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A U T H O R ' S N O T E 

In this book, names and other identifying information— 
occupations or professions, geographical facts (cities, 
streets), etc.—have been changed. Other than the alter-
ation of such identifying information, the events in the 
sessions are reproduced as they occurred. 

You will undoubtedly spot some anachronisms in the 
dialogue, as certain critics have in my earlier books. In 
Many Lives, Many Masters, for example, the B.C. date that 
Catherine mentions invalidated her story for them, but this 
"proof of inauthenticity" to the skeptics is fool's gold. It is 
easily explained by the fact that all my patients' memories 
are filtered through contemporary minds. They are aware 
of today, though their memories are f rom the past—and, 
in this book, the future. 





There is one and the same soul in many bodies. 

PLOTINUS 





P R E F A C E 

Recently, I've been going to a place I've rarely been before: the fu-
ture. 

When Catherine came to me as a psychiatric patient twenty-
four years ago, she recalled with stunning accuracy her travels 
into past lives she had led that were as far apart as the second mil-
lennium B.C. and the middle of the twentieth century, thereby 
changing my life forever. Here was a woman who reported expe-
riences and descriptions from centuries past that she could not 
have known in this life, and I—a Yale- and Columbia-trained 
psychiatrist, a scientist—and others were able to validate them. 
Nothing in my "science" could explain it. I only knew that 
Catherine was reporting what she had actually seen and felt. 

As Catherine's therapy progressed, she brought back lessons 
from the Masters—incorporeal guides or spirits possessed of 
great wisdom—who surrounded her when she was detached 
from her body. This wisdom has informed my thought and gov-
erned my behavior ever since. Catherine could go so deeply into 
the past and had such transcendent experiences that, listening to 
her, I felt a sense of magic and mystery. Here were realms I never 
knew existed. I was exhilarated, astonished—and scared. Who 
would believe me? Did I believe myself? Was I mad? I felt like a lit-
tle boy with a secret that, when revealed, would change the way 
we view life forever. Yet I sensed that no one would listen. It took 
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me four years to gather the courage to write of Catherine's and 
my voyages in Many Lives, Many Masters. I feared I would be 
cast out of the psychiatric community, yet I became more and 
more sure that what I was writing was true. 

In the intervening years my certainty has solidified, and many 
others, patients and therapists, have acknowledged the truth of 
my findings. By now I have helped more than four thousand pa-
tients by bringing them back through hypnosis to their past lives, 
so my sense of shock at the fact of reincarnation, if not the fasci-
nation of discovery, has worn off. But now the shock is back, and 
I am revitalized by the implications. I can now bring my patients 
into the future and see it with them. 

Actually, I once tried to take Catherine into the future, but she 
talked not of her own future but of mine, seeing my death clearly. 
It was unsettling to say the least! "When your tasks are com-
pleted, your life will be ended," she told me, "but there's much 
time before then. Much time." Then she drifted into a different 
level, and I learned no more. 

Months later I asked her if we could go into the future again. 
I was talking directly to the Masters then as well as to her sub-
conscious mind, and they answered for her: It is not allowed. Per-
haps seeing into the future would have frightened her too much. 
Or maybe the t iming wasn't right. I was young and probably 
couldn't have dealt as competently with the unique dangers that 
progression into the future posed as I can now. 

For one thing, progressing into the future is more difficult for 
a therapist than going into the past because the future has not yet 
happened. Wha t if what a patient experiences is fantasy, not fact? 
H o w can we validate it? We can't. We know that when we go back 
to past lives, events have already happened and in many cases can 
be proven. But let's suppose a woman of childbearing age sees the 
world as being destroyed in twenty years. "I 'm not going to bring 
a child into this world," she thinks. "It will die too soon." Who's 
to say her vision is real? That her decision was logical? She'd have 
to be a very mature person to understand that what she saw 
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migjit be distortion, fantasy, metaphor, symbolism, the actual fu-
ture, or perhaps a mixture of all of these. And what if a person 
foresaw his death in two years—a death caused by, say, a drunk 
driver? Would he panic? Never drive again? Would the vision in-
duce anxiety attacks? No, I told myself. Don ' t go there. I became 
concerned about self-fulfilling prophecy and the unstable person. 
The risks of acting on delusion were too great. 

Still, over the twenty-four years since Catherine was my pa-
tient, a few others have gone into the future spontaneously, often 
toward the end of their therapy. If I felt confident of their ability 
to understand that what they were witnessing might be fantasy, I 
encouraged them to go on. I'd say, "This is about growth and ex-
periencing, helping you now to make proper and wise decisions. 
But we're going to avoid any memories (yes, memories of the fu-
ture!), visions, or connections to any death scenes or serious ill-
nesses. This is only for learning." And their minds would do that . 
The therapeutic value was appreciable. I found that these people 
were making wiser decisions and better choices. They could look 
at a near future fork in the road and say, "If I take this path, what 
will happen? Would it be better to take the other?" And some-
times their look at the future would come true. 

Some people who come to me describe precognitive events: 
knowing what will happen before it happens. Researchers into 
near death experiences write about this; it's a concept that goes 
back to prebiblical times. Think of Cassandra who could accu-
rately foretell the future but who was never believed. 

The experience of one of my patients demonstrates the 
power and perils of precognition. She began having dreams of 
the future, and often what she dreamed came to pass. The dream 
that precipitated her coming to me was of her son being in a ter-
rible car accident. It was "real," she told me. She saw it clearly 
and was panicked that her son would die in that way Yet the man 
in the dream had white hair, and her son was a dark-haired man 
of twenty-five. 

"Look," I said, feeling suddenly inspired, thinking of Cather-
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me and sure that my advice was right, "I know that many of your 
dreams have come true, but it doesn't mean that this one will. 
There are spirits—whether you call them angels, guardians, 
guides, or God, it's all higher energy, higher consciousness 
around us. And they can intervene. In religious terms this is called 
grace, the intervention by a divine being. Pray, send light, do 
whatever you can in your own way." 

She took my words literally and prayed, meditated, wished 
for, and revisualized. Still, the accident happened. Only it wasn't 
a fatal accident. There had been no need for her to panic. True, 
her son suffered head injuries, but there was no serious damage. 
Nevertheless, it was a traumatic event for him: When the doctors 
removed the bandages from his head, they saw that his hair had 
turned white. 

Until a few months ago, on those rare occasions when I pro-
gressed my patients forward, it was usually into their own life-
times. I did the progressions only when I thought the patient was 
psychologically strong enough to handle them. Often I was as un-
sure as they were about the meaning of the scenes they brought 
back. 

Last spring, however, I was giving a series of lectures on a 
cruise ship. In such sessions I often hypnotize my listeners en 
masse, then lead them into an earlier life and back again to the 
present. Some go back in time, some fall asleep, others stay where 
they are, unhypnotized. This time a member of the audience— 
Walter, a wealthy man who is a genius in the software business— 
went into the future on his own. And he didn't go into his own 
lifetime, he jumped a millennium ahead! 

He had come through dark clouds to find himself in a differ-
ent world. Some of the areas, such as the Middle East and Nor th 
Africa, were "off limits," perhaps because of radiation damage, 
perhaps because of an epidemic, but the rest of the world was 
beautiful. There were far fewer people inhabiting it, because of 
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nuclear catastrophe or plague or the lowering of the fertility rate. 
He r ema ina^ in the countryside and so could not speak about 
cities, but the people were content, happy, even blissful. He said 
he hadn' t the right words to describe their state. Whatever had 
thinned the populat ion had happened long before. What he saw 
was idyllic. He wasn't sure of the date, but he was sure that it was 
more than a thousand years f rom now. 

The experience helped him emotionally. He was rich enough 
to fantasize about changing the world, but now he realized no 
one man could do that. There are too many politicians, he said, 
who are not open to the concepts of charity or global responsibil-
ity The intention to make the world a better place was what mat-
tered, along with the acts of charity he could personally perform. 
When he returned to this life, he felt a little sad, possibly because 
he was no longer in the idyllic future. Or he may have been griev-
ing about the coming calamity, sensing its inevitability at some 
level, as most of us do. 

When he was awake, he described the vivid and powerful 
scenes, and the feelings and sensations he had experienced. This 
is one reason that I think this is not all imagination. Yet his ex-
citement did not come close to matching mine, for I finally saw 
the implications. I had come to learn that past, present, and fu-
ture are one and that what happens in the future can influence the 
present, just as the past influences it. Tha t night I wrote: "We can 
go into the future if it's done wisely. The future, whether near or 
far, can be our guide. The future may be feeding back into the 
present to influence us now into making better choices and deci-
sions. We can change what we're doing now based on feedback 
from the future. And that changes our futures in a more positive 
direction." 

Think of what that means! As we have had limitless past lives, 
so will we have limitless future ones. Using our knowledge of 
what went before and what is to come, we may be able to shape 
the world's future and our futures. This ties into the ancient con-
cept of karma: What you do, so shall you reap. If you plant better 
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seeds, grow better crops, and perform better actions, your har-
vesting in the future will reward you. 

Since then I have progressed many others. Some have pro-
gressed into their own lives, some into a global future. Science fic-
tion, wish fulfillment, imagination—all these might explain what 
they saw, but so might the possibility that they were actually 
there. Perhaps the ultimate lesson I can draw f rom this lifetime is 
what the future holds and how we can all influence it. Tha t 
knowledge, at least as much of it as I have now, will color my next 
lives and yours on our voyage toward immortality. 

The future is born from the past. Nearly all my patients expe-
rience past life regressions before they journey into their future. 
This route paves the way for increased understanding and allows 
them to make wise choices in the present. 

Tha t the future is flexible and that we will be present in that 
future are the concepts that are addressed in this book. Compas-
sion, empathy, nonviolence, patience, and spirituality are life les-
sons we must all learn. This book will show you why they are 
crucial through the examples of some of my most remarkable pa-
tients, and I will add some simple exercises to begin to teach you 
how to achieve them in this life. A few of you might actually ex-
perience regressions, but don ' t be disappointed if they don ' t 
occur. If you master the lessons, this life and your next lives will 
be happier, easier, emotionally richer, and more fulfilled. What is 
more, if all of us learn them, the future itself will be better for us 
cumulatively, since knowingly or not we are all striving to achieve 
the ultimate goal which is love. 



C H A P T E R 1 

Immortality 

ACH OF US IS IMMORTAL. 

JL-j I don ' t mean simply that we pass on our genes, our be-
liefs, our mannerisms, and our "ways" to our children and they, 
in turn, to their children, though of course we do. N o r do I mean 
that our accomplishments—the work of art , the new way of 
making shoes, the revolutionary idea, the recipe for blueberry 
pie—live after us, though of course they do. I mean that the most 
important part of us, our soul, lives forever. 

Sigmund Freud described the mind as functioning on differ-
ent levels. Among them is what he called the unconscious mind, 
of which we are not aware, by definition, but which stores all our 
experience and directs us to act as we do, think as we do, respond 
as we do, feel as we do. Only by accessing the unconscious, he 
saw, can we learn who we are and, with that knowledge, be able 
to heal. Some people have written that that is what the soul is— 
Freud's unconscious. And in my work of regressing people—and, 
lately, progressing people—to their past and future lives so that 
they can more easily heal themselves, this is what I see, too: the 
working of the immortal soul. 

I believe that each of us possesses a soul that exists after the 
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death of the physical body and that it returns time and time again 
to other bodies in a progressive effort to reach a higher plane. 
(One of the questions that comes up frequently is "Where do the 
souls come f rom since there are so many more people now than 
when the world started?" I have posed this question to many pa-
tients, and the answer is always the same: This is not the only 
place where there are souls. There are many dimensions, many 
different levels of consciousness where there are souls. Why 
should we feel that we're the only place? There is no limit to en-
ergy. This is one school of many schools. Also, a few patients have 
told me that souls can split and have simultaneous experiences.) 
There is no empirical evidence for this; the soul does not have 
DNA, at least not the physical kind described by the Nobel 
Prize-winning scientists James Watson and Francis Crick. But 
the anecdotal evidence is overwhelming and to me unassailably 
conclusive. I have seen it virtually every day since Catherine took 
me with her to past times as disparate as Arabia in 1863 B.C. and 
Spain in A.D. 1756. 

For example, there are Elizabeth and Pedro (in Only Love Is 
Real), lovers in former lives who came together again in this one; 
Linda (in Through Time into Healing), guillotined in Scotland, 
married in Italy centuries later to her present-day grandfather, 
and later still growing old in Hol land, surrounded by her large 
and loving family; Dan, Laura, and Hope (in Messages from the 
Masters); and some four thousand others—some I've written 
about, most not—whose souls have journeyed through past lives, 
carrying the immortal part of them to the present. (Some of these 
patients could speak foreign languages in their past lives that 
they'd never learned or studied in this one, a phenomenon called 
xenoglossy and a remarkable "proof" that what they were re-
port ing was true.) 

When my patients remembered themselves in their other 
lives, the t raumas that had brought them to see me in the first 
place were eased and in some cases cured. Tha t is one of the 
soul's primary purposes: to progress toward healing. 
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If it were only I who had seen such cases, then you might be 
right in thinking I was hallucinating or had lost my mind, but 
Buddhists and Hindus have been accumulating past life cases for 
thousands of years. Reincarnation was written of in the New 
Testament until t h^ t ime of Constantine, when the Romans cen-
sored it. Jesus himself may have believed in it, for he asked the 
Apostles if they recognized John the Baptist as Elijah returned; 
Elijah had lived nine hundred years before John. It is a fundamen-
tal tenet of Jewish mysticism; in some sects it was standard teach-
ing until the early nineteenth century. 

Hundreds of other therapists have taped thousands of past 
life sessions, and many of their patients ' experiences have been 
verified. I myself have checked specific details and events re-
corded in Catherine's and others' past life memories—accurate 
details and events impossible to ascribe to false memory or fan-
tasy. I no longer doubt that reincarnation is real. Our souls have 
lived before and will live again. Tha t is our immortality. 

Just before we die, our soul, that par t of us which is aware when it 
leaves the body, pauses for a moment , floating. In that state it can 
differentiate color, hear voices, identify objects, and review the 
life it has just departed. This phenomenon is called an out-of-
body experience, and it has been documented thousands of 
times, most famously by Elisabeth Kiibler-Ross and Raymond 
Moody. Each of us experiences it when we die, but only a few 
have come back to present life to report on it. 

One was reported to me (I mentioned it briefly in Only Love 
Is Real), not by the patient herself but by her cardiologist at 
Moun t Sinai Medical Center in Miami , a scientist who is very ac-
ademic and very grounded. The patient, an elderly diabetic, was 
hospitalized for medical tests. During her hospitalization she had 
a cardiac arrest (her heart stopped beating), and she became 
comatose. Doctors held out little hope. Nevertheless, they 
worked feverishly on her and called on her cardiologist for help. 
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He rushed into the intensive care unit and in so doing dropped his 
distinctive gold pen, which rolled across the room and under a 
window. During a short break in the resuscitation process, he re-
trieved it. 

While the team worked on her, the woman reported later, she 
floated out of her body and watched the entire procedure f rom a 
point above the medicine cart, near that window. She watched 
with great concentration since it was she the doctors were work-
ing on. She longed to call out to them, to assure them that she was 
all right and that they didn't have to work so frantically, but she 
knew they couldn't hear her. When she tried to tap her cardiolo-
gist on the shoulder to tell him she was fine, her hand went right 
through him, and he felt nothing. She could see everything that 
was going on around her body and hear every word her doctors 
said, yet, to her frustrat ion, nobody would listen to her. 

The doctors ' efforts succeeded. The woman returned to life. 
"I watched the whole process," she told her cardiologist. 
He was flabbergasted. "You couldn' t have. You were uncon-

scious. You were comatose!" 
"Tha t was a pretty pen you dropped," she said. "It must be 

very valuable." 
"You saw it?" 
"I just told you I did," she said and proceeded to describe the 

pen, the clothes the doctors and nurses wore, the succession of 
people who came in and out of the ICU, and what each d id— 
things nobody could have known without having been there. 

The cardiologist was still shaken days later when he told me 
about it. H e confirmed that everything the woman related had in-
deed taken place and that her descriptions were accurate. Yet 
there was no question that she was unconscious; moreover, she 
had been blind for more than five years! Her soul had sight, not 
her body. 

Since then the cardiologist has told me of dying patients who 
have seen familiar long-deceased people waiting to take them to 
the other side. These were patients who were not on medications 
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of any kind and were therefore lucid. One described his grand-
mother waiting patiently in a chair in his hospital room for his 
time to come. Another was visited by her child who had died in 
infancy. The cardiologist noted that among this population of his 
patients there was a calmness, a serenity about dying. He learned 
to tell his patients: "I 'm very interested in what you feel and what 
you experience. No j j i a t t e r how strange or unusual it may seem, 
you're safe in talking about it to me." When they did, their fear of 
death decreased. 

More commonly, those who are resuscitated report seeing 
light, often golden and at a distance, as though at the end of a 
tunnel. Andrea, a news reporter for a major television network, 
allowed me to regress her as a demonstrat ion and described her 
life as a Great Plains farm woman in the nineteenth century. At 
the end of her long lifetime she floated above her body, watching 
it f rom afar. Then she felt she was being drawn up into a light, in 
her case a blue one, becoming increasingly distanced from her 
body and going toward a new life, one that was as yet unclear. 
This is a common, almost classic near death experience except 
that Andrea was describing the experience of someone in a past 
l ife—herself—who had been dead for more than one hundred 
years. 

Where does the soul go after it leaves the body? I'm not sure; there 
may be no word for it. I call it another dimension, a higher level of 
consciousness or higher state of consciousness. The soul cer-
tainly exists outside of the physical body, and it makes connec-
tions not only to the other lifetimes of the person it just departed 
but to all other souls. We die physically, but this part of us is in-
destructible and immortal . The soul is timeless. Ultimately, there 
is probably just one soul, one energy. Many people call this God, 
while others call it love; again, the name doesn't matter. 

I see the soul as a body of energy that blends with universal 
energy, then splits off again, intact, when it returns to a new life. 
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Before it merges with the One, it looks down on the body it has 
left and conducts what I call a life review, a review of the life just 
departed. The review is undertaken in a spirit of loving kindness 
and caring. It is not for punishment, it is for learning. 

Your soul registers its experience. It feels the appreciation and 
gratitude of everyone you have helped and everyone you have 
loved in a heightened way now that it has left the body. Similarly, 
it feels the pain, anger, and despair of everyone you have hur t or 
betrayed, again magnified. In this way the soul learns not to do 
harmful things but to be compassionate. 

Once the soul has finished its review, it seems to go fur ther 
f rom your body, often finding the beautiful light as Andrea's an-
cestor did, though this may not happen immediately. It doesn't 
matter; the light is always there. Sometimes there are other souls 
a round—you could call them masters or guides—who are very 
wise and help your soul on its journey toward the One. At some 
level your soul merges with the light, but it still retains its aware-
ness so that it can continue to learn on the other side. It is a si-
multaneous merging with a greater light (at the end of the 
immortal journey, the merging will be complete), accompanied 
by feelings of indescribable bliss and joy, and the awareness that it 
remains individuated and still has lessons to learn, both on Earth 
and on the other side. Eventually—the time varies—the soul de-
cides to come back in another body, and when it reincarnates, the 
sense of merging is lost. Some people believe there is a profound 
sadness at the separation f rom this glory, this bliss in the merging 
of energy and light, and it may be so. 

On Earth, in the present, we are individuals, but individua-
tion is an illusion characteristic of this plane, this dimension, this 
planet. Yes, we are here, as real and substantial as the chair on 
which you may be sitting as you read. But scientists know that a 
chair is just atoms, molecules, energy; it is a chair and it is energy. 
We are human , finite, and we are immortal . 

I think that at the highest level all souls are connected. It is 
our illusion or grand delusion that we are individuated, separate. 
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Even as that pertains here, we are nevertheless connected to every 
other soul; thus, in a different sphere, we are all one. On this 
world our bodies are dense and physically heavy; they suffer f rom 
illness and disease. But in higher realms, I believe, no physical ill-
ness exists. In still higher realms there is nothing physical, only 
pure consciousness. And beyond tha t—and beyond that—in 
realms we cannot comprehend and where all souls are one, even 
time doesn't exist. This means that past, present, and future lives 
may be occurring simultai^ously. 

I'm a medical doctor and a psychiatrist, and healing is my life's 
passion. I believe we are each instinctively motivated toward spir-
itual healing and spiritual growth, toward understanding and 
compassion, toward evolution. I believe we move spiritually for-
ward, not backward. The unconscious (or subconscious or su-
perconscious mind or soul) has built within it a mechanism that 
steers it along a positive path of spiritual evolution. In other 
words, the soul always, at all times, evolves toward health. At a 
higher level, time is measured in lessons learned, though on Earth 
it is chronological. We live both in time and out of it. Our past 
and future lives converge in the present, and if they can induce us 
toward healing now so that our current lives are healthier and 
more spiritually fulfilled, we will make progress. The feedback 
loop is continuous, trying to get us to improve our future lives 
even as we live out this one. 

I think many of us spend too much time worrying about what 
the higher levels of comprehension might be. The question is fas-
cinating to contemplate, but our goal here is to heal ourselves as 
we are in our physical world. I see a lot of people, particularly 
New Age people, who aren't well grounded in this world—being 
right here, now. Progression in the areas of contemplation and 
meditation is important , but those who spend their lives in seclu-
sion should understand that we are a social species and those 
who do not experience the joys of the physical, the pleasures of 
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the senses aren't learning the full lesson this present life has to 
teach then,. 

As I said, until recently I have only regressed patients so that 
they see and understand their past lives. Now I have begun to 
progress tliem into the future. But even if we study only our past 
lives, we c l n see how we have evolved within them. Each of our 
lives is a learning experience, and if we gain wisdom f rom our 
past lives, then through free will—conscious free will, that is, and 
the free will of the soul—we can affect the present. 

Our souls choose our parents, for our impulse is to continue the 
learning process so we can proceed toward healing. We choose 
what we d 0 in our present life for the same reason. We do not 
choose abusive parents, for no one wants to be abused. Yet some 
parents become abusive (it is their free will) and in a later life, or 
perhaps in this one, they will learn the lesson of compassion and 
stop that behavior. 

I chose to come back as the son of Alvin and Dorothy Weiss, 
and to be a psychiatrist. In my previous life I was an underground 
Czech resistance fighter, killed in 1942 or '43. Perhaps the way I 
died led m e to my present study of immortali ty; perhaps my de-
sire to study and teach was a carryover f rom an earlier life as a 
priest in ancient Babylonia. Whatever, I chose to come back as 
Brian Wei\ s s o I could maximize my personal learning and share 
it with others by becoming a healer. I selected my parents because 
they made it easy for me to learn. My father revered academics 
and wanted m e to become a doctor. He was also interested in re-
ligion and taught me about Judaism, but he didn't force it. So I 
became a secular rabbi, a psychiatrist. My mother was loving and 
nonjudgmental . She gave me a sense of safety that in later life al-
lowed me to risk my career and financial security by publishing 
Many Liv<<s> Many Masters. Nei ther parent was spiritual in the 
New Age sense, nor did they believe in reincarnation. I chose 
them, it seems, because they offered me support and the freedom 
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to go on the life path I eventually selected. Was anyone involved 
with me in that decision? I wonder. Spirits, guides, angels, all of 
them par t of the one soul? I don' t know. 

True, some soul chose to come back as Saddam Hussein, an-
other as Osama bin Laden. I believe they came back to maximize 
their learning opportunities, the same as you and me. They did 
not choose to come back initially to do harm, to cause violence 
and blow up other people and become terrorists. They came back 
to resist that urge, probably because they had succumbed to it in 
previous lifetimes. They came back for a kind of field test in this 
school we live in, and they failed miserably. 

This is all speculation, o f ^ m r s e , but I believe their souls 
came back to inhabit them in an effort to find alternatives to vio-
lence, prejudice, and hatred. (The abusive parent's soul comes 
back for the same reason.) They amassed money and power, and 
faced the choice of violence or compassion, prejudice or teach-
ing, hatred or love. This time we know their decision. They will 
have to come back again, face the consequences of their actions, 
face the choices again, until they are able to move forward. 

Students ask me why anyone would choose to come back to 
live in a rat-infested slum in Bogota or Harlem. The Buddhist 
monks I've met, the entourage of the Dalai Lama, laugh at the 
question because they see life as a stage performance. The man in 
the slum is just a role; in the next lifetime the same actor will ap-
pear as a prince. I believe we choose to come into a rat-infested 
apartment because we have to understand what it is like to be 
poor; in other lifetimes we will be rich. We must be rich, poor, 
male, female, healthy, sickly, big, small, strong, and weak. If in 
one lifetime I 'm wealthy and someone else is living as I once did, 
in the slums of Bogota, then I will want to help that person be-
cause it will be a step in my own growth. 

There are two vital elements at work here. First, we cannot 
learn everything in one lifetime. Tha t doesn't matter because 
there are numerous lifetimes to come. Second, each time we come 
back, it is to be healed. 
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Our lives are a series of steps up the evolutionary scale. Where are 
we, then, when we are completely healed, when we reach the top 
of the staircase? Probably at the highest spiritual level, which 
some call heaven, others nirvana. 

I believe that our planet was created as a place to experience 
emotions, sensations, feelings, and relationships. Here we can be 
in love and feel great pleasure and joy. We can smell flowers, touch 
a baby's skin, see the glory of a landscape, hear the music of the 
wind. That was the intent. What a classroom! 

In the next years our great test will be whether we want to 
honor this school or destroy it, as modern technology has made it 
possible for us to do. I 'm not sure our free will can make that 
choice; it may be our destiny. If a higher mind, the Oneness, de-
cides that our planet is worth preserving, then it won' t be de-
stroyed. If it does not, and we vaporize the world, our souls will 
nevertheless endure; they would find another school. 

But it may not be as beautiful as our world; it may not be as 
physical. 

Our souls are all the same age, which is ageless, but some souls 
advance more quickly than others. Saddam Hussein may be a 
third grader, while the Dalai Lama is in graduate school. In the 
end we will all graduate to the One. H o w quickly we progress de-
pends on our free will. 

The free will I am writing about here isn't the same as our 
soul's ability to choose our parents and our circumstances. 
Rather, it is human will, and we are in control of it on Earth. I 
distinguish it f rom destiny, which often brings us together with 
another for good or for ill. 

It is free will that lets us choose what we eat, our cars, our 
clothes, our vacations. Free will allows us to select our partners as 
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well, though it is probably destiny that draws us to them and they 
to us. I met Carole, my wife, in the Catskill Mountains; I was a 
busboy, and she was a guest at the hotel where I was working. 
Destiny. The course of our relationship—like the course of hun-
dreds of millions of other relationships—depended on our free 
will. We chose to date, and we chose to marry. 

Similarly, we can choose to increase our capacity to love or be 
compassionate; we can choose to perform the little acts of kind-
ness that bring us internal satisfaction; we can choose generosity 
over selfishness, respect over prejudice. In every aspect of our lives 
we can choose to make the loving decision, and by doing so, our 
souls will evolve. ^ 

John E. Mack, M.D., the Pulitzer Prize—winning author and 
professor of psychiatry at Harvard Medical School, points out that 

we are now witnessing a coming together of science, 
psychology, and spirituality after centuries of ideological 
and disciplinary fragmentation. Both modern physics 
and depth psychology are revealing to us a universe in 
which . . . all that we can perceive around us is connected 
by resonances, both physical and nonphysical, that can 
make the possibility of universal justice, truth and love 
more than just a Utopian fantasy. 

At the heart of this possibility lie what in the 
Western secular world are called "non-ordinary" states 
of consciousness, but in the world's great religious 
traditions is variously called primary religious feeling, 
mystical oneness, connection with the ground of being, 
or universal love. . . . At the heart of these states of 
consciousness or being is a potential extension of the 
self beyond its usual boundaries. 

I would substitute "soul" for "self" and add that the bound-
aries exceed the measurable universe. 
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It has taken me twenty-four years to reach the simple truth at the 
core of this book. We are immortal . We are eternal. Our souls 
will never die. This being so, we should start acting as if we know 
that immortali ty is our blessing. Or, to put it more simply, we 
should prepare for immortality—here, now, today and tomorrow 
and each day for the rest of our lives. If we prepare, our souls will 
move up the evolutionary scale, come closer to healing, come 
closer to the higher state. If we don' t , we will recycle our present 
lives—in effect, march in place—and postpone to a future life the 
mastering of the lesson we might have learned in this one. 

H o w do we prepare? H o w do immorta l people act? In this life 
we prepare by learning how to have better relationships; how to 
be more loving, more compassionate; how to be healthier physi-
cally, emotionally, and spiritually; how to help others; how to 
enjoy this world and yet advance its evolution, advance its heal-
ing. By preparing for immortality we will quiet present fears, feel 
better about ourselves, and grow spiritually. And we will be heal-
ing our future lives at the exact same moment . 

Now, thanks to the progressions that my patients have experi-
enced and reported back to me, we can see the results of our pres-
ent behavior and thus shape it for the future. If we can accelerate 
the healing process, the evolutionary process, that is the most 
therapeutic action we can take, the best thing we can do, not only 
for our own souls but for everyone in the world. This is what I 
have learned f rom my patients. 



C H A P T E R 2 

George: 
Anger Management 

s 

ANGER MANAGEMENT is o n e of t h e skills w e can l ea rn n o w in 

l. order to avoid repetitions of violence in our lives to come. 
The following case history is of a man I treated before I began 
progressing some of my patients. H a d he been able to see what 
lay in the years ahead, his t reatment might have gone more 
quickly. 

George Skulnick was doing his best to destroy himself. Despite a 
history of a heart attack and high blood pressure, he was over-
weight, smoked heavily, worked too hard, canceled vacations at 
the last moment , and misused his heart medications by either for-
getting to take them or, to compensate, by taking too many at a 
time. He had already suffered one serious heart attack and was 
primed for another. 

His cardiologist, Barbara Tracy, recommended that he see me 
for stress management. 

"George is a tough case," Barbara had warned. "Beware of 
explosions." 

And now here he was in my office with his wife, a woman in 
- [9 -----
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her mid-forties who looked at me with what I took to be pleading 
eyes. 

"Betty will sit in the waiting room," George said, "in case you 
need her." 

"If you wouldn' t mind," I said gently, turning to her. 
" N o t at all." She gave me one last pleading look and then left 

the office, closing the door behind her. 
George was a squat , solid, powerful- looking man with mas-

sive arms, too great a s tomach, and surprisingly spindly legs, a 
nonathlet ic Babe Ruth. His moon face was florid; capillaries had 
burst a round his nose, hinting at heavy drinking. I judged him to 
be nearly sixty, though it turned out he was only fifty-two. 

"You're the reincarnation doctor," he said—a fact, not a 
question. 

"I am." 
"I don ' t believe in that crap." 
If he was trying to unnerve me, it didn't work. "Many people 

don ' t ." 
"Dr. Tracy said you practiced something called regression 

therapy." 
"Yes. Often it leads the patient back to past lives." 
"Bullsh—" He stopped himself and raised a hand. "Don' t get 

me wrong. I 'm game for anything if it'll prevent another at tack." 
Actually, George had once reported a near death experience 

to Barbara. During his heart attack he had felt himself rising out 
of his body toward a cloud of blue light. While he was floating, he 
became aware of a thought: Everything was going to be all right. 
This knowledge calmed him, and he wanted to tell his family 
about it. From his vantage point he could see where his wife and 
two children were. They were extremely anxious, and he wanted 
to reassure them but couldn't. He glanced away for another view 
of his body, and when he looked back, he could see they weren't 
paying any attention to him. It was as if it was years after his 
death. This event persuaded him to come to me. 
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"Why don ' t we decide what to do af ter I find out more abou t 
you," I said. "Dr. Tracy says you're in the construct ion business." 

"Skulnick Contractors. We specialize in factories, ware-
houses, and office buildings. You must have seen our signs. 
They're all over Miami ." 

I had indeed. 
"It's a lot of headaches," he continued. "Constant pres-sure. 

If I don ' t oversee every site personally, someone's sure to 
screw up." 

"What happens if they do?" 
His eyes flashed. "I get angry." 
I knew from Barbara that rage was the greatest danger 

George faced, a knife poised at his heart . "Tell me about the 
anger," I said. 

"I lose control. I 'm a screamer. M y face gets red, and I feel my 
heart pumping and about to explode." His breath quickened 
even as he talked. "I want to lash out, hit somebody, kill some-
body. I get so mad ." 

"What about when you're with your wife, your family?" 
"It's just as bad, maybe worse. Sometimes I'll be furious at 

somebody in the office, have a few drinks on my way home, and 
come in looking for a fight. Dinner not ready? Pow! Haven't done 
your homework? Whap!" He lowered his head to his palms. 
"They're terrified of me. I don ' t really hit them, of course. But 
there may come a t ime—" 

"I see. Maybe we can find out where the rage comes f rom." 
He raised his head. "My father, I suppose. He was a screamer, 

and he drank, too." 
"Tha t might explain it," I said, "but maybe there's more." 
"Something that happened in a past life?" 
I shrugged. "It's possible." 
"And you think regression will help?" 
"I believe it's important for you, yes, though I could help you 

through traditional psychotherapy, and you might prefer that. 
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The fact that you had a near death episode makes me think you'll 
regress easily. And if it's unpleasant for you or painful or too in-
tense, I'll know immediately and we'll stop." 

He was silent for a moment . Then: "You use hypnosis, right?" 
"Yes." 
"If I 'm hypnotized, how will you know if I want to stop?" 
"You'll tell me." 
"From my other life?" 
"Exactly." 
I could see a yeah, sure form in his brain, but all he said was 

"Come on. Let's give it a try." 

In Through Time into Healing I wrote the following: 

Hypnosis is the main technique I use to help patients 
access past life m e m o r i e s . . . . One goal of hypnosis, as 
well as meditation, is to access the subconsc ious . . . . In 
the subconscious mind mental processes occur without 
our conscious perception of them. We experience 
moments of intuition, wisdom, and creativity when 
these processes flash into our conscious awareness. 

The subconscious is not limited by our imposed 
boundaries of logic, space, and time. It can remember 
everything, f rom any time. . . . It can transcend the 
ordinary to touch upon a wisdom far beyond our every-
day capabilities. Hypnosis accesses the wisdom of the 
subconscious in a focused way in order to achieve heal-
ing. We are in hypnosis whenever the usual relationship 
between the conscious and subconscious mind is recon-
figured so that the subconscious plays a more dominant 
role. . . . 

When you are hypnotized, you are not asleep. Your 
conscious mind is always aware of what you are experi-
encing while you are hypnotized. Despite the deep sub-
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conscious contact, your mind can comment , criticize, 
and censor. You are always in control of what you say. 
Hypnosis is not a "truth serum." You do not enter a 
time machine and suddenly find yourself transported 
to another time and place with no awareness of the 
present. . . . 

It may sound as though it requires a great deal of 
skill to reach these deeper levels of hypnosis. However, 
each of us experiences them with ease every day as we 
pass through the state between wakefulness and sleeping 
known as the hypnagogic state. . . . 

Listening to someone's guiding voice aids in focusing 
concentration and helps a patient to reach a deeper level 
of hypnosis and relaxation. There is no danger in hyp-
nosis. N o person I have ever hypnotized has become 
"stuck" in the hypnotic state. You can emerge f rom a 
state of hypnosis whenever you want. N o one has ever 
violated his or her moral and ethical principles. N o one 
has involuntarily acted like a chicken or a duck. N o one 
can control you. You are in control. 

In hypnosis, your mind is always aware and observ-
ing. This is why people who may be deeply hypnotized 
and actively involved in a childhood or past life sequence 
of memories are able to answer the therapist 's questions, 
speak their current life language, know the geographical 
places they are seeing, and even know the year, which 
usually flashes before their inner eyes or just appears in 
their minds. The hypnotized mind, always retaining an 
awareness and a knowledge of the present, puts the 
childhood or past life memories into context. If the year 
1900 flashes, and you find yourself building a pyramid in 
ancient Egypt, you know that the year is B.C., even if you 
don' t see those actual letters. 

This is also why a hypnotized patient, finding him-
self a peasant fighting in a medieval European war, for 
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example, can recognize people f rom that past lifetime 
whom he knows in his current life. This is why he can 
speak modern English, compare the crude weapons of 
that time with those he might have seen or used in this 
lifetime, give dates, and so on. 

His present-day mind is aware, watching, comment-
ing. He can always compare the details and events with 
those of his current life. He is the movie's observer and 
its critic and usually its star at the same time. And all the 
while, he can remain in the relaxed, hypnotic state. 

Hypnosis puts the patient in a state that holds great 
potential for healing by giving the patient access to the 
subconscious mind. To speak metaphorically, it puts the 
patient in the magical forest that holds the healing tree. 
But if hypnosis lets the patient into that healing country, 
it is the regression process that is the tree that holds the 
sacred berries he or she must eat to heal. 

Regression therapy is the mental act of going back to 
an earlier time, whenever that time may be, in order to 
retrieve memories that may still be negatively influencing 
a patient's present life and that are probably the source 
of the patient's symptoms. Hypnosis allows the mind 
to short-circuit conscious barriers to tap this 
information, including those barriers that prevent 
patients f rom consciously accessing their past 
lives. 

I would escort George into that forest, maintaining my role as 
therapist by making no effort to suggest or influence what berries 
he might find on the tree, by keeping my voice calm and soothing 
to ensure his comfort and relaxation, by asking only those ques-
tions that would allow him to further describe what he was see-
ing, by showing no surprise, by making no moral judgments, by-
giving no interpretation but instructing him in selected in-
stances—in short, by acting as a guide. 
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He sat on a small, comfortable couch. I faced him f rom my 
chair. "Relax," I said. "Close your eyes. . . ." And we began. 

Neither of us knew what he would find. 

"I 'm an innkeeper," he said, "a German innkeeper. I'm lying on a 
bed in a room upstairs, our bedroom. It's the Middle Ages. I 'm an 
old man, over seventy, and very weak, though recently I was 
strong. I can see myself clearly. I 'm unkempt , my clothes are 
soiled. I 'm sick. My once powerful arms are thin now. My back 
muscles, with which I could lift boulders, have atrophied. I have 
barely enough strength to sit up." He looked at me f rom a dis-
tance of seven centuries and bowed his head. "I have no heart ." 

His family surrounded him. "I was unkind to them all. Mean 
to my wife. Mean to my children. I neglected them, drank, and 
had affairs with other women. But they were dependent on me, 
couldn't leave me, even though I abused them. My rages were vi-
olent. They were afraid of me." 

Recently, he had suffered a stroke or heart attack, and now it 
was he who was dependent on them. But despite his abusiveness 
and neglect, they took care of him with compassion, even with 
love. His wife in his present life was his son in his past life, and his 
daughter in his present life was his wife in his past one. 

(Such permuta t ions are c o m m o n . Those who are impor tan t 
in a present life were impor tan t in past ones and remain with us.) 

His family tended to him tirelessly and without complaint , 
for he was too sick to do anything for himself. Eventually, his 
body, ruined by years of excessive drinking, gave out, and he 
floated above his grieving family, looking down on them, feeling 
guilty that he had treated them so abysmally. 

It is at the time of the death of the body that one conducts a 
life review, and he reported that guilt was what he felt most, guilt 
for a life misspent. 

"Let go of your guilt," I told him. "There's no need for it any-
more. The family is fine, and guilt is holding von back." 
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Together we reviewed his life as an innkeeper. What lessons 
could he draw from it? He was still hypnotized, still in the inn, 
still aware of the instant he died. His thoughts were expressed in 
choppy sentences, but the feelings behind them were clear and 
pure. 

"There's great foolishness in danger and violence," he said. 
"Bodies are fragile and temporary. There is safety in love and 
compassion. All families need nurturing and sustenance. I 
needed to nurture them, just as they nurtured me. The greatest 
power is the power of love." 

All this he reported with the force of revelation. When he fin-
ished, he seemed exhausted, so I brought him gently back to the 
present, and we were able to discuss his insights, what he had 
found when he went back. He left feeling dazed—the first regres-
sion is unfailingly powerful—and promised to return the follow-
ing week. 

When he left, I jotted a note to myself: "Can see future life 
seeds planted here, to his current life. Again a heart attack. Again 
abuse of his family. A similar pattern. There's a lesson coming up." 

I looked forward to George's return. 4 ' 

He was a seventeen-year-old soldier the next time I regressed him, 
fighting for his country, France, during World War I. His left a rm 
was blown off in an explosion, and when he experienced this, he 
clutched his arm and reported feeling pain. But the pain disap-
peared, for he realized that he had died from his wounds. Again, 
in the instant of that death, he floated above his body and was 
able to see himself at another time in the same life. He was no 
longer a soldier but an observer, detached from the events he was 
describing. Now he was a boy, no more than ten, living a hard-
working but peaceful life on a farm, with two loving parents and 
a younger sister who idolized him. There were horses, cows, and 
chickens on the farm. It was not an eventful prior life, this life be-
fore the war. 
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I wondered if the pain in his left a rm correlated with the heart 
attack he had experienced both earlier and very recently, but I 
couldn't be sure. Sometimes it is simple to see a connection be-
tween past and present lives, but in this case I didn't get a good 
follow-up. 

I didn't have a chance to think about it for long because sud-
denly he became extremely agitated. He had connected his 
French life to another. (It is unusual when this happens; normally, 
a regression leads to one lifetime, though the patient will often 
cover different times and events in that same life.) Now he was a 
warrior, a Mongol or Tatar, living in Russia or Mongol ia—he 
couldn't be sure. It was some nine hundred years ago. Fearsomely 
strong, a master horseman, he roamed the steppes, killing his en-
emies and amassing great wealth. The people he killed were often 
innocent young men, many of them farmers who had been con-
scripted into the army against their will, like the French boy he 
would eventually become. He killed hundreds during his lifetime 
and died an old man, without any of the regret he experienced 
two hundred years later when he was the German innkeeper. He 
himself did not suffer. He learned no lessons; those would come 
in later lives. The life review he did as the innkeeper seemed to be 
the first time he experienced contrition. 

His Mongol experience showed me something I had recently 
begun to figure out: Learning about the consequences of your ac-
tions is not necessarily an immediate thing. He would have to go 
through other violent lifetimes before he could feel what he had 
caused. H o w many lifetimes I couldn' t be sure; I could only count 
the number he reported. 

Perhaps he had been killed in World War I as retribution for 
his violent life as a warrior. Perhaps his innkeeper contrition was 
not enough. Perhaps if he had changed prior to his acts of vio-
lence, he would not have come back to be killed in France. Per-
haps he would have lived a long life on the farm. We discussed all 
this when I brought him out of hypnosis. I think he was telling me 
that if he had not been so violent in his past lives, he wouldn' t be 
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so violent in his present life. He had gone from remorseless killer 
to abusive innkeeper to French soldier, killed before he had a 
chance for a full life, to a successful businessman who was still 
raging and had severe heart problems and high blood pressure. 

Tha t day I wrote two notes: "The value of empathy. He had 
to feel what he had caused" and "The heart is connecting these 
lifetimes." What would come next? 

This time he was a thin, gay Japanese man in his thirties, living in 
the late nineteenth century. He told me he had an affair of the 
heart; he had fallen in love with a much younger man. There was 
no way to get the young man's love, he felt, other than seducing 
him, so that is what he set out to do. Alcohol was the means. He 
rook his beloved to a room and plied him with liquor. Half 
against the young man's will, they became lovers that night. 

The young man was ashamed, embarrassed, and humiliated. 
Homosexuali ty was a dishonorable, forbidden act in his culture; 
the young man was particularly mortified that he had allowed 
himself to be taken. His reaction was rage. He arrived at their 
next rendezvous with a knife or sword and plunged it into the 
older man's chest. George was too thin and weak to resist. My 
patient died instantly. 

In his life review, the themes of hatred, anger, impulsive rage, 
and alcohol were all present. He should have been more patient, 
George realized. He did not have to seduce the younger man but 
could have waited for a willing partner. He was not judging his 
homosexuality; his sin was in interfering with someone else's free 
will by manipulating him. 

