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“Past Life Dreamwork is a serious book, and ranks among the very few that are worth carrying in one’s briefcase, and sleeping on.”

D. V. AHLUWALIA-KHALILOVA, PH.D., SENIOR LECTURER IN HIGH ENERGY AND MATHEMATICAL PHYSICS, UNIVERSITY OF CANTERBURY, CHRISTCHURCH, NEW ZEALAND

“I have just finished reading Past Life Dreamwork and I want to give it a five-star review. Aside from insights into her patients and ultimately herself, Sabine Lucas has helped me understand and contextualize dreams and patterns of dreams I have experienced over the past sixty years.”

PHILIP E MILLER, PH.D., DIRECTOR OF THE KLAU LIBRARY, HEBREW UNION COLLEGE-JEWISH INSTITUTE OF RELIGION
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FOREWORD

Last night, following an ancient ritual to create a sacred writing place, I burned some euzaerlik in this room. For a Hindu to enter this Muslim ritual is to honor our common ancestors, and to pray for peace among us. Now, after the night and a day has passed, the sun is moving again toward the horizon in Zacatecas. In this setting, I find that the imprint of past lives on us is like the lingering euzaerlik smell . . . or like the whispers of the moon as it grazes Earth with its nocturnal blessings. Most people alive today fail to sense such subtle presences and thus remain largely disconnected from finer and, at times, more beautiful and important aspects of their lives, present and past.

Sabine Lucas’s book—for me—carries the voice of an autobiography of a soul, where ancient bloodlines stream through monastic lives and mingle with those of prostitutes. In the fires of these, and many other lives, a woman was born in whom these various bloodlines have found a temporary resting place. Specifically, through well-examined night dreams and synchronistic events, the book reasserts that the ancient notion of reincarnation is simply not a philosophical possibility or a matter of religious faith but a reality that ought to be accepted, or at least examined on its scientific merits. Past Life Dreamwork reconfirms the existence of a karmic law that operates in the realm of life. In this process, the unexplained becomes explained and is connected to the larger context of life’s currents.

Before I proceed further, given the subject and the present cultural environment in the West, a few remarks on my own background and, more importantly, on the nature of science and its practice seem to be called for. As a physicist, and as a scientific exile living in a remote desert mountain area, my life’s task appears to be a search for the truth. I know it is beyond my present abilities to reach this ultimate goal, but certainly, glimpses of that realm are within reach of every honest effort. I consider it my calling to obtain these glimpses and share them with my fellow beings in order to inspire them and reconnect them to the universe in a factual and poetic manner.

The stated, larger task asks me to place honesty and critical examination of all phenomena at a primary focal point. Any theory, be it about the dark matter of the universe or the shadows of the soul, would then follow, but only as an instrument to place order in what otherwise would appear to be a random and unconnected set of occurrences and happenings. This desire to bring harmony, this urge to obtain coherent knowledge of the laws of Nature, must not be allowed to go beyond its proper role. That is, it must not neglect events and data selectively or otherwise, for if that is done, the chosen path does not lead to the secrets of nature or to science but stays within the realm of science fiction and the politics of science. While fiction and politics have respected roles to play in human affairs, they are no substitute for an uncompromised look into the heart of the universe.

If one takes the position stated above, this book establishes that human life neither begins nor ends at the biological birth nor at the biological end. It is, to use a physics example, like when particles and antiparticles collide, annihilate, and propagate as pure energy of light, and later, after finding a suitable environment, reappear as particles and antiparticles. The energy contained in this particle-antiparticle pair dissolves into pure light and reemerges later in the form of a newly created particle-antiparticle pair. Of course, the author, not being a physicist, does not invoke any such argument, which is only valid as an analogy anyway. Her argument and conclusion is based on data appropriate to the subject. In fact, the author of this book draws no conclusions; the conclusions simply dawn on the reader. Apart from this, what is important is that no karma is devoid of its consequences. The consequences, at times, may play their role in some future life, and not necessarily in the next life. Because implications of these matters fill the book, I call attention to the wider implications this may have for humanity.

Our Earth moves at about thirty kilometers per human heartbeat around our sun. This orbital journey occurs with a beauty and precision that has no match in human technological inventions. It requires no fuel stops and causes no exhaust. The ride is smooth, and no ticket is required for this adventure in space. It carries with it a renewable supply of oxygen and nourishment. It is showered by the life-giving warmth of the sun and by the inspiring silver light of the moon, which dances to the beat of a twenty-eight-day rhythm. Were all the light-bulbs on the planet to be switched off, one would be exposed to a celestial beauty of unparalleled inspiration; billions of stars and galaxies would exhibit their presence as twinkling light holes in the otherwise dark night sky.

Only a person without honor can accept such gifts without gratitude, but collectively, humanity is engaged in the most brutal rape and soiling of Earth and its local environment of the solar system. Earth’s rivers are no longer the carriers of clear, life-giving water to quench our thirst. We are, without knowing it, constantly thirsty. I know how the river waters full of oxygen and minerals used to quench my thirst when I grew up in India fifty years ago. Today, the fish are dying all across the oceans in large areas known as dead zones, while plastic bottles float and are scattered all over the planet, insulting its beauty and its very existence. Similarly, most humans and other life-forms are slowly suffocating on fumes of car exhaust and industrial waste. The mantra of this age is maximization of profit, and only lip service is being paid to matters ethical and moral. By ethics and morality I do not mean such things as who sleeps with whom, but who speaks the truth and lives in truth. By ethics and morality, I mean a sense of dignity and respect for this planet and those who live and die on it.

