
		

		
			Chris Nielsen

			BEING PYOTR ILYICH

			Tchaikovsky’s Inner Life,

			Revealed by Himself 130 Years Later

			Foreword by Daniel Meurois

			English translation: Viviana Zimbilschi – Serdeleanu

			Proofreading: Giles Eldridge

			Bucharest, 2023

		

		

		
			Chris Nielsen

			BEING PYOTR ILYICH

			Tchaikovsky’s Inner Life, Revealed by Himself 130 Years Later

			Foreword by Daniel Meurois

			Copyright © 2023 by Chris Nielsen

			English translation: Viviana Zimbilschi – Serdeleanu

			Proofreading: Giles Eldridge

			Front cover image: Leonard Berlin, Atelier E. Bieber, Hamburg, 1888

			Back cover image: Anne Nygard

			All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the author except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

			Bucharest, 2023

			 

		

		

		
			Contents

			INTRODUCTION

			PROLOGUE:

			THE ARRIVAL

			MY FIRST ENCOUNTERS WITH MUSIC

			MY MOTHER’S DEPARTURE

			A NEW WAY

			THE CONSERVATORY AND MY FIRST CREATIONS

			AN ILL-FATED LOVE

			MY FAMILY

			THE PIANO CONCERTO

			A FAILED MARRIAGE

			COMING BACK TO LIFE. KOTEK

			NADEZHDA FILARETOVNA

			AN ANGEL

			MY MOST BEAUTIFULLY CREATIVE YEARS

			THE BEGINNING OF THE DISASTER

			VICHY. LOVE. DRAMA.

			THE AGONY

			THE ‘PATHÉTIQUE’ SYMPHONY

			BEYOND THE BODY

			INSTEAD OF AN EPILOGUE...

			ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

			ABOUT THE AUTHOR

		

		

		
			For Bob, to whom this book is addressed,

			for Sasha,

			for Modya and Tolya 

			and for all those so dear to me, 

			who were my family.

		

		

		
		

	
		
			FOREWORD

			by DANIEL MEUROIS

			When I discovered the manuscript that Chris Nielsen sent me, I must admit that I was at first circumspect, even suspicious, because of its evocative title and also the first lines of its presentation.

			Who then can claim to speak in the first person in relation to the name of Pyotr Ilyich Tchaikovsky, more than a century after his death? Was I faced with a transcript from a channeling with a ‘New Age’ flavour, as I so often am? Indeed, I no longer count the texts written by people – sometimes sincere – claiming to be the reincarnation of Mary Magdalene, or the disciple John or even of the pharaoh Akhenaten, to mention just a few. Logically, faced with the manuscript in front of me, I should not have gone much further than my first thoughts had suggested...

			And then, all of a sudden, it was the name ‘Tchaikovsky’ that overrode my first instinct. He was not one of the great names of the past endowed with a prestigious ‘Christlike’ and therefore mystical aura. Yet, undeniably, Pyotr Ilyich ‘stood out from the crowd’. Why him?

			Ten pages, twenty pages, thirty pages... My eyes moving by themselves. I couldn’t stop, surprised by the emotion and the obvious sincerity of their author, whose writing talent was itself overtaken by ‘something else’, something impalpable and magnificently profound.

			No... what I had in my hands was decidedly not the fruit of a vague channeling of questionable origin, such as flourishes elsewhere, but the gripping account of a series of regressions of consciousness experienced by a young woman, in a therapeutic context, that had assumed unsuspected proportions.

			I was stunned... Fascinated too, because Chris Nielsen’s text turned out to be more than a simple account of the life of the emblematic composer, it was above all a testimony of an appealing authenticity. The choice of words, the reflections, the confessions, the need for purity, the excessiveness and finally the underlying wisdom made it an impregnating work to which it was difficult to remain insensitive.

			I should say that my soul was won over by Pyotr Ilyich’s post-mortem confession. I say ‘my soul’ as I realised that I was in the presence of one of those works that address the human heart directly, by avoiding the mediation of the mind.

