CHAPTER
7
BIRTH IS NOT A BEGINNING:
REINCARNATION
	One day someone came ... with a cinema camera. When he pointed it at Robert, turning the handle with a clicking noise, Robert screamed, "Don't! Don't! They killed me like that last time!" ... he became so hysterical that I had to send for the doctor.¹
	
	

	
	a little boy remembers his
death by machine gun in
World War I
	

	Being born twice is no more remarkable than being born once.
	
	

	
	
	Voltaire


We know a good deal about what it is like to be dead. Yet there are some questions still to be asked. As the saying goes, “You’re a long time dead.” But are you? Do you stay dead “forever?” Surprisingly, this question can be answered with a fair degree of precision. You can expect to stay dead about fifty-two years.

Most people in the West regard the idea of reincarnation as a fantastic superstition, and find it difficult to imagine how such an outlandish doctrine could have developed. The basis for this “doctrine” is, however, known. It is the same basis from which all of the ideas in this book have been derived: actual human experiences. And there is only one kind of human experience which could be the basis for the idea of reincarnation – memories of past lives.

The woman in the psychologist’s office had been born in 1938. Deeply hypnotized, Anna was going back in time, year by year. Nothing – until 1917. Suddenly she found herself in a living room, looking out a window. Her voice was sad. She lived in a small town, and her life there bored her. But where was she? She didn’t know. Pick up a newspaper and see, she was told. The town was Westfield, New Jersey.

	She described her feelings of attachment to the house she lived in and told me how she … had made the curtains that hung at the windows. I took her to encounters with neighbors and friends and into shops on the main street of town, and she was able to give me many details. … she … felt restless and dissatisfied … wanting excitement, she found herself involved in a plot to sell World War I government supplies on the black market. … her husband was in the army … overseas, but she expressed no strong attachment to him. …
I pressed for the kind of evidence … I could check, and I was rewarded by an outpouring of details. … The name of the druggist on the corner, the description and the name of the police chief … the name of the town constable who had discovered the black-market plot. … Anna talked about her home, which she said was on Mud Lane, and gave other street names and places. She described the great fire of 1896, and told how the fire bell rang in her school-room though the fire was blocks away.
I explored her involvement with the black market. Her voice shook with emotion as she described her fear of being exposed and her shame at the thought she would be accused of profiteering while her husband fought overseas. … She talked about the hatred of Germans and the total involvement of her community in grandiose ideas of the glory of warfare. It seemed as though the … feelings and attitudes of small-town America in 1917 came alive in my office. When I brought her to [her death in that life] I was shocked to find that she had killed herself.
“I put the gun to my head and then all I see are magnificent colors. I don’t hear any explosion. Oh! I haven’t escaped – I’m still aware of everything.”²



The psychologist discovered that there was indeed a town in New Jersey called Westfield. Intrigued, she decided to visit it. Upon her arrival, she found that the historical records for the town were unusually good, and the local newspaper had been microfilmed as far back as 1885. With a sense of mounting excitement, she found confirmation for virtually everything Anna had said. The local newspaper revealed why the fire bell rang in the schoolroom – the school bell was the only one in the town. Anna had said that Westfield’s chief of police was a handsome man named O’Neil. An old newspaper photograph confirmed it – there he stood, handsome indeed, with a luxuriant moustache. Even the name of the druggist proved to be correct – and so it went, with even the smallest details checking out. But Anna had stated that she lived on Mud Lane, and it was not listed in the street directory. A little investigation showed why – in 1924 it had been paved; muddy no longer, it had been re-christened Crestwood Drive.

And finally there was but one detail left to check, the last for any life – a grave. In the local cemetery the psychologist found the family plot and the headstones of the family members whom Anna had named, but there was no headstone for her. Suicides, however, are sometimes interred in unmarked graves, and the cemetery records showed one in the family plot. Its occupant was unnamed. But the date on which this grave had received its body was recorded. It was 1917.

On January 19, 1951, Munna Prasad, the six-year-old son of Jageshwar Prasad, a barber in the Chhipatti district of the Indian city of Kanauj, was lured away by two neighbors, Jawahar and Chaturi, and brutally murdered. His throat was cut with a razor, and the body was decapitated before head and body were separately buried. A witness had seen Munna going off with the men shortly before his disappearance, and when the severed head of the boy was found, they were arrested.

One unofficially confessed, admitting that the motive for the crime was a desire to dispose of Prasad’s heir so that one of the murderers, a relative, could inherit the barber’s property. After being formally charged with the crime, however, he retracted his confession, and as there were no witnesses to the actual murder, the case could not be prosecuted and the two accused were freed.
	A few years later word reached … Jageshwar Prasad that a boy born in another district of Kanauj in July, 1951 (six months after the death of Munna), had described himself as the son of Jageshwar, a barber of Chhipatti District and had given details of “his” murder, naming the murderers, the place of the crime, and other circumstances of the life and death of Munna. The boy, named Ravi Shankar, son of … Babu Ram Gupta … fully identified himself Munna. His family and neighbors testified to his repeated demands for Munna’s toys which he said were in … the house of his previous life … and to his wish to be taken to that home. He said he needed the toys. He complained that the house in which he lived as not “his house” … when rebuked, he ran out of his house, saying he would go to his former home. He often spoke spontaneously about Munna’s murder to members of his family … neighbors and others. … Ravi Shankar’s mother and older sister … testified that he [began to make] such statements when he was between two and three years old.³



Ravi Shankar showed a highly detailed knowledge of Munna’s life, his possessions, his relatives, and his murder. He stated correctly that on the day of his murder he had eaten some guavas before going out to play, was enticed away by the two men, and was murdered close to Chintamini Temple in an orchard near the river by having his throat cut with a razor. He was then buried in the sand. He knew Munna’s name and address and showed an intimate familiarity with his toys and their location in Munna’s home. He recognized Munna’s watch and inquired after his ring. His recognition of Munna’s father was very emotional, and he spontaneously indentified Munna’s maternal grand-mother amongst a group of other women.

Ravi Shankar recognized Munna’s murderers, for whom he showed extreme fear. He also became terrified when he was taken to the vicinity of Chintamini Temple, where Munna had been murdered. And Ravi Shankar was born with a very strange birthmark on his neck – a linear one closely resembling the scar of a long knife wound. When this birthmark was examined in 1964 by an American physician, he described it as having “the stippled quality of a scar” and as looking “much like an old scar of a healed knife wound.”4 Interestingly, when Ravi Shankar talked about his murder in a previous life, he would state that the birthmark on his neck had its origin in the wounds of that murder.

Memories of past lives may thus, as in Ravi Shankar’s case, be perfectly clear and conscious ones. They may also be buried in the subconscious. If so – as in Anna’s case – they can be retrieved, dramatically, by hypnosis.

Research on reincarnation should not be undertaken lightly. The claim that we have all lived before is a profoundly disturbing one, and cannot be responsibly be made without painstaking investigation. Such investigation has, in fact, been conducted over the past dozen years, with scrupulous objectivity. And from all of this research has come a single finding: reincarnation is not merely a theory; it is a fact.

The leading student of conscious memories of past lives is Dr. Ian Stevenson, a highly respected professor of psychiatry at the University of Virginia. He has collected 1,700 cases of persons who have definite memories of a life prior to their present one. These memories, typically very vivid, are absolutely convincing to those who carry them. And, although some do not recall enough detail for a definite identification of their former selves, a good many others do!

In a typical instance, a child, as soon as he is old enough to talk (usually between the ages of two and three) begins to make persistent claims that he used to be someone else. Most parents make active efforts to discourage these revelations. But the child is adamant. He insists that what he says is true, even if he is punished repeatedly for doing so, and pleads to be taken to his former home, which he gives every sign of missing intensely. He will provide a great deal of detail about his former self, including his name and address. Where such claims have been checked, they usually turn out to be correct. Such a person did live and die where and how the child says he did. If the child is taken to his claimed former neighborhood, he will usually be able to take investigators to his former home, observing correctly any changes that have been made since his “death.” The house, then white, is now green; a tree beside it has been cut down; a business across the street is no longer in existence. If ten friends and relatives of the dead man are lined up in front of him, along with ten people whom the dead man had never met, the child will be able to identify those he once knew. This identification often involves some very strong emotions. A three-year-old child may call his former wife correctly by a pet name, rush to embrace her, speak to her as a husband would to a wife, and state that he wishes to remain with her rather than with his parents. On encountering his children, who are of course a good deal older than he, he will address them and behave towards them in a way entirely appropriate to a parent. And in the most extraordinary cases, the child will bear on his body a birthmark closely resembling in shape and location a wound suffered by the dead man, either before or during his death.

Dr. Stevenson’s meticulous investigation of thirty of the most convincing cases has established, beyond any doubt, that they are genuine. The person involved really did live, die, and become re-embodied. But such vivid conscious memories of past lives, although certainly not rare, are not the rule. The majority of us clearly do not have them. And this poses an obvious problem. Why do only some of us recall past lives? If reincarnation is, as I have claimed, a fact, then why should it have happened to a mere thirty, or even to a mere 1,700, of all the world’s millions? The answer is that it hasn’t . Evidence gathered from some 1,500 hypnotized persons shows, beyond any doubt, that it has happened to us all.
Conscious memories of a past life
These memories can vary greatly in clarity and detail. Most commonly they appear as vivid fragments which do not contain enough detail to identify a specific historical personality. The memories may involve powerful emotions – often anguish – and are not sympathetically received by parents.
	As a child I often had such memories and sometimes tried to talk about them with Mother, who hushed me up and threatened me with a beating if I dared go on with such raving. … I remember it once came to me with incredible clarity that I was adult and had four children, a new-born I carried in my arms and three clinging to my skirts, screaming and sobbing. I found myself in church and round about me were people in strange, mostly gray clothes. All the women had very long full skirts, down to the ground, I had a very full one, too, a white blouse with side sleeves and a bodice which was done up in the front, and on my head a white hat with a wide brim turned up in front. I’ve seen a style somewhat similar in pictures from Holland. It was a little church on a hill and all these people had gone there in flight because of a battle, and we were being shot at … from cannons, and … the people screamed. … My children screamed and clung to me, then there was a terrible crash and everything was over. … I remember how I trembled and held my head and thought of running to Mommy and asking her, but then I remembered the whipping I’d get. I didn’t dare go home for a long while, then was declared ill and put to bed. There I lay remembering everything so clearly and wondering and not being able to understand. Of course … I never dared utter a word to anyone … but I knew that I had lived before and kept it to myself. I didn’t want to hear that I was talking crazy nonsense and didn’t want to get a beating … I suppressed it all.5


The above is a fairly typical example of this kind of memory. Here is another:
	I was born in 1915, and what first dominated my mind was the feeling of homelessness. I experienced this consciously, the images didn’t come until later. … I wept within myself, and it took several years before I taught myself to laugh and be happy. It was during that first lonely helplessness that the loss of my son first surfaced. He was a bit of myself torn away – I can’t explain any better than that how it felt.
In my third year I began … to smooth my pillow and lie down and caress the pillow as if it were my boy’s cheek. In my memory pictures he was four years old, never old. … I used to hold myself very carefully upright, with my neck straight, and I felt I was grown up. So strong was my anchoring in the past that I felt exactly how the clothes covered my ankles and that my sandals were soft. I had a hard time learning to sit on chairs. …
The pictures from the past … came and went. … Only my love for that little boy remained there all the time, first as a pain in my soul, later as a kind of knowledge about that one particular little person. The pictures have been the same since early childhood … [but] one … remained burned into my mind. …
The place we live in, in that memory picture, must be a very big house. The windows are high, like ordinary doors, with deep niches but no glass panes. I can’t actually see that they have no glass, but I know it, definitely. The floor is made of thick polished tiles. … They look like marble … red-brown and gray-green. If I were to stretch out my hand as I lie on my divan, I could touch a tile which has an unusually big red-brown design. It feels as if my divan is placed almost in the center of my room. To the left, diagonally behind my head on the same side as the two windows, a couple of steps lead to a roof garden with a dazzling white balustrade. There’s no door, but half of the hall is missing, and there, in front of the opening, my son is playing. Sometimes he comes over and playfully traces his fingers over my face. That’s the memory which gives such pain. … [He] is dressed in white, not Western style; he has bare feet. My clothes are thin, I’m resting on my left hip, and on my left foot I see the soft, lion-colored sandal. I lie there looking down at my brown wrist with the thin soft fabric around it. Though I can’t really see it, I know I have white pearls in my black hair. Even in this present life, I “know” that my hair is black though it never has been black. … As a child I was always so disappointed when I saw my mirror image – I didn’t recognize myself at all. … In my childhood I never heard about reincarnation. …
I began to suspect that it might have been India where I lived in [this] former life. A friend suggested that I read about that country because she found so much which could be connected with India in my images and personal characteristics. Then, with the joy of recognition, I found the lotus flower I had started to draw even before I went to school. But also OM, the holy sign, the symbol of God, was something I recognized and … had mulled over in vain since the age of five, when I saw a beautifully stylized number 5 on my father’s cigar box and was absolutely convinced that it had to be something other than a number, which my father told me it was. … I’ve never forgotten how I used to trace the number 5 on the wood of the box while deep inside I struggled to remember.6



