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© 1996-2015, Amazon.com, Inc. or its affiliates As a traditional psychotherapist, Dr. Brian Weiss was astonished and skeptical when one of his patients began to remember past traumas that seemed to hold the key to her recurring nightmares and anxiety attacks. His skepticism, however, was eroded when she began channeling messages from the space between lives, which
contained remarkable revelations about Dr. Weiss's family and his dead son. With the help of previous life therapy, he was able to cure the patient and embark on a new, more meaningful phase of his own career. Brian L. Weiss M.D. is chairman emeritus of psychiatry at Mount Sinai Medical Center in Miami. Dr. Weiss conducts national and international seminars and experience
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Weiss and Amy E. Weiss | 1, 2012, in New Year's Day. Same Soul, Many Bodies by Brian L. Weiss - The best-selling author of Many Lives, Many Masters breaks new ground to reveal how progression therapy enters.... Messages from Masters: Harnessing the Power of Love [Brian Weiss MD] on Amazon.com. * FREE * ... Author interviews, book reviews, editors and #39; picks,
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of both.... Brian L. Weiss M.D. More of this author ... The stories in my new book Miracles Happen will drive you on the same path and lead you.... Order messages from Masters author Brian L. Weiss download Book ... As a traditional psychotherapist, Dr. Brian Weiss was astonished and... Download Many Lives Many Masters PDF Book by Brian Weiss - I once did #39;t ...
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universe, existing right here and now. I dedicate the merits of this practice to all living beings. Together we realize liberation. When I read these words, I realized that this is true for everyone and everything. You can replace, instead of Buddha nature, if you feel more comfortable, the word love, or God, or Jesus, or higher power, or any other spiritual figure. It doesn't matter. It
simply means a kind, wise and loving energy, perhaps with qualities that we can understand, that fill atoms and molecules and energetic particles throughout the universe - an energy that we are made and precipreciate, in a way. This energy, this Buddha or God nature, exists here and now, everywhere and all the time. You can dedicate the practice of your daily life to providing in
a compassionate way the promotion of all living beings; that is, all things that have consciousness. Together—because each of us is connected—we can realize liberation, which is freedom from the process of birth and death and rebirth, so that we can graduate from the school we call Earth. words together, that a single word, is essential. There is such sacred energy in the
collection of the group. As the stories in this chapter illustrate, it is no coincidence, no coincidence that certain people come together at a certain time and for a collective purpose. Some of the authors of these stories are able to divine the intricate, infinite threads that connect each of us to another. Others who call themselves strangers find that they have been closely connected
throughout their lives. There are no strangers. There is no separation. No one stands alone. For example, a certain group of people attending one of my workshops is not really random. They are already connected to each other even before they have gathered, drawn in by some greater coordinating force. It's as if a cosmic magnet attracts the specific souls needed for that
workshop. Soulmates and others, some of whom have shared past lives but have not yet met in the present one, are gathered. These unions are actually reunions. When I looked at the card, I remember thinking, how important this little prayer is. As I taught the course, with the words of this prayer still resonating in my mind, I understood that the 130 people who had come to this
intensive course were not only gathered not only for their own purposes, but not just to experience a past life. What if God or a higher power had gathered these 130 people to heal three or four? What if the purpose was, Well, let's have these special 130 people and their unique energy heal these three or four among their group in need? What a privilege, what an honor, and what
a blessing it would be to be included among these 130 people. It gave a different perspective to me and the whole group. We realized that miracles happened. We just had to open our eyes. . THE FABRIC OF CONNECTION . In 1993 I got Many Lives, Many Masters of a Stranger Who Knew Nothing About Me but Said It Was For Me. It did everything in my life before it finally