			A delicate confession because it is inevitably painful, that of a feminine soul that her destiny – or rather the Divine constantly present in her and above her – had caused her to be born in a male body. A sort of incarceration playing the role of a quintessence extractor... We can immediately guess the dilemma and the inner, intimate contradictions, until the final tear.

			It is therefore the issue, in its entirety, of one of the aspects of unassumed homosexuality that is tackled here in a totally innovative way, in its painful fatality, but also in the understanding of the secret itinerary of every human soul, which – in the course of its incarnations – contributes to the Universal Divine Project.

			Certainly, one leaves such a reading with the sensation of having taken a flight at altitude within the consciousness of one of the greatest classical musicians of all time... 

			However, the experience does not end there, for it gives the conviction of having been invited to penetrate a space where the Sacredness of Life is patiently elaborated, the space where Pyotr Ilyich, impregnated with a sublimated Nature, met this ineffable Power that he called ‘Our Father’ and of which he now gifts to us, in his own way, like a climax to his music.

			A book that is not to be browsed, but to be meditated upon; this improves the soul...

			Daniel Meurois*

			Daniel Meurois is an internationally known French best-selling author, his works being translated into 17 languages. He has written 40 books on spiritual topics, such as ‘Le Livre secret de Jeshua – La vie cachée de Jésus... selon la Mémoire du Temps’ (‘The Secret Book of Jeshua – The Hidden Life of Jesus According to the Memory of Time’), ‘Le Labyrinthe du Karma – Déchiffrer et comprendre notre contrat d’âme’ (‘The Labyrinth of Karma – Deciphering and Understanding our Soul Contract’), ‘François des Oiseaux... Claire et le Soleil – Le secret d’Assise’ (‘Francis of the Birds, Clare and the Sun... the Secret of Assisi’), ‘La Demeure du Rayonnant, mémoires égyptiennes’ (‘The Abode of the Radiant, Egyptian Memories’), Les Maladies Karmiques... les reconnaître, les comprendre, les dépasser’ (‘Karmic Illnesses – Recognising, Understanding, Overcoming Them’), ‘Il y a de Nombreuses Demeures – A la découverte des univers parallèles’ (‘There Are Many Homes – Discovering Parallel Universes’), etc.

			His books are primarily based on his personal out-of-body experiences or astral projection, which allows him to read information in the Akashic Annals. For more than a quarter of a century, his works have given rise to hundreds of conferences and seminars in many European countries, in Africa and Quebec, as well as in the West Indies and New Caledonia. More than one million copies of his books have been sold, worldwide. 

		

	
		
			INTRODUCTION

			Our life stories – apparently so different – are all marked by much suffering and by various dramas, behind which there always seems to lie a single, almost desperate human question: “WHY?” – Why is this happening to me? Why are we here? What, after all, is life on Earth?

			Over recent years, I have come to understand that perhaps the most precious thing we are all seeking is the MEANING of our existence, something that might counter the apparent absurdity of the events we go through. And it is precisely this search for MEANING that I hope this book will speak to.

			

			In 2013, I began a path of healing, prompted by various physical sufferings that had been present since childhood and had intensified over the years. This is how I discovered several methods of alternative medicine and, fascinated both by their effects and by the truths I uncovered about the countless subtle connections between mind, soul, body and energy, I began to study them. I followed different specialisations and gradually became a therapist, as I progressed through my own healing process.

			During approximately six years of training in several branches of complementary medicine – which included courses, examinations, supervision internships and extensive reading in the field – I discovered past life regression therapy, which offered me both my greatest revelations and my deepest healings.

			As a therapist, I completed the almost three-year training programme offered by the Past Life Regression Academy in London. As a patient – under the guidance of my husband, who followed a distinct yet similar path to my own – I have, to this day, explored around thirty past lives.

			It was in November 2019, on this intimate path of healing and self-discovery, that I encountered my past life as Pyotr Ilyich Tchaikovsky. It was an encounter that profoundly marked not only my healing process, but my entire existence, through the revelations I experienced.

			This past incarnation defines my present life far more than any of my other previous lives do. My career in the artistic field, my family relationships, the blockages and fears I experienced before healing, as well as many other aspects – down to seemingly insignificant details, from hobbies to literary preferences – all seem to find their explanation in my past existence as Pyotr Ilyich. But most importantly, the significance of this rediscovery lies in the continuity I have found in my personality, which is an extension of Tchaikovsky’s own way of being.