A more subtle connection centered on weight. For all his 
strength, George was obese, which added to his risk of heart 
attack. Sometimes people put on and maintain weight as a pro-
tection. This is common with women who have been abused or 
raped; symbolically, they are trying to prevent that violence f rom 
recurring. And here was George, a rapist who was also a victim of 
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violence. His obesity seemed to stem from that life and f rom an-
other, not this one. Once George understood this, dieting became 
easier. 

I wrote: "His past life scar—maybe from the knife w o u n d — 
cardiac susceptibility in the future?" I couldn't be sure, but fre-
quently we come back with wounds or weaknesses in the areas of 
the body that were the site of mortal wounds or damage in a past 
life. In George's case the connection seemed likely. 

By this time George was able to go very deep. He seemed 
shaken by his experiences and inspired by them. 

In 1981 when my patient Catherine was in a deep hypnotic 
state and remembering the significant lessons from her past lives, 
she brought back messages f rom "the Masters." Now I asked 
George when he stayed in a deeper state, "Is there anything more? 
Are there any other messages for you, any other information or 
wisdom for you to take back?" 

I took down all he said as though I were taking dictation: 
"The earth life is a gift. It is a school to learn how love manifests 
in the physical dimensions where bodies and emotions exist. But 
the school has many playgrounds, and those need to be used. The 
physical life is meant to be enjoyed. This is one reason you have 
been given the senses. Be good people. Have fun and enjoy your-
selves. Enjoy the simple yet abundant pleasures of life while not 
harming other people or other things, like nature." 

When he left I wrote: "When George awoke, he knew these 
messages were very important to him because he didn't have any 
fun in his present life, and these are simple things about why 
we're here. There are playgrounds here, too. It's not all work and 
serious. 'Be good people' meant to be compassionate and caring 
at all levels." 

When he came to his next session, George told me about a 
miraculous dream. Whatever doubts he had about regression 
therapy had disappeared. He was excited, vibrant. The messages 
he had learned took the form of a person, a spiritual being 
bathed in the blue light he had seen during his first regression. 
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["he person in the blue light told him he needed to love himself 
more and that Earth people needed to take care of one another, 
not harm others. He received instructions, he told me, though he 
wasn't able to go into much detail. They were instructions meant 
for him, he knew, but concerned humanity at all levels. He needed 
to communicate better, to explain his thoughts and actions, 
rather than just lashing out. Be more gentle, the spirit said. Don ' t 
do harm to others. 

George told me that there was a hierarchy of spirits and that 
the one who visited him in his dream wasn't necessarily at the 
highest level. There are other places and other dimensions that 
are even higher and do not belong to the Earth. Still, we have to 
learn the lessons of the Masters because the important thing was 
to progress, he said. While this was not as cogent or encompass-
ing as the messages that Catherine had delivered, I was moved by 
it. Once again it was a case of patient leading doctor. 

Different connections were evident in George's next regression. 
This time his life was as a southern slave woman in the early eigh-
teenth century. George was married to a particularly brutal man. 
The husband in the black woman's life was also George's father 
in his present life. In the early life George's husband beat his wife 
so savagely that he broke her legs, rendering her paralyzed. 

In this life George's father was a source of great strength and 
support , particularly in George's childhood, which was marked 
by arthritis in George's knees. But George's father was a frighten-
ing authori tarian figure, given to the same kind of rages that 
George would later repeat, and the boy quickly learned that to 
accomplish things away f rom his father 's influence, he would 
have to "stand up for himself," an obvious correlation to his life 
as a slave. 

Independence and strength became the hallmarks of 
George's pre-heart-attack life, and he carried them with him, per-
haps too single-mindedly, even after he got out of the hospital. 
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The lesson George needed to learn in this lifetime was balance; he 
had to combine authority with the ability to listen to others, to 
take suggestions as well as give orders. 

He regressed briefly into another life, of which he just saw 
glimpses. He was a Stone Age man clothed in animal skins, with 
hairy hands and feet. But he died very young—of starvation. 
Here was another explanation for his excessive weight in this life: 
People close to starvation, such as those who died in the Holo-
caust, often become overweight when reincarnated, needing the 
weight as reassurance they would never be hungry again. 

I put his past lives in chronological order: Stone Age man, 
Mongol warrior, innkeeper in the Middle Ages, slave woman 
with paralyzed legs, murdered Japanese gay man, and French-
man dying for his country. Surely there were many additional 
lives as well, but he did not get to them in our sessions and per-
haps never would. His blue spirit told him that we see the past 
lifetimes that are important to this one. 

"Learning keeps happening on the other side, too," George 
told me, now an "expert," and I was pleased at his positiveness. 
"You develop skills. You work on your talents. It doesn't stop." 

There were consistent themes in all the lives he remem-
bered—violence and anger, physical pain, abusiveness, constant 
threat of death—that were paralleled in his present life. When 
George put the past lives together, it became obvious to him that 
his present-day lifestyle was deadly. He was drinking too much. 
His blood pressure needed to be controlled. He could have an-
other heart attack. His rages put him in danger of a stroke. 

All this took nearly two years of intense therapy (with peri-
odic sessions thereafter), but as he joined these insights with 
other therapeutic tools I gave him, such as relaxation CDs, I had 
the pleasure of watching him begin to shift. He was able to relax 
more without doing formal meditation (something I had recom-
mended but that he would not do). He reported communicat ing 
better with the people in his office; he said he was better able to 
listen and to accept setbacks without "going ballistic." Even 
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when he did get angry, the periods were briefer and less violent. 
He was able to relax from time to time; he would put on one of 
my CDs in his office during lunch hour and tell his secretary to 
make sure he wasn't interrupted. He started to play golf and go 
fishing again, and attend Florida Marlins baseball games. 

Physically, George was getting better, too. His blood pressure 
went down, and his heart function improved. He began to exer-
cise, he drank less, and he ate healthier foods, all in concert with 
his wife. Sometimes I would bring her into our sessions, where 
she verified his progress with a gratitude that was as heartfelt as 
his. It was the same with their children; he was becoming a father, 
a friend, and a guide, not a dictator. 

One change led to another, and soon there was a progression 
of changes—what we call a synergistic loop. Success followed 
success. 

"I had glimpses of the other side," he told me. "I saw myself 
in a future life as a beloved teacher to many children. It was a very 
happy life. I was very content. The skills I learned were ones I 
could bring back to my physical life here. And I saw another 
world, just glimpses of it. Crystalline structures and lights and 
people—you know, like light beams." 

I was astonished. As I say, this was before I was purposely tak-
ing people into the future. His vision, I thought then, might have 
been a metaphor, a symbol for what his present-day soul wished 
for, or it might have been nothing more than a dream influenced 
by our work on his past. Still, perhaps what he saw was true. 

At the end of our last session I wrote: "He has healed the spir-
itual heart as well as the physical heart ." His cardiologist, Bar-
bara Tracy, confirmed the physical par t , and I knew that George 
was hopeful now. Life was suddenly important to him. Spiritual-
ity became par t of his psychological makeup. Family mattered. 
Friends mattered. Coworkers mattered. Pleasure, too. 

He was prepared for the next stage in his evolution. When 
George's body dies and his soul is ready to return, I am convinced 
his new life will be at a higher level; it will almost surely be gentler 
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than the lives he has led. H a d he not revisited and understood the 
lessons of his past lives, it would have taken him longer to reach 
the stage he is in now. He might have had to spend several more 
lives in an angry, violent state before he learned for himself the 
truths his regressions had shown him. His therapy terminated, 
and I no longer see him as a patient. Should he care to, I'd wel-
come the chance to progress him, not for therapeutic purposes 
but for us to see what his nonviolent next life—next lives—will be 
like. 

George's present life was changed by his renunciation of anger 
and violence, his predominant issues. Other patients' present and 
past lives demonstrate how change is possible in a dozen different 
aspects of life and, by extrapolation, in hundreds more. It is rare 
that a person will master more than one lesson in one lifetime, 
though residual attention is often paid to others. For purposes of 
the book I have segregated the lessons into different discrete 
areas, though they often overlap and evolution in one can lead to 
evolution in others. The histories you are about to read are re-
markable examples of people evolving toward new lives that take 
them to higher planes and will eventually lead to the highest 
plane of all. 



CHAPTER 3 

Victoria, Evelyn, and 
Michelle: Health 

AS A PHYSICIAN and psychiatrist my mission is to heal physical 
. .and emotional illness, sometimes separately but more 

often simultaneously since the mind affects the body's health, 
and the body the mind's. I am aware of the concept of "spiritual 
health," but to me the soul is always healthy. Indeed, the soul is 
perfect. When people talk about healing the soul, I don ' t know 
what they mean. It is our distance f rom being soulful that makes 
us feel the soul needs to be healed. 

Poor health tends to make narcissists of us, and narcissism 
makes us blind to compassion, empathy, anger management, and 
patience—all the elements that, when mastered, will lead us 
higher up the evolutionary scale toward immortality. Of ten , if we 
are sick, we can think of nothing but the sickness, and there is lit-
tle chance for progress. Thus in this chapter, I write about physi-
cal illness and diseases, and diseased states of mind—phobias , 
fears, depression, anxiety—and how to alleviate them. D o past 
lives have an impact on them? Absolutely. Do future lives also 
have an effect? More and more—the evidence continues to accu-
mulate—I believe they do. 

I am about to introduce you to two remarkable people, Victo-
!4 — 
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ria and Evelyn, the first with a cancer that made every day a time 
in hell, the other with such profound anxiety that an outwardly 
successful life was actually made virtually unmanageable. I cured 
Victoria by bringing her into her past lives; I've helped Evelyn by-
showing her the future. 

By this time I'm used to amazing regressions, astonishing revela-
tions, but Victoria's case filled me with a sense of the miraculous 
I had not often experienced since I first met Catherine twenty-
four years ago. 

Victoria is a physicist living in Manha t t an , a renowned mem-
ber of the Academy of Arts and Sciences. I met her when she 
came up to me at the start of a five-day workshop at the Omega 
Institute, a healing and learning center in Rhinebeck, New York. 
She told me that for the past sixteen years she had been experi-
encing severe back pain caused by a cancer that multiple opera-
tions and a series of chemotherapy and radiation treatments had 
been unable to cure. She handed me a file on her condition several 
inches thick. Her pain was unremitting; she described it as being 
like the relentless bombardment of an abscessed tooth. At night 
she had to take high doses of a morphine-like drug because the 
pain was so severe, but during the day she endured the agony so 
she could continue to work with a clear mind. Though not o ld— 
she was in her mid-fifties—her hair had turned gray f rom the 
pain. She didn't like the way it looked so she dyed it black. 

Victoria had stopped taking her medicines a few days before 
the workshop, she averred, so she could concentrate on my lec-
tures. But now she asked, " H o w can I last five days without med-
icine? I'll have to go home in an ambulance." 

"Do your best," I said, "but I'll understand if you have to leave." 
She stayed for all the sessions and at their end approached me 

with her report. It was so important that I asked her to share it 
with the group. During the week, she had experienced several re-
gressions, all covering the same life, which took place near 
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Jerusalem at the time of Jesus. She was a poor male peasant, a 
powerful man with huge arms and shoulders, but spiritually sen-
sitive and fond of birds and animals. He lived in a wooden house 
by the side of the road with his wife and daughter, bothering no 
one. Victoria recognized the daughter; she was her daughter now. 
One day, the peasant found a mourning dove that had broken its 
wing, and knelt to care for it. A Roman soldier, marching with an 
elite corps of the palace guard, was annoyed by this man block-
ing his path, and kicked him savagely in the back, breaking sev-
eral vertebrae. Others of the corps set fire to his house, killing his 
wife and child. The peasant's bitterness and hatred of the Ro-
mans burned bright within him. From that moment on, he 
trusted no one. His back never healed. 

In despair, broken physically and emotionally, he moved close 
to the main temple within the walls of Jerusalem where he lived 
in a lean-to, existing on the vegetables he was able to grow. He 
was unable to work, getting around only by leaning on a sturdy 
walking stick and his one animal, a donkey. People thought he 
was senile, but he was merely old and broken. News of a rabbi 
who was becoming famous as a healer caught his attention, and 
he traveled a great distance to hear a sermon by this man—it was 
the Sermon on the Mount—expect ing not to be healed or com-
forted in any way, but curious all the same. The rabbi's followers 
were appalled at the sight of the peasant and shooed him away. 
He hid behind a bush and was able to meet Yeshi's eyes.* "It was 
like looking into bottomless pits filled with endless compassion," 
Victoria told me. 

Yeshua said to the peasant, "Do not go far," and he obeyed 
for the rest of the day. 

The encounter brought the peasant not healing but hope. He 
went back to his lean-to, inspired by the rabbi's sermon, which he 
found "ringing and true." 

"Victoria l.i 11 (.'J h im Yeshi, the d iminut ive of Yeshua, the rabbi ' s A r a m a i c name . Jesus, the n a m e 
we k n o w Inn. by. is Greek . Victoria h a d never hea rd the n a m e Yeshi until she encoun te r ed it in 
her regress ion. 
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When the rabbi was about to return to Jerusalem, the peasant 
became stricken with anxiety. He knew Yeshua was in a danger-
ous situation, having heard rumors of what the hated Romans 
had planned for him. He tried to reach the rabbi to warn him, but 
he was too late. The next time they communicated, Yeshua was 
struggling under the weight of a huge wooden beam on his way 
to being crucified. He was, the peasant knew, extremely dehy-
drated. Amazed at his own courage, he reached out to Yeshua 
with a cloth soaked in water to wet his mouth, but Yeshua had al-
ready passed by. The peasant felt terrible, but then Yeshua looked 
back at him, again with infinite compassion in his eyes despite his 
physical struggle, dehydration, and fatigue. Though Yeshua did 
not speak, the peasant became aware of his words that etched 
themselves telepathically in his mind: "It's all right. This was 
meant to be." Yeshua walked on. The peasant followed him to 
Calvary, to the crucifixion. 

Victoria's next memory was of herself as the peasant stand-
ing alone in the pouring rain, sobbing, minutes after Yeshua's 
death on the cross. Yeshua was the only one he trusted since his 
family was killed, and now the rabbi, too, was dead. Suddenly he 
felt what Victoria described as "electricity" at the top of his head. 
It shot down his spine, and he became aware that his back was 
straight; he was no longer hunchbacked or crippled. He was 
strong again. 

"Look," Victoria cried in the present. "Look!" 
She began to dance, swiveling her own hips, completely pain 

free. There had been no witnesses when the peasant stood 
straight; two thousand years later, everyone at the conference 
watched Victoria dance. Some were crying. My own eyes filled 
with tears. Sometimes when I go over my notes as I review a case, 
I forget the sense of magic, the sense of mystery and awe that re-
gressions evoke in me, but now it was palpable. This was not hyp-
notic suggestion. That she had severe vertebral damage and 
cartilage loss was documented by the MRIs and other tests re-
ported in the file she gave me. 
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I remember thinking, "How will this physicist, this woman of 
science, incorporate what has just happened into her life?" It was 
an intellectual question that might in time be answered. For the 
moment , as I watched her, all I could feel was her joy. 

Something more wondrous was yet to happen. 
In Only Love Is Real, I wrote briefly about a past life memory 

of my own. I was a young man f rom a very wealthy family living 
in Alexandria some two thousand years ago. I loved to travel and 
roamed the deserts of northern Egypt and southern Judea, often 
investigating the caves where the Essenes and other spiritual 
groups lived at the time. In fact, my family contributed to their 
well-being. During one journey I met a man somewhat younger 
than I who was exceptionally bright, and we camped and traveled 
together for about a month. He soaked up the teachings of these 
spiritual communities much faster than I did. Though we became 
good friends, eventually we went our separate ways, I to visit a 
synagogue near the Great Pyramids. 

I did not relate the rest of this story at that time because it was 
extremely personal, and I did not want people to think I wrote 
out of self-congratulation: "Dr. Weiss in the time of Jesus." 
You'll see shortly why I do so now, for it is Victoria's story, not 
mine. 

I saw my companion again in Jerusalem, where I often trav-
eled because my family conducted much of their business there. I 
experienced myself in that storied city as a scholar, not a busi-
nessman, though I was still wealthy. By this time I had affected an 
immaculately tr immed salt-and-pepper beard and wore an ex-
travagant robe, my own "coat of many colors." I saw it then, as I 
see it now, vividly. 

At the time there was a traveling rabbi who was able to inspire 
huge groups of people and thus was a threat to Pontius Pilate, 
who placed him under a death sentence. I merged with the crowd 
gathered to see this person on his way to execution, and when I 
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looked into his eyes, I knew that I had found my friend, but it was 
too late to even at tempt to save him. All I could do was watch 
when he walked by, though I was later able to financially support 
some of his followers and his family. 

I was thinking of this as Victoria, very much in the present 
and still exhilarated, was talking, so I only half-heard her when 
she said, "I saw you there." 

"Where?" I asked. 
"In Jerusalem. When Jesus was on his way to the cross. You 

were someone powerful." 
A thrill went up my spine like fire along a fuse. "How did you 

know it was me?" 
"By the expression in your eyes. It's the same expression I see 

in them now." 
"What was I wearing?" 
"A robe. It was sand colored with vivid burgundy piping, very 

elegant. You weren't one of the authorities, not one of Pilate's 
men, but I knew you had money because of the robe and because 
your salt-and-pepper beard was so neatly tr immed, unlike most 
of the people's. Oh , it was you, Brian! N o doubt about it." Both 
of us felt goosebumps, and we looked at each other in wonder. 

A psychiatrist might say, "Well, that 's projection. You were 
teaching at Omega, an authori ty figure and a healer, and her pain 
is gone, so naturally she'd believe she saw you in her regression." 
True, but she described the robe, the beard, my appearance, the 
scene, and the situation exactly as I had seen it many years ago in 
my own regression. I had told only three people the full story of 
that regression; in no way could she have known what I looked 
like or what I was wearing. 

There is something extremely remarkable going on here; to 
me it is inexplicable. It goes beyond health and healing into the 
realm of the transcendental. "This was meant to be," Jesus the 
healer told her. I sense these are important words, but I 'm not 
sure how to interpret them. 

She called me the night after the conference ended, still 
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shaken. Both of us, twin scientists, realized that her vision of 
Jesus had been validated. For some reason that neither of us un-
derstood, we had been taken beyond our science to two points 
where we had been destined to meet so that she might heal. It was 
neither accident nor fantasy that she saw me in Jerusalem; it 
meant that two thousand years later I was to be the instrument of 
her healing. 

I asked her to keep in touch with me, and we speak regularly. 
She still moves without pain and can swivel her hips with the best 
of them. When she went back to her hairdresser, he marveled that 
her hair had kept its dye so well—and then realized that it had 
grown in black, its natural color. Her internist was, she said, 
"flabbergasted" by her ability to walk and dance without pain. 
And in October her pharmacist called her, concerned because she 
had not renewed her prescription for pain medication. "I don ' t 
need it anymore," she told him and, amazed at all that had hap-
pened, began to weep. "I 'm fine." 

Evelyn worked in mergers and acquisitions, meaning that she 
helped effectuate the merging of two companies or the sale of 
one to another. When the companies were large, there were often 
hundreds of millions of dollars involved, and the fees paid to the 
company that Evelyn worked for routinely came to seven figures. 
Evelyn was paid a substantial salary, which was often doubled or 
tripled by her year-end bonus, a reward for bringing in new busi-
ness. 

She was in her mid-thirties, slim, physically attractive, with 
black hair cropped short, almost a cliche of the young woman ex-
ecutive. Her clothes reflected her success: a Chanel suit and hand-
bag, a Hermes scarf, shoes by Gucci, a Rolex watch, and a 
diamond necklace. Yet when I looked into her eyes—not easy 
since they darted away from me when she became conscious of 
my gaze—I could see sadness. The light was in the diamonds at 
her neck, not in her expression. 
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"I need help," she said the moment we shook hands. While 
she sat, agitated hands twisted and untwisted on her lap. I 
quickly learned that she was given to simple declarative sentences 
spoken in an unnaturally loud voice. 

"I 'm unhappy." 
There was silence. "Go on," I prompted. 
"I have of late lost all my mir th ." 
The phrase seemed oddly formal. Then I remembered it was 

a quote f rom Hamlet. Patients sometimes use someone else's 
words so they don' t have to use their own. It's a defense, a way of 
masking feeling. I waited for her to continue. It took a while. 

"I used to love my job. N o w I hate it. I used to love my hus-
band. Now we're divorced. When I have to see him, I can barely 
look at him." 

"When did the change come?" I asked. 
"With the suicide bombings." 
The totally unexpected answer stopped me short. Sometimes 

mood swings from happy to depressed are caused by the death of 
a parent (Evelyn's father, I learned later, died when she was a 
child), the loss of a job (clearly not Evelyn's problem), or the ef-
fects of a long illness (Evelyn was in excellent health). Suicide 
bombings, unless one was directly attacked, were, to say the least, 
an unusual impetus. 

She began to weep. "The poor Jews. The poor Jews." She 
took a deep breath. The tears stopped. "Those damn Arabs!" 

The swear word seemed out of character, an indication of the 
rage beneath it. "You're Jewish, then?" I asked. 

"With all my heart and soul." 
"Your parents, were they as passionate as you?" 
"No. They weren't very religious. Neither am I. And they 

didn't care about Israel. To me it's the one country that matters. 
The Arabs are out to destroy it." 

"And your husband?" 
"He claims he's Jewish, but he doesn't care about Israel, 

either. It's one of the reasons I hate him." 
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She stared at me antagonistically, perhaps because I remained 
calm in the force of her passion. "Look. I've lost my appeti te— 
for food, for sex, for love, for business. I'm frustrated and unsatis-
fied. I can't sleep. I know I need psychotherapy. You have a good 
reputation. Help me." 

"So you can find out where the anger and anxiety come from?" 
"I want my happiness back." She hung her head. "I go to the 

movies. I go shopping. I go to bed. And I think about how much I 
hate the Arabs. I hate the U.N. I know they've done good, but 
they're dominated by anti-Semites. Every vote goes against Israel. 
I know I'm overreacting. I know I should care about something 
else. But those damn Arabs. How can they kill Jewish babies? 
How can I care about anything else?" 

We tried conventional psychotherapy, exploring her childhood in 
this life, but the causes of her anger and her anxiety did not seem 
to reside there. She agreed to a regression. 

"Go back to the time and place where your anger first 
began," I instructed her when she was in a deep hypnotic state. 
This was as far as I would lead her. She would pick wherever and 
whenever that was. 

"It's World War Two," she said in a deep masculine voice, sit-
ting up straight with an expression of disbelief. "I 'm a Nazi offi-
cer, a member of the SS. I have a good job. It is to supervise the 
loading of Jews into the cattle cars that will take them to Dachau. 
There they will die. If any of them tries to escape, I shoot them. I 
don ' t like to do that. It's not that I care that the vermin dies. It's 
that I hate to lose a bullet. Bullets are expensive. We've been told 
to save ammunit ion whenever possible." Her cold-blooded 
recitation was belied by the horror in her tone and a slight trem-
bling that possessed her body. As a German she might have felt 
nothing for the people she killed; as Evelyn, remembering, she 
was in agony. 

I've discovered that the surest way to be reincarnated into a 
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particular group of people, defined by religion, race, nationality, 
or culture, is to hate those people in a previous life, to be preju-
diced or violent against that group. It did not surprise me that 
Evelyn had been a Nazi. Her intense pro-Israel stance in this life 
was a compensation for her anti-Semitism in her German one. 
But she had overcompensated. The hatred she had felt for the 
Jews had been transformed into an equal hatred for Arabs. N o 
wonder she felt anxious, frustrated, and depressed. She had not 
moved very far on her journey toward health. 

Evelyn went to another par t of her German life. The allied army 
had entered Poland, and she had been killed at the front during a 
fierce battle. In her life review, after the death in that life, she felt 
remorse and enormous guilt, but she still needed to return now to 
confirm that she had learned her lesson and to make up to those 
she had hur t in her German life. 

We are all souls, all par t of the One, all the same, whether we 
are Germans or Jews, Christians or Arabs. But apparently Evelyn 
had not learned this lesson. Her hatred had not disappeared. 

"I want to try an experiment," I told her after I had brought 
her back to the present. "Are you game for it?" She eagerly agreed. 

She made herself comfortable; her hands stopped their anx-
ious play. She looked at me expectantly. 

"I believe that we are capable of influencing our future lives 
by what we do in this one," I said. "Right now you are influencing 
your future life by your anger toward Arabs, just as you influ-
enced the other one by your hatred of Jews. N o w I want to 
progress you to your next probable life, your life if you stay on 
your present course and are Evelyn unchanged from the person 
who came to me for help." 

I put her in a deep hypnotic state and directed her to a future 
life that would have connections to the German soldier's life and 
to her present life's anti-Arab bias. Her eyes were closed, but it 
was clear that what they were seeing was vivid. "I 'm a Muslim 
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girl. An Arab. A teenager. I 'm in a hut made of tin, like the 
Bedouins use. I've lived there all my life." 

"Where is this hut?" I asked. 
She frowned. "In the Palestinian territories or in Jordan. It's 

not clear which. The boundaries have changed." 
"When did they change?" 
"They are always changing. But everything else is the same. 

The war with the Jews goes on. Whenever there is a period of 
peace, the radicals destroy it. It means we are poor. We will al-
ways be poor." Her voice grew harsh. "It's the Jews' fault. They 
are rich, but they don' t help us. We are their victims." 

I asked her to go forward in her Arab life, but she died soon 
after "of an illness" and could add nothing further. Instead, she 
had a brief glimpse of the life after that one. She was a Christian 
man living in East Africa, angry at the rapidly growing Hindu 
populat ion in his part of the world. (It's amazing, I thought . Prej-
udice never ends.) In her life review she recognized that there were 
and would always be people to hate, but now at last there was an 
epiphany. "Compassion and love are the antidotes to hatred and 
rage," she said, her voice full of wonder. "Violence only perpetu-
ates the suffering." 

When I brought her back to the present, we discussed what 
she had learned. She knew she had to alter her assumptions 
about other peoples and cultures. She needed to replace hatred 
with understanding. These concepts are easy to understand in 
the brain, but not easy to assimilate as a way of behavior. 

"It took you two possible lifetimes to come to this recogni-
t ion," I pointed out. "But what if you could speed the change 
now that you understand the concept in the present? What would 
your future lives look like then?" 

In our next session I progressed Evelyn to a future life that con-
nected the German soldier's life and her present anger. "This 
time, though, you have to let go of all prejudice in your current 
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life. You see all souls and people as equal, connected to each 
other by the spiritual energy of love." 

A calm came over her. Apparently, her future life changed 
completely. She did not find Arab or East African lifetimes but in-
stead: "I 'm the manager of a hotel in Hawaii. It's a spa as well. A 
beautiful hotel and spa. There are flowers everywhere. The guests 
come f rom all over the world. From different countries and cul-
tures. They come to find recuperative energy. It's easy to find it 
because the spa is so well managed and its setting is so splendid." 
She smiled at the vision. "I 'm blessed. I get to enjoy the hotel all 
year round." 

It is, of course, a nice fantasy to imagine yourself as the man-
ager of a great spa in a gorgeous setting surrounded by the smell 
of hibiscus. What Evelyn saw in this voyage into the future might 
indeed have been fantasy, projection, or wishful thinking. When I 
regress someone, it's sometimes difficult to separate actual mem-
ory from metaphor, imagination, or symbol. In visualized past 
lives, however, if a person is speaking a foreign language he or she 
never learned in this one, that is a sign of authenticity. So is accu-
rate historical detail. If the memory brings up intense emotion, 
that is also a sign. But while intense emotion often accompanies 
progressions, validation is much more difficult. I operate on the 
assumption that even though a progression can't be checked out, 
it is still a powerful healing device. Yes, metaphor and fantasy are 
possible, but healing is the impor tant part . In regression and pro-
gression, symptoms disappear, illnesses get better, and anxiety, 
depression, and fear are relieved. 

N o one has figured out a way to confirm that the imagined fu-
ture is really going to happen. Those few who have joined me in 
this field are inevitably faced with that ambiguity. If a patient is 
progressed to a future time in his present life, you can confirm it 
when the vision comes true. But even then it is possible for a pa-
tient who has seen her future to veer her life in that direction. Just 
because a vision is a fantasy doesn't mean you can't make it come 
true. 



46 B R I A N I.. W H I S S , M . D . 

People sit in front of me with their eyes closed. Whatever 
comes into their minds, whether metaphor, imagination, symbol, 
fantasy, or actual memory, is all grist for the healing mill. This is 
the foundat ion of psychoanalysis, and it is the foundation of the 
work I do, though the scope of my work is broader in that it takes 
in the distant past and the future. 

From my healer's perspective, it does not matter whether 
Evelyn's visions of what was past and what is to come are real. It 
is probable that her German life was real, for it was accompanied 
by intense emotion. And I know that her visions of her future 
lives influenced her in a powerful way because they said to her: If 
you don' t change, you're just going to be repeating this destruc-
tive cycle of aggressor and victim, but if you do change, you can 
break the cycle. Her different visions of the future taught her that 
she had the free will to shape the future and that the time to start 
exercising that free will was now. 

Evelyn decided not to wait until her next life to bring healing 
recuperation to herself and others. A few months after our final 
session, she left her firm and opened a bed-and-breakfast in Ver-
mont . She regularly practices yoga and meditation. Outwardly 
and inwardly—profoundly—she has let go of her anger and her 
prejudices. Her progressions enabled her to attain the happiness 
she came to me to find. And in her I found a model for the power 
of progression and further confidence to use it as a therapeutic 
tool. 

Victoria and Evelyn probably could not have taken their journeys 
without a therapist to guide them. While it is difficult to practice 
regression and progression alone, in my workshops I teach heal-
ing exercises that can be used at home even when there is no ther-
apist around. I have also made some regression CDs that can be 
used to aid the process. They can be used to alleviate physical or 
emotional problems. For any of them to be effective, you must be 
in a state of deep relaxation. 
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Many therapists tell you in their books how to relax; what-
ever works for you is fine. In short form, my method is this: Find 
a place where you can be alone and will not be interrupted—your 
bedroom or den, say. Close your eyes. Focus first on your breath, 
imagining that with each exhalation you are ridding yourself of 
all the tensions and stresses in your body and that each time you 
inhale you are breathing in beautiful energy. Then concentrate on 
the different areas of your body. Relax the muscles of your face, 
your jaw, vovir neck, and shoulders. G o on to your back, ab-
domen, stomach, and legs. Your breathing is regular, relaxed; in-
hale energy, exhale tension. Next , after relaxing all your muscles, 
visualize a beautiful light above your head, a healing light that is 
flowing into your body f rom the top of your head and down to 
the tips of your toes, growing warmer and more healing as it de-
scends. When I am leading the exercise, I count backwards at this 
point f rom ten to one, but you don' t have to do that if you are 
alone. 

Dialogue with Illness" 

Pick one—and only one—symptom, mental or physical,,that you 
would like to understand and, by understanding, heal. It could be 
the arthritis in your joints, your fear of heights, or your shyness 
when you meet a stranger. Notice the first thoughts or feelings or 
impressions that come into your mind. Do this spontaneously, 
without editing; these should be your first thoughts, no matter 
how silly or trivial they might seem. Get in touch with that part 
of your body or mind that is troubling you. Try to make the 
symptom worse at first, experiencing it as fully as you can, and 
observe how you did that . Then, switch places with the symp-
tom; you are the symptom, the symptom is you. This is so you 
can be most fully aware of the symptom. It knows where it is lo-

I have a d a p t e d this exercise f r o m s imi lar o n e s t augh t by El izabeth S t r a t u m and o the r s t h a t are 
used hv gestal t therapis ts . 
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cated and how it affects the body or mind. Next, have the you 
that is outside the symptom ask the symptom a series of ques-
tions. 

• How have you affected my life? 
• What are you going to do with my body/mind now 

that you're in it? 
• How have you affected my relationships? 
• D o you help convey something I can't convey wi thout 

you, some message or some information? 
• D o you protect me f rom anyone or anything? 

This last is the key question, for people often use illnesses to avoid 
confront ing the issues that lie behind them—a form of denial. 
Let's say, for example, that you are experiencing sharp pains in 
your neck. The exercise will let you locate exactly who or what 
that pain in the neck is—your boss, your mother-in-law, a way of 
holding your head so you don ' t have to look somebody directly in 
the eye. 

In workshops I ask the questions, so the illness is free to con-
centrate on its host. If you are doing the exercise at home, prere-
cord the questions, leaving intervals on the tape long enough for 
mindful , considered answers. Or you can work with a friend. 

This exercise, like the others, is not a panacea; a cancer won' t 
disappear, nor will a mother-in-law. But often the exercise will al-
leviate symptoms, and occasionally a "miracle" occurs and a cure 
is effected. We do not know the extent of the mind-body connec-
t ion—in multiple personalities a rash or fever will disappear 
when one of the multiples switches to another, or one may be an 
alcoholic and another intolerant to alcohol—but we know it ex-
ists, and these exercises are a means of maximizing the dual 
force. 
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Healing Visualization 

Here, too, I've adapted the exercise, this time from a number of 
sources. Again, in workshops I lead the participants, but it can be 
done at home with the use of a recorder or with a friend or loved 
one at your side. After a few repetitions you will remember the 
steps; it is a simple yet often extremely powerful exercise. 

With your eyes closed and in a relaxed state, go to an ancient 
island of healing. The island is beautiful, and the weather itself is 
a balm. There is no more relaxing place in the world. Embedded 
in the floor of the ocean, a short way out f rom the beach, are 
some very large and powerful crystals that impart a strong heal-
ing energy to the water. Step into the water, going only as far as is 
comfortable; the sea is warm and calm. You'll feel a tingling on 
your skin. This is the supercharged energy of the crystals ab-
sorbed by you through the water that touches your body. Direct 
the energy to the part of your body that needs healing. It need not 
be one place; perhaps your entire being is crying out for health. 
Stay in the water for some time, feeling relaxed and letting the en-
ergy work on you in its benevolent way. 

Now visualize several tame and loving dolphins svyimming 
up to you, attracted by your calmness and the beauty inside you. 
Dolphins are master diagnosticians and healers; they add their 
energy to the energy of the crystals. By this time you can swim as 
well as the dolphins because the water is so supercharged with 
energy. Together you play in the water, touching each other, div-
ing, and coming up to breathe the beneficent air. You are so en-
tranced by your newfound friends that you forget the original 
purpose of the swim, which is to heal, but all the while your body 
is absorbing the healing energy from the crystals and the dol-
phins. 

When you are ready, leave the water and go back to the beach. 
You are comforted by the knowledge that you can return as many 
times as you wish. The sand feels good under your feet. So special 
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is the water that immediately you are dry. Feeling content, happy, 
and well, you sit quietly for a time experiencing the warmth of 
the sun and the caress of the breezes. Then you allow yourself to 
emerge f rom the visualization, f rom this soft dream, knowing 
that you can always go back and that the healing will continue 
even after you are awake. 

Regression Visualization 

In a relaxed state and with your eyes closed, imagine a spiritual 
being, someone who is very wise. The spirit can be a relative or a 
beloved friend who has passed over, or it can be a stranger whom 
you nevertheless trust and love as soon as there is contact between 
you. The essential factor is that this person loves you uncondi-
tionally. You feel totally safe. 

Follow your spirit guide to a beautiful ancient temple of heal-
ing and memories. It sits high on a hill surrounded by white 
clouds. To reach the entrance you climb up beautiful marble 
steps. When you reach the top, the great doors swing open, and 
you follow the spirit inside where there are fountains, marble 
benches, and walls inlaid with scenes of nature at its most abun-
dant . There are others in the room, voyagers like yourself with 
their own spirit guides; all are relaxed, enchanted. 

T h e spirit leads you to a private room, as e laborate in de-
sign as the first but bare of fu rn i tu re save for a couch set di-
rectly in the center of the floor. You lie on it, realizing you have 
never been so comfor table . Above the couch are suspended 
crystals of different sizes, shapes, and colors. Under your di-
rection the spiritual being arranges the crystals in such a way 
tha t light of the perfect co lor—green, yellow, blue, and go ld— 
goes like a laser beam to tha t pa r t of the body or the emo-
t ional body, the mind, most in need of healing. The light 
changes; the crystals have broken it into the colors of the rain-
bow, all of which you absorb as par t of your healing. The 
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spirit directs you to look at one wall of the room, and to your 
amazement it is blank like a movie screen. 

In group sessions I count slowly backward from ten to one 
and tell the attendees that images of their past lives will appear. 
In your home you will have to pause before the images take shape. 
You don' t have to go into that past life—there may be more than 
one—but simply imagine it. The life may appear as a series of 
photographs, or it may come like a movie. Maybe one scene will 
keep repeating. It doesn't matter; whatever you see is fine. And all 
the while you are looking at the screen, your body is absorbing 
the healing energy beamed f rom the crystals. The healing is tak-
ing place not only in this life but in the past where the wound may 
have originated. If you see a direct connection between past life 
roots and present-day symptoms, the healing becomes more pro-
nounced. But even if you don ' t draw a connection, as often hap-
pens, the healing remains powerful. You, the spirit, the temple, 
the crystals, and the light are working in concert to heal; all are 
powerful. 

Healing Duets: Psychometry 

In workshops and seminars I have the people in the audience 
break up into groups of two, preferably strangers to each other. 
Each is asked to pick an object in his or her possession to hand to 
the partner, something small like a bunch of keys, a bracelet, 
glasses, a necklace, or a ring. The partners exchange objects, and 
then I have them go into the relaxed state common to all the exer-
cises. "You will receive an impression about the person whose ob-
ject you hold," I tell them. "It may strike you as strange. It may 
seem as if the impression has nothing to do with the man or 
woman you're facing. But no matter how silly or unusual or 
weird the thought, remember it and then share it with your part-
ner. After all, what seems bizarre to you might have deep signifi-
cance for him or her." 
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This is far more than a parlor trick, though it can be great 
fun. There is a diagnostic component . About one-third of the au-
dience at a workshop I gave in Mexico City picked up a physical 
symptom of their partner, and participants may be able to dis-
cover often forgotten but significant childhood episodes in their 
partners ' lives. For example, at a class I taught at Florida Interna-
tional University in Miami, one young man, who had not met his 
female partner until that moment , completely and accurately de-
scribed her tenth birthday party, the one where she was humili-
ated by her older sister. There was another young man who had 
been shot in the left forearm while trying to flee a thug at tempting 
to rob him. He wore a long-sleeved shirt, buttoned at the wrist, so 
his partner, a woman, couldn't have seen the scar. Yet when she 
held his car keys, she felt a sharp pain in her own left forearm. 
Some described others' past lives; many described the house 
where the partner grew up as a child. 

At the end of my Mexican workshop I had five people take 
the microphone to share with the group what they had under-
gone. Four of them had mediumistic experiences! They received 
messages from their partners ' deceased loved ones, all of them 
recognized by their partners whom they had never met until that 
moment . Some were able to describe what the dead person 
looked like. One told of a six-year-old girl whom he saw walking 
backward, which to him meant that the girl had died. The girl 
was saying, "I 'm fine. I'm okay. You don' t have to grieve so much. 
I love you." His partner, a woman, started to weep. She had lost 
her six-year-old daughter a few months before. 

This exercise can be done at home, though it is most effective 
if you do it with someone you know casually or have only re-
cently met. While you are healing your partner by delivering a 
message or picking up a physical or emotional symptom—anxi-
ety, depression, sadness—an extraordinary connection quickly 
develops, and there is a feedback effect that is as powerful for you 
as it is for your partner. 
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Long-Distance Healing 

In a relaxed state, with your eyes closed, visualize loved ones who 
may he physically sick or emotionally troubled. By sending them 
healing light, healing energy, your prayers (you don ' t have to be-
lieve in any formal religion), and your love, you can actually af-
fect their recovery—as far out as this sounds. Scientific evidence 
backs my statement. Dr. Larry Dossey's book, Reinventing Med-
icine, points to a number of studies which show that among heart 
patients, those who were prayed for f rom afar had better clinical 
outcomes than those receiving medical therapy alone. A double-
blind study of advanced AIDS patients found that even when they 
did not know they were being prayed for, they experienced fewer 
and less severe AIDS-related illnesses. 

My own technique is to take one person in a workshop of, 
say, eighty people and put him or her in the middle of a circle 
formed by the rest of the attendees. I ask them to project healing 
energy into that person, silently but with all their spiritual force. 

I have said that the healing exercises are most effective when di-
rected toward one specific ailment. With Victoria it was the can-
cer in her back. With Evelyn it was the anxiety that consumed her 
night and day. Most people have a susceptible organ or part of 
their body that seems to be the first affected under conditions of 
stress or incipient disease. It may be the throat and respiratory 
system, the back, the skin, the heart, and so on. 

In Michelle, another remarkable woman, the area was the 
knees. She remembered her left knee being lacerated by a sub-
merged rock when as a child she went into the water at the beach 
near her home. When she was under stress as an adult , she often 
felt migratory stabbing pains in both knees but more so on the 
left. Anxiety, she told me, left her "weak-kneed." She occasion-
ally experienced swelling and edema, particularly after an ath-
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Ictic injury in college that required minor surgery on her left 
knee; arthroscopic surgery was needed later. By the time I met 
her, CAT scans and X-rays showed cartilage loss. She could not 
fully extend her left leg because of the damage, and by now she 
walked with a slight limp. She was aware, though, that the dam-
age was emotional as well as physical, which is why she came to 
see me. 

Her first regression brought her back briefly to the rural Mid-
west of nineteenth-century America. Her name was Emma, and 
in middle age she had been run down by a horse-drawn wagon. 
The accident shattered her left knee and shin and also badly dam-
aged her right knee. A subsequent infection left her permanently 
disabled. In a glimpse of another life, Michelle saw herself in me-
dieval Japan as a male soldier whose left knee was pierced by an 
arrow. 

Both regressions explained her present knee troubles but 
did no t get to the origin of the karmic lesson, so we kept going 
and soon reached N o r t h Africa in pre-Roman times. Michelle 
was once again a man , this t ime a warden at a part icularly 
bruta l prison who took special delight in destroying the legs of 
the prisoners so they could no t escape. Sometimes he would 
hamst r ing a prisoner with a sword or knife; sometimes he 
smashed their knees with a hammer or a rock. He broke fe-
murs , drove spikes through knees, and severed Achilles' ten-
dons. M a n y of his captives died f rom the infections of their 
wounds , but he reveled in their misery. His superiors took a vi-
car ious delight in dispatching prisoners to his care, and he was 
well rewarded for his violence, living in considerable luxury 
amid the squalor of the place. 

Michelle was disturbed by this regression, and it took an-
other session before she achieved complete integration and un-
derstanding. Eventually she realized that we have all passed 
through barbaric lives and that she, like the rest of us, should feel 
no shame or guilt for what we did millennia in the past. Our jour-
ney is upward. We have all evolved through lifetimes of violence 
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and cruelty. The Old Testament says that the sins of the father are 
visited on the children into the third and fourth generation, that 
we are being affected negatively by what our fathers did before 
us. But we are our fathers, just as we will be our children. The sins 
of our own pasts will haunt our presents until we can understand 
them and earn absolution. The sins of this lifetime will darken 
our futures, but as we acted wisely in the past, so our presents are 
made lighter. If we act humanely now, we will bring our future 
selves closer to the One. 

Michelle was able to see why her knees and legs were so 
painful in her present life. She had paid a heavy price for her past 
behaviors, but now, she recognized, she could be freed. During a 
deep trance state she went back again to that Nor th African life, 
but this time instead of inflicting pain, she was the one who felt it, 
and she asked for forgiveness and grace. She could not change the 
facts and details of that life, but she could alter her reactions to 
those events on a spiritual level. This process of going back is 
called refraining. It doesn' t change the facts, but it changes how 
you react to the facts. Michelle sent thoughts of light and healing 
to the prisoners or, rather, to their higher selves, their souls. And 
she was able to forgive herself. "I know how to break the cycle," 
she said through tears of gratitude. "Through love and compas-
sion." 

