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      Dedications

      from Sylvia:

      To Lindsay Harrison,

      who is not only my dearest friend and cowriter

      but also my kindred soul.

      And to all the loved ones,

      here and on The Other Side,

      who have believed in me.

      from Lindsay:

      To my kindred soul, Sylvia Browne,
      

      who, by writing her dedication first,

      left me with nothing to say but “ditto,”

      and the added understatement,

      from me and from countless others,

      “Thank God for you.”

   
      
      Introduction

      THIS BOOK WILL CLARIFY how every day of the life you’re living now is affected, through the power of a force called cell memory, by the lives you’ve
         lived before.
      

      In it you’ll discover exactly how and why cell memory works.

      You’ll read story after story after story of my clients’ trips back in time to uncover the sources of some of their deepest
         problems and some of their greatest unexpressed talents and joys.
      

      And through the stories you’ll find the key to changing your life dramatically for the better, starting today, by unlocking
         your own cell memories, embracing the ones that will enrich you, and releasing the ones that have been weighing you down for
         longer than you might ever have imagined.
      

      These stories were selected from literally thousands of regressions I’ve done in my twenty-five years of intensive past lives
         and cell-memory studies. While every story is true and documented, I want to make it very clear that my clients’ privacy and
         anonymity are sacred to me, and not one of their real names has been used in this book.
      

      I also want to add a note to the skeptics and critics who seem so eager to pounce on every book about spirituality, past lives,
         and those of us who believe so passionately and surely that one of God’s promises to each of us at the moment of our creation
         was, is, and always will be the eternal survival of the soul:
      

      Please, by all means, be skeptical. Be critical. I don’t just welcome it, I encourage it, as long as you approach these subjects
         and those of us who write about them with an open mind, and as long as, in your dismissal, you offer society something equally
         credible, hopeful, comforting, and reverent to believe instead. By all means, let’s sit down at a table, face-to-face, with
         cameras rolling if you like, and talk. I’ll bring my forty-eight years of study, research, readings, past-life regressions,
         world travel, and comparative religion courses. I’ll bring my intensive exploration of twenty-six versions of the Bible as
         well as the teachings of Buddha and Mohammed, the Koran, the Egyptian Book of the Dead, the Bhagavad Gita, the works of everyone from Carl Jung to Joseph Campbell to Edgar Cayce to Harold Bloom to Elaine Pagels to Eileen Garrett
         to the life of Apollonius of Tyana and the philosophies of the Essenes, the Shinto, the Theosophical Society, and the Rosicrucians.
         And last but certainly not least, I’ll bring a genuine interest in your point of view, an honest life devoting the gifts God
         gave me to His service the best way I know how, and a belief that you might have something of value to teach me. If you’ll
         bring something other than your cynicism, please consider this a standing invitation from me and a meeting I’ll look forward
         to.
      

      In case you’re wondering—and you easily could be—where this outburst is coming from, I should tell you that I was recently
         in the midst of taping an interview for a popular television magazine-format news program when one of the producers happened
         to mention the two psychiatrists they were including in my segment, who felt that all my work and writing about The Other
         Side and the spirit world and past lives is actually harmful to society because these are just “feel-good fantasies for the
         mind to postpone and interfere with the grieving process.” I said I was glad they’d invited whoever these two psychiatrists
         were (I was never told their names) and would enjoy talking to them. Imagine my chagrin when I was told that no, I wouldn’t
         be meeting them, or talking to them. They’d be brought on at the end of the segment—in other words, after I’d finished—to
         offer their “opposing points of view.” I asked the producer to reconsider, to let me at least meet and face my “accusers”
         to debate their issues and rebut their arguments, but no, that was out of the question. “Not good television,” I think was
         the way he put it. And with that, I thanked them for thinking of me, ended the interview, and walked out.
      