By raising my concerns for the planet and the quality of life—despite all the glitter and the synthetic perfume—I wanted to bring to the reader’s attention that Past Life Dreamwork raises a bloodcurdling question: How will the collective karma of the human race come back to us, and with what vengeance? Those who think they can buy a ticket for a spaceship to some new planet of paradise carry a deep illusion, a deep denial. According to the larger implications of this book, after dying on the way to the planet of paradise or when they are on it, again they will have to face the raped and soiled planet Earth in their next incarnation. This conclusion is so apparent that it is left to dawn on the reader, and on the collective inhumanity of this age.

D. V. AHLUWALIA-KHALILOVA, PH.D. 


ZACATECAS, MEXICO
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PREFACE

I have to warn the reader from the beginning that this is not a self-help book. Self-help books operate on the tacit assumption that we can manage and manipulate a situation and make things happen at will. They all contain recipes that show us how to do that. I, on the other hand, have to confess that I never had any control over the past life dream process that is recorded in this book. The spontaneous return of unconscious memories happens when a person is ready, regardless of whether he or she likes it. I personally decided, after having one particularly uncomfortable dream, that I had better accept what was happening to me, because otherwise I might miss the whole purpose of my life.

So instead of resisting the past life dream recall, I did my best to stimulate it. I attended a lecture series on dreams and reincarnation at the Jung Institute in Zurich and later consulted an internationally renowned Swiss past life reader and aura painter, the late Jenny Ganz. Apart from Jane Robert’s Seth books*1—for which I was the authorized German translator—Elisabeth Ruef ’s lecture series and Jenny Ganz’s readings have been the catalyst for my subsequent work. I am deeply grateful for having met Elisabeth Ruef and Jenny Ganz at just the right time. Without these unusually gifted, adventurous, and deeply caring women, my inner process would not have gotten off the ground, and this book would not have been written.

In general, and with regard to accuracy, Jenny’s readings were clearly a match for Edgar Cayce’s well-known life readings, although she never attained his level of fame. In my own particular case, over a period of two years she informed me of twenty incarnations and provided personal data, some of which could be validated by subsequent historical research. These incarnations were also confirmed by my own dreams. Yet I discovered over time that Jenny had tried to spare my feelings by omitting some very disturbing facts from her readings. She also never mentioned those lifetimes that were karmically responsible for the suffering I had to endure in the rest of my incarnations. To compensate for that, my unconscious has always tried to provide what was missing. Especially since I started writing this book, my dreams have aimed at rounding out the picture.

For instance, the brutal and seemingly unjust execution in the sixteenth century of the French Renaissance poet Maurice Scève, which is described in chapter 3, received a karmic explanation, even while I was writing this preface. I dreamed that I had been the Lord Chancellor of England in the fifteenth century at the time of the War of the Roses and had condemned people to “strange tortures, never heard of ” as Shakespeare puts it in King Henry VI. I had no conscious knowledge of the Lord Chancellor’s role during the Middle Ages and had to consult the Encyclopedia Britannica online.

The Lord Chancellor of England was the head of a special court that was not bound by common law. This meant that during the War of the Roses, the Lord Chancellor must have been following the orders of a succession of murderous noblemen and kings, including the royal monster Richard III. But karmically this was no excuse. Thus, what happened to the gentle poet Maurice Scève in Lyons, France, a century later turned out to have been merely a “measure-for-measure” payback for the Lord Chancellor’s abuse of justice.

Because my past life dream therapy evolved from my own inner process, I have presented my story before presenting my clients’ stories. This may serve as a reminder that, in the psychoanalytical tradition, one’s work with clients has always been preceded by extensive work on the therapist’s own inner self. Today, however, this original two-way treatment model has largely gone by the wayside, and it is no longer considered essential that a therapist examine his own unprocessed, unconscious material first. It is, of course, a lot easier to reprogram other peoples’ behavior than to try and manage one’s own unconscious. Personally, when I began helping my clients to integrate their past lives, I had eleven years of analysis behind me and ten years of solitary work with my own past lives.

Authors of books about past life regression often make the point that they have only regressed people to lives that are exceedingly ordinary, never to any that are elevated in any way. This is to give their work credibility, no doubt. But where is it written that past lives have to be working class in order to be credible? I have personally worked with individuals who, in past lives, were former European royalty; this past life material was completely convincing and verifiable. According to one of my own dreams, I have been royalty myself: a hapless empress in the ninth century. To counterbalance this, I signed the Declaration of Independence in one of my male lives nine centuries later. I have also been a beggar, gypsy, nun, monk, hermit, prostitute, performing artist, lawyer, and healer many times. It is precisely this colorful mixture of complementary life situations that makes our past life histories so interesting. The soul loves opposites, and even within one lifetime it is only through the union of opposites that we can find inner wholeness.

Besides, what would have become of all those famous and infamous historical personalities who never seem to find their way into these past life therapists’ offices? Would a Napoleon and a Cleopatra not have had more karmic lessons to learn? Would their fame have been enough to beam them as stars into the heavens, Hollywood-style? Not very likely. I suspect they are right here among us, disguised as ordinary people.



A PREFATORY NOTE

IDENTIFYING AND WORKING WITH PAST LIFE DREAMS

In view of the novelty of this material, some pointers and also some caveats may be called for. Identifying past life dreams, for the first time, is like discovering a hidden image in a picture. At first we see only the picture itself and search in vain for what might also be there. Then, when our vision begins to blur, the hidden image suddenly pops out, and now we are fixated on the popped-out image and do not see the picture itself anymore. In the same way, we can become fixated on past life material at the expense of other important dream material. To avoid this danger, we should keep in mind that, for most people, the vast majority of night dreams merely process daily events. Even archetypal dreams are much less common than is popularly believed. Both past life and archetypal dreams tend to appear in those critical moments of our lives when the collective unconscious opens to give us guidance and remind us of what we have been through before.