She began to get better. The inflammation in her knees re-
ceded. She developed full range of motion in her legs, and radi-
ographic examination showed both knees completely healed. 
Her stress-related weak-kneed state was erased. She was free to 
explore and understand other more sophisticated lessons of 
compassion and empathy. She supported organizations that ad-
vocate for the abolition of land mines (which often cause crip-
pling leg injuries) and those that fight against cruelty to animals. 
She has received grace. 

Michelle did not want to go into the future, but I know what 
it will be. In this life she will continue her humanitar ian work, 
and with each act she will progress toward a better state in her 
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next lifetime and the lifetimes to come. In those lives she will be 
free of the physical problems with her legs, for she has expiated 
her Nor th African sins. I don ' t know what her professions will be 
or whom she will meet and love, but she will perform and love 
with charity and compassion. 
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Samantha and Max: 
Empathy 

AFEW DAYS before I began this chapter, my wife Carole 's 
uncle lay dying of cancer in a Miami hospital . She and 

he were very close, and this was an ordeal for her. I was close 
to him, too, though not nearly to the degree Carole was, so 
when I visited his hospital room, my focus was less on him 
than on her and on his children gathered at his bedside. (His 
wife had passed away many years earlier.) I could feel their 
sadness, their pain, and their grief. This was empathy on my 
par t , an emotion that grows as we get older, for the degree to 
which we empathize is influenced by undergoing similar situa-
tions in our own lives. I had lost both a child and my father 
and thus knew the pain of confront ing the death of a loved 
one. It was not difficult for me to experience the emot ions of 
the people in that room; I know what grief feels like, and I felt 
a strong kinship with them all even though I had met the chil-
dren only a few times over the years. I was able to reach out to 
them, and they could accept my words of comfor t , knowing 
they were genuine. They empathized with me as well. 

Around the same time an earthquake in Iran killed some 
forty thousand people and left hundreds of thousands wounded, 
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torn from their families, and without homes. There were horrific 
scenes on television of people digging out the wounded and the 
dead. I watched in horror. A different kind of empathy was at 
work here, more global and probably not as painful as the emo-
tions I felt in that hospital room. If there had been no pictures of 
the earthquake's af termath, I might have felt very little; it was the 
individuality of tragedy, along with the immediacy of the pic-
tures, that made it so painful. 

My empathy went as much to the rescuers as to the victims, 
and I found myself thinking that this world is such a difficult 
place. Here we have illness, disease, earthquakes, typhoons, 
floods, all the calamities of nature, and yet we add war, violence, 
and murder. Like many nations the United States immediately 
pledged relief aid in the form of food, medicine, and manpower. 
Yet, we were assured, Iran was still part of the axis of evil, and it 
was right to hate their leaders. If it could be claimed they were a 
threat to us, we would go to war. 

Madness! 

Empathy is the ability to put yourself in someone else's place—to 
feel their feelings, to be in their situation, to see through their 
eyes. If we are capable of empathy, we can bond with those who 
are suffering, rejoice in another 's love, feel pleasure at someone 
else's t r iumph, and understand a friend's anger and a stranger's 
grief. It is a trait that, when mastered and correctly used, can help 
bring us fur ther toward the future. Those lacking empathy can-
not spiritually evolve. 

The core principle underlying empathy is that we are all con-
nected. I began to understand it during the height of the Cold 
War when I saw a movie about a Russian soldier. I knew I was 
supposed to hate him, but as he went through his daily r i tual— 
shaving, having breakfast, going into the field for training—I re-
member thinking, "This soldier is only a few years older than I. 
He may have a wife and children who love him. Perhaps he is 
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being forced to fight for political ideas that are those of his lead-
ers but with which he disagrees. I've been told he's my enemy, but 
if I looked into his eyes, wouldn' t I see myself? Aren't I being told 
to hate myself?" 

Tha t Russian soldier of yesterday and the Arab soldier of 
today are the same as you are, for they both have souls and you 
have a soul, and all souls are one. In our past lifetimes we have 
changed races, sexes, economic circumstances, living conditions, 
and religions. We will change them in the future as well. So if we 
hate or if we fight or if we kill, we are hating and fighting and 
killing ourselves. 

Empathy teaches this lesson; it is one of the feelings we are 
put on Earth to learn, a key aspect of our preparation for immor-
tality. It is a difficult lesson in that we must experience it not only 
in our mind but in our physical bodies, and in the mind and body 
we have pain, dark emotions, difficult relationships, enemies, 
loss, and grief. We thus tend to forget others and concentrate on 
ourselves. But we also have love, beauty, music, art , dance, na-
ture, and air, and we long to share them. We cannot t ransform 
negativity into the positive wi thout empathy, and we cannot truly 
understand empathy wi thout experiencing it in our present life, 
in our past, and in our future. 

Samantha experienced it. It literally changed her forever. 

She was a frail girl, weighing less than a hundred pounds, and she 
sat in my office on a February morning with her shoulders 
hunched and her hands clasped firmly on her stomach, as though 
to hold in pain. Her clothes were simple: jeans, sweater, sneakers 
with ankle socks, and no jewelry, not even a watch. She might just 
be entering high school, I thought , though I knew from my intro-
ductory questions, to which she gave subdued, barely audible an-
swers, that she was in fact nineteen and a college freshman. Her 
parents had sent her to me because she was suffering f rom severe 
anxiety and low-grade depression. 
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"I can't sleep," she said in a voice so soft I had to strain to hear 
it. Indeed, her eyes were watery and bloodshot. 

"Do you know why?" I asked. 
"I 'm worried I'm going to fail my courses." 
"All of them?" 
"No. Just math and chemistry." 
"Why not take different subjects?" I winced. It was a stupid 

question. Those were the courses she had selected. And, indeed, 
she bristled. 

"They're prerequisites." 
"For med school?" I ought to know. They had been the focus 

of my college years. 
"Yes. And I creamed the math SAT." 
"So you want to be a doctor?" I sounded banal, I knew, but I 

was searching for a point of entry, something that would rouse 
her f rom the defeated young woman sitting opposite me. 

At last she raised her head and met my eyes. "More than any-
thing. It's what I'm going to be." 

"But you can't get into med school unless you pass math and 
chemistry." 

She nodded. Her eyes kept contact. I had identified her prob-
lem, and this very fact had given her a little hope. "Tell me. Did 
you have trouble with your math and science courses in high 
school?" 

"A little." She paused. " N o , a lot, though you wouldn' t know 
it f rom the SATs." 

I wondered if she'd experienced too much parental pressure. 
"Do your mom and dad want you to be a doctor?" 

"They want whatever I want. They've been wonderful. Sup-
portive, kind, loving—I couldn' t have better parents. They got 
me a tutor to help me with my studies. But she doesn't do much 
good. I just look at the numbers and the formulas, and I go 
blank." 

She spoke with such fervor, such passion, that for the first 
time I saw what an extraordinary young woman Samantha was. 
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The pressure did not seem to be parental but internal. I was sure 
that her sense of defeat was not so ingrained that it couldn't be 
overcome. 

"And now you feel you're letting them down." 
"Yes, and it makes me miserable. I 'm letting my brother 

down, too. Sean. He's eleven and has a weak heart, and he has to 
be careful. But it's really myself I 'm letting down most of all. Dr. 
Weiss, I go into a classroom to take a test, even the simplest quiz, 
and before I sit down, I start trembling and sweating, and I begin 
to panic and want to run away. Once, I actually did. Just ran out 
of that room and back to my dorm and lay on the bed and 
sobbed." 

"What happened?" 
"Oh, I told them I was sick, and they let me take the quiz 

again. They'll let me take my midterms again, too—the ones I 
failed last month, the ones I'll fail again. Fail and fail and fail and 
fail." 

She broke down, weeping with an anguish born of months of 
despair. I let her cry—it would have been futile to try to stop 
her—but at last the tears ceased, and, to my amazement , she 
managed a wan and endearing smile. "I 'm a mess," she said. "My 
whole life's down the tubes. Fix me." 

I knew we would have to find the source of her block. Perhaps 
it lay in a different life. I thought of regressing her to find out, but 
I wanted to learn more before we began. 

"What about your grades in other courses?" 
"Straight A's. I 'm not dumb." 
No, I didn't think so. "Then let's say, just hypothetically, you 

couldn't pass math and chemistry and had to choose a different 
future. Would that be so terrible?" 

"It would be impossible," she said calmly. 
"Not really You're still young. There are a million paths open 

to you." 
"Don' t you understand?" she asked. "There's only the one." 
I didn't understand. "Why?" 
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"Because I've seen my future. I've seen it in my dreams." 
Electricity. "You've seen it?" 
If she shared my excitement, she did not show it. "Yes. 

But I don ' t get how it will happen—not if I can't pass my exams." 
"How do you know the dream is really about your future, 

that what you see will happen?" 
"Because when I've dreamt about the future before, it comes 

true." Sadness crept back into her voice. "Only this time it can't 
happen. Something is stopping it." 

She was going too fast. "Backtrack a second," I said. "Give 
me an example of a dream that came true." 

"I had a dream that my friend Diana would get hur t in a car 
crash. Two weeks later she did, just like I saw it. Another car hit 
hers when she stopped at an intersection." She shuddered. 
"Creepy." 

She described other precognitive dreams—a mountain climb-
ing accident and the early arrival home of her father f rom a busi-
ness trip. 

Many people have precognitive dreams, visions of events 
about to happen; I had encountered them several times before. 
But with Samantha, many of her future dreams were more tex-
tured, more vivid, and more elaborate. She was seeing not an in-
cident but a detailed later life. 

"I 'm in med school. It's a great university, so there are scores 
of other students. It's graduation day. June. We're seated on a 
stage, and the dean is handing out diplomas. There's a huge audi-
ence, the women in frilly, flowery dresses, so maybe the university 
is in the South. Flags are waving in the hot breeze. My parents are 
in the first row, and I can see them beaming at me, proud of me as 
I am of myself. The dean calls my name. I have graduated, he an-
nounces, with the highest honors. I walk to the lectern where he is 
standing, and he hands me my diploma, which is rolled up and 
tied with a ribbon. The audience begins to cheer, not only my 
parents but all of them. The other students are cheering, too, and 
I'm so happy I could burst. I go back to my seat, untie the ribbon, 
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and open the diploma. It is the most beautiful thing I've ever seen. 
My name is printed in red like a neon sign a n d — " 

She started to cry, tears as large as drops f rom a faucet. "It's 
not going to happen. Maybe I should take a leave of absence, 
leave school before I fail a course so it won't be on my record. 
Maybe I should marry a doctor." 

"Maybe you won't have to. Maybe we can find out where that 
block is coming f rom." My words did little to encourage her. Her 
head was bowed once more, and her hands clasped at her stom-
ach. "Any other dreams?" I asked. 

"It's a few years later. I 'm a doctor now, walking down a hos-
pital corridor, going f rom one patient's room to another. The pa-
tients are children—I'm a pediatrician! It's what I always wanted 
to be. I love kids, and it's obvious they like me, for every one of 
them, even the littlest and sickest, with tubes coming f rom their 
noses and arms, are glad to see me. I'm thrilled that I have the ex-
pertise to help them. One little boy takes my hand. I sit by his 
bedside until he falls asleep." 

The dreams could be anything: fantasies, precognitive 
dreams, dreams of the future, or metaphors having nothing to do 
with medicine at all. But they were certainly real to Samantha, 
and she grew sadder when she related the second one, for she felt 
the barrier between her future and present—the unscalable 
mountain of math and chemistry—stood before her. She could 
see no way to bridge it. 

We scheduled several additional sessions quickly because she 
had to determine whether to stay in school, which was impossible 
if she couldn't get through her exams. I know that doctors are 
supposed to be objective, but I felt a special affinity for Saman-
tha. She reminded me of my own daughter, Amy, who had her 
own dreams, her own bright future. 

Samantha came back two days later. When she was in a deep 
hypnotic trance, I instructed her to proceed along the pathway of 
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her optimal future. Unerringly, the medical school graduation 
and the proud pediatrician images reappeared, this time in even 
more detail, from the green trim of her academic robe to the an-
tiseptic smell of the hospital corridors. "This is my future ," she 
insisted confidently when I asked her to explore alternatives in 
her current life. She would not be dissuaded, math and chemistry 
notwithstanding. The session did not change her sense of frustra-
tion, but it did seem to motivate her to stay in school and go on 
with her therapy. There was more hope somehow and her strong 
sense that her dreams of the future would be realized. Urgency 
and fear were still present, but now she became more patient, and 
there was a resolute will to progress. "I'll make it," she kept re-
peating. 

If she believed, so did I. 
In the next session it was f rom a deep level that I led her into a 

past life. "I see a man," Samantha said. "He's not me, and yet he 
is me. He's an architect, and his job is to design buildings for the 
agora—for kings. He's a master at spatial relations, at geometric 
designs. But these buildings are special. This is the most impor-
tant commission he has ever received. They're complicated de-
signs and he's worried that he won't get them right, but the 
computat ions are difficult and the answers don' t come to him. 
Oh , I 'm sorry for him—for me! He's a fine musician and plays a 
flute at night to ease his spirits, but tonight the music does him no 
good. He's straining and struggling, but the answers just won' t 
come. Poor man. If he can ' t—" 

She stopped in mid-sentence, her expression one of puzzle-
ment. Her eyes remained closed. "Wait a minute. I 'm not in 
Greece anymore but in Rome. It's a few hundred years later. 
There's another man. A civil engineer. Again he's me and not me. 
He designs buildings, bridges, roadways, aqueducts. He knows 
the composition and capabilities of the materials he uses, knows 
how to make sure that what he builds will last forever. He's an ex-
pert mathematician as well. He's considered the best. He is the 
best. I'm so happy for him, I could cry." 
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In early regressions it is not unusual for one life to " interrupt" an-
other, so I wasn't surprised by Samantha's sudden leap from 
Greek times to Roman. And taken by themselves, the two past 
lives were not remarkable. There were no powerful spiritual in-
sights, no tragedies, t raumas, or catastrophes that might have led 
us to an understanding of her present blockage. Yet the dual re-
gression was nevertheless immensely important because Saman-
tha was able to connect emotionally and viscerally with the 
struggling Greek architect and the civil engineer. She empathized 
with them. She could well understand the frustrat ion of the ar-
chitect, and she felt the t r iumph of the engineer because she had 
known the same feelings in her dreams of the future. In effect, she 
was empathizing with herself. She knew she was architect and en-
gineer, and that was enough for her to let go of her present symp-
tom. In a sense she already possessed a powerful mathematic and 
problem-solving ability, learned in the past. 

I could see immediately that her new perception of herself 
was carried over f rom the regression experience. She became 
much more confident in speech and bearing. Her self-image had 
been transformed. The block would soon be gone, I mused, and 
indeed this shift in her consciousness manifested itself almost im-
mediately in an "aha" comprehension of the mathematical and 
chemical concepts that had been eluding her. 

With the continued help of her tutor, Samantha 's math and 
science grades began improving as early as the next round of 
tests, and the positive reinforcement f rom her improved scores in-
creased her confidence even more. I continued to see her for al-
most a year, then terminated therapy, convinced that she would 
achieve the promise of her dreams. At the end of her senior year 
in college she came to see me. 

"I did it!" she exclaimed. 
I knew what she meant but let her explain. "Did what?" 
"Got into med school." 
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"Good for you!" I said, deeply gratified. "Where?" 
Her eyes twinkled, and she gave me an impish grin. "You see, 

Dr. Weiss, my dreams of the future aren't always infallible. The 
school isn't in the South. I'm going to Cornell." 

Samantha, a budding doctor, showed empathy for herself in the 
past and therefore could move toward her future. M a x , an expe-
rienced doctor, showed his empathy for others in the past and 
therefore could see his future and transform his present. 

When I met him initially, he was, to put it bluntly, obnoxious 
(even doctors make snap judgments at first meetings), and I 
wasn't the only one who couldn't stand him. He was a doctor at a 
neighboring hospital, and many of his patients and colleagues 
felt the same way. Indeed, it was one of his colleagues, Betsy 
Prager, a psychologist, who sent him to me for treatment. Better 
my office than hers was her attitude. She said the hospital staff 
had pretty much ordered him into therapy. 

He arrived like a summer squall, high winds and high heat, 
pacing in front of my desk in a state of advanced anxiety. "I 
shouldn't be here," he announced. " N o need for it. Those bas-
tards who run the hospital think I should be toned down. I think 
they should be fired. They're not letting me do my job." 

He was a tall man of thirty-eight with jowly red face, un-
kempt thinning brown hair, and eyes flashing fire. Dressed in tan 
slacks and a Hawaiian shirt, he looked more like a bartender than 
a physician. 

"Jesus!" he went on. "This night nurse. Typical woman. One 
of my patients—great guy, a true prince, heroic, super family— 
has meningitis. Calls for her. He's vomiting. She wouldn' t get off 
the phone. I screamed at her to stop talking. She claimed her son 
was sick. Fat chance. And when she hung up, I let her have it, 
threatened to beat her brains out ." 

"When was this?" 
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"Last week. The hitch reported me. I guess that 's why Dr. 
Prager called you." 

"What time did you threaten her?" I asked quietly. 
"Midnight. Maybe after." 
"What were you doing at the hospital so late?" 
"My job. Looking after my patients." 
"Dr. Prager says you're often late and always tired. She tells 

me you take on duties a resident or intern could handle." 
"Yeah, if they didn' t have brains in their ass instead of their 

heads." He put his hands on my desk and leaned toward me con-
fidentially. "You know how it is. You can't trust 'em. I tell them 
what to do down to the smallest detail, and they always seem to 
screw it up. Leave 'em with a patient, kiss off the patient ." 

When I worked at M o u n t Sinai, almost all the residents and 
interns were dedicated and competent, eager to learn and to help. 
Once I got to know them, I trusted them up to the limits of their 
knowledge. How different could his hospital be? "Don ' t you get 
exhausted working at that pace?" 

"Sometimes," he acknowledged, sitting down at last. He 
seemed to welcome the chair, for he visibly relaxed, though one 
foot jiggled against the floor. Then his agitation flared again. "Of 
course I get tired. W h o wouldn't? If you knew the extent of in-
competence I see every day, it'd blow your mind. Wrong doses. 
Wrong diagnoses. Wrong diets. Incivility, back talk, filth on the 
floors, incorrect charts . . ." He trailed off like a dying engine. 

"Endangering your patients?" I prompted. 
The engine refired. "You bet, endangering them! Some-

times"—he leaned toward me again, and his voice dropped to a 
whisper—"they die." 

Yes, some patients die. Maybe the man with meningitis 
would die. But very few deaths can be ascribed to mistreatment at 
the hospital or medical malpractice. Cancer kills. Viruses kill. 
Automobile accidents kill. "But that's inevitable," I said. 

"No t with my patients." 
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This was said so positively and with such arrogance that I re-
coiled. "Surely some of them," I said. "The cancer patients. The 
aged. The stroke victims." 

A strange thing happened: His eyes filled with tears. "True. 
And every time it happens, I want to kill myself. I love my pa-
tients, every one of them, and when one of them dies, I die with 
them. It rips me up inside." 

"You shouldn ' t—" I started but then gave up trying to con-
tradict or console him. 

"You know who I get angriest at?" He sobbed. "Me." 
We went on in this vein for the rest of the session. It turned 

out that he was obsessive-compulsive about every detail of his pa-
tients' medical care, though not in other aspects of his life. I 
guessed that his patients liked his attention at first but then some 
of them resented it, for they must have sensed the anxiety at-
tached to his obsessiveness. He was overly involved with his pa-
tients emotionally as well. Again, the bonding was probably 
welcomed at the start, before his hovering made them nervous. 

M a x suffered alongside his patients. His anxiety about them 
would develop into despair and remorse if they failed to recuper-
ate. Each setback was his fault , each death unforgivable. As we 
got to know each other, he told me he prescribed antidepressant 
medicines for himself when the emotional pain became too great. 
He began experiencing chest pains and, terrified, rushed to a car-
diologist. The cardiologist could find nothing wrong al though he 
conducted a battery of tests. Still, the pains persisted, often debil-
itatingly so. Incapable of delegating, especially by phone, M a x 
went to the hospital far more frequently than necessary—"just to 
make sure everyone was all right," as he put it. But this meant he 
had little time for his family, and even the hours he spent with 
them were marred by his mood swings and sudden outbursts of 
temper. In time I became sorry for him. 

"I expect all my patients to get better," M a x said flatly. Thus 
he derived no satisfaction when they did get better. A patient's joy 
was not matched by his own. Max 's was hardly a case of a physi-



S A M E S O U L , M A N Y B O D I E S - — — 69 

cian feeling omnipotent and somehow expecting perfection with 
all his patients. Each time a patient got worse, he felt less sure of 
himself, less worthy of the title "doctor." His bluster, his verbal 
attacks, and his rage were all a cover for one underlying fact: He 
was afraid. 

Max's physical and psychological symptoms were danger-
ous, even life-threatening. After careful probing on both our 
parts, the causes of his distress did not seem to lie in the present 
or in his childhood. I explained past life therapy, telling him that 
whether it was real or could be interpreted as metaphor, symbol, 
or fantasy was not the point, healing was—and that many of my 
patients got better. "Would you like to try it?" I asked. 

"Hell, no! I'll find out I was an axe murderer." 
Unlikely, but I didn' t dispute him. "Would you like to go into 

the future then?" 
He brightened. "Sure. It's bound to be better than the 

present." 

Often logical, left-brain patients—doctors and lawyers, for ex-
ample—find progression easier than regression. They figure it is 
all imagination anyway. In my practice, though, much more than 
imagination usually flows forth. 

Max's body quickly relaxed, and he went to a deeper level, a 
welcome respite f rom his everyday life. It didn't take long for a 
clear image to arise. He saw himself as a teacher of many healers, 
a physician of the near future, surrounded by his students in a 
kind of celestial amphitheater. 

"The work is satisfying," he told me. "Most of them are bet-
ter doctors than I am, but I 'm able to go beyond the body to the 
emotions. I teach them how consciousness separates f rom the 
body so we can understand the mechanisms of spiritual healing. 
You see, consciousness goes in stages. First it hovers over the 
physical body, reviewing its emotional life and preparing to go 
higher. Then it leaves the emotional body behind as well, all the 
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while becoming lighter and lighter. In this state I call it the 'men-
tal body.' Finally, it separates f rom this realm and is free to adjust 
its natural vibration to the spheres, so it can go to even higher 
states." 

He turned his head toward me with great seriousness, teach-
ing me as well as his students in the future, though in his hypno-
tized state he was unaware of my actual presence. 

"When we unders tand how the four stages interact and affect 
each other, clues to psychological and bodily healing on the 
physical plane can be discovered, analyzed, and applied. This is 
my area of research, and it will change medicine forever. I call my 
course The Mult id imensional Heal ing of All Energy Bodies." 

His description was so clear and verified the vision of other 
patients so much that I felt a thrill of recognition. His area of re-
search was mine. "It will change medicine forever," he said. This 
was my own belief, though usually I leave the thought unsaid. 
From our earlier sessions I knew that M a x had never read any 
New Age books or spiritual texts—he considered the whole field 
worthless—so he could not have picked up the ideas f rom prior 
reading. A Methodist , he had received standard religious train-
ing, but it did not remotely approach the topics and concepts he 
taught in the future. He had no belief in the metaphysical. It is 
probable that he had never used such phrases as "spiritual heal-
ing" and "mental body" in his life. 

"What the hell was that all about?" he asked when I brought 
him back to the present. He seemed amused rather than awed by 
his experience. 

"Who knows?" I answered. Then I told him merely that the 
pat tern of physician, teacher, and healer was not surprising, 
given his current profession, and that although I was no expert, 
his observations seemed to have similarities to certain metaphys-
ical concepts I had heard about over the years. 

My thoughts, however, went further. What he experienced 
was not a fantasy, I believe, but elements of his consciousness 
constructing an archetype of what he wished to be in his next life. 
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What he saw tied in to others ' near death experiences, but he 
went further, to a place where he could talk about human con-
sciousness and see it climbing toward the One. 

"I want to go back now," he said in our next session, still excited 
by his journey. 

"To past lives?" 
"You got it. The future was great. How bad can the past be? 

Besides, I'm curious." 
I reminded him that he had control over the process and that 

he could always stop or adjust the experience or even move to a 
different life if he wanted. 

Once again he went easily into a trance state, and I led him to 
the past. To my surprise, given his unpleasant male chauvinism, 
he was a woman. 

"I am young, beautiful, married to a good man. It 's—what? 
The twelfth century, thirteenth century? I live in a small commu-
nity in Europe, Eastern Europe. I've had many illnesses through-
out my life, and maybe that 's why I became a healer, though I'm 
happiest among my animals and plants. When I was pregnant, I 
had scarlet fever and lost my child. I can't have another. It makes 
me and my husband very sad. 

"When people are sick, they call for me, for they know that 
when I touch them or if I treat them with my herbs and plants, 
they get better. Sometimes it seems a miracle. Some of the people 
accept me and are kind to me and my husband, but most of them, 
I think, are afraid of me. They think I'm a witch and have super-
natural powers. They think I'm weird or crazy. But I 'm not. I'd 
just rather be with animals and plants than with them. 

"There's this one man , who lives in a nearby village. He's al-
ways shouting at me to go away and warning the neighborhood 
children not to get near me. But now he needs me, and he comes 
to fetch me. His wife has delivered a stillborn daughter, a daugh-
ter who died just like mine, and now she's delirious and is 'burn-
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ing up.' I rush with him to his house. His wife is very sick. She's 
having trouble breathing, and her temperature is high. I place my 
hands on her abdomen, over her uterus. I feel a familiar energy 
come from my hands, a burst of healing energy transmitt ing it-
self to her. I use the plants and herbs to treat her fever. But it's not 
going to work—it 's not going to work!" 

M a x became agitated in my office. His breathing was fast, 
and there was anguish in his expression. There was no danger to 
him in his trance state—there never is in anyone's—but he was 
obviously empathizing with the young girl and with himself as he 
recalled these ancient events. 

"I 'm right," M a x said, still in the trance. "I 'm too late. The 
infection has overwhelmed the poor mother's defenses. She dies 
even as my energy flows into her. N o one could have saved her. It 
is the greatest defeat of my life." 

Max 's agitation increased. "The woman's husband is furious! 
He has been drinking throughout the process—I've barely no-
ticed h im—and now he's distraught, out of his mind, at the loss 
of his wife so soon after his baby died. 'You killed her, you devil! 
You witch!' he screams, and before I can defend myself, he raises 
a knife and plunges it into my chest. I 'm in shock. I can't believe 
it. There's this sharp pain in my chest. It's as though the knife has 
reached my heart!" 

M a x doubled over in pain but just as quickly relaxed. "I 'm 
floating now, and when I look down, I can see my body lying on 
the floor in that man's cabin. It's calm. There's a golden light in 
the sky, and it touches me. A healing light." 

I brought him back to the present. M a x had undergone a lot 
in that single session. He was not amused now, but he wasn't 
upset. He was pensive and serious, reflecting on that lifetime cen-
turies ago. It was, he knew, his life; he was that healer. We dis-
cussed his feelings then and now, the physical pain, the anxiety, 
the empathy he felt for the dying mother then and the empathy he 
felt for the young healer now. The experience was much more 
emotional than that of the consciousness researcher of the fu-
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ture. But, I pointed out, that researcher had given M a x the key to 
unlock this past life. N o w he would be able to use that past life, 
particularly the empathy he felt for the mother and healer, to 
guide him in the present. 

Over the next weeks the changes in M a x were apparent to 
his family, his colleagues, his patients, and me. His chest pain 
disappeared now that he knew its root cause. H e unders tood 
that al though he had been killed for failing to heal his pat ient in 
his prior life, just as he wanted to "kill himself" when he failed in 
this one, then and now the pat ients ' deaths were not his fault . He 
realized that he could use his knowledge and medical expertise 
to do his best, but that he couldn ' t always control the outcome. 
Most patients would do well, but some would not for a variety 
of reasons beyond his skill. His anxiety about his current pa-
tients diminished steadily and eventually disappeared. His rages 
also vanished. He was no longer unrealistic about his perfor-
mance or the per formance of the staff. He made fr iends among 
his colleagues and became closer to his family. And he no longer 
suffered f rom the guilt, remorse, or depression that had plagued 
his life before his voyages to the past and to the fu ture . 

M a x has kept in touch. His diagnostic and therapeutic skills 
are, he tells me, "better honed" since his therapy. In our last con-
versation he admitted that when the other medical staff is not 
looking, he'll place his hands on the area of the patient's body 
that needs healing and feel the surge of energy he remembers 
from centuries ago. 

The ability to empathize with past and future versions of them-
selves liberated both Samantha and M a x f rom the tyranny of 
their present-day fears. For them and for all of us empathy is the 
key to forgiveness. When we feel a deep emotional identification 
with younger versions, even past-life manifestations of ourselves, 
we can appreciate the circumstances that led to our present 
symptoms and negative judgments. When we understand our 
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negative impulses and can see where they originated in ourselves, 
we can let go of them. When we do, self-esteem increases, and we 
are able to see ourselves more favorably 

Equally, empathy is the key to understanding and forgiving 
others. Through empathy we can comprehend their fears, their 
beliefs, and their needs. These will often be identical to our own. 
We can understand them even if we don' t fully share their beliefs. 
We will know on a deep emotional level where they are coming 
from in their souls. To hate them is to hate ourselves; to love them 
is to love ourselves. The only sane course is to let go of hate. 

Empathy heals the individual at the same time that it heals 
the world. It is the sister of compassion and the child of uncondi-
tional love. 



C H A P T E R 5 

Hugh and Chitra: 
Compassion 

EMPATHY AND COMPASSION are often used synonymously, but 
they are really two different elements in the human psyche. 

True, when you understand another's feelings as your own and 
are able to put yourself in his or her place, you will almost surely 
become compassionate toward that person. But you can also be 
compassionate wi thout empathy. You can feel compassion for 
someone or even an insect or animal even if you don ' t recognize 
the other's feelings in yourself. 

In Buddhist teaching you are instructed to be compassionate 
toward animals and insects because all living creatures have 
souls; indeed, they may have been humans in their past lives and 
may be humans again. (I don ' t find this in my work, but it doesn't 
mean the concept isn't true. It may simply be that humans don' t 
remember lifetimes as a different species.) Thus, you can be com-
passionate toward a beetle or a bear without empathizing with it, 
wi thout putting yourself in the insect's or animal's place. 

Compassion comes f rom the heart, and it is illustrated by 
being kind and benevolent to all living things. Christ was 
supremely compassionate; by all accounts so was Mohandas 
Gandhi . When "your heart goes out to someone," you are being 
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compassionate. The " random acts of kindness" that many speak 
about—lett ing someone go ahead of you in a checkout line; relin-
quishing your subway seat to a pregnant woman; giving food to 
the homeless—are all examples of compassionate behavior, but 
only if they come from a genuine impulse to be kind and not be-
cause you are "doing the right thing" or expect brownie points in 
heaven. 

Compassion is more instinctual, empathy more intellectual; 
they come from different places. If you do the "Dialogue with Ill-
ness" exercise described in chapter 3 and change places with, say, 
your abusive father, you don' t necessarily have to be compassion-
ate toward him. You may realize: "Wow, my father's father did 
the same thing to him that he's doing to me. He took the cruel 
things he learned from his father, f rom his culture, and f rom his 
peers, and transmitted them undigested to me. I empathize with 
what he felt because I understand those feelings, and I'm going to 
break the transmission of negative behavior because of what I 
learned." 

Tha t is an intellectual exercise. However, ideally, and even in 
as extreme a case as an abusive father, as you empathize with your 
father, you can begin to feel compassion for him. This may be dif-
ficult; he may be just as cruel to you as before. But he is an injured 
human being like yourself, and that realization might allow you a 
heartfelt response as well as an intellectual one. If you do re-
spond, if you can see beyond your injuries, you'll find that as em-
pathy and compassion merge, they lead you toward the final 
destination of all the lessons on the route to immortality: spiri-
tual love, unconditional love, love that is pure and everlasting. 

"I've heard you're famous for treating people by taking them 
back to their past lives. Is this true?" 

The caller was a man named Hugh, and if I was " famous" in 
my field, so was he in his. He was a psychic medium whose local 
television show drew an audience of many thousands, the bulk of 
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them wishing to contact loved ones who had died. I 'm not psychic 
myself except to the extent that all of us are sometimes psychic 
(the "hunch" that leads to the correct business decision; the 
"surety" that makes us choose one life path over another), but I 
know it exists. I admire those like John Edward and James Van 
Praagh who seem to possess it and use it for healing, and I have 
long since learned not to denigrate things I do not understand. 

"I've had some success regressing patients," I acknowledged. 
"Does this call concern therapy?" 

"Yes. Mine." He gave a nervous high-pitched laugh. "Psychic, 
heal thyself? I don ' t seem to be able to do it on my own." 

We made an appointment for the following week, and I 
awaited it eagerly. I had treated other psychic patients before and 
found them to be uniformly interesting. Their extreme sensitivity 
and their openness to the concept of past lives made them partic-
ularly suited to regression therapy. 

Hugh was a slight man, short and thin, looking far less im-
posing than he did the one time I had watched his program— 
such is the power of television. His face was ruddy from the 
continued use of makeup, and his clothes (chinos and black 
T-shirt) seemed one size too large. He was obviously nervous, for 
his glances darted around the room like fireflies, and he fre-
quently had to clear his throat before he could get out a sentence, 
though once he started, he was eloquent. 

"What 's the trouble?" I asked. 
"I 'm exhausted. Bone tired. It's not physical, though I don' t 

exercise enough, but mental. I feel as if all the people in the world 
are after me, wanting me to connect them to those they've lost. 
And they're so needy, so insistent, so worthy, so legitimately hun-
gry that when I say no, I feel guil ty—enormous guilt that weighs 
a million pounds. I can't get it off my back." 

People in the mall or even on the street would ask him for 
readings or information or messages from the beyond, but it 
doesn't work like that. It's not as if he can dial up someone's rela-
tive, leap to the beyond, and deliver a message on cue. It takes en-
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ergy, strength, and time to work as he does, and it sapped him. I 
empathized. The same kind of well-meaning assault has hap-
pened to me to some extent; I, too, have been stopped in restau-
rants or breaks during workshops. But people know regression is 
a time-consuming process and understand without bitterness 
that I can't accommodate them. People seemed to think Hugh 
could access the messages left for them while he was eating din-
ner. He wanted to help—oh, how he wished he could help every 
one of them! That he couldn't made him feel worthless, and with 
each rejected request his anxiety increased. 

He was, he told me, both clairvoyant and clairaudient—that 
is, he had the ability to see things happening before they occurred 
or at a distance, beyond the view of the human eye, and also hear 
messages spoken only to himself. Like most psychics, these abili-
ties manifested themselves very early. Many children, for exam-
ple, have imaginary friends, often simply because they're lonely 
and crave companionship. In some cases, however, the friends are 
not imaginary at all. In Through Time into Healing I wrote 
about a young girl whose mother couldn't understand why she 
showed no grief at the death of her grandmother. "Why should I 
be sad?" the girl asked. "I was just talking to her. She's sitting in a 
chair in my room." Tha t the grandmother told the child secrets 
about the mother 's childhood—secrets she could not have discov-
ered on her own—validated the story. Other children, seeing acci-
dents or hearing messages that turn out to be true, have added to 
the evidence of psychic phenomena. 

Usually, a child's psychic powers disappear before he or she 
reaches the age of six. Occasionally, though, the powers not only 
remain but grow stronger. This is what happened with Hugh . 

"When I was a kid," he said, "the other children thought I 
was weird. 'That 's crazy,' they'd say when I told them I'd seen a 
dead person who spoke to me or tried to warn them about a mes-
sage I'd received. Sometimes their families told them not to play 
with me. They made me feel crazy, but that didn't stop the visions 
or the messages. So what I did was keep them to myself, hide 
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them from everybody. I was different then." He paused and 
cleared his throat. ''And I'm different now." 

The low self-esteem he had developed as a child continued 
into adulthood, and for several sessions we worked on that issue 
and on others associated with it. But I already knew that we 
would have to go deeper than just childhood sensitivities. I sug-
gested regression. "That 's why I'm here," he said, smiling. 

Hugh easily entered the trance state (he had been practicing, 
in a way, since he was a little boy). "I see flying vehicles," he 
began. "Not exactly planes, but more like cars that can fly, pow-
ered by pure energy. They cruise over sleek buildings pointed sky-
ward and made of glass. Inside, men are working on advanced 
technology, and I am one of those men, one of the best and most 
important scientists employed there. The goal is to make every-
thing more powerful so that we can alter all material forms, all 
matter on Earth, and control it, control the behavior of others, 
control nature. It's not for good, though. It's for dominance. We 
scientists are working to dominate the world." 

"Interesting," I said. "You've gone into a future time." I 
began therapy with Hugh just as I was starting to progress my 
patients, and he seemed to have arrived millennia ahead without 
prompting. 

His response surprised me: "It isn't the future at all. No. This 
is Atlantis." 

Atlantis! The fabled realm described by dozens of writers, 
most famously by Edgar Cayce. It existed thirty thousand or 
forty thousand years ago and then disappeared. Atlantis, whose 
inhabitants ruled their par t of the world because they alone held 
the secrets of all matter and all living things. Hugh had not pro-
gressed into the future; he was in a world that had vanished long 
before recorded history. 

"My job is to change my level of consciousness and learn 
techniques of energy manipulation in order to t ransform mat-
ter," he said. He was breathing quickly and was clearly agitated 
by his role in this strange society. 
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"Transform matter by using psychic energy?" I asked, look-
ing for clarification. 

"Yes. Through the energy of the mind." He hesitated. "Or 
maybe we used crystals. Energy through crystals. I 'm not sure. 
It's not the energy of electrical current—it's something more ad-
vanced than that ." 

"And you're an impor tant scientist." 
"Exactly. It's what I was trained to do." He grew sad. "I want 

to achieve personal power. It means suppressing my spiritual 
side, but that 's the price I must pay. Maybe I could alter my level 
of consciousness to an even higher vibration. T h a t way I could 
advance spiritually, to approach a place beyond matter, beyond 
time. But I don ' t bother with that . My colleagues and I—what 
we are doing is bad. O u r aim is to control the civilizations sur-
rounding us, and we are succeeding. We are achieving our goal." 

His life review was predictable to me. He regretted his actions 
and realized that he had taken the wrong path. If he had used his 
higher mind, his mind's energy, for good and compassionate pur-
poses, not for power and self-aggrandizement, he would have led 
a better, happier existence. He had wasted his knowledge, wasted 
his power, and wasted his life. 

After he had left, I wrote two notes: 
"That Hugh led a previous life in Atlantis does not prove the 

existence of Atlantis by any means or that I believe in it. This is 
only his experience, and perhaps he was seeing the future after 
all. It might be fantasy. It might be true. The impor tant thing is 
his regret that he did not use his psychic powers for higher goals. 
Tha t seems to be his regret today. 

"There seemed to be a higher level of technology at that time 
than we possess now. Perhaps many people f rom that time are 
reincarnating at the present time because our technology is, once 
again, advancing to the level that existed in that ancient time and 
we have to see if we have learned our lessons—it's the conflict be-
tween the compassionate use or selfish use of our advanced pow-
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ers. The last time we nearly destroyed the planet. Which option 
will we take now?" 

At his next regression session Hugh found himself in Europe—he 
wasn't sure which country—in the Middle Ages. "I 'm a large 
man with broad, powerful shoulders. I 'm dressed simply in a 
tunic, and my hair is disheveled. I am addressing an assembly of 
townspeople. My eyes are piercing and wild and incredibly in-
tense. I tell the people that they don' t need to go to the church or 
listen to the priests to find God. 'God is in yourselves, in every one 
of us. You don' t need those hypocrites to show you the way to 
Him. Everyone has access to divine wisdom. I will show you the 
way very simply, and you will be independent of the church and 
its arrogant priests. They will lose their control, which you will 
reclaim for yourselves.' " 

Hugh was soon taken prisoner by the church authorities and 
was tortured to recant. But he wouldn' t , no matter how cruelly he 
was punished. Eventually, he told me with horror, he was literally 
torn apart on a rack that the priests had placed in the town 
square, in part because of the priests' fury but also because they 
wanted to use him as an example to warn the townspeople not to 
think in dangerous ways. 

In a brief review of that lifetime, he made connections back 
to his ancient Atlantean life, which I summarized in a later note: 

"Overcompensation toward spiritual rather than selfish mo-
tives in reaction to his Atlantean life and his knowledge of the 
possibilities of higher levels of consciousness led Hugh to be too 
public and not to pay enough attention to the power of the 
Catholic Church at that time and its zealous elimination of 
heretics or anyone who attacked the Church's power, even at the 
lowest levels." 

Hugh also made connections to his present life. "My powers 
were developed in Atlantis," he told me. "It's there I learned my 
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clairvoyant, clairaudient, and telepathic skills," referring to the 
psychic powers of sight, hearing, and mind. 

"What about the messages?" I asked. 
"Those are different," he said quickly. "They come f rom the 

spirits." 
"The spirits? Wha t do you mean?" 
"Spirits. Disembodied spirits. I can't be more definite." He 

cleared his throat. "They give me knowledge. They tell me the 
t ruth." 

A familiar theme—other patients spoke of spirits—but I de-
tected a difference. When he left, I wrote the following: 

"By externalizing the origins of his knowledge to others, 
Hugh was magically trying to prevent an occurrence of the phys-
ical destruction visited on his body in the Middle Ages. In other 
words he was saying, 'This is not me. I'm just hearing it f rom oth-
ers, even if they're spirits.' It was a kind of safety device because 
having psychic power is dangerous. But in a way the spirits pre-
vented him from accessing even higher levels of his multidimen-
sional consciousness." 

Perhaps, I thought, he could access those higher levels if I 
progressed him to the future. He was a talented psychic. Would 
he perhaps be even more talented and more accurate than others 
if he could access what was to come? It wasn't essential to his 
therapy; he had learned the source of his anxiety and achieved an 
acceptance of his psychic powers. But still, I was curious as to 
what he would discover. 

Would he be willing to progress to the future and take me 
with him? He could hardly wait. 

Maybe Hugh went too deep. He seemed to be experiencing two 
journeys simultaneously, one into the future and the other into 
higher and higher levels of consciousness, to worlds and dimen-
sions above and beyond this one. 

"The next level, the one just beyond ours, isn't as dense as the 
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one we know," he told me in a voice full of awe. "There is trouble 
getting there. The way is full of peril, but when we arrive, we're 
more mental and less physical. Everyone's telepathic. There's a 
higher vibration. Our bodies are lighter. Movement is easier." 

In a way it was like the Atlantis he had described in his first re-
gression. But there was more. 

"I 'm going up and up. At the different levels there are changes 
in the quality of the light. I can't describe it. It gets brighter but 
softer. It doesn't have color, or it has all colors. It leads to dimen-
sions beyond light and beyond where thought could go. This level 
is incomprehensible to the human mind. And still I keep going. 
There's no end. I go beyond infinity and, if possible, even beyond 
that ." 

We both had the sense that these were positive places of great 
calm and beauty, though beauty is too humdrum a word. Hugh's 
description lay more in his manner than in his words. What he 
envisioned transcended his vocabulary, and it was the serene 
beauty of his face, which was no longer pinched, that served as 
his eloquence. 

The future he described was not his personal future but the 
future in general. (Later, when I started progressing groups in my 
workshops or seminars, this was usually the case, as I'll describe 
in the final chapter.) 

"The journey is like an airplane taking off in a thunder-
storm," Hugh said. "It grows darker and darker as we reach 
cloud level. There's a lot of turbulence, fear, and anxiety. But then 
we pierce the cloud layer and come out on the other side into a 
brilliant sky—many shades of blue lit by an incandescent golden 
sun. It takes many years, many centuries to get through the 
clouds, which grow more ominous as the years pass. They are 
clouds of tragedies and calamities that will beset our civilization. 
But eventually, in eight hundred or a thousand years, maybe 
more, the clouds will disappear, the turbulence will disappear, 
and there will be a feeling of peacefulness, awe, and safety." 

He leaned forward, confiding in me in his hypnotized state. 
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"The people on the other side of the storm, they have mental 
abilities and psychic abilities far beyond what I have now. They're 
telepathic." His voice was almost a whisper. "They can access all 
knowledge. They are mentally omnipotent ." 