In the majority of cases, such memories, although intense, don’t provide enough detail on the identity of the former personality to permit them to be linked to a specific individual who lived in the past. A minority, however – as in the case of Ravi Shankar – do. And because these cases show so clearly that reincarnation does occur, I am going to give three examples.
Robert
Joan Grant, the English psychic whose memories of her former lives are so detailed that she has written remarkable books about them, was invited several years ago to visit a Belgian friend. The woman’s grandson, a little boy of six named Robert, was staying with her, in preference to living with his parents. One morning soon after Joan’s arrival, she awakened to find the boy studying her intently. With the abruptness of excitement, he told her he wanted to show her something, and asked her to come with him right away.
	He took me to a box-room where there was a large unopened packing-case. He foraged in a cupboard and handed me a hammer and cold chisel. “Open it, please. I cannot do it myself with one hand, and I have promised not to use the other one until the bone is quite mended. I broke it falling off my pony. …”
“Are you sure your grandmother wouldn’t mind? It’s addressed to her, and …”
“Please open it. Now!” He was quivering with impatience. “It’s me in the packing-case.”
I thought he meant that it contained something which belonged to him. … I began to prise the nails from the wood. At last I got the lid off, and found that … it held a large oil-painting. I propped it up against the wall and flicked sawdust from the glass. It was the portrait of a young man in khaki. Who was it? Obviously someone the boy knew very well, for he was gazing at it with intense excitement and a deeper emotion very close to tears. Then he turned and looked at me solemnly. “You will not laugh at me, will you?” I wanted to hug him, but I knew the matter was too serious. “I never laugh at true things.” He nodded. “Then you will tell my grandmother that this is not just a picture of my Uncle Albert, it is a picture of me.”
I went at once to tell her. I think she had asked me there only for confirmation of what she already knew. Eagerly, as though it was a profound relief that at last to accept evidence which her religion made it difficult to believe, she told me many things which substantiated Robert’s story. Her elder son, Albert, had always meant far more to her than her younger son, John. She had separated from her husband, who was English, when both children were quite small. Albert had spent most of his time with her in Belgium, and had been killed in 1915, a captain in the Belgian Army, at the age of twenty-three. John, just too young for the war, had been sent to school in England and had married an English wife. He saw his mother very seldom until she went to stay with them for a few days when Robert was two years old. To the other grandchildren she was still only an elderly woman whom they hardly knew. To Robert she was the only person who really mattered. If he was with her he was cheerful and healthy. With his parents he sulked or was violently disobedient until they were thankful to send him back to Belgium.
“Robert was always a brave little boy,” she said. … “When he first saw a swimming-bath, and he was then only three, he ran along the diving-board and dived in. Albert too was a very fine diver. One day someone came here with a cinema camera. When he pointed it at Robert, turning the handle with a clicking noise, Robert screamed, ‘Don’t! Don’t! They killed me like that last time!’ I tried to calm him, but he became so hysterical that I had to send for the doctor, who gave him a sedative. Albert went out alone into no-man’s-land at night to stop a German post enfilading his men with a machine gun. There were eight bullets in his body when they found it, but he did not die very quickly. He had managed to crawl nearly back to our own wire before morning. …” There were tears in her eyes, but she continued composedly. “There have been so many other things, pet names which Albert used to call me, likes and dislikes which used to be a private joke between us, trivial in themselves, perhaps, but altogether so certain. Now I shall hang up their portrait. I have kept it hidden all these years because even a snapshot of Albert made Robert behave so – so strangely. But now it is not strange to us any more that in 1915 Albert only left me for a little while.”7


Altogether a very strange story. And were it the only such story that we have, it would have to be classified as an oddity, and dismissed. But it isn’t.
The case of Corliss Chotkin, Jr.
In the spring of 1946, in Angoon, Alaska, Victor Vincent, a full-blooded Tlingit Indian, died. During the last years of his life, he had a very close relationship with his niece, Mrs. Corliss Chotkin. About a year before his death he told her that he would return to her as her next son. And so that she would know him, he said, this son would have two scars on his body which he himself now had. Both of these scars were the result of surgical operations. One was at the base of his nose on the right side. The other was on his back and was quite distinctive, as it included round holes left by stitches. Eighteen months after Victor’s death, his niece gave birth to a son. The boy was named Corliss Chotkin, after his father. He was born with two birthmarks on his body – exactly the same in appearance and location as the two scars borne by Victor Vincent.

Dr. Stevenson examined these birthmarks in 1962. They looked exactly like old scars. The one on Corliss’s nose was darker than the surrounding skin, and was definitely indented. Of the birthmark on his back, the Doctor said:
	It was heavily pigmented and raised … [extending] about one inch in length and a quarter inch in width. Along its margins one could … easily discern several small round marks outside the main scar. Four of these … lined up like the stitch wounds of surgical operations.8


These birthmarks were interesting, to say the least. But they were followed by a series of even more extraordinary occurrences. When Corliss was thirteen months old and just beginning to talk, his family began trying to teach him his name. And one day when his mother was attempting to do this, a most startling event occurred. The little boy suddenly opened his mouth and said, in a Tlingit accent whose excellence was totally unexpected in a child of that age: “Don’t you know me? I’m Kahkody.” “Kahkody” was the tribal name of the dead Victor Vincent. And that was only the beginning.

When Corliss was two and being wheeled along a street in front of the docks, he suddenly saw someone and became greatly excited, jumping up and down and saying “There’s my Susie.” Susie was Victor Vincent’s stepdaughter, and Corliss, in his present life, had never met her! What followed was just as strange. The two-year-old child hugged Susie affectionately, spoke (correctly) her Tlingit name, and kept repeating, excitedly, “My Susie, my Susie!”

A few weeks later Corliss was again out with his mother when he suddenly said, “There is William, my son.” William Vincent was in fact the son of Victor Vincent and Mrs. Chotkin was unaware that he was in the immediate vicinity until Corliss spoke. At the age of three, his mother took him with her to a large meeting. Corliss remarked, “That’s the old lady,” and “There’s Rose.” Rose was Victor Vincent’s widow, and Victor had always called her “the old lady.” Corliss had picked her out of the crowd before his mother had noticed that she was present.
	On another occasion, Corliss recognized a friend of Victor Vincent, Mrs. Alice Roberts, who happened to be … walking past the Chotkin’s house where Corliss was playing in the street. As she went by he called her correctly by her name, a pet name.9



In a similarly spontaneous way he recognized, at various times, other friends of Victor Vincent. He would accost them, call them by name, and display a familiarity toward them which was not only highly unusual, in that Corliss had never seen them before, but quite inappropriate for a child. In addition, he showed an inexplicable familiarity with other aspects of Victor Vincent’s life. For example, on one occasion:
	Mrs. Chotkin and Corliss were at the home formerly occupied by Mrs. Chotkin and her family during the life of Victor Vincent. The boy pointed out a room in the building and said: “When the old lady and I used to visit you, we slept in that bedroom there.” This remark seemed all the more extraordinary since the building, which had formerly been a residence, had by that time been given over to other purposes and no rooms in it could be easily recognized as bedrooms. But the room he indicated had in fact been occupied by Victor Vincent and his wife when they had visited the Chotkins.10



All of these events occurred before the child was six. But by about the age of nine, Corliss began to make fewer statements about his previous life as Victor Vincent, and these memories apparently began to fade. By the time Dr. Stevenson met him in 1962, when he was fifteen, he said he no longer remembered anything of his previous life. (Dr. Stevenson’s research shows that these memories usually begin to fade at about the age of six, although they may be retained into adult life.)

When one examines a large number of cases such as this one, they quickly become rather repetitive. Yet they will seem so extraordinary to people unfamiliar with the evidence for reincarnation that I am going to give one more example.
The case of Parmod
Parmod Sharma was born in Bisauli, in India, on October 11, 1944. By age two and a half, he had learned to talk, and immediately began to make some very strange statements about himself. He told his mother that it was unnecessary for her to cook his meals because he had a wife in Morabadad who could do that for him. He declared himself to be one of the “Mohan Brothers,” and said that he owned a large biscuit shop in Morabadad which also sold soda water. He added that he was wealthy, complained of his present poverty, and demanded to be taken to Morabadad. He had, he said, died in his previous life when he had eaten too much curd and become ill, dying “in a bathtub.” These were his initial claims. More emerged when he was between the ages of three and four. He had four sons, and a daughter, and he owned a shop, a cinema, and a hotel Saharanpur, where his mother lived. He said that his name was Parmanand. For about four years, from ages three to seven, Parmod strongly identified with his claimed previous life as “Parmanand.” He showed a very strong and unusual interest in biscuits and soda water, and spoke in detail about his business activities. He strongly disliked curd, and advised his father against eating it, saying that it was dangerous. He also showed a strong aversion to being submerged in water, connecting this with his “dying in a bathtub.”

Although Parmod’s parents made no effort to verify these statements, word of them reached the members of a family called Mehra, who lived in Morabadad, and who found these claims of great interest. The brothers of this family owned a soda and biscuit shop (called Mohan Brothers) in Morabadad and another shop in Saharanpur. They had a brother, Parmanand Mehra, who had died on May 9, 1943, as a result of a gastro-intestinal illness which he suffered after eating too much curd. He had been an affluent businessman and had owned, in partnership with three brothers and a cousin, the soda and biscuit shop and other businesses in Morabadad and Saharanpur, including two hotels, two shops, a cinema, and a biscuit and soda water manufacturing business which he had started and managed himself.

In 1949, when Parmod was five years old, the Mehra family got in touch with Parmod’s parents and invited them to come to Morabadad with Parmod. They agreed to do so, with interesting results.

When the family alighted at the railway station in Morabadad, Parmod led them to the Mohan Brothers shop, which was half a mile from the station. Upon entering it, he complained (correctly) that the interior had been altered. When taken to the soda water machine, which had been disconnected in order to test him, he immediately explained what had to be done in order to get this quite complicated machine working again. He recognized a number of items which had belonged to Parmanand, and commented on changes which had been made in the family home since his death. When members of Parmanand’s family appeared, he correctly recognized Parmanand’s mother, wife, daughter, and two sons, as well as his brother, cousin, and nephew. And this recognition was by no means cool – Parmod wept, embraced them, and called them by name.

In addition, his behavior toward them was inappropriate to his new status as a five-year-old boy. For example, he would not allow Parmanand’s sons to call him “Parmod.” He insisted that they should call him “father,” saying “I have only become small.” His initial conversation with Parmanand’s wife was equally bizarre. He said to her,
	“I have come but you have not fixed bindi.” This remark referred to the round mark of red pigment worn on the forehead by wives in India, but not by widows. The remark would be a most unusual one for a small boy to make to a strange older woman, but entirely appropriate in the relationship of a husband and wife. It indicates how firmly Parmod believed the lady was “his” wife. He also reproached her for wearing a white sari, as Hindu widows commonly do, instead of a colored one as wives do.11


Parmod’s objections to her appearance as a widow were quite natural. After all, he wasn’t dead!

The cases of Ravi Shankar, Robert, Corliss Chotkin, and Parmod are typical of those involving conscious, verifiable memories of a past existence. Dr. Ian Stevenson has personally investigated dozens of such cases, and he has already published thirty in detail. His investigations have been scrupulous, painstaking, and time-consuming. Every alternative explanation to that of reincarnation, such as deliberate fraud or errors of memory, has been carefully considered, assessed, and eventually rejected.

A favorite counter-explanation offered by skeptics has been “genetic memory” – the idea that the experiences of the former personality have somehow been genetically recorded and passed down to the second personality, who falsely experiences them as conscious memories of his own past life. However, in the vast majority of Stevenson’s cases, there is no genetic relationship whatever between the two personalities.