      Because I can’t handle criticism? Hardly. After half a century as a very public, outspoken psychic, I doubt if there’s criticism
         I haven’t heard or an accusation I haven’t run up against. In fact, for reasons I have yet to figure out, it’s become very
         popular in the last year or so for total strangers to walk up to me on the street, or especially in a restaurant when I’m
         trying to have a quiet dinner, and say, “Wow, I never thought you’d be so beautiful in person. You’re so ugly on TV.” I have a long list of witnesses who will swear that it makes me laugh every time. But will I insist on a chance to
         respond to that criticism, instead of giving the last word to some “expert” who’s never met me, doesn’t know me, and hasn’t
         given me the courtesy of a one-on-one discussion? You bet I will. And if you really want to make any humanitarian’s hair stand
         on end, accuse them of doing something “harmful to society.”
      

      No, false hope is harmful to society. What I’ve offered in my other books, and what I offer in this one, is what I believe
         with all my heart and soul, to the core of my spirit, to be—literally—the God’s honest truth.
      

      There’s a quote by Teddy Roosevelt (why am I tempted to add “of all people”?) that I love and keep near me at all times, and
         I want to share it with you, not just on my behalf but on yours as well, because I believe it’s a gorgeous message for all
         of us to remember and live by:
      

      
         “It is not the critic who counts, not the man who points out how the strong man stumbled or where the doer of good deeds could
               have done better.

         The credit belongs to the man who is actually in the arena; whose face is marred by dust and sweat and blood; who strives
               valiantly; who errs and comes short again and again; who knows the great enthusiasms, the great devotions, and spends himself
               in a worthy cause; who at the best knows in the end the triumph of high achievement; and who at the worst, if he fails, at
               least fails while daring greatly, so that his place shall never be with those cold and timid souls who know neither victory
               nor defeat.”

      


      To my beloved family, friends, ministers, clients, audiences, colleagues, those of the above who are still to come, and to
         the open-minded skeptics everywhere beside whom I stand proudly in that arena, I thank you, I love you, and God bless you.
      

      Sylvia C. Browne

   
      
      PART ONE

      
      [image: image]

      
      
The Mysteries of Cell Memory


   
      
      
      PROLOGUE

      
      IT WAS DARK AND COLD, the end of a long day, and I hoped as I left my office that I’d make it home before the approaching storm arrived. I was
         saying good night to my staff when I noticed that my assistant Michael was on a call that was clearly troubling him. He looked
         at me, mouthed the name of a client I remembered fondly from a few years back, and pantomimed that she was crying. I stepped
         back into my office, closed the door, and picked up the phone, barely noticing the low rumble of thunder that shook the window
         beside me. “Robin, it’s Sylvia.”
      

      
      “Oh, Sylvia, thank God I got through to you. You’re my last hope. Or should I say our last hope. It’s about my husband.” I could hear the fear in her voice as a disturbing story spilled out of her. It seems
         that one day four years earlier her husband, Rick, a successful landscape architect, had headed out for a routine trip to
         the grocery store, returned without groceries a half hour later in an absolute panic, shut himself in their bedroom, and had
         essentially refused to leave the house ever since. He couldn’t explain this sudden, desperate agoraphobia to himself, let alone to her or to the battery of doctors and psychiatrists she’d begged him to see, and after
         thousands of dollars worth of treatment and medication, he wasn’t one bit better. His terror of leaving the house had naturally
         cost him his clientele and his career; they were on the verge of bankruptcy. As much as she’d loved the man she’d married
         ten years ago, Robin wasn’t sure she could go on living with this frightened recluse she seemed unable to help. “Please, Sylvia,”
         she pleaded through her tears, “I can’t take this anymore, and neither can he. In fact, if this goes on much longer, I’m afraid
         he might try to take his own life. You know I trust you, so just tell me what to do and I’ll do it.”
      

      
      “Can you get him to come here?” I asked.

      
      “Forget ‘can,’ I will,” she told me. “When?”
      

      
      “Now. Right away. I’ll wait for you.”

