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I was very close to both of my parents who were my best friends, and I have lost count of the number of happy times we shared, and all of the creativity and laughter. Like my beloved father Joe, my mother Margaret was so special, and my total inspiration. I would therefore like to dedicate this book to their memory.
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Introduction

This book has been an amazing journey for me, and one which arose out of an extraordinary set of circumstances.

I had never really thought much about past lives, as it was a subject that I, like most people, viewed with some scepticism. Quite a lot of people do believe in them, and are convinced that they were a historical figure like Merlin or Cleopatra.

Research has been conducted, and some children tell of their previous incarnations, and when their stories have been investigated, they seem to confirm what they have been saying. In some circumstances, they tell of living in a completely different area where they have not been before, and of people they are unlikely to have known. Such cases give compelling evidence, although no one can be completely sure.

The nearest I had ever come to this, was when the going got tough, I would say that I did not know what I had done in a previous life to deserve this!
Little did I know that I was going to find out a whole lot more about the subject, and indeed relive events from the distant past…
One
My life had already had its ups and downs, more downs that ups at that moment in my life!

I had been diagnosed with Chronic Fatigue Syndrome following a severe bought of Glandular fever. To make matters worse, I had also suffered an adverse reaction to antibiotics which in turn presented me with more than one near death experience. If that was not enough to contend with, I had also begun to suffer sporadic paralysis, which affected my legs and left arm.

Things were however, not quite as grim as they would seem, as I was slowly getting better with aid of regular Reiki treatments. For those who are unfamiliar with Reiki, it is a natural system of healing which evolved in Japan.

Quite by chance, whilst my parents had been out shopping they had been introduced to someone by a mutual friend who they happened to encounter. My father had been suffering from a niggling health complaint, and the next day an odd looking man arrived at out house. He looked liked a cross between Demis Roussos the 70’s Greek singer, and Crocodile Dundee, and was clutching a big bottle of Aloe Vera. The natural liquid did make a big difference to my father’s health, and he was not the only one…

My parents also mentioned about my illness, and from under the Australian hat, and out from the bushy beard he claimed that he could make a real difference to my life.

So, the next day I found myself in his house wondering what I was doing there and more importantly, how he could possibly help me. The whole situation felt very bizarre, and I was asked to lie down on his therapy couch, as he played some weird sounding Eastern music, and rang some equally weird looking bells. He then started to put his big hot hands all over me, much to my astonishment!

My eyes felt heavy and began to close, as he worked down as far as possible, up as far as possible and when I thought he was going to put his hands on possible I went to sit up, but found that I could not move.

I was convinced that he was holding me down by the shoulders, and as I took a quick peek, I discovered that he was in fact, working at my feet. It was the weirdest thing that I had ever experienced, as my whole mind and body seemed to have been taken over by a force which I did not understand.

I was still suffering from back problems at the time, just to add to the increasing list of other complaints. Now I was in the grip of what I felt was a type of Voodoo, and half expected that next time I opened my eyes, I would see him dancing around the room shaking a set of animal bones like a Witch Doctor!
When he eventually finished and the strange sensation had left, I hesitantly opened my eyes. Much to my relief he was back to being a Demis Roussos lookalike, and I half expected him to break into song, singing his hit forever and ever!
He just smiled informing me that I had an energy blockage in my head, and that he had released it. I wondered what he was talking about, and when I got up off the therapy couch, to my total and utter amazement, I discovered that all of my back pain had gone!

It turned out that the treatment I had received was my very first Reiki energy healing. (Little did I realise that I would go on to not only be attuned to Reiki, but become a Colour Therapist too).

I thanked him very much, and from that moment on we became firm friends. Steve became my Reiki Master and introduced me to some other therapists, who volunteered their services to provide treatment to those on limited income. Naturally being thankful for all of the help he had given me, I offered my services too.

It felt good giving something back, and whilst I was helping out, Steve attuned me to Reiki as well. It was not long before I was able to offer healing, and my weekly visit to the centre was something that I always looked forward to.

For those interested, my life story can be found in my book A Way of Being - The Journey to Spiritual Enlightenment. There is little point in going over it again here, suffice to say that I was very grateful for the improvement in my health.

I must admit that becoming involved or even training in complementary medicine was the last thing that I ever envisaged for myself. Whether I had or not, it had found me, and there was no denying that in my particular case, it was definitely working. There was however, one other thing which despite my best efforts was still plaguing me, and that was of all things a phobia of electric storms.