Perhaps Hugh was describing Carl Jung's concept of the col-
lective unconscious or what Eastern religions call the Akashic 
Record. In this record every action, to the tiniest detail, and every 
thought, no matter how trivial, of all mankind f rom the begin-
ning of history is stored. Psychics may tap into this to learn the 
thoughts and dreams of other people, I thought. That ' s what he 
said he told the townsfolk in the medieval town. And in his future 
vision he had mastered what the Atlanteans were seeking. They 
could convert matter into energy and energy into matter, and 
they could transform the elemental particles into each other by 
harnessing the energy of consciousness. In the time of Atlantis 
this power was used for evil. In the Middle Ages, though Hugh 
did not specify it, alchemists tried to transform common miner-
als into gold. In the future that Hugh saw, everyone was an al-
chemist, and they were using their powers for good. They had 
come through the clouds and into the blue sky and golden light. 

I think Hugh's quest is a metaphor for changing ourselves 
f rom the physical to the spiritual, and he seemed to have accom-
plished this in the far future. Perhaps all of us, those who are left 
after the "tragedies and calamities," will do the same. What he 
brought back from the future was this: In the time he envisioned, 
the physical body could change. People could come in and out of 
their bodies at will. They could have out-of-body experiences 
whenever they wished. Even death wasn't what it seemed. There 
was no more disease: Physical and mental illnesses had disap-
peared because people learned how to fix the energetic disrup-
tions that cause disease in the physical dimensions. 

I came to understand why his progressions took a dual road. 
In both there was a time of torment and then a paradise. Eventu-
ally, the future curved higher and higher, becoming more and 
more sublime until it joined the progression of higher levels of 
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consciousness—the higher dimensions or worlds that Hugh had 
seen in his other journey forward. In other words, even though he 
was going off in two directions, he was heading for the same des-
tination. In the first journey he went directly to higher levels of 
consciousness. In the second he went into future lives here on this 
planet. Both futures would eventually reach the highest dimen-
sions and would meet at some point along the way. Our futures, 
he was saying, are like railway spurs, always leading to the mam 
track. N o matter which path we take, we are all going to the same 
place, and that place is a joy beyond all words and all human 
comprehension. 

In his present life Hugh no longer feels different because he 
knows that his talents are possessed by all of us, although they 
are latent in most. He feels better about himself and privileged 
that he has been allowed glimpses into higher worlds. His work is 
much clearer to him, and he seems to receive information from 
higher levels now. He no longer attributes his knowledge to "dis-
crete and external spirits" because of the fear carried over f rom 
the Middle Ages. He knowTs his powers lie within himself. He is 
happier, and that is the best measure of his progress. The clarity 
of his psychic readings reflects a clarity in his intention to help 
others, in his will to t ransform despair into hope, and in his life. 
He has become the alchemist he set out to be millennia ago. 

I've included his story in my discussion of compassion not 
because he needed to learn it on his road to immortality, but be-
cause he had a superabundance of it. He felt sorrow and love for 
all who approached him, and in so doing he gave up too much of 
himself. Without compassion no one can ascend to high planes in 
the lives to come, but like all the virtues discussed in this book, it 
is par t of a whole. One must learn compassion for others but also 
for oneself. 
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Chitra, thirty-five, also gave compassion without reward. A mo-
lecular research biologist, she spent her days in the lab and her 
evenings with her sickly and demanding mother with whom she 
had lived for ten years. There was no time for a social life or, in-
deed, for a life of any kind of her own. 

She was the youngest child in an Indian family that had come 
to America when she was young, and given the Hindu tradition in 
which she was raised, she was expected to be the caregiver for her 
mother. A brother and his wife could not be expected to do 
this, nor could her married older sister who had two children of 
her own. Chitra had been married to a much older man—an 
arranged marriage—but her husband had died, leaving her with 
no children. As a result, the care of her mother fell to her. 

When she came to me, she complained that her mother 's de-
pendency and overprotectiveness was suffocating her; in fact, her 
breathing was labored, and she had trouble getting out her 
words. Hindi was her first language, but she spoke fluent English, 
as did her mother. She dressed only in saris except at work when 
she wore jeans and sweaters under her lab coat. She was a curious 
and delightful mixture of two cultures, though I doubt she was 
amused. It was the older culture that kept her f rom enjoying the 
younger. 

Many Hindus believe in reincarnation, but for them it is an 
intellectual belief, par t of their religion. Its use as a therapeutic 
tool is virtually unknown. Chitra may or may not have believed in 
past lives; she was reticent when I broached the subject. But she 
readily agreed to a regression. After two weeks of practicing re-
laxation and hypnotic techniques, she was able to enter a moder-
ate trance state. Her impressions were hazy and her words 
halting. 

"I 'm in India . . . a prostitute but not really a prostitute. . . . I 
travel with the army which is fighting my enemies. . . . I don ' t 
know what year it is. . . . N o t so long ago . . . I am told that I am 
needed by the soldiers. . . . They are all-important. . . . It is my 
army, my people. . . . They have to be cared for. . . . I feed them 
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. . . satisfy their sexual needs. . . . I bate what I have to do. . . . I 
can see myself dying. . . . I am still very young. . . . Yes, I am 
dying . . . dying giving birth to a child." 

Tha t was all. In her life review she realized she didn ' t want to 
linger in such a place. Helping the soldiers fight India's enemies 
was not a higher good at all. It was a convention devised by self-
ish and cruel men, and as a woman she was t rapped, doomed . 

The second regression was just as brief. "I am a woman . . . 
sacrificial robes. . . . I must be killed to ensure a good harvest . . . . 
Maybe my death will protect my people f rom enemies . . . f rom 
natural disasters. . . . I am told it is a great honor to die. . . . I and 
my family will be rewarded in the afterlife. . . . There is a sword 
over my head. . . . It strikes." 

In both cases she had trouble breathing, and each time I 
brought her quickly back to the present. Chitra needed to learn 
f rom these lifetimes, but not in great detail. She went straight to 
the traumas, and when we talked about them, she realized that vi-
olence is antithetical to spiritual concepts. Promises of later re-
wards were self-serving lies by the generals or religious elders 
whose power was based on ignorance, deception, and fear. 

We discovered the link in the two lives and their relevance to 
Chitra's present situation: In both regressions she had been 
forced to sacrifice her own life, her own goals, her own happiness 
for some "higher" good. And, in effect, the sacrifice killed her, as 
it was killing her now. 

Chitra 's mother had a pas t life memory as well, though she never 
came into my office. Excited about the work we were doing, Chi-
tra brought home my regression CDs and was practicing at 
home, just as I encourage all my patients to do. Her mother, lis-
tening, saw herself as a young Indian wife three centuries ago. In 
that life Chitra was her mother ' s deeply beloved husband , the 
focus of her existence. But soon the man died, probably f rom 
the venom of a snakebite. When Chitra 's m o t h e r ^ n ^ ItUffk t<> 
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the present, she unders tood that she had clung to Chitra , her 
daughter, and explained it to Chitra as a reaction to her loss cen-
turies ago. Her mother ' s dependency and overprotectiveness, 
Chitra now realized, had their roots not in this lifetime but in a 
different one, and she was able to be more forgiving. 

Her mother began to change. Slowly; for she was overcoming 
years of habit, she became less clinging, less protective. She be-
came more open to spending time with her other children, and 
she was even willing to let Chitra start a social life, despite the 
possibility that it would lead Chitra into a relationship that 
would interfere with her dependency. This in turn led to an im-
provement in Chitra's outlook. For the first time she could look 
forward without dread, and she let me lead her into the future. 

Chitra experienced what I took to be three future lives during a 
single progression. In the first she saw herself as the mother and 
principal caregiver of a young child with severe muscular, skele-
tal, and neurological deficits. The family dynamic required Chi-
tra to expend most of her time and energy on the little girl with 
little return. Her husband in that life had withdrawn emotionally 
and often physically; he simply couldn't deal with the tragedy. 
Thus the flow of compassion, love, and energy seemed to me uni-
directionally outward, with Chitra giving but never receiving. 

In a second future life Chitra suffered severe physical injuries 
in a vehicle accident. "You couldn't really call it a car," she told 
me. "It was more like a giant flying cylinder with windows. Any-
way, its programming malfunctioned, and wham!—it crashed 
head-on into a tree." Chitra was paralyzed and had to receive ex-
tensive physical and psychological rehabilitation. "The technical 
levels of medicine are advanced," she said with some satisfaction, 
"but regeneration of my nervous system tissue, both brain and 
spinal cord, took more than a year." Chitra smiled. "The hospital 
staff was superb, but recovery was very difficult. I 'm not sure I 
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would have made it wi thout the love of my family—I have an 
adoring husband and two boys and a girl—and of my friends. 
And the flowers! People called my hospital room the Garden of 
Allah." 

Here, I thought, was the reverse of the first life. Again, com-
passion, love, and energy were unidirectional, but this time they 
were flowing in. 

In her third future, Chitra was a surgeon, specializing in or-
thopedics and neurology. "I work with rods or crystals," she ex-
plained when I pointed out how uncommon it was to have two 
such different areas of expertise. "They emit a light, an energy, 
that has a remarkable healing effect, whether it be bones or brain. 
They also cause a sound energy that helps in the regeneration of 
muscles, limbs, and ligaments." 

Chitra derived huge satisfaction from the results of her 
knowledge and skills. There was also positive feedback not 
only from her patients and their families but f rom her profes-
sional colleagues. Her family life, too, was happy and flourishing. 
In this life she seemed to have achieved the proper balance of in-
flow and outflow. She was able to love others as well as herself. 

Chitra told me that she reviewed this third life f rom a higher 
perspective, meaning that she had risen to a new level. She was 
still in a hypnotized state when she said this, but then she sud-
denly stopped. "I don ' t know how this life is going to end. It's 
puzzling. I'll just have to leave it. Now!" As always, she was not 
one to linger in past or future lives. 

Suddenly she was back in the present, animated and stimu-
lated by her voyages. "All the lives, past and present, are con-
nected," she explained, "as is this life and the past life my mother 
described. What I've got to do is balance compassion, balance 
love, which must be received as well as given." Her determination 
was palpable. "My life's goals will never be sacrificed again—not 
because of cultural values, individual circumstances, or guilt," 
she said. She was able to express her anger and resentment to-
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ward her mother and her siblings for trapping her in the caregiver 
role—despite the cultural taboos prohibiting such rebellion— 
and by so doing freed herself. 

We went back to the third of her future lives, and this time she 
was able to see its end: death at an old age of natural causes. In 
her life review the significance that eluded me became clear to 
her. "The three future lives weren't sequential or linear," she ex-
plained. "They're manifestations of probable futures based on 
what I do in this life." 

In a sense they were parallel futures that flowed simultane-
ously; the one she ended up in would stem from the content of 
the remainder of her life now. In fact, there were "a multitude of 
possible futures," she told me, "all variations of the three I wit-
nessed. And it's not only my consciousness but the collective 
thoughts and actions of the entire human populat ion that will 
have a role in shaping the one that turns out to be the actual one. 
If we consciously embrace compassion, empathy, love, patience, 
and forgiveness, the future world will be incredibly different than 
if we don ' t ." 

Her language had changed markedly. She no longer spoke in 
short, choppy sentences. Her more sophisticated words and ideas 
reflected a connection to a higher level of consciousness. This 
wise young woman had much to teach me. 

"We have much more power to positively influence our indi-
vidual future lives as well as the remaining future of our present 
life than we do to influence the planetary or collective future," I 
noted after she left. "But our individual futures express them-
selves in the collective future, and the actions of everyone will de-
termine which of a myriad possible futures we will come back to. 
If Chitra continued stuck in her present family pattern, then she 
might have to experience a future as the paralysis victim forced to 
receive love. If she just gave up, abruptly ending her relationship 
with her mother, abandoning her without a reasonable compro-
mise, she might have had to come back as the mother of the seri-
ously impaired child. Because that is how it works: We face 
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similar situations again and again as we seek to learn the proper 
balance between giving and receiving, between sacrifice and com-
passion for ourselves—until we achieve the state of harmony. 
Given what she had learned and having recognized that balance, 
Chitra would come back as the orthopedic/neurological surgeon, 
bur she could be born into a world of more or less violence, more 
or less compassion and loving, depending on the harmony others 
attain. If enough of us can somehow elevate the consciousness of 
humankind—if we can commit to changing the collective future 
by improving our individual futures—we can actually change the 
future of the entire world and all its inhabitants." 

Compassion is, as I've said, related to empathy. It is also related to 
love, in that it comes f rom the heart, just as love does. Three sim-
ple exercises will help you reach that place in your heart where 
compassion, empathy, and love coexist, as will the psychometry 
exercise I provided in chapter 3. 

A Tear of Joy 

Relax, using the same method described in chapter 3. When you 
are in a relaxed state, remember a time in your life when a tear of 
joy came to your eye. (You might remember several times.) I 'm 
not talking about when you won the lottery or your team won the 
World Series; I mean a time associated with something loving in 
your life. It can be a moment when someone unexpectedly did a 
good deed for you, such as volunteering to take care of your chil-
dren so you and your spouse could have a private weekend to-
gether, or visiting you when you were sick. Or it can be a time 
when you did a good deed for somebody else, an action coming 
not from a sense of responsibility but f rom the heart . The point is 
that the giver—you or a friend or stranger—acted out of com-
passion, with no expectation of reward. The more you do this ex-
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erase, the more the compassionate moments will be linked, one 
to the next, and the more easily a tear or tears will come. By 
bringing compassionate memories freshly into your conscious-
ness you will increase your capacity for joy, happiness, and fur-
ther acts of compassion. 

Interconnectedness 

In a relaxed state, look into someone's eyes. If you see that person 
looking back at you, that is the everyday event, so go deeper. 
Look beyond what lies at the surface of his or her eyes. Try to see 
the soul looking back at you, and if you find it, you'll see there is 
more depth in that person than just a physical body. You'll know 
that all people have a soul just as you do and that their soul and 
your soul are connected. If you see your own soul looking back, 
you'll have reached a deeper level because you'll see that we're all 
of one substance and of one soul. How is it possible not to feel 
compassion then, for in treating another humanely, are you not 
treating yourself? By loving another, are you not loving yourself? 

The Humanity of Others 

A variation of the above is to visualize the humanity of other peo-
ple—friends, family, or strangers. They are not just a name or 
a trait ("My aunt M a u d e never stops talking!" "Tha t homeless 
person is filthy!") but are multidimensional, made up of a com-
plex of factors, just as you are. They have mothers, fathers, chil-
dren, and loved ones. It doesn't matter what their nationality is or 
whether they claim to be your foe. They experience joy, love, fear, 
anxieties, despair, and sorrow exactly as you and I do. They were 
children once, laughing and playing with their balls, their dolls, 
their pets, their games, when they were trusting. I have my pa-
tients visualize as children their enemies or people they hate or 
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arc angry at. That 's just a start. See them as young lovers, as par-
ents, as people who have won and lost, who have experienced 
birth and death, victory and tragedy Really see the details. Par-
ticularize. By so doing you are not seeing them as a group but as 
individuals who have experienced everything that you have expe-
rienced. It is easy to hate groups because they don ' t have individ-
ual qualities. If you follow this exercise, you'll give up hate 
because it is harder to hate fully rounded individuals and impos-
sible to hate souls. I had compassion for that Russian soldier, the 
man I was supposed to fear. He had a soul, I realized. His soul 
was mine. 

Compassion and empathy aren't learned overnight; life's lessons 
are not simple. Another factor must come into play as we ascend 
toward immortality: patience. 



C H A P T E R 6 

Paul: Patience and 
Understanding 

I HE BUDDHISTS HAVE AN EXPRESSION: " D o n ' t p u s h t h e river. 

A It will travel at its own speed anyway." 
For purposes of spiritual evolution, it helps to envision time 

as a river, though we should measure it not chronologically, as we 
do now, but in lessons learned on our road to immortality. So 
don' t push the river of time. You're just going to splash around 
impotently; that is, you can thrash against the current or flow 
with it peacefully. Impatience robs us of joy, peace, and happi-
ness. We want what we want, and we want it now. Nowhere is this 
more evident than in twenty-first-century America. But that 's not 
how the universe is engineered. Things come to us when we are 
ready. Before we are born, we look over the landscape of the life 
to come, only to forget it after birth. We hurry in the present, 
worrying only about fixing the now, but as adults in our present 
lives we should recognize there is a right and a wrong time. For 
example, why did Catherine turn up in my life that year and not 
two years earlier or later? And why, when I asked her about the fu-
ture, did she say, "No t now"? 

After Only Love Is Real, my book about soul mates, came 
out, I received a letter f rom a woman that read, "Well, I met my 

94 
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soul mate, but now I'm married. I have three children. He's mar-
ried and has two children. Why didn't we meet when we were 
teenagers?" 

Because destiny had a different plan. They were supposed to 
meet later. People come into our lives at certain times for various 
reasons having to do with lessons to be learned. It is not a coinci-
dence that they didn' t meet at a much earlier age when they did 
not have other commitments . I think the reason people meet later 
is to learn about love in many different ways and about how to 
balance this with responsibility and commitment . They'll meet 
again in a different lifetime. They must be patient. 

One woman patient committed suicide in an earlier life be-
cause her husband, a sergeant in World War I, was listed as miss-
ing in action and she was sure he was dead. In fact, he had been 
taken prisoner and returned to America after the war, only to dis-
cover the fate of his wife. In her life or the ones following, this 
woman will learn patience if she remembers the lesson of the 
past one. 

Friends of mine, high school sweethearts, went separate ways 
into unhappy marriages. When they met again forty years later, 
they had an affair, divorced their present spouses, and married. It 
was as though no time had elapsed. The same feelings were there, 
with the same intensity. I did regressions with both of them, and 
they were together in past lives as well. This coming together of 
people late in life who had been together in past lives happens 
a lot. 

Psychological patience rather than physical patience is the 
key. Time as we measure it can go fast or slowly. Tom Brady, the 
quarterback for the New England Patriots football team, thinks a 
minute is more than enough time in which to engineer the win-
ning score. When I am stuck in a traffic jam, it seems like an eter-
nity. But if we internalize time as the endless river it is, then 
impatience disappears. "I don ' t want to die yet," a patient tells 
me. "There are many more things I need to do." Yes, but he'll 
have infinite time in which to do them. 



B R I A N I.. W E I S S , M . D , 

Patiencc is related to understanding because the more you un-
derstand a person or a situation or an experience—or yourself— 
the less likely it is that you'll have a knee-jerk reaction and do 
something hurt ful to yourself or others. Let's say your spouse 
comes home and yells at you for some minor infract ion—perhaps 
you forgot to walk the dog or buy the milk. The impatient re-
sponse is to yell back. But be patient! Understand! Maybe the 
anger coming at you has nothing to do with you but is the result 
of a bad day at the office, an oncoming cold, a migraine, an al-
lergy, or even a bad mood. As the spouse you are the safe person; 
he or she can vent at you knowing that nothing serious will hap-
pen even if you flare up in return. But if you are patient, you 
might get at the cause of the anger and then dissipate it. If your 
response is a patient one and you understand that there is a hid-
den reason behind the explosion, then it is no great trick restoring 
harmony. 

You'll need the ability to detach, to see f rom a distance, to 
achieve a higher perspective to do so. As you'll learn in chapter 
11, meditation and contemplation are the handmaidens of pa-
tience, for they help you achieve distance. As you develop the abil-
ity to be quiet, to be introspective, and to listen, patience 
invariably develops. If nations were more patient, there would be 
fewer wars because there would be more time for diplomacy, for 
dialogue, and, again, for understanding. Nat ions rarely strive for 
patience, but people should. If you train yourself to be patient, 
you will recognize its importance when it arrives and make 
progress on the spiritual path toward immortality. 

Sometimes, however, you may have to wait until you see the 
future to fully recognize its power. 

Paul had money, no doubt about that. He had made a fortune in 
copper gutters for seaside residences, and he had also invested 
wisely. But as he told me in our first session, his money was doing 
him no good, and he felt like a failure. His twenty-two-year-old 
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daughter, Alison, had leukemia, and her chances of recovery 
were, as he put it, "slim to none." His money could pay for the 
best doctors, the best drugs, and the best advice—but not for 
miracles. He was frequently depressed and saw his life as useless 
despite his monetary success. 

Usually I can take a patient's history in one session or less. 
With Paul it took two, not only because the history was compli-
cated but because he was so reluctant to give it. He was fifty, tall, 
fit, silver-haired, and silver-tongued. His blue eyes looked at me 
with the openness that one sees in people with nothing to hide or 
in con men. In Paul's case I suspected the latter. (It turned out he 
was conning himself, not me.) His smile was broad, his teeth 
white in a perfectly tanned face, and his nails professionally man-
icured. He wore a white Ralph Lauren sport shirt, tan slacks with 
a knife-edge crease, and enviable leather sandals. 

"I 'm not sure I should be here," he said as we shook hands 
and I got my first hit of those eyes. 

"Many people feel that way. Psychiatry can seem forbidding. 
Who wants to reveal his soul to a stranger? Besides, people think, 
incorrectly, that there's a touch of the occult in what I do." 

"Occult. Exactly. And—forgive me if I 'm rude—this business 
of taking people into their past lives . . ." 

"Weird," I agreed, smiling. "It took me years to believe that 
some patients weren't somehow making up their stories despite 
all evidence to the contrary. But I assure you that I have no occult 
powers and that even if some of my patients were fantasizing, 
they still got better." 

He seemed to accept this, for he nodded and sat down across 
from me and talked about Alison. 

"I 'm afraid my wife, my other daughter, and my son—all 
three of them together—are sabotaging her t reatment ," he said, 
more distraught than angry 

"In what way?" 
"Alison is a vegetarian, but she needs meat to keep her strong. 

Instead, my family encourages her to take megavitamins and 
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minerals and—Jesus!—tomatoes and wheat germ. She's into 
yoga and meditation, too. I suppose that's all r ight—can't hurt 
her—but they want me to join the party." 

"They're simply taking a holistic approach," I said mildly. 
"Well, I want them to join mine." 
"Which is?" 
"Aggressive medicine. Radiation. Chemo. The works." 
"Isn't she getting these?" 
"Sure she is. My insistence. I 'm calling the shots. But to waste 

her time with that other nonsense—to think it's going to cure 
her—is insane. I asked her to stop it, but she won' t ." He lowered 
his head to his hands and massaged his eyes. "She's disobeyed me 
from the time she was a toddler." 

"What about your other kids? Were they disobedient, too?" 
"Nah . Good as gold. Always were. My wife, too. Always will 

be." 
I was developing quite an admiration for Alison. Her "dis-

obedience" sounds like spunk, I thought. She's probably the only 
one in the family who has stood up to him. Maybe he is so upset 
because the others are taking her side for once. 

"There is a great debate about holistic medicine," I told him. 
"Great societies, such as the Chinese, put their faith in it. They 
believe—" 

"In acupuncture!" he practically shouted. "She's trying that, 
too. And the kids—yes, and my wife, too—are letting it happen." 

I believe that some forms of holistic medicine are effective, 
particularly when used in conjunction with or thodox medical 
treatment. I said, "As long as she is getting the proper medical 
treatment, why be uptight about it? Hope, you know, is a factor in 
recovery. If she thinks the acupuncture is helping, maybe that is 
value enough." 

"I suppose so," he grumbled. He left, obviously unsatisfied. 
I wondered if he would return, but he was back for his 

appointment three days later, this time with a new complaint: her 
boyfriend. 
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"And you object?" 
"I certainly do!" 
"Why?" 
"He isn't good enough for her. None of them are. He won't 

stav for the long haul ." 
1 was beginning to see a pattern. "What does she think of 

you?" 
"She loves me, I suppose." 
"Only suppose?" 
He thought for a while before answering. "It's funny. I feel 

awkward around her. Can ' t tease her the way I can the other kids. 
When I go to hug her—or maybe it's the other way around—I 
seem to freeze." 

"Yet you love her." 
"My God, yes!" 
"Have you told her?" 
He bowed his head. "I don ' t seem to be able to find a way. 

We're always squabbling. She says I pick on her, but all I'm trying 
to do is make sure she's safe." 

Keeping her under control seemed to me a poor way of show-
ing love. "What about her other boyfriends?" I asked. 

"Hopeless." 
"How so?" 
"Not smart enough. Oafs, really. All testosterone and 

souped-up cars. Or nerds—too smart, no balls. Actually, Phil is 
the best of them. He did show up at the hospital the last time she 
had to stay over. None of the others would do that . The last time 
he visited, I told him not to come back." 

"Was that the first time you said it?" 
"To his face. But I've told Alison she couldn ' t see him 

again." 
I smiled. "But she was 'disobedient. ' " 
He shrugged. The answer was obvious. 
"Don' t you think it would give her pleasure to go on seeing 

him? After all, if she doesn't get bet ter—" 
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He interrupted with a roar. "Stop right there! Goddamn it, 
I'll make sure she gets better even if I have to die in her place." 

After the two sessions of history taking and discussion, I was 
eager to look deeper at Paul's relationship with Alison. Some-
thing accounted for his overly protective behavior, both toward 
her and toward himself. Perhaps the answer lay in a past life. He 
resisted at first, but finally, with his family's blessing and encour-
agement, and because Alison was so ill, he agreed. It took longer 
than usual to hypnotize him because of his active left brain and 
his need to stay in control, but eventually he reached a deep level. 

"It's 1918," he told me. "I 'm in a nor thern city, New York or 
Boston. I 'm twenty-three years old. I 'm a very proper young man, 
following my father's career as a banker, and I 'm in love, wildly in 
love, with the wrong girl. She's a singer and dancer, a real stunner. 
I've talked to her occasionally after the show, but I've never re-
vealed my feelings. I know she's—" He paused, a look of in-
credulity spreading over his face. "It's my daughter Alison!" 

He sat silently for a moment , remembering. Then he said: 
"I've talked to her, told her I love her, and—blessed day—she 
loves me, too. Can you believe it? She loves me, too! I know my 
parents won't approve, but it doesn't matter. I'll defy them. She's 
everything to me." 

Once more his expression changed. He grew sad. "She died," 
he whispered. "Died in the epidemic, and with her death, our 
dreams died, too, and I've lost all joy, all hope, all pleasure. There 
will never be another love like ours." 

I asked him to go slightly forward in that life. He saw himself 
as a dour, angry man, old at forty when, blind drunk, he drove his 
car off the road and died. 

I brought him back, and we discussed the connection the past 
life had to the present. Two patterns emerged. One involved mag-
ical thinking: In this life, if he didn't tell Alison he loved her, she 
would be safe; she wouldn' t die as she had in 1918. The second 
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was a counterphobic mechanism, the same impulse that makes 
someone quit if he thinks he's about to be fired. In Paul's case it 
meant that if he kept an emotional distance from Alison, he 
would be protected from pain, grief, and despair if he should lose 
her. So he backed away f rom her, picked fights, criticized con-
stantly, and interfered with her boyfriends. Her current illness 
made him relive the panic he had felt nearly a century earlier. He 
knew, he said as he left my office, that as par t of her treatment he 
would have to confront his fears and avow his love. Some part of 
him understood that the body-mind connection, well known to 
immunologists, had been validated. 

Paul's fears were already eased slightly because he had lost 
Alison before and had suffered for it. Both had died, yet both had 
come back to this life. He was still distraught at the probability of 
her death, but he allowed himself now to feel his love for her. He 
didn't need to protect himself so severely, to the detriment of 
both of them. 

His first response to his impulse of unconditional love was to 
call Phil and tell him he was free to visit Alison in the hospital or 
at home as much as he wanted. Alison was thrilled, and Phil 
could hardly believe Paul's change in attitude. As the young 
lovers' relationship deepened, Paul became more and more wel-
coming. He realized that Alison's happiness was more important 
than his protection of her. 

Something wondrous was happening. As Phil's and Alison's 
love grew, and as Paul was able to express his love by his actions, 
Alison's immune system went into high gear. Love became a vital 
medicine in her fight against cancer. 

One week later Paul returned for his second regression. This time 
he was a nineteenth-century woman, the wife of a fisherman, liv-
ing on the coast of New England. Once again anxiety and dread 
filled his life. 

"He's not coming back this time." 
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"Who's not coming back?" 
"My husband. He goes on these trips—sometimes they last 

for months—and I'm sure he won't return." 
"He has taken these trips before?" 
"Yes." 
"And come back before?" 
"Yes." 
"Then why not this time?" 
"Because this time he's dead. I can feel it." He took in great 

gulps of air. "My women friends try to cheer me—they have fish-
erman husbands, too—but they can't. I 'm going mad with 
worry." 

His fear was so palpable that I asked if he wanted to be 
brought back to the present. He held up his hand. "Wait. There's 
news." He began to wail. "The boat capsized. All aboard were 
lost. I was right. He's dead. My darling is dead. There is no life for 
me now." 

The grieving New England woman quickly sank into a de-
pression. She stopped eating, couldn't sleep, and soon died of 
heartbreak. Her soul left her body, but it stayed watching for a 
long time. The woman had died the week before her husband re-
turned to the town. He had been rescued with two of his mates, 
and they had spent their time slowly recuperating in the home of 
a farmer's widow until they were strong enough to make their 
way back. 

The woman's (Paul's) husband in that life was Alison. 

In the New England wife's life review, a new theme emerged: pa-
tience. She saw that if she had waited, not despaired—in effect, 
not killed herself—she would have been reunited with her hus-
band and been happy. When I brought Paul back, he saw that pa-
tience was a missing element in his other lives as well. The Paul 
who had died in an automobile crash had actually found his love 
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again—here, in this life, in his daughter. Knowledge of subse-
quent lives might have stopped him from drinking, the cause of 
the crash, and he might have had a fulfilled life then while waiting 
for the return of his beloved. In this life he realized that if he had 
not inserted himself into'Alison's life the way he did, if he had let 
her be and allowed her to love freely, then her cancer might not 
have been as overwhelming. She might have had more energy and 
more will to fight it. Even now, he thought, it might not be too 
late. 

The following week's session began with a progress report. 
Alison was feeling better. Her doctors were encouraged. All the 
different approaches—the standard treatment, the holistic ap-
proach, Phil's presence, and Paul's changed behavior—seemed to 
be working. Paul told me he had hugged Alison the night before, 
fully and wholeheartedly, and told her that he loved her. She had 
responded by hugging him back, saying she loved him, too, and 
bursting into tears. "What 's more," he said, smiling, "I even 
hugged Phil. But I didn't tell him I loved him." It was a huge mo-
ment for him, and he attributed it to the regressions. He asked me 
to lead him back again. 

Several centuries ago in the ancient culture of India, Paul had 
a lifetime as a lower caste girl. Alison was Paul's close friend in 
that life. Though they were not related, she was "as close or 
closer than any sister." The two were dependent on each other for 
emotional survival; they shared their thoughts and wishes, joy 
and pain. Since they were at the bot tom of the social ladder, their 
lives were very hard, but they managed by helping each other 
every day. 

Then, Paul told me bitterly, Alison fell in love. The young 
man, whom Paul recognized as his own wife (Alison's mother) in 
this life, was of a higher caste; nevertheless, they had an affair. 
Paul warned Alison of the dreadful consequences if they were 
caught together. Alison said her "sister" was just jealous and 
went around her village boasting of the young man's love for her. 
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The boy's family found out, and Alison was murdered by his fa-
ther for disgracing their caste. The loss devastated Paul; he re-
mained bitter, grieving, and angry for the rest of his/her short 
life. 

As he floated above his body in that past life, Paul could con-
nect that life to his current one and to the lives he remembered 
f rom his first two regressions. The recurrent pat tern of the trau-
matic loss of love through death had led to his current fears and 
protective mechanisms. He had also learned the value of pa-
tience. In his Indian life, too, he had shunned pleasure and joy 
when they might have been his if he had known that Alison 
would return not once but many times. There were other lessons 
as well: the danger of rushing to judgment , the folly of experi-
encing events wi thout perspective, and the sometimes mortal 
risks of losing control . He was learning to let go of his fears of 
death and loss. M o r e positively, he grasped the concept of the 
supreme value of love and its healing effects. Love is an absolute, 
he unders tood, and cannot be diminished by t ime or distance. It 
can be obscured by fear, but its brilliance is never really lessened. 
Fear closes the mind, love opens the hear t and dissolves fear. 

I wondered aloud whether to progress Paul into the future, 
but we held back for a long time. He and I were both reluctant to 
look ahead in his current life—he because he couldn't bear the 
thought of finding out that Alison's cancer would eventually de-
feat her, and I because I was concerned that his anxiety over 
Alison's illness would distort his future memories. At last we de-
cided that looking into a future life, as opposed to seeing ahead in 
this one, held no such risks. So in our last session together, that's 
where we went—to a future life. 

It was an unusual progression because Paul saw not a continuous 
narrative but a series of three snapshots, like pictures in a slide 
show. The glimpses were vivid, however, and filled with strong 
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emotion. He saw himself older in this lifetime, successful and ful-
filled thanks to the fact that his daughter had been cured. He saw 
Alison alive and well at age sixty-seven in the future of her cur-
rent lifetime. He also saw himself reincarnating as Alison's 
grandson, being received with love and joy into Alison's future 
family. (When I asked him how far in the future this snapshot 
was, he said, "Forty-five years." I was concerned that this meant 
Paul's death was imminent in his present life, but he had no prob-
lems with the math. I was forgetting that in this instance time is 
past, present, and future in one.) Afterward we discussed his pro-
gression. 

"Don' t the episodes seem to you like wish fulfillment?" I 
asked. 

"Not at all. They could be. Now that you bring it up, I can see 
why you'd think so, but what I saw wasn't how my imagination 
works. I've never had visions like these before. They seem very 
real." 

That he saw himself as Alison's grandson gave credence to his 
beliefs, though in my mind the memories were a little too "per-
fect." Even the Alison-grandson relationship could be explained 
by his intense desire to win her love in the present. Nevertheless, 
he believed the scenes were real, and that was all that mattered. 

"My next life wouldn' t have been possible if Alison hadn' t 
been healed," he said. 

The statement brought me up short. Alison was still very 
sick—remissions such as hers can be devastatingly fleeting—and 
I wondered what would happen to Paul if she died. Perhaps he 
had truly learned patience, I reflected. Perhaps it would be 
enough that he knew he would meet her again in a future life. 
There was no reason to shake his equilibrium. He was a different 
man from the self-hating smoothie who had first walked into my 
office. Besides, maybe what he saw was true. 

"She might not have gotten better without you," I told him. 
He was startled. "How do you mean?" 
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"For one thing, you chose to allow Alison's boyfriend to visit 
and left her free to fall in love. For another, you gave up your con-
trol and allowed yourself to love her openly and fully. Among 
other benefits, including the benefit to you, her immune system's 
response to that dual love may have been instrumental in fighting 
her cancer. I believe it was." 

"Along with the medicine," he said. 
"Along with the medicine. But the medicine hadn ' t worked 

before you changed." 
"And I changed thanks to you." 
It felt strange to hear him speak so humbly. "I just pointed the 

way. The important thing to realize is that you exercised the most 
important of all human attributes: You used your free will." 

Paul could have chosen to remain stubborn and inflexible. He 
could also have chosen to decline the past life therapy and then 
not have gained the understanding and insights he obtained. If he 
had been closed-minded, dictatorial, or impatient, Alison might 
not have gone into remission. He had instead chosen the path of 
courage, the path of love. 

Over the following months, with Phil and Paul joining the rest of 
her family at her side, Alison's improvement led to a remission. 
Her cancer seemed to be gone, just as Paul had seen in his future 
life. That life had reassured him in the present. Maybe his opti-
mism and his certainty, along with his love, helped her get well. 

Paul's story demonstrates the essential role that patience 
plays in our passage toward immortality. Inner peace is impossi-
ble without patience. Wisdom requires patience. Spiritual growth 
implies the mastery of patience. Patience allows the unfolding of 
destiny to proceed at its own unhurried pace. 

When we are impatient, we create misery for ourselves and 
for others. We rush to rash judgments and act without consider-
ing the consequences of what we do. Our choices are forced and 
often incorrect, and we are liable to pay a steep price. 
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Paul could have avoided heartache and premature death in his 
past lives if he had been more patient. It took him until this cen-
tury, this time, to understand that his present life and all those to 
come would be more harmonious and more fulfilled if he did not 
try to push the river of time. 



CHAPTER ~ 

Emily, Joyce, Roberta, and 
Anne: Nonviolence 

ATHIRTY-YEAR-OLD WOMAN NAMED EMILY, l iv ing in a p rev i -

ous life as part of a nomadic tribe in Central America, was 
killed in a mud slide in that earlier life, the result of an earth-
quake in 1634. Her frantic husband tried desperately to save her, 
but his efforts were futile. For her it was the end of a life of hard-
ship. The tribe spent most of its time searching for water, and 
Emily, when I regressed her to the time before her death, remem-
bered unending physical labor. The violence of nature was a 
given in her life. She spent her days in constant fear not only for 
her own safety but for the safety of the seventy others in her tribe. 

In this current life Emily had a terror of being caught in an 
earthquake, trapped in an elevator, or imprisoned. At a work-
shop she told me that her husband, her daughter (who was her 
sister in the earlier life—again, those who are vital to us often ap-
pear in our past lives), and her present-day sister had been mem-
bers of the ancient tribe, and once again she feared for them as 
for herself. The events of 9/11 traumatized he r—no more severe 
"ear thquake" could be imagined. She became very, very ill, barely 
able to leave her home. 

Another woman at that workshop named Joyce, listening to 
1 0 8 —• -
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her story, began to sob, and I asked her why she was so moved. 
She had detailed, vivid dreams of 9/11, she said, only they oc-
curred on the night of September 10. Since coming to the work-
shop she had been drawn to Emily. She had never met her but, 
without knowing why, had followed her for two days without 
speaking to her. Now she knew why, and she also knew why she, 
like Emily, had been afraid to leave her house. She was a success-
ful woman with a worldwide public relations network, but since 
9/11 she had not been able to go to her branch offices outside-
New York, and her business was suffering. The two women em-
braced, finding solace in each other. 

In Emily's case it was the violence of nature that caused a t rauma 
which persisted over many centuries. In Joyce's the violence was 
man-made and might remain with her in future lives unless psy-
chotherapy eased her fear. Their stories stayed with me, for I 
abhor violence: To me it is one of the most terrible plagues of our 
planet. If violence is natural—a hurricane or an ear thquake—we 
must accept it and understand that it probably happens for a 
reason. But violence caused by our own hands and wills, whether 
toward other humans or against the planet itself, places us in-
dividually and collectively in jeopardy. Anger management is a 
start toward preventing it. As we saw in chapter 2, without his re-
gressions, George might easily have injured one of his colleagues 
or a family member since some of violence's worst effects can be 
visited on the violent person's family, friends, and colleagues. I 
have dozens of similar cases of people who were violent or suf-
fered violence in past lives and had to experience the effects on 
themselves and on others in later lives, including this one. 

Roberta came to see me at the urging of her husband, Tom, a 
thirty-eight-year-old accountant who developed a successful 
practice working freelance for small businesses. I had met him at 
a fund-raiser for M o u n t Sinai Medical Center. Roberta, six years 
younger, was also successful, a vice president in the public rela-
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tions depar tment of a major airline. She came in early one bright 
winter morning, Tom at her side. 

Her blond curly hair, sparkling in the office light, surrounded 
an oval face and gave her a Little Orphan Annie look, the impres-
sion of youth offset by piercing wise blue eyes and a wide, sensu-
ous mouth delicately lipsticked in light red. She was slim, and her 
hand was soft when it shook mine. 

Tom had told me that they were having trouble conceiving, 
and I presumed the psychological ramifications of that were what 
had brought them to me. I was wrong. 

"Tom is going to leave me," she blurted as soon as he had left 
the room and I had finished taking down the details of age, ad-
dress, profession, and family. But when we met at the fund-raiser, 
Tom said that Roberta was his "reason for being," hardly the re-
mark of a man about to ditch his wife. 

"What makes you think so?" I asked. "Has he said anything? 
Intimated in any way that he 's—" 

"Oh, no," she said quickly. "Nothing like that ." She paused, 
gnawed at a nail, and looked at me shyly. "I just know it." 

"There's no objective event? It's an internal feeling?" 
She shrugged. "You'd probably call it a fantasy, but it's so 

real, it haunts me. I can't sleep. It's all I think about ." 
"And when you talk to Tom about it?" 
"He tells me I 'm being silly. I stopped asking Tom because 

he'd think I was still silly or even paranoid, and that would 
prompt him to leave me quicker." 

This kind of circular thinking is common in patients who 
have lost some grounding with reality. "Then how do you act 
toward him?" 

Her eyes looked toward the floor. "Mostly I cling to him even 
though I don' t think he likes it. That makes me mad, so I push 
him away. He and I both hate it that I 'm so dependent. He says I 
should trust him, have confidence in him, in us. I know I should, 
but I can' t ." 

"What does Tom say when you tell him you can't?" 
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"Nothing. His silence is the worst." I could see her tremble, 
though her voice remained strong. Obviously, she was feeling 
deep emotion. "He's a good man. When I 'm happy, he's happy, 
but when I'm sad, he gets sad too." 

"And when you're angry and push him away?" 
"I think he gets angry too, but he doesn't like to show it. 

Mostly he tries to get me out of my moods—jolly me out of them 
like I 'm some kind of invalid or emotional cripple." 

"He tells me you're having trouble conceiving," I said. 
Her expression grew sad. "Yes." 
"You've seen a doctor?" 
"Of course. H e could find nothing wrong with either of us." 
"What about in vitro fertilization?" 
This was a safe topic. Her voice grew steadier. "It's an option, 

but we don' t want to do it unless the doctor feels it's our only 
choice. I 'm sensitive to hormones of all kinds. Put me next to a 
bee, and I'm in terror of anaphylactic shock." 

"What about adoption?" 
"Again, an option, a last resort. I want his child." 
"And he wants yours?" 
"Absolutely." 
"Your sex life is healthy?" 
She blushed. "Robust ." 
"Good." We were silent for a while. I must have been smiling 

because those penetrating eyes caught mine, and she was sud-
denly angry. 

"What 's so funny?" 
"You're both trying to have a baby. Your sex life is . . . robust. 

He's given no hint that he wants to leave you. I know for a fact 
that Tom says you're his reason for being. Why not take him at 
his word?" 

"Because of the fear," she said gravely. 
"Fear of what?" 
"Of being abandoned." She began to cry. "I can't think of 

anything worse." 
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Here was a classic argument for regression therapy. There was 
nothing in Roberta's life that pointed to abandonment by some-
one she loved, but her terror was so great that it seemed clear she 
had been abandoned at some previous time. She loved Tom 
dearly, and he knew it. Her behavior and fears made no sense in 
the context of what I knew about their relationship. Maybe, I 
told her, we could find the source of her fears in another time, an-
other life. 

"Oh ," she said. "If we could, how marvelous!" 
She was soon under, and it did not take long for us to find a 

link. 
"It's 849," she said with enormous sorrow, "the year I died. I 

live in a nice house, one of the best in our village. I have a hus-
band I love very much—he is my life—and I 'm four months preg-
nant with our first child. It's a difficult pregnancy. I 'm often sick, 
and it's hard for me to work. I'm only comfortable when I'm lying 
down." 

A look of anguish crossed her face, and she raised her hands 
protectively over her eyes. "We're in imminent danger of attack. 
There's an invading army at our gates. All the townspeople, men 
and women, are armed against them, prepared to fight for the 
town." Tears came. "I 'm too weak to fight. My husband says I 'm 
to stay home and that if he sees the battle is going badly, he'll 
come back for me and take me south to the village of his ances-
tors. I beg him to take me now, but he says he must fight. It's his 
duty." 

"How do you feel about that?" I asked. 
"Sad. Very sad. Who'l l look after me?" 
Her anguish was evident. "Do you want to stop the regres-

sion?" 
"No. To go on ." 
Deeply hypnotized, she began to breathe heavily, and her 

body tensed in her chair. 
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"He's gone," she told me. "I can hear the shouts and screams 
of the battle. I pace the floor, waiting. I 'm frightened, worried 
about my unborn baby. The door bursts open. 'Thank God, ' I say, 
only it isn't my husband, it's the invaders. They rape me. An in-
vader slashes at me with a sword. Slashes again. The sword 
strikes my womb. The baby dies. I fall. There's blood everywhere. 
Another slash, this at my throat ." She gave a strangled cry. "I 'm 
dead." 

