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When I was a young boy in 1960s Scotland I came across an advert in the Sunday papers. It showed a photo of a curiously intelligent looking doctor who was selling a home study course. He proclaimed it would prove that you could have a power-packed memory. All sorts of benefits could be acquired such as better exam results, learning languages, remembering names, faces, facts and figures. Learning card tricks sounded fun! I felt a real urge to send for this course.

The only problem was I had no money. But hey the first booklet was free! So I duly filled in an application for the course. The first book arrived but so did the entire course with an invoice! My dad had a few choice words to say about the bill he had been landed with but he was not angry. However his little joke from that point onwards was that I had sent away for a memory course but had forgotten to pay the bill!

Little was I to know that memory would play an important part in my life. But this would not be due to remembering lists of facts and figures but to remembering who I was. For me, life in the 1960's and 70’s was hard and set into motion a pattern of difficulties that have lasted all my life. Right up until the age of 45 I was aware that there had been something strange going on in my life that I couldn't understand. A series of strange events that one by one I either swept under the carpet, had completely forgotten about or just could not figure out. These were all paranormal events which although I chose to ignore or forget had left traces or clues in my memory as to what was going on.

People are sometimes asked what their earliest childhood memories are. For me it actually took place before birth while I was in my mother's womb. I felt a disturbance and a woman's voice told me not to worry. I asked what was wrong and was told nothing was wrong but that when I was born I would have a birthmark on my head. I didn't like the sound of that but the woman said not to worry as I wouldn't see it as it would be under my hair. Not till I was older would I notice it. Then she told me to go back to sleep and I lost consciousness again. I was eventually a breech birth, (came out feet first) and never noticed anything in my youth about my head until my hairline started to recede. Then I could see a small mark.

But how could an unborn baby have a conversation with someone else and how could I know how to even speak English? Well without getting too deep into my beliefs for the moment its obvious I wasn't speaking a language at all. It was a telepathic communication between my consciousness and someone else's. Someone looking out for me you could say. It makes me wonder though if me moving in the womb or whatever caused the movement caused the birthmark. There are some psychics who believe that a birthmark is a leftover from a trauma from a previous life but that's another story.

So here is my story of how I found out that the world I am in is not what I thought it was and how my memory came back at the age of 45.....

Ask most people today for their opinion of the afterlife and you will most likely get some answer that was derived from books they have read or some religious concept they have been indoctrinated into or maybe some will say that they do not believe in an afterlife. You would be lucky to strike up a conversation at all since I believe most people simply don't want to know. The very thought of surviving death in some invisible heaven seems too much to grasp. They would rather get on with their daily lives as best they can since they feel they will never be able to work it out. It just seems easier to believe or not believe what religions tell them. They are scared just like I used to be.

But what if there was an alternative way to find out for yourself and get the all elusive proof that you need to change your perspective of the reality of the world we live in? Well there is and I would love to tell you what has happened to me in this book. Whether you believe me or not does not matter. But I hope that those who do will be inspired to look further into their own lives and find the answers for themselves. What I would say at this point is never believe in anything 100% because if you do then you are closing your mind to other possibilities. None of us are perfect so none of us have all the answers. We are all unique therefore we all require unique answers even if 2 people differ in opinion by a tiny amount. 

Most religions have their set of rules but have you met anybody who agrees 100% with someone of their own faith? We all like our own variations however minor. Overall though I would say religion teaches conformity and restriction of the uniqueness we strive for. There is truth in religion but it has been so messed about with by mankind that it is almost impossible to determine exactly where the truth is. All sacred texts have been written by man. Unfortunately all the alterations, omissions, translations, additions and deletions have also been carried out by man.