We can make a few generalizations about the onset and duration of such memories. A child will typically begin to refer to past life experiences as soon as he begins to talk – between the ages of two and three years. The average duration of intense identification with the former personality is seven years, although the memories will probably fade between the ages of five and ten. As time passes, the memories may be totally forgotten, may persist in faded form, or may be clearly retained. In Stevenson’s experience, these three possibilities are about equally common. But the most important conclusion to be draw from Dr. Stevenson’s work is more dramatic. He has proven, beyond all reasonable doubt, that there are people alive today who once died.
Unconscious memories of a past life
We don’t really know how common conscious memories of a past life are, as there is plenty of reason for a family to conceal and repress them. In the East, such memories are usually felt by parents to be troublesome and embarrassing; they lead to fears that their child will leave them (as he frequently declares he wishes to), and they are often thought to indicate an early death. For all of these reasons, efforts are usually made to stop the child from talking about them. In the West, of course, such claims are regarded at best as highly fantastic, or at worst, as evidence of mental illness. But despite the high likelihood of widespread suppression of such memories by parents, it seems obvious that those who claim them are definitely in the minority. This, however, does not justify a complacent return to the notion that most of us “only live once” – for evidence from regression hypnosis strongly indicates that subconscious memories of past lives are carried by us all!
Experiments by psychologists have revealed that hypnosis can take people back in time. They need simply be told to “go back.” “Going back” means reliving past memories in vivid detail, sometimes in such detail that the present personality seems literally to become younger: at “age six” a hypnotized person may write his name just as he did in first grade; at “age four,” he may produce a child-like, preliterate scrawl. And where such memories can be checked, they turn out to be astonishingly accurate, right down to the wallpaper-pattern over the crib of a two-week-old baby. Taken back into the womb, subjects report warmth and darkness; some assume the fetal position. Progression forward to birth produces some painful memories: people writhe, twist, gasp, are crushed, squeezed and strangled, emerge into blinding light soaking wet and freezing cold, complain of being held upside down, and mourn that their mothers are unconscious and unable to cuddle them. And when they are taken back beyond the womb, they begin to report in detail on past lives.

Of every ten people, nine can be hypnotized, and will report in detail on past existences. Nor can this “reporting” be dismissed as mere fantasy, for subjects typically display a highly accurate knowledge of even the most obscure details of remote times and places where they claim to have lived. Verifying such memories may require the help of scholars who specialize in the history of the society involved, as well as an examination of obscure publications not available in English. And almost always, these memories are verified as correct. Deliberate efforts on the part of the hypnotist to persuade the subject to “change his story” are generally unsuccessful. Regressed subjects seem to tell the truth!

And when the one of ten who “cannot” be hypnotized is given special treatment, we often discover that his subconscious mind has been saying “No!” for a very understandable reason. If he is reassured that he is safe and that the hypnotist will protect him from discomfort, pain, and danger during the regression, he can sometimes be hypnotized after all. And if he is, it frequently turns out that he has recently died a very painful and traumatic death.

In examining the work of regression hypnotists who believe in reincarnation, I have been struck by the fact that, often, they seem to have become involved in this strange research because of personal experiences which have led them to believe that they and others have lived before. Hypnotherapist Arnall Bloxham reached this conclusion while still a child. Dreams are known to tap the unconscious, and his most vivid dreams were of the past, of people and of places completely unknown to him during his waking life. And then one day, on a vacation trip in the Cotswolds, he found himself in a place he recognized. It was a road which he had seen before, many times – in his dreams; a steep, tree-lined road, yellow and dusty. Bloxham knew that if he followed that road he would come to a castle. And he did – he came to Sudeley Castle. Bloxham recognized it. He knew the interior so well that he didn’t need a guide. For he had lived there before – in another life!12

Bloxham began doing past-life regressions when a man who was a hypochondriac came to him for help. He was in a lamentable state, imagining that he suffered from a multitude of ailments. Bloxham hypnotized him several times and convinced him that these ailments were only in his mind. He was cured, yet one problem still remained. He was so terrified of dying that he hardly dared to fall asleep at night – he feared he might never wake up!13

This presented a more difficult problem than relieving hypochondria. The man was certainly going to die, eventually, and Bloxham felt it would be unethical to try to convince him otherwise under hypnosis. Nonetheless, he came up with a solution. He hypnotized the man, regressed him to a past life, and showed him that, as he had lived before, he would live again. And it worked. The man completely lost his fear of death.14

In the twenty years which have elapsed since that first experiment with past-life regression, Bloxham has tape-recorded the recall of over four hundred past lives.

Until 1965 Dr. Helen Wambach was a perfectly conventional clinical psychologist who practiced at the Monmouth Medical Center in Long Branch, New Jersey, and taught at the local community college. Her life had been entirely normal – her consciousness had remained steadfastly ordinary over the years and she had never had anything like a “psychic experience.” But in 1966, a few moments spent in a Quaker memorial house in Mount Holly, New Jersey, changed all of that.
	When I first entered the house, I was just a Sunday tourist coming to visit an obscure memorial. As I mounted the stairs to the second floor, a feeling of being in another time and place came over me. As I entered the small library room, I saw myself going automatically to the shelf of books and taking one down. I seemed to “know” that this had been my book, and as I looked at the pages, a scene came before my inner eye. I was riding on a mule across a stubbled field, and this book was propped up on the saddle in front of me. The sun was hot on my back, and my clothes were scratchy. I could feel the horse moving under me while I sat in the saddle, deeply absorbed in reading the book propped before me. The book I was reading was a report of a minister’s experience of the between-life state while he was in a coma. I seemed to know the book’s contents before I turned the pages.15


In a few moments, Dr. Wambach returned to “normal.” She was upset because she could not understand what had happened to her. Why had she suddenly felt that this was “her” book? And even more strange, why had she suddenly experienced herself in another body and another time? Although she was badly shaken by the vividness of the experience, it opened up a new and fascinating possibility. Perhaps it was just a fantasy. But perhaps, on the other hand, it was real – a memory, buried in her subconscious, of a previous life! And perhaps everyone carried such memories with them, and they could, in some way, be tapped. Dr. Wambach had been practicing psychotherapy since 1955. She now found that her strange experience gave her a new understanding of cases which had once puzzled her deeply. She particularly remembered Billy, who was brought into the clinic because of hyperactive behavior and an inability to relax or settle down in the classroom:
	Billy spent no longer than ten seconds with each toy in the playroom, running from one to the other as though driven, so I took him to my office. He was too distractable to be able to perform well on the psychological tests, and I wanted to establish a rapport with him before I began testing him. At last, he was willing to sit on my lap and talk. To my complete astonishment, he began talking about his life as a rookie policeman. He talked about how he played basketball, and said he wished he [could] smoke. He said he liked smoking cigarettes before and didn’t know why he couldn’t now. It took me a while to realize that Billy was talking about a past life. At first, I thought he was relating some story he had seen on television, but the more he spoke about it, the more it seemed he was describing some experience he felt had been his own. I was curious about his policeman experiences, so I encouraged him to talk about them more. This surprised Billy, because he told me that only his three-year-old sister had ever listened to him when he talked about “the policeman.”
When I asked Billy’s mother whether he had ever discussed this past life with her, she reported that he had begun talking about it when he was about three. “I told him he shouldn’t make up stories, and then he didn’t talk about it much anymore,” she reported. I worked with Billy … for three months. His hyperactivity continued, though he was able to sit and relax when he discussed his life as a policeman with me. The subject seemed to obsess him. … One day his mother reported that a policeman had brought him home because he was out in the middle of the street trying to direct traffic … he had told me about his traffic assignment in his life as a policeman. … Billy’s behavior showed no signs of improvement [and] his mother … withdrew [him] from treatment … I have no idea what became of the bright-eyed little boy who remembered his past life.16



Dr. Wambach’s experience, and other similarly puzzling cases that she had encountered in therapy, clinched it. She had to find out whether this was fantasy, or a profound reality which she had never before suspected. It took her ten years and the hypnotic regression of more than 1,000 people to some 1,100 purported past lives to discover the answer. Her analysis of the intricately consistent detail of this vast body of data led to one conclusion – that whether we like it or not, and whether or not we can deal with its staggering implications, reincarnation is a fact and we have all lived before.

Denys Kelsey is a British psychiatrist who sometimes uses hypnotherapy on his patients. When he began his practice, he had no interest whatever in reincarnation, and certainly no belief in it. But during his first ten years as a therapist, a series of cases came his way which forced him to a rather unorthodox conclusion: that reincarnation is not a theory but a fact. He was stunned by the discovery that phobias sometimes originated not in the present but in a past life. And he was profoundly impressed by the vividness of experience and the authenticity of detail that his patients reported when he regressed them hypnotically to a past existence. Fascinated, he finally had to try it for himself. And when he did, he got a good deal more than he bargained for.
	I was very doubtful of being able to recover anything, especially as hypnotists are notoriously difficult to hypnotize. … I fixed my gaze on [a candle] flame and gave myself suggestions of relaxation. The transition of a sceptical psychiatrist lying on his own couch to a man racing a chariot was instantaneous. On my left there was a barrier surrounding an island of spectators in the centre of the arena. On my right a chariot was overtaking me. I knew I should give way to it, but instead I forced my pair into the narrowing gap. There was a shuddering impact as our wheels interlocked. I was catapulted forwards and felt a wheel run over my chest. As the chariot overturned, it swung the horses against the barrier. The last thing I remembered was their screaming.
At this point, Joan [his wife] brought me back to the present. But the terrible realization that through a desire to show off I had caused the destruction of a pair of beloved horses brought a degree of shame which in my current life I had never previously experienced. There was no possibility of dissociating myself from this event: that it had occurred two thousand years ago was entirely irrelevant. It was I who had done it; and it was happening now.17



This certainly sounds incredible. But it is my opinion, based on personal experience of hypnotic regression, that people who feel skeptical about such claims should not scoff too elaborately until they have tried hypnotic regression themselves. And when they have done so, they may discover, in a very direct way, that some of their own past life memories are just as vivid.

In addition, belief or disbelief in reincarnation has no effect on the results of hypnotic regression, as the following case will show. One evening a young man came to dinner at the Kelsey’s. He confided his fear that he was becoming an alcoholic, and asked for help. This was a tall order, as he had to leave in forty-eight hours, but Dr. Kelsey agreed to try a preliminary diagnostic session, using hypnosis. The young man was highly intelligent and did not, the doctor discovered, believe in reincarnation.
	I thought he would be difficult to hypnotise, but he reached a deep level very rapidly, and immediately went into a curious spasm. I called for Joan, and by the time she arrived, in a couple of minutes, the spasms had turned to a violent writhing, which affected only his head and trunk. It seemed as though he was struggling to escape from bonds which were holding his arms in a spread-eagled position. He thrust his head back until his spine arched in an extremity of effort. He was making heart-rending noises, half groan, half cry. In a barely decipherable splutter he gasped, “They are cutting my tongue out … with a shiv [knife].”
[We] could only get a sketchy outline of the background, as we were both fully occupied in keeping him from falling off the couch. The period was the Spanish Civil War … in 1938. He had been working for some kind of resistance movement, or else was taking a message behind the enemy lines … he had been caught, and was being tortured to reveal the names of people he was working with. He had been savagely beaten and kicked in a stone-built hut. The four men who were trying to extract information must have heard something which alarmed them; for they suddenly decided that they must make a fast getaway. They had already trussed his feet together, and they now tied his wrists to iron rings in opposite walls. Cutting out his tongue was an afterthought … to make sure that as he would not give his secret away to them he would not be able to tell it to anyone. He died alone, many hours later, agonized not only by pain but by thirst … the craving for water becoming more and more predominant. …
It was very difficult to pull him back to the present day. When I first grasped his hand he identified me with one of his captors and became violent. Gradually I got him to obey such instructions as, “Grasp my hand: release it: grasp it again. …” Slowly he reclaimed his present identity and recognised us and his surroundings. When I believed he was back in normal consciousness I told him to move from the couch to a chair. As he did so, he asked for a glass of water. I fetched him a large tumblerful, which he drained and then demanded a second and yet a third. I told him he had drunk as much water as was good for him, but he shouted, “Bring me a jug!”
At this point I realised that he was not completely back in the present, but was still suffering from the thirst in which he had died. I told him to sit on the edge of the couch while I counted slowly from twenty down to one; which brought him fully back into the present. He said, as though startled, “I am no longer in the least thirsty!”
He then told me, for the first time, that for as long as he could remember he had been subject to a compulsive thirst. Wherever he happened to be, he would be acutely anxious until he had assured himself that he would be able to get something to drink the moment he became thirsty. In a strange house, or in a classroom or cinema, he was ill at ease until he had found out where he could instantly get a glass of water. When he was older and had become introduced to alcohol this too often became the focus of his compulsive need.18


Bringing his last death to conscious awareness had a most interesting effect. His compulsive thirst immediately disappeared, as did his addiction to alcohol, which, from that day, he ceased to drink in any form.