			* * *

			With the discovery of this story of my soul, I felt, almost simultaneously, the desire – or perhaps even the inner need – to write it. At first, I thought it would take shape as a book about music, about creation, or about the life story of a great composer. But what flowed through me proved to be somewhat different. And perhaps that is precisely why I feel a duty to share it.

			Being Pyotr Ilyich offers an unprecedented autobiographical perspective on Tchaikovsky’s life – told not from the outside, but from within his own inner world and in his own voice. This intimate spiritual memoir invites you to discover what he truly lived and felt.

			Yet it is much more than the story of one extraordinarily sensitive human being. Tchaikovsky’s life becomes a path towards understanding the fundamental questions that belong to every human soul. Through the answers I received from Above within my own healing process, I came to understand profound truths about the meaning of life on Earth, the true nature of birth and death, destiny and karma, the shaping of a life mission, the cycle of reincarnation, the structure of past lives, and the way life scenarios are shaped before incarnation.

			Thus, this book moves beyond abstract spirituality into lived inner experience. Through Tchaikovsky’s life story and my own healing process, it touches on important themes that are widely explored today in both psychology and spirituality: self-love as the foundation of healing and relationships; the inner child and early emotional imprinting; fear of abandonment; soul contracts; family karma and psychogenealogy; the way behavioural patterns are formed and carried across lifetimes; the roots of emotional trauma and its long-term impact; the relationship with the Higher Self; the evolving relationship between the soul and the Divine; and the link between blocked emotions and physical illness.

			But perhaps above all, I would like those who read this book to discover a revealing story about the deeper purpose of human suffering. A healing process is built upon forgiveness. Yet forgiveness comes only from fully accepting the justice behind the things we live through. And acceptance can arise only from understanding the reasons lying behind our sufferings. Our inner peace will be born out of this reconciliation with the truth that the pain experienced on Earth has meaning, has purpose. Only in this way will we be able to forgive – ourselves, others and the Divine for every drama ever lived – and only in this way will our souls be completely healed.

			After so much love, patience and time dedicated to me from Above with such generosity – so that I might understand what my soul had experienced and heal myself – I felt that I, too, had to pass on the great truths that were revealed to me.

			The most important author of this book is, in fact, the God Himself, whose words, spoken for the healing of my own soul, I have rendered here. It is precisely these truths, shared with me by the Divinity, that made me feel an almost sacred duty to pass this book on.

			In the end, this book is about LOVE and HOW TO LOVE. It is a book about Man and God1.

			Just as this book did not ultimately turn out to be primarily a book about music and a great musician, but about a man’s drama and his love, so too it is not a book about sexual minorities, or any other kind of minority, nor is it in any way a book about separation.

			This is, in fact, one of the things I have come to understand through these years of exploring my past lives. I was a man, I was a woman, I lived as a transgender person, I was white and Asian, I was Egyptian, Jewish, Christian and Buddhist. I was everything, like all of us.

			These changes of roles and settings create, in truth, a new context for learning in each earthly incarnation. We are placed in different situations, which we see from various angles. Everything we live through in an earthly life is a form of theatre; sometimes we even play completely opposing roles. Many times, the one who was tortured yesterday may become an executioner today. It is not the categories, the differences or the struggle that matter most. It is not separation.

			Minorities of whatever kind are not the problem on Earth. What truly matters is the level of morality, dignity and spiritual development humanity has reached. Moral rectitude and beauty can be manifested anytime and anywhere and, conversely, misery can exist in any situation. Regardless of the religious, racial, sexual or ethnic group to which we belong, love, sincerity, morality, the desire to do good rather than evil, openness, understanding and forgiveness are the principles that should guide us.

			* * *

			How did this book come to life?

			This book was born out of more than twenty regression therapy sessions conducted over the course of a year and a half, amounting to nearly one hundred hours of trance work. The audio recordings made after each session were then transcribed almost word for word.