All these issues mean nothing to a child who is yet to grow up in this world. A child still young and free thinking enough before the grip of religion and 'education' takes hold. And so it was as a child of 4 that my second encounter with a different reality occurred.
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In the middle of the night in 1962 I was lying in bed apparently sleeping when I heard a woman's voice say, "Charles, keep your eyes closed and start to make your way downstairs to the living room". I wondered how I was to achieve this as everything looked black but she reassured me that 'they' would guide me. So as I got out of bed she gave me directions as to how many steps I had to take forward and turn left or right. When I got to the top of the stairs where my parents bedroom was I felt a bit unsure about all this. As if anticipating these feelings the woman said it was alright, that my parents were asleep and just to put my arm out to feel for the banister and make my way down. When I got to the bottom I didn't want to go forward any more as I thought that the living room door might be closed but again the woman said that the door was open and just to walk in and take a seat on the couch. When I did this she said, "Now at the moment Charles you can't see anything as your eyes are closed. But in a minute you will be able to see with your third eye. So what you have to do is look for the light". As I began to wonder where to look a kind of golden glow came towards me. The woman said, "That's it. Now you are in the light. So just stand up now". When I stood up my vision returned and I could see that indeed I was in the living room but what I didn't realise right away was that I had left my body still sitting on the couch! Also the living room had a strange golden glow about it.

I could now see that there were 2 women watching over me from where the top of the wall meets the ceiling to my right. All I could see were their heads and they were showing themselves in silhouette form against the golden glow. One of them had her knitting needles with her and I could hear them talking in low voices to each other. On the wall in front of me another woman’s head showed herself with a feather in her hat. Then I heard a small boys voice beckon me from the other side of the living room. His head was looking over a school railing as he said, "Charles, see if you come to this place, you will love it so you will". I said, "Who are you?" and he told me his name was Harry. I could hear the sound of children playing in the background. I was also wondering why I was seeing a dog’s head with sticky up ears. So here I was wandering around the living room when another dog with slightly floppy ears popped its head up and gave a bark. The woman with the knitting who I believe had guided me downstairs then asked if I would like to see a bit of my life. She seemed to be conferring with the woman next to her. At this point she asked me to simply look at the couch. This is when I first noticed my body sitting there at the end with my eyes closed. But the woman asked me not to pay attention to it and just to look at the centre of the couch where I saw a big rolling cloud take form and then thin out as a 'movie' unfolded in front of me. What I saw was not a very nice scene of an angry man pacing about a room screaming about how people could have done such and such a thing to him. He was punching the cushions of the couch he was next to. He was crying uncontrollably. I knew this man. He was the adult version of me! (Later in my life this scene was to play out as part of my divorce). 

Then the first woman said to the second, "Show him something else. Show him something nicer". As I focused once again on the couch the movie changed to a scene of a young couple on a beach. The young woman was running in and out of the water as the young man watched. I asked who the young woman was and was told that she was my wife. The woman showing me these scenes asked, "Do you like her?". I thought yes, but I was bemused as to what was going on here. The scene then zoomed in on the young man as he turned to look straight at me. It was me again! I had long hair and my eyes were a bit glazed. (Later in life this scene turned out to be an event on a beach in the north of Scotland. I remember feeling really good at the time as my fiancée was splashing about in the water. I had sat quietly, took a few deep breaths and slipped into a light trance state. I saw 2 adults coming towards me with a young boy. When my fiancée came out of the water I said she better cover herself as there were people coming towards us. But she looked around and saw that we were completely alone on this isolated beach. I came out of the trance and wondered where they had gone to. I believe I was looking back in time at myself as a boy of 4 with the 2 women). This brings me to the incredible conclusion that I was somehow able to look forward into the future and back into the past from 2 different times in my life, at the same time! How could this be?

Well since we are talking here about altered states of reality it must mean that time as we know it is not the linear concept we think it is. Later in my life I have come to believe that before we are born we make a general plan of the things we wish to do and experience. We set out a set of milestones we have to achieve but at the same time once we get here with no memory prior to our earth life our free will comes into play and our path in life can be full of detours and dead ends. But lets get back to me at 4.

These silhouetted women of whose heads were the only part visible to me at the top of the wall next to the ceiling then asked me what I would like to do. I was still thinking about the anguish of the angry man. They said, "Well Charles, you don't want to go through all that do you? Do you want to come with us or do you want to stay with your mother?". My immediate reaction was to say that I would go with them. But then it dawned on me. I said, "If I come with you, will I have to die?". They replied in a matter of fact way with no apparent fuss, "Yes you have to die. But you won't feel a thing!". Now I felt a little worried. I changed my mind and said I would just like to stay with my mother.
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