makes sense—not so much my experience with past life as much as personal conflicts as I felt with the common perception of grief. For the first time in my life, I felt validated for not feeling completely struck by loss when someone died. I had a resonating knowing that if I could just work with you and learn from you, I could help others shift their perspective from pain back to
connection. More than a decade later, my husband, a Patrol officer from California, was killed in a manhunt. Two years after that, I saw you on The Oprah Winfrey Show, and the same resonating feeling of knowing came through me while I was watching. With your professional July Omega workout just weeks away, I ordered everything in minutes. It was as simple as water
flowing. When I came to Omega, my mental consciousness was completely blown open like never before. I was aware of my connection not only to everyone else there, but also with animals and plants. You agreed to demonstrate a regression on me in front of the whole group. When you did a quick induction, I immediately saw the word through galloping through my
consciousness and saw the actual trough we used for the horse's water on the farm that I grew up on. I was led through a childhood memory of being forced by the circumstances to sell our beloved horses. I remembered witnessing the pain this had also brought my father, how he had attached to my mother that his instincts told him not to sell the horses to the buyer in question,
and how he had ignored these instincts with great regret. I had made a conscious decision not to cry, to spare my father any extra guilt. From that moment as a child to I sat with you at Omega, even the thought of sadness in relation to that incident remained deep and anonymous inside me. The pain came up from my diaphragm with each exhalation as I described what
happened. The combination of absolute shock and relief was indescribable. I walked next to a memory of my son's birth, when my own instincts had screamed at me that something was wrong for weeks, but I allowed myself to repeatedly be convinced by the doctor that I was just paranoid. Eventually I begged him to induce my work, and he reluctantly agreed, but then I was
thrown into an acute caesarean section when you arrive at the hospital. My son had to be revived, gangrene infecting the whole placenta and umbilical cord. The next day, when he was finally stable enough for me to hold him, I looked down at him and saw his little smudged fingers. I knew that by ignoring my own intuition, which I should have relied more on than the air I breathe,
I had failed my first real test as a parent. I had begun to cry in anger, sadness and frustration, just as my father had when he sold our horses. Just then, my son began to fuss and move uncomfortably, and I realized that he could feel this pain coming from me. Out of concern for causing further pain to him, I stopped crying and forgot the guilt until the fourteen years later, during my
session. I let out the extreme pain that I was completely unaware of housing. Completely relieved, I felt that the weight of the world had literally been lifted from my chest. I then became aware of the presence of my guides, and the familiar sense of peace and belonging washed over me. They went on to make me aware that I was a part of them, just as they were part of me, and
as I felt you to my right side I realized that you were also part of that team. You asked if my husband was there. Looking for the answer, I could feel him to the left, and I turned my head as if to bring him more clearly into my consciousness. Just as I swung to the left, I also felt him in front of me; I turned my head forward, only to feel him on the right, but still to the left and front. He's
everywhere! I said when I realized how I had felt. Hear this, the rest of the rooms of 130 people laid out a collective sigh. At that moment I became aware of energy, like blue threads, that had connected me to every person in the room since our introductions had begun the night before, extending from the diaphragm to their individually. As they gathered sighed in response to their
own feelings, which were stirred from sharing in my awareness of my late husband's presence, the threads shot out from each of them, apart to each other, in a beautiful, simple but complicated substance of connection. I became aware of the fact that everything I would continue to do from that moment would affect all these others, just as anything they would go on to do would