That all started in 1967, when I was just three years of age. One of our local football teams Highgate United was playing Enfield in the quarter-finals of the FA Amateur Cup. There had been a lot of excitement about the game, and my parents had taken me along in my pushchair. Midway through the first half, which was being played in heavy rain, a lightning strike saw several players collapse. One player, the Highgate United centre half Tony Allden, did not recover consciousness and tragically died the next day in hospital.

We were at the front of the crowd, quite near the touchline, and everything happened right in front of us. The lightening missed me just by a proverbial whisker, and ever since, I had had the storm phobia.
At such a tender age you do not really know what is going on, and when you gain a first impression it tends to stick. Thankfully witnessing someone being killed by a thunderbolt is quite a rare event. Nevertheless, I equated electric storms with danger, and whenever one broke out it would trigger the memory of what happened on that fateful day. I would instinctively head for cover, and the whole thing was getting embarrassing. I was now a grown man who became a jellyfish whenever there is a distant rumble, which is not the most masculine thing to do!

To put it mildly, I was fed up with myself!

Acting in such a childish manner was really getting me down, and yet my phobia was very real, and based on something tangible too. I did have great sympathy with those poor soldiers, who suffered form shell shock, and even fireworks made me cringe!

Now being in my late thirties, I still carried those memories and just one distant rumble would instantly turn me into a nervous wreck. It was not only very embarrassing, but it meant that I was constantly living in fear, particularly in the summer. I would be glued to the weather forecast, and if ever there was a storm forecast, then I would suffer anxiety until it arrived. It would send my heart racing, and after the first storm of the year arrived, I could stand it no longer.

Quite by chance a new therapist started working at the centre, and she was a qualified hypnotherapist. I had never even heard of hypnotherapy, or understood much about it. All I knew was that it involved being hypnotised, and my only experience of that was seeing an illusionist on television doing his stage act.

Members of audience were placed into some sort of a trance, and then they were made to do embarrassing things, like cluck like a chicken, or do some sort of a silly dance. When the illusionist clicked his fingers, they would return to normal. I was getting so desperate, that I booked myself in for a session. I was so embarrassed by my phobia that if I did end up clucking like a chicken, then it could not be any worse than the way I was acting now!

I was hoping that she would be able to help me, and somehow lift the phobia off my proverbial shoulders. It was quite a weight to carry around, and the burden of it was ruining the quality of my life.
What actually happened was something very different to what I had been expected. It did indeed change my life, but not in a way I could have never imagined...
Two

The afternoon of my appointment soon arose, and I found myself walking through the centre’s doorway towards the reception desk. I was actually on time for once, and quite hopeful that in just over an hour's time, the new me would be walking back out again phobia free!
After exchanging the usual pleasantries with the lady at reception, I made my way down the familiar carpet towards the door at the end of the corridor. It was ironic that in all of the time I had worked there, I had never used that particular room. It was as though it had been reserved for my transformation, and that the new me would be born inside.

I took a deep breath full of anticipation as I knocked on the door, and when it opened I was met by an attractive lady with a shock of beautiful auburn hair. She had warm light blue eyes and a radiant smile, introducing herself as Janet. She then shook me warmly by the hand, and it was clear to see the excitement on my face. I was going to be cured, and as she guided me to a chair in the centre of the room, I was taken aback by what she said next.

“Right, lets find out what planet you’re from!”

I sat down wondering why she had just said that, and more importantly why I looked alien!
It was clear that the session was going to be interesting, very interesting as it turned out!

Janet then placed a cassette in her player, as I took a deep breath trying to compose myself. My face had already begun to flush, partly due to what she had just said, and partly by having to talk about my phobia. It is fair to say that there was more than a hint of embarrassment as I explained all about why I was here, and the way it had been affecting my life. She tried to reassure me that I was not on my own as there were many other people who also felt this way. There was even a Roman Emperor called Caligula who was ridiculed by Rome for hiding under the bed whenever there was a storm. However, being well over six feet tall and with a large build to boot, my phobia did little for my self respect, as it was assumed that I would naturally be fearless. In many ways I was, but this was my proverbial Achilles heel.

She looked into my eyes and started asking me a series of questions, and naturally I started to tell her all about how my phobia started. Nothing seemed to be happening and I began to doubt whether I was going to be hypnotised after all. Maybe I was just going to have to live with it?