When I brought her back, she looked at me with horror. "My 
husband," she said. " He was Tom. My Tom. My love. He left me 
there to die." 

It was as though sunshine had left the room. 

As we've seen in other cases, present-life relatives of the patient 
appear in past lives, but their relationship to the patient is often 
changed. A daughter can become a grandmother, a father a sister, 
a brother, or a child. We learn f rom our relationships. People 
came back together again and again to resolve issues and to learn 
about love in all forms. 

Sometimes, as in Roberta 's case, the relationships are the 
same. Her husband, Tom, in this life was her husband in the 
ninth century as well, and he abandoned her—or did he? I won-
dered if it would be possible to regress Tom into the same time 
and place to find out what had happened to him that day. Why 
had he abandoned her? Wha t was his life like after the death of 
his wife and unborn child? In the present he had accompanied 
Roberta to several of her sessions, waiting in the outer office for 
her to finish, and occasionally the three of us would talk when 
Roberta's time was almost over. Now I called him in and got both 
their permissions to regress Tom, though it was acknowledged 
that he would not become my patient. I had worked with couples 
who had shared earlier lives, and now I was particularly anxious 
to get Tom's version of things if I could. If Roberta knew he 
hadn't abandoned her then, perhaps her fear of his abandoning 
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her now would diminish. Tom had a commitment out of town, 
so an appointment was made for several weeks later. 

Roberta returned the following week for her next visit. She re-
gressed effortlessly. 

"It's Paris. Summertime. I'm young—no more than twenty-
five—and very pretty. All I want to do is have fun, but I can't. My 
grandmother lives with me. I recognize her. She's Tom." 

This was said without surprise. Although what she saw was 
detailed and vivid, Roberta was not nearly as agitated by this re-
gression as she was by the previous one. 

"My grandmother brought me up since both my parents died 
when I was a little girl, but now I have to take care of her because 
she's sick and frail. She's demanding, too. D o this, do that. We 
have no money, so I have to shop, clean, cook, and change my 
stinky grandmother 's clothes because she's always soiling her-
self." 

Finally, she spoke with some vehemence. "It isn't fair! I 
shouldn't have to do this day after day. A girl's got to have some 
pleasure in her life." She leaned toward me conspiratorially. "I 'm 
running away. I 'm running to my friend Alain's house. He'l l take 
care of me, and he'll show me a good time." 

She skipped forward in time, and it is unclear whether her 
next memories immediately followed this absence f rom her 
grandmother 's apar tment or a later one. 

"My grandmother 's dead! While I was out drinking, going to 
cabarets, dancing, making love, she just died. I found her body 
when I came home. It looks like she starved to death 'cause she 
was really skinny. N o n e of her neighbors heard her cry out, so it's 
hard to tell when she died, but it couldn't have been too long ago. 
She doesn't smell yet, least not any more than she always has. It's 
bad news, though. Leaves me in an awful pickle. I 'm about to 
have a baby, and I've got no money, not a centime. I 'm not even 
sure who the father is. Alain said he'd give me money if the baby's 
his, but I had to prove it. Now how am I going to do that until 
after the baby's born?" 
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It didn't matter in the end. Roberta saw herself die in child-
birth, and her soul floated out of her body. She watched long 
enough to make sure the baby lived, no matter who the father 
was. In her life reviewr the overwhelming emotion was guilt. 

"I loved my grandmother ," she said, "not just because she 
raised me, but because she was a good woman who wanted only 
the best for me. But I was too young, too selfish. I put my own 
needs for f reedom and love ahead of her far greater ones. At the 
very least I could have balanced them, but I ended up abandoning 
her and—" She stopped abruptly. 

"You see the connection," I said, not prompting her but 
knowing she had indeed related the two regressions. 

"Of course! I abandoned her because my husband aban-
doned me a thousand years earlier. In Paris she was Tom, my hus-
band, who left me to die alone. It was an act of revenge!" 

A third regression, which took place a week later, showed us a dif-
ferent facet of the same theme of violence and abandonment . 
This time she was a Pakistani girl living in a small wooden house 
some five hundred years ago. Her mother had died when she was 
eleven, and as in Paris, the burden of cooking, cleaning, and other 
tedious chores fell on her, though in this life she had a father and 
brother who might have helped her. 

"They beat me," she said. "Whenever I did something 
wrong—if I didn' t wash their clothes in time or if they didn't like 
the food I served—they'd scream at me and hit me, one or the 
other of them, and sometimes both of them at once." 

"Why didn't you leave them?" I asked. "Run away?" 
"I needed them for food and shelter." She shivered. "Worse, I 

was afraid of what my life would be if I went away." 
"Anything else?" 
"I— I loved them." 
Her answer surprised me. "Really? Why?" 
"Because they couldn't help what they did. After all, our 
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mother abandoned them by dying. Two of our other siblings died 
before she did. It was a bleak time, a dark time. There was no law. 
They were the ones who had to bring home food, which meant 
that every day there was the possibility of violence, the chance 
they'd be killed. The illness that struck our mother could have 
felled any one of us. They had no control over what would hap-
pen, no control over nature, over other men, over fate." She shook 
her head. "To be a man in that time, to have no money and no 
hope—that was awful ." 

"So it was because of them, not in spite of them, that you 
chose to stay," I said. 

It was an explanation she had not thought of, but I was sure 
she would have come to it herself. "Yes." 

"What happened next?" 
"They stopped beating me. One day they just plain stopped. 

My father died soon after, but my brother stayed and took me 
into his household when he married. Eventually, I found a man 
who loved me, and we moved away. He was a good man, and we 
led a normal life for that time and place." 

"You died happy?" 
She sighed. "I died content." 
In our present-day review she realized that all three regres-

sions—and particularly the first—explained why she was so 
afraid that Tom would leave her in his life, but she knew it with 
her brain, not her heart , and she remained uneasy. 

"I 'm seeing Tom tomorrow," I said. "Maybe he can help." 

He arrived apprehensively. "I 'm doing this for Roberta," he said, 
"to find out about her, not about me." 

To prevent distortion I had instructed Roberta not to tell Tom 
any details of her own past life recollections. I promised him that 
he would have to undergo only one session unless he chose to 
come back. 

"Not a chance," he said with the wariness of the mystical 
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that was common to accountants, lawyers, and doctors whose 
analytical minds beg for precise explanation. I was mildly sur-
prised, therefore, when he reached a deeply relaxed level within a 
few minutes. 

"I 'm going to lead you to a past life when you and Roberta 
were together," I told him, remembering Elizabeth and Pedro 
from my book Only Love Is Real who also remembered sharing 
past lives. Through them I had discovered the fact of soul mates 
coming together multiple times and had seen the same phenome-
non in other patients. 

Almost immediately his back arched as though someone or 
something had hit him. "I've got to get out of here!" he said des-
perately. 

"Where are you?" 
"In a battle. We're surrounded, outflanked. My poor wife! 

I've left her alone, and I've promised—" His eyes were closed, but 
he raised his arms as though wielding an axe or a sword. "I'll cut 
my way out! She needs me." With a cry he brought his arms 
down; then the muscle tension vanished, and his hands lay limply 
in his lap. "Too late," he whispered. "I'll never see my wife again, 
never know my child." His last feelings were of guilt and sadness. 
When I brought him back to the present, he told me he would 
never leave Roberta again. 

When Roberta came for her next session, she was relaxed and 
smiling; the sunshine had returned. Obviously, she and Tom had 
spent some time expressing their experiences in the ninth century. 

"I now know why he didn't come back to rescue me," she 
said. "He abandoned me, true, but not because he wanted to, not 
because I wasn't in his dying thoughts." She laughed. "Well, he's 
too old now to fight for his country, so I guess I 'm safe in this life. 
With your help, Dr. Weiss, it's clear why I was so afraid he'd leave 
me, and it's clear that when he says he loves me, he means it. Peo-
ple in love don' t go in much for abandonment , do they?" 
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Roberta was able to let go of her fear of abandonment , her 
insecurities, and her doubts about Tom. She realized that vio-
lence was not necessarily a part of every life and that she was free 
to choose love instead of fear. This choice was a core theme or 
pattern in many of her subsequent regressions, and she saw it in 
the young Pakistani girl who elected to love her father and 
brother despite their violent natures rather than hate or fear 
them. 

There was one remaining obstacle for Roberta and Tom: 
their infertility. The loss of her child in the ninth century might 
explain it, and so might her death during childbirth in nine-
teenth-century France. But these events had already taken place, 
she understood, and as with the issue of abandonment , might 
very well not happen again in this life or future ones. 

I decided to try to progress Roberta into the near future so she 
could fully understand this concept. As always, she quickly 
reached a peaceful state and was soon observing the course of her 
life f rom a higher perspective. "I see two possible life paths," she 
said, "one with children and the other wi thout ." 

"Start with 'wi thout . ' " 
"The one without is dark and narrow, barren. I 'm afraid of 

everything, f rom insects and snakes to going out of doors. Be-
cause we can't have children, Tom has abandoned me, and that 
adds to my fears. N o other man will choose me, and I'm too 
weak and fearful to exist on my own." She shuddered. "It's 
awful." 

"But with children?" I prompted. 
"The world is sunny and wide. Tom is with me, just as he 

promised. I am happy, fulfilled." 
Progressing to this happy life, she was able to completely let 

go of the fears she had carried over f rom so many lifetimes: the 
loss of loved ones and her own death, abandonment , and be-
trayal. As she was making these connections, her face took on a 
radiance. 
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"Where are you?" I asked. 
"I 'm up very high, higher than the clouds. I 'm floating. Float-

ing and watching. It's beautiful here. The air is clear. I can see for 
miles." 

"Are you alone?" 
"Yes. Wait—no! Two girls, angelic children, my children, are 

coming to greet me. I can feel their love, feel their joy. Oh, and I 
love them and I 'm joyful!" She paused, watching her future soul. 
"I recognize them. One is my grandmother, the woman I loved 
most in the world. She died when I was nine. The other is my 
mother—not my mother today but the mother of the Pakistani 
girl I was in a past life five hundred years ago. They ' re hugging me 
and I'm hugging them, and I will be with them always." 

I have no way of validating Roberta's vision, but I report it ac-
curately It is her experience, and she really believed this is what 
would come to pass. It is possible that Roberta and Tom will not 
be able to conceive and the notion of any children at all is a fan-
tasy—though Roberta and Tom could, of course, adopt children. 
What is important is that Roberta has full confidence that even-
tually she will be united with her children, and because of this she 
is more confident of herself and of her ability to love. 

She has made her way f rom a time of violence to a time of 
peace; she has made progress toward the point "above the 
clouds." 

Roberta's story demonstrates the ha rm that violence 
causes—not just immediately but for future generations, and not 
just for the victim but for the perpetrator. Those who are violent 
or who suffer violence may carry their fears and at tendant nega-
tive emotions ahead to many, many future lifetimes—until they, 
like Roberta, find love. 

Anne's story presents a fascinating contrast to Roberta's, for hers 
started in the future. 
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Two days before she came to see me, she awoke f rom a 
dream drenched in sweat. It was another of those weird recur-
rent dreams she had been having; she woke up sweating only if 
the dream had deep meaning. The Anne who became the fu-
ture Anne was determined by her choices, she heard a voice 
saying, though she could not see the messenger and did not 
know if it was male or female. Someone very wise was giving 
her the message, Anne told me. It seemed to know already 
what her choices would be, but she had no idea what choices it 
was talking about . All her life she had acted impulsively and 
of ten arbitrarily. 

Anne, twenty-four, stocky but not fat , looking like the be-
spectacled girl who plays the star's best friend in teenage movies, 
was a graduate student studying architecture up north. Her goal 
was to design innovative housing complexes, incorporating envi-
ronmental concerns and allowing the rich and poor to live to-
gether. Hers was a vision of people living in harmony in a 
beautiful setting. 

The voice knew of her plan. In a dream she had after we had 
started working together, it showed her a future where Anne had 
already designed her project. (It was like a novelist wanting to 
write a novel and finding out f rom a messenger that he had al-
ready written it in the future.) Your job is to connect to that fu-
ture where you've developed your plan, not the one where you 
have not, the voice told her. She did not know that I had started 
progressing patients into the future; she was curious about the 
meaning of the dream in the present. 

She told me an impediment to fulfilling her plan lay in her 
fear of the limelight. If someone praised her work, she would get 
anxious. Usually, she would submit her drawings anonymously, 
even though her professors knew she was the artist. The prospect 
of winning an award or achieving general recognition filled her 
with dread. Public success, she knew, would precipitate a panic 
attack. 
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Her history indicated no explanat ion for these reactions in 
her current life. I was intrigued by her dreams, though , and sug-
gested we look into her fu ture first for more in format ion or clari-
fication. She agreed. While she was in a relaxed t rance state, I led 
her ahead in t ime to discover what would happen t o the housing 
project. 

She watched several fu ture scenarios unfold . In one, there was 
no project at all. She worked at an architectural firm, but at a 
mid-level posi t ion, d ra f t ing the ideas of others. In a second, a 
housing project was complete , and it incorpora ted only some of 
her ideas. It was imperfect , not what she had envisioned. She 
could see the p laque in the main lobby. H e r n a m e was not listed. 

The third scenar io—tr iumph! T h e complex was entirely her 
design. Her n a m e was first on the architectural drawings and on 
the plaque. Yet when she reported it, she did not seem happy, 
(There were several other possible scenarios as well, but not as 
distinct as these three.) 

"It's the fear," she said when I b rought her back. "The fear of 
recognition, the fear of success. I realize I can go any of the ways, 
but the third seems the most terrifying. I don't want my name on 
that plaque." 

In fact, the p laque was not a sign of ego; it was a symbol rep-
resenting the absence of fears and of her panic at tacks. He r name 
would not go on it as long as she was afra id . I knew we would 
have to look into her past for the healing to take place. 

In her first regression Anne was a boy in an ancient horse-riding 
culture of central Asia. T h e chief of her nomad ic village had a 
son who was two years older than Anne but did no t possess 
Anne's skill at horseback riding, at archery, or wi th a saber. " H e 
doesn' t like me," Anne repor ted simply. T h e other boy was being 
groomed to be his father 's successor, and it infuriated the old 
man to see his son continually bested. Anne was oblivious to the 
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effects of her success, yet more and more the chieftain's son was 
humiliated by Anne's victories. 

"There was a riding contest for all the young men in the vil-
lage," Anne said. "It was one I determined to win, and I did. The 
entire town, women and men, feted me for my achievement. I 
drank too much and lay down in a field outside the village to 
sleep. The chieftain's son snuck up silently and slit my throat. I 
did not die quickly. I watched my wine-red blood flow out ." 

In our discussion after I led her back, Anne told me she had 
not begun to apprehend the mortal danger her successes created. 
"Of course!" she exclaimed. "Sitting here with you now it's easy 
to link outward success with great physical harm. N o wonder 
I 'm afraid." 

She could see the pattern of success creating danger in a 
kaleidoscopic string of images of past lives during her next re-
gression. In one she was a talented musician, a man ruined by his 
rival who stole Anne's music and presented it as his own. In an-
other she was a girl in a Near Eastern kingdom some two thou-
sand years ago. Upper-class boys of her age were taught arcane 
secrets and rituals forbidden to girls, but Anne spied on the re-
stricted classes and learned what they did. One day, being taunted 
by the boys, she blurted out one of the secrets. "You see," she 
said, "I know just as much as you do." She paid for her arrogance 
with her life. She was reported, jailed, and soon killed because 
death was the punishment for breaking the taboo. 

As we processed these experiences, Anne was able to pinpoint 
the equations. Success meant violence. Self-exposure meant pun-
ishment. Pride meant death. Gradually, with more therapy, she 
was able to realize that her panic at being in the limelight was a 
consequence of past life experiences, not something she had to 
fear in her present or future lives. With difficulty, for her terror 
went deep, she was able to relinquish her fears. She began to sign 
her class drawings, and she built a scale model of her building 
complex, winning a prize for "Most Innovative Design." She 
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could not go so far as to give an acceptance speech, she admit ted , 
but the prize, a silver p laque, s tands on her mantel . 

\X'e both have an idea of the futures that Anne will find herself 
in. Indeed, the Anne who will become the future Anne will be de-
termined by her choices. She no longer sweats when the Mas te r 
comes back to remind her. 



C: H A F T E R S 

Bruce: 
Relationships 

\ V / HEN WE ARE IN HUMAN FORM, even though our ultimate 
V V g o a l is to merge with the spirit, the one soul, interaction 

with others physically, emotionally, and spiritually lies at the core 
of our life. How we handle this plays a large par t in determining 
our future. 

A woman I know who spent her adult life in an ashram was a 
spiritual person, but she complained to me that she couldn't 
meditate at all. In one of my own meditations I understood why. 
She needed to go out into the world, to be in many relationships, 
to experience loss and grief, joy and love. For all her spirituality, 
she had vital lessons to learn. 

We all have many different types of relationships: one-
on-one; with our families and loved ones; with the people we 
work with—bosses, colleagues, and other employees; with our 
friends; and with teachers and students. Across our many lives 
their bodies may change and the relationships with them may 
change, but we are still learning the lesson of the importance of 
relationships, because we come around again and again with the 
same soul. 

Maybe your mother has been pushing your buttons for many 
124 
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lifetimes. Maybe, in different lifetimes, you've been her mother, 
and maybe you've been in other relationships with her that are 
not mother and child. Eventually, we must heal all our relation-
ships, and we must use all our skills to do this, especially empa-
thv, compassion, nonviolence, and love. Communicat ion is the 
kev to every relationship. Love and openness are vital to the 
process, but so is safety, for if it's not safe to communicate, you 
won't. 

How do you make the environment for communicat ion safe? 
Bv knowing first of all that there are many ways of communicat-
ing—words, thoughts, body language, expression in the eyes and 
face, touch—and that each must be attended to. You should also 
understand that the soul with whom you have a relationship may 
have been important to you in the past during many lifetimes and 
over many centuries, and may be important in future centuries as 
well. 

A recent patient of mine was horrified to think that a co-
dependent relationship she had with an abusive man, one she had 
just managed to escape, was not over; she realized that the man 
might return to her in a future life. "How can I prevent it?" she 
asked. "I don ' t want him back." 

The answer is to make sure there are no hooks in you that will 
pull him back—no anger, no violence, nothing negative at all. If 
you can leave a relationship with love, empathy, and compassion, 
without any thoughts of revenge, hatred, or fear, that is how you 
let go. 

You can choose to no longer have a relationship with that 
person or persons. You can interact only wi th those you feel a 
kinship to, only wi th those whom, in its broadest definition, you 
love. In fu ture lives you will be together with many of your loved 
ones, your soul mates, because you are func t ion ing as a family of 
souls. Others will have to catch up, to learn the lessons you have 
mastered, before they, too, can join your communi ty of souls. 
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One of the most moving examples of relationships in action in-
volved Bruce who came to me last year in terrible shape. He was 
suffering, he told me, f rom symptoms of chronic anxiety: sleep-
lessness, heart palpitations, sudden rages, and occasional alco-
holic binges. He was a nondescript man with wet eyes, a wet 
handshake, and closely cropped brown hair that hid incipient 
baldness. His speech retained cadences of the Midwest—he was 
from Milwaukee—but he had lived in Miami for two years with 
Frank, a producer fifteen years his senior (Bruce was thirty-five) 
who was connected with one of our regional theaters. Frank had 
once had a blazing career, but a series of flops had reduced his 
reputation and his income, forcing him to move f rom a mansion 
in Los Angeles to a humble house in Coral Gables. It changed 
him f rom a witty, contented man to a sour soul who took much 
of his depression out on Bruce through sarcasm and public hu-
miliation. Of late they had taken to fighting with each other both 
privately and publicly, though neither wanted to end the relation-
ship. 

Bruce was a costume designer. The two had met when Frank 
hired him for a production. They had entered a physical relation-
ship quickly. Both men preferred to keep it clandestine and so 
lived apar t in Los Angeles, sharing lodging only when they moved 
to Miami. 

When I asked Bruce why he stayed since Frank had become 
so difficult, he merely shrugged and said, "With it all, I love 
him." 

"Yes, but moving out doesn't mean you'd have to stop seeing 
each other. It might loosen Frank's hold on you," I said. "And it 
might ease some of your anxiety. How does he humiliate you?" 

"By calling me a faggot or his mistress in front of our friends 
and by making me do things I don' t like—sexual things—in pri-
vate." 

"You don' t fight back?" 
"Sometimes. More these last few months. And the anger 
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comes out in other ways, too. But most of the t ime I keep it in-
side, hidden. Particularly in bed." 

"You say it comes out in other ways—when you drink, for in-
stance? Inappropriately, I presume." 

"I get mad at bar tenders and whores ." 
"Male whores?" 
"Of course." A slight shudder showed what he thought of the 

idea of sleeping with women . 
" D o you f requent them of ten?" 
"No . From t ime to t ime." 
"Why?" 
"When I get tired of Frank hur t ing me and want to hur t 

someone back." 
"Physically hu r t them?" 
Another shudder. "No . I make them d o some of the things 

I 'm forced to do wi th Frank." 
A strange kind of revenge, I thought . "Cou ld you give them 

up?" I asked. "Redirect your anger toward the person who pro-
voked it?" 

He was quiet for a momen t . T h e n he said, " I 'm not sure I 
could show Frank the real depth of my anger. It's t oo dangerous. 
But I've given up the whores ." 

"It's a s tar t ," I said. " G o o d for you." 
His wet eyes overflowed, and he bowed his head. " N o , bad 

for me." 
"Why? It s eems—" 
H e s topped me. "I have AIDS. I don ' t want to infect anyone 

with it." 
His overall heal th had been declining for some months , he 

told me. H e had a gastric ulcer, and the b i r thmark on his ab-
domen had recently and inexplicably begun to bleed. Panicked, 
he had it biopsied, but no cancer was found and he was briefly re-
lieved. Still, the large scar that was left at the site would f rom time 
to time turn beet red and ooze a d rop or two of blood. This led 
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him to his internist, who diagnosed AIDS. "More a confirmation 
of my fears than a diagnosis," he said. Tests were taken. The di-
agnosis was verified two weeks ago. Because of it, he made an ap-
pointment with me. 

I could help him with his anxiety and his relationship with 
Frank, I said, but I could not cure him of the disease, though 
"cocktails" were now in wide use that would slow down its 
progress and add years to his life. 

His expression was profoundly sad. "Extra years are no good 
unless I can get my life together." 

"Then let me ask: Do your parents know you're homosex-
ual?" 

"They do now. I kept it f rom them as long as I could—I even 
made up a California girlfriend I'd write them about—but when 
Frank and I moved here and started living together, they found 
out ." 

"Their reaction?" 
"Shock. Denial. Believe it or not: 'Wasn't there some medi-

cine I could take?' I think they're more concerned about their 
friends knowing than anything else. After all, it's the Midwest, 
and they're about a century behind the rest of the country." He 
put his hand to his forehead in a theatrical gesture. " 'The shame 
of it!' " 

I laughed despite myself. 
"They're good people, loving people—just ignorant on this 

subject," he went on. "When I go home to visit, they greet me 
with love and respect. It's my brother who's the problem." 

"Your brother?" 
"I guess I forgot to mention him. Yes, Ben's a Milwaukee big 

shot. Senior vice president at Aetna. Lots of money, lots of 
friends, lots of clout. The Republicans have dangled the word 
congressman before his eyes, and he's been salivating after it like 
a dog at the track." 

"And a gay brother—?" 
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He shrugged. "Good-bye Washington. He came to see me 
about a year ago and actually asked me to change my name. I told 
him to go fuck himself. He persisted: i t might be good if you dis-
appeared for a while. At least don ' t tell anybody you're my 
brother.' Well, that got me. How dare he! I 'm just as good as he 
is—better—even though my lover's a man. I went after him. My 
last sight of him was his sorry ass running down Coral Way." 

If this was one of his sudden rages, it seemed to me justified. I 
told him so. 

"True, but like when I 'm angry at Frank, when I think of 
Ben's attitude, I explode—wherever I am and against whomever 
I'm with. Ben is just a half-assed, greedy, glorified insurance sales-
man. I pity him, and it's ridiculous that I want to kill him. I am 
the better man, and better men don' t hold a grudge—or a dozen 
of them." 

His rages did seem too violent to be explained solely by the 
circumstances of his life. And while his anxiety was natural, 
given the diagnosis of AIDS, I wondered if it was always so severe 
that, like now, it affected his life. 

"Yes," he answered when I asked about it. "Even in school 
when I had every reason to be happy—good student, loving par-
ents, that sort of thing—I always felt a sense of dread. Now that 
I have something real to dread, it has gotten worse, but not that 
much worse." 

"Maybe it comes f rom something that happened in your 
past," I said. 

"My childhood? No. As I just told you, it was extremely nor-
mal." 

"Not your childhood," I said, "your distant past ." 
He leaned forward. "Explain." 

I did explain, and he agreed to a regression. Surprisingly, because 
I thought Bruce would be leery of hypnosis, not wanting to allow 
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himself to become too vulnerable, he could go under more deeply 
than all but a few of my patients, and what he remembered was 
vivid. 

"I am in ancient Egypt. It is during the reign of the great 
Pharaoh whose ambition is to build temples and palaces pro-
claiming his might and his magnificence. There have been tem-
ples built before, but these are to be grander than anything ever 
at tempted. I am an engineer, and the Pharaoh has chosen me to 
work on two projects: the creation of a sanctuary and the erec-
tion of connecting colonnades. 

"I have actually met with the Pharaoh himself; it was there he 
described his plans. It is of course an incalculable honor to be se-
lected, and if I succeed, anything of my asking shall be mine for 
the rest of my life. When I told him I would need five hundred la-
borers and slaves, he offered a thousand. N o expense is to be 
spared, no death in service of the ultimate goal regretted. The 
buildings are to sanctify this supreme divinity and must reflect his 
supremacy. 

"Still, the Pharaoh has issued stringent commands. The sanc-
tuary is to be completed in seven years, the colonnades three 
years later. Only the finest marble can be used, only the strongest 
stones. We are to make sure that when it is completed, the result 
will proclaim his glory for all eternity. 

"The task is difficult. There are the practical problems of 
t ransport ing the stones and the marble, to say nothing of having 
adequate water on hand, and wood for the rails on which to raise 
the stones. The weather, even in the winter, is blazing hot. Sand-
and windstorms are persistent hazards. Architects and engineers 
of equal talent, or so the Pharaoh believes, will be designing and 
building other temples, other colonnades. We will no doubt be in 
competition with one another for what necessarily must be lim-
ited supplies, even given the Pharaoh's wealth. 

"And there is one more impediment. The Pharaoh has a 
cousin. I've met the man, a meddler, a sycophant, an egomaniac 
with no talent and less taste. He is the overseer of the entire proj-
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cct. I and all the other architects and engineers are to obey him. 
His word is the Pharaoh's word and thus is law. I am frightened of 
him. He could wreck everything." 

Indeed, Bruce paled as he spoke of the overseer. The man 
continued to exert his power even in the stillness of my office. I 
was struck by the formality of Bruce's language, quite different 
from the colloquial speech he used ordinarily. When I later asked 
him if he had ever been to Egypt, he assured me he hadn' t . His-
torv and travel to historic sites did not appeal to him. 

I led him forward in this past life. 
"My worries are confirmed," Bruce continued. "He meddles 

in everything. He seems to dislike me in particular. Perhaps he 
can sense my aversion to him, though I forbear to express it. At 
any rate he is at my side nearly every day, offering ludicrous sug-
gestions, countermanding my orders, complaining that my com-
rades and I are working too slowly, although it is he who stands in 
the way of progress. Given the time strictures laid down by the 
Pharaoh, this increases the pressure on me to a point where I am 
sure I will explode. Every day means a battle with myself to stay 
calm in the face of demands and his taunts when I can't satisfy 
them. 

"About a year after work started, the scoundrel insists that 
the sanctuary be placed next to a different temple rather than by 
the foremost temple. When I remind him that this is directly con-
trary to the Pharaoh's orders, he calls me a fool in front of my 
colleagues and starts to walk off. 

"What I fear comes to pass: I explode. I tell him he's the fool, 
that he's nothing but an idiot and looks the par t , that he is as stu-
pid as the stones surrounding him. 'Let's take this matter to the 
Pharaoh, ' I say. 'He will decide who should have final authority.' 

"The Pharaoh's cousin retaliates in the worst way possible. 
Rather than go with me to the palace, he enlists a rival of mine, 
another engineer, to poison the wine I drink at dinner. I fall 
sick immediately; the pain is excruciating, and I am put to bed. 
That night one of the guards sneaks into my tent and stabs me 
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in the stomach. I die instantly. My last sight is of the Pharaoh's 
wretched cousin standing outside my tent, laughing." 

1 brought him back; he was visibly shaken. "Can you express 
what you're feeling?" 1 asked. 

"The . . . the place on my stomach where I was stabbed," he 
stammered. "It's the same place where I have the scar tissue f rom 
the biopsy, the wound that bleeds f rom time to time for no appar-
ent reason." 

"Anything else?" 
He was in an ecstasy of revelation. "The overseer, the man 

who tormented me in Egypt during that past life, he's my brother 
in this one." 

Anger, as he had admitted, was a negative factor in his present 
life. It was at its most virulent when he was confronting or was 
confronted by his brother Ben who, after all, had asked Bruce to 
give up his identity, to become invisible. 

I was as anxious as he to revisit another past life. Again, it 
was in ancient Egypt, at another time. 

"I 'm a priest, a healer, one of a very few employed by the rich 
and powerful. Our medicine is arcane, not the usual herbs and lo-
tions that lay doctors use. My healing method involves the use of 
what we priests call energy rods. When the rods are turned in pre-
cisely the right way, they emit healing sound vibrations and light 
frequencies. Their use is not random. There is a prescribed se-
quence of light and sound, an intricate order and pattern to how 
the rods are aimed at portions of the body. The art is secret. It in-
volves energy and light and their accumulation, storage, and 
transfer." 

"Where do you practice this medicine?" I asked. 
His eyes glittered. "In secret chambers within the healing 

temples. Only a few priests know of their location. Even those 
who do menial work in the temples do not know of them, so mas-
terfully are they hidden." 
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"And you are able to work wonders?" 
"Exactly! We have cured many diseases." He leaned forward. 

"And we are able to regenerate organs and limbs lost in battle." 
"Through the use of the rods?" 
"The rods. Yes." 
"Amazing." 
I had read about healing techniques and medicine in ancient 

cultures, and while I had never read about the rods that Bruce 
described, I did know that Egyptian doctors claimed they could 
regenerate limbs and organs, and that they had apparently ac-
complished wonders in curing blood diseases, immune diseases, 
and diseases of the skin and brain. There is, in fact, an inner 
chamber in one of the Luxor temples that was used as a medical 
room; its walls are covered with paintings that show the doctors 
at work in these fields. 

1 next saw Bruce a month later. In the interim he had devel-
oped pneumonia, a common side effect of AIDS, and had to be 
hospitalized. When he returned, his face was very white and he 
seemed exhausted, though when I volunteered to put off our ses-
sions, he insisted we go on. 

"They ' re doing healing things for me," he said. "I can' t ex-
plain precisely why, but I feel I 'm on the edge of something vi-
tally impor tan t . It's essential I unders tand what it is before I 
die." 

Rather than have him go back again, although it would have 
been valuable, I decided to see if I could use the mind-body con-
nection to alleviate his physical symptoms. "I want to try an ex-
periment," I told him. "Are you up for it?" 

"Sure. Anything." 
"Then I want you to switch roles in your mind. You are an 

Egyptian patient receiving light and sound energy, and I want you 
to transfer that energy into your present body and mind." 

This was unor thodox, granted, but I did it because he was 
HIV positive and was suffering pain at the site of the biopsy. 

"Who should your doctor be?" I asked. 
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"Frank," he answered immediately. "We've had our differ-
ences, but underneath it all, he still loves me." 

"Frank is with you in your Egyptian life," I said. "He's a 
priest-healer; he knows the arcane sciences. Let him apply his 
knowledge to you." 

Bruce closed his eyes and leaned back in his chair. I could see 
his facial muscles relax, and a bit of color returned to his cheeks. 
"It's working. I feel better." 

"Excellent. Your doctor understands the use of the rods; he 
knows the patterns and the order of light and sound. This is the 
highest level of healing. Be grateful for it." 

"I am," he whispered. "Oh, I am!" 
The rest of the session was spent in silence. When Bruce left, 

I told him to meditate at home. "The light and the healing will be 
with you there. It needn't be confined to this office." 

He came back not only feeling healthier but with insights. 
"My brother was with me in both past lives," he said. "He was 
the overseer in the first, but in the second he was with me as an-
other priest-healer. And when you asked me to go back to that life 
and be the patient, it was Ben who turned out to be the healer of 
me, not Frank." 

"I 'm sure that 's right. Now put yourself in Ben's place in both 
lifetimes. Project yourself into his body and his perspective." 

He concentrated for several minutes, frowning with the ef-
fort. Then his eyes opened, and his smile was incandescent. "He's 
jealous of me! Both in the past life and this one. Even though he's 
the powerful one, the administrator or the politician, he's jealous. 
It's his own suffering that makes him so cruel." 

Bruce explained that although his brother was an Egyptian 
noble and administrator, he nevertheless resented Bruce's talent 
and skills, which he did not possess nor could he ever learn. He 
was raised in an environment of absolute privilege and power, 
and when Bruce lashed out at him in public, he had to avenge the 
humiliation. 
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"Thus the poison," Bruce said. "The knife thrust was extra. It 
was powered by anger, jealousy, and shame." 

He was obviously undergoing an intense empathic experi-
ence. I have rarely seen a patient so moved. "What about your 
present life? What 's your brother jealous of now?" 

The answer came quickly: "My parents ' love. Maybe because 
1 was the more fragile child, they paid more attention to me than 
him—'Ben's so strong, he can get along by himself '—and to him 
that meant they loved me more, though I 'm not sure that's true. 
This is the revelation. I wish I had known it sooner." 

I asked the psychiatrist's core question: "How does it make 
you feel?" 

"Forgiving. Loving. He's not the powerful other. He's just like 
me, a mixture of strength and weakness. It's glorious!" 

"Do you think he could feel the same way?" 
"Of course. If I can, he can, for we are the same. My second 

life in Egypt taught me that ." 
"Can you teach him?" 
"I can try." 

As I write this, Bruce has made enormous progress. His abdomi-
nal wound has healed; it never turns red or seeps blood. His ulcer 
is similarly healed. He and Frank have resolved their sexual is-
sues, and they have stopped fighting, though they still squabble. I 
think they both enjoy it. Through his past life and spiritual expe-
riences he has lost his fear of death. He does not see his brother as 
all-powerful and realizes some of this feeling came from his own 
projections onto Ben. Of all the lessons his regression has taught 
him, the most powerful, he thinks, is that relationships are in 
their profoundest sense between equals, and if he can laud the 
strengths of the other and forgive the weaknesses—for they are 
ours as well—then love will follow. He and his brother see each 
other often and communicate daily. 
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"He has turned my being gay into a political plus," Bruce told 
me with a grin. " N o w he's a 'liberal Republican. ' In Wisconsin 
you can't do better." 

In one of our last sessions he told me that when he was the 
Egyptian priest-healer, he sometimes oversaw the healing cere-
monies at tendant to the application of the rods. In these cere-
monies he connected the power of the healing energies, light and 
sound, which in Egyptian times were believed to connect to the 
power of the divinities but are now, he knows, attributes of the 
one god or the One. Bruce knows that he is and always has been 
immortal , that all of us are eternally interconnected, and that we 
are forever embraced by love. 



C H A P T E R 9 

Patrick: 
Security 

WE HEAR THE WORD security every day. Financial security, 
Social Security, national security—all these are impor-

tant. But here we are discussing a more profound security, secu-
rity of self: emotional security, psychic security, security that 
enables us to interact fully with our families, our lovers, our 
friends, our society, our civilization. 

It springs f rom self-love, f rom understanding yourself as a 
soul, and f rom realizing you were present in past lives and will 
exist in future lives throughout all time. Real security comes f rom 
the knowledge that you are immortal , that you are eternal, and 
that you can never be harmed. 

I've treated very wealthy people who are miserable and have 
no sense of security at all, though their creature comforts are as-
sured throughout their present lives. Security doesn't come from 
possessions. You can't bring your material things into the next 
life, but you can bring your deeds, your actions, and your 
growth—what you have learned and how you are progressing as a 
spiritual human being. It is also possible that you can take some 
of your talents. I have the idea that Mozar t was an accomplished 
musician in an earlier life, which accounts for his precocity as a 
child in the eighteenth century. 
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Security and self-esteem are interrelated, and self-esteem is 
sometimes difficult to achieve, though without it self-love isn't 
possible. Many of us incorporate the concept taught (usually un-
consciously) by our parents, teachers, friends, or communities 
that we are deficient in some way, not up to the mark. If we can let 
go of the negatives, we can gain self-love. The religious traditions 
that say "love everybody else" miss the point. Self-love is the basis 
for love of others. It is where real charity begins. When you love 
yourself, it will spill over; when you don' t love yourself, your en-
ergy will consciously or unconsciously be focused on finding it, 
and you won't have time for anybody else. 

Self-love isn't selfish; it's healthy self-esteem. The egotist, the 
braggart, the self-promoter, the diva, and the salesman—those 
who come across as self-loving in order to sell themselves or their 
products—are often insecure at heart. The man 1 once thought 
was the most put-together person I knew, a model of public self-
assurance and self-promotion, told me in a moment of mutual 
confidence that he played a game called "dodge the bus," which 
meant he stood at a dangerous street corner and tried to see how 
close he could come to being hit. 

"What if you were killed?" I asked, flabbergasted. 
"Then the world would be rid of a worthless thing," he an-

swered. 
True self-love doesn ' t need to be broadcast or publicly dis-

played. It is an inner state, a feeling, a s trength, a happiness; it 
is security. Remember , souls are pa r t of the One , which is love. 
We all have souls. We are always loved. We can always love in 
return. 

When Patrick entered my office for the first time, he looked like a 
scruffy adolescent—hair tousled, wispy beard, jeans and Marlins 
jacket that needed a wash, untied Adidas sneakers and filthy fin-
gernails—but he was actually thirty-one. A cadaverously thin 
young man with rheumy eyes that he averted and a limp hand-
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shake, this was a man whose self-esteem was as low as that of 
anyone I've ever encotintered. 

We established his age, residence (Miami), that he was still 
living with his parents, profession (accountant for a fledgling dot-
com company), and the fact that he was an only child and sin-
gle—"a virgin," he told me with a flush of shame. 

"Who recommended me?" I asked. 
"My parents." 
"Do I know them?" 
"No. There is no way you would. My father works in the 

shipping office of a factory, and my m o m is a saleslady at Kmart . 
Not the sort of people you hobnob with." 

The last was said hostilely. I let it pass but thought they must 
love their son deeply to spend the money for his therapy. "Then 
how did they find out about me?" 

"They heard you on a TV show and immediately it was 
'That 's the man for Patrick.' " 

"Why?" 
"Because I 'm into science fiction—or was." 
"And they think past life regression is science fiction?" I 

looked at him closely. "Do you?" 
A shrug. Silence. I pressed on: "You said you were into science 

fiction. When was that?" 
"When I was a kid." 
"But you're not anymore?" 
"Oh, I guess I am. But I 'm too old for it." 
Remarkable. Many of my adult friends read science fiction 

and have lent me books by writers I admire: Verne, Wells, Lem, 
Bradbury I was particularly interested in them now since they 
had extraordinary visions of the future. "What 's ' too old'?" 

"Twelve." 
He said it with such assurance that I knew an event had hap-

pened when he was that age which had somehow scarred him. 
"You were too old when you reached twelve? Other people read 
science fiction until they're ninety." 
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Another shrug. Granted. "Who said you were too old?" 
"My dad. He took my hooks and sold them to a secondhand 

bookstore. He said it was time for me to prepare for what I'd do 
when I was grown up." 

"And science fiction would interfere with that?" 
"I was a dreamer, he said, living on Mars . It was time to come 

back to Earth." 
"Was he right?" 
"I suppose so." Patrick leaned forward and at last his voice 

became animated. "But I'll tell you, Dr. Weiss. It was a lot better 
living on Mars than it is on Earth." 

Then how unhappy his life on Earth must be. 
"What do you think of the probes of Mars now?" I asked. 

"Have you seen the pictures?" 
"Have I! And that's just the beginning. In ten years there'll be 

humans on Mars , colonies of them." 
"Will you be there?" 
The light went out of it as though I'd switched it off. "Nah . " 
"Because you're not allowed to?" 
"Because others will have gotten there first." He put his hands 

together and brought them in front of his eyes, as though to blot 
out my face. "They wouldn' t want me with them." 

Again I felt his unhappiness. "Why?" 
"Because I don ' t belong. Because I never belong." 
"Where do you belong?" 
"Alone in the sky." 
"How do you know?" 
"That ' s what the books told me." 
"The science fiction books?" 
"Right. Only to me they didn't seem like fiction—they were 

glimpses of the future. I'd be in this spaceship or even flying on 
my own; it was easy I didn't like the books where there were wars 
and such. I didn't like monsters or super weapons. Just the books 
about traveling to other planets or the stars." 

I could picture him self-imprisoned in his room, reading, 
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while his parents fretted below, wondering what to do with their 
peculiar child. 

"Even when you stopped reading," I said, "when you tried to 
do what your father wanted, tried to fit in, you were alone." 

He looked at me as though I were a magician. "Yes. When I 
tried to talk about the sky or about other planets or space travel, 
the kids didn't seem interested. But it was all I knew about, all I 
cared about. I could go where others couldn' t , and they didn't 
want to hear about it. The kids thought I was crazy, all except 
Donnie who was my friend. He was the only boy I felt comfort-
able with, but then his parents moved away and he went with 
them." 

"Which left you completely alone." 
"The thing is, I began to think there was something wrong 

with me. I was different, I knew that, but why? I felt all-powerful, 
but it turns out I had no power at all. My dad told me science 
fiction was for kids, but if that was so, why didn't kids read it? I 
gave it up like he wanted, but my life felt empty. It wasn't fun any-
more. I had no place to go, no place to hide. Since nobody paid 
attention to me, nobody listened, I couldn' t trust myself. I like 
numbers—there 's a mathematics to space—so I became an ac-
countant. An accountant! Is there anything more normal? Is 
there anything more dull? I felt completely empty, hopeless." 

Patrick's long speech was accompanied by a series of facial 
expressions—sadness, anger, despair, blankness—that were the 
physical signs of his inner turmoil. 

"You shouldn' t listen to others so much," I said quietly. "Fol-
low your intuition. There's nothing wrong with being a loner— 
and, anyway, just as you found Donnie, you'll find others, men 
and women, who'll think as you do." 

He shrugged, then turned his head away. I could sense he was 
fighting back tears. 

"What 's the matter?" I asked. 
"You told me I shouldn't listen to others." 
"Yes. It's good advice." 
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"That 's just the trouble. It isn't." 
"I don ' t understand." 
Now he looked at me, and his answer was an anguished wail: 

"I feel hopeless, desperate, despairing. If I don ' t listen to others, 
then I'll have to listen to myself!" 

Memories of past lives came easily to him under hypnosis. "I 'm a 
male," he said, "but not exactly a man, not exactly human." 

I tried to hide my amazement, but I 'm afraid my voice might 
have cracked. "What time period are you talking about?" 

"Sixty thousand years ago." 
"Sixty t h o u — " I stared at him, trying to see if the hypnosis 

hadn' t worked and he was putting me on. No. His eyes were 
closed, his breathing regular. "Go on," I managed to say. 