			As regression therapy naturally takes the form of a dialogue between therapist and patient, the therapist’s questions and certain more technical passages — what might be called the “pure healing” dimension of the work — were removed from the final text. What remains is the essential material itself: the story, together with the revealing answers received from higher planes throughout the healing process.

			Only very light editorial intervention was made, principally to remove repetitions and to allow the text to unfold with greater clarity and grace. The events were also arranged in chronological order, as regression does not always reveal them in such a sequence.

			What you are about to read is therefore a faithful transcription of those trance recordings — the closest possible equivalent to direct testimony — drawn directly from within Tchaikovsky’s life itself, and from within the healing journey undergone by his spirit, and implicitly by my own.

			The pages you are now holding in your hands represent the most intimate confession possible, offered to those who wish to understand what Pyotr Ilyich Tchaikovsky actually LIVED and FELT. This book is THE STORY OF HIS INNER LIFE.

			

			More than 130 years after the death of Pyotr Ilyich Tchaikovsky, people’s curiosity is still directed primarily towards the cause of his death. Unfortunately, I have noticed with sadness that people are often more attracted to the sensational aspects of life, to things without real substance. In fact, there are two persistent questions: “How did Tchaikovsky die?” and “Who did Tchaikovsky love?”

			You will find the answers to both these questions in this book, from the very beginning. But I would like you to go beyond simple, typically human curiosity and, patiently, try to understand the deep meaning now being offered to you.

			* * *

			Beyond the passions, frustrations, sufferings and evils that define today’s world, and which abound in the press and on social media, beyond the pettiness and envy that also characterised the society in which I lived more than 130 years ago, my deepest wish for this book is that it may bring an oasis of beauty. Of purity. Of normality. And of infinite love...

			I hope that my immense inner effort will bear fruit through this book, bringing more light, more meaning, more faith and more love into the life of each reader. Perhaps, at the end of these pages that I now share with you, you will choose in your own life only what is pure, only what is born of truth or of a sincere feeling.

			May every gesture, thought or emotion you express from now on be lived as authentically and as intensely as possible. Make every moment count. And may you always walk towards love, light and God.

			These are my hopes at the end of writing this book that I now place before you:

			Being Pyotr Ilyich.

			NOTE:

			Although the therapist’s voice — my husband’s voice — is not actually heard in the book, it was his guidance that made both the storytelling and my healing possible. Because of this immense contribution, I truly feel that his rightful role is that of co-author of this book..

			

			
				
						1 The notion of ‘God’ used in this book is not specifically associated with any of the religions currently existing. The truths that have been shared with me can be found, at least in part and in different forms, across various religions practised on Earth. 


				

			

		

	
		
			PROLOGUE:

			At this point where everything ends, everything is just beginning...

			An autumn light, hard, completely lacking in the tender yellow of the summer sun. A light that blinds, without rejoicing, without warming. The sun just cheats. It is really cold in this sharp white light. 

			On Neva’s quay, my view sinks into the void, my eyes are completely lost in the depths of the water. I want to feel the nothingness, to become one with this water and simply forget everything, absolutely everything. It’s cold outside, it’s cold inside me.

			This feeling of emptiness, which is not unusual to me at all, is the most terrible thing that the human soul can feel. Depression has been my companion on countless occasions in these 53 years of tormented life inside me. And now the gap is bigger, more painful. It opens inside me like a huge hole, which threatens to swallow me.

			My soul despairs in silence. I feel like a lost passenger at a train station in a city where they don’t know anyone whom they could ask for shelter overnight. What do you do when you feel there is no one to go to anymore? Anyone else who could understand you? 

			Everything seems like a closed circle, from which you can’t escape, whatever you do. Absolutely whatever you do. And where it hurts the most, you feel like you can’t go back: Bob...

			I begin to see everything with a chill that cuts into living flesh. I look at myself from the outside, as if I’m already starting to detach from my own being. When you get to this point, the decision becomes clear, harsh, and you start acting mechanically. You are no longer human. Everything you do from now on becomes as precise as a Swiss watch.