affect each of the others as well. Heal the healers were the consciousness I had, knowing that in our connection was our strength. I voted back to hear you ask if my guides were still present. I replied that they were and that they always are, and I said, we are a team, and we have a purpose. You asked what the purpose was, and I began to see endless glimpses of scenes —just
flashes—but with details and emotions attached to each of them. The few that I could catch involved a prisoner sitting on the side of the bunk with his head in his hands, feeling more pain, fear and anger towards himself than any of his victims could ever comprehend because even he did not know why he did the things he did and so he could not trust his own actions. A mother
holding her baby, both starving to death. The mother suffocated with her own pain, knowing that her child would die of malnutrition before her, fearing that she would die believing that her mother was selfish because she did not die first. All I could verbally translate of these flashes was, the pain, the pain, so much pain, that I cried with such intensity that I felt like I would split into
pieces. All the pain is out of fear, misunderstanding, fear and fear, I said. I knew that the purpose, as you had asked for, was to reduce the collective pain of eliminating fear, and through this a height of all living things would follow. I now understand that being one is not a goal—it already is—and that everything we do, even the seemingly small things we do individually, actually
directly affects us all. Nina Manny In my lectures and workshops I often talk about how we are all connected, how it affects everyone else. Nina says it beautifully: in our connection is our strength. The bonds that connect us are those of loving spirituality. If we are of the same energy, composed of particle and wave and not blood and bones, then what we do affects each other -
and not just humans. Our thoughts and actions have consequences, even more reason to be loving and compassionate and not afraid or harmful. They create our destiny and our future. Nina's story expands wonderfully and explains the energetic wires that unite us. But there's so much more here. She perceives her late husband's and loving presence. She is aware of the
constant eternal wisdom that grace, the hand of heaven, gives us in various forms, whether through guides, angels, spiritual messengers, or in many other ways. She has recognized lives filled with lessons, loss, pain, and hope. And she has reminded me of a long-ago message from a master, conveyed through Catherine, recorded on tape, and written in Many Lives, Many
Masters. It's someone who's been nourishing and motivating me ever since. You were right in assuming that this is proper treatment for those in physical condition. You must eradicate fear from their minds. It's a waste of energy when fear is present. It suffocates them from fulfilling what they were sent here to fulfill. . Energy... everything is energy. So much is wasted. Inside the
mountain it is quiet; it is quiet in the city center. But on the outside is where the problems lie. People can only see the outside. . You have to go deep. . You have to get rid of the fear. It'll be the best weapon you've got. That's what Nina reminds us: All the pain is out of fear. Love and understanding dissolve fear. The great teacher Jon Kabat-Zinn taught me a meditation on a
mountain. I often think about this, because it helps me understand how to stay grounded no matter what happens on the outside. I think that it has been such a powerful picture for me precisely because Masters had mentioned it so long ago in the above quote. Imagine a beautiful mountain, perhaps with a top covered in snow. When you look at it, you can see that it has an inner
core of constant peace and constant temperature, so that no matter what happens on the outside, the inside remains unchanged. Now imagine that the seasons come and go. Summer comes with lightning, with storms, with floods and fires, but inside the mountains remain completely quiet, calm and calm. Summer becomes fall, with howling wind and leaves falling off the trees;
then winter comes with snow and freezing temperatures; and this also turns into spring, as the snow melts and avalanches occur. Yet the inner core, the beautiful space deep in the mountains, is unaffected by any of these changing seasons. We're like the mountain. We don't have to let external events rob us of our joy and harmony, no matter how strongly the storms rage, no
matter how high the wind howls. We all have the inner core of tranquility and tranquility. It's there when we want or need it. By going inward, we can access its powerful healing presence. The mountain, inside, is perfect – and so are we. Imagine tourists coming to the mountains. They arrive by train, plane, car, boat and other means. And they all have opinions: This mountain is not