There are three types of past life dreams: the classic type, the informatory type, and the hybrid type. The classic type is so different from other dreams that it can only be mistaken for something else if one is prejudiced, either by religious beliefs or by religiously followed dream theories. This type is lacking all normal dream features, such as familiar places and people, symbols, and archetypes. Instead, it is realistic and factual and has the déjà vu feeling of half-conscious memories. Often, it has the markings of a different century and culture, and the dreamer may only be present as an observer on the scene.

The informatory type is even more unmistakable, because it is completely devoid of images and action. Instead, the dreamer is directly informed, or simply knows, that he or she was, for example, a revolutionary in Russia in 1918 who shot innocent people to death. This type of dream, if it can be called a dream at all, only occurs when the pathway to the eighth chakra—where our past life memories are stored*2—has already been cleared through extensive past life dreamwork.

The hybrid type, which is the most common type, can be easily missed. If this were not so, and the other two types were more common, past life dreams would have been included in psychological dream typologies a long time ago. The reason why this type is so difficult to recognize is that it combines realistic and symbolical elements. It dwells in a twilight zone where boundaries are blurred and other interpretations are possible too, especially archetypal ones. Whenever I am not sure if I am dealing with archetypal material or past life material, I use the presence or absence of realistic and personalized elements as decisive criterion, because past life material is personal, while archetypal material is universal and numinous.

Most people dream about only one past life at a time—the one that gets in the way of their present life performance. Since this kind of past life is usually heavily traumatized, the therapist has to work mainly with the trauma. If, in rare cases, many past lives come up all at once in a series of dreams, a different psychological situation exists, which requires a different psychotherapeutic approach. I agree with the British medium Joan Grant, who assigns such flooding of past life material to the end of the reincarnational cycle. In her book Many Lifetimes, which she coauthored with her psychiatrist husband, Denys Kelsey, she compares the reincarnational cycle to an orange, whose segments represent individual lifetimes. At the beginning of the reincarnational cycle, according to her, we are aware only of one segment at a time. As we progress in the reincarnational cycle, our awareness of other segments grows, until at the very end, we finally see the whole orange. If a therapist has the rare opportunity to witness and facilitate such a past life synthesis at the end of a person’s reincarnational cycle, his work becomes more analytical and, at the same time, more comprehensive. In addition to helping the client work through the past life trauma, the therapist has to find and point out the common themes, or “soul bloodlines” as I call them, that run like threads or veins through all this past life material. To know these bloodlines increases the client’s understanding of himself in new and previously inconceivable ways. It also helps synthesize all of these lifetimes into a meaningful whole.

The proper integration of past life material is a psychological necessity, in my opinion, because without integration the past lives remain an ego-alien curiosity, which will be quickly forgotten, either because they cannot be related to or because they are too overwhelming. Only if the information is deeply absorbed and responsibly “owned” can it contribute to an individual’s emotional and spiritual growth. This can only be done in processing sessions held over a shorter or longer period of time after the actual surfacing of the (often disturbing) material. And yet, no provisions or even suggestions for follow-up treatments have ever been made in any of the past life regressions I have personally experienced: from my week-long intensive at the Light Institute in Gallisteo to my week-long intensive with Joy Hinson-Ryder in Santa Fe to Roger Woolger’s weekend workshop or Woolger-style courses at Southwestern College in Santa Fe, not to speak of Chet Snow’s group progressions into future lives. Integration seems to be the Achilles heel of most—if not all—those regression (or progression) therapies, whereas in past life dreamwork, integration is a strength rather than a weakness. For here the unconscious directs the process naturally, spontaneously, and at its own leisurely pace. It usually allows enough time to therapeutically work through whatever the dreams have brought into consciousness.

In my past life dreamwork, I use the following methods that have proven to be supportive of the integration process: First of all, I look for the trigger in the client’s present life situation that has brought these ancient memories to the surface. The unconscious thinks in analogies, so there is always a similar situation in the present acting as a “reminder” about the past. By linking the past to the present, it becomes possible to learn from past mistakes.

I always conduct and encourage historical background research, because it is very helpful for the integration process. Reading about the ethnic tradition and the sociocultural and socioeconomic context of a particular lifetime stimulates more past life dreams and memories about that lifetime. It also helps us understand the past life within its own historical and cultural context. This is very different from judging it from our present cultural and historical perspective. Thus murders, crimes, and acts of black magic, which we all have committed in previous incarnations, can be more easily accepted and forgiven.

A more personalized way of integrating past lives is to enter into a dialogue with the past life personalities. Just like the autonomous, part-personalities in the unconscious described by Jung, past life personalities have a mind of their own and can be contacted on inner levels. They also carry specialized knowledge and a great variety of life experience, which can be very helpful to us, especially in times of crisis.

Past life integration clearly has a physical aspect, because of the cellular memory that is involved. I recently dreamed that, in order to be integrated, a past life has to pass through “ten layers.” I thought this might refer to the seven chakras and the three subtle bodies—the etheric, the emotional, and the mental. In any case, it would mean that the absorption of the material must take place on all energetic levels. Many past life therapists are aware of this need for a holistic approach and include some form of energy work in their treatments. If they don’t, they should refer their clients to body therapists for complementary energy work.

People often suffer intensely when a traumatic past life resurfaces. It is important for the healing process that this suffering be bravely endured, and not rationalized or medicated away. To reexperience the previously unconscious feelings is the only way to eradicate them from the unconscious. Since the origin of this suffering is not based in the present, the client rarely gets much sympathy from family and friends. This puts a lot of responsibility on the past life therapist to provide the required emotional support. Above all, the client needs to be reassured that, although the integration process may take time, his patience will be rewarded in the end with a greater sense of freedom and wholeness.
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I was a storyteller,

But they called me a witch.

I was a poet,

And they stoned and hanged me for it.

In spite of this, I am writing this book

Because it must be written.



PART ONE

Journey into the Otherworld




1

DREAM INITIATION

Listening to a Calling

Therefore an advance always begins with individuation, that is to say with the individual, conscious of his isolation, cutting a new path through hitherto unknown territory.