"I was born on another planet. It had no name. Maybe it ex-
isted in a different planetary system or a different dimension. 
Anyway, I 'm par t of a migration f rom my planet to Earth. When 
we arrive, others greet us, descendants of beings from earlier mi-
grations from different star systems. They're mixed among an 
evolving subspecies, human beings. We must stay on Earth with 
them because our planet is dying and this one is new. True, we 
needn't have physically come here. Our souls could have been 
reincarnated into the humans around us or into the beings f rom 
other worlds. But we are a proud people. Our technology is ad-
vanced—we have traveled vast distances—our culture is sophisti-
cated, and our intelligence is acute. We want to preserve our 
knowledge and our accomplishments. We want to join the others 
and through reincarnation aid the evolution of these new human 
people." 

The Patrick in my office had a high voice as though it had not 
fully matured. It was appropriate to his personality. Now, how-
ever, his tone was resonant, and the words flowed with great au-
thority. I was spellbound by his vision, one unlike any I had ever 
encountered. 
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" O u r bodies are not too different f rom the humans ' , but our 
minds are far superior. The atmosphere on Earth is much like the 
one surrounding our old planet, which is why we chose this loca-
tion as our destination, but the air here is pure and clear. In all 
other respects, too, the Earth is far more beautiful than the place 
from which we came. There are trees and grass and water, rivers 
and oceans, and flowers, birds, and fish of every color. I am con-
tent here—no, more than content. Happier than I've ever been. 
i\ly job is to supervise the storage of artifacts and written knowl-
edge, and I have found the ideal place: natural chambers deep 
under the Earth's surface. By the time humans have reached a 
level where they can understand what we have hidden, they will 
be able to find it." 

Later, when 1 had a chance to ponder what he was saying, sev-
eral ideas that I had formed before I met him seemed verified. 
Souls are the same, 1 believed, whether they come f rom different 
dimensions or galaxies or f rom Earth. New arrivals to our world 
quickly enter the reincarnation cycle and then tend to incarnate 
here, in par t because they have created karmic debts and obliga-
tions, in part because their mission is to assist in the evolution of 
the human race. Souls can enter earthly bodies as easily as any 
"alien" body. Patrick's soul chose to stay in this "paradise" that 
his people had chosen to inhabit. 

With my urging, Patrick took me further ahead in this past 
life. "I have found a cliff where the ocean meets the sky, and I have 
built a house there of stone and wood. My huge task is complete; 
the artifacts and documents are safely stored. I am free to enjoy 
the beauty around me, to bask in the scented air. I am considered 
wise, and many of my own race, as well as humans, come to me 
for advice, which I am happy to give. Eventually I die, but long 
ago my people learned to detach their souls f rom their physical 
bodies at the proper moment so they can move with ease to levels 
of higher consciousness. This I do, but I am able to continue com-
munication with many of my people still in their bodies in their 
new home, the planet Earth." 
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Indeed, he seemed transported, floating between two realms, 
in two levels of consciousness. "The distinction between God 
and humans is minor," he said. "One of the pieces of knowledge 
that remain hidden where I have had it stored is bow to master the 
art of separating consciousness f rom the physical vehicle. Some-
day soon your culture will learn how to do that , too. When that 
happens, you will find that the separating awareness can assume 
other, less 'solid' bodies as it wishes. From that vantage it can in-
fluence other entities in their physical forms. To the receiving en-
tity this influence will seem divine, angelic, godlike. But it is really 
an advanced form of the very same consciousness possessed by 
the receiver." 

To hear such profound thoughts f rom a young man who 
seemed at first meeting callow and unformed was thrilling. And 
what he said next was, to me, beautiful. 

"My world is ancient and yours is very young, yet the differ-
ence is as nothing in the scope of time. T ime is like a breath out 
and a breath in by a cosmic god. The out-breath is the creation of 
stars, planets, galaxies, and universes. The in-breath brings them 
all back into one incredibly small and dense point of dust in the 
god's lungs. The respiration of time, in and out, occurring in an 
endless number of cycles, hints at the nature of eternity." 

Patrick fell silent, and I, much moved, considered his words. 
My own studies, I felt, had been enhanced. I had been shown, as 
Patrick said, a glimpse of "the nature of eternity," and it seemed 
to me exquisite. I understood his attraction to science fiction, his 
love for the sky, and the wish for the ability to travel to the stars. 
When he awakened, I asked him if he believed that what he had 
witnessed was merely an extension of the books he had loved as a 
child. 

" N o , " he said quickly. "I never imagined anything like what I 
saw just now, and neither did the writers of the books. My expe-
rience was very real. I imagined nothing." 

His reaction seemed authentic and sparked in him a wave of 
ideas. 
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"What if black holes are actually par t of the cosmic 
in-breath?" he wondered aloud. "What if angels and masters and 
spiritual guides are somehow linked to ancient and highly ad-
vanced alien civilizations?" 

Far out, 1 thought. Over the edge. But that's what I had 
thought when Catherine began her regressions and when Victo-
ria told me she had seen me in Jerusalem. Besides, what I thought 
didn't matter. I could see a new light in Patrick's eyes, the spark of 
his passion returning after more than twenty years. Further ther-
apy would bring him closer to his spiritual path, I knew. It would 
bring him to it by renewing his passion for life, his joy and his 
hope. 

As therapy progressed, Patrick was able to remember three addi-
tional past lives: 

1. As an indigenous inhabitant of either Central America 
or the northern part of South America nine centuries 
ago, he was renowned as a mathematician and an 
astronomer, living alone but revered and honored to 
an old age. His experience sixty thousand years ago 
influenced this lifetime, he realized, for he was curious 
about the configuration of the stars and the meaning of 
meteors. 

2. In the early eighteenth century he was a kabbalistic 
Jewish rabbi, a scholar living in a small town outside 
Krakow, Poland. There he was able to combine his 
mystical studies with a practical family life. He had 
much to teach, had a wife and many children, and was 
comfortable and accepted by the townsfolk and his 
culture. He did not feel like an "alien" as he often did 
in this current life. 
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3. He was a Buddhist monk living in a cold and barren 
par t of China in the fourteenth century. There he was 
well accepted in the community of religious thinkers 
and was able to combine periods of meditation and 
introspection with an active farming life. He was a 
master of energy manipulation and flow, particularly the 
energy centers and channels within the body. When he 
was back in the present, he understood how similar his 
work was to the practice of acupuncture. As he relived 
this Chinese lifetime, he sensed his immediate trans-
cendence beyond the physical and mortal to a place in 
another realm in a parallel universe. Many of these 
concepts were similar to the knowledge and wisdom he 
would acquire several centuries later as the kabbalistic 
rabbi; he could see the connection immediately as we 
reviewed this Buddhist life in my office. Either the cul-
tures had communicated at some time in the past, he 
surmised, or the knowledge was indeed universal and 
could be tapped into independently by anyone wishing 
to use his or her intelligence in the pursuit of what lay 
beyond the perceptible world. 

By this time Patrick felt comfortable with me and, as he put it, 
"enjoyed my sessions as much as I enjoyed reading science fic-
tion." But he still had difficulty in the Miami outside my office. 
While he was less influenced by the values and opinions of other 
people, particularly his father, he still felt insecure in the presence 
of women and all strangers. "Now instead of feeling despairing," 
he said, "I just feel lonely. My thoughts are nice to go to sleep 
with, but I'd be happier if a woman's body was alongside me to 
keep them company" He closed his eyes. "Maybe in a future life," 
he said wistfully. 

"Maybe," I said. "Would you like to try to find out?" 
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MY name is Madd ie , " Patrick said. "Women aren' t usually 
asked to par t ic ipate in high-level as t ronomical research, but my 
grades were so superior to my male coun te rpa r t s ' and my work 
so good at the space center tha t they couldn ' t keep me away—I'd 
have sued them." 

Some things don ' t change, I thought . Sexism in the fu ture 
doesn't sound very different f r o m sexism in the present. I liked 
Maddie immediately. She was obviously a fierce and tough advo-
cate for herself, a good progression for Patrick. 

" W h a t year is it?" I asked. 
"Year twenty- two fifty-four," she answered immediately. 

" M o n t h May, day Thursday, t ime ten-seventeen P.M." 
" H o w old are you?" 
"Th i r ty -one"—the age Patrick was in this life. 
"Where are you speaking f rom?" 
" T h e observatory, of course. Here I am , sur rounded by my 

computers , my 'scopes, my listening devices. I've been here since 
nine this m o r n i n g — m y usual h o u r s — a n d I cou ldn ' t be happier ." 

" W h a t specifically are you working on?" 
She sighed. "I suppose it's all right to tell. T h e press got hold 

of the s tory a few weeks ago and have been making fun of it ever 
since. M y fr iends laugh at me, too, but I assure you it's dead seri-
ous." 

"I have no doub t of it," I said gravely. 
"We're s tudying the origin, s tructure, and occasional demise 

of alien civilizations." 
I confess to being s tunned. If this was fantasy, it was appro-

priate for Patrick, a direct cont inuat ion of his childhood reading. 
But if it was real, and if his life sixty thousand years ago was real, 
then how marvelous that at this fu tu re poin t in t ime he could 
study the roots of his past . 

"Where does your informat ion come f rom?" 
Madd ie seemed pleased by the quest ion, adopt ing a professo-

rial tone familiar to me f rom my college days. "Simply p u t — a n d 
what we do is by no means simple—we've been utilizing da ta 
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from spacc probes to 'listen' to the messages from other planets 
in other galaxies. What we learn f rom them is then combined 
with information gathered from the sixteen space stations we've 
orbited throughout the solar system, and by now we have a pretty 
good idea of the landscape. It seems there are dozens of such civ-
ilizations, such societies. Most are too far away for us to make 
anything but the most rudimentary contacts—signals sent f rom 
them to us and from us to them that tell both societies that we 
exist. But with others, the closer ones, those that have the tech-
nology to accomplish it—well, it seems we'll be having some vis-
its pretty soon." 

"Will they visit us, or will we visit them?" 
"Oh , they'll come to us. We're not nearly advanced enough in 

space travel. We've barely been able to get beyond our own solar 
system." She paused, eyes bright. "But when they do come and 
we can show them to the world, think of the increases in govern-
ment funding!" 

"You'll be there to see it," I said. 
"You bet! And the press and my friends who laughed at us. 

They'll be eating crow." 
Maddie was hazy about family, friends, and personal rela-

tionships. When I asked about them, she changed the subject 
back to her work. Clearly, this was the par t of his future life 
which inspired Patrick, and as always I did not press the patient 
to go where he was reluctant to investigate. 

I was about to ask him for more details about Maddie 's re-
search when his awareness shifted, and he left that lifetime to 
come back to the current one; still hypnotized, he viewed it f rom 
a higher perspective. 

"For the past three years I'd been thinking of taking an as-
tronomy course at the University of Miami. I'd audit it if they 
wouldn' t accept me as a full-time student. But I always post-
poned i t—too shy to ask, I guess. But now I see I 'm meant to take 
the course. It is the next step in preparation for my future life and 
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work." He took a breath, then said slowly and calmly, "It's the 
destiny I've been searching for." 

After he left, I wrote a note on the concepts of destiny and 
free will tha t are so impor tan t to my work: "Patrick would be 
choosing to take the as t ronomy course, yet it would also be his 
destiny. The two are strongly linked. The correct applicat ion 
of our free will could carry us along the pa th of our destiny. 
On the other hand , free choices that are not correct could 
carry us away f rom our destiny, delaying our spiritual progress 
and complicat ing our lives. It's much easier to make correct 
choices if we can glimpse our fu ture , whether in this life or in 
lives to come." 

Seeing his future life certainly crystallized Patrick's decision 
to take the astronomy course. He enrolled at the next opportu-
nity. 

Patrick soon received confirmation that he was indeed on the 
path of his true destiny. During the second semester of his astron-
omy course, he called me. By that time we had long finished his 
therapy, and I hadn' t heard from him since his discharge. "I need 
to see you," he said. 

Uh-oh. We made a date, and I wondered what could possibly 
have happened. Patrick had been transformed f rom a man with 
debilitating insecurities to one who seemed at peace with himself 
and with his limitations. From his long silence I assumed he was 
getting along well, but maybe something had thrown him back 
into his former disquiet. 

To the contrary, he bounded into my office like an over-
zealous puppy and clasped my hand in a firm grip. Whereas he 
used to avoid my eyes, now he looked into them with a steady gaze. 

"What 's up?" I asked, my fears for him dissipating. Dressed 
neatly, clean-shaven, and hair newly t r immed, his good humor 
was palpable. 
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He was carrying a small package that he placed on my desk. 
"I met a girl." 

"Wonderful!" And somewhat surprising. I had expected him 
to do well academically but not necessarily socially. Still, security 
in one phase of life often means security in others. This is obvi-
ously what had happened inside Patrick. 

"Tell me about her," I said. 
"Her name is Sara." He grinned. "She's a nerd like me." 
"You met her at school?" 
"Yeah. She may not be beautiful to look a t—though she's no 

dog, mind you—but her brain is beautiful. She's beautiful." 
"She's interested in astronomy?" 
"Of course. Otherwise she wouldn' t be taking the course. 

She's twenty-seven, works in an architectural firm where she's 
going nowhere, and decided to change her life. Coincidence, isn't 
it?" 

Or destiny, I thought . If Patrick hadn ' t decided to change his 
life, too, Sara and he almost certainly would never have met. I de-
lighted in his joy. 

"We're engaged," he said. "We'll marry in the winter. That ' s 
why I needed to see you, to tell you it wouldn' t have happened 
without your help, to thank you in person." 

"That ' s what therapy is for. I 'm glad it worked so well." 
He indicated the package he had put on my desk. "I brought 

you a present." I picked it up. 
"Don ' t open it until I leave," he said, suddenly shy. "I hope 

you like it." 
His mission fulfilled, he was obviously anxious to go, and I 

did not detain him. We shook hands, knowing we might never see 
each other again. 

When he was gone, I opened the package. It was a book: 
H. G. Wells's The Time Machine. 



CHAPTER 1 0 

John: 
Free Will and Destiny 

ITALKED ABOUT FREE WILL a n d d e s t i n y ear l ier , a n d it forms a 

major theme in my previous book, Only Love Is Real. Yet it is 
a lesson that cannot be stressed enough, for it comes up fre-
quently in our lives. Every day I hear about it f rom patients and 
from colleagues doing similar work. 

Destiny and free will seem to exist together. There is an intel-
ligence, a wisdom, or a consciousness that knows how events and 
relationships will turn out. Hamlet calls it a destiny "that shapes 
our ends." We on Earth don' t know how they will end, but we 
can affect how they will turn out for us both later in our life and 
in our lives to come by our present actions and behaviors—by 
our free will. 

Just as the soul does a review at the end of a life, so it seems 
to make a life preview before we are born . It plans the life. I 'm 
going to work on compassion or empathy or nonviolence, for ex-
ample. It sees how the life is set up, whom we're going to meet , 
who will help us along the spiritual pa th , and how we're going to 
help them. (It's complicated because there is an interaction with 
other souls, and they have their plans, too.) The people we meet 
and the experiences that are set up help us learn—this is destiny. 

1M 
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Okay. You've met this beautiful person, and you had in your 
life preview planned to spend the rest of your lives together, 
learning together, helping each other as you progress toward im-
mortality But the person is of the wrong religion or lives too far 
away, or your parents intervene, or you don ' t have the courage to 
override the influence of your culture, so you choose not to marry 
that person either spiritually or physically. This is free will. You 
had a choice and, freely made, it was no. The choice will bring 
you to a destiny point that might not have occurred if your choice 
had been yes. Tha t is how we change our future in this life. 

If you meet this person and marry, it will put you on one road 
that you chose with your free will, and it will affect the rest of this 
life and your future lives. If you choose to separate, you'll be on a 
different road, and you may be learning different lessons. You 
may meet a different soul mate or have a different experience. 
You will work primarily on empathy, say, rather than nonvio-
lence. The more important questions are how quickly you are 
going to learn and how much happiness, spirituality, tranquility, 
and so forth, you are going to have in your life. 

The answers depend to a large extent on your free will. 
It is like climbing a tree: There are many different branches 

and many different choices. You'll come to the top of the tree 
eventually, but it may take five lifetimes or ten or thirty. How 
many lifetimes will it take to fulfill your soul's goal of learning 
compassion, for example? It will depend on the choices you 
make. Thus, both destiny (the tree, after all, was there) and free 
will coexist. 

I don ' t believe in psychics who say, "You're going to meet this 
wonderful person in 2008, and you will be married." They may 
be skillful and talented psychics, and they may be right that you'll 
meet your partner in 2008, but it's free choice that will determine 
whether or not you spend your lives together. You'll choose based 
on your own intuition, not on the psychic. 
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Here is an example of a free choice made in the present that will 
change a man's future lives. It wasn't come by easily. Choices he 
made in earlier lives affected this one, and if he hadn' t been able 
to regress and to understand the regression, I 'm not sure how 
long it would have taken him to find the right path. 

His name was John, and he died in what might have been the 
Great Fire of London. He wasn't sure of the date, only that it was 
a fire, it was in the Middle Ages, the city was London, and he 
died. The event traumatized him in the lifetimes to come. 

I didn't know about it immediately. As with all my patients, 
we spent the first sessions discussing his present problems and 
trying to see if there was a root cause for them in his childhood or 
in other aspects of this current life. Then there were several re-
gressions leading to dim and inconclusive images, and one that 
led to a vivid past but not to the fire. 

The first thing I should know about him, he said almost as 
soon as we shook hands, was that he was rich. Usually, people tell 
you their age, where they live, their marital status, a little about 
their family history, or what they do for a living. N o t John. "I 'm a 
wealthy man," he said and then kept quiet as though that was all 
the information I needed. 

I was tempted to say, "Well, good for you." Wealth doesn' t 
impress me, and to boast about it seems not only bad manners 
but bad taste. But I quickly realized he wasn't boasting, for the 
statement was delivered without joy or pride. It was as though 
wealth was the problem he had come to see me about. 

We would get to that. First, I wanted to study what he looked 
like and then take a conventional history. 

Actually, John's appearance announced his wealth almost as 
directly as he did himself. He was in his early sixties and had the 
kind of mannequin looks that come with face-lifts, custom-made 
shirts, frequent Caribbean vacations (or a good sun lamp), teeth 
whiteners, a personal trainer, $200 haircuts, and a weekly mani-
cure. I had the feeling that if someone struck him gently with a 
hammer, he would crumble like a new jerry-built facade on a rot-



K R I A N L. W h l S S , M . IV 

ting house. It wouldn' t have surprised me if he had been or still 
was a professional model, though that did not seem a likely pro-
fession for him. Indeed, as it turned out, he had no profession 
at all. 

He lived in a Palm Beach mansion with twenty rooms, ser-
vants, and a four-car garage. His wife, Lauren, was someone 
whose picture my wife, Carole, had seen not only in the soci-
ety pages of the Miami Herald but also in articles about 
Florida society in Vogue and Vanity Fair. There was another 
house in Barbados , a flat in London , and a pied-a-terre in 
N e w York. There were also two children, Stacey, nineteen, in 
her sophomore year at Wellesley, "ma jo r ing in boys," John 
said, and Ralph , twenty-five, finishing law school and hoping 
to clerk for a Supreme Cour t justice. John was not optimistic 
abou t the boy's chances. 

"What about you?" I asked. "Are your parents alive?" 
"Died eight and ten years back." 
"You had a good relationship with them?" 
"I suppose so. They were very social. When I was a kid, I was 

brought up by nannies, but M o m and Dad often took me on trips 
with them. From the time I was twelve they sometimes let me 
have dinner with them when they had invited guests. When it was 
just the three of us, we ate together, of course, but that didn't 
happen of ten." 

"Who were the guests likely to be?" 
"Their friends, naturally—mainly the neighbors. When they 

came to dinner, I'd be there, too. They liked to play bridge after 
dinner, but by then I'd be in bed. And there were the business 
guests. My presence at such dinners was strictly verboten. Dad 
was what is called an ' international financier,' whatever that 
means. All sorts of illustrious bankers showed up, along with an 
occasional deposed dictator of some South American country 
and f rom time to time a European muck-a-muck. Margaret 
Thatcher slept over once. Quite a to-do." 
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"I'll bet. But not so good for a little boy." 
"No t good at all," John said. "I always felt I was less impor-

tant to my father than his business associates." 
"And to your mother?" 
"Less important than my father." 
This was said as a kind of joke, but I could feel the pain be-

neath it. His mother had centered her attention on his father, not 
on him. "Any siblings?" 

"I 'm an only child. They didn't have time to neglect more 
than one." 

"What about childhood friends?" 
"Dozens of acquaintances, no close friends. My parents 

would throw huge birthday parties for me, and it seemed every 
child in Florida showed up, but I quickly realized they were there 
for the food, the favors, and the pony rides, not because I was 
close to their hearts. Even my school chums were only tha t— 
chums. They were all nannied, too—closely supervised—so we 
didn't have a chance to get into mischief. Even now I get jealous 
when I hear about street gangs or reformatories. It seems to me 
those boys had it better than I did." 

His small ironies covered large wounds, I thought. It's hard to 
be an adjunct to one's parents ' lives. I knew from notes my assis-
tant jotted down when John first called for an appoin tment that 
he had never sought psychotherapy before even though his un-
happiness was long-standing, and I wondered what specific inci-
dent had impelled him to come to me. 

"So you grew up overly cloistered?" I asked. 
"Perfectly put. I was like a tapestry on their walls, beautiful 

and finely crafted, but nothing more than an adornment ." He 
thought for a moment . "Still, I believe they loved me in their own 
way." 

"What about college? Surely you could escape then." 
"All the way to the University of Southern California." 
"And your life changed?" 
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"For the three months I was there." 
"You were expelled?" 
"Alas, nothing so dramatic. I quit ." 
"Why?" 
"Because the work was too hard." 
"You hated to study?" 
"I couldn't study. There was no point in it. So it was too hard 

to pick up a book or a test tube." 
"Isn't one point to get a degree?" 
"I suppose so. I didn't need one to not work." 
"Which even at eighteen you had mapped out as your future 

course?" 
"Consciously, no, but subconsciously, yes." 
"What about learning for the joy of it? For the intellectual ex-

citement?" 
"When I learn something, I feel no joy or excitement." 
I was becoming exasperated. "Nothing interests you?" 
"Many things do, but never for as long as a month. After I 

quit college, I tried a whole series of jobs: real estate, banking, 
Porsche salesman, sporting goods. None of them came to any-
thing." 

" H o w did your parents feel about that?" 
"I 'm not sure they knew. They certainly didn't care. You see, 

by the time I was twenty-one, my trust fund kicked in. One mil 
per year, enough for me to scrape by. I rented a house in Malibu 
and devoted myself to my one abiding interest: my since-I-was-
fifteen obsession." 

"Which is?" 
"Girls. Women. The female form, the female flesh." H e 

smiled. "As I say, f rom age fifteen, an obsession." 
"So you had affairs, romances—" 
"Absolutely. And one-night stands, fleeting dalliances. You 

name it. I never paid for sex, at least in the sense of hiring prosti-
tutes or call girls, but my girls were expensive nevertheless. The 
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finest dinners, a bauble or geegaw for the fabulous ones—at the 
very least a limousine ride home." 

"How many were there?" 
"Hundreds ." 
"And how long did the serious affairs last?" 
"My usual concentration span: less than a month ." 
"But your wife—" 
"Lauren. She was, of course, one of the fabulous ones, or else 

I wouldn' t have married her." 
"You've been married how long?" 
"Twenty-six years." 
"Sounds as if you've exceeded your concentration span by 

quite a lot." 
"No t really. We've been married for a long time, true, but 

both of us lost interest quickly. With us it is more of a business 
arrangement." 

My mind shuddered. "To lure—" 
"Never! What do you take me for? No. Lauren's and my busi-

ness is being rich. With our combined resources we can buy any-
thing we want. Anything." 

"Give me an example." 
" W e l l . . . Madagascar ." 
"You bought Madagascar?" 
H e laughed. "No t really. Actually, our money goes toward 

good works. M y parents funded a foundation for charitable 
work. It established start-up home tutoring programs for inner-
city four- and five-year-olds f rom troubled families, set up AIDS 
clinics in seventeen different locations, with more to come—that 
sort of thing. And Lauren and I contribute heavily to it. The in-
terest on the interest." 

"But you don' t take an active part in managing it?" 
Another laugh, this time tinged with bitterness. "I couldn't 

manage a lemonade stand." 
"Well, working for it, then. Looking for new projects." 
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He shrugged. "Too much work. Too much trouble." 
"Does Lauren feel the same way?" 
"She has her own public relations firm. It occupies her full-

time, though God knows she doesn't need the income." 
1 decided to provoke him. His airy dismissal of any ambition, 

any goal, seemed a symptom of an unquiet soul. "While you stay 
home, doing whatever pleases you, working out but taking the 
occasional nap if it all gets too tough." 

He glanced at me, stung. "Right in all but one respect: the oc-
casional nap." 

"Then ten hours of sleep each night is enough?" 
The veneer cracked. His body sagged, and his eyes looked 

haunted. "Lately 1 haven't been able to sleep. Never on my own, 
and there isn't a drug powerful enough to keep me under for more 
than an hour or two." 

"Yet you lead an ideal life: plenty of money, good looks, your 
pick of women, an understanding wife, a gorgeous home. Yes, 
you might have had neglectful parents, but they provided for you, 
and you tell me they loved you. What force is so powerful that it 
doesn't let you sleep?" 

He struggled to keep his voice ca lm—and failed. "Terror, Dr. 
Weiss. Unremitting, abject terror." 

I felt the hair rise on my arms. "Terror of what?" 
"Of death. I run and run and run f rom the fear, but it always 

catches up. The women—they're just a diversion. So was any job 
I ever took. Nothing drove away the fear. It's hard to go out-
doors—it was hard to come here—because I 'm sure I'll be in an 
accident. I won't drive, can't drive. Our house has more alarm 
systems than a Mafia don's. We rarely travel; planes are death-
traps. A sudden loud noise? I'm under the table. I'm a Vietnam 
vet with PTSD [post-traumatic stress disorder], only I've never 
been to war. The idea of my handling a gun is ludicrous. Jesus, 
I'm scared to carve a turkey! Last week I heard a car backfire, and 
I fainted, passed out. I decided it was crazy, and I'd better do 
something about it, so I called you." 
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He sat back, pale and shaken. I often find it difficult to figure 
out whether the causes of a patient's symptoms lie in his present 
life or some past-life event. Here, given John's present-life history, 
there seemed no question: Only something that had happened in 
a past life or a series of past lives could explain his t rauma. I dis-
cussed the issue with him. 

"I 'm game," he said. "Nothing could be worse than what I'm 
already experiencing." 

Our first at tempts were inconclusive. It was as though John was 
reluctant to investigate the past. Eventually he reached a signifi-
cant period, and it galvanized him. 

"It 's many centuries ago," John said, his eyes closed but his 
body tense. "I am a great warrior, a warrior-king. The army I 
lead is encamped outside a fortified city, its walls unbreachable 
because many of my men have grown sick f rom dysentery, and 
too few of them are well enough to moun t an attack. Neverthe-
less, if we don ' t take the city, our weakness will become known, 
and we'll be slaughtered in the field. I've arranged a meeting with 
the ruler of the city, but before it takes place, I have my men pitch 
their tents and put on their a rmor to disguise the extent of our 
plight. Wha t he sees before him when he looks at us f rom the bat-
tlements, I tell the ruler, is just a small por t ion of my army. N o t 
five miles away is a force of three thousand men, only awaiting 
my signal before they attack. They have been wi thout women for 
several months ; the rape of his people's wives and daughters is 
only one of the consequences he can be sure of if the city falls. 
The men will be killed and the babies roasted on spits. 

"My men have committed such atrocities in other battles, and 
word of them has reached the ruler, so he believes what I say. 
What will you have me do? he asks. Give up peacefully. Let us oc-
cupy your city only for the time it will take us to rest and care for 
our horses. Then we will leave. There are more important battles 
to be won elsewhere. 
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"The ruler agrees. He opens the gates to the city. Immediately 
my men attack. They kill all the able-bodied men. They ravish 
the women, and I rape the ruler's daughter, for I, too, have been 
too long without a woman's comfort . When we are finished, we 
set fire to the city, bolting the gates closed behind us as we depart . 
The fire spreads to the nearby woods, but my men are unharmed. 
All those within the city are burned to death. My name becomes 
synonymous with cruelty and destruction. I 'm feared throughout 
the region. Great rulers give me untold riches to prevent my at-
tacks. I can buy anything I want, have anything I want." 

I led him back to the present. "Including Madagascar?" I 
asked when in his review he discussed his feeling of wealth and 
power. 

H e saw the connection between that past life and this present 
one, but my little joke didn't amuse him. He was staggered by the 
extent of his cruelty, horrified that in whatever life, in whatever 
persona, he was capable of rape and murder. 

"I suspect you've paid for it," I said. 
"In another life?" 
"Precisely. In that life you remained unscathed. You must 

have been afraid somebody would take revenge on you"—he 
nodded—"but nobody did. The fear that you felt when you 
looked over your shoulder isn't commensurate with the terror 
you experience today." 

H e took a deep breath and exhaled with a sigh. "Then let's go 
back again." 

It was to the time of the Great Fire. John was a wealthy merchant 
who neglected his wife and their two children in favor of count-
less affairs. His wife had left him, preferring to go penniless 
rather than stay with him, and she had taken the children with 
her. One of them, their six-year-old daughter, Alice, was visiting 
him, begging for money, when the fire broke out. He had fallen 
into a drunken sleep on his bed. His frantic daughter had been 
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unable to rouse him when she first smelled the flames. It wouldn' t 
have done either of them any good if she had. The fire was all-
consuming, eating the wooden houses of London and everything 
else, alive or inanimate, they contained, and making the cobble-
stones so hot that escape was impossible. 

"My first sensation was that I couldn't breathe," John said, 
gasping even as he relived it. "The smoke was so thick, it was im-
possible to see. I could hear Alice screaming as her hair caught 
fire, but the screams soon stopped. I supposed that, mercifully, 
she had died. Death came for me, too, but it took its time. The 
flames seemed to crawl their way up my body rather than taking 
me whole. My legs burned first, then my torso, and only after a 
long time my head. It was as though I was being crucified for sins 
like drunkenness and adul tery—bad sins, I admit, but I didn't 
seem to deserve such a cruel sentence of death." 

In his life review John realized that he had committed sins re-
quiring the harshest punishment, only they were from his earlier 
life. He understood, too, why his fear was so great. There could 
be nothing worse than the agony he had experienced in London, 
and even the thought that it might happen again was unbearable. 
Rather than traumatizing him further, the visions of his cruelty 
and subsequent punishment by fire ignited in him impulses of 
compassion and charity. He took a far greater interest in his par-
ents' foundat ion, at last channeling his great wealth into projects 
he oversaw himself; fittingly, one was the funding of auxiliary fire 
departments. He stopped womanizing, tried to heal the rift with 
Lauren (unfinished work that continues as I write this), and took 
courses in economics and management , expecting one day to 
take over the running of the foundat ion. He could sleep now, and 
with it came an energy that surprised him more than it did me. 
Compassion is energizing. 

I continued to see him for many months, not to regress him 
but to discuss a lingering depression. He told me that no matter 
how much he devoted himself to acts of goodness, he couldn't do 
enough. I was able to assure him that he was on the right path and 
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that there would be other lifetimes when he could put what he 
had learned more fully into practice. 

Near the end of John's therapy sessions, he agreed to have me 
progress him into the near and distant future. Because of the ben-
efits of his earlier regressions, he welcomed the idea of going for-
ward. He had become an excellent hypnotic subject and had 
experienced vivid past life scenes. Perhaps he could do the same 
in the future. 

Before John arrived for his progression, I thought about the 
power of destiny and free will. In the distant past, destiny had 
made him a leader of men; his sway over allies and enemies alike 
was enormous. Yet he had chosen to use his power and wealth for 
self-aggrandizement, for the subjugation of others, for the bene-
fit of the few rather than the many. Tha t decision had cost him in 
the lives that followed, both in London and in twenty-first-
century Florida. If he had chosen another path—used his posi-
tion for the benefit of his community and displayed compassion 
and love—then he would have had a different series of lives and 
would never have had to show up in my office, miserable and 
afraid. Our free will sometimes leads us to evil, not good; to self-
ishness, not selflessness; to insularity, not compassion; to hate, 
not love. We must learn that free will is dangerous if incorrectly 
used. 

John's ability to go deep under hypnosis convinced me that his re-
ports of his journeys into the future would be accurate, made up 
of what he had actually experienced rather than what he fanta-
sized or wanted the future to be. He had the ability to put aside 
his cognitive mind, his intellect, in order to experience the future 
directly, without distortion. 

Once again reaching a deep trance level, John moved ahead in 
time while maintaining an out-of-body awareness. He was 
quickly approached by two wise spiritual beings who led him to a 
fork in the road that indicated the way to future lifetimes. He tele-
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pathically "heard" from the wise men that one of the divergent 
paths, the one on the left, was the route he would have taken if he 
had not chosen compassion, charity, and generosity in his current 
lifetime. The one on the right was his reward for choosing wisely. 

1 led him down the path on the left so he could see what fate 
he had avoided through his current actions. 

"I 'm on a footbridge," he said, "surrounded by fog. But when 
I reach the other side, I can see clearly. I 'm a woman named 
Diana, an American. It's maybe a hundred, maybe two hundred 
years f rom now—no more than tha t—and I'm carrying my baby 
girl home f rom a laboratory. I 'm unhappily married to a hover-
craft pilot who has long since stopped loving me and takes his 
sexual satisfaction f rom other women. So the baby's not his. I've 
never been pregnant. The baby is the result of an advanced 
cloning procedure. She'll literally be a little me, though I hope her 
life turns out more happily than mine. Cloning was perfected be-
cause human fertility and birth rates have declined precipitously 
due to the chemical toxins in the food, water, and air. Most peo-
ple choose the lab method, and I'm glad I did. At least it's not my 
husband's child. 

"I haven't traveled much, but my husband has. He's been all 
over the world in his hovercraft, which can go faster than the 
speed of sound. When he was still speaking to me, he reported 
that farms and forests have disappeared, that 'technology acci-
dents' have made many areas uninhabitable, and that people live 
in huge city-states that are often at war with each other, fur ther 
polluting the globe." 

Life as Diana described it was not so different f rom now. Peo-
ple still suffered f rom the same problems and maladies. Science 
and technology had advanced, as often for ill as for good, but 
human ambition and prejudices had not changed. The world was 
a more dangerous place. Synthetic foods had helped allay hunger, 
but pollution threatened fish and the water supply. I brought her 
ahead in her life, and she began to cry. 

"I thought my daughter would be a joy to me, but she turned 
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out to be as cold and cruel as my husband. I lived to be more than 
a hundred years old, yet each day was a burden, a time of sadness. 
Death was a relief. I was as alone when I died as I was throughout 
my life." 

I led John back to the fork in the road. Still in a deep state, he 
understood immediately that he had learned how his London 
wife felt when he, the wealthy merchant, had neglected her. It was 
exactly what he felt when he became Diana and her husband de-
serted her. 

John knew, however, that Diana was a figure in a life he would 
not follow. He had chosen the road on the right, and I led him 
along it now. 

"I 'm the president of a prestigious university in what had 
been America before all nat ional boundar ies disappeared. I 'm 
immensely rich, but I live simply with my wife and three chil-
dren in a house on the campus. I use my money for scholar-
ships, at t ract ing the most talented people in the ar ts and 
sciences to the university. I love working with them; their young 
minds are full of fresh and innovative ideas. Together, they and 
I and the fine faculty that teaches them look for ways to create 
unity a m o n g the people of the ear th by encouraging an empha-
sis on the similarities and not the differences between them. I 
am a renowned man, but that means noth ing compared to the 
joy I get f rom life." 

John's visit to this future was short; he would enjoy it fully 
when it was time for him to go there. I instructed him to go be-
yond these two paths to a more distant future. He grinned hap-
pily, still in his deep state. "Which place do you want me to go?" 
he asked. "I can transport myself anywhere I wish. People don' t 
need bodies anymore, though they can have them if they feel like 
it. It's fun for sports, say, and surely for sex. But we can go any-
where and be anyone by using visualization and thought . We 
communicate through consciousness and also through light 
auras." 

His own pleasure delighted me. "From the way you describe 
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it, this must be in the very, very distant future," I said, "many 
thousands of years f rom now." 

"No , " he answered, "not so distant as you think, though I 
can't tell you the year. The earth is very lush and green." (Again, 
this mirrored many of the other reports I was hearing.) "I can't 
see many people, but this may be because most don ' t wish to have 
bodies; they're happy being consciousness and light. The world is 
a transcendentally peaceful place, with no hint of war, violence, 
misery, or grief. I've been able to scan the planet for negative emo-
tions; none exist. There's no evidence of anger, hatred, or fear. 
Just peace." 

H e could have stayed for hours in the future he was experi-
encing in my office, but by my watch it was a morning at the be-
ginning of the twenty-first century and there was another patient 
in my waiting room, so I had to bring him back. When he came 
for his next session, he told me that he didn't want to return to the 
far future. "It was too beautiful ," he said. "I have to live in the 
present, and for now that's beautiful enough." 

John knew he had learned valuable lessons over his lifetimes 
and that there were many still to be learned. H e realized that the 
choices he had recently made would profoundly affect his futures 
but that in those futures he would have to make different, equally 
impor tant choices to reach the glories he had visualized in his 
travels far ahead. "But my choices alone won' t produce that fu-
ture," he said. "It is the collective decisions of all humans that 
will get us there." 

Perhaps so. And perhaps that time is, as John has seen, "not 
so distant as you think." 
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Contemplation and 
Meditation 

IAM DAILY making myself what I am." The quote comes f rom 
Robert Thu rman , the eminent Buddhist scholar at Columbia 

University, and to me it is an energizing thought. I love the con-
cept of process and flux that it implies. 

Every day you are new. Your thoughts, your intentions and 
actions, your awareness and perceptions are constantly evolving, 
and with each shift a different you emerges. You are not the same 
person you were five years ago or even five minutes ago. And nei-
ther are your loved ones, your friends, or your acquaintances. 
One result is that often we react to the old person—and they 
react to us—as we once knew them, so that, for example, the high 
school bully remains a bully to us when we see him again even 
though he might have found spiritual peace and is the mildest 
mannered of men. 

So evolution isn't much good if you aren' t aware of it. H o w 
can you mature if you don ' t see the process at work ? H o w can you 
learn f rom life if you don ' t s top to experience it? How can you 
embody all tha t has happened to you physically and psychologi-
cally if you don ' t give your body and mind the time to ingest it? 
H o w can you change as your fr iends and loved ones change? 

— 1 6 6 
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The way to assess ourselves and others is through relaxed 
spiritual contemplation and meditat ion, and the time to start is 
in the present. There is a difference between them, although they 
are close kin. Contemplat ion means concentrating on a specific 
subject or object—the idea of loving kindness, for example, or 
the beauty of a butterfly. Medita t ion requires keeping the mind 
completely blank, in a state of mindfulness or awareness, free to 
accept whatever feelings, ideas, images, or visions enter it and let-
ting associations flow to all aspects of the object or thought—to 
understand its form, shape, color, essence. It is the art of observ-
ing without thought, without mental comment . It is far easier for 
the Western mind to practice contemplat ion. We are used to fo-
cusing our brains on a given subject, thinking about it, and ana-
lyzing it. Meditat ion is more of an Eastern concept, difficult to 
grasp and requiring a great deal of practice. It takes months or 
years to be able to meditate whole-mindedly, and you might not 
be able to fully master it in this one lifetime. Tha t doesn't mean, 
however, that you shouldn't try meditating now. (Remember: In 
this life, as in all others, you are consciously progressing toward 
immortality.) The at tempt itself brings its own profound re-
wards, and you will soon find yourself looking forward to the 
time of aloneness that meditation requires. 

You might want to start with contemplation, and the object to 
concentrate on is yourself. To find out who you are now, think of 
yourself in the moment. Let whatever thoughts you have about 
yourself, good and bad, enter your consciousness. Which nega-
tive or judgmental images and feelings would you discard as no 
longer accurate or valid? Which positive and self-healing impres-
sions and feelings would you now add? What life experiences 
have shaped you most profoundly? When you have another life, 
what do you imagine would change f rom this one? The point is 
not to "like" yourself or, indeed, pass judgment of any kind. You 
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are trying to see what is really there beneath the camouflage of 
the person you show to the world. 

Consider the significant people in your life. Are your images 
of them outdated? Has your own experience taught you to look 
at them differently? How have they changed as you yourself have 
changed? H o w will these changes lead you to modify your rela-
tionship with them in a more positive, understanding, and loving 
manner? How will they facilitate fur ther change? 

We are all works in progress, moving at different speeds along 
our spiritual paths. But daily we should pause to involve the cre-
ative mind on the core concepts that can shape us as humans 
wishing to rise toward the One: love, joy, peace, and God. 

Contemplat ion and meditation aren't easy, for the further inward 
you go, the more deeply felt will be your understanding, and 
going deep requires digging through layers of defenses. We are so 
disciplined to think and analyze that at tempts to clear or empty 
the mind defy our training. Yet analysis is counter to contempla-
tion and meditation, and we must shed it as we begin to explore. 
It isn't enough to say to yourself, "I 'm ridding my mind of all 
things except the notion of loving kindness," or, going further, 
"I 'm ridding my mind of all thoughts whatsoever and am aware 
of nothing and everything at once." In both cases you will find 
yourself distracted by the outside world. You might be able to 
think about loving kindness for a while, but I'll bet that soon you 
will remember a time when you weren't kind or someone wasn' t 
kind to you, and f rom that might come the thought: "My God! 
It's Mother ' s birthday, and I forgot to call her" or some other no-
tion that whisks you back to everyday matters. And if you try to 
blank your mind entirely, you'll almost surely find it filling with 
mundane distractions: your nose itches or there is a housefly in 
the room or the thought that if you keep sitting much longer, 
you'll miss the rerun of Seinfeld. 
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The present discussion is mostly about meditation, but much of 
what follows is applicable to contemplat ion as well. 

Meditat ion stills the chatter that normally fills our minds, 
and the resulting quiet allows us to observe without judgment, to 
reach a higher level of detachment, and eventually to become 
aware of a higher state of consciousness. 

A simple exercise can demonstrate how difficult it is to keep 
your mind devoid of thoughts, feelings, to-do lists, physical dis-
comforts, everyday worries, or household or business concerns. 

After reading this paragraph, close your eyes for a minute or 
two. (I suggest sitting in a favorite chair or on a comfortable cush-
ion or in bed. Be as comfortable as possible.) Take a few deep 
breaths, exhaling away all the stresses and tensions you carry 
around in your body. Try to keep your mind calm and think of 
nothing, not even beautiful sunsets or gentle seas. The object is to 
still your left brain, the part that thinks and analyzes. Ready? 
Begin now. 

It didn't work, did it? 
You probably had several moments of relaxation and plea-

sure, but then you might have thought about how silly you looked 
holding an open book with your eyes closed. And then perhaps 
about a report: Would you make the deadline for it? Or did you 
forget the mint jelly for the leg of lamb you are serving your 
guests tonight? The stresses of today's world seem to intrude con-
stantly into our daily lives, and in an artificial-seeming environ-
ment—in solitude in a darkened silent room—they seem to 
pummel us. Under this barrage of stress the physical body seems 
to function at a higher level of alertness—the so-called fight-or-
flight reaction—triggering a host of psychological reactions. You 
might even feel fear, thinking that the silence is somehow threat-
ening. (Many of us turn on the radio or television as soon as we 
get home, often to ward off the dread of the assault of thoughts 
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or memories.) So how long have you been sitting still? Five min-
utes? It seems a good start, you tell yourself, though you know it 
isn't. Perhaps you'll be able to give yourself another minute or so 
tomorrow, as though meditation was something to endure. 

Maybe, you tell yourself the next day, rather than medi ta te 
you'll contemplate . N o t yourself—it is too dangerous ro begin 
there—but , as Dr. Weiss suggests, you'll concentrate on loving 
kindness. Contemplation, you have read, will engage your mind, 
leading you to a deeper unders tanding of kindness in today's ses-
sion, since that is its subject, and eventually leading to yourself 
and the life around you. And unders tanding leads to f reedom, 
joy, self-fulfillment, and better relationships: tha t is, happiness. 