as beautiful as one that I have seen elsewhere. It is too small, or too tall, or too narrow or too wide. But the mountain does not care, because it knows that it is the ideal essence of the mountain. We're once again like that mountain. No matter what people say about No matter what criticism or judgment they can offer and call mirrors, we are already ideal and divine. We do not need
to be influenced by their opinions, even those of people who are close to us, such as our family, our bosses or our loved ones. In that sense, we are solid and grounded in the earth like the mountain. We know, deep within our hearts, that we are the perfect essence of a spiritual being. The words of others cannot rob us of our inner peace and joy unless we give them the power to
do so. I often use this meditation to remind myself and others of our greatness and nobility, just like the beautiful mountain. Even though we've just forgotten this, we're already perfect. We've always been. . LOVED AND WORTHY. The week at Omega in October 2010 touched and opened my heart in so many ways. It helped bring to my conscious mind so much that I had
forgotten. There is an awakening in me that brings me to tears when I allow myself to sit still and realize how wonderful we all really are. On the first morning, Dr. Dr. Weiss us into a group regression. This was not my first regression, and I was looking forward to a different experience of the past. I tend to feel, feel and visualize synchronized with the words of the person who
controls the journey. This time, however, I saw myself as I am in this life at my current age. I was standing in a room where everything just felt blurry. I looked in front of me, and it seemed to be a fog curtain. A bare arm came though, took my hand, and led me through the curtain. I was standing in front of an old friend, Joe, who had passed in the 1970s, when we were in our
twenties. Joe and I had been very close. In fact, I had never been so close to anyone before or after him. We were friends, lovers and confidants. We talked for hours about the possibilities of life after death. We promised each other that whoever died first would come back to the second and explain what it was like. In the end, we came our own way and went our separate ways—
bad. About a year or two later, Joe and I were talking on the phone, and it was clear that what had come between us wasn't that strong now. He invited me to visit him the next time I was in Santa Barbara. I told you I wanted to, but I didn't. I was scared, and I told myself I needed more time before I saw him face to face. Not long after that, I got a call from a mutual friend, who told
me joe had killed himself. I was in disbelief. I got angry, and sad, and looked angry again. If I had just called him when I was in Santa Barbara, maybe this wouldn't have happened. Time passed, and Joe kept his word. I would get a visit from him, mostly at night in living dreams. There were also times, after I had talked to someone about how angry I was that he took his life, when I
would be woken with my bed shaking, and I could hear his voice telling me not to be mad at him. I made myself stop voting. anger loudly, and soon I realized that I was just missing him. In the end, I told Joe I no longer wanted my dreams, and they stopped too. After that, from time to time, I felt Joe's energy around me; Just knowing he was there was so reassuring. Then one day,
in the 1990s, I was in my kitchen, and I could feel Joe's energy surrounding me. It was all around me and in me. I heard him tell me that he loved me and that he left this vibration and went to another dimension, where he had work to do. He said he was going to greet the souls who had left AIDS. He showed me a quick glimpse of a room where there was so much grief, pain and
confusion. This was part of his debt, he said, for taking his own life. I felt his energy enveloping me and filling me with an unconditional love that I had never experienced before. Tears of joy streamed down my cheeks. I don't know how long I stood there until I realized again that I was standing in my kitchen in the middle of the day. That was the last time I felt Joe's energy – until
the group regression on the first morning of training. There I was standing in front of Joe. He took me to him and hugged me fully and unconditionally. He now had wings. He impressed me, without speaking, that he had evolved. I could feel him wrapping his wings around me. It felt like there were other energies around us, even around me in love. I heard the words, you're loved.