			I enter the pharmacy from where I have taken so many medicines, for my countless and annoying sufferings. I don’t actually hear what I’m being told anymore, I’m not paying attention at all. I’m in a cold trance. There is a strong smell of balms and disinfectants of all kinds floating in the air and I feel that any form of smell bothers me. I have slept so badly lately. My whole being is like a stretched-out bow, ready to break at any moment.

			“You remember, don’t you? 15 or, if you feel it has no effect, 25 grams per glass.”

			“Yes?”

			

			“Take care, please, Pyotr Ilyich. If you take more than 25 grams it can be dangerous.”

			“What do you mean?”

			“At 100 grams you might hear the angels”, the pharmacist tries a joke, somehow embarrassed by my state of absence.

			Did I come on purpose, knowing that I could find the solution here? Is it a deliberate gesture or does God simply show me from Above, simply and easily, the solution, the idea of escape?

			“Are you all right, Pyotr Ilyich? Can I help you with anything else?”

			“No, thank you very much, I was just thinking...”

			“You’re tired... I heard about your premiere last week, congratulations! My sister-in-law was in the concert hall. Both her and my nieces cried at the end.”

			“Thank you.”

			The reality now seems so distant to me as if it were not about me or about things I experienced. Everything is already foreign to me. 

			Did I say goodbye when I left? What did the pharmacist tell me when I closed the door?

			I can’t be careful anymore. I follow the road to Modya’s apartment with an absolutely empty mind. I know there’s no one at home, so I won’t be bothered. This light is so harsh... It seems that today it lacks soul, warmth or understanding.

			* * *

			The glass. The same view of my eyes lost in the Neva is now lost in the water in the glass, just as deep as the river itself. I’m obsessed with it. And, after a whole life in which Music sang continuously in my soul, now there is complete silence. A pressing silence. No, one that’s actually crushing...

			A huge emptiness that opens, horribly, in front of me. I’m beginning to have hallucinations; the glass seems to be approaching and moving away. It’s getting larger. My mind is starting to play tricks on me. I have no doubts. It’s just fear. A huge one. I’ll swallow it and that’s it, what’s the big deal? Bob... 

			Why, my Lord, couldn’t it have been otherwise?

			

			My body trembles, such as that of a large animal, killed, in agony. It burns terribly. And I tremble. Terrible spasms. I’m burning. Trembling. And I get up from my body... 

			Was that it?

			Why do I still feel? What do I feel? I shouldn’t be existing anymore, should I?

			Father, what have I done to myself?

			Petya! Petya!!!

			I’m screaming. I’m yelling at myself. I’m calling myself. I want to go back, to shake Petya. To slap him, to wake him up. Let him, at all costs, get up. To fill him back with life. But I cannot. I don’t know how. I don’t think it’s possible anymore. 

			Father, where are you? Where is... my Music? Why can’t I hear it anymore? Where am I? Where is Pyotr Ilyich? If he’s lying down there, then me, me thinking and feeling now, who am I? Why can’t I bring him back to life?

			I look, as through a false mirror wall and everything seems like a fixed frame to me: the room, the pendulum that rattles mechanically, undisturbed, the time that flows as if nothing special had happened, the velvet on the table and the door that opens... Bob!

			My Lord, I can’t stay anymore! Please take me out of here! It is not possible to be living something like this, I can’t see it... The terrible outburst of pain, of despair, the screams. My lifeless body shaken, hugged, my face, aged long before time, watered by so many tears...

			Bob, do you hear me? I’m here! Here!

			I knock desperately on the invisible wall that separates us, but nothing is heard and it seems to me that whatever I do, it doesn’t reach him. It’s as if life has become a cinema screen, another dimension, in which I no longer have the power to intervene.

			Father, why are you so cruel, why did you let me see all this?

			* * *

			It was precisely from this point and from this terrible suffering that 130 years later, my healing and the story I am telling now resumed. A story which continues to unravel from a thread once born from Our Father. An infinite thread that brings together all my memories from experiences ever lived on Earth or in Heaven.

			

			And here’s how, for you, Bob, for this part of me that was Pyotr Ilyich and for Our Father, I returned. To repair. To give back to you the one who adored you and whom you loved so much.