To contemplate a thought or concept is to focus on its mean-
ing, and, as noted, it is easier than emptying the mind and ob-
serving, the essence of meditation. As you focus, different levels 
of meaning will emerge. Also, your mental associations with the 
core object or concept will lead you down further avenues of in-
sight and understanding. It is okay to think during contempla-
tion as long as you keep your focus. 

Wha t images does the term loving kindness conjure up? Per-
haps a person (your mother? grandmother?) or some act you did 
spontaneously or some act you were the recipient of? Maybe a 
feeling, a warmth that pervades your body and brings forth a tear 
of happiness? Once you have located the image or feeling, you'll 
come to an understanding of the more general definition of the 
phrase. Loving kindness is a spiritual act, and to focus on the 
spiritual can be extremely rewarding. 

Your entire value system will change for the better if loving 
kindness resides at the base of it. You will find that fears and anx-
ieties are reduced or even eliminated. Your thought process will 
lead you f rom your basic definition to a clearer understanding of 
your spiritual nature. (You see, you are contemplating yourself 
after all!) In time, with the awareness of what that spiritual 
essence is, a sense of inner peace, patience, balance, and har-
mony will manifest itself in your daily life. 
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Physical benefits also accrue. With the diminut ion of fear and 
anxiety and the arrival of inner tranquility, the body is s trength-
ened. The i m m u n e system is enhanced . I have seen chronic ill-
nesses alleviated in the bodies of pat ients whose minds are at 
peace. Some people have noted energy shifts when insights and 
unders tandings emerge. T h e mind and body are so intimately 
connected tha t healing one heals the other. 

Sometimes when you focus on a concept , you may discover tha t 
what comes up differs f r o m what your training, educat ion, or his-
tory has t augh t you. This is to be expected since we have all been 
indoctr inated with the belief systems and values of our families, 
teachers, cultures, and religions. T h a t you now see things in a 
new way will not hur t you. Keeping an open mind is essential. If 
you can a t tune your mind to different ideas and new possibilities, 
then the learning process can cont inue. 

Perhaps what you were t augh t as a baby or child is no t wha t 
you are experiencing now. H o w can you know unless your mind is 
active and aware? H o w can you awaken to a deeper or more 
meaningful reality unless you allow your mind to funct ion in an 
open manner , making no judgments until you have mental ly 
tested every opt ion for yourself? Try not to dismiss or discard 
ideas or brush aside what you experience because they are differ-
ent f r o m what you were led to believe. It is possible t ha t the 
s trange might be t rue, the famil iar false. 

When you contemplate , take your t ime. By definit ion, con-
templa t ion implies an unhur r ied menta l focus. Your mind must 
reflect on its responses and pe rhaps add another reflection and re-
sponse to the f i rs t—and then ano ther and another . You may find 
memories popp ing into your awareness like stars in the early 
evening sky. You may experience sudden clarifying insights wi th 
their a t tendant healing effects. 

I r ecommend contempla t ing one thing at a t ime, to ensure 
tha t you provide the proper depth and dura t ion to your experi-



n B R I A N L . W E I S S , M . D . 

ence. Even then it is unlikely that one session will bring you to the 
core of the object or concept being contemplated. You can and 
should return to the object or concept until you master it, fully 
understand it, and are aware of the changes within you that it has 
wrought . It is then that you will be amazed and delighted at the 
beauty and power of your insights, liberated by the healing ef-
fects of your understanding. 

When you believe you have found the core, don' t stop your 
contemplat ion. Begin a new contemplation on the same concept 
the following day. Close your eyes and take a few relaxing 
breaths. Imagine you can actually exhale the tensions and stresses 
in your body and that you are inhaling pure, healing energy. 
Relax your muscles and let the core of the concept or object reap-
pear in your awareness. For approximately the next ten minutes 
consider all the levels of meaning that this thought or object 
holds for you. Loving kindness is a profound spiritual concept, 
but there is profundity, too, in a butterfly's beauty. Consider the 
implications. How will your life change with new understanding? 
Your relationships? Your values? Take your time. There is no 
hurry and no test at the end. Savor your insights and instructions. 
Remind yourself that you'll remember everything you are experi-
encing. 

If your mind wanders and you lose focus, don ' t criticize your-
self. It is normal for your thoughts to drift away, and all you need 
to do is gently return to the subject. After some practicing, you 
will notice that even when your mind strays, there is still a con-
nection to the original thought; in psychiatry we call this free as-
sociation. The more you practice, the easier it is to maintain 
focus and the deeper and more profound your understandings 
are. So try to let any frustrations float away, but don' t compel 
yourself to sit and contemplate if the outside world is too much 
with you. Try again tomorrow. Pleasure is a vital component to 
contemplation and meditation. The purpose is to become free, 
not to chain yourself to the process. 
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After you have finished and your eyes have opened and your 
mind has returned to everyday consciousness, you might want to 
record your experience in a journal or on tape. This is a way to so-
lidify your thoughts and aid your memory for future insights. 

Many people find it fascinating to return to the concept 
weeks or months after they have "mastered" it and to compare 
this journey with the previous one. There are no rules in this re-
gard. Trust your intuitive wisdom. As the Christian mystic Pierre 
Teilhard de Chardin said, "You are not a human being having a 
spiritual experience; you are a spiritual being having a human ex-
perience." There is meaning in everything, and purity of spirit 
when you find it. 

As rewarding as contemplation is, meditation is still the means 
for going as deeply into the spiritual realm as is humanly possi-
ble. Here you are not bound by a single concept or confined by 
concentration. Rather, you are saying to your mind, body, and 
soul, "You are free to go wherever you want in your search for 
spiritual progression. You are not constrained by time or place 
but can travel to the past or to the future, to lands known or un-
known, to places as small as the human heart or as vast as the 
universe." 

Believe me, there is no more inspiring journey. 
I have written a book entirely on meditation (Meditation: 

Achieving Inner Peace and Tranquility in Your Life), yet I have 
not come close to achieving the wisdom and spiritual peace de-
scribed by the yogis and monks of Asia who have spent their en-
tire lives devoted to it. For me and for you the point is not to reach 
meditative "perfection" but to get as much out of the practice as 
we can, to use it as one of many tools in our evolution, to point us 
toward spirituality, and to help us therapeutically. 

Before I met Catherine, my medical education had followed 
or thodox lines and my psychiatric training had been by-the-book 
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traditional. But after my experience with her, I began to explore 
alternative therapies; it was during this quest that I learned the 
value of meditation. 

Like hypnosis, which I use as a tool to regress patients to their 
past lives, meditation develops the ability to open the mind to the 
deepest, most hidden influences on our bodies and souls, whether 
they come from past, future, or present lives. Paradoxically, by 
thinking of nothing, by clearing the mind, we are free to remem-
ber. The memories of past, present, and future lives help us locate 
the origins of our traumas, and once they are revealed to us, we 
can recognize that our fears come f rom another place and are no 
longer a threat. I have had memories of my own past lives during 
deep meditation and have thereby gained insights into my behav-
ior, my defenses, and my fears. I would not be as self-knowing as 
I am today (and there is lots more to learn) if I had not meditated. 

We can also use meditation to resolve personal conflicts and 
difficult relationships or to help the heart to heal. But eventually 
for all of us the primary purpose of meditation is to achieve inner 
peace and balance through spirituality. 

M o n k s can meditate for hours. You should start with twenty 
minutes. Sit comfortably or lie down if you wish, though there is 
the possibility of falling asleep. Close your eyes; breathe slowly, 
regularly, and deeply; locate any areas of tension in your body 
(with me it is the neck and shoulders); and send your body a mes-
sage: Everything is fine. Everything is at peace. Relax. 

Let scattered thoughts and everyday concerns float gently out 
of your mind. Block out the clamoring voices of work, family, ob-
ligation, and responsibility that usually assail you—one by one if 
necessary. Mentally watch them vanish. Live this moment , this 
precious, unique moment of grace, light, and freedom, by surren-
dering to it. 

Because the present is the only place you can find happiness, 
joy, peace, and freedom, psychospiritual practice emphasizes 
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mindfulness of the present moment such as I have just described. 
The human mind is a creative masterpiece; by giving it rein, it can 
t ransport us to the heights of joy. Mindfulness is the awareness of 
those thoughts, emotions, feelings, and perceptions that are oc-
cupying us now and only now. By eliminating the distraction of 
the immediate past and worries about the future, the act of med-
itating opens the door to inner peace and health. 

By carrying us f rom everyday awareness into the mindfulness 
of the present moment—on ly this moment, this precise ins tant— 
and thus into the spiritual values that elevate our souls, medita-
tion frees us to go anywhere. Along the way we may gain clarity 
about a present t rauma, a past or future life, or an unconscious 
denial of the nature of our problems. That is meditation's thera-
peutic value; the unaware becomes aware. But it may simply illu-
minate the reality of the beauty of the moment and all the 
wonder it contains. This is what is called insight, and it is how we 
come to ultimate reality. 

Here is an illustration of mindfulness: 
I was teaching a patient of mine, Linda, how to meditate. 

One day she came to me in great excitement. "I just saw the most 
beautiful tree!" she said. 

"Where?" I asked, intrigued. 
"Why, in front of my house." 
Meditat ion had opened Linda's eyes to the beauty that had 

been within her reach all the time, only she had neglected to see 
it. Linda, a grade school teacher, was habitually rushing because 
she was late to her classes, but meditation had taught her to slow 
down. 

Stephan Rechtschaffen, the director of the Omega Institute in 
Rhinebeck, New York, tells of the time when he was in his office 
discussing a business problem with a colleague. It was a beautiful 
spring day, and f rom his window he could see a guest at the insti-
tute, the Vietnamese Buddhist monk and philosopher Thich 
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Nhat Hanh , walking across the lawn. "With each step, he was 
kissing the earth. He was totally present, obviously immersed 
only in the act of walking. I could almost feel him savoring each 
moment , feel the sensation of grass on sole, feel the way his body 
seemed at one with each movement." i : ' 

Thich Nhat Hanh was living in the moment , just as Linda 
had learned to do. "In us," the monk writes, "there is a river of 
feelings, in which every drop of water is a different feeling, and 
each feeling relies on all the others for its existence. To observe it, 
we just sit on the bank of the river and identify each feeling as it 
surfaces, flows by, and disappears." 

When we meditate, we are sitting on that riverbank. 

In Meditation: Achieving Inner Peace and Tranquility in Your 
Life, I share a message that came to me in a meditation which 
might be similar to one of your own: 

With love and understanding comes the perspective of 
infinite patience. What 's your hurry? There is no time, 
anyway; it only feels that way to you. When you're not 
experiencing the present, when you're absorbed in the 
past or worried about the future, you bring great 
heartache and grief to yourself. Time is an illusion, too. 
Even in the three-dimensional world, the future is only 
a system of probabilities. Why do you worry so? 

The past must be remembered and then forgotten. 
Let it go. This is true for childhood and past-life trau-
mas; but it's also true for attitudes, misconceptions, 
and belief systems that have been drummed into you, 
and for all old thoughts—indeed, for all thoughts. H o w 
can you see freshly and clearly with those thoughts? 

F r o m Time Shifting, Doubleday, 1996. 
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What if you needed to learn something new, and with a 
fresh perspective? 

Stop thinking. Instead, use your intuitive wisdom to 
experience love again. Meditate . See that everything is 
interconnected. See your true self. See God. 

Meditation and visualization will help you to stop 
thinking so much and will help you begin the journey 
back. Healing will occur. You will begin to use your un-
used mind. You will see. You will understand. And you 
will grow wise. Then there will be peace. 

The only thing I'd add now is what I've learned since the passage 
was written: You will not only begin the journey back, but you 
will begin the journey into the future. 

Medita t ion can help us tap into the healing powers within us, not 
only psychic healing but physical healing as well. More and more, 
physicians are acknowledging that we can fight diseases, even 
very serious ones, with a recently discovered medicine: the cura-
tive powers that lie within our spiritual nature. (Recently discov-
ered in the West, that is; Eastern doctors have known about it for 
centuries.) Perhaps this is t rue holistic medicine where we ener-
gize the entire organism—the mind and spirit as well as the body. 

There is by now ample proof. In Head First: The Biology of 
Hope and the Healing Power of the Human Spirit (Dutton, 
1989), N o r m a n Cousins detailed how emotions affect the im-
mune system; researchers at Harvard have found that meditation 
can prolong life in the elderly; and doctors in England found that 
diet, exercise, and the practice of stress-reduction techniques, of 
which meditation is among the most important , can actually re-
verse coronary artery disease. Diet and exercise alone won' t do it. 

The power of prayer on healing has also been documented— 
not only one's own prayers and prayers by family and friends but 
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the prayers of strangers. In 1982, for instance, 393 patients in the 
coronary care unit of San Francisco General Hospital were ran-
domly selected to either receive or not receive intercessory 
prayers. Neither the patients nor the doctors and nurses knew 
which group was which. The patients who received prayers had 
less need of CPR, mechanical ventilators, diuretics, and antibi-
otics, and there were fewer instances of pulmonary edema and 
even fewer deaths. In a study conducted by Duke University and 
the D u r h a m Veteran Affairs Medical Center, heart patients who 
were prayed for by seven different religion groups f rom various 
places of the globe had better outcomes than those receiving tra-
ditional medical treatment alone. A study of patients with ad-
vanced AIDS found that when people prayed for them f rom afar, 
wi thout the AIDS victims even knowing they were being prayed 
for, they experienced fewer and less severe AIDS-related illnesses, 
fewer and shorter hospitalizations, and less depression. 

I teach my patients meditation techniques that can reduce in-
somnia, help with weight control, smoking cessation, stress re-
duction, fighting infections, and chronic illness, and lowering 
blood pressure. The techniques work because the chemistry and 
physics of the body are influenced by mental and physical ener-
gies; regular meditation is a priceless tool for the recovery and 
maintenance of health. 

Medita t ion can open up possibilities for spiritual experiences 
since the subconscious mind is one of the gateways to the eternal 
dimension. The gateway is never wide open, and there are no 
signs that advise us where the road will lead. N o code or magic 
word will open it; it is an interior process of t ransforming and 
being transformed. Put differently, the mind is a passage, and 
through meditation you will in time be possessed of a map by 
which you will be able to find your way along that passage into 
deeper, more transcendent states. 
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Meditation might bring you to a heightened awareness of 
your spiritual essence and to a state of profound ecstasy, light-
ness, satisfaction, and well-being that comes when we contact 
our deepest dimension. Meditat ion allows a feeling of bliss to 
spread through you when you are contemplating a concept or ob-
ject that gives you pleasure. It may bring you back to a past life or 
ahead to a future one; the lessons of each will be clear to you 
when you enter them. 

When you come to awareness, you will find yourself compas-
sionate and loving without expecting anything in return. You will 
feel a oneness with every other person and being, with nature, 
with the sky and sea—with all there is. For however long you are 
in this altered state, you will experience the ultimate "high," a 
feeling unique in each individual yet common to the souls who 
are further along on their evolutionary journey. Some of my pa-
tients have told me that during meditation they detach f rom their 
physical bodies and float above themselves, watching themselves 
f rom another realm, the same out-of-body experience reported 
by people who have returned f rom near death. You may share 
that experience or have adventures as yet unreported by anyone. 
One thing is certain: You will discover your most powerful and 
essential self. 



CHAPTER 12 

David: 
Spirituality 

HEN I WAS A YOUNG BOY, I would go to temple with my 
V V father on Saturday morning and watch the old men 

sway and rock (daven) as they recited their prayers. These were 
always the same prayers, my father told me, said throughout 
the day, morning, sundown, and night. I didn't understand the 
language of the prayers, Hebrew, but, more fundamentally, 
I couldn' t understand the reason for them. "It doesn't make 
sense," I thought . "The words can't continue to have meaning 
after so many years, and by this time the swaying and bowing 
can't be more than physical exercise." 

After Catherine, I understood. The men were putt ing them-
selves in an altered state, just as I put patients under hypnosis. I 
don ' t think it mattered what the content of the words was; it was 
the ritual that mattered. The men were making a connection with 
God, and the ritual—as with all religious rituals, no matter what 
the religion—enabled them to become more spiritual. Whether 
one is Jewish, Christian, Islamic, the object is the same: to come 
closer to the supreme spiritual being and, by doing so, to become 
closer to pure spirituality itself. 

To me being spiritual means to be more compassionate, car-

180 
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ing, and kind. It means reaching out to people with a loving heart 
without expecting anything in return. It means acknowledging 
something greater than one's self, a force that exists in an un-
known realm that we must strive to discover. It means under-
standing that there are higher lessons to he learned and, after we 
have learned them, knowing that there are higher lessons still. 
The capacity for spirituality is in each of us, and we must tap 
into it. 

I've seen religious people committ ing acts of violence 
and inciting others to acts of war. Kill, they say, for those you 
attack do not share our beliefs and thus are our enemies. These 
people haven't learned the lesson that there is but one universe, 
one soul. To me their att i tude is completely Mwspiritual, no 
matter what the religion espouses. Indeed, it marks the difference 
between religion and spirituality. You do not need religion to be 
spiritual; you can be an atheist and still be kind and compassion-
ate. You can do volunteer work, for example, not because God 
commands you but because doing it makes you feel good and you 
think this is the way human beings should act toward one an-
other, that this is the way to progress toward the higher realm. 

My conception of God is of a loving, wise energy that is in 
every cell of our bodies. I do not see him as the standard cliche of 
a man with a beard sitting on a cloud making judgments. (In psy-
choanalytical terms, this is projection, the anthropomorphizing 
of God.) The important question regarding spirituality is not 
which God you follow but are you true to your soul? Are you liv-
ing a spiritual life? Are you a kind person here on earth, getting 
joy f rom your existence, causing no harm, and doing good to 
others? 

This is the essence of life, essential to our journey upward, 
and it doesn't seem complicated. But too many of us haven't yet 
mastered these lessons of spirituality. We are selfish, materialis-
tic, and lacking in empathy and compassion. Our urge to do 
good is subsumed by our desire to be physically comfortable. 
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And as goodness and selfishness battle within us, we become con-
fused and unhappy. 

Tha t is the way it was with David, as you'll see. 

David's family was patrician, f rom old New England stock, and 
he had come all the way f rom Boston to see me. He had heard of 
the work I was doing and had found one of my regression CDs 
helpful in relaxing him, though he had not experienced a past 
life. Besides, he had tried conventional psychotherapy, and it had 
done him little good. 

"I have planned to stay a week," he said. "Can we accomplish 
anything in that time?" 

"We can try," I replied, not ing the impeccable cut of his 
trousers and the polo pony insignia on his shirt. "I can schedule 
you for three sessions. But we can't do anything until you tell me 
what brought you here." 

To my surprise, the question seemed to puzzle him. "I 'm not 
sure," he said at last. " I 'm—I 'm unhappy." 

"Professionally? Personally?" 
"Both . . . Neither." 
"Which?" 
"The point is I shouldn't be unhappy." 
"Unhappiness isn't a matter of 'should. ' It's a state of mind." 
"Yes, of course. Only when I think about my life, which is far 

more frequently than I'd wish, I can' t see a single thing to be un-
happy about ." 

"Your profession?" I asked. 
"Attorney. I work in my father 's firm, and I've been doing 

well. M a d e partner in two years, and if I say so myself, it wasn' t 
because of nepotism." 

Still, there's often frict ion when a son works for a parent . " D o 
you find it uncomfor table being accountable to your fa ther?" 

" N o t at all," he said emphatically, punctuating his words 
with a little clap of his hands. "My father lets me operate inde-
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pendently. He brought me up to be my own man, and so did my 
mother. He never second-guesses me and hardly ever sees me in 
the office. I think I spend more time with him socially than I do at 
work." 

When psychiatrists begin the search for the root of a patient 's 
problem, they often look at the family first. Was some uncon-
scious dynamic at work here that David did not recognize? 

I probed further. "Is your mother alive?" 
"And kicking." He smiled. "She's on the board of the opera, 

the ballet, the Museum of Fine Arts. And she's a great hostess." 
H e raised a hand, anticipating my question. "Yes, she had plenty 
of time for me when I was a kid, and plenty of time for my 
brother and sister, too. We have a great relationship." 

"You said you see your father socially." 
"And my mother, too, of course. Theirs has been a solid mar-

riage for forty years." 
"How often?" 
"Maybe once a week. More like three times a month ." 
"You're married?" 
Another hand clap. "Absolutely. To the divine Leslie." 
Was he being ironic? "She's also a lawyer?" 
"No, but she's in an allied profession. She's an actress. I met 

her in my second year at Harvard law. Went to a performance of 
The Winter's Tale at the Brattle Street Theatre and was so 
knocked out by her Perdita that I went backstage and asked her 
out . It's to my everlasting good fortune that she said yes then and 
yes when I asked her to marry me five years ago." 

"Did your parents approve?" 
" 'Boston scion weds lowly actress'? I don' t know how they 

felt at first. As I said, they let me make my own life choices. But by 
now they adore her." 

"Any children?" 
"None . But that won't be true in another five months. Am-

niocentesis says it's a boy. Voila. The line continues! The name 
carries on!" 
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He told me all this with a sense of pleasure, even of fun. N o w 
he leaned forward, and his expression darkened. "Dr. Weiss, 
that 's just the point. I love my parents, had a wonderful child-
hood, have a spectacular wife, am well educated, well fed, well 
clothed and housed. We have enough money to stave off any dis-
aster or to take us anywhere on the planet we want to go. I am 
truly the man without a care in the world. Yet when I think these 
things, and even though I know they're true, there's a fundamen-
tal problem: The man I've just described isn't the man living in-
side my skin." 

This last was accompanied by a sob and a look of anguish so 
intense that I actually thought I was facing a different man. "Can 
you be more specific?" I asked. 

He recovered with an effort. "I wish I could be. When I try to 
put into words how I feel, it sounds like whining. The paltry com-
plaints of an overprivileged narcissist." 

"It doesn't matter how it sounds, and obviously the com-
plaints aren't paltry. You're in pain." 

He gave me a look of grat i tude and took a deep breath. 
"Okay. Here goes: I don ' t know why I was put on this Ear th . I 
feel as if I 'm skating on a frozen pond called life and that under-
neath the water is a hundred feet deep. I know I should swim in 
it, tha t it 'd be good if I could experience it, but I don ' t know how 
to break through the ice. I 'm confused about my place in the 
world. Yes, I 'm happy working for my father, but that 's only one 
definition of me: my father 's son. I 'm more. And I 'm more than 
another definition: good husband about to become good father. 
Jesus," he went on, the words startlingly loud in my office, " I 'm 
bloody invisible. Life just whistles through me like wind ." 

His need for answers ran deep, I knew. Rather than whiney, 
his complaints were existential, a cry for a definition he had not 
been able to find. 

Perhaps he had been looking in the wrong place. 



S A M E S O U L , M A N Y B O D I E S — 185 

David told mc that when he used my CDs at home, he generally 
got so relaxed that he fell asleep. There is nothing wrong with 
that; it simply means the person is going too deep. But his earlier 
"practice" made the hypnotic induction in my office easier. 
Within minutes he was in a deep trance. 

"It's the twelfth century," he said slowly, as though trying to 
peer into his life f rom the outside. "I 'm a nun, Sister Eugenie, and 
I work at a hospital on the outskirts of Paris." He shuddered. 
"It's a dreadful place, dark and cold, and my life is very hard. All 
the beds are filled in the room where I work, and I know there are 
others outside waiting for someone to die so they can have the 
space. The patients' bodies are covered with blisters—blisters 
filled with fluid. The smell is awful. Even in the cold these poor 
people run high fevers. They sweat and groan. Their torment is 
terrible to see. 

"I don ' t mind working there. O n e of the patients is an eleven-
year-old girl, an o rphan , eyes bright with fever, lips parched, face 
wrinkled like a monkey's. We both know she's going to die, tha t 
there's nothing I can do for her. Nevertheless, her spirits are 
good, she's able to make jokes, and the other patients love her. I 
love her most of all, and I bring her water and wash her brow—I 
do this for everyone—with a special tenderness. 

"On the day she dies, she looks up at me and says, 'You came 
into my life and brought me peace. You made me happy.' Happy! 
Can you imagine that? This poor girl, in agony, says she's happy 
because of me. I 'm not sure of the reason, but I redouble my ef-
forts for the other patients, hoping I can bring the same happi-
ness or at least some peace to them as well. And it works! I know 
my presence soothes them, and bonds form between us—spiri-
tual bonds, though none as strong as between me and the orphan 
girl." 

His face reflected his own inner peace as he spoke. His voice 
was gentle, awed, aware of miracles. 

"Eventually, I, too, succumbed to the disease. The pain was 
excruciating, but though my body suffered, my mind and soul 
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were blissful. I knew 1 had led a useful life, and that was God's 
plan for me. 

"When I die, my soul flows upward, toward the God who had 
sustained me. I 'm enveloped in a golden light and feel renewed by 
his grace. Angelic beings arrive to escort me, greeting me with ap-
plause and heavenly songs. On Earth I have risked my own life to 
help others with no thought of material gain. This was my re-
ward, more valuable than a king's treasure, more precious than 
emeralds. 

"They give me knowledge, and in exchange I give them 
boundless love. Through them I understand that helping others is 
the highest good, and you can imagine my joy when they tell me I 
had achieved that. The length of one's life is not important , they 
say. The number of days and years one lives on Earth is insignifi-
cant. It's the quality of those days and years that 's impor tant , 
quality measured in loving acts and achieved wisdom. 'Some peo-
ple do more good in one day than others do in a hundred years.' 
This is their message. 'Every soul, every person is precious. Every 
person helped, every life aided or saved, is immeasurably valu-
able.' 

"Each soul I attended in that hospital, belonging to those 
whose bodies had perished before mine, send me their blessings 
and their love, compounding my joy." 

David paused. "An incredibly beautiful being differentiates it-
self f rom the chorus of angels," he continued. "It seems to be 
made of light, though it has a distinctively human form and 
wears purple robes and golden shoes. Its voice—not distinguish-
able as a man's or a woman 's—has the authority of great wis-
dom." 

When I led him back to the present, he was still under the 
power of his vision, still filled with awe and enlightenment. "Let's 
call that being the Source," he told me, "because it was obvious 
that the lessons the angels taught me were taught to them by it. 
'When you need aid, you can invoke it through meditation and 
prayer whenever you need in any incarnation, ' the Source in-
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structed me directly. 'An open and loving heart, seeking a higher 
good without selfish motive, without any shadow of negativity 
or harm, can invoke a powerful manifesting energy in order to ac-
complish its goals. This is our right as spiritual entities. This is an 
essence of our spirituality. This is the invocation of grace.' " 

He shook his head in wonder. "I've never had such thoughts 
in my life," he said. "I 'm not religious. Don' t believe in God and 
don ' t have the foggiest idea what par t of me the Source came 
f rom. The idea that I was once a nun—it seems preposterous." 

"It was a life you lived," I said. "Surely an impor tant one, 
since you got to it so quickly and it was so vivid." 

"It couldn't have been a fantasy," he agreed. "It's too remote 
f rom anything I've imagined in the past ." 

"So you think it's real?" 
H e held up a hand. "Whoa! I wouldn' t go that far. But I'll tell 

you this, Dr. Weiss. It was the most amazingly moving experience 
I can remember." 

"Maybe Sister Eugenie is the person inside your skin," I said. 
"Maybe she's the David you're looking for." 

He thought for a moment . "We'll have to see, won' t we?" The 
session was over. He stood and then clapped his hands. "What 's 
next?" 

When he came back two days later, he told me the past life had 
stayed in his mind f rom the moment he left, and he felt he had ex-
perienced a kind of epiphany. He was very curious now about the 
"next ," and he virtually flung himself into the chair. 

Within minutes he was transported back some 140 years to 
the American Civil War. This time he stayed outside his vision, 
al though he saw it clearly. He was a young man on the Union side, 
an infantry soldier who spent his days either marching or fight-
ing. "It's battle after battle," he said. "Each one worse than the 
last. I 'm afraid to make friends because I 'm sure they'll be killed 
or wounded. That 's what happens to all of them: mutilated or 
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killed. The men we're fighting, they're not our enemies, they're 
our brothers. The only reason we shoot at them is so they won' t 
shoot us first. 1 try to save as many of my comrades as I can, help 
them find shelter or give them food or water. I do the same for our 
enemies when it's possible." He cast his eyes down as though try-
ing not to see. "It's all so senseless and sad. It's impossible to tell 
victory f rom defeat. Brother killing brother interminably. Over 
what? An acre? A stream? An idea?" 

He seemed suddenly sad and old. "I didn't survive the war, 
either. I just gave up and let myself be killed by walking into the 
battle f rom behind a tree. I didn't have the energy to fight or the 
stomach to kill anymore. It was a kind of assisted suicide." He 
sighed resignedly. "Wars, epidemics, earthquakes—all of nature's 
disasters or man's. Calamities that kill hundreds or hundreds of 
thousands—the cost is incalculable." His tone became confiden-
tial. "Some, which seem unavoidable, are really not. They can be 
mitigated by our own consciousness, by our collective thoughts 
and intentions. The others, which seem avoidable, only require 
the will to prevent them." 

He was talking about saving lives by preventing violence, but 
did he mean that natural disasters could be prevented by the use 
of human will? I wasn't sure, and David, when he returned to the 
present, didn't know, either. Perhaps future regressions would 
help him explain. 

Before he left on this day, David glimpsed some scenes of a 
past life in China many centuries ago (he could not pinpoint the 
year). As soon as he arrived in that life, his body began to shake, 
and I asked him if he wanted to come back. 

"No , " he said quickly. "I 'm not frightened or sick. Besides, 
I 'm just watching. I 'm an eleven-year-old boy. My body is shaking 
because the ground is shaking. It's an earthquake. My family is 
rich, and they built the strongest house possible. But it can't stand 
against nature's force. The walls are crumbling. I hear the 
screams of my parents, of my brother and sister. Frantic, I race to 
help them, but it's too late. My little sister is barely alive, and I 
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hold her in my arms until she dies. I run to another room. It does 
no good. The walls collapse, and I die with the rest of them." 

Almost as soon as David entered that life, he left it. He had 
come simply for the lessons it offered him. "My life was short and 
happy," he observed when he was once again in the present. 
"Buildings were flimsy; they couldn' t resist the tremors. In that 
time the devastation couldn't have been avoided, not with the 
level of knowledge or awareness then. But now we have the 
knowledge, and still people die. It's infuriating. We continue to 
build flimsy structures in dangerous areas with little planning 
and preparation. And I 'm not talking about only Third World 
countries, I 'm talking about America, too! It's not the lack of 
money that 's stopping us but the lack of value placed on human 
life. We'd rather sacrifice people than spend money that we have. 
Simple safety measures could avoid pain, hurt , and even death. 
Each life is so important , so special, and yet thousands are sacri-
ficed, usually for greed." Another sigh. "When will we learn?" 

I had no answer, though I had been thinking the same thing 
for years. Perhaps when we are all as enlightened as David. Per-
haps when we realize that when one person dies, it is par t of our 
own process of dying. All lives and souls are connected. 

When David came back for his final session, we visited two addi-
tional past lives. Again the theme in his previous regressions 
manifested itself, and he was able to articulate it: There is a 
supreme value in helping others because each life, each physical 
manifestation of the soul's journey, is absolutely precious. 

In the first past life that day he was a doctor in the Roman 
Empire during what appeared to him to be an outbreak of the 
plague. He saw himself wrapping bandages around the legs of 
his patients, not because of their wounds but because the ban-
dages would ward off fleas which, he deduced, came f rom in-
fected rats and carried the hideous disease to humans. He warned 
everyone to stay away f rom all rats, particularly dead ones (the 



190- - B R I A N L . W E I S S , M . I ) . 

fleas would leave the corpses), and to keep themselves clean and 
indoors as much as possible. He saved many lives, but the epi-
demic raged on in the areas where his advice was not known or 
not followed. Miraculously, he did not contract the disease him-
self but lived on to fight other illnesses as a revered and respected 
physician. 

His next past life memory was strongly linked both to his life 
in the Roman Empire and to the lifetime in France when he was a 
nun ministering to smallpox victims. Once more he was in the 
Middle Ages, at a somewhat earlier time, and again disease was 
r ampan t—a plague that affected most of Europe. He worked 
frantically, ministering to the overwhelming number of victims in 
the city where he lived (it might have been London; he wasn't 
sure), but his efforts were feeble against the pandemic. More than 
half of the citizens of the city died, as did his entire family. Ex-
hausted by his struggles, he became despairing and bitter, and 
filled with guilt and remorse that he had failed so often. He could 
see ahead in that lifetime, telling me that he lived another ten 
years, but he never really forgave himself. 

"Why were you so harsh with yourself?" I asked. "There was 
nothing you could do." 

"Because I forgot about the bandages," he said f rom his su-
perconscious state, floating above his Middle Ages body. "They 
could have kept away the fleas." 

I was astonished. He had brought memories of an earlier past 
life into the Middle Ages! It was an indication of how closely his 
lives were linked and how all our past lives stay with us as we 
progress. Few people in the Middle Ages had the Romans ' knowl-
edge that fleas f rom infected rats spread the disease, but he felt he 
should have tapped into what he had learned in Rome and 
averted at least some of the deaths, perhaps saving his family as 
well. 

He spoke again, still back with his medieval body. "I'll make 
you this promise. In all my future incarnations I'll protect and 
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save as many people as 1 can. I know there is no death, that we're 
all immortal , but I'll do what I can to ease the pain of the victims 
and survivors to allow the soul's lessons to progress unimpeded." 

He has kept his promise, I thought, in all but this life. What 
change would the memories inspire now? Would he find his true 
core as a healer? 

We were both silent. I wondered fleetingly if David's presence 
was the harbinger of another epidemic—that seemed to be his 
pat tern—and then shrugged off the thought as too fanciful. 
There was enough time left in the session to explore other life-
times. I asked David whether he wanted to go to the past or the 
future. 

His sadness vanished. " O h , the future!" 
He led me slightly more than one hundred years ahead in 

time. In that life the quintessential WASP who sat facing me was 
a rabbi! 

"My name is Ephraim. I 'm at a conference with Catholic, 
Protestant, Hindu, Buddhist, Muslim, holistic, and indigenous 
ministers and healers. We meet frequently, two or three times a 
week, to meditate and pray, creating a harmonious energy to 
combat the hate and violence endemic to the unenlightened in-
habitants of the world. O u r numbers are few, no more than fifty, 
but our power is great. Our purpose is to neutralize the Earth-
damaging energies unknowingly unleashed by those who don' t 
care or don' t know about spiritual laws. Those energies create 
earthquakes, tornadoes, floods, epidemics. We used to think 
these were random events. N o w we believe they're spawned—or 
at least influenced—by the thoughts and intentions of human-
kind. And we can prevent them! O u r group goes out to teach oth-
ers the techniques of the positive prayer and positive meditation 
that we use. We have thousands of followers. Next month is our 
fifth ecumenical meeting of over twenty-five thousand who be-
lieve as we do; they will bring back our teachings to their own 
countries across the globe. These conferences transcend physical 
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and psychological boundaries in order to achieve peace, har-
mony, and compassion for all the inhabitants of the world and for 
the planet itself." 

His eyes were sparkling. "It's working! We're able to measure 
positive effects on the Earth's climate. The globe is cooling for the 
first time in centuries. Summers and winters are less severe. Can-
cer rates have gone down." 

In one of his regressions David had alluded to the possibility 
of thought influencing natural phenomena. In this future he had 
apparently mastered the concept and made teaching it his life's 
work. 

"I've learned how to teach others the way to invoke beings of 
higher consciousness," he confided in a tone of awe. (I thought of 
Sister Eugenie's past life experience.) "By communicating with a 
clear and compassionate heart , by seeking a higher spiritual 
good, we can solicit aid f rom them. They've already begun to 
help. The world is a far, far better place now than it was a hun-
dred years ago." 

David's gorgeous vision made me ponder. Whether the fruits of 
Ephraim's work will be realized in the actual future of the earth 
remains unclear. There are multiple futures open to us, some vio-
lent and some peaceful, and multiple paths to get to them. Cer-
tainly many other factors beyond his conferences and teachings 
will determine which becomes the actual one. My own feeling, 
however, is that the masters will play a role, and we would be 
wise, as David was, to listen to them. I had learned f rom many 
group progressions that several centuries f rom now a large de-
cline in the Earth's population will occur. How this is effected, 
whether by war, disease, toxins, pole shifts (the Earth's axis 
changing), decline in fertility rate, conscious choice, or in un-
known ways, has yet to be determined. I don' t know whether 
Ephraim's mission succeeded in the end or whether the forces of 
violence, self-interest, greed, and hatred were just too powerful. 
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David was now observing Ephraim's life from a higher and 
more detached perspective. He seemed to know what I was think-
ing. "Whether the coming population decline is caused by trau-
matic events in a sudden and cataclysmic manner or whether it is 
gradual and more gentle in nature will be determined by the 
thoughts and actions of mankind. We all choose the lives we are 
about to lead. I chose well and helped others choose correctly, 
too. But were there enough of us, I wonder." 

1 wished I had more time with David to explore his issues further, 
but he had to go home to his pregnant wife and his family's busi-
ness. I asked him to keep in touch with me, to let me know how 
the three sessions affected him, but I worried that the environ-
ment of comfort and ease in which he lived would seduce him 
again. 

Tha t did not happen. The knowledge of past and future lives 
helped David define his role in the present. He quit his father's 
firm and returned to Harvard to study environmental law. He felt 
he had to oppose the deleterious effects of certain big business 
practices—many of which his former firm defended—so that he-
could alter the future for the better. He was especially interested 
in issues of global warming, the careless accumulation of long-
lived toxic by-products of industrial processes, and the resultant 
extinction of entire species of animals and plants without an un-
derstanding of what their absence would do to the balance of na-
ture. At last, David is experiencing meaning and purpose in his 
life; he is "whole." His confusion has dissolved, and he is aligned 
with his destiny. 

As David's story shows, spirituality does not reside in the mind 
alone but, rather, in one's entire persona, in the intentions and ac-
tions of a life lived well. You can't just think "I 'm going to be spir-
itual from now on." You must also feel it as a consequence of 
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vour actions. We live in a community of souls, and we have to 
perform good deeds within that community. The introspective 
life is not by itself enough. When we reach out to assist fellow 
souls along their spiritual paths, we reach a higher level of evolu-
tion. David's past and future lifetimes demonstrate this altruistic 
devotion to loving service among his fellow humans. The more he 
gave, the more he received. Lives led spiritually, like his, bring us 
closer to our divine nature. 



C H A P T E R 1 3 

Jennifer and Cristina: 
Love 

ANGER MANAGEMENT, health, empathy, compassion, patience 
^.and understanding, nonviolence, relationships, security, 

destiny and free will, contemplation and meditation, spirituality: 
All these are steps to immortality. All these must he mastered now 
or in the future in our journey to the one soul. And all these are 
facets of the greatest virtue, which is love. 

Love is the ultimate lesson. How can you retain anger if you 
love? How can you not be compassionate or empathetic? How 
can you not choose the right relationships? How can you strike 
another? Foul the environment? War with a neighbor? Not have 
room in your heart for other viewpoints, different methods, di-
vergent lifestyles? 

You can't. 
When my patients have gone through regression and/or pro-

gression and have mastered their phobias and traumas, love is 
what they understand. Many get this message from those who 
play key roles in their lives. But many hear it f rom the other 
side—from a parent, spouse, or child who has died. "I 'm fine," 
the messages say. "I'm okay. I love you. You don't have to grieve 
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for me. What lies beyond is not darkness but light, for I am where 
love is, and love is light." 

These messages might be wish fulfillment, fantasies to ease 
the pain of loss, but I don ' t think so. I've heard them too many 
times f rom too many people. Love is what we carry f rom life to 
life, although in some lifetimes we are unaware of it and in some 
misuse it. Ultimately, though, it is what keeps us evolving. 

For example, Jennifer, having just given birth to her third 
child, was handed the baby for the first time. She recognized the 
child immediately—the energy, the expression in the eyes, the im-
mediate connectedness. "You again," she said. "We're together 
again." The baby was the woman's grandmother in a past life. 
They had fought bitterly throughout that life, all the while loving 
each other, though the love went unexpressed. Now, she knew, 
was their chance to make amends. 

There are all kinds of love, of course: romantic love; the love 
of a child for a parent and a parent for a child; and love of nature, 
of music, of poetry, of all things on this Earth and in the heavens. 
Love continues on the other side and is brought back here by the 
soul. It is the understanding of all the mysteries. To me it is the ul-
t imate religion. If we could all love in our own way, if we could 
abandon the rituals that pronounce "Mine is the true path; all 
others are sham," if we could abjure the violence, conflicts, and 
pain we inflict in the name of a specific G o d — " o u r " God—when 
by definition God is universal, God is love, we would not have to 
wait through innumerable lifetimes to get to heaven. 

Cristina dressed in a style that American women can't seem to 
emulate: flamenco-inspired skirts that reach the floor; blouses in 
bright reds, blues, purples, and yellows; luxuriant black hair 
pulled back severely and kept in place by ribbons of fantastic 
hues. When she first came to see me, I was struck by her showi-
ness, but as her visits multiplied, I realized that the colors were 
compensation for her dark moods and darker thoughts. She was 
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a woman fighting, to retain a spark of self even as her family 
strove to snuff it out. There were dark patches of skin under her 
eyes, and her hands trembled slightly. Fatigue, I thought . She 
complained of asthma, and in times of stress it was apparent in 
her breathing, but it was her psychological problems that induced 
her to ask for my help. 

Full-bodied but not fat , she exuded what turned out to be an 
ambiguous impression of strength within a palpable sexuality, 
and f rom the beginning she alternated between facing me 
squarely, almost hostilely, and averting her eyes f rom mine with a 
Latin demureness that bespoke a strict aristocratic upbringing. I 
guessed her to be in her late twenties; she turned out to be ten 
years older. She wore a ring on the fourth finger of her left hand, 
a large ruby that matched the flamboyance of her clothes, and I 
wondered if it was meant for decoration or as a proclamation of 
marriage. 

"Divorced," she said, noting my look. "Two children. I wear 
the ring because it's beautiful and because it scares off suitors." 

Her English was elegant, impeccable, yet I could detect traces 
of an accent. "You are not f rom Miami," I said—a statement, not 
a question. 

"Sao Paulo, Brazil." 
"Ah. And you moved here when?" 
"Three years ago. To join my father after my divorce." 
"You live with him, then?" 
"No, no. He lives with my mother in Bal Harbour . I 'm a few 

miles away." 
"With your children?" 
"Yes. The girls. Rosana is seven, Regina five. They're very 

dear." 
"So when you say you came to join your fa ther—" 
"To work with him. To be with him in his business." 
"Which is what?" 
"Really? You don' t know? I went back to my maiden name 

after the divorce, and I'd have thought you'd recognize it." 
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Of course! Stupid of me. I should have made the connection 
immediately. Her father was head of a company specializing in 
high-end clothing. In the past two years it had branched out into 
a line of younger, less expensive sportswear, which my wife, Car-
ole, later told me was once the thing to wear if you were a 
teenager. I asked if Cristina's move coincided with her father's 
new venture. 

"Coincidental," she said. "I make no decisions and have no 
say in planning." Her eyes flashed with anger. "I 'm little more 
than a servant girl with her own office." 

"And this is frustrating to you?" 
"Frustrating? It's infuriating!" She leaned toward me and 

spoke with passion that made her tremble. "My God, what I 
could do if he let me! He makes clothes for women but doesn't 
believe women should have the final say in how they look. My eye 
is twice as good as his. I 'm twice as clever. His clothes were a fad, 
and like all fads, they became obsolete. Already people have 
stopped buying. My clothes would be timeless." 

Cristina, I thought, could accomplish whatever she set out to 
do. "But he won't listen?" I asked. 

"He shuts me off like a car engine. I've given up trying. To 
fight him is like fighting an army of the Inquisition." 

"What about your mother? Can she help?" 
"She can't help herself. My mother 's simply a decoration, like 

a vase of flowers. She shuts up because she knows he could re-
place her whenever he felt like it." 