      
      Three hours later Rick and I were alone in my office while a hard rain fell outside. He was shockingly pale, with the gaunt
         look of someone whose once healthy body had taken on more stress than it could handle, and his gray eyes looked haunted by
         a dark, soul-wrenching fear. Like most clients who genuinely want to be helped, he let me lead him easily into a deep hypnotic
         trance and take him back to the grocery store trip four years earlier that seemed to have triggered his breakdown. It sounded
         unremarkable until he frowned slightly and added, “Oh, and there was this little boy in the produce department.”
      

      
      I asked what the little boy was doing.

      
      “He took an apple and started to bite into it. But his father ran over to him yelling, ‘Don’t eat that without washing it,
         it might poison you!’”
      

      
      Poison. A potentially traumatic word. I jotted it on my notepad while calmly asking, “And did that mean something special
         to you?”
      

      
      There was a long silence before he realized, “I’d forgotten about this, but yes, it did. I was four years old, and my family
         was on a vacation in Mexico. There were some kids playing beside the water in a drainage ditch, or sewage ditch or something,
         and I went over to play with them, but suddenly my dad grabbed me and hollered at the top of his lungs, ‘Don’t touch that
         water, it’s poison!’ I remember it scared me to death at the time.”
      

      
      Poison again. Twice in one lifetime. And a father and young son as well. I didn’t have to be psychic, or even all that bright,
         to link those two events. But a parent’s admonition to a four-year-old, no matter how loud and dramatic, doesn’t necessarily
         frighten the child that deeply. So I repeated, “And did that mean something special to you? Let yourself go farther back, see if you can step past the veil of this life and tell me what
         if anything happens.” As strongly as I felt that something else was buried in his spirit’s memory, I couldn’t help him by
         leading him to it. He had to find it on his own.
      

      
      “My skin,” he finally said.

      
      “What about your skin, Rick?”

      
      “It’s brown. Golden brown.”

      
      “Are you male, or female?”

      
      “I’m male. Tall. Very muscular. My hair is long and black, and I have large brown eyes.”

      
      “Where are you?”

      
      “South America. Near the coast. On a high hilltop. I can see the ocean in the distance from the courtyard of my house where I’m sitting.”
      

      
      “What’s the year?”

      
      Without hesitation he answered, “Fourteen hundred eleven.”

      
      “Are you alone?”

      
      He shook his head. “My advisers are with me. I’m Aztec. A ruler. Royalty. We’re being served a meal. There’s tension. A lot
         of tension. No one’s speaking. The only sound is all of us eating. I can hear our metal goblets on the stone table.”
      

      
      Suddenly, without warning, he grabbed his throat and began choking violently, convulsing.

      
      “Rick, what is it?”

      
      “It’s like my throat is on fire! Something in the food! Oh, God, I’ve been poisoned! I’m dying! These men have killed me!”

      
      I sat forward and raised my voice to penetrate his panic. “It’s not happening now. You’re just observing it, you’re just watching
         a moment from a life a very long time ago. You’re safe. You’re perfectly safe. That’s a whole other life, not this one, and
         you have nothing to be afraid of. In this life you’re living now, you’re never going to be poisoned, not ever again.” I kept
         up a firm, reassuring monologue until Rick’s choking subsided, his convulsions stopped and, wringing wet, he went limp on
         the sofa. His breathing slowed and became peaceful. He didn’t bother to wipe away the tears that were streaming down his face,
         and I thought what a relief those tears must be.
      

      
      Rick’s wife, Robin, stared when he emerged from my office, and she saw that he was smiling. It was obviously his first smile in a very long time, and it lit her eyes with hope as they hugged. She called me a few weeks later to report that Rick
         was healthy, happy, and back at work, not a trace left of the panic that had held him captive for so long.
      

      
      “Rick’s psychiatrist can’t believe it,” she added. “And you should have seen the look on his face when I told him Rick was
         cured by a psychic.”
      

      
      “Let me guess.” I laughed, having been through this before. “The psychiatrist claims I cured Rick with nothing but a posthypnotic
         suggestion.”
      