I felt a sense of disillusion filling my body, as I flopped back into the chair, which began to feel a lot more comfortable. I was feeling relaxed, even though Janet had not produced the classic swinging watch, or any of the other hypnotic devices I had been expecting.

Closing my eyes for a moment, I began to think that I was wasting my time. It was a bit of a long shot after all, but being so desperate I thought that it was worth a try.

Looking down I could see my legs dangling off the edge of the chair, although they looked a little different. Gone were the large rugby player type legs, being replaced by much slimmer ones, and only a fraction of the size too. The chair had also changed, and instead of an adult seat, it had been replaced by of all things a pushchair!

Even the room was different, being filled by lots of people, and as I looked at them, I noticed that my parents were standing either side. They looked much younger, and my father smiled at me, before looking out across a football pitch.

The rain was pouring down, and my clear plastic hood was dripping with water, as a cheer rang out as some footballers ran past chasing after a football ball. We were right at the front, and I could hear the crowd behind me chanting, and feel the excitement of the game. It seemed as though there were thousands of people here, all crammed into the tiny ground. The noise grew as the players ran past again, and then there were shouts from the crowd as the referee blew his whistle.

I did not really understand what was going on, or why my parents had brought me here. My mind was full of questions as the sound of raindrops hitting my hood increased. Overhead, there was nothing but dark clouds, and a rumbling sound which echoed over that of the crowd. I could also hear Janet’s voice in the back of my head, urging me to tell her all about what I was seeing.

The football ground contained so many people, more than I had ever seen in any one place before, much more in fact, than I was used to seeing even on our trips into Birmingham. Rain was lashing down, and flashes of lightening periodically lit up the sky. Rumbles of thunder echoed overhead, mixed with the noise of the crowd. The footballers looked soaked, and they were not the only ones, as everyone was being drenched.

Then, all of a sudden there was a brilliant flash of light, quickly followed by a deafening rumble of thunder. I nearly jumped out of my proverbial skin, as I instinctively hunched up in my pushchair. Everything then suddenly descended into pandemonium as several of the players lay on the ground. The referee blew his whistle, and some of the other players huddled around him. They were quickly joined by the St. Johns Ambulance, and the crowd fell silent as we all looked on in disbelief.

One minute the match was in full swing, and then next everything had stopped. Nothing really made much sense to me, other than the fact that a bolt of lightening had hit one of the players. His lifeless body was then carried off on a stretcher followed by some of the other players. Another flash of lightening then lit up the sky, followed by another deafening rumble of thunder. I scrunched up my eyes feeling very frightened, as I though that the lightening was now coming after me!

I could feel my heart racing as I was consumed by fear, as my mouth worked on auto pilot with words flooding out, of which I seemed to have absolutely no control.

I could hear my voice talking as I gradually drifted away from the scene. Everything was now consumed in light as my thoughts drifted towards my grandmother. She was a lady of immense courage and wisdom. Lady was correct, as she walked away from the Aristocracy for love, and love in abundance is what she gave out, especially to me. Unfortunately, she passed away just after my first birthday, and her principles, ethics and way of being have stayed with me ever since. Although so young, I just know that she had a profound affect on my life, and I carry her love and total admiration in my heart.

From somewhere deep in my subconscious mind, I began to recall a conversation that I had with my mother. Apparently my grandmother also used to have a phobia of electric storms and in the days before we had a television, she used to put the radio outside in the rain in case it attracted lightening. My mother said that she used to shake and she was that bad that she made the dog shake too, and mother had both of them to deal with!

Somehow Janet’s voice was hovering in the background and I felt myself think more and more about her. I might have been very young, but I did have a fleeting memory of her. It was more like a feeling of love and safety, than anything else, and the more I thought about it, the more relaxed I became. Janet then suggested that I should meet my grandmother, as she believed that I may have also picked up her fear of electric storms, and that if we discussed it then it may help to lift my phobia.

A sense of relief filled my body as a swirling white mist engulfed me, and I began to drift off. It was as though I was floating, and as the mist began to clear I could see an elegantly dressed lady standing on a river bank. She was wearing a beautiful long dress, hat and gloves, and it appeared as though it was before the First World War. For some reason I knew it was my grandmother, even though the person I was looking at looked to be in her late teens. I felt a feeling of euphoric love emanating from her as she turned to look at me. Smiling, she told me that there was nothing to fear, and that she loved me so very much.