"But he hasn' t ." 
"Sure he has, a million times. He keeps his women in separate 

apartments or separate hotels, depending on how serious he feels 
about them. In his religion divorce is not allowed. I defied it and 
divorced four years ago. He almost killed me when I did; it's only 
when he knew he needed me that he let me come to America." 

"Does your mother know about the other women?" 
"She'd be a fool if she didn' t ." Cristina paused. "But then, she 

is a fool!" 
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I did not remark on her bitterness. "Are you an only child?" 
"Only daughter. I have two older brothers." 
"Do they work in the business, too?" 
"Work is the wrong word. They come into the office and go 

out to lunch." 
"Yet they get the promotions, the respect. They're listened 

to." It was an easy guess. 
"My father is too savvy to take their advice. But you're right 

about the promotions and the respect. You see, I 'm a woman and 
deserve neither." 

It was a familiar complaint of Latin women, stifled by a cul-
ture that had not progressed into the twentieth century. She was 
obviously the star of the family, yet she was obscured by the cloud 
of tradition and closed-mindedness. 

"Why don' t you leave, strike out on your own?" 
It was as though I had accused her of murder. Ashen-faced, 

she pushed back from her chair, stood, and then collapsed back 
down. She began to cry, dissolving under what seemed to me an 
obvious question. "I don ' t know," she wailed, all sophistication 
gone, suddenly defenseless. "Please, please. I need your help!" 

The change in her was so sudden that beyond a mumbled "Of 
course I'll help," I felt awed. "Tell me the problem," I said. "Be as 
precise as you can." 

She looked at me through tear-filled eyes and breathed with 
difficulty. "You have to understand one thing: I love my father. N o 
matter what I tell you, that 's the underlying t ruth." 

Love him and hate him, I thought . Hardly a unique emo-
tional conflict. 

"When he came to America, leaving me and my husband and 
babies behind, I felt relieved. My brothers went with him, and it 
seemed that by their going, I was rid of all the constraints, all the 
pressures imposed on me by a tyrannical Brazilian patriarch of 
the old school." She laughed ruefully. "Men a thousand, women 
zero. He never hit me, never was cruel. On the contrary, he gave 
me everything I wanted, and that was the trouble. I never earned 



200 - — B R I A N L . W E I S S , M . D . 

them—or, rather, I earned them by being obedient. When I was 
still a little girl, I realized I was smarter than my brothers. By the 
time I was twenty, I knew I was smarter than my father, too. I 
worked for him for a while in Brazil, helped the company grow— 
really helped—without taking any credit for it. But it didn't do 
me any good. I was diminished, shunted aside, not only by him 
but by my brothers who were jealous of my brains and my 
mother who was his slave. It wasn't right. It wasn't just. So I mar-
ried the first man who came after me without realizing he was 
just as tyrannical—and he hit ." 

By now the tears had stopped. Her voice was level, though I 
could feel the intense emotion behind her words. I had no doubt 
that she was reporting accurately. Cristina was a woman pitted 
against an age-old culture with age-old beliefs, and as strong as 
she was, they had bested her. 

She took a deep breath. "Okay. My family's in Miami , he's in 
Miami , and I'm in Sao Paulo with a terrible husband and two ba-
bies I adore. My father opposes my divorce, but I go through with 
it anyway. I had no choice; he was hitting the girls, too. And only 
when it's final do I tell Father. From him, silence. Many months, 
silence. 

"And then all of a sudden he calls. 'Come to Miami. Work 
with me in the company. You're alone. I'll take care of you.' So I 
came. I thought he was taking pity on me—generosity and com-
passion f rom a man who had never shown them. The line for 
teenagers was my idea, and I was thrilled when we began to work 
together again. I fed him other ideas. He ate them like chocolates. 
But pretty soon I realized nothing had changed, that he was using 
me, that my brothers were the beneficiaries of my talent—that he 
was a greedy, self-serving, cold-blooded villain." 

"And yet," I pointed out, "you say you love him." 
The thought crossed my mind that he might have abused her 

sexually when she was young, but I dismissed it; she exhibited 
none of the symptoms. No, the abuse was psychological. By put-
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ting her under his dominat ion, he created a kind of Stockholm 
syndrome in her soul wherein the captive falls in love with the 
captor. He tormented her, but there was no one she could turn to, 
no one she could trust. It was the most insidious kind of sadism. 
She had no choice but to love him. 

She seemed exhausted by her narrative, and I asked her if she 
wanted to rest. No, she said, it was better to get the whole story 
out. "I struck out on my own. I moved me and the children out of 
the house to where I live now and told him I was going to start my 
own line of clothes." 

"Did he get angry?" I asked, visualizing his rage. 
"Worse. He laughed. He told me I'd never get financing, that 

nobody would give money to a woman. He said if I did manage 
to start a business of my own, he'd disinherit me and the girls. 
'You can walk the streets for all I care' is what he said. But I went 
ahead anyway. About a year ago I quit his company, wrote my 
own marketing plan for another, and rented an office. I talked to 
wholesalers and retail buyers." 

"Without any money?" 
"Well, I'd saved my salary when I lived at home, and I got a 

small business loan f rom the bank. But I didn't have nearly 
enough, even with the loan, and these first months have been 
tough going. Still, I made a few sales. The buyer for Blooming-
dale's in Miami bought my line of office wear. She said I had ac-
complished 'miracles' in a short time. I was on my way. Of 
course, when my father found out about it, he stopped speaking 
to me. I had hope for my new life, but the anxiety is tremendous. 
I have nightmares, so I 'm afraid to sleep. I shout at my children. 
I 'm eating out of nervousness. I've gained ten pounds, all on junk 
food. My breathing gets so bad, I sometimes think I 'm going to 
die." 

"You say you 'had ' hope. Has it gone?" 
She bowed her head. "Yes." 
"Do you know why?" 
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Again she dissolved, and she gasped out her answer through 
her tears. "My father has asked me to come back." 

His company was going bankrupt . With all its fame and de-
spite the fact that stores were filled with his merchandise, he was 
in deep financial trouble. Although his up-market clothes still 
sold—it was his strength in that area which accounted for his ini-
tial rise—the lower-end par t of the business was failing. Cristina 
was right when she said customers had stopped buying. Orders 
for the following year were down 40 percent, a calamitous de-
cline. 

"He's on the verge of bankruptcy," Cristina said after she had 
explained the facts, "and he's asked me to come back and save 
him." 

"And that 's why you've come to see me?" 
"Yes. Because I can't make up my mind about what to do, and 

it's driving me crazy." 
"Oh , you're not crazy," I assured her, "just stuck. Sometimes 

when decisions are monumental , it prevents us f rom making 
them at all." 

She looked at me gratefully. Although what I had said was 
neither profound nor original, I had pinpointed the problem. 
"Maybe it will help if we go through your options." 

" G o o d , " she said, her composure regained. Her words 
came quickly now. She had already sorted through the choices 
in her mind. "First, I can go back to my father and help h im as 
he has asked. Tha t would mean giving up my life for h im, a 
kind of suicide for a family cause. Second, I can s top work ing 
and remarry. I'd choose carefully this time. This t ime it would 
be for love—and have more children, like millions of my sis-
ters a round the world. M y parents would approve, my culture 
would thank me, and I suppose I could make myself a happy 
but unfulfilled life." 

She paused, obviously visualizing it, and shook her head 
sadly. "Or I could go on with my own clothing line." She bright-
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ened. "It would work, you know. Dr. Weiss, I didn't tell you this 
before, but when it comes to business decisions, I'm psychic. 
Don' t smile. Really I know I'd succeed. It's only in life decisions 
that I mess up." 

Many successful business people have Cristina's gift. They 
call it "gut instinct" or "flying by the seat of their pants" or "play-
ing a hunch," but it is actually a kind of psychic power. Again, I 
didn't doubt that Cristina possessed it, and it seemed to point to 
the right path. 

"What 's the downside?" I asked. 
She sighed. "Many. Compete with him in his own business? 

My family has cast me out already, even my mother, and if I go 
on, they'll never forgive me. Frankly, I don' t know if I could for-
give myself. It's such a betrayal of them—of h im—that I'd feel I 
deserved his anger and any punishment that came with it." 

"But isn't that what you're doing now? Compet ing with 
him?" 

"Absolutely. And that 's what has made it so hard to sleep and 
filled me with such anxiety." She saw my surprised expression. 
"Oh , it isn't the business par t of it that worries me. I've already 
performed miracles, as the Bloomingdale's buyer said. I told you 
I 'm psychic. It's that if he goes bankrupt , my success would liter-
ally kill him." 

"I don ' t understand, then, why you started your own business 
at all." 

"Because I was angry. Because he betrayed me, and I wanted 
revenge. Because—" Here she stopped, and the tears started. "I 
don ' t think I could have gone on with my business. When it was 
successful, I think I'd have given it to him. Actually, some great 
par t of me didn't want it to succeed. I'd already planned to give it 
up before I came to see you." 

"There are a number of factors here," I said sympathetically. 
"You've been betrayed, but you will feel guilty if you strike back. 
You're angry, but you're afraid of the consequences. You're psy-
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chic, but you can't figure out the future. Men have only hurt you, 
but you're willing to remarry. You love and hate your father si-
multaneously. Does that sum it up?" 

She laughed despite herself. "Tell me, Doctor, what are my 
chances?" 

"We must see if we can look into the future," I said. "But to 
do that , let's go to your past ." 

Her first regression was a short one. All she could tell me was that 
she lived in an Islamic culture of Nor th Africa; she couldn't place 
the date or describe her surroundings. She knew that she was 
male, a writer of verse, and that she had a father, also a writer, of 
whom she was extremely jealous, for he outshone his son in 
recognition, prominence, and income. The parallels to her pres-
ent life were so direct and obvious that she felt what she saw 
might have been nothing more than a fantasy. 

The second regression was more interesting. 
"It's the Middle Ages. Twelfth century. I 'm a young man, a 

priest, very handsome, living in the mountains—it looks like 
south-central France. There are deep gorges and valleys, so travel-
ing is difficult, but many people come to me. They are in need of 
my ability to give physical and psychological succor. I believe in 
reincarnation and inspire others to believe in it also, which is a 
great comfort to them. People who are diseased—lepers and sick 
children—seek me out, and when I touch them, many of them 
are miraculously cured. Of course I am a beloved figure. N o one 
else has my talent. 

"My father in my present life is a farmer in this one, and he 
lives not a mile away. He's everything I'm not: greedy, godless, ac-
quisitive, a misanthrope. He's the richest man in the region, but 
his money and land don ' t tempt the free-spirited village girl he 
covets, though he would give them all for her love. She loves me 
and is willing to accept only spiritual, platonic love, for I am true 
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to my vows of celibacy. 'By loving you I show my love for God, ' 
she tells me. 

"An invading army f rom Rome has been able to ford the 
gorges and has surrounded the village. They attack. 1 am cap-
tured. The farmer denounces me to the authorities, claiming I 
practice black magic. When they hear stories of my power to heal 
and my certainty of lives to come, they believe the farmer, and I 
am burned at the stake. It's an agonizing death, for along with the 
flames, the smoke makes it impossible to see my beloved who, 
weeping, has come to watch me die and to give whatever solace 
she can. Moments after I die, she hurls herself down a gorge and 
is killed instantly. 

"In death I am able to look down at the village to see what 
transpires. The farmer 's jealousy of me, which I barely recog-
nized when I was alive, never disappears. He has to settle for a 
loveless marriage and grows more bitter, more cruel. In my life re-
view I can see myself come back in a future life to help the farmer, 
now a blacksmith, with his life lessons, but I am not able to give 
him much help. He will come back again and again without 
progress. I feel I've failed, and I've failed because deep in my 
Christian heart I hate him. He killed me and, worse, the woman I 
loved. I rejoice that he was bitter, unfulfilled, and miserable. I 
know my thoughts are wrong, but I can't help it. It would be a lie 
to pretend anything else." 

When Cristina left that day, I made a note to see if her asthma 
got better, for I felt that the priest's death by fire and smoke was 
linked to it. (This is fairly common; breathing problems often 
have past-life causes.) In fact, it was markedly improved by our 
next session and is not nearly as debilitating today. 

I made another note: "Jealousy is what hooked farmer and 
priest together in another life and probably in this one. In this life, 
Cristina's father was presented with the opportuni ty to redeem 
himself for the jealousy and treachery he displayed toward her in 
past lives. He could have supported her psychologically by recog-
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nizing and acknowledging her talent, and he could have rewarded 
her by promoting her in the company. He chose to do neither. Per-
haps yet another lifetime will be needed for him to learn compas-
sion and altruism." 

In her next and last regression Cristina found herself in a small 
town in England in the 1800s. 

"It's an exciting place to be," she told me. "For the first time 
in history, men are going off to work, leaving their houses to go to 
offices or factories, while women are put in sole charge of the 
home. It means a new kind of society, different relationships be-
tween husband and wife. But I'm lucky: I'm still young, twenty, 
not married, and have taken a job in a textile plant so I can make 
some money Once I get there, I think of all sorts of ways to in-
crease production and reduce costs simultaneously. My supervi-
sor is impressed and asks my advice all the time. He's terrifically 
handsome, and he says he loves me. I sure love him." 

The supervisor in that life was once again her father in this 
one. I led her forward in her past life, noting a marked change in 
her expression. She was no longer a happy, carefree girl but a 
bitter, disillusioned woman. The supervisor, it turns out, be-
trayed her. 

"He didn't love me after all. He pretended to so he could 
steal my ideas and take them as his own. He was promoted. His 
superiors called him a genius. Oh, it's horrible! I hate him! One 
day I confronted him in f ront of his boss and begged him to con-
fess that 'his' ideas were really mine. The next day he accused me 
of stealing five pounds from a coworker. I was innocent, totally 
innocent, but the girl backed him up. She was probably his mis-
tress, and he told her he loved her so she would take his side. It'll 
serve her right when she finds out what a bastard he is. I was ar-
rested, sent to prison for a year, humiliated, and abandoned. In 
jail I developed pneumonia. It didn't kill me, but it weakened my 
lungs, and I had coughing spells for the rest of my life." (Another 
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parallel with her present-day asthma.) "I couldn't get another job 
but was forced to beg. I had promise, real promise—all my 
coworkers at the factory thought so—but what good did it do 
me? It destroyed me." She began to cry 

"Did you ever forgive him?" I asked. 
"Never! Hatred of him was the fuel that kept me going, i ' l l 

see him dead before I die,' I told myself. But it was a promise I 
couldn' t keep. I died before I was forty, unmarried, childless, 
alone. He probably lived to be a hundred. What injustice! What a 
waste of my life on this Ear th ." 

No t really. The tragedy of that past life and of her life as a 
priest was preparation for this life and her lives to come. When I 
brought her back to the present, she remained in an altered state 
that I could not precisely define. 

"The Bible tells us that the sins of the father carry on to the 
third or fourth generation of descendants." (I looked it up. She 
was paraphrasing Exodus 20:5.) "But that doesn't make sense. 
We are our own descendants, reincarnated as our grandchildren, 
great-grandchildren, and great-great-grandchildren throughout 
our many lives. And at any point we can erase those sins, because 
they don' t exist in another, they exist in ourselves. My father was 
in all my lives. 1 recognized him as my father, a farmer, a supervi-
sor. And in each life I've loved him, then hated him. His sins have 
followed him down through the centuries." 

She leaned forward, inspired. "But so have mine. It wasn ' t— 
isn't—his sins I must change. It's my own. I've hated him for mil-
lennia. Hatred is a sin. Each time that hatred eradicated the love I 
felt for him at the beginning. But what if it's different this time? 
What if I can eradicate hatred with love?" 

Cristina's extraordinary insights did not, of course, answer the 
question of which choice to make—employee, housewife, or 
competi tor—in the next months. At the time of our working to-
gether I was just beginning my progression work and was using it 
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selectively. Cnstma 's strength and intellect made her an excellent 
candidate, I thought, and I suggested we try going forward. 

She agreed readily. "We're only going to look at possible fu-
tures pertaining to your choices," I told her. "I want to avoid 
glimpses of serious illness, loss, or death. If you find yourself 
going in that direction, tell me, and I'll bring you back." 

I started by asking her to see herself if she had stayed in her 
father 's company. "I 'm sick, physically sick," she said at once, but 
despite my admonit ion, she stopped me from bringing her back. 
"It's a sickness born of frustrat ion. The job is stifling me literally 
and figuratively. My asthma is worse. I can't breathe. It's like 
being in England two centuries ago. I 'm in prison." 

Her vision of herself as a housewife was equally bleak. "My 
children are both grown and have moved away. I 'm alone. I never 
remarried. My head feels empty, like my brain has shriveled up 
f rom lack of use. I see my inventiveness as belonging to other 
lives, not this one." 

As for start ing a competitive business: " I 'm successful. M y 
father is bankrup t , and I 'm a multimillionaire. Nevertheless, I 'm 
miserable. It all feels angry and vindictive. I've lost by winning. 
My family and I never see each other, never speak. We sit in our 
rooms, separated by silence, spending our days with ha t red ." 

When I brought her back, I expected sadness. Instead, jubila-
tion! 

"There is a fourth choice," she cried, "one I didn't see before: 
Start my own business but not in competition with my father." 

"Won' t that be risky?" I asked. 
"I don ' t think so. Market ing and design skills apply to all 

businesses. Cookware! Ceramics! I 'm a good cook and an okay 
potter, so at least I'll know what I 'm talking about, though natu-
rally I'll get expert advice. I have an in with the stores that might 
sell them and a record with my present start-up that 's the equal of 
anybody's. I'll go back to the lenders who helped me get started 
and tell them I've changed my plans, but not to worry. I'll come 
up with a new marketing plan, a new business p lan—I'm an ex-
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pert at those. I'll design stockpots, casseroles, coffee cups, dinner 
services. I'll work with clay, with steel, with silver. And nobody 
will say I'm out to beat my father. Why, when it succeeds, he'll be 
proud of me and love me at last." 

Her enthusiasm was so boundless that I didn't have the heart 
to point out the pitfalls. I was sure she would succeed—but win 
her father's love? Something profound would have to change in 
both of them before that was possible. 

She left effusing gratitude, but I remained unsatisfied. True, I 
had helped her solve her di lemma, but there was more work to be 
done. I thought back to her insight about the transmission of sin 
and wondered if she would take it further. I was therefore pleased 
when a few months later she called for an appointment . 

She had had rocky going, she told me. Her new plans were 
not met with the support she had expected. She had yet to find 
her own "design voice." She had had to change her children's 
school f rom private to public. She was worried about money, 
afraid she'd have to go back to her father after all, if only to sup-
por t her children. Yet she described her problems with an ebul-
lience lacking in her earlier visits; the darkness under her eyes had 
also disappeared, and she breathed far more easily. 1 pointed this 
out and asked her why. 

"I 'm in love." 
I was astonished. When she left, I figured it would be a long 

time before she would let love in—she was too angry at men, too 
determined to be alone—yet there was no mistaking the light in 
her eyes. 

"Tell me." 
"Ricardo's wonderful . Won-der-ful! I met him at a reading 

group. We discovered that we share a love for Don Quixote, 
maybe because we both tilt at windmills. He's a commercial flier, 
a freelancer who hires out to international companies operating 
between here and Latin America. He's been to Sao Paulo and 
even knows the street where I lived. He speaks Spanish and Por-
tuguese, and when I told him about you, he said he'd read one of 
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your hooks in Portuguese when he was last in Brazil because he 
couldn't get the English-language edition. It was your first one, he 
thinks, the one about you and your patient—I've forgotten the 
title, too—though I 'm afraid he doesn't believe all of it. D o you 
mind?" 

"Of course not. I 'm glad you're happy. But I 'm surprised, re-
ally, that you're in love." 

She looked at me with enormous gravity. "I 'm surprised, too. 
I asked myself how it could happen, and so suddenly, and I be-
lieve I have the answer. It's because of what we talked about ear-
lier. The moment I realized I was a sinner as well as my father and 
that my sin is hate, as it has been through all my past lives, then 
my hatred of him, of all men, vanished—and into my life walked 
Ricardo. I know it sounds all too pat , but it's true!" 

She put her hands on my desk and leaned toward me. "It's the 
strangest thing, Dr. Weiss. When I look at him, really look, I see 
the good par t of my soul. He's me, I know, and I 'm him. But it 
seems impossible." 

I explained that when a soul is fragmented f rom the One, it 
can enter more than one body simultaneously and that her feel-
ing wasn't "strange" or even particularly unusual. She and Ri-
cardo were destined to meet, I told her, and now their free choice 
would determine what would happen to them in the future. 

"I have an idea of what that might be," she said, smiling radi-
antly. 

So did I. 

There remained the question of whether her new business would 
succeed or fail. I asked her if she wanted me to lead her into the 
future, and after considerable hesitation—in her current eupho-
ria, she didn't want bad news—she agreed. Only instead of going 
a few years forward, she went twelve hundred! Usually when peo-
ple progress into the distant future, they're not sure of the year, 
but Cristina was positive: 3200. 
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"The earth is very green," she said, "much greener and more 
fertile than it is now. The forests are lush, the meadows filled with 
flowers. But funnily enough there are no animals. Why, when 
there's so much food for them to eat? There aren't many people, 
either. They can communicate with one another telepathically, 
and their bodies, less dense than ours, are filled with light. They 
live in small groups, not cities, in lovely houses made of wood or 
stone, and they seem to be farmers. I can see liquid or liquid light 
pouring into the plants; sometimes the liquid pours into the peo-
ple themselves. The people are extremely spiritual. I can't see any 
illness, any real anger, or any violence or war. There's a certain 
translucent quality to everything, a permeating light that con-
nects everyone and everything in peace." 

"How did it make you feel, seeing the world this way?" I 
asked when I had brought her back to the present. 

She beamed. "Calm. Comfortable. Joyous. I look forward to 
living there." 

"I wonder why you went there instead of the immediate fu-
. 55 

ture. 
She considered the question. "Because it's more important . I 

can handle the years in this life by myself. My business will flour-
ish like the trees and plants two millennia from now. With Ri-
cardo to love, how can it fail?" 

She was right, of course. Within eighteen months her goods 
were in upscale stores across the country, and when Carole and I 
went to Russia, we saw them in St. Petersburg. She was also doing 
a burgeoning business on the Internet. She invested some of her 
profits in her father's business and saved him f rom the threatened 
bankruptcy. Ricardo and she married, and I pretty much lost con-
tact with her. But one morning she called me. I could hear the ela-
tion in her voice. 

"I had to tell you, Dr. Weiss, because it's thanks to you that it 
happened. Last night Ricardo and I were at my parents ' for din-
ner. We go often; they like him. Anyway, as we were leaving, my 
father drew me aside and hugged me. Hugged me! It felt wonder-
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ful. And then for the first time in my life or his, he told me that he 
loved me." 

Love is an absolute quality and energy. It does not stop with our 
death. It continues on to the other side and returns here again. It 
is the epitome of the spirit's quali ty—and the body's. It is life and 
the afterlife. It is our goal, and all of us, in this or future lives, will 
attain it. 



C H A P T E R 1 4 

Gary: 
The Future 

IN ALL MY BOOKS I've tried to convey the astonishing impact of 
the regression sessions; the effect of the "miraculous" visions, 

not only physically but psychically; the sense of mystery or magic 
or transcendence that both the patient and I experience. How 
much more wondrous is it then when we travel to the future to see 
not what has happened but what will happen, what will be. Such 
journeys continue to fill me with awe and caution. I 'm wary of 
leading my patients to realms that might be imaginary and have 
them base their life decisions on what they "see," and I stress to 
them the danger of illusion or fantasy. 

One caveat when conceptualizing about the future is the pos-
sibility of projecting one's own subconscious wishes to create fu-
ture scenarios. For a psychoanalyst such scenarios are vitally 
important because whatever the deeper mind creates is grist for 
the therapeutic mill and is significant to the creator. In this sense, 
future memories are like dreams. There is often a mixture of sym-
bol and metaphor, deep-seated hopes and wishes, actual memo-
ries and precognitive experiences. In other words, just because a 
patient sees the future doesn't mean that it is a "real" future. Nev-
ertheless, the immediacy and strength of the memories can in-

2 1 ? 
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stantly improve the present and future course of the patient's life. 
To a therapist these changes are even more important than the ca-
pacity to validate the material. 

Still, many near future visions have proven true; you've seen 
the results in several of the cases in this book. And if we learn to 
infallibly distinguish between truth and fantasy, something that 
will probably not happen in this generation but perhaps the next, 
then all of us who see into the future, whether we use the material 
therapeutically or not, can improve that future by improving our-
selves. And the golden immortali ty that is ours eventually will ar-
rive more quickly, and we will traverse verdant fields and shining 
sky to the One. 

I believe we can see the future because some par t of us re-
sponds to the fact that past, present, and future are one, occur-
ring in a simultaneous time, quite different f rom the longitudinal 
years, months, days, hours, and minutes by which we measure 
time on Earth. Quite literally the future is now, and even on this 
planet we can shape our "nows" by our actions. Tha t is why it is 
so important to prepare not only for the rest of our lives but for 
all our lives to come—for immortality. 

The future seems to be a flexible destination. There exists a mul-
titude of possible futures and probable futures across a vast sta-
tistical spectrum. Our individual immediate futures in this life 
and those shortly to come depend to a large extent, as we have 
seen, on our choices and actions in the present. Our long-term fu-
tures—our collective futures, the future of our planet (which may 
exist forever but which we may destroy, though by destroying it 
we will not stop our progress toward the One)—depend on the 
cumulative decisions of all people. What those decisions are can 
be seen in the view of the future some one thousand years f rom 
now. The closer we get to a particular future, the more accurate 
we can be in predicting it. It is important to look one thousand 
years and more ahead because the Earth today is becoming dan-
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gerous, and perhaps if we apply more wisdom to our decisions 
because of what we see, we can alter the direction of the future 
starting now. 

When I work with the groups who attend my seminars, I 
progress them into the distant future, into discrete time periods: 
one hundred years f rom now, five hundred years, one thousand 
years or more. I want to see if there is agreement in the visions, 
for if they match, there is a good chance there is t ruth in them, 
that the world will look and feel much as they foretell. M y exper-
iments are still young, but I have found such striking similarities 
in 90 percent of them that more and more I have come to believe 
there is an excellent chance, scores of lifetimes hence, that a glo-
rious world awaits us. 

I use individual progressions for therapy. As I noted, I did so 
only recently and with some reluctance, for I was concerned 
about self-fulfilling prophecy in the unstable patient. Still, some 
of my patients were spontaneously going into the future anyway 
and benefiting f rom it, and I began to use the technique, leading 
patients near to their deaths without letting them actually view 
it. If we see the end of our lives, perhaps there are three or four 
more steps we can take now, more choices we can opt for, as we 
proceed toward the next life. (Some people overrode my thera-
peutic suggestion and went to their actual deaths, but they were 
strong enough to handle it; those that weren't strong invariably 
didn't.) 

I found that people made wiser decisions and better choices 
when they saw ahead. They looked at the forks in the road and 
said, "If I take this pa th , this pa th , this path, or this path, what 
would be the differences?" As we make choices now, we're con-
stantly changing our futures. But overall, out of the infinity of fu-
tures that face us, there are one or more probable futures, and 
maybe we have a 5 percent chance of going this way, a 10 percent 
chance of going another, and only a .0001 percent chance of a 
third. It is a system of probabilities and possibilities that we're 
constantly altering. Remember that all our individual futures are 
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part of a universal arc; when those myriad individual futures co-
alesce with the higher spirit in the far future, we will reach our 
goal. 

For now it is the choices that matter. John, for example, saw a 
fork in the road that determined a compassionate present life, 
hugely different f rom the one he was currently leading. Evelyn 
saw a future where her deep-seated hatred no longer existed, and 
she was able to begin her path to that state in the present. When 
we see the future, it doesn't mean that we're forced into it—hence 
the forks in so many instances. There are still choices, and it's not 
too late to make them. 

In both John's and Evelyn's cases, and in the others I've 
already described, we regressed before we went ahead. Going for-
ward without going back was essential in Gary's therapy, how-
ever, for he came to me in crisis. The night before he called, he 
had had a dream of himself pointing a gun at his own head, his 
finger slowly pulling the trigger. It seemed appropriate, he told 
me when he described it after I had taken his history. Death 
would mean the end of despair. 

Gary was a physically healthy man of forty whose antiques busi-
ness was about to collapse. Because of the success of Antiques 
Roadshow on television, he assumed that a rage for high-priced 
silver, paintings, and furni ture would sweep the nation, so he ex-
panded his inventory to the point where he had to rent an extra 
warehouse to contain it. But either because his taste was poor or 
because he had overestimated the market, he attracted few addi-
tional buyers. When the loans he had taken to buy the stock came 
due, he couldn't pay them. His partner sued him for mismanage-
ment of funds. He had to fire his staff. His children, twin boys, 
were about to enter college, and he couldn't pay their tuition. His 
adored wife, Constance, had just been diagnosed with multiple 
sclerosis. A lawyer suggested he file for bankruptcy, but to Gary 
the idea was unthinkable. 



S A M E S O U L , M A N Y B O D I E S — 227 

He told me all this in a rush, his gaunt face drawn and gray, 
his eyes filled with sorrow. "Hence the dream," he said. "You can 
see why it was so powerful ." 

"Why is the idea of bankruptcy unthinkable?" I asked. "It 
seems to me the only reasonable solution." 

"Because it proves my father right." 
"About what?" 
" 'My boy, you'll never amount to anything. ' If he said it 

once, he said it a thousand times." 
"He's deceased?" 
"For twelve years." 
"But you remember his words." 
"I 'm haunted by them. My father was a strong man, Dr. 

Weiss. My mother died when I was three, and he brought me up 
alone. He was a construction worker, a hard hat , but he never 
went out drinking with his buddies, never found another 
woman—didn ' t look for one—never did anything save care for 
me, worry about me, save his money for me. By God, he said, I'd 
be the first in my family to go to college. He wanted me to be a 
lawyer or a doctor or a scientist. I'd make him proud. 

"I tried, really I did, but I couldn't master math or chemistry 
or physics, and my mind just isn't logical. I could no more be a 
lawyer than a construction worker." 

"It doesn't take a logical mind to be a construction worker." 
"No, but it takes strength." He stood and spread his arms. 

"Look at me." 
What I saw was an ordinary man who could be described as 

"average build, average height." It wasn't his self that prevented 
him f rom physical work, it was his self-image. 

"I was interested in ar t ," he continued, "Egyptian, Greek, 
Roman, Renaissance. In my sophomore year at Tulane I decided 
to major in art history, but it wasn't until my junior year that I 
told my father." 

"What happened?" 
His lips curled in rage. " 'My boy, you'll never amount to any-
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thing.' He called me a sissy, a pansy, an intellectual—there could 
be nothing worse. I had betrayed him, shattered his hopes, was 
proof he had wasted his life. 'I wish I'd had a girl,' he said. To him 
being a girl was almost as bad as being an intellectual." 

"Did he disown you?" 
"Worse. He kept paying my tuition, my room and board. He 

said he had nothing else to do with his money, that he was too old 
to start a life. When I came home for summers and holidays, he 
was cordial. Cordial, as though I was a stranger, which I suppose 
I was. After I started my business, I tried to pay him back, but he 
tore up the first check I handed him, and I never tried again. Mak-
ing me guilty was his revenge, and he succeeded at it." 

"You were under terrific pressure," I said. "It's hard to pre-
tend to be something you're not , even harder to be despised for 
who you are." His look of self-pity was testament to the truth of 
this. "But you made a life for yourself. Many others with fathers 
like yours couldn't have done that ." 

"Some achievement," he said bitterly. "Face it: I 'm a fai lure." 
"Business failure is no disgrace. Happens all the time. You'll 

pull out of it. Meanwhile, you have a wife who loves you—" 
"Who says she does." 
I was struck by the emphasis in his words. "You don ' t think 

it's true?" 
He was utterly despondent. "How could it be?" 
He was in such despair that I felt it useless to point out that 

she must have loved him when she married him, and she almost 
surely loved him still, or at least that part of him that had at-
tracted her in the first place. "What 's the major sign that she 
doesn't love you?" 

A wildness came into his expression. 
"When I told her I wanted to kill myself, she begged me 

not to." 
I was momentarily stunned. "That proves she doesn't love 

you?" I said at last. 
"If she did, she'd let me do it." He gave a strange little laugh. 
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"But it doesn't matter. I'll do it no matter how hard she tries to 
stop me." 

"When?" 
"How about tomorrow? Tha t suit you? It suits me fine." 
Threats of suicide are among the most serious issues a psy-

chiatrist faces. That Gary had come to see me meant at the very 
least that he was ambivalent about his decision, that his dream 
had scared him. Perhaps he was merely trying to shock me or 
dramatize himself. The degree of misery, however, argued that 
the desire was there, and I knew I could take no chances. 

"I'll have to hospitalize you." 
He stared at me, eyes suddenly devoid of all expression. " N o 

way." 
"You're in danger of dying." 
"It's not a danger, it's a resolution." 
"No t by anyone except you. You already told me your wife 

has tried to stop you. I'll bet your boys would try to stop you, 
too." 

"The boys are away." 
"Then think of their shock, of their grief." 
"They'd say they were well rid of me. They think I'm worth-

less, and they're right. They'd be better off without me." 
Again, argument seemed futile. If I couldn't shake him f rom 

his wish, then I would have to hospitalize him. But if I could get 
him to reach a higher perspective and to visualize the conse-
quence of his suicide . . . "I'll make a deal with you." 

He seemed startled. "What deal?" 
"If you spend two sessions with me, letting me try to help 

you, I won't hospitalize you." 
"And if I still feel the same way after the sessions, you won't 

try to stop me?" 
That couldn't , of course, be par t of the deal. "Let's just see 

what we can achieve," I said. "I want you to visit the future." 
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When Gary was under deep hypnosis, I instructed him to look at 
the two paths diverging f rom his place in the present. One path 
would show him the aftereffects of his suicide. The other was the 
path of positive action, love of self, and life. 

We chose to look first at the path of suicide. Immediately, his 
eyes filled with tears. 

"I was wrong. Constance did love me. I see her grieving, and 
it is many years after my death. The boys are grieving, too. I was 
so selfish that I didn't even consider them when I pulled the trig-
ger. But they had to leave college and look after Constance in her 
illness." He paused, and when he spoke again, it was with a tone 
of amazement. "The funny thing is, they all feel responsible for 
my death. Their guilt is consuming them. They think they could 
have protected me f rom myself, saved me if they had been more 
diligent. I can't believe it! It was my hand, not theirs, on the gun. 
And Constance had done all she could. She pleaded with me. I 
didn't believe her, and I went ahead." 

"Their reaction isn't so strange," I said quietly. "In many 
cases the survivors feel responsible." 

His tears began to fall. "Oh , I 'm sorry about that . So, so 
sorry. I didn't mean—" 

"To hurt them?" 
"Yes. I was the one in pain." 
Suicide is not an act of altruism. It is an act of anger or de-

spair. I would point this out to Gary when I brought him back, 
but it was important for him to know more about the future. I led 
him even further, into his next life. 

His fingers gripped the sides of his chair until the knuckles 
were white. "There's a man standing, holding a gun at his head. I 
can see his finger tightening on the trigger." 

"Is the man you?" 
"Yes!" 
"With the gun to your head, as it was in the dream you re-

ported when you first came to see me?" 
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His body relaxed. "A dream. Yes. That 's what it is. A dream." 
"Does it mean you want to kill yourself?" 
"Yes. I deserve to die. I've been having an affair." 
"So you're married?" 
"Of course. And I work for my father-in-law." 
"An affair doesn't seem a reason for suicide." 
"You don't understand. If my wife finds out, she'll tell her fa-

ther, and I'll lose everything: job, family, position, my friends, my 
self-esteem. 1 couldn't stand the humiliation." 

"The affair is secret. Why does your wife have to know?" 
"Because my lover has written her a letter telling her every-

thing. I've broken up with her, you see, and she's gone crazy. The 
letter is her revenge." 

"But the affair is over. You ended it. Why not just admit it and 
apologize to your wife before she gets the letter? In time she'd for-
give you. Maybe she wouldn ' t tell her father." 

"No t a chance. She never loved me as much as she loves him. 
In fact, I don't think she loved me at all." 

"So she'll be glad if you kill yourself?" 
"There'll be a celebration. She'll invite her father and her 

friends." 
His bitterness was as deep as it was in the present. "Does the 

dream seem familiar?" I asked. 
The question startled him. He thought for a while and then 

said hesitantly, "You mean like a recurrent dream? No , I don ' t 
think so. Only . . ." He shook his head. "No." 

"Did you in fact kill yourself?" 
He frowned. There was another silence. Finally: "I don ' t 

know. I can't see. Oh , God! I don't know what to do." 

He remembered his future dream in his present life when he came 
back to it. "Does this mean I'll have the old feelings, the humilia-
tion and the despair, over and over again?" 
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"Is that what it feels like?" 
"It seems I'll want to kill myself forever. Tha t no matter my 

life, that's the pattern it'll take." 
"Until you're ready to learn," I agreed. "It's like a Greek 

tragedy. If you kill yourself now, you're destined to face the situa-
tion over and over again. What you failed to realize was that the 
man in your dream and the man you saw in your progression— 
the man with the gun at his head—wasn ' t actually you but only a 
par t of you, the self-loathing part , the suicidal par t . " 

He shuddered as though suddenly chilled. "If I took the other 
road," he said, "what would that be like?" 

"Ah, good question. It's there you'll be able to learn." 
It took longer than usual for him to be hypnotized, perhaps 

because he was fearful that the second path, too, would lead to 
despair. But at length he found himself in the near future, having 
chosen not to kill himself after all. 

"I did go into bankruptcy," he reported, "but I won the law-
suit. There were really no grounds for it." 

"And Constance?" 
"Totally supportive. So were the kids. So were my friends. I 

think they felt that all of us make mistakes, and they forgave me 
for mine. In fact, they didn't feel I needed forgiveness. I was their 
husband and their father and their friend, not infallible, not 
God." 

"How did you cope financially?" 
"We sold the house and got a smaller one. I was able to 

pay off my outstanding debts, to say nothing of the medical 
bills." 

"The boys?" 
"Stayed in school. They had to bunk in the same room when 

they came home, but they didn't seem to mind." 
"What 's your work now?" 
He smiled. "Rare coins. They were a hobby of mine, and now 

they're my vocation." 
"Doing well?" 
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"Splendidly, thank you. I've hired back some of the people I 
had to let go. They were happy to come and even left jobs to join 
me. I guess they didn't think 1 was a bad boss or a failure. I'd told 
them the truth when I fired them. One of them said he admired 
my honesty and compassion. Of course, my antiques business 
also started well, so who knows?" 

I progressed him further, toward the end of his life. "There 
are grandchildren," he said. "My Constance died many years 
ago, but I was able to comfort her in her last days, and we contin-
ued to love each other until the end." He sighed. "It's been a good 
life, all ma l l . " 

I knew, given his change of heart and mind, that his next one 
would be better. In it, Gary was a scientist doing research in plant 
physiology—specifically, creating species that were nutritionally 
complete so that people could healthily embrace vegetarianism 
as an alternative to eating animals of higher consciousness. 
There was no business scenario at all, no adultery, no despon-
dency, nor a glimmer of a thought of suicide. 

There was no question as to which path he would choose 
when I brought him back to the present. He would avoid the first 
path, he realized, because he could choose wisely in the present. 
Indeed, Gary's life is thus far developing exactly as he had fore-
seen in the life path he had chosen. His family has continued to 
love and support him. He won his lawsuit. He has started a new 
business, a gallery for modern artists (one's visions of the future 
are rarely 100 percent accurate), and new drugs have relieved 
some of Constance's symptoms, though both are resigned to the 
reality of her disease. A few days ago he called me with some 
news: One of his sons had decided to leave college to become a 
rock musician. 

"What do you think about it?" I asked. 
"I hate it." 
"What did you tell him?" 
"I said, 'My boy, you'll amount to something no matter what 

vou decide to do.' " 
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While I believe there are forks in all our lives and that progression 
into the future can help us decide which path to take, I also be-
lieve that there are forks in the life of the world and that the more 
we can see and understand them, the better chance we have of 
preventing the Earth's destruction. 

Tha t is why I have used my seminars as a means of prophecy. 
Again, there is no way to verify what I have found, and in time I 
am sure 1 will develop better methods for refining what those who 
have ventured into the far future have reported back. What I 
know for sure is that there is a consensus on the future f rom my 
seminar attendees, by now numbering well over two thousand, 
and that I am able to offer—hesitatingly, tentatively—the broad 
outline of a scenario I will continue to explore. 

In my group progressions, as I've noted, I try to take the 
attendees to three stops on the journey to the future: one hun-
dred years, five hundred years, and one thousand years f rom 
now. This is not exact. People always have the freedom to ex-
plore any realm at any time. But as a guideline, they and I find it 
helpful. 

Wha t have we found? 

• In one hundred years or even two hundred years the 
world will be pretty much the same as it is now. There 
have been natural and man-made calamities, tragedies, 
and disasters, but not on a global level. There are more 
toxins, more crowding, more pollution, and more global 
warming; there are fewer virulent diseases and better 
methods for growing and harvesting food, and so forth. 
But to paraphrase the Stephen Sondheim song, "We're 
still here," virtually intact. 

• After this period—it could be as near as three hundred 
years or as far away as six hundred—there will begin a 
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second Dark Ages. (In the sessions, people seem to be 
foretelling ominous events closer to the earlier date. 
Perhaps this is because the future is not fixed and a 
blackness is advancing more quickly because of the 
negative thoughts and actions of many people, though 
there is still time to reverse it through our cumulative 
efforts. This middle period is by far the most difficult to 
pinpoint.) I don ' t know what caused the darkness—thus 
the need for refinement—but we see a vastly diminished 
population. The explanation may be a decline in fertility 
rate because of poisons in the environment; already 
there is ample scientific evidence that sperm motility 
rates are decreasing. But viruses, poisons, asteroids, 
meteors, wars, plagues, or an as yet undreamed of 
calamity may also be responsible. 

Some of us won' t reincarnate in that time. Our con-
sciousness may have changed enough so that we'll be 
watching f rom another place, f rom another dimension. 
We might not have to be here anymore. Our futures may 
be more progressed individually than the future of the 
planet; some of us may reincarnate in other dimensions 
or worlds. In Messages from the Masters I wrote about a 
concern that the world was moving from a one-room 
schoolhouse, where first through twelfth graders were 
crowded together, into two different schools, elementary 
and middle. But the high school isn't here and won' t be 
until we stop the process of pollution, destruction, and 
death. Some people have surely reached high school and 
others college, but they are already in a different realm 
and are arriving in larger and larger numbers. They have 
reached the point where they don' t have to reincarnate 
on Earth anymore, and perhaps the high schoolers are 
helping us from afar. Those in college are focused on 
graduate school, the place where they coalesce and 
become part of the One. 
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• And then the idyllic, fertile, peaceful land that Hugh 
saw even before I started group progressions and that 
many others have described since. Only a few attendees 
have pointed out the clouds that Hugh traveled through 
before reaching the bright land. Perhaps it is because we 
are in those dark clouds now, and the attendees, in the 
middle of them, haven't been able to recognize their 
existence as Hugh did. But they all see the brightness, 
they all feel the peace, and they all come back trans-
formed. If their cumulative vision is powerful enough 
and others join them in preparing for the lives to c o m e -
rather than hating each other, killing each other, and 
poisoning their environments and their souls—the ideal 
realm will become manifest, and we will get to a place 
on this world so like the other side that bridging them 
will be easy. 

Since I am mortal as well as immortal , my present concern is with 
the now and the difficult time to come, for we are not forced into 
that future even though our behavior seems to be limiting our op-
tions. Yet I 'm optimistic. In time, I think, the people's collective 
consciousness that yearns for a more peaceful and idyllic world 
will achieve it. To do it, each of us must remember that our fate is 
to be immortal . Alas, too many of us don' t know this or in the 
press of everyday events forget it. 

This book, I hope, will act as a reminder. 
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