Phobias with a past-life origin are commonly encountered in hypnotic regressions. But one of the more dramatic known to me was revealed not through hypnosis but through the direct perception of a gifted psychic, Joan Grant. One day Dr. Alec Kerr-Clarkson, a psychiatrist who had read her books, came to see her. His interest in reincarnation had originated when some of his hypnotized patients had begun talking about their past lives. He was invited by Joan and her husband Charles to stay for that proved to be an enjoyable weekend. When Dr. Kerr-Clarkson was about to leave, Charles gave him some pheasants.
	The words were hardly out of his mouth before I heard myself saying emphatically, “The reason you can’t touch feathers is because you had a death which was very similar to one of mine. You were left among the dead on a battle field. … I don’t know where or when … but the ground is arid, pale sand and outcrops of grey rock. Vultures are watching you … six vultures. You are very badly wounded, but you can still move your arms. Every time you move, the vultures hop a little further away. But then they hop closer again. … Now they are so close that you can smell them … they are beginning to tear at your flesh. …”
At this point Charles interrupted me; for Alec was clearly distressed. He had collapsed onto the sofa and was sweating profusely. He was obviously in no condition to travel and thankfully accepted our suggestion that he remain at least until the following day. He went up to his room, but soon called me. Although he had tried to stop his violent shivering by having a hot bath, and had put himself to bed, he was still in the grip of a spontaneous recall. He exhorted me to drive the vultures away, and waved his arm as though he could still see them hopping inexorably towards him. … “Why did they leave me to die alone … why? … why? Every other man had a friend to cut his throat. … why did they betray me … Me!” His terror had been replaced by a rising of fury of indignation.
Suddenly I realized that it was this emotion which had caused him to become bound to his death by vultures. He felt that he had suffered not just a horrific death, but a betrayal by his comrades, who had left him to die alone. … I spent most of that night sitting on his bed, while he … shivered and sweated as though suffering from … malaria. But at last I was able to make the man he had been realise that he had not been deliberately abandoned, and he said with infinite relief, “They must have thought I was dead. … I am not angry any more. … I have no reason to hate them for leaving me to die among the dead. …” Then he was Alec and no one else, and he went quietly to sleep.19


The psychiatrist slept deeply until noon the next day. When he awakened, he confessed that he had had an acute phobia about feathers since childhood. He had found it highly embarrassing, particularly when his children teased him because he was unable to rescue birds which had become entangled in the strawberry nets in his garden. He tried in vain to cure himself, and went, without success, to several of his colleagues. But when he left, he was carrying the pheasants by their necks. Later he wrote to thank Joan and her husband:
	I hope none of my fellow passengers knew I was a psychiatrist because they would have thought my behavior very odd. … I could not resist the temptation of taking the pheasants down from the rack and stroking them … for I was so delighted to show myself that I now actually enjoy touching feathers!20


A very, very strange story indeed. But it did happen. One psychic “flash,” a little conversation, and a lifelong phobia is ended. Perhaps there’s something to “reincarnation” after all, when a treatment based on it can get such rapid, dramatic, and permanent results!
The murder of Rebecca
Most of Arnall Bloxham’s four hundred past-life tapes make pretty dull listening. They contain exactly the kind of thing you would expect them to if reincarnation really were true – the rather monotonous, uneventful, and obscure details of perfectly ordinary lives. Some, however, are quite dramatic and contain a wealth of historical detail, which usually turns out to be incredibly accurate. And sometimes, as in the following case, the regressed person makes a claim which historians don’t believe – and is proven right!

Jane Evans, a perfectly normal Welsh housewife, has led an uneventful life – in the twentieth century. But when regressed to the twelfth, she relived her own murder so vividly that afterwards she walked out of Arnall Bloxham’s consulting room and fainted.

Bloxham had directed the hypnotized woman to go “back, back in time,” to the twelfth century. When asked the date, she replied that it was “the Christian year 1189,” and she was living in York, England. Her name was Rebecca, and her husband was a wealthy Jewish moneylender named Joseph. This was a highly dangerous time to be a Jew in York, for the following year anti-Semitic riots, generated by Christian religious fervor prior to the Third Crusade, led to the ugly deaths of one hundred and fifty of York’s Jewish inhabitants. From the beginning of her narrative, Rebecca was deeply concerned about the consequences of the anti-Jewish atmosphere for herself and her family, and talked bitterly of the humiliations they endured. Interestingly, her story makes no mention of the best-known features of this massacre, as they appear in history books; as she was not physically present at these events, she does not report them. She talks only of the personal fate of herself and her family.

The atmosphere of hatred becomes so intense that Rebecca and her family consider fleeing from York. But, unwilling to abandon their home and possessions, they postpone this drastic decision. And then one evening it is forced upon them. A mob attacks the Jewish quarter, murdering some of the inhabitants and burning homes. With the house next door in flames, the family flees – Rebecca and Joseph, their daughter Rachel, and their son. But the mob is at their heels. Joseph empties a sack of coins into the road. A wild scramble for the money delays their pursuers just long enough to enable them to escape. Exhausted and desperate, they seek refuge in a church. After tying up the priest, they hide themselves in the dark crypt beneath the floor. Hungry and thirsty, huddling in the cold, they know that if they are found they will be killed. But they must have food, and Joseph and his son go to find some. And now Rebecca’s voice becomes filled with panic, for from their dark hiding-place she and Rachel can hear horses – coming nearer and nearer.
	Bloxham: I expect your son and husband will be back soon?
Rebecca: Yes, they must be back, they must be back, we’re worried, we’re frightened – we can hear them [the mob] coming, we can hear the horses coming, we can hear the screaming and the shouting and the crying, “Burn the Jews, burn the Jews, burn the Jews.” (Pause) Where is Joseph? Why doesn’t he come back, why doesn’t he come back? (Pause, then almost screams.) Oh, God – they’re coming – they – they are coming – Rachel’s crying – don’t cry – don’t cry – don’t cry. (Pause) Aah, they’ve entered the church – we can hear them – they’ve entered the church – the priest is loose – the priest has got free – he has told them we are here – they’re coming – they’re coming down – the priest is free and they’re coming down. (Pause, and voice almost incoherent with terror.) Oh, not – not not not Rachel! No, don’t take her – don’t – stop – they’re going to kill her – they – don’t – not Rachel, no, no, no, no – not Rachel – oh, don’t take Rachel – no, don’t take Rachel – no, no, no, no , no, don’t take Rachel – no!
Bloxham (shocked): They’re not going to take her, are they?
Rebecca (grief-stricken voice): They’ve taken Rachel – they’ve taken Rachel. …
Bloxham: They are not going to harm you, are they? (Silence)
Bloxham: Are you all right? They have left you alone, have they?
Rebecca: Dark … dark.21


Rebecca was dead.

Jane Evans walked out of Bloxham’s office and fainted. Afterwards, she felt ill for days. Was this a fantasy? There is plenty of material available for fantasy in the twelfth century – knights, crusaders, and castles. But watching your own eleven-year-old child murdered, and being murdered yourself in the dark crypt of a church? Jeffrey Iverson, who has written a book about the Bloxham tapes, gave the complete tape-recording of Rebecca’s life and death to Barrie Dobson, a Professor of History at the University of York, who is an expert on this historical period. What was his reaction to the tape? After listening to it, he said that Rebecca’s story was
	“true to what we know of the events and the times themselves.” Much of the detail he found “impressively accurate,” and some disputed points “could well have been true.” A few aspects, he thought, would have been known only to professional historians.22



Professor Dobson is an expert on the topography of the medieval city of York. And the detail in Rebecca’s narrative led him to the conclusion that there was only one church in York which could possibly have been the one in which Rebecca had hidden – St. Mary’s, Castlegate. There was, however, a major difficulty with her account. This church had no crypt. In fact, none of York’s medieval churches do, with the single exception of York Minister Cathedral, and she had insisted that she was not hiding there. If she could be completely wrong on such a major aspect of her story, then all of it – despite its amazing accuracy – must seem highly questionable. Somewhat disappointed, Iverson and Professor Dobson put “Rebecca” back on the shelf with the rest of Bloxham’s tapes.

In the spring of 1975, workmen began turning St. Mary’s Church, Castlegate, into a museum. And during the course of these renovations, one of them discovered something that was unknown to any living human being. Beneath the altar lay a crypt.
The gunner’s mate
There is another aspect of the Bloxham tapes that is particularly interesting, and seems to be a standard feature of experiences under hypnotic regression – striking voice and character changes. Sometimes man and women who in their normal state are obviously well-educated and refined undergo the most remarkable transformations when regressed to a past life. Their speech becomes coarse and ungrammatical, and, in unrecognizable voices, they exhibit “a knowledge of slang and archaic terms and a general familiarity with life in the gutter of a bygone age that [is] simply astounding.” 23 In one such case a well-educated Swansea man, regressed to the year 1800, suddenly began speaking in a coarse South of England accent. But it was what this voice said that was so gripping – a vivid account of the filth and degradation of life as a pressganged gunner aboard a British naval frigate. Earl Louis Mountbatten, former First Lord of the Admiralty, listened to the tape and was so fascinated that he asked Bloxham for a personal copy.

When Graham Huxtable met Arnall Bloxham in 1965, he was a cultivated, charming man with a soft, well-modulated voice, who did not believe in reincarnation. Agreeing to try a regression, he lay down in Bloxham’s office and at the hypnotist’s direction began to drift back in time. Suddenly, a remarkable transformation occurred. He began to speak in a voice utterly different from his own – a deep voice, with a strong country accent. And what the voice said was accented by coarse laughter and a hollow, tubercular cough. The “voice” claimed to be that of a gunner’s mate in the British navy. It spoke archaic naval slang, some of it so obscure that it is incomprehensible to the modern ear and had to be translated by naval historians at the National Maritime Museum at Greenwich. Certain details on the tape enabled these historians to date the events described fairly precisely: they happened between 1803 and 1809.

The gunner’s mate is on a British frigate, blockading French ports during the Napoleonic wars. Illiterate, dirty, and scarred from many battles, he wryly complains of navy life – of the stink of the ship, of weevils in the food and worms in the water tank. He had been captured by a press gang while still a lad, struck such a blow over the head that he complains of the pain of it still. It is before dawn, and the frigate waits off Calais, protected from the shore batteries by fog, so close in that he can hear the breakers. They wait for a French ship to try to run the blockade. It is growing light and the fog begins to lift. Huxtable’s voice is tense. He ignores Bloxham’s questions and shouts orders to his gun crew. And suddenly, as a French ship looms out of the thinning mist, his voice becomes a bellow.
	Bloxham: Have you fired your cannon?
Huxtable: Waiting, waiting! Waiting for the order – steady, lads, steady – now hold it, hold it, hold it – wait for the order, wait for it … stand clear from behind – NOW, you fool. Now up, fool, now – NOW! (Screams in exultation as the shot is fired.) Well done, lads – run ‘em up, get ‘em up, get ‘em up – get ‘em up the front – (shrieks) – pull that man out, pull ‘im out – send him in the cockpit – now get ‘im back – get up there – get on the chocks there – run them up again! The shot in – ramrods – swab it, swab it, you fool, swab it first – the shot in, shot in – come on, number four, you should be up by now – shot in, ram it home – prime … aye, aye, sir – ready! And again, lads – you had him then – hurry, men – by God, you bastard – got him that aim – that’s the way to lay a gun. My Christ, they’ve got old Pearce, they’ve got Pearce – (sudden terrible screaming) – MY BLOODY LEG – (screaming and moaning uncontrollably) – MY LEG – MY LEG!24


The cultivated, charming, soft-spoken Swansea man who did not believe in reincarnation was screaming in agony, his leg mangled or shot away by a nineteenth-century naval cannon-ball.

Bloxham was alarmed by Huxtable’s anguish, but had difficulty bringing him out of the trance. He was forced to slap his face repeatedly to do so, reassuring him that his leg was all right. They were both so badly shaken that Bloxham never regressed him again.
Hypnotic regression and historical personalities
Memories of past lives may be conscious or unconscious, but the most convincing reports of either should contain the following features: First, they should involve a great deal of historical detail, which should, when researched, turn out to be correct. Secondly, it should be possible to prove that this historical detail was not already known to the present personality. If it were, then the regression could be a fantasy based on this knowledge and concocted under hypnosis. Thirdly, it is more convincing if the person whose life is described in the regression is completely obscure, and not someone so familiar to historians that books and articles have already been written about him. And finally, it should be possible to establish, through historical research, that this completely obscure personality from the past actually did exist.

In the case of conscious memories of past lives, all four criteria can often be met; a good deal of authentic detail about an obscure personality is often recalled. And the past personality can often be identified as well because only a few years have passed between the death of the first person and the birth of the second.

In the case of unconscious memories elicited by hypnosis, the first three criteria are almost always met – we are given historically authentic detail originating from an obscure personality. In fact, of some 1,500 past lives reported under hypnosis, nearly all concerned completely obscure individuals. But with the final criterion – proving that this obscure personality actually lived – we have a bit more trouble. In the case of hypnotically elicited memories, a lengthy period usually exists between the past death and the present birth. Although it can range from a few months to several centuries, it is, on the average, fifty-two years. Given the total obscurity of the personalities involved, historical records are usually too poor to permit identifications or periods seventy-five years or more in the past.
The case of Jonathan Powell
Despite these difficulties, however, hypnotist Loring Williams claims several tentative identifications. His best-documented case is that of Jonathan Powell. In 1965 Williams regressed a fifteen-year-old neighbor, George Field.