      
      “That’s exactly what he said,” she told me.

      
      “Robin, if all Rick needed was a posthypnotic suggestion, why didn’t his psychiatrist give him one?”

      
      She chuckled. “Good question. I’ll pass that along.”

      
      “Better yet,” I said, “tell him I’m working on a book that will explain how and why Rick was healed, and all he has to do
         is read it with an open mind.”
      

      
      To Rick’s psychiatrist, and to all of you, welcome to the blessed healing power of cell memory.

      
   
      
      
      THE TRUTH ABOUT PAST LIVES

      
      I WANT YOU TO KNOW—not just believe, but know, to the core of your spirit where the truth lives—that you are eternal. The life you’re living right now is just a tiny step
         in the never ending journey of the unique, cherished soul God created for no one else but you, a step of your own design toward your
         own greatest potential. Your current lifetime won’t end in death. It will end with your spirit simply freeing itself from
         your body and returning Home to the perfect higher dimension it came from called The Other Side.
      

      
      The miraculous gift of eternity means that the singular essence that is you will always, always exist. I’m not talking about
         your turning into some philosophical, imaginary nonentity when you’re through with this body. I’m promising that you will
         forever be the very real, living, breathing being you are now, who thinks and feels and laughs and grows and changes and learns
         and loves and is loved by God every moment of your endless life. And just as eternity means you will always, always exist,
         it also means you have always, always existed.
      

      
      That’s a fact. You have been alive since the beginning of time, in a gorgeous unbroken continuum, moving back and forth between
         earth and The Other Side many times. You have lived on earth in many different bodies, during many different eras in many
         different parts of the world under many different circumstances for your own carefully chosen purpose, depending on the goals
         and needs of your spirit’s progress. Please don’t let the term “past lives” mislead you into thinking you’ve arrived this
         time around as a separate person from who you’ve been before, alive, then dead, then alive again. No, what you’re living right
         now is simply the current phase of one life, the same eternal life your spirit has been living and will go on living forever.
      

      
      If that seems confusing, or hard to imagine, you don’t have to look any further than your present lifetime to help you picture it. No matter how much or how little you consciously
         remember, it’s safe to say that since you were born, you’ve been an infant weighing no more than a few pounds, unable to walk
         or talk or care for yourself; a toddler taking its first awkward steps and trying to learn what a toilet is used for; a five-year-old,
         scared or excited or confused or eager on its first day of school; a thirteen-year-old starting to experience the heightened
         chaos of adolescence; a twenty-year-old, emerging into adulthood with more bravado than wisdom. In other words, in this one
         lifetime you’ve taken many physical forms, gone through many levels of physical and emotional maturity, and learned many lessons.
         Those forms and levels and lessons don’t just happen and then vanish as if they never occurred. That infant, that toddler,
         that five- or thirteen- or twenty-year-old you used to be didn’t appear and then cease to exist. No, through it all, you’ve
         always been you, a rare, complex, sacred work in progress unlike any other spirit ever created. At the moment you’re reading this, and at
         the moment I’m writing it, you and I are nothing more and nothing less than the sum total of every instant we’ve experienced,
         no matter how dramatic or how trivial, and we’ll keep right on changing and evolving, learning and growing with every instant
         we experience from this moment on.
      

      
      Now take a giant step back in your mind until you can sense some inner, thrilling glimpse of the most endless, star-filled
         horizon you can imagine, one rush of this infinite universe you’re part of. And in that step back, look at your life, with
         all its forms and phases, and understand that it’s nothing but a smaller version of the eternal life you’re living as God designed it. Whatever you’ve looked like in previous centuries,
         whatever stages of learning and growing you’ve struggled through, whatever lessons and changes lie ahead, they’re simply strides
         along your path toward the most exquisite, enlightened, perfect you that you can be—God’s beloved child with every infinite breath you take. Your past lives, here and at Home, are no different
         than the stages of this life, pieces of the same puzzle, parts of the same whole and, like every other moment of your past,
         affecting your life today in more ways than you might imagine.
      