C. G. JUNG


A DIFFERENT KIND OF DREAM

I am a man. I am standing with my back against a barn door in a medieval European town. I am facing an angry mob that is throwing stones at me. I am terrified and in pain. In order to buy time and get away from my tormentors, I say I have to urinate. They let me step inside the barn so that I can relieve myself in private. I am aware of taking my penis out of my pants, but after that there is a blank.

Next I am being driven on an ox-cart through town. A red-robed priest is by my side. I have collapsed on the wagon floor, sobbing uncontrollably, while deeply ashamed of my lack of composure. For until the public mood had changed, I had been a celebrity in this town. “My God, is it still like this?” I ask the priest, and he replies, “Yes, it is.”

Five years of analysis and intensive study of my dreams had familiarized me with my inner figures enough to know that the man in my dream did not fit the Jungian model. No authority could have convinced me that this figure was simply an archetype, the template of the animus, a woman’s inner male. He was too personalized for that. While in his body, I was keenly aware of his sensitivity, the complexity of his feelings, and his overwhelming sense of shame, which was rendered all the more poignant because of his social position in town. I was also aware that the time was that of the Inquisition, when red-robed priests accompanied accused persons on their way to the ecclesiastical court. Yet, there was timelessness in my brief exchange with the priest. This was revealed in our dialogue when I had asked him “Is it still like this?” and his answer was, “Yes, it is.”

Essentially, not much progress has been made in the exercise of justice since the Middle Ages. People still get executed every day for crimes they did not commit, and social injustice is rampant everywhere. Just prior to this dream, my prospects for Jungian training in London had gone up in smoke for no better reason than the fact that two Jungian training institutions were in conflict with each other. The hopelessness I was experiencing at this time vaguely echoed what I had felt in the dream, but this did not explain the medieval scenario I had been part of. The only plausible explanation I could find was that I must have projected myself, in a stressful moment, into another lifetime.

As soon as I realized this, reincarnation, which as a philosophical concept had never interested me before, became a living reality for me. I never questioned it after that, which does not surprise me any more, after having traced the belief in reincarnation through the majority of my lifetimes. Literally overnight, my still unformed spirituality had found its way back into an ancient, well-worn riverbed.

All this came back to me in a flash two years later when, as a student at the C. G. Jung Institute in Zurich, I decided to attend a public lecture series on dreams and reincarnation. Dr. Elisabeth Ruef, senior training analyst, coeditor of Jung’s Collected Works, and a personal friend of the Jung family, was going to speak on this controversial subject. For me this was a secret wish come true because I was still hoping that the mysterious dream experience I had had while living in England might come to roost in Jung’s theoretical system.

It was a freezing cold winter. The evening lectures were held in the small auditorium of the old ramshackle institute, which had been declared unsafe at the last building inspection. In spite of this, the room was tightly packed, but more with auditors from the city than with candidates from the Jung Institute. This surprised me. Then only in my second semester, I was not yet in on the fact that the Curatorium, the governing body of the institute, had officially blacklisted reincarnation, along with magic and certain forms of parapsychology. Even Jung himself had not escaped censorship when, toward the end of his life, he had found psychological evidence for the existence of reincarnation. He had even written about it in his autobiography, Memories, Dreams, Reflections, but his family and his publisher, concerned for his reputation, had prevailed upon him to take it out. Although this might have been justified in the late 1950s, it was now twenty years later, and certain belief systems and spiritual practices of the Eastern religions had been absorbed by the Western mind.

In 1978 when this lecture series was taking place it had looked at first as if even the conservative Jungian school was opening up. Erlo van Waveren, a former analysand of Jung and a wealthy patron of the Jung Institute, had published an account of his past life experiences in a small volume entitled Pilgrimage to the 
Rebirth.1 Jung, who in his later years had worked with van Waveren on this past life material, made him promise to keep it confidential. But seventeen years after Jung’s death, van Waveren probably felt that he had protected his analyst long enough and that he needed to leave a legacy of his own. I met the tall, elegant, gray-haired author in the secretary’s office of the Jung Institute, where I had gone to purchase his book. I asked him to sign my copy, and when I later looked at what he had written I was very puzzled by his remark, “Perhaps we will sing a duet.” Only now, thirty years later, do I fully understand what this meant.

It was in the wake of van Waveren’s book that Elisabeth Ruef—a strong-willed, scholarly, and deeply caring woman—decided to go public with her own research on past lives and dreams. However, if she had counted on van Waveren’s book protecting her, she was mistaken. She later became the target of professional ridicule just the same.

Her interest in the subject had been sparked appropriately by a dream. In this dream, which she had had several years earlier, the American psychic Edgar Cayce, had appeared to her and had drawn her attention to past life dreams. When she began to focus on that, she detected past life material in many of her clients’ dreams. Over time, she was able to isolate certain traits that set this type of dream apart from other dreams. Among these traits were realism, historical settings, and old-fashioned clothing. When she quoted some of those dreams, I felt a sense of relief. Suddenly I was no longer alone with my experience. Other people were having similar dreams, but most importantly, someone whose professional judgment I trusted had validated not only my experience but also my understanding of it.

When I left the institute at the end of the first evening’s lecture, the streets were sparkling white with freshly fallen snow. Although an icy wind was blowing in my face I only barely noticed it because I was feeling almost euphoric. Some ancient soul memory was stirring in my unconscious and was on the point of breaking through, and during the night, it did.

I am rising up in cosmic space until the crown of my head touches God; then I start to fall. On my descent, I pass through different layers of atmosphere; one of them is turbulent and fraught with danger. But an invisible guide appears at my side and coaches me safely through it. At the end of my journey through outer space, I plunge headlong into the World Ocean.