The boy, in a deep hypnotic trance, reported a life as an illiterate, reclusive farmer near a very small town called Jefferson, North Carolina. He claimed that he had been born in 1832 and was murdered in 1863 by renegade Civil War troops who wanted to buy his potatoes at an unreasonable price. Angry words were exchanged and they shot him in the stomach. Williams checked as many of the details of Jonathan’s story as historical records permitted, and he turned out to know many highly obscure facts about the town and the part of the country during those times. Taken to Jefferson and hypnotized, the boy was questioned at length by a local historian. She was not disappointed. His knowledge of obscure local personalities of that tome was astonishing. He knew about their financial status, their physical appearance, their children’s names, and the location and appearance of their homes.

But no official record of Jonathan’s existence could be found. Birth and death records were not kept in the area until 1912, half a century after Jonathan’s death, and most property transfers of the time were not officially recorded. There was one clue, however. Jonathan had said that his grandmother was “Mary Powell,” and Powell proved to be an uncommon name in the area. A property deed for 1803 showed that Mary Powell had bought a parcel of land in that year. But that was the only scrap of information local records could yield, and on this intriguing but inconclusive note the effort to establish the existence of Jonathan Powell came to a dead end. Despite this, the case was an impressive one, and Williams wrote and published an article on it.25

Soon after the article appeared, George Field received a letter. It came from a woman whose maiden name had been Powell. She stated that she was a great-niece of Jonathan’s, and commented at length on details of Jonathan’s life that had been passed down to her as part of her family’s oral history. She wrote:
	Jonathan Powell was my great-uncle. He was killed by the Yankees.26


“Xenoglossy”
When people are hypnotically regressed, then, they talk about past lives which they claim to have lived. And sometimes they do more than just talk. They talk in a foreign language which they do not speak in this life. And it is not just a matter of the recitation, under hypnosis, of a few words or phrases they may have picked up. They carry on a fluent conversation with speakers of that language. This phenomenon is technically known as “responsive xenoglossy.”

Needless to say, the foreign language spoken perfectly fits the place in which the person claims to be living in his past life. It also fits the time – for in cases in which the language has been subjected to expert analysis, it turns out to be in an archaic form. It is being spoken as it was centuries ago. It is remarkable enough suddenly to be able to speak a new language, but to speak an archaic form of it is more remarkable still. Additionally, these conversations often have a rather curious feature. The hypnotized person understands perfectly questions addressed to him in the language that he speaks in this life, and he can respond in this language. But he sometimes shows a preference for replying in the foreign tongue.

K.E., a Philadelphia doctor, occasionally made use of hypnosis in his general practice, and in 1955 began hypnotic experimentation with his thirty-seven-year-old wife, T.E. He discovered that she readily went into a deep trance and he began some age regression experiments with her. During one of these, she began speaking broken English in a deep masculine voice, and with what seemed a Scandinavian accent. This masculine personality identified himself as “Jensen Jacoby” and sometimes replied to questions in what sounded like a Scandinavian language. T.E. was regressed to this personality eight times, and at some of these sessions native speakers of Scandinavian languages were present, including Dr. Nils G. Sahlin, a native speaker of Swedish and former Director of the American Swedish Historical Museum in Philadelphia.

“Jensen” proved to understand modern Swedish, but himself spoke an archaic form of it. He described a life as a simple peasant farmer in Sweden centuries ago.
	He seemed to have little knowledge of his country beyond his own village and the trading center he visited. He had heard of English sailors landing. … He had heard of Russia and shared the common fear of Russians in Scandinavia. Apart from these scant references to international affairs, Jensen spoke only of the narrow round of life in his village, composed of hard work and simple sensuous diversions. According to Jensen’s account of himself, he lived in a place called Mörby Hagar. … This seems to have been his name for the place where his house was, evidently a tiny village at most. … Some distance away – a day or two by horse – there was a town with a harbor called Haverö. Here Jensen took his produce for sale. …
Jensen … venerated a “ruler” called Hansen. The latter may have been a local hero or chief. Several times Jensen described Hansen as “förste man” (first man or chief). In one session Jensen relived an incident occurring when he was sixty-two. … Engaged in some kind of fight with enemies, he waded into water (or was pushed into it) and then received a blow on the head which seems to have killed him. … Jensen showed an intense dislike of war. He delivered most of his answers to questions in a rather quiet voice. … But when an interpreter [interviewer who spoke Swedish] touched upon the subject of war, Jensen fairly shouted his disapproval. … Jensen also showed strong emotion in referring to his hero or chief, Hansen, the speaking of whose name he once accompanied by beating his own chest repeatedly and vigorously with both fists.27



During another session, Jensen was asked to open his eyes and look at a number of objects and pictures, some borrowed from the American Swedish Historical Museum in Philadelphia. He was asked to identify them. Dr. Sahlin comments:
	There were innumerable indications that Jensen was totally unacquainted with modern articles. … On the other hand, he showed immediate familiarity with … things dating back to and before the seventeenth century. … While Jensen … understood modern Swedish … without difficulty, he had no modern vocabulary, no words for things of exclusively modern date.28



Ten scholars of the Swedish language examined transcripts of the tape-recorded, Swedish-speaking sessions with Jensen.29 The consensus was that Jensen was a seventeenth-century Swedish peasant farmer who lived in southwestern Sweden near the Norwegian border. The Philadelphia housewife was speaking in a voice three hundred years old!

Could she have “faked” it? Could this be some kind of fraud? Dr. Ian Stevenson conducted a scrupulously careful investigation of T.E.’s background. It took him some six years to complete. And he proved conclusively that T.E. knew nothing whatever of any Scandinavian language, much less seventeenth-century peasant Swedish!
Large-scale research support for reincarnation
Dr. Ian Stevenson has proven that reincarnation does happen – that there are people alive today who once died. And the regressions of hypnotists like Arnall Bloxham and Loring Williams suggest that the Stevenson cases are more than mere oddities, and that many people – perhaps even most – have in fact reincarnated and can remember past existences. But it is the data derived from Dr. Helen Wambach’s regressions of over 1,000 people to some 1,100 past lives which proves, beyond any reasonable doubt, that we have all lived before.

One extremely consistent and very important finding emerges from the massive collection of data gathered by Dr. Wambach. In every respect, we get exactly what we should if people were actually recalling lives they had in fact lived in the past, rather than simply inventing fantasies based on normal sources of knowledge like books and movies. And as we are about to see, the detail in support of this statement is so intricate and so consistent that it simply cannot be explained away as mere fantasy.

Dr. Wambach reasoned that no matter how convincing an individual regression might be, it could not produce the most valid proof of reincarnation. One could not rule out the possibility that what the person produced was a fantasy-life based on normally-acquired knowledge of a particular time and place. But if, on the other hand, she were to regress hundreds of people into the past, and hundreds claimed, when regressed, to have had a life in a particular time and place, with all consistently reporting the same obscure details of daily life, then this result would indeed be difficult to explain away as a fantasy. How could 100 people possibly have the same fantasy?

Dr. Wambach therefore began experimenting with groups of people, hypnotizing them simultaneously, and, once that was done, sending them back to particular times and places. Two basic techniques were used, a temporal and a geographical one. She would offer her hypnotized subjects a choice of dates from the past, and ask them to choose the one for which they got the most vivid imagery. Or she would ask them to visualize a map of the earth and tell them that they would feel themselves especially drawn to a certain place. They would then be asked a series of questions about the particular life they were experiencing.
	I set up a series of questions that would help locate my subjects, and would also serve as a check on the validity of their recall. I asked them to see the color of their skin, whether their hair was curly or straight and what its color was, and I asked them about the landscape and climate they found themselves in. My purpose was to see if they were of the appropriate race for the place they had chosen, and whether the landscape and climate corresponded to what we know of the area.
I wanted to get information of the kind I could check in archeological texts and historical records. I asked my subjects to visualize the food they were eating … because there are many records of the kinds of foodstuffs eaten in each time period and place. I also asked them to see the eating utensil and other household objects they were using, because this too could be checked.
I decided to ask my subjects to go to a market to get supplies and to describe the market and the supplies that they bought. Money is also a clue to a place and time in the past, so I asked them to visualize the money they might have exchanged for goods.
Other areas that could be checked were the architecture they saw and the kind of clothing and footgear they wore. Not only could I see whether the clothing they described was accurate according to historical texts, but I could tell whether other subjects In the same time period and in the same place wore similar types of clothing.30


And this method succeeded beyond her wildest dreams.
No Caesars, and no Cleopatras
Most of the people who lived and died in the past have been obscure persons who led extremely humble lives. Critics of reincarnation have often claimed that people supposedly having memories of past lives are simply fantasizing about life as an historically prominent person. In fact, nothing could be further from the truth. In Dr. Wambach’s 1,100 lives, we simply do not meet Caesar, Cleopatra, Henry the Eighth, George Washington, or, in fact, anybody of historical importance. That statement does have to be slightly qualified; there was one. A woman described a life in which she had been James Buchanan, fifteenth president of the United States, during the years 1857-61. In fact, she provided some exceedingly obscure details of his life which lent a good deal of authenticity to her claim. And there were a few people who claimed to have been kings or rulers who were not absolutely unknown to history, but they were obscure rulers in rather remote societies; not at all the sorts of people about whom historical romances are written.

But with the exception of this tiny handful of persons, the overwhelming majority of the lives reported from the past were those of simple peasants, who led lives of extreme hardship, filled with unremitting toil, and maintained by a diet of the utmost dullness. And, in fact, a good many of them commented afterwards on how hard and restricted these lives were; the contrast with the relative luxury and openness of their present lives was dramatic. Lovers of hamburgers and fries, rare roast beef, and pork chops smothered in mushroom gravy were more than a trifle astounded to have found themselves living in wretched huts and sustaining themselves on ground acorns and cereal grains mixed to a mush with water. This extremely rudimentary diet was reported to be enlivened by the occasional greasy rodent.

Dr. Wambach’s subjects described very restricted lives, close to the soil and focused within small local groups. They usually had little or no knowledge of anything beyond their own communities, and the biggest event of their lives was the arrival of strangers. They also reported a great many deaths as infants, which is in fact exactly what did happen, though it is hardly the sort of life that one would likely to fantasize. As Dr. Wambach put it:
	Among my subjects, I find that hardly anybody is anybody! I have discovered that the vast majority of people were in their past lives so unlettered and so out of touch with what is recorded in the history books that I couldn’t even tell when they were alive unless I suggested a time period. If I regressed them to the year 1600, say, and determined that they were in England and asked who was king, they wouldn’t have the faintest notion and couldn’t care less. I generally found that if I attempted to find out who was pope or what great battles had taken place – great historical events and that sort of thing – these matters were of no concern to them. They lived in their own little circles and were indifferent to people or events that were beyond their ken.31



And further surprises were in store. Two of the most basic aspects of identity are one’s sex and race. Research done on North Americans has shown that most people, if given a choice, would prefer to be white males. Therefore if reported “past lives” are the product of fantasy, we would expect lives as white males to predominate. But they don’t. Although most of Dr. Wambach’s subjects were white, a great many reported past lives as members of races and sexes other than their own. It is a biological fact that, throughout human history, approximately half of the population has been male, and half female. Therefore, if regressions really do reflect historical reality, we would expect to get roughly a fifty-fifty split between male and female lives for any reasonably-sized sample of regressed subjects. And in fact exactly this has proven to be the case! Of 1,100 past lives reported, 49.4 percent were as women, and 50.6 percent as men.

Dr. Wambach’s first sample group of regressed subjects was 78 percent female:
	Regardless of the sex they had in the current lifetime, when regressed to the past, my subjects split neatly and evenly into 50.3 percent male and 49.7 percent female lives. When this finding emerged in my first sample group, I wanted very much to see if it would prove to be true in another sample group. It could be that 28 percent of my female subjects preferred to think of themselves as male, and that was why I had gotten the 50-50 ratio. So in my second sample group of three hundred cases, I had a much closer ratio of males to females in their here-and-now lives; 45 percent of my subjects were male in the second sample, and 55 percent female. But when I regressed them I once again found the virtual 50-50 split – this time, 50.9 percent male and 49.1 percent female. This result, I feel, is the strongest objective evidence I have yet discovered that when people are hypnotized and taken to past lives, they are tapping some real knowledge of the past.32



When hypnotized and regressed, people simply don’t report the kinds of lives that make any sense at all as wish-fulfilling fantasies. For example, when Dr. Wambach began her regression research, she took her first few dozen subjects back to several past existences. “Betty” was a typical subject. Regressed to the 1400s, she reported a life as a male, a poor Pakistani native.
	Out hunting one day, [he] was attacked by a wild boar, which injured his leg and crippled him. Since his family was too poor to support a cripple, he became a beggar and died of starvation several years later. In this lifetime, Betty’s … facial expressions and bodily movements were quite striking. When she went to the time of the boar’s attack she grimaced and pulled her leg up awkwardly. Throughout the rest of the regression, she held her leg in this painful, contorted position.