			In everything I’m going to reveal to you here, I’m not trying to tell you anything out of the ordinary. I simply want to disclose to you everything that my life has meant, as I am absolutely indebted to you with this story.

			To all I have seen in my past existence, I will complete all that Our Father has shown me and explained to me with infinite patience, love and tenderness, so that I can accept why I lived these experiences. The entire view from Above, which God has laid upon me, I hope will be for you, Bob, and for other open and mature enough souls, a gateway to understanding.

			And now I would like to tell you about all this MEANING of life, my dear Bob...

			I am now placing in your hands, with all my love, a 7th symphony, conceived not on staves, but directly in my own heart. May all my words succeed in making you feel the same intensity and the same emotion, down to the bone, as the music coming from the one who was your uncle: Pyotr Ilyich Tchaikovsky.

		

	
		
			THE ARRIVAL

			“Father, why did I choose to come down in this life?”

			“Intensity... The intensity is something your soul is magnetically attracted to. You will feel more clearly what love, pain, longing and loneliness are... Each feeling, in all its richness of shades, will be revealed to you, will be impregnated in your soul.

			You will ‘sing’ about emotions, you will see in the heart of Man, to its depths. You will perceive with sharpness any fundamental nuance of soul. You will experience human pain completely. You will feel love in all its despair. You will live to the maximum possible intensity, since your being – so predisposed to drama – desires it so much. But that will make you incredibly tired. You will return here, Home, relatively quickly and deeply drained.

			You will understand later, in a life other than Petya’s, that love is fulfilled beyond drama, although not without passing through it. The love story with your soulmate influences many of your past or future lives. I feel what you wish to reach, both in the relationship with your partner and with Me. The love you seek will pass through fire, through a destructive passion that will bring you down. But you will be reborn...

			You see, the love between two spirits is built through many lives, by absence. By MISSING. The absence teaches you how precious the presence of your loved one really is. No one has ever learned what love is just by holding hands with one’s lover. The distance from your soulmate makes you see him better. Otherwise, you would not really appreciate him, you would take his presence for granted.

			And this is not only about the relationship between two souls, but also about the relationship between you all and Me. I had to distance you, to extract you from My Being and to create the illusion of separation, for you to learn to love me, to look for me and to appreciate me. I was loving you, but for you I was taken for granted, like someone you did not really perceive.

			The existence of Pyotr Ilyich will make obtain this incredible intensity that you are looking for in love. You will love at a ‘temperature’ rarely reached by human beings. But it will mean much suffering... And you will die because of it. 

			How can I explain to you what the connection between two people means other than by putting yourself in an extremely complicated situation, which you will have to overcome beyond any imaginable and humanly acceptable limit? I suffer with every suffering of yours, but what you wish can only be achieved through a lot of pain. 

			And to make it seem a little less difficult to bear the situations you will experience, I will SING in your ear moment by moment. This way you will know that you are not alone; that you are with Me. I will lay MUSIC upon you, so that you can release the inner emotional overflow that will characterise you. 

			Moreover, your personal ‘voice’ is another important thing that you have to develop in the life you will begin. Finding this inner voice will be accomplished through a body in which you will not be able to express yourself other than from the heart. Placing you as a woman in a man’s body, I closed all the natural, suitable ways for you to express yourself. It will be a hard life, like living in a prison. Love, that cannot be physically expressed too easily, coming from a body within which you will feel alien, will come out of you in an extremely pure form. ‘Strangling’ your being physically will lead to an outburst of your sensitivity through your heart. A sensitivity that will overflow into the music and into those you will love. Music will be a form of therapy if you want. Moreover, everything you create will burrow into you, it will give birth to an incredible delicacy in your heart.”

			This is what I was told, Home, in Heaven, before I came down to Earth and began my life in the body of Pyotr Ilyich Tchaikovsky…

			* * *

			It is believed that our first memories start somewhere in childhood, at around three, four or five years old. In fact, however, in a deep state of tranquility, in a trance, when the veil of oblivion and of the conscious mind is set aside, the spirit easily finds its way back to itself. And then, any memories, no matter how old, from current existence or from other previous lives – and from any dimension, terrestrial or heavenly – return to the surface to be read and understood by the soul that eagerly seeks for answers.