At first I go all the way under, tasting the salty seawater. When I come to the surface again, I find myself adrift on the ocean waves, feeling small and insignificant, like a piece of cork. But soon enough, pulled by an irresistible force, I dive deep into the water again, only to resurface a little later. As this in-and-out movement continues, my body becomes increasingly lighter, and my immersion into the ocean less deep. In the end, I do not go under anymore, and my aimless drifting stops altogether. Instead, I am dancing and leaping across the surface of the ocean, which has become calm and shiny like a mirror. At the same time, I feel a pull from above, which is drawing me back to where I had come from—back to the Source, back to God.

This was the first in a series of visionary dreams that would reveal the laws of reincarnation to me. They provided me with the metaphysical background for more personalized information I was to receive later.

My dream of the fall into the World Ocean was so powerful that I didn’t want to analyze it at first. It was one of those “big dreams” that are better left alone, because they tend to lose transformative power in the interpretation. Yet the contrast with the biblical story of the Fall would have been hard to overlook. While the Bible presents the Fall as a divine punishment for human disobedience and sin, nothing in my dream suggested that an infraction had taken place or that God was displeased with me. On the contrary, I appeared to be following higher orders when I embarked on my downward journey. Throughout the fall, I was divinely protected, and after diving into the World Ocean, my incarnations proceeded in an orderly fashion that seemed to be part of a greater plan. According to my dream, the soul refines itself in a paradoxical interaction with the low vibrations of the material world. The ultimate goal of this sublimation process is a state of “enlightenment” that literally makes our energy body lighter. Once we attain this exalted state, our soul can then be reunited with God.

It never occurred to me, at the time, to look for parallels in the mystical traditions, but I came across them later in the Gnosis, and Dream Initiation: Listening to a Calling especially in the Kabbalah, where the teachings about Jacob’s ladder follow roughly the same pattern. Jacob’s ladder is the Kabbalist’s roadmap for the human soul’s evolution. Kabbalist teachings also do not rule out the possibility that the Fall might have been part of God’s 
plan.2 When I first discovered the parallels between these teachings and my dream, I considered them to be merely coincidental. I thought that my unconscious had randomly chosen this image from a pool of possible representations of the archetype of reincarnation, but a recent dream made me think of another possibility.

In this dream, the larger-than-life face of a woman appeared to me, projected against a steep rock surface. The woman’s features were homely, but kind. I knew her to be the wife of a Kabbalist, whose aim it was to bring more people into his spiritual community. Still half-asleep, I started communicating with the woman, and I learned that she lived in Toledo, Spain, in the thirteenth century. She gave her name as Hannah Azriel, or Ezrael. I also learned that her family was from Toledo, while her husband had come from Provence in France. Subsequently, I was able to validate most of this information. The city of Toledo is situated on a rocky plateau. In the thirteenth century it was a center of rabbinic studies, and an older Toledanic tradition of the Kabbalah came into being there at that time. Also, a famous Kabbalist named Azriel lived in Spain in the thirteenth century. He is known to have studied in Provence with Isaac the Blind, who was a mystic and visionary.

When Azriel later moved from Provence to Spain, he tried to popularize the esoteric teachings he had received, much to his teacher’s regret. This corresponded with Hannah Azriel’s desire to make the Kabbalah accessible to more people. After that, it occurred to me that what I had previously thought to be a collective, archetypal dream might really have been a remembered visionary experience of a mystical journey down Jacob’s ladder that I had once had in Toledo.

Although at the time of the lectures, I had only been aware of the visionary nature of the dream, I had considered it important enough to send to Dr. Ruef. I was hoping that she would comment on it in her upcoming lecture, and she did. She used the dream to demonstrate to her spellbound audience that the unconscious remembers the whole reincarnational process. This stimulated my past life recall even more, and pretty soon I was supplying most of the dream material for Dr. Ruef ’s lectures on a weekly basis.




SIDE-EFFECTS OF THE SETH TRANSLATION

By the time the lectures were over, my past life recall had gathered a momentum of its own. My dreams kept finding new catalysts, such as the German translation of Jane Roberts’s book Seth Speaks, which the Ariston Verlag in Geneva contracted me for. The book had been a bestseller in the United States, because it was without a doubt the most psychologically sophisticated and innovative trance material ever recorded. Thanks to its outstanding quality and depth, it later became a bestseller in the German translation, too.

To remain true to the author’s intent, a translator must become the author’s medium, in some respects. Since Seth Speaks was channeled material, I was becoming something like a medium of the medium by translating it. But what I did not realize until later was that by translating Seth, I was getting enmeshed with Jane Roberts’s otherworldly realm in other ways as well. Some of my dreams began to include different realities. Most of these concerned life after death, especially in regard to suicide. I was able to observe a woman’s inner process as she jumped from the top of a high-rise building. In midair she suddenly wanted to live, but by then it was too late. I understood that this was the reason why, according to folklore, the spirits of those who kill themselves are said to become earthbound. For when the survival instinct returns after the self-destructive act has been completed, it binds the spirit to the material world.

In another dream, I visited a suicide clinic, located in an old-fashioned villa. This clinic must have been on the astral plane, because I knew that its director—a German doctor—was an old friend of my parents who had shot himself several decades ago. In the dream, I never saw him. But I did meet the psychiatrist who seemed to be exhausted and was lounging on the floor. I knew that in the Spanish Civil War he had been a conscientious objector who had committed suicide to avoid being tortured. Apparently, he was still recovering from the after-effects of this ordeal. There was also a third man, a psychological consultant who, to my surprise, turned out to be Ernest Hemmingway. He was the most active member of the clinic’s staff, and the only one I had any dealings with. He showed me the chart of a thirty-eight-year-old client who had to be kept in isolation because he was raving mad. When I looked at this particular patient’s case history, I realized that he had lost his mind in the trenches of World War I. In the dream I felt eager to help him, but when I awoke, I was shocked by the persistence of his delusions. Sixty years after his death, he had still not awoken from his nightmare!