      
   
      
      
      MY INTRODUCTION TO PAST LIVES

      
      As MANY OF YOU KNOW, I was born psychic, into a family with a three-hundred-year psychic legacy. Unfortunately, while I was endowed by God with
         more than my share of psychic gifts, I wasn’t especially endowed with more than my share of spiritual insight. I could easily
         see and hear spirits and ghosts, so I never had to wonder about the existence of The Other Side and the fact that our souls
         transcend death. But when my Grandma Ada, who was my closest friend, mentor, confidante and inspiration, started talking to
         me about past lives, I didn’t disbelieve her; I just frankly couldn’t imagine why I should care. For one thing, I misunderstood
         at first and thought that “past lives” meant I had been several different people, which didn’t make much sense to me—what would
         be the earthly point of that in the grand, cosmic scheme of things? For another thing, if I had been a pioneer, or a French
         courtesan, or even Cleopatra in a past life (I wasn’t, by the way), so what? I still had chores and homework and a horrible
         mother to deal with, and more psychic skills than I knew what to do with, no matter who I’d been, so if there was no practical
         purpose to this past life noise, why bother learning about it? Instead, I focused my energies on handling being psychic, building
         a relationship with my sometimes bothersome Spirit Guide, Francine, pushing my luck with the nuns at the Catholic school I
         attended, and trying unsuccessfully to just fit in and be “normal,” whatever that is.
      

      
      I’ve written at length in my books The Other Side and Back and Life on The Other Side about my college years, studying religion, English literature, and psychology toward my passionate interest in becoming a
         teacher. I also described the intensive hypnosis courses I found so fascinating that I became a certified master hypnotherapist
         and began using hypnosis during psychic readings. In those same books I discussed the client who came to me about a weight
         problem and, under hypnosis, began telling me in the present tense about building pyramids and then lapsed into such a long
         stream of nonsense syllables that I thought I was witnessing a full-blown psychotic meltdown. Curious to a fault, I sent a
         tape of that session to a professor friend at Stanford for his objective opinion, and I was shocked when he called three days
         later to inform me that those “nonsense syllables” were really a fluent monologue in an ancient Assyrian dialect perfectly appropriate to the pyramid builders in Egypt many centuries
         ago.
      

      
      Grandma Ada had talked to me extensively about past lives. Francine, my Spirit Guide, had talked to me extensively about past
         lives. Spiritually, philosophically, and psychically, I already knew that our souls are eternal, which is certainly consistent
         with the idea of past lives. But not until that gray afternoon twenty-five years ago, when I saw that shy, plainspoken man
         spontaneously relive a life in seventh century B.C., did I become passionate about the subject of reincarnation and committed to exhaustively researching it. I read everything
         about it that I could get my hands on, and studied with hypnotherapists experienced in the area of past-life regressions,
         determined to never again just sit there saying “huh?” if and when a client took the opportunity of hypnosis to travel back
         to another time. I learned to safely guide my clients into the immense wealth buried in their own history, while making sure
         that one hundred percent of the information revealed came from them, not from me. And to my amazement, I quickly discovered
         that the information they unearthed was both fascinating and incredibly accurate.
      