You're worthy. My jaws hurt, my throat was tight, my arms hurt, and tears rushed into my eyes. Joe continued to hug me until I accepted and surrendered to the message, and at that moment the physical discomfort stopped as well. A teacher came and put a light crystal in my heart. I followed dr. Weiss's voice and opened my eyes. I was back. I didn't want to go back! It was lonely
and cold here. That afternoon, I volunteered to be hypnotized in front of the group so that Dr. Weiss could demonstrate a quick induction. It worked well. While I was in hypnosis, Dr. Weiss asked me about my morning journey. I told him about meeting Joe, even though I intentionally didn't use his name, instead referring to him only as a friend. I told him about his wings and his
message. I said that my friend had taken his life and that I had not gone to see him, as I had promised I would. Dr. Weiss told me that I was not responsible and should have no blame for my friend having taken his life. To my friend I was, he said, loved and worthy. Immediately I felt a sense of relief. I had not consciously realized that I had borne this burden of responsibility, but
now that it was said, I could feel a layer of sadness that was lifted. I could feel the feeling of the moment, but I still felt like I was holding back something and not letting go completely. Several days later, still during training, a friend and I were on my way to the dining room for breakfast. A woman named Rachel walked towards us on the road. She looked at me on purpose and
asked: Jeannette, what are you doing here? When I told her I was, she said, I have a message for you from Joe. He says he loves you. She told me that she had received this message and was forced to find me to forward it. I thanked her with tears running down my cheeks. This was my confirmation. Joe knew me too well. He knew he had to bring his message through another
just to make sure I would believe it. And I think so. Since this meeting, I have a sense of calm calm. I feel more comfortable with myself than I've ever been before. I know now that we are all truly loved in ways that we cannot imagine on this physical flight. And now, in the end, I accept this truth. Jeannette Earth is like a one-bedroom schoolhouse where students of different grades
are gathered together: first-graders coexist with college seniors, remedial students with gifted ones. The courses are taught in all languages and cover all. Students of all nationalities and all races attend this school — all people do. Everyone is heading for a spiritual exam. The lessons at this school are difficult because here we have bodies, so we experience illness, death, loss,
pain, separation, and so many other years of suffering. But the earth also has such powerful redeeming virtues, such as incredible beauty, physical love, unconditional love, soulmates, joy for all our senses, kind and compassionate people, and the possibility of accelerated spiritual growth. Finally, over many lifetimes, we will learn all these lessons. Our education will be complete,
and we don't need to reincarnate anymore. Jeannette gives a glimpse of how our education continues on the other side, even after our consciousness has left the physical body. Earth is a school — a difficult and popular one, but not the only one. In these higher realms, we do not learn through bodily experiences or feelings or relationships or illness. There, our studies are more
abstract and conceptual. We discover the advanced dimensions that exist beyond our human consciousness, and we begin to unlock their many mysteries. There we see and feel the sublime manifestations of what on earth seems to be solid and material, and we gain an understanding of these absolute energies at their highest vibration. There we explore the nuances and levels
of loving kindness; compared to the earth and its physical forms, it is learning at a higher octave. Although these lessons are higher level courses, they are still part of our soul curriculum. Our knowledge is always in expansion. Joe tells Jeannette that he has incurred a debt to take his own life. He had probably left behind a healthy body when he committed suicide. His
consciousness, of course, was not damaged or damaged, but without a body it cannot do its work on earth. The body is essential for the manifestation of the soul in a physical dimension. Joe's soul must wait for his next incarnation to their spiritual journey on But it is not punished with eternal condemnation or annihilation. Karma is for learning, not for punishment. Joe is therefore
tasked with working with the spirits of people who have died of AIDS. Here are people who have suffered greatly, dying too young because their bodies have been irreparably damaged by a terrible disease. What better way for Joe to learn the value of a healthy body, of the gift of life? While working with the souls of the victims of AIDS, Joe was not in pain or distress. He was filled
with unconditional love. He somehow served his wings, like an angelic being. He erases his karmic debt. If Joe, with all his debt and error, could make the transition from man to angel, then we can all. For really, we are all angels temporarily hiding as human beings. In her story, Jeannette mentions her meeting with Rachel, who had a special message to give her. Below, Rachel
recounts how she received that message. TELL HER I LOVE HER. At Omega Institute training, I was regressed one evening and taken, in my mind, to a beautiful garden with centipedes. There I spent some time talking to my guides, who saw me with love and happiness. I got messages about back pain and feelings of control. After a while I was ready to leave this realm, but I