In other dreams I was an apprentice to a guide whose task it was to help the deceased with the transition into the spirit world. I will always remember one precious dream where, under his directions, I materialized a gardenia for a young woman who had just died. It happened to be her favorite flower, and we created it to help her adjust to her new environment. While this dream had been uplifting, a later one dragged me down. I dreamed that I had to lend a color of my aura to a dead woman who, without it, could not rise from her grave. While this Good Samaritan act had felt completely natural to me in the dream, it terrified me when I remembered it in the morning. I thought of Marie-Louise von Franz’s warning not to get too close to the dead in the dream state. And how much closer than that could I get? I feared this meant that I was going to die. Not knowing where else to turn in my distress, I sent these dreams to Jane Roberts for a psychic evaluation. To my relief, she saw them quite differently. She replied:



To me, your dreams represent your own desire to develop and grow—to expand your psychic, mental, and spiritual horizons. You must have picked up the idea that it was dangerous to do so, though; we think that such development is fully natural and a part of our human heritage that has been ignored or 
misinterpreted. 3

After this reassurance, I lost most of my fear of the otherworldly realm. This happened just in time, because the translation of the reincarnation chapters in Seth Speaks, which I was about to begin, was going to be even more of a challenge to me. Most of what I found in these chapters I already knew from my dreams, but two statements in the book shook up some old belief systems.

The less threatening one of the two was Seth’s reinterpretation of the anima and animus archetypes. Jung had explained these inner figures, which appear to us in dreams, as archetypal representations of our male and female recessive genes. The male component in the woman he called animus (Latin for “spirit”), and the female component in man anima (Latin for “soul”). I had always found this theory very convincing. But Seth, after suggesting that Jane Roberts familiarize herself with Jung’s ideas, offered a different explanation for these inner figures. He explained them as past life selves, and it was the composite of them that he defined as being the animus/anima archetypes. Because this was corroborated by my own experience, it only required a minor theoretical adjustment.

The second statement in Seth Speaks—Seth’s contention that our incarnations are simultaneous and that linear time is an illusion—rubbed me the wrong way. I mistakenly thought that this would eliminate cause and effect and deeply resented the notion that things might not be as I had always thought them to be. When I came across the relevant passages in Seth Speaks late one night, I closed the book in frustration and went to bed. This time, I thought, Seth had gone too far.

But falling asleep offered no respite from this uncomfortable idea. On the contrary, I was forced to confront it in two life-changing dream episodes that seemed to be taking place on two different dream levels in succession:

From a very high place, a deep, booming voice informs me that I am in my fourth incarnation. I say, “What nonsense! There were many, many more!”

With this in mind, I awoke. When I dozed off again, the dream continued on a somewhat lower level, which was, however, still uncommonly high:

I am standing in front of a transparent, rectangular container that is divided into four sections. It is filled with water, and innumerable deep-sea creatures in different shapes and colors are swimming around in it—all of them very lively. I know that these are my incarnations and that I am fully responsible for them. And now I understand what the voice had meant by “ fourth incarnation.” It had referred to these four sections: four reincarnational cycles, each one containing hundreds of simultaneous lives.

I open the flap that keeps the container closed. I want to convince myself that one of the creatures, which looks limp, is not actually dead. I know it is time for me to find a different kind of container for them—a large, round glass bowl, where they can all be together.

At this moment, the question pops into my mind: What can be done for the poor limp creature? The answer comes to me telepathically: it is my task to salvage it.




ACCEPTING THE CHALLENGE

The image of the past life container made it sufficiently clear that our lives are indeed simultaneous. Did this free me from experiencing them in terms of linear time? No, because in the three-dimensional world we live in, which the Buddhists rightly call illusionary, our brains are programmed to interpret a process that seems to unfold rather like the petals of a flower, as something that happens in chronological sequence. Therefore, although I knew better after this dream, I continued and will continue to treat past lives as a historical phenomenon.

Being held responsible for all of my incarnations did not seem to bother me all that much. I felt mainly relieved that my work in this lifetime had been so clearly mapped out. In terms of Jungian psychology, to integrate all my past lives meant taking the magnum opus—the integration of the deep unconscious—still one step further.

The deep-sea creatures looked very familiar to me. I had dreamed of them not very long ago, but then I had tried very hard to get rid of them. When I was dreaming of them that first time I saw, at the outset of the dream, a number of past life selves pass in front of my inner eye. The only one that stayed with me was the tormented man in the oxcart in medieval Europe. I also recalled having dreamed the following:

I find a bunch of sea creatures backed up in my toilet. All of them are very lively. Before I flush them down, I particularly notice a small black eel and some fish.

Then I am outside my house, bragging to an unknown woman that I have gotten rid of all those pesky sea creatures in my toilet. She replies with a touch of sarcasm in her voice, “You are saying they are all gone. But this thing over there—is that nothing?” She points toward a very large fish that is lying on a bridge, gasping for air. I have to admit that the woman is right. I have flushed them only part way down.

In retrospect, I asked myself why previously it had been so important to me to keep these deep-sea creatures—my past lives—submerged. The answer, I found, was surprising: I was less afraid of the past lives themselves than of my teacher’s reaction to them. To share these dreams with my analyst was taking too much of a risk, despite the confidentiality rule that applies—with some exceptions—to a training analysis, too. On the other hand, to deliberately keep these dreams out of the analytical process had felt dishonest to me. To avoid a painful conflict, I had tried to suppress the material altogether. However opportune this might have been, it had not been good for my soul. The image of the stranded fish on the bridge really said it all.

