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  This book is based on the hypnosis sessions data. Actual data. Quite mysteriously, the archive of a self-taught hypnotist from the seventies of the previous century passed into the hands of my friend, a certified therapist who applies the progressive hypnosis techniques. And even more surprising was that the twenty-five years old records were kept for more than eight years, whereas it was relatively recently that the past life regressions were conducted in our country.




  The archive was delivered by the girl who found it in the apartment she’d inherited. It was appended with a detailed note concluded with the words, "The one, who will come across this archive, should continue the regression from the point where I stopped..." Over a period of four years, more than seventy immersions into the past lives and the lives between lives were conducted.




  The results were dazzling. With the permission of the so called "inheritance client", all the session records, including the archive, were transferred to me. I have to say the things that happen in the people's earthly lives are bigger than mysticism and cooler than esoterics. Every step we take is written in the Great Book, every decision is a choice to make, and every event is a case model. When the opportunity arises to de tank and get the 50,000 foot view of the life, one can’t help but agree with E. Cayce, who said, “Humans are cosmic beings. A lifetime is a brief interlude of learning in an eternal pilgrimage through time and space... “




  I wrote this book with the natural artistic imagination, having introduced the characters who belong in the earthly reality. As for the implication of events described in the archive, - well – its value will be shown.




  http://magickum.com




   




  





  





  
Chapter 1. 
Part of the whole.





   




  -Are you all right?




  -Wait, don’t bother me!




  Shurik obediently stand at gaze at Alexey in the hope that he will explain, finally, why they are staying more than fifteen minutes on the snout of the pleasure-boat, and not only join the great amusement, but can not even move a step from the side.




  A company on the boat was really fun. Young people celebrated the termination of the exams period, and nerves stretched to the limits the last days relaxed to complete lawlessness.




  What to do? It was necessary to restore the balance! There was an occasion. There was an opportunity. Come on! Let’s fun, guys! When will it repeat again? That's right, never!




  Young blood, shine in the eyes, and the whole future is ahead! And among them there is no soul, which would not believe that this is a fine future!




  This energy of abandoned hilarity flowed into anyone who was near. And it was Shurik who turned out to be near.




  He shuffled his feet in time with music, and all the time was squinting toward the bar.




  -Leshka! Come on! - Shurik whined again.




  -You go.




  -What did you see there? Why we stand here so long? Whatever you explain!




  -Do you see a girl there?




  -Where? - Shurik narrowed eyes - Are you stunned? You start seeing visions again?!




  Alexey turned to Shurik and carefully looked at him.




  -I see! That’s you start seeing visions again! You would not drink anymore. The whole evening is ahead, and you ...




  -What is that: to drink or not to drink? We are on a boat, the water is in front of, the water is around. Uh-uh ... What a girl! Lekha! You've been up to your tricks again?




  -Shut up! Go…, dance!




  Shurik outbreathed loudly and put his hand over his face.




  -OK! You are here to dream, and I go to the bar and back. Do you want anything?




  -OK, thanks.




  -That's right! How long can you hang around here?- Shurik muttered to himself: - At the end of it all! I’ll have a warm with brandy and meet a girl in a red blouse. I saw how she looked at me...




  He headed toward the bar for take the fourth portion of the very brandy to still warm the fourth time, and not only mumbled under his breath, but thought slowly. However, he did not forget for a minute about a girl in a red blouse.




  Meanwhile, Alexey didn’t revert his eyes for a moment from the second boat. He walked parallel but slightly ahead of "Aurora" on which the entire student brothers joined them with friends Alexey and Shurik - casual fellow travelers, for whom it was just one more villain Friday, and one nor the other did not want to go home at their bachelor lairs.




  On deck, the port side of the pleasure-boat, with the old, but a fabulous name "Enchantress", was standing really quite charming girl. She also moved away from the noisy feast, which was held in the main cabin, and staring at the water, was thinking about something else.




  Long blond hair was flying in the wind with milk silk dress. And the girl herself, never without moving, didn’t take her eyes from the water. Her thoughts were somewhere very far away.




  -Tha’s she, after all, - said Alexey to himself, - And hair, and height, and the figure. And the manner to hold the head as if she listens ...