I could feel a tear rolling down my cheek as the white mist slowly engulf me again, and the scene began to drift away. Everywhere looked so bright, and it was as if I was now in a brilliant white tube of light. It resembled a long triangular room shaped like a Toblerone, which reminded me of the one my mother always bought me at Christmas. I now felt so relaxed, sensing that I was completely safe in here. The room seemed to have doors on either side, and I could feel myself walking along its smooth floor.

Everything felt so natural, as Janet’s voice encouraged me to keep walking until I came to a door I would like to open. I felt myself stop, and then decide to open the one nearest to me. When I walked through, I found myself crouching in a beautiful garden. I still felt at peace, and was now about six years of age. Everywhere was warm and dry, unlike the football match, which was cold and very wet. I was in a beautiful garden and became fascinated by all of the plants. One in particular drew my attention, which had a thin stem that reached up forming part of an arch. It had tiny delicate leaves and flowers, and I gently slipped my fingers between them, letting them rest on my palm. I was really captivated and hardly noticed a man approaching. When I looked up I could see that he was wearing a simple robe, with the hood resting on his shoulders. He had a brown beard and long wavy brown hair, and as I looked into his hypnotic eyes, I asked him why he was going to let them do to him what they intended to do. He just gave me the most enigmatic smile that again filled me with euphoric love.

I looked down towards the flowers, and when I looked up again I was in a different place. It was a small settlement, and everyone was rushing about. Someone grabbed hold of me, telling me that we had to go as the soldiers were coming. Everything then became a blur and I could feel the panic, as the air was filled of tension. Then before I knew what was happenings the scene had changed again, and I was being placed in a boat. It had big sails and had several other people wearing what looked like Middle Eastern clothes. Some of the women were crying, holding onto their children tightly. I felt totally bewildered, and kept thinking about the man with the hypnotic eyes, and the way he smiled at me filling my whole body with euphoric love. Everything then began to cloud over as the mist returned, and before I knew it, I was back inside the Toblerone again.
Janet continued talking to me, as I walking towards another door feeling a bit bewildered. It all seemed strangely natural, as Janet encouraged me to try another one. This door led me out into a scene of luscious countryside. For some reason I knew that it was Ireland, and that it was 1916. I was standing in a small cottage with a dirt floor, and as I looked out of the window I could see about half a dozen aircraft which looked like Gypsy Moths. The sight of them took me to a memory of flying over a battlefield with loud explosions and the horrors of trench warfare stretched out beneath me.

Everything suddenly changed again as I hurried along a cobbled street wearing a Royal Flying Core uniform. I was only in my early twenties, and there appeared to be a lot of civil unrest. People had gathered into small groups and there was the smell of thick smoke in the air. I was in a hurry as my boots pounded on the ground, and as I turned the corner I could see a building on fire. Up ahead there was a little café with yellow and green walls, and windows with small panes of glass in them. I had the feeling that I was in love with a lady who worked inside, and that this would probably be the last time that I would ever see her.

I could sense the danger as a group of men chased after me, shouting something in heavy Irish accents. They were carrying an assortment of weapons including large clubs, farm implements and some of them even had guns. I could feel them gaining on me, and then others ran towards me from the opposite direction. I could just feel the hatred by the look in their eyes, and as they all converged upon me everything began to swirl. I could hear Janet’s voice talking slowly to me, as the white mist began to reappear; I was soon inside the Toblerone again.

The feelings of panic and fear soon left me, as I calmed down once more. It was so soothing inside the long bright triangular room, and as I walked along Janet encouraged me to try another door.

For some reason I stopped sensing that this particular one held whatever I had been searching for. It somehow felt a little different from the others, and little did I realise who would be waiting for me on the other side, and what effect he was going to have on the rest of my life…
Three
Stepping through the doorway I entered brilliant light not knowing where I would be, and the only sensation I had was Janet’s calm voice floating around somewhere in the back of my mind. I was walking on air, and then as the light began to fade I began to feel the sensation of someone experiencing a raging temper. My whole body began to tense as it was gripped by a feeling of total and utter frustration. The feeling was very strong, and being a calm and relaxed person it was an unusual sensation to say the least.

I was disorientated, although the sensations I was feeling were much stronger than any of the ones I had experienced so far. It was as though I was now inside someone else, and that someone was very angry, very angry indeed!

My eyes began to focus, and as they did so, I could see open countryside stretching out before me. In the distance there were rolling hills smothered in equally angry looking cloud, as I stomped across what could be described as open prairie. It was not American prairie though, which was my initial thought, but Scotland!