In a later life, Betty was a fifteen-year-old girl in England in the 1600s.
	She was despondent because she had just escaped from a fire that destroyed her home and that of many others. … Because all other members of her family died in the fire, she was apprenticed to a tavern keeper, and thereafter led a very difficult life as a barmaid. Although her personality as a feisty wench who fought for herself came through, she was repeatedly abused and mistreated, and eventually died, very painfully, after being raped and beaten by several drunken men.
Betty experienced considerable emotion … after she came out of the hypnotic session. “You know, I smelled the alcohol on those men,” she said. “And I felt the same feeling that I’ve had in this life. … I’ve always been unusually afraid of people who are drinking. Now I feel I understand why. It’s because I died at the hands of drunken men.”


Regressed to 1902, Betty reported that she “saw trees.”
	It turned out that she was a young infant strapped in a leather carrying basket, propped up next to a tree. However, when I progressed her to 1903, she was no longer alive. Realizing she had died, I took her to the death experience. I asked her to see a map that would pinpoint the place where she had lived that life. It was Florida that she saw, and she became aware that she had been born into a Seminole Indian tribe.33



In none of these three lives is there any evidence of wish-fulfilling fantasy – a crippled beggar who starves to death, a barmaid who is raped and beaten and dies painfully as a result, and an infant who dies after a very brief period of life. These lives bear the stamp of historical authenticity more than that of fantasy.

If any theme comes through clearly in Dr. Wambach’s regressions it is the absolute ordinariness of these lives and deaths. A young woman named Frances was regressed to the 1700s. To her great surprise, she found herself wearing obviously masculine boots.
	Then, when I looked at my clothes and my hands, I realized that I was a man. I seemed to be some kind of laborer, because there was mud on my boots and my clothing was rough. My hands were calloused and work-worn. I was standing in a plowed field, but could see a small hut in the distance. Apparently, this was where I lived, because I found myself eating my evening meal in this small dark hut. I ate with a wooden spoon from a wooden bowl. … [My] death … was some kind of accident with horses. … it happened very fast, and I was out of my body before I seemed to know what had happened. … I was glad that that lifetime was over. It was a hard … life. The date of my death flashed as 1721, and the place where I lived was around Arles, France.34


A young man named Peter, when regressed to the ninth century, found himself in Italy.
	It was northern Italy. … I saw some high mountains in the distance. I was working with a pitchfork in a countryside setting. I was short and stout, with stubby little hands. I died fairly young … it was some kind of disease. Dying … I seemed to leave my body … and … floated over this small dark hut, where my body lay.35


Two subjects, Janet and Lynn, were regressed to 1,000 B.C. Janet experienced herself as a woman, a member of a primitive Asian tribe.
	Her home was a kind of dugout on the side of a hill. In her mature life, she found herself scraping hides. She died in childbirth. “I certainly was glad to leave that lifetime,” she said. “I can smell the hides even now … I would have thought primitive life would be fun, but that life was hard. I was … glad to die and leave it.”36


Lynn, too, was a woman in Asia at that time.
	She lived on a flat plain near the sea: “There were a lot of buildings where I lived. They were flat-roofed and made of some sort of mud construction, like bricks. In my mature life I mostly seemed to cook some sort of grain and take care of my family. I died of old age.”37


These lives don’t sound like fantasy. What they sound like is reality.

The Wambach regressions are filled with the most striking agreements among subjects who went to the same time and place. A young woman was regressed to 25 A.D. and found herself a male in northern Italy close to the Adriatic Sea. She was a carpenter of some kind, working with wood and tools. She found herself purchasing supplies with a very odd coin:
	Subject: “[It] was dark gray and had a hole in the middle. It seemed to be shaped like a square with the corners pounded to try to make it look round. I’ve never seen anything like it!”
Dr. Wambach: “Did it seem to be crude around the edges?”
Subject: “Yes, as though it had been hammered rather than molded.”
Dr. Wambach: “I’ve had that coin described to me at least twenty times before. It was used around the Mediterranean Sea in the time period 500 B.C. to 25 A.D.”38


This is certainly extraordinary. Twenty-one people, at different times and in different groups, went to the same place and time period and all found themselves using the same peculiar coin.

Five of her subjects, regressed in different groups and at different times, described lives between 2,000 and 1,000 B.C. in a region near the Caucasus Mountains north of Iran and toward Pakistan, in what is now Russia. All of them described it as mountainous and barren.
	[They] were apparently nomadic, and described tents and lean-tos rather than buildings … all five expressed surprise when they looked down at their hands and found that their skin was white. Three described their hair as light brown, and two as blond. Three … had written on their data sheets, “This doesn’t seem right to me. I was surprised when the map flashed on [central] Asia … I think I should have had tan skin and dark hair.”
All five … described themselves as wearing some kind of leather pants. Trousers were unusual in the regressions in the earliest time periods; only in this region did my subjects see themselves wearing pants. I researched the costumes worn at that time, and found an illustration of Scythians and Parthians clad in leather trousers. Furthermore, the population of this region was made up of the original Caucasians, and did have white skin and fair hair. So in these instances in which my subjects felt that their data were wrong, according to their own view of history, research showed that their unconscious had presented them with a more accurate picture of life in the Caucasus Mountains in 2,000 B.C. than their conscious awareness.
This was to happen again and again as I checked the data on individual cases, and to me, it was the most evidential of all the material I collected in my research. If past-life recall is fantasy, one would expect our conscious knowledge of history to provide the images. When the images contrast with what we believe to be true, and yet prove on careful study to be accurate, then we must look anew at the concept of past-life recall as fantasy.39


It would be difficult indeed to imagine a stronger validation of the claim that past-life recall under hypnosis is genuine. Consider the example of a woman who was regressed to 1200, and saw herself as a knight:
	“I thought to myself that this was really trite and must be a fantasy,” she reported. … “I looked down at my feet and saw a triangular toeplate. I thought to myself that it should be round, like the armor I had seen in museums.”40


In that life the subject found herself in Italy, and experienced herself as dying in 1254. Some research on the history of armor turned up something of great interest: triangular toeplates had existed – but only in Italy and only until the year 1280!

Some of Dr. Wambach’s subjects turned out to have had a previous life in the twentieth century, and to have died in bombing raids in World War II. Many of these claimed to have died, not directly from the explosion of the bomb, but from smoke inhalation. Trapped in the rubble, they were asphyxiated, they said, by smoke from the fire the bomb started. The truth is that this claim corresponds exactly with known facts concerning World War II bombing casualties. And it is one of those significant details that seems highly unlikely to be the product of fantasy.

Such striking agreement among subjects who claimed to be living at the same time and place characterized all of her data for the entire 4,000-year time span which she investigated – from 2,000 B.C. until the twentieth century. Dr. Wambach was careful to ask each subject several standardized questions concerning his style of life. These questions later enabled her to classify reported past lives as upper, middle, or lower class for each time period. Upper class lives were in a small minority in every time period, never exceeding 10 percent. Middle class lives varied in frequency, depending upon the general level of civilization, and lower class lives as slaves or peasants were always in the majority, ranging from a low of 60 to a high of 77 percent. The consistency of these social class levels was striking. Such statistics make it dramatically clear that an objective reality, and not a subjective fantasy, is being reported.
Don’t population statistics prove reincarnation is impossible?
Reincarnation requires human bodies. If these don’t exist, then reincarnation quite obviously cannot occur. And hasn’t the world’s population increased enormously over the centuries? It certainly has. Scholars of human population trends estimate that the world’s population doubled between the first century A.D. and 1500, doubled again by the nineteenth century, and has since quadrupled. Therefore, isn’t reincarnation impossible?

This is certainly a very powerful argument against reincarnation. Since Dr. Wambach asked her 1,100 subjects to specify the time-period to which they were regressing, were any “population trends” apparent in their choices? Indeed they were. And these trends display precisely what we would expect to find if reincarnation actually does occur: Dr. Wambach’s subjects chose to be born into different time periods with a frequency which precisely paralleled scholars’ estimates of the size of the human population at those times. Their past-life choices double from the first century to 1500, double again by the nineteenth century, and quadruple from then until the twentieth. In other words, reincarnation is entirely dependent on the availability of human bodies, and if we were to regress individual human beings from the present back, generation by generation, to the first century, they would report many lives when the population was large and few when it was small.

Therefore, no contradiction of any kind exists between the regression data and world population statistics.
Who are you?
The regression data open up some stupendous possibilities, possibilities which will be profoundly shocking to most of us, who have been absolutely convinced by our experience in this life that we belong to one sex, one race, one social level, one nationality, and one ethnic group. For the regression data make it apparent that most of us have been, at different times, both men and women, black, white, yellow and brown, rich and poor, and a variety of nationalities and ethnicities. When individuals are regressed through a succession of lives (and this has been done with only a small sample), these lives are extremely varied with respect to sex, race, social level, and ethnic group. For example, Dr. Wambach says:
	Some were fairly wealthy in past lives, but the rich ones are not rich in their next lives. Often they are very poor. If they were important in one life, they didn’t stay that way.41


One of her subjects, for instance, a woman in her present life, was in the 1400s a male athlete in Central America, who died at age 40; then a black male native of New Guinea in the 1500s who died young; a middle-class Venetian housewife who was born in 1540 and died in old age; a woman who lived in Normandy in the early eighteenth century and was a servant in a tavern or inn; a redheaded boy who lived in the eastern United States in the early nineteenth century and died at age eight of smallpox, and, between 1888 and 1916, a Norwegian seaman who died of an unspecified disease at the age of 28. No effort was made to make a complete inventory of her lives; these are probably only a few of them.

Another subject, a San Francisco businessman, spontaneously regressed to fourteen past lives. In 2,000 B.C. he was an Egyptian priest whose responsibilities were commercial – the administration of trade with neighboring peoples – rather than religious. His next reported life was in 1300 B.C. when he was again male, a lowly Egyptian cart driver. Drifting next to 400 B.C., he was again in Egypt, this time as a woman from a merchant family, who was involved in court intrigue. She was coldly materialistic and unsuccessful in her schemes to obtain great wealth, and committed suicide. He was after that a cheese-maker and trader in western Lebanon, and a Greek orphan in 100 A.D. who had a homosexual relationship with a Roman governor and died young of a disease. He did not spontaneously go to any lives between that one and his next in 1300 A.D., when he was a woman living in a primitive village in Central America, who died of a fever at twenty-eight. In 1450 he was again a woman living in modest circumstances in a Portuguese town; she too died young. In the 1500s he reported a cold and unsatisfying life as an Italian nobleman. From 1590 to 1618 he was a Welsh girl who died in childbirth; next, he was a male French peasant whose most treasured possession was a wooden spoon; an eighteenth-century English merchant who prospered trading in wool; and a nineteenth-century Egyptian cotton-mill supervisor who died of a heart attack at sixty in the year 1870. Within four months he was reborn as an urchin who hung around the London docks living by his wits. He was befriended by a sea captain and became a sailor on his vessel from the age of eleven. His next life was as a female who was born in Baltimore, Maryland in 1900 and died there in 1902. When asked why he had died so young, he said something of great interest which Dr. Wambach later followed up with systematic research:
	“I seemed to know after I’d been born that I’d chosen the wrong parents,” he replied. “Apparently, I knew this wouldn’t work out well, so I just left.”42


In his present life, he was born in California in 1930.

What are we to make of such a bewilderingly varied life-experience? Was there a developmental process linking these lives? As we will shortly see, a process of some sort can be found. At the very least, we can see powerful evidence of a claim sometimes made by discarnate communicators that the purpose of human life is to “learn” by acquiring highly varied experiences in all kinds of times, societies, and bodies. And from this there emerges one clear revelation, a revelation which, were it taken seriously, would introduce some profoundly new dimensions into human relationships. Human identity, and human animosities, are based on fundamental distinctions – of sex, of class, of religion, of nationality, of ethnicity. But regressions make it clear that we ourselves have been, or will be, all of that which we now are not, and even that which we now despise and hate. What could be more profoundly educational than to express, in one life, hatred and contempt for others different from oneself, and then to return, in a later life, as a member of the despised group, to endure that same hatred and contempt? Such considerations bring us to the ancient doctrine of karma.
Past life research and the doctrine of karma
The doctrine of karma is a simple one. It holds that, through reincarnation, all human beings will eventually learn the “golden rule” the hard way: that injury and evil done to others will be atoned for by personal suffering in subsequent lives, while love and compassion shown to others will “return” as personal fulfillment.