But my latest “golden dream,” to use a Mayan term, had resolved this conflict for me on a higher level. In a golden dream, the gods themselves appear to the dreamer and reveal his life’s purpose to him. If I had been called by the gods to integrate my past lives, no outer authority had a right to prevent that. But I did realize now the need for discretion. A medieval engraving of two alchemists that I found in Jung’s Psychology and Alchemy showed this discretion to be essential to the work. In this picture, theartifex (alchemist) and his soror mystica (female helper) both hold a finger on their lips in a silencing gesture to demonstrate that the success of the magnum opus—the great work—depends on the alchemist’s 
secrecy.4

From then on, my past lives had my undivided attention. This happened just in time, because this unconscious material was getting so close to the surface that just about anything could set it off. Sometimes it put so much pressure on me that I had almost fallen apart. On one occasion, a past life even became life threatening to me. This happened when I was reading Mircea Eliade’s book Shamanism.
5

This anthropological classic was on my reading list for the Jung Institute, which meant that it was considered safe. However, for me it was not safe at all. Late one night I was reading about the ritual practices of the Inuit shaman when, to my surprise, I became overwhelmed by emotion. My reaction to the material was so powerful that I could not read any further. A few hours later I dreamed that I was an Eskimo shaman. On the following morning, happy to still be alive, I recorded this dream, and what followed, in my dream journal.

Reading the book on shamanism conjured up vivid dream images. After crossing over to the “other side”—the spirit world—in a man’s body, I notice that a young woman who does not belong there has followed me. She is in great danger and needs to be carried back into the world of the living. What complicates matters is that the border crossing itself represents an initiation. This means that she will be attacked by spirit beings. In order to save her, I will have to ward off the attack with my own person.

Waking up in the dead of night, I instantly knew who this woman was in her present incarnation: Katja, a young Swiss woman who lived with her husband in the apartment below mine. We had become fast friends, and she often surprised me with her psychic crossovers into my dream world. Sometimes she dreamed for me, and at other times we had parallel dreams in the same night.

Although I was deeply shaken by this dream and unable to go back to sleep, it never crossed my mind that the impending threat from the spirit world could follow me into the waking state. After tossing and turning for a while, I got up and took half a Valium to help me go back to sleep. Once I was back in bed, I discovered that I could not breathe. It felt as if something heavy were sitting on my chest, trying to squeeze the life out of me. In order not to suffocate, I had to practice a shallow, slow yoga breathing for almost an hour. Then, all of a sudden the weight lifted, and I was able to breathe normally again. By then I was so exhausted that I instantly fell asleep. My next dream took me straight back into the Eskimo life, but this time to an exhilarating experience.

I am back in the spirit world. I am walking along the flat, sandy bottom of the ocean. I come to a spooky house that is overshadowed by cypress trees.

Next I find myself in a large, cold, empty room. I am looking into a deep stone basin where a baby seal lies captive. As soon as he sees me, he takes a huge, joyful leap out of his prison. He has a happy smile on his face as he lands next to me on the stone floor, and I bend down to caress him.

According to Eskimo belief, times of starvation that are caused by a shortage of hunting prey are brought on by the sins of the tribe. Human transgressions anger the Mother of the Beasts, who lives on the bottom of the sea, and as a punishment, she keeps the animals locked up in her house. In order to put an end to the famine, the Eskimo shaman must first hear the confessions of his community and then go on a peace mission to the house of the Mother of the Beasts. He does this on a spirit journey that is fraught with many dangers. The freeing of the baby seal in my dream captured the happy moment of such a completed mission.

Still later that night, the shaman’s relationship with the young woman of my dream was revealed to me in another dream.

I am poring over the biography of a woman, who had served a shaman all her life. Without thinking, she had followed him to the spirit world, as a faithful dog follows his master, and inadvertently she had put herself, and also the shaman, in mortal danger.

When I awoke the next morning, I found myself still in “dreamtime”—where past, present, and future merge. I could not make out whether the dangerous border crossing had occurred in my Eskimo life, in the here and now, or simultaneously in both time dimensions. I was also not sure if the mysterious asphyxiation I had suffered from was part of the shamanic experience or an allergic reaction to the Valium I had taken. But the dosage had been tiny, and I had never experienced an allergic reaction to Valium before.

Fortunately, a follow-up dream I had a few nights later made everything clear. After talking this incident over with a visiting analyst friend and medical doctor from Brighton, I dreamed the following:

I am in my bed. A ghost who is sitting on top of me makes rubbing motions on my chest with his hands. I wrestle with him for quite some time before I succeed in throwing him off. When the danger is over, I get up from my bed and exclaim, “Nobody tell me that ghosts are harmless. This could have ended in a respiratory paralysis!”

Jung made the observation that although our conscious senses have only a limited range of perception, the unconscious has an additional sense organ that is more sensitive, watchful, and finely tuned. He called this sensitive feeling antenna “subliminal perception.” What it takes in during our waking hours, it feeds back to us in the dream state so we can better protect ourselves—provided we will listen. My subliminal perception had given me this feedback, albeit somewhat delayed. While the struggle for air had absorbed all my attention, this subliminal sense organ had registered the invasion of my aural field by a foreign energy body. This confirmed my suspicion that during that night, in a bleed-through from the Eskimo life, I had been astrally attacked by a spirit as if I were still the shaman.




THE LOFT ABOVE THE LOFT

My next significant past life experience occurred in the summer of 1980. Around that time I was starting to realize that my marriage with Robert, who had stayed behind in England, had quietly died. We had first met at a sherry party in 1966, given by the university where we were both employed. I was a language instructor in the German Department and Robert was a lecturer in the Geography Department. After becoming good friends, we had married in 1968 and spent nine uneventful years together. Although we were very fond of each other, there was no chemistry between us, and consequently, no intimacy. Since I was thirteen years younger than Robert, I had grown sexually very frustrated over the years. Thus, in 1977 when a “cosmic kick in the butt” transported me to Switzerland for my Jungian training, I had felt liberated from my puritanical prison. But I had not been able to face the fact that this might mean the end of my marriage. I had even managed to overlook a powerful omen that had occurred when Robert had driven me with my luggage to Dover. Without warning, his car clock had died and was incapable of being repaired. Clocks often die when people die. In this case, what had died was our marriage.