  And suddenly, to his own surprise, he yelled, as he could:




  -Girl! Girl!




  But. Not not only a girl did not hear him, but also the people present in "Aurora". Noise, row, music and laughter have outgrown to a roar long ago, which could be interrupted by the sound more powerful than Leshka’s cry.




  Soon the lights of onshore terminal were visible, and Alexey ran to the door of the lower deck if only he could catch a girl.




  The crowd, which Alexey made his way through, squeezed him on all sides by its young, sweaty dancing bodies.




  Out of the corner of his eye he saw Shurik hugging from behind a long-legged girl and in time with her and with music, he literally merged in dance with the whole crowd. Leshka flew to the lower deck, and joined up behind the boatswain to exit.




  -Hey you, did you reserve a place in a queue? - Croaked boatswain in stained mustache and laughed huskily.




  -What?




  -No one except you is not going to go. Maybe one make a circle more?




  -No, no - Leshka protested: - Everybody wants out! They have a cafe on the waterfront ordered, - he invented on the fly.




  -Why you're so worried ?! I joked. You don’t want to admit that you are seasick. Ha-ha...




  The boatswain turned away, and Leshka saw his baggy back shooking at laughter.




  -He can think about me want he. Only come alongside faster.




  "The Enchantress" has already docked, but passengers did not go. Leshka understood that while all come out, as long as they walk along the quay, and it's big, he has time to catch up a girl.




  Finally, with buses on the sides, "Aurora" was beating on the pier and on the first try it was moored by skillful hands of boatswain who knew his business. First company, parted from the fun, has leaned on the shoulders of Alexey, and when the ladder was thrown out, Alexey was squeezed onto the dock by this company.




  All anything, but at the very moment he heard a familiar voice:




  -Leha! Friend! Where are you going? And me? Take me with you ... Us. We are with you.




  It was Shurik. He hung on the shoulder of the very long-legged girl in a red blouse and tried to wave his hand impressively, and continued yelling to Leshka at the top of his lungs.




  And what was lousy, at this moment Shurik not even left the upper deck.




  Leshka rushed about. He jumped onto the quay to consider people with " The Enchantress ". It was dusk, hundreds of lanterns lit. Everything changed: shapes, colors. All mixed up. People from boats and people on the quay.




  He rushed back to the berth of "Aurora". Shurik was still hanging on the shoulder of the girl and did not get under way.




  -Shurka! Go to the exit.




  -I'm going! I'm with you. We are with you - he pointed to his companion, and again began to wave his hand.




  Alexey moved closer to the edge of the berth and shouted:




  -Girl!




  Shurik’s friend leaned down:




  -What!?




  "Thank God!" - Leshka thought: - "The girl, unlike the Shurik, seems to be all right."




  -Girl, come down and wait for me. Okay?




  -OK! But he is heavy.




  -Put up with it, Okay?




  -OK!




  Okay, yeah, okay.




  And Alexey again, as he could, ran to the quay from the berth.




  People became more. Companies couples, so crowded!




  -Light dress ... Light dress? Where can I find it? Light?! – Mumbled he to himself.




  Leshka ran and looked, someone over his shoulder, someone in the face. It wasn’t his stranger.




  Suddenly, up ahead about a hundred meters flashed, as it seemed to him, the very light dress. The girl was alone. A couple of steps and she abruptly turned the corner.




  We had to run and run very fast. These ancient streets, cobbled, narrow with lots of lanes, patios that lead to the most unexpected places, and even a couple of meters to a dead end, could up and cheat!




  Leshka ran around the corner, and as well as a moment ago, he saw a light flashed in front of the dress, hiding behind a wall of gloomy, dark three-storey house at the intersection.




  Everything: the street, houses, and twilight covering the city - flew by, but one. And it was a light dress.




  Leshka rushed headlong. After making the next turn, he saw how far ahead she gets into the car, and sharply slipping away, goes away.




  -As in a bad movie! Well ... who... goes so?! - he muttered, barely uttering due wayward breath, - What a day?