			My birth was, like any birth, unpleasant.2 A fall. A physical struggle that expresses the difficulty and pain of a spirit that scarcely takes its place in a physical body.

			As adults, it is very rare to see a birth as an unhappy event. On the contrary, birth seems to us, seen from the outside, a joy, a celebration that we honour. Death is regarded, on the contrary, as a drama.

			The reality of the spirit, as seen from Above, is completely different and, from this point of view, totally opposite. For our true nature – of a soul that only temporarily wears the clothes of a physical body to live a life on Earth – birth is pure trauma. The physical body, limiting and limited, demands a restriction of an infinitely greater, stronger, more nuanced and free spirit. Coming into such a material world, into a material body as well, represents a bounding of the soul during the time given to it on Earth. On the contrary, death is a liberation for a human being. A return to the state of infinity, of complete freedom, of movement without barriers.

			In addition, in the world at Home, any feeling is perceived thousands of times more intensely than here, any sensation is much more alive. Even the colours we see there are much more nuanced and fuller of light. Here on Earth, everything is pale, dull and much less intense than in our true reality.

			So, like any descent in this terrestrial world, mine was a suffering, a painful detachment. And I understood – in my journeys through the world Beyond – that, in fact, each birth somehow reproduces in us the most terrible separation we have ever gone through, a detachment that is our fundamental drama: the ‘fall’ from Our Father. And even if we no longer consciously remember this – but it seems only a story from the Bible or other ancient and sacred writings – our apparent separation from Him, imprinted somewhere deep within us, is the wound that hurts the most.

			To sum up, perhaps no one has ever thought, looking at a crying and agitated newborn that, in the most genuine way, he is suffering. It is extremely difficult for him to breathe in a body that he does not know and whose movements he cannot control at all.

			Like any soul sheltered in a body that trembled chaotically and helplessly, I also tried to find my place in my little ‘shell’, and I calmed down only when I felt warmth and love: my mother. 

			The smoothness of my mother’s skin and the smell of cleanness defining the blankets in which I was wrapped are my first earthly sensations in my life as Pyotr Ilyich.

			On my mother’s chest I felt what any small and lost being, descended to Earth, wants: love and protection. Once again, maybe we have rarely thought about it, but when a newborn receives milk, what nourishes him in the first place is not the food itself, but the mother’s love, issued right from the area of the body that includes her breast full of milk, but also her heart. This is what a baby needs, above all: to receive love, which will make him forget, at least a little bit, the difficulty of the Home detachment.

			In the middle of a silent rush of people (probably the midwife, the nanny and members of my new family), who were hurrying around the room and whispering so as not to disturb my mother and I, I found in my mother’s arms a temporary tranquility. And in that room, partially lit, a heavy, austere ticking of the pendulum had already started to measure my time…

			And as the arrival and the departure of a spirit are not at all sudden things, as we might perceive them on Earth, so that the trauma of these changes of dimensions can be borne by our being, both happen gradually. Thus, my little soul – still connected at first to the world in Heaven – could perceive things invisible to adults. The veil of self-forgetfulness gradually settles over the subconscious during the first years of life, as the mind begins developing, in order to carry the story of the new being.

			Two things marked my soul from the first days on Earth. And these two things would fundamentally influence my nature and therefore my whole life. The first was a feeling of inner turmoil, even frustration. I felt like my mother was looking at me and treating me like a little boy. And I was... a little girl. I felt this clearly and I didn’t understand: I was annoyed that my mother saw me as if I were a boy! And I tried to communicate with her, but I couldn’t.

			I saw myself constrained, blocked in a masculine body, my spirit being feminine. And that made me very sad. My soul, still bound to the true reality of the world Beyond, found itself trapped behind an invisible glass screen from which I could see the terrestrial reality. I wanted to shout at my mother and say: mother, I’m a little girl, isn’t it obvious?

			But my mother couldn’t hear me...

			Had I lost my ability from Home to communicate or did my mother not know how to hear me? That’s it – I thought – perhaps in time I’ll forget that I’m not really a boy, but a girl...