The emphasis of this book has been empirical: it has concentrated upon actual human experiences which seem to illuminate the immense mysteries of life and death. Are there any human experiences, then, which are relevant to an assessment of the doctrine of karma? Some such research does exist, and it is enough to support the beginning of just such an assessment. It stems from three sources: the hypnotic regressions of Loring Williams and Dr. Helen Wambach, and the “life readings” of the remarkable American clairvoyant, Edgar Cayce.
Loring Williams
Williams, a hypnotist who has regressed many people, has some definite opinions about karma, based on those regressions. In a conversation with the writer Brad Steiger, he said:
	Karma is difficult to pin down unless you know a lot about your subject’s background and you are able to obtain … a good many regressions from the same subject. In those cases where I have known something of my subject’s history … and have been able to get good detail on several of his past lives, I have seen a definite pattern of Karma.43


Williams went on to illustrate his case by citing a regression which he had recently performed. A woman, regressed to 1800, claimed to be a governess in France.
	In that capacity she managed to meet and marry a wealthy older man. She was very selfish and obsessed by money, jewels, servants and power. She devoted many years to making her elderly husband just as miserable as possible, and she was delighted when he finally died and left her in control of the property and money.
She was a tyrant in dealing with her servants, so much so, in fact, that she was finally murdered by one of her maids, who refused to be so thoroughly demeaned. This woman’s present life has strongly borne out the Karma concept. The youngest of several girls, she was born into a very poor family. She was brought up with little money or luxuries. For some unexplainable reason, her mother and her sisters abused her. One of her sisters told me, “Poor Gloria spent her childhood crying. I don’t know why, but we were always so mean to her. Even when she was a teenager there seemed to be an unspoken household conspiracy to give her the dirtiest jobs and to make her life miserable.”
It seems that this woman was receiving from everyone in this life the same treatment she had dealt to others in the previous life experience.


Was a person like Gloria, in his experience, doomed to persecution throughout all of a subsequent life? Not necessarily, it appears.
	When this girl grew up she was able to adjust emotionally and her family attitude changed. She is now … happily married … one seems to have the opportunity to overcome, or to adjust, to the conditions into which he is born. If he [does this successfully] there will be a corresponding improvement in the conditions into which he is born next time. In some cases, like that of Gloria, one begins to reap the harvest of his adjustment in the present life.44



These are intriguing ideas: their implications are fascinating. Regrettably, Williams does not document them very thoroughly in his published work, although he clearly implies that they are based on much data which he does not reveal.
Edgar Cayce
Edgar Cayce was born in 1877 on a farm near Hopkinsville, Kentucky. Leaving school at the end of the ninth grade, he worked as a bookstore clerk and then as an insurance salesman. But an odd ailment brought his career as a salesman to an end. He lost his voice to laryngitis, and the condition proved impervious to medical treatment. Cayce had been mute for a year when a traveling hypnotist named Hart came to Hopkinsville. When Hart learned of Cayce’s ailment, he offered to treat the young man hypnotically. Under hypnosis, Cayce’s normal voice returned, only to disappear again when he resumed normal consciousness. At this point a local man named Layne, who had studied hypnosis, took an interest in the case, and made an unorthodox suggestion – that, under hypnosis, Cayce diagnose his own condition. The results were remarkable. The uneducated farm boy spoke, under hypnosis, like a professor of medicine.
	“Yes,” he began, “We can see the body. … In the normal state, this body is unable to speak, because of a partial paralysis of the inferior muscles of the vocal cords, produced by nerve strain. This is a psychological condition producing a physical effect. It may be removed by increasing the circulation to the affected parts by suggestion while in the unconscious condition.”
Layne promptly suggested to Cayce that his circulation would increase to the affected parts and the condition would be alleviated. Gradually Cayce’s upper chest and then this throat began to turn pink – then rose – then a violent red. After about twenty minutes the [hypnotized Cayce] cleared his throat and said: “It’s all right now. The condition is removed. Make the suggestion that the circulation return to normal and after that, the body awaken.” Layne gave the suggestion as directed; Cayce awoke, and began to speak normally for the first time in more than a year. In the following months he experienced occasional relapses. Each time Layne made the same suggestion with regard to circulation, and each time the condition was removed.45



Cayce, of course, was overjoyed to have his voice back, and simply wished to resume his normal life. And he would have, had it not been for Layne. But the hypnotist realized that if Cayce could give himself such an extraordinary diagnosis and cure under hypnosis, he might be able to do the same for others. Reluctantly, Cayce agreed to try the experiment on Layne himself, who had been ill for some time with a stomach ailment. What happened was precisely what had happened before. Under hypnosis, Cayce diagnosed the illness and prescribed for Layne a rather unorthodox treatment of drugs, diet, and exercises. The diagnosis perfectly matched Layne’s symptoms and what his doctors had told him, and the treatment did something which theirs had not – it worked. Within a few weeks, Layne was feeling better. Word of Cayce’s unusual medical gifts spread, and finally he was diagnosing and treating, in hypnotic trance, the illnesses of hundreds of people, often those whom orthodox medicine had been unable to help. Although in his normal state he knew nothing whatever of medicine, in trance his diagnoses showed deep medical knowledge, and the treatments he prescribed were astonishingly effective:
	A Catholic priest in Canada was healed of epilepsy; a young high-school graduate of Dayton, Ohio, was relieved of a severe case of arthritis; a New York dentist was relieved in two weeks of a migraine headache that had been tormenting him for two years; a young woman musician of Kentucky, given up as a hopeless case by a famous Tennessee clinic, was cured in a year of the strange malady called scleroderma; a boy in Philadelphia, born with infant glaucoma (commonly regarded as incurable), gained normal eyesight under treatment from a doctor who followed the instructions given by Cayce.46



For over twenty years – from 1901 to 1923 – Cayce dealt in trance with the medical problems of thousands. And then, one October afternoon in 1923, his clairvoyant powers were turned in a dramatically different direction. Arthur Lammers, a wealthy Ohio printer, was convinced that Cayce’s clairvoyance could be directed to more significant matters than the functioning of the human body. Perhaps Cayce could also find the answers to some intriguing questions of a non-medical nature. Lammers had recently become interested in astrology. He wanted to know if there was anything in it. Would Cayce go into trance and give Lammers’s horoscope? He agreed to try. The entranced Cayce declared, in response to Lammers’s eager questions, that astrology, as currently practiced, did have some validity, and he went on to discuss it in a series of cryptic sentences. And then, almost at the end of this discussion, Edgar Cayce casually said something about Lammers. He said: “He was once a monk.” Lammers was electrified by this statement. Was Cayce referring to reincarnation? Did he mean that ancient theory was actually true? Subsequent trance interrogations made it crystal clear: the answer was “yes!”

According to Cayce, human embodiment was necessary for spiritual growth; eventually, sufficient growth was attained, through repeated incarnations, that a human body was no longer necessary to the developing soul and physical life on earth could come to an end. At this point, higher possibilities awaited the soul in non-physical realms. Reincarnation, he said, was governed by the law of karma. Evil had to be expiated, and good returned in more richly fulfilling lives. And he sometimes implied that the larger “conscience” of the self had much to do with the operation of karma; in the between-lives period, the self could see what it must expiate, and would feel compelled to arrange appropriate penance for itself.

Lammers was enthralled by these revelations, and persuaded the reluctant Cayce to give him the first of a very different kind of reading which later became known as a “life” reading, to distinguish it from the original “physical” reading concerned with medical problems. “Life” readings focused upon the influence of past lives on the present one and discussed in detail the operation of karmas it applied to individual lives. When word about these exotic new readings got out, Cayce was deluged with requests for them. He gave 2,500 before his death in 1945. They contain many hundreds of examples of what Cayce claimed were karmic effects, or influences from past lives operating in the present one. Because most of those who came to Cayce were troubled people seeking help, we have many more examples of negative, expiatory karma in the life readings than of positive effects from the past.

Cayce claimed that he got much of his information on people’s past lives from deeply-buried memories which lay in their subconscious minds: he was tapping the same source, in other words, as regression hypnosis!

But, he was asked, wouldn’t a belief in karma lead to a fatalistic philosophy? If people “needed” to suffer for karmic reasons, then what justification was there for any effort to aid people in a less fortunate state than oneself? Cayce was quite explicit in his answer. He said that those who needed expiation through suffering for that which they had imposed on others would arrange to be born into a time and place where they would receive it. But, he added, their suffering was also an opportunity for the personal growth of others in more fortunate karmic circumstances. If the more karmically advantaged were foolish enough to abuse their positions by either ignoring or actively exploiting those in a less karmically favorable position, then they were doing something which would have to be paid for in later lives. Karmically determined misfortune and affliction thus offered opportunities both to those who appeared to be their victims and to those who were not. There was therefore no justification whatever, he said, for not trying to relieve human suffering.

Readers who are tempted to dismiss such statements as nonsense should remember that Cayce’s clairvoyant powers on medical matters have been validated by all those who have investigated them. Perhaps, therefore, we should not too hastily dismiss his comments on other aspects of human existence!

Cayce also claimed that karma operated in various ways, and that its effects could be both physical and psychological. He implied that unwarranted negativity toward others – such as physical or psychological cruelty – must always be expiated. The cruelty of mockery and contemptuous disparagement of others, for example, was an ignoble form of self-assertion, for no selfhood is intrinsically superior to any other, and claims to the contrary must be “paid for.” Consider the case of an eighteen-year-old girl who would have been attractive were it not for her gross obesity.
	Doctors diagnosed the condition as overactivity of the pituitary gland. The Cayce physical reading concurred in calling it a glandular condition, but … the information is given that the glands themselves are focal points for the expression of the heredity of the psyche, or its karma … this girl’s glandular condition and her ... excess weight were karmic in origin. … Two lifetimes ago she had been an athlete … [who] excelled both in beauty and in athletic prowess, but frequently ridiculed those who were less nimble than herself because of their heaviness of body.47


This prolonged mockery of others created a karmic condition whereby she had to endure herself what she had ridiculed in others.

In another example of a similar karmic process, a young man suffered from a marked homosexual urge which distressed him intensely and became the central problem of his life.
	The life reading taken on this young man at his request shows him to have been in a previous life a satirist and gossipmonger … who took particular delight in exposing … homosexual scandals … with his cartoonist skill. “Condemn not, then,” concludes the reading, “that you be not condemned. For indeed, with what measure you mete it shall be measured to you. … And what you condemn in another, that you become in yourself.”48


However peculiar such statements may seem, it must be admitted that, if they are true, it would be difficult to imagine a more dramatically effective form of education in equality and human compassion – you must become, and endure, what you yourself condemn and torment. Intolerance of others, it seems, is a karmically dangerous business.

Consider Cayce’s reading for a young boy of eleven who had been a chronic bed-wetter from the age of two. Cayce’s diagnosis and cure were as fascinating as they were bizarre. Nightly bed-wetting had led the parents to consult a psychiatrist when the boy was three, but in vain. The bed-wetting persisted, without a break, for the next five years. The boy was now eight, and psychiatric help was again sought, but again it failed to solve the problem.
	When the boy was eleven, the parents heard of the work of Edgar Cayce, and the father determined to obtain a reading on the peculiar case of his son. According to the boy’s life reading, in the life previous to the present he had been a minister of the gospel in early Puritan days, at the time of the witchcraft trials; he had been active in punishing supposed witches by ducking them, on a stool, into a pond [a conventional punishment of the time for suspected witches].49


This provided the germ of karmic explanation, but in addition, Cayce prescribed a cure. He instructed the parents, just before the boy went to sleep, to convey a certain message to him, based on the karmic nature of the case. That night the boy’s mother put Cayce’s prescription into effect. She waited at his bedside until he was almost asleep. And then, in a slow, calm voice, she began to repeat these words:
	“You are good and kind. You are going to make many people happy. You are going to help everyone with whom you come into contact. … You are good and kind. …” The same idea was expressed in various forms for perhaps five or ten minutes to the now sleeping boy.
That night, for the first time in almost nine years, the boy did not wet the bed. For several months the mother continued the suggestions, always in the same vein; not once, in that period, did the condition recur. Gradually she found it possible to give the suggestion only once a week; and finally not even that was necessary. The boy was completely cured.
The suggestion which proved so efficacious mentioned nothing about not wetting the bed. It was not directed to the boy’s physical consciousness at all, but rather to what might be called his spiritual consciousness … to the consciousness of a guilt which he carried over from his Salem incarnation, and which had been symbolically expressed … [by] his own body. He once ducked others … now he felt … the need for retribution upon himself.
Though in this life the child had not harmed anyone, a certain stratum of his mind still doubted his own kindness, his own social acceptability, because of the persistent memory of the cruel punishment he had once inflicted upon others. The suggestion reached that particular stratum, reassured him that his guilt … could be expiated through social service and kindness, and … erased the necessity for further symbolic retribution.50


And this fascinating karmic pattern had another aspect to it. By the time the boy was an adolescent, both parents had noted that one of his most marked personality traits was a great tolerance of others. For any character flaw pointed out in others, he would gently offer some justification, would say something redeeming of that person. The cruel righteousness of the Puritan clergyman had been completely transformed.