  Suddenly all the surrounding space floated by. First in one direction and then the other. Whether the absence of a benchmark, namely the white dress, so disoriented Alexey. Whether physical activity manifested itself. Only the whole picture stopped and hung in front of the eyes and it is unclear how the memory surfaced smell, which he had never felt, and now not only remembered him, but remembered that it all has already happened to him before.




  And the quay, and a girl, and this light dress, and this smell that he feels for the first time, but that was so familiar, and associates it with someone or something very important in his life. He remembered it all!




  -Déja vu. Oh! Now I ...know what it is! - uttered Leshka, barely breathing.




  Then he walked over to the wall of the house, and leaned back, slid down on his haunches.




  Everything in his life was normal. All that thousands and thousands dream of... and great 'rents, who always supported him and given the opportunity to not only get a good education, but also indulge in every pleasure. One can say it! At thirty-four years Leshka was actually the owner of a medical clinic. And five-room apartment in a luxury home. And a lot of - a lot of different small and pleasant circumstances. Everything was normal.




  Only one obsession did not give to live in peace and feel happy. He knew exactly that there was SHE. And he definitely has to find her. Should, but has not yet found.




  The feeling of her presence in the world was so clear that sometimes he just forgot that until they didn’t meet. As if written in his subconscious program starts again and again, floating to the surface. In recent years, this fact was a real torment, torture.




  Nothing happened. One day was like another. Faces and people were changing. Ones left, others came, there were many. A lot of people, a lot of girls. A lot. But they were strangers. Good, bad, evil, gentle, smart, stupid, insidious, simple but strangers.




  It was not SHE.




  He so wanted just to talk to someone about Her. About the fact that he can not find Her or meet.




  But it was awkward. So strange. Social status and public image - all this made it impossible to just talk about Her. Even with a close friend. Even with Shurik!




  No, of course Shurik knew in general and with the words of Leshka that he once met a girl. The acquaintance was fleeting. He was not in time to ask her the phone number, as she suddenly and quickly walked away, but he can not forget the girl and he can not find her either.




  That's something like that. All this was, of course, a fiction.




  Leshka met nobady. He just could not say that he was looking for the one who does not exist. Not yet.




  But he knows exactly that She exists in general, in this world. And even he knows her image. And when he will meet her, he will recognize Her at first sight. He just will look in Her eyes, and will immediately understand, feel that this is She.




  All these thoughts and memories flashed in Leshka’s head.




  A bing of bicycle horn roused him from his slumber. A cheerful old man in a stretched vest and fur hat drove past, and hardly moved by the front wheel on the feet of Alexey. He smiled with a toothless smile, tried to wink with his swollen and bruised eye, and bellowed at all completely empty street:




  -Sat at ease here! And nowhere to drive to a human!




  Leshka smiled, shook his head, saying:




  -Yes I Do! Yes I Do! I understand!




  He got up and walked toward the quay. It was necessary to take his friend Shurik.




   




  





  





  
Chapter 2. 
Never let selfish relatives further that the festive table.





   




  On the same day, when the two friends Alexey and Shurik - by a twist of fate were on a boat, and each of them was "hooked" by the wheel of change, which they did not even guess, and so, on the same day, but only in the morning, in the same city, in one famous throughout the city business elite of the building - on the seventeenth floor, which is wholly was owned by a private industrial and commercial company, there were important, but doubtfully strange events.




  A young charming girl tripped quickly into the receiving office of general director in, and not intending to linger and even reset somehow the speed of her movement, addressed to the secretary:




  -Hi, Elvira!




  Elvira jumped over the chair. In a fit, rounding incredibly fast a long table, she was right in front of the girl, and ridiculously spreadeagled, blocked the way to the door of the cabinet of CEO with her rather big breasts. Then she realized – it was overkill, and trying to hide an excessive surge of emotion, with a treacherous sugary smile, jabbered:




  -Meeting of Board of directors. Strictly forbidden to disturb. Strictly forbidden!




  Albina opened so rather big eyes. Maybe she did not understand anything?




  -Since when can’t I attend the meetings? Who banned? Me, will I bother? Who? – She overwhelmed the secretary with questions non stopping.