After three years of separation from Robert, when I was finally coming out of denial, a past life dream helped me finalize my decision to ask for a divorce. It was the last dream of its kind prior to my work with Jenny, whose past life readings would give my past life integration process a new direction.

Somebody sends me to a loft above the loft, with instructions to pick something up. I know this is a dangerous undertaking, because the loft above the loft is so ancient that it cannot support the weight of a human body. I climb up the steep flight of stairs anyway, but stop cautiously on the landing, waiting for something to happen. When a door is flung wide open to welcome me, I know that this is where my “ancestors” live.

Then a woman appears and places a faded white bridal gown in my arms with the comment, “That’s what you always wanted, isn’t it?” The tulle garment is held together by a sky-blue ribbon above the waistline. It has quite obviously been worn, because its armpits are stained with sweat from a night of ballroom dancing. I know that this is my bridal gown from my wedding with Robert—not from this life, but from another life. While I stand there with the garment in my arms, feeling at a loss as to what to do next, someone else steps forward from inside the loft. This time it’s a man. He is dark haired, handsome, delicately built, and in evening dress.

After bowing gracefully to me as his only audience, he begins to recite a love poem in the strict metric form of a long-past era. All I would remember in the morning was the opening line: “Should love ever grow cold . . .” But in the dream, the poem says it all. It makes me realize that the return of the bridal gown means that my karma with Robert is over. I feel very relieved to know this, but my “ancestors” are even more relieved. They are getting ready to celebrate this occasion in style. Before I start back down the stairs, I watch their festive preparations for a ball. The dance floor is white and oval shaped, with a sky-blue border. For reasons I don’ t understand, but are most likely meaning ful, it replicates the colors of the returned bridal gown.

Apparently my past life history with Robert had not been pretty, otherwise my “ancestors” would not have been celebrating the ending of it. But who were they, anyway? In my dream journal I wrote “ancestors” in quotation marks to indicate that these were no ancestors in the ordinary sense, for even in the dream state I had known that this lineage was not genetic. According to Erlo van Waveren, Jung had used similar terms for these past life figures in his confidential conversations with him. He had called them “psychic ancestors,” “ancestral components,” or “ancestral 
souls.”6

More than twenty years later, while I was working on this book, a dream explained the difference between biological and soul ancestors to me. I woke up one morning with a verbatim definition in mind. Neither the style nor the wording of it felt familiar. It was almost as if someone had dictated it to me.

There are two different types of ancestors. One is of the soul bloodline and the other of the genetic bloodline. The latter determines mainly the physicality of a person, while the former determines the nature of his soul.

Cayce, as I subsequently found out, had come to the same conclusion. Even recent research on the human genome might support this hypothesis in a backhanded way. Biologists were surprised to discover that we have only one-third of the genes they had expected. Only half the human genome consists of genetic material, and this is immersed in an unknown matrix. One researcher, when asked about the composition of this unknown matrix of the genome in a PBS interview, disparagingly called it “stuff ” and “selfish DNA.” Later in the interview he even referred to “them” as “freeloading parasites” that “don’t care about us,” as if “they” were pesky bloodsuckers that did not deserve to live. To me, it seemed very likely that what genetic research found swimming in the unknown matrix of the genome were the selfsame creatures I had observed in the see-through container in my dream, knowing that these were past life selves. And contrary to the scientist’s premature judgment, I have found them to be important components of our psychological constitution. Most of the time they are a resource for us, while at other times they are in need of our help.

The graceful, formally dressed man of my dream had pointed out the all-importance of love to me, while I was trying to make a decision. Although in the dream I had not been able to tell if he was a poet or only an actor, I had known him to be the official “representative” of my ancestors. Later, in the waking state, this designation seemed a little far-fetched to me, for who had ever heard of past life representatives? As it turned out, Cayce had. He was, in fact, quite familiar with them. He defined the past life representative as a person’s most evolved incarnation, and he often recommended that his clients call on this inner figure for personal guidance.

The “loft above the loft” is the seat of my soul ancestors of this dream. Lofts are storage places for things we may not need at the moment but wish to preserve for possible future use. As such, the loft is a perfect symbol for the memory pool. If everyday memories are stored in the loft, then the loft above the loft must be the storage place for memories of a different kind.

My dream described an elevated, ancient, nonmaterial structure. Upon awakening, I imagined it in a “lofty” position, above the head in the outer layers of the aura. I later discovered that, according to ancient yogic teachings, an eighth chakra, or energy center, is located exactly in that location—a few inches above the head. Unlike the seven chakras of the body, the eighth chakra is nonphysical. Its purpose is to coordinate the physical chakras and to establish a connection between the mind and higher consciousness. Because it functions like a master computer that allows different energy frequencies to link up with one another, it appears uniquely equipped to replicate the memories of the brain at the termination of each life and preserve them for later synthesis.

Even more specific in this regard are the teachings of the old Inca shamans, which I came across only recently in Dr. Alberto Villoldo’s bestselling book Shaman, Healer, 
Sage.7 In the Inca tradition the eighth chakra is called wiracocha, meaning “sacred source.” According to these teachings, this is the place where the “ancestors” live. The wiracocha hovers over our heads like a spinning sun until, at the moment of death, it expands into a luminous globe and moves down the spinal cord to extract information from the seven chakras. This information is then stored and purified in the wiracocha to be reused and recombined in future incarnations.

Thus the eighth chakra might well be a smaller, individualized version of the legendary Akashic Records that, nonphysical in nature and permanently preserved on an unearthly plane, are said to contain the history of every soul since the beginning of time.
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