had the feeling that I had to wait. That's when I felt a spirit come to talk to me. I knew it was nothing to do with me. He had a message for Jeannette. Tell her I love her, he told me. I was asked to ask his name. It was Joe. I was very skeptical about it, as it almost seemed too generic. It might as well have been John Doe. Nevertheless, I could clearly imagine what he looked like. He
showed up to me an older man with short, curly, white-gray hair, olive skin and a wide chest. He danced a jig of happiness because I promised I'd pass the message on. Unfortunately, just two days into a training of well over a hundred people, I had no idea who Jeannette was. I have received messages before, but only in dreams and nothing as clear as this. As with all the
messages I've had before, they're nagging me until I do something about them. I couldn't find Jeannette that night, so the fuss continued. When I was going to sleep, I told Joe to go in and hold until the morning, when he could bother me again. I have no idea where that idea of an inventory came from, or even if it's such a place, but I had a pretty relaxing sleep. An hour before my
alarm went off, I was awake, and Joe was in my ear about Jeannette. When I delivered the message and confirmed that Jeannette knew Joe, I asked him to go and go to the light. He wanted to stay and help me, even though I didn't want him to do it. Joe explained that helping me was his way of saying thank you, as well as part of his own spiritual healing. It was something he
needed to do, and I had no intention of stopping him on his journey. At the end of that day, he was done helping my angels get messages to me. Rachel Our rational minds often try to minimize or even the mysterious, spiritual or psychological encounters we have. We forget the immediacy and power of our own experience. If we receive validation and confirmation, we are able to
let go of our doubts and embrace the reality of the event. Rachel was pressed by Joe to confirm Jeannette's reunion during the regression. Jeannette also knew that meeting in her kitchen was not her imagination. Joe helped her, healed her, and outwardly erred her eternal love for her. The messages from Joe and from the other energies were not just for Jeannette. They're for all
of us. You're loved. You're worthy. We all are. Do not let your own mind minimize or this reality. Faith, whose history follows, also received an important message from the other side. Passing it on to her intended recipients allowed her to validate not only her psychic impressions, but also the important truth that our loved ones are always with us. . MESSAGES FROM OUTSIDE .
The second day of your workshop in Los Angeles in 2002 started with a regression. The microphones were scattered around so people could talk about what they had experienced after the regression ended. Across the room, a woman stood up at the microphone and told how she had arrived that weekend because her daughter had recently died of cancer. As she spoke, I saw a
light behind her. I tried to shake it off, but every time I did, it got brighter until it finally solved itself to a very pretty girl with brown hair and blue eyes standing just behind the woman. The girl looked right at me. I knew I had to find this woman and tell her. During the break I walked into the hallway, and although there were five hundred people at the event, the only people in the hall
were this woman and her husband. At first I described the girl that I had seen behind her in detail. The woman and the man both cried as she pulled a picture from her purse and showed me a picture of her daughter. It was the girl that I had just perfectly described. I told her then that she didn't imagine it when she thought she heard giggling when the water splashed on her while
she was doing the dishes; that when she made the bed and thought she felt tickled, she was; and that when she sat and read or watched TV and thought that she felt a hug or a head on her shoulder, she really did. The man could not speak at this point. The woman told me that although he did not believe in any of this, he had bought tickets for them to come to the weekend
because he felt he should. When she had wanted to go out during the break, he would not let her leave the hallway where we now stood, so they had hung around and looked at the art. All I had described to her were things that she had told her husband and no one else, things that she had felt happen around the house. Of course, by We all cried. I smiled and said, for whatever
reason, your daughter chose me to tell you what I just did. I am not someone who sees or talks to ghosts, but this young woman undoubtedly gave a message to her parents through me. It wasn't until I went back to the workshop room and sat down that I realized how changed my condition had been when I received these messages. From where I sat, there was absolutely no
physical way that I could have seen that woman at the microphone. There were two supporting columns in the room; I sat on the far left, and the microphone was placed behind it on the far right. It was an impossibility for me to have seen her standing there. But I did. I needed to see her daughter, and I had to be the messenger that day and bring a measure of peace to her and