      
      By then I had assembled and trained a small, tireless staff of coworkers, which I formalized into the Nirvana Foundation of
         Psychic Research. One thing I wanted to establish from the beginning of our exploration into past-life regressions was whether
         or not any of those past lives were valid. If my clients were using our sessions to spill out a stream of colorful detailed
         fantasies, that was fine with me. But I wasn’t about to jeopardize my credibility by reporting fairy tales as fact to my colleagues in the psychic, psychiatric, and medical communities. It quickly became my hard-and-fast rule
         that I wouldn’t document or report any past life a client returned to unless we were able to meticulously verify that that
         life had actually taken place. It wasn’t easy—this was many years before computers and the Internet came along—but we dived
         exhaustively into public records throughout the country and at the amazing San Bruno Archives in northern California. When
         a hypnosis subject described a life as Margaret Dougherty in Boston in 1801, with three children and a husband who was a cobbler,
         we dismissed it as fiction until and unless we were able to prove that a woman named Margaret Dougherty had indeed lived with
         her cobbler husband and three children in Boston in 1801. Time and time and time again, verifiable past lives spilled out
         of one client after another, my files on them grew into the hundreds, and I was convinced beyond any doubt that we have all
         lived on this Earth many times before and have clear memories of those lives hidden for safekeeping in our subconscious minds,
         just waiting to be released.
      

      
      Through documented past-life regressions, I had proof that our spirits never, ever die, which was more than rewarding enough
         to satisfy me. I had no idea that I’d only scratched the surface of the importance of past lives. In fact, even when I began
         witnessing the miracles those past lives unlocked, it took Francine, from her front row seat on The Other Side, to explain
         to me what was happening.
      

      
   
      
      
      THE MIRACLE OF PAST LIVES

      
      SO THERE I WAS, feeling hilariously self-satisfied by the sheer volume of confirmed past-life regressions in my files and their validation
         of our souls’ eternity, when a client named Henry walked stiffly into my office wearing a neck brace. He’d been suffering
         from chronic pains and spasms in his neck since his early thirties, he explained, and he’d spent thousands of dollars to hear
         from one doctor after another that there was absolutely nothing wrong with him. He had actually come to my office for a reading
         about a possible career change, but with his permission I put him under hypnosis for some much needed relaxation and relief
         before the reading started. Before I knew it, he was telling me about his life in France in 1790, where, as a young widower
         with nothing to lose, he became a notoriously daring, zealous soldier in the French Revolution until he was executed at the
         guillotine at the age of thirty-three. We were both especially moved by his realization that the wife he’d loved and lost
         in that life more than two centuries ago was the same woman he was happily married to in this life, which explained why the
         two of them “somehow” knew from the moment they met that they belonged together.
      

      
      Three weeks later I spoke at a charity benefit, and the first person to greet me when I came offstage was Henry, looking a
         thousand percent healthier and more comfortable without his neck brace. It seems his pain had noticeably diminished the day
         after he saw me, and on the fourth day he felt so completely cured for the first time in years that he and his wife had ceremoniously burned the neck brace in their fireplace.
         He was amazed. I was amazed. The only one of us who wasn’t amazed was Francine, my Spirit Guide, who I’m sure was watching
         all this with a long sigh, wondering how obvious something had to be before I’d be bright enough to put two and two together
         and come up with four.
      

      
      If you’ve already pieced this together, you’re miles ahead of where I was at the time. Chronic neck pain, starting in Henry’s
         early thirties. Doctor after doctor saying there was nothing wrong. A previous life that ended with death by guillotine at
         age thirty-three. And once we uncovered it, the pain went away. Duh.
      

      
      Francine’s policy with me has always been, “I can’t give you the answers unless you ask the questions.” It’s harder than you
         might think to come up with all the right questions. But this experience with Henry finally prompted me to ask her one night,
         “I love proving to my clients that there’s no such thing as death, but is there more to be gained from past-life regressions
         than I’m getting?” Her one-word answer changed the course of my research, the direction of my work, and the lives of countless
         clients from that moment on.
      

      
      That one-word answer was “Healing.”

      
      I was so exhilarated by the idea that there was healing to be found in past lives that I didn’t stop to wonder how it worked
         or why it worked, I just wanted to prove to myself that it worked. Francine had never lied to me, and she still hasn’t, but as she knows better than anyone else, I’m an absolute,
         unapologetic skeptic. I’ve never taken her word, or anybody’s word, for anything. I have to experience things firsthand and test them over and over and over again before I’m convinced. And healing through past lives was no exception.
      