			* * *


			“Father, why did you put me in a man’s body?”

			“My child, making a choice is a very complex association of reasons.

			It is essential to understand that when you suppress an energy in one place, it will make room and erupt elsewhere. It is a principle that I often use in your education. I suppress something somewhere in order to increase another aspect of your being. I close one talent to develop another. I blind a man so that he can see inside himself and expand other kinds of senses.

			And, in your case, the place where all your being, energy and love had to erupt through was your heart. Closed in a body that did not represent you and through which you could not express yourself, your sensitivity could only come out through the heart, through the music that you let out. And in its way through you, music was to carve deep into your soul, making you a much more evolved being.

			There were other subtleties too that made me suggest this life script to you, coming from your difficulty in expressing your femininity, due to traumas from other past existences of yours. Moreover, this life in a man’s body was also a way to better understand male sexuality, an aspect that, again, had created some pains in your being during other lives and which required healing. At the same time, even though it may sound strange, your feminine soul felt somehow physically protected in a man’s body. You felt safe inside Petya.

			No man is a man and no woman is a woman until he or she has been in the other’s place. And anyway, each one of you includes in his spirit both the woman and the man; you have also masculine and feminine aspects in you. 

			This physical separation on Earth is also a training tool. In essence, like any differentiation, it does not exist in this form in Heaven and it is not relevant to the way you see it. In the world at Home you have no sex, race, religion or any other element of dissociation. These categories represent only a terrestrial tool of education, which serve to create roles and stories to play on a stage...”

			* * *

			From the first days, therefore, the awareness of the drama that would characterise my whole existence was born in me: I was a woman’s soul, with all its specific sensitivity, grace and fragility, trapped in a man’s body. A body that would become, more than for any other human being, a prison. A body that I hated all my life, precisely because it did not represent me at all. Or at least this was then my perception of it. As if what you see in the mirror is not you, but someone else. A ‘shell’ through which my being could not express itself. I had a feminine warmth and empathy. I didn’t see any connection with the ‘vehicle’ that was given to me...

			The second pain I felt was actually my mother’s pain. She was a poet, a being slightly detached from reality and very fond of art, of everything that was sensitive and beautiful. Melancholy was her natural, almost permanent state of mind. My mother was not made for the existence she lived. She wanted to travel, to be free, to dance... There was too much responsibility in her existence for her inner needs of freedom.

			I was born in this sadness. It was like a scent I would spend my whole life in. I strongly felt a lack of perspective in my mother’s heart, like when you no longer see the way out of a situation, like an inner death. Between her real life and the somehow poetic and etheric existence she dreamed of, there was a big gap.

			A premature death of a previous baby3 had accentuated this state of melancholy that had always defined her. Besides, there was a form of postnatal depression that seemed to deepen with each new soul she brought into the world. My mother was getting weaker and maybe that gave her a slightly air of absence.

			Her fragile condition was aggravated by a constant concern for us, the little ones, so that nothing bad would happen to us. But just this kind of soul of such sensitivity and sadness laid upon us an incredible tenderness and a love of extraordinary delicacy.

			Although there was a lot of affection and peace in our house, even if my father was also a loving man and a protector, my mother’s extreme fragility was like a presence that stuck to my heart. Of my parents’ six children4, me and my only sister, Sasha, who was only a year younger than me, particularly embraced the nature of our mother. All my life, my soul was to be like a wound, everything touched and affected me and tears ran from my eyes without hesitation.

			

			
				
						2	 Pyotr Ilyich Tchaikovsky was born in Votkinsk, Russia, on May 7, 1840. His father, Ilya, ran the city’s mining operations. The family lived here until 
October 1848 (when Pyotr Ilyich was 8 years old).


						3	 The firstborn of the Tchaikovsky family, Yekaterina (deceased shortly after birth).


						4	 Nikolay - Kolya (1838–1911), Pyotr - Petya (1840–1893), Aleksandra - Sasha (1841–1891), Ippolit (1843–1927) and the twins Anatoly - Tolya (1850–1915) and Modest - Modya (1850– 1916).


				

			