her husband's pain. Believe Susan Every and one of us has uuitale abilities and powers far beyond what we know. Faith is not a professional medium or psychic, but when she entered the changed state, her vision became clairvoyant and unhindered by physical barriers. She saw and heard with her heart as well as her eyes and ears. And the little girl's father relied on his intuition
to get the tickets to the event and to dwell in the hallway, although he did not yet know why. If we do not follow our intuition, we create obstacles and resistance, and often this can be dangerous. But if we follow our hearts, we flow with the process; we do not force or block, much like the Taoist principle of wu wei. Spiritual beings strive to understand and flow with the process, not
fight against it. The little brown-haired girl wanted to comfort her parents, to ease her grief. Because the three adults opened their minds and trusted their intuition, the comfort was received. When in doubt, choose from the heart, not from the head. . THE DELICATE LITTLE FLOWER. I went to your Omega workshop in July 2009. I want to thank you for showing great interest in my
ongoing medical problems and for taking the time to guide me through a one-on-one regression therapy session. After the regression, it took me a few days to start processing everything. I began to make connections especially to life where I was only a small child within yellow flowers, which were poisonous and which I mistakenly ate. My mother, the same one I have in this life,
killed herself when I died, for she was so confused that she had not been able to save me. She was overprotective in this life, which we discussed, and soon I began to remember things that she had told me when I was growing up. I remembered that she had shared with me that after I was conceived, my parents decided to divorce, unaware that my mother was pregnant. When
my mother discovered the pregnancy, the discussion about ending it began. Her friends and family and my father tried to convince her that going through with it on her own would be a mistake. But mine answered that although she did not know why, she knew that she could never end the child, and as hard as it should be for her alone, she had to have it. She always told me that
she had a strong feeling that she needed to bring me into this world. I also remembered that my mother had shared with me that she was extremely paranoid about me while I was in utero. She would often not feel me move for a period of time, which would send her straight to the doctor for fear that I was not alive. She was always afraid I wouldn't make it. In addition, I was often
sick as a child, and many times this resulted in a hospital stay. Every time I was hospitalized, my mother was worried that I wouldn't live through it. After I was regressed, I realized that I was born into this life with my mother's preconceived notion that I had to be taken care of, because of her fear that she would always lose me. Oddly enough, I recalled that while I was growing up,
my mother used to call me her delicate little flower, when I was so fragile and constantly getting sick. It was a little eerie when I remembered this, because you and I had just discovered that in another life I had actually died as a small child from an allergic reaction to eating small yellow flowers. I have not yet discussed all my experience at Omega with my mother, but I plan to do
so. When it comes to eating, I am now up to thirty-six different foods. That's 25 more than I could eat before you went back to me. It's a slow process, but I couldn't be happier and look forward to being able to eat many more. I continue to try new food, and I have success after not being able to eat certain things for over three years. My body has healed since that day. I also
wanted to tell you that after the regression, many people approached me and told me that my regression had helped them. This made me think of your words when you said that we were all gathered for a purpose. Nikki DeStio We've lived with many of the people we live with now. Our souls have reincarnated together. When a situation arises that reminds us of a past trauma, the
seeds of our suffering are watered down and our anxiety flourishes. We fear what has already happened because we have forgotten the past. We mistakenly believe that the traumatic event will occur in the present or in the future. When I meet obsessively overprotective and controlling parents, my focus shifts to the causes of the past. Overwhelmingly, the cure for their fears lies
in the buried memories. Parents' concerns are allayed, and the child, now freed, can begin to flourish. The key to the future is often hidden in the past. At that workshop, Nikki recalled another tragic past life in which she died early. Amazingly, another woman who attended and who had never met Nikki remembered the exact same lifetime. Her story is next. The world works in
mysterious ways. . LOSS AND SERVICE LIFE . In July 2009, I was lucky enough to attend your seminar. I knew that a whole weekend with you would be an exciting experience, and it exceeded my expectations by far. The last day was the deepest. In the regression I felt a constant burning in the abdomen and tightened in my chest; it was difficult to breathe. I saw a farmhouse in
the distance as I walked across a fog-covered bridge. I was a young woman with beautiful features. I stood in the grass, away from the house, and felt great anxiety about getting into it. The burning in my stomach and the density of my chest remained. And then I was taken to my last day of my life. I was young, maybe in my
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