      
      Since the very beginning of my psychic and spiritual work, I’ve enjoyed very close, stimulating relationships with members
         of the medical and psychiatric communities, sharing ideas, mutually referring clients and exchanging theories and research
         results. Several of these colleagues had been exploring the subject of reincarnation right along with me, and it was shortly
         after this revelation from Francine that we scheduled a weekend-long seminar about the truth or fiction of past lives and
         the soul’s survival. I decided it would be as good a time as any to try a past-life healing regression on a random volunteer
         from the audience—no setup, no rehearsal, no script, and certainly no prearranged “ringer” (ever!) to fake the experience, just me and a total stranger giving healing regression a spontaneous try. The rest of the panel was
         less than enthusiastic, the gist of their concern being “What if it doesn’t work?”
      

      
      I shrugged. “Then, it won’t work. But we’ll never know if we don’t try, will we?”

      
      The auditorium was packed that weekend. I have to admit, even though my colleagues and I had all been friends for years, I
         felt a little outgunned as we made our entrance onstage and I scanned the row of nameplates in front of our chairs, which
         as far as I was concerned read “M.D., Ph.D., M.D., Ph.D., Ph.D., M.D., and some psychic woman.” But nothing loosens me up
         more quickly than a microphone and a crowd that’s open-minded enough to at least show up.
      

      
      I perversely chose the least enthusiastic of the volunteers for the demonstration, an attractive, successful-looking man who introduced himself as Neil, a mortgage broker from a suburb
         of Houston. I briefly explained to him and to the audience what to expect during the hypnosis process, and then, just before
         we started, I asked him offhandedly if there were any physical or emotional problems he’d like to address while he was “under.”
         He talked about a recurring pain in his right foot that had never been properly diagnosed or treated, and a private fear that
         even people who claimed to love him complained behind his back about what an inadequate disappointment he was—the last fear
         you would have expected from a man who outwardly seemed to have everything going for him.
      

      
      Neil was bright, responsive, and refreshingly honest, exactly the kind of subject I enjoy because it was so obvious that he’d
         tell the truth, even if the truth were that nothing was happening and he considered my pitiful regression efforts to be a
         colossal waste of time. I relaxed him into a hypnotic state and gently guided him back through this life, his death in a previous
         life, and then into the heart of that life itself. Suddenly he almost seemed to shrink into himself. His right foot twisted
         and turned under and in. His voice became thin, apologetic, sad, and barely audible. His name was Calvin, he told me. He was
         twelve years old, living on a farm in Virginia, and the year was 1821. He was born with a clubbed right foot, which made him
         a shameful burden to his parents, who’d had their hearts set on a strong healthy son to help work the fields. His schoolmates
         relentlessly made fun of him or ignored him completely, and his only friends were his family’s menagerie of animals, none
         of whom seemed to think there was anything wrong with him at all; they just loved him unconditionally. By the time I eased Neil back to the present,
         there wasn’t a dry eye in the house.
      

      
      Then, thanks to Francine, before I “woke” him, I added for the first time, “And whatever pain or fear or negativity you might have carried over from a past life, release it and let it be resolved in
            the white light of the Holy Spirit.”

      
      His posture straightened, his foot returned to normal, and he offered a preoccupied “thank you” as he stood and left the stage.
         He was obviously moved by his visit to one of his previous lives, as were all of us who witnessed it. Several weeks later
         he called to report that the pain in his foot had never reappeared, and that he’d slowly but surely stopped even wondering,
         let alone worrying about, what his loved ones said about him behind his back.
      

      
      After the demonstration, my colleagues asked a question that I’ve been asked a thousand times in the years since: “How do
         we know this alleged ‘past life’ isn’t just a fantasy the mind comes up with to relieve pain?” It’s a fair question. I asked
         it myself when I first started doing regressions. But if these past lives were simply a survival technique the mind dreams
         up, why did I have file cabinets full of detailed proof that the “fantasy” lives were very real? And why would my clients
         “fantasize” past lives that were so invariably mundane?
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