it couldn’t get any worse. I was wrong.

The train arrived at a camp far away. We had traveled for hours, and it was difficult to climb down and walk. Everyone was disheveled, dirty, hungry, and scared. There was initial chaos and then more shouting of orders. This is when we were separated. The women began to scream when our husbands were taken from us. But nothing prepared us for the children being ripped away. They told us they would all be together in a “nursery,” but by then none of us believed anything we were told.

My daughters, daughter-in-law, and I, along with some of the other women we knew, were taken to a building where we were obligated to hand over our suitcases and give up our clothes. We were naked and cold. Someone lined us up to cut our hair (“to avoid lice,” they said), and we were marched into a large room for showers. The water was cold, and there was no soap. Afterward, we were given rough, scratchy shifts to put on. No towels. It was humiliating and degrading.

As Carole guided me through this nightmare, I remembered telling the officers at the camp that I was a nurse. I had heard that my husband was working as a doctor in the men’s infirmary. But instead of using me in my professional capacity, they made me join the others and help move rocks to build a road. It severely hurt my back.

Carole then brought me to my death. I did not die in the gas chambers; I died in the women’s infirmary. I saw my husband one last time in the distance, and our eyes locked momentarily. I learned that he had found a way to get me into the infirmary (had he bribed someone?). My lungs were filled with fluid. My hands and feet were cold, dirty, and filled with sores. I was, at least, on a cot.

Yet I also remember that the few women who tried to attend to me were kind, even though they didn’t have anything to help treat my condition. I was so appreciative that they just left me alone. I had tried my best to comfort and sustain those I met in the camps, even though I always felt that I couldn’t do enough. I was grateful to die with a shred of dignity. I didn’t know what happened to the rest of my family, but it almost didn’t matter. I knew we were connected in ways that even the Nazis couldn’t destroy. Death was welcome.

Needless to say, it was a very emotional and informative session. For my whole life, I have suffered from a fear of being yelled at, scolded, or ridiculed. After such an episode, I feel like a dog that has been whipped, and feelings of guilt and shame and fear fill me. Every cell in my body responds. Just before writing this, as I was going home from church, there was a policeman directing traffic at the end of the street. It is always difficult to make a left-hand turn there, and I was thrilled that he could stop the traffic. As I was turning past him, he yelled, “Come on!” I felt sick all the way home. Why did he yell at me? I was going as fast as I could! It made me feel terrible inside. Then I remembered my past-life regression to the Holocaust. I could hear the guards screaming at me to move faster, calling me names, making me feel inadequate and shameful. It was such an incredible revelation for me.

I continue to feel a powerful healing process in my body and my spirit. I can’t wait to continue this work on myself, and I see the tremendous potential for insight and healing for others. This regression was a great gift that was given to my life. But the story does not end there.

Early in the morning of our last day together at Omega, I asked my guides, in meditation, to give me some names for validation. I received the names “Ruth” and “Hiam” (or “Hermann”—I’m not entirely sure). I asked for a last name so I could check the list of Holocaust victims at Yad Vashem. I repeatedly got the word gemeinschaft. At first I didn’t even know how to spell it, yet the word flowed from my pen. I kept coming up with different variations in my head, but gemeinschaft continued flashing at me.

Later that evening, I frantically searched the database but couldn’t find anyone with that last name. I was so disappointed. I searched everywhere but kept getting blanks. Still, the word was screaming in my head. So at midnight, frustrated and sad, I decided to see if gemeinschaft was a word at all. What I discovered gave me chills.

Gemeinschaft was first coined by a German sociologist in the late 1800s. It means “community.” The doctrine of gemeinschaft is about a living organism, a real and organic community where people are connected to one another because of beliefs, cultural ties, or other identifying markers. In gemeinschaft, everyone matters, everyone is equal, and everyone has something to contribute to the whole. Gemeinschaft transcends society, and when you are part of this community, wherever you are, you are recognized as being an intrinsic member of it. It is about the “beloved” community, one where there are no barriers that separate us.

I felt like my guides were sending me a message that was more important than a last name. I’d still like to do more regression work, because I feel that there’s so much more that I need and want to learn. But in the meantime, I’m going to take this message to heart and see where it takes me. Certainly, the community that we created at Omega was gemeinschaft to the tenth degree.
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Although her pain lessened and her sleeping improved, the striking aspect of Cindy’s regressions was the extraordinary level and acuity of detail. She could see, smell, feel, taste, and hear that cattle car. She was ministering to her Jewish Holocaust gemeinschaft, and in this life she is, in fact, a minister, once again tending to her flock, once again with grace and dignity.

Our souls may take on a million different forms. We can become lion or dandelion, plant or person. If we have assumed a human form, we can be any color, any race, any sex. Whichever form we choose, underneath the surface we are exactly the same. We are all connected; we are all the same substance and energy, born of the same source, composed of the same spiritual material.

It really is senseless to continue to afflict ourselves with countless wars and violence, because we harm ourselves whenever we harm one another. Nazis have reincarnated as Jews, and German Jews as American Christians, just as in Cindy’s two lifetimes. We have been the murderers and the murdered, the violent and the victims of violence. If we have had a lifetime of being hurtful, then we have also had a lifetime of being the monk who would never harm even an ant, and now we are living somewhere in between, learning about balance. That is how we evolve. We are often pulled back into the bodies of our enemies to teach us the truth that skin color, nationality, religion, and gender are external trappings that do not belong to the soul. Hatred distorts reality. We have to learn from all sides. When we are born into our enemies’ bodies, what choice do we have but to love them? We see their helpless little babies; we watch them tending to their aging grandparents, worrying about having enough food or shelter, and dealing with the same thousand details of everyday life that we do. We recognize that they are us. With this wisdom comes peace.

Our community, our true gemeinschaft, is the entire human community—and beyond. Once we look into the eyes of another and see ourselves looking back, we will be able to create a heaven on this earth.
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