  Elvira confused. Her small, close-set eyes began to run faster than usual.




  -You see, today is a special case - she mumbled with a stretched in one direction wry smile.




  Though Albina stood in the center of the receiving office. Throwing her curls by a sharp gesture of head, she looked up somewhere, thought and still decided that understands nothing. And said:




  -I don’t understand! - And sat down on the sofa.




  The secretary took a breath, straightened her jacket and began to jabber again:




  -Maybe anything fresh? Albina Petrovna! Huh? Today is so hot!




  Ah! Ella tried to change the subject. She knew what was going on! And if she was not wearing the Judas’ raincoat on her shoulders, so just a short blouse. And in spite of all, this blouse was now pressing on the shoulders of Ellochka.




  Albina, who wore an unpleasant premonition since the morning, fall into a brown study. Somehow sadly shook her head, then smiled and quietly muttered:




  -Don't. I do not want anything. Thank you, Ella.




  For some reason Elvira felt worse.




  Meanwhile the sound came of the director's office, and was heard the inner door to open. Albina all sank in. Immediately her cousin appeared the receiving office with a maliciously-haughty smile, casually glanced Alya and threw duty phrase:




  -Hi baby! How are we doing?




  He did not wait the answer, and pointedly turned to his secretary and a half whisper, and stooping, began to tell, probably something very funny, as Ella went into hysterical laughter. Her voice became playful, eyes sparkled and she forgot everything around.




  Albina knew her cousin all her entire adult life - that is, from childhood, but she could not understand his nature.




  He was older twelve years about. Little height - a sort of little man, with a large, relative to the entire body, head and face completely faceless and expressionless. He was very silent and reticent, and just in this was a part of the secret. Albina still could not decide - this is from slowpoke or from a great mind? After all, you see, there are people who for some reason do not want to express their thoughts aloud, despite an unrobust mind.




  Albina was worried about this issue more and because her relative, without special education and nowhere did not really working, had a good wealth, very good. Know the person all life and not have an idea of what he was doing, was somehow strange. And this fact caused suspicion at least.




  The relative kept always in the shade, not climb into any conversations, even more so - in conflicts, only occasionally laughed sneak sarcastically at by some upstart, opening his mouth to speculate about the "high things". For example, about politics or economics. Well, where have you seen the men who do not consider themselves luminaries, when the conversation drifts to political relations and economic situation?




  If anyone else said, Albina did not believe, but she was witness herself. Over a lifetime, she had not heard from him a single complete sentence, carrying a more or less significant meaning. Basically he treated interjections and short phrases "about nothing".




  Meanwhile, around Timochka - so called her sonny her aunt – were gathering all the new people, and they looked not stupid and not even simple, they looked very, very personable.




  Without changing her principles, Albina decided that than sitting and suffer in conjectures, it is better to try to get at least some information, but the events was ahead of her.




  Following her cousin, a high solid man appeared in the doorway, a head taller than the relative, with heavy eyes and a firm tread. He immediately said goodbye to Timofey Valeryevich, whispered something to him, flashing his eyes, and went out.




  Then came: the familiar notary and aunt. The father apparently stayed in the office.




  -Galina Fedorovna, let me say goodbye - purred notary, smacking aunt’s hand at parting in watches wrist, and as a person, no doubt, busy, rushed to the exit, chosen the longest way through the receiving office, avoiding chairs and huge decorative vases with flowers, rather all in order not to meet with Albina.




  "As everyone escape me today!" - Albina thought, but immediately regretted that it was not so.




  Now aunt approached to Albina at "full steam". Whether in front of Albina, whether in the receiving office – it became dark. The relatives’ face has a grotesque grimace in the form of a smile - grin. Involuntarily saying surfaced in memory: "I see the look on your face, I feel approaching my end". But this idea wanted to drive away... After all, we live in a civilized world. She could not at all to begin to engage in self-harm? And another thought flashed to Alya, more loyal to the relative, that perhaps her aunt can not control her own emotions and to her - to Alya, they have absolutely nothing to do. She liked more the second option as leaving a chance to disperse peacefully. It remains only to find out - what is the reason for excitement.
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