It would be no overstatement to say that the message of the Cayce readings is an immensely chastening one, and to add that, if it were to be taken seriously, its effect upon human conduct could scarcely be more profound.
Helen Wambach
Loring Williams gathered his evidence for karma by inference: past-life conduct reported by his subjects in a regression was later seen to be logically related, in an apparently karmic way, to their present life conditions. Edgar Cayce claimed to obtain his knowledge of karma from clairvoyant access to the subconscious minds of his subjects. Early in her research, Helen Wambach regressed a young man to a life in which he had died at the age of two. While he was still under hypnosis, she asked him why. His reply provided the idea for an entirely new aspect of regression research. He said he had realized he’d chosen the wrong parents, so he had just “left” – died.

This comment opened up some fascinating possibilities – could it be that people actually “chose” the life they were to lead, and that, in the deep levels of the subconscious, they retained the knowledge of how this choice had been made? Could it be that people actually carried with them the knowledge of why they were here on earth, and that this knowledge could be tapped in hypnosis? She decided to find out. She began hypnotizing subjects and asking them how they got into the particular body in which they found themselves. To her amazement, they answered her!

If people are asked, in their normal state of consciousness, why they were born and why they find themselves here on earth in a body, most will have no idea of the answer and many will find the question itself absurd. But when they are hypnotized and asked such questions, they respond in a dramatically different way. The give answers. They appear to “know!”
	“Did you choose to be born?”
“Yes, I chose.”
“Did anyone help you choose?”
“Lots of beings helped, but … I had to make the choice.”
“How do you feel about the prospect of being born into another lifetime?”
“I feel – sort of resigned.”51


This is the voice of a regressed subject, who has been taken back in time to the period between his last death and his present birth. He’s being asked to explain how he got into his present body. In a preliminary study, Dr. Wambach found that 38 percent of her subjects could not answer such questions. They “lost” her during the hypnosis and drifted into a sleep-like state, or they simply received no answers when such questions were put to them. She speculates that such subjects are similar to those who went “blank” and got nothing on past lives because they had suffered a recent, traumatic death. They receive no answers, she thinks, because their subconscious minds don’t think they are “ready” for them. For those who are ready, however, karmic factors turn out to play a large role in their present lives.

Dr. Wambach talked to four hundred and two regressed and hypnotized subjects about the processes that had led to their current lives. And, like the well-disciplined scientist that she is, she condensed the results of those conversations into statistics. But these are not the usual cut-and-dried statistics of scientific research. They are statistics to make the head spin.
Did you choose to be born?
Five percent said that they had not, that they simply found themselves in a fetus, being born. The other 95 percent stated that they had “chosen” their current lifetime.
	The great majority … said that they made their decision to be born on the basis of counseling by other entities during the between-life period. They were sometimes described as teachers, guides or gurus, but more often reported as friends and a group of kindred spirits. One … reported: “There’s a large group. … We’re all working together. … Some of us will experience life in [physical embodiment] – about a third of us – while the others will not be born at this time.”52


Did you want to be born?
While a majority – 81 percent – felt they needed to be born in order to advance their personal development through the experiences of physical life, only 30% enjoyed physical life enough to really want it! One subject likened the decision to walking out onto the high board and trying to nerve yourself enough to dive off:
	It’s like walking out on a high diving board, getting born. You know you want to do it to sharpen your skills, but when you get to the end of the board you want to turn around and go back and do it another day. But then It just seems as though there are people there who are coaching you and finally you just get pushed and – there you are. Born into life again.53


Others phrased their reluctance in various ways.
	I feel very reluctant. … I don’t want to be so restricted. I would rather be … in the between-life state … than in that small, confined body, but it is … something I have to do.54
Actual tears were running down my cheeks as you asked us to come to the time of decision about being born. It isn’t so much sadness. … I don’t feel sad. … [It’s] just – well … life in a body is rough.55



It was common for people who were regressed to the birth experience to say, immediately after birth:
	“I want to go back home!” By “home” they … meant life outside … a physical body.”56


One expressed these feelings eloquently:
	The experience was … one of deep compassion. I felt compassion not only for the infant who was me, but for my mother and indeed everyone in the delivery room. … I was leaving a beautiful … place where many things were open to me, to come down into a very closed … environment. It seemed as though I knew all of the troubles that lay ahead, and I felt that it was such a waste that we humans don’t understand. … I know that sounds strange. … Don’t … understand what? Well … under the hypnosis, it seemed so clear to me that to be alive in the body is to be isolated from our true selves and away from the … knowledge that’s available to us who are not in a body. I knew it was necessary to go through this experience. … Yet, it seemed such a tragedy that my mother, the doctor, and [the] others had no real understanding of what life is.57



But the 30 percent who looked forward to physical embodiment made much more optimistic comments, many of them seeing the life to come as an adventure. One said:
	It’s like going on an expedition to a strange country. It’s exciting.58


When did you join your body?
When asked this question, subjects answered, and the answers were rather startling. There was a general reluctance to join the fetus. Only 1 percent reported that they had entered it prior to the fourth month of pregnancy, and only 14 percent said they did between the fourth and eighth months. Thus, 85 percent joined their new bodies only after the eighth month of gestation! A large number (33 percent of the total) stated that they did not do so until just before the actual birth experience, and 15 percent, who particularly disliked becoming embodied again, said they did not join the fetus until after birth had occurred!
Why are you being born?
The answers received to this question were nothing less than fascinating. Eighty-five percent stated that they already knew their parents and other important people in their present lives from relationships they had had with them in past lives! But even more extraordinary, as these relationships carry over from life to life, they do not remain the same but undergo every conceivable sexual and relational alteration. Thus, the subject’s parents or children in the present life had been something very different in the past: present mothers and fathers might have been past sisters, brothers, friends, lovers, or children; the subject’s present children often turned out to have been his parents in a past life. Relational and sexual change was the rule! For example, one subject said:
	My mother had been my sister, my father and my child before.59


Another stated:
	My mother was my sister in a past life and my father was a lover. My first son had been a grandfather in one lifetime of mine, my second son had been a father, and my first daughter a friend. My second daughter I saw clearly as a mother of mine in a past life.60


New perceptions about these intricate relationships elicited some powerful feelings. Many parents found themselves with a totally new view of their relationships with their children, perceiving them for the first time as independent individuals tied to them in complex ways through repeated lives, although dependent upon them at this particular time in the present life:
	My daughter is an old friend of mine from another life. I sense … that her unborn child will be another old friend.61



But what staggering learning prospects this opens! What conceivably better way to “know” someone than to have had a dozen different relationships with him – as a parent, child, sibling, lover! In fact, precisely this, in karmic terms, was the stated purpose of these carry-overs. A majority of those who were aware of their purpose in choosing their present parents, and others with whom they would be closely involved, stated that this purpose was to work out karmic problems which had developed in past-life relationships, and, in particular, to learn to love them and to express love for them.
	I did see why I was born, why I chose my parents. It was to help them in … their karmas.62


Another subject observed:
	This life seemed very burdensome. I came in with lots of burdens to clear up, especially … [with] my mother. I have to learn to love them, to give to them, my whole family. Having to be dependent on my mother was one of my challenges.63



The decision to reincarnate in particular relationships was made, it was revealed, in consultation with spiritual “advisers” and/or in consultation with the other persons who were to be involved. Thus karmic ties to others were the major single motivation for choosing to be born into a particular body. But some subjects chose instead an environment which suited what they wished to achieve in the current life:
	A few chose on the basis of the opportunities their genetic, environmental and emotional situation in that childhood would provide for them. The people who reported this type of choice generally had a clearer notion of the purpose they wanted to achieve in this lifetime than those who chose their family to work out past karma.64


For example, one of these said:
	This life is a test, a challenge: I’m purposefully setting up a scenario for learning what I want to know.65


Another reported:
	I was reluctant to be born. … I didn’t want to go down and leave [the between-life state] … and feel cold and belittled. When I came through the birth canal … I felt afraid, vulnerable, alone. Lots of impersonal people and flashing light. My mother was asleep and no one held me or welcomed me and I felt that familiar longing for love. But when you asked the purpose … it was to go down and take some of that … peace and light [of the between-life state] and spread it around. To go into the confusion of this life, but at a time where my preoccupation didn’t have to be survival. My purpose is to give out love as fully and freely as possible in whatever situation I get into.66


And some of these subjects who had chosen their present life primarily for its “environment,” rather than for its karmic ties, stated that the time period selected – the last half of the twentieth century – had been chosen because it offered unprecedented possibilities for personal growth:
	I felt I needed to work out the female part of my entity. I chose this era because women will make great advances in my lifetime and I will help in that.67


Another put it:
	This will be my transcendent life, when I am able to know both physical and non-physical reality while still in the body.68


Is your life predetermined?
The idea that you “choose” your life in advance in order to accomplish certain things raises a deeply disquieting question. Does this mean that your life is predestined in all its particulars, a script, in effect, that has already been written for a cast of “robots?” If you “choose” all of this in advance, then is any element of choice present while living this life, or do you merely go through predetermined motions? Fortunately, the data gathered by Dr. Wambach are such that this disturbingly important question can be answered. For it is clear from the comments of her subjects that what they have “chosen” is not predetermined at all, but only a “situation” with a certain potential, with certain possibilities which the individual may or may not be able to realize!

Subjects frequently expressed grave doubt that they would be able to accomplish what they had chosen to achieve in their present life. They would report planning their current life, but it was common for them, when regressed to the period immediately after birth, to realize with a shock of dismay that they had underestimated the difficulties they would have to overcome if they were to achieve the goals they had set for themselves. Their courage would fail them, and they would yearn to go back to the between-life state. Again and again, they spoke of their chosen present lives as “challenges,” as “tests” which they had to attempt, clearly implying that failure was as probable an outcome of their efforts as success.
	I have the stamina to do it … I can accept the challenges. It is necessary to develop my strengths through being alive in a body.69
They [“advisors” in the between-life state] said … that I should wait till a better time, with a smaller family, more time for you. But I felt that it has to be now. Someone has to start first but I told my friends, “Don’t wait too long.”70



It is difficult to find words that can do justice to the revelations that have emerged from the research on which this chapter has been based. They are momentous, stunning, mind-blowing. And for those who are open enough to take them to heart, the world will never be the same.
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[Transcriber’s Additional Comments: Although this chaptre seems to provide a strong case for reincarnation, when I contacted Terence Malaher (Messiah/Imam Al-Madhi/Meshi) regarding whether reincarnation was required of those with significant negative karmic-debts outstanding, his response was negative as to reincarnation being a requirement, and that suffering our dues continue even outside of an earth-life existence.I will quote our correspondence verbatim as follows...
-Quoted Questions:AéiusCercle@TerenceMalaher(31oct015TL/2010CE)-
Dear Terence,
This thought/question has been persistent for quite some time now and I would like to have it clarified. I have read through quite a number of documented reports from paranormal-research by now and as for NDEs...Near-Death Experiences seem to have a profound effect upon those who`ve gone through said experiences.
The vast majority of them end up believing in an All-Love Entity (Atheists become Christians/Believers, etc). Although it is common-place for survivors to become better people, according to the statistical reports, I cannot help but wonder if the Near-Death Experience is a tool of the Dark One to deceive the survivors/experiencers that everything will be all rosy for-ever after physical-death occurs or if it`s because of their individual ignorance regarding reincarnation ?
Much of my reading/research/study of the para-normal indicates far too much evidence that all persons will eventually be required to reincarnate so long as there are any significant negative karmic-debts outstanding. Are the majority of the survivors of Near-Death Experiences under some kind of great deception ? Well, more specifically, many of them think that all of their suffering, and anybody`s suffering will somehow end up being permanently over after the physical-life extinguishes, guaranteed, but is that not a deception ? (They seem to have a very strong impression that Love is the only thing that exists after death...)
-Cercle
P.S.: I don`t know how much it will help to get the word out but I`ve recently linked your web-site within the description of one of my most-viewed videos (over 1 million views).
-Quoted Response:TerenceMalaher@AéiusCercle(01Nov014TL/2010CE-
Hello ' Cercle' - thanks for the link to my site - as for < The vast majority of them end up believing in > It is not a tool of the dark, for many also have 'horrendous' NDE as they are drawn to the dark and feel pain etc, but I would 'suspect' that these people would not be so happy to tell of their experiences -
As for < be required to reincarnate so long as there are any significant negative karmic-debts outstanding. > NO - for accruing and paying painful 'Karma' takes place continuously in every realm outside the Light as man defies God, thus one does not have to reincarnate to 'suffer ones karma'- - - and within the Light everyone is accruing andreceiving 'joyful' benign 'Karma' as God's Law applies to every realm and in the Light everyone is only Loving etc.
keep well - Terence
-(Back to Transcriber’s Additions)-
Dr. Carl Wickland’s research also suggests that reincarnation is the result of confused and attached spirits, from other life-times, who think that they have reincarnated, when in reality, they simply ended up possessing someone due to their belief in reincarnation, sometimes causing sickness within the possessed victim or even causing them to become institutionalised in an asylum due to schizophrenia or other mental illness.
]