What was I doing in Scotland?

When I say Scotland, it looked and felt more like the Border Counties, although I was not sure why. Before I could make any sense of why I felt this way, I was suddenly distracted by the light glistened off a very large sword.

My right hand was grasping it firmly by the hilt, and I was holding it above my head, waving it in the air. I then felt myself cry out in a very agitated and frustrated manner. My voice was strong and powerful, and echoed off into the distance. I was lashing out wildly with rage, which appeared to be born out of frustration rather than anything else.

For another strange reason the sword meant a great deal to me, as it was apparently the sword of my grandfather. Why I knew this, was just as bigger mystery as why I was waving it angrily above my head!

I turned my head around and could see a castle perched upon a hill, with its white stone walls silhouetted against the blackening skies. There was smoke pouring out from it, as I was distracted by drops of rain which caught my face. The wind also began to pick up as the rain started to lash down. I could feel myself securing the front of my helmet, as I snorted through it like a raging bull.

I was so angry, and I could really feel it welling up inside me and the feeling was so intense, that I was finding it hard to breathe. It began to feel very hot and stuffy inside my helmet, and when I heard the first rumble of thunder, I pointed the sword at a streak of lightning and bellowed at the top of my voice.

“Grrrr…!”

“…and three, two, one…”

I suddenly opened my eyes and could see Janet standing over me looking very concerned. I was hyperventilating as I gasped for breath, sweating profusely.

“Are you OK?”

For a few moments I did not know where I was, or for that matter who I was!

I was in a daze and nearly fell over when I tried to get to my feet. My legs seemed to have a mind of their own, and as for my mind, well that seemed to have been taken over by a very angry knight!

I had to sit back down again as everything began to spin.

“Take your time,”

Time!

I did not know what time I was in, or what body for that matter!

It had been an extraordinary journey back to when I was a three year old, a young child, young man, and a very angry knight. No wonder I had my phobia if I stood in the middle of an open prairie holding up a large steel sword in the middle of a thunderstorm!

“Just relax.”

It was easy for her to say that!

What I had been expecting was to be hypnotised, and then to wake up not fearing storms any more. Now, I had a whole new set of traumas to deal with, and the worst one of all was being trapped inside a tin suit in the middle of a violent thunderstorm!

They say that a problem shared is a problem halved, but in my particular case a problem shared was a trouble doubled!
So much for having my phobia lifted, as it had now been intensified!

“That was quite an intensive session.”

I looked at Janet wondering what exactly she had done to me?

“I think that you must be very open.”

It felt anything but, trapped inside that tin suit!
“Maybe you should rest a while?”

Maybe I should not have come here in the first place?

What was done was done, and I now had to live with all that I had experienced. Instead of needing a hypnotherapist to help me with my phobia, I now needed a councillor to deal with what had been unlocked from my mind!

Janet then went on to tell me that it was quite unusual for people to experience past lives, and that it was usual to just go back to where a trauma was experienced and then for it to be healed. Apparently, I was a little different than any of her other clients…

She then went on to mention that she also had a reoccurring dream that made little sense to her. Not giving me any details, I just nodded. Obviously, Janet was trying to give me some assurances, although what I really needed was some tranquillizers!

The conversation then drifted on for a few minutes as we exchanged pleasantries. Apparently her next client had failed to turn up - probably run a proverbial mile when they heard me screaming out!

My treatment had been free, but even so, I felt as though I should offer her something in return. Eventually we agreed that I could give her some Reiki. Maybe it would do me some good if I just relaxed and let the energy flow?

So, Janet relaxed on the therapy couch, and I composed myself running through the usual procedure that I had been taught by Steve. Bright lights soon filled my closed eyes, as my hands began to heat up. That was normal for me, and it felt good to be back on familiar ground.

I had my hands placed gently on Janet’s shoulders, as my mind began to drift. That is the thing about Reiki, it works through you, and so you can think about such things as what you are going to have for your dinner. Normally, most people just sense the odd thing, but as we had just established, I was far from normal!
The coloured clouds of energy which I normally saw began to part, and I could see myself standing on a small hill. The ground seemed to be covered in red sand, and as I looked down I could see a pyramidal structure. Approaching it was a group of people in ceremonial dress, which looked vaguely Egyptian. They mostly seemed to have auburn hair, and by the looks of it, the whole thing was part of an elaborate ceremony. There were other people standing by me, and then as we all looked on, a series of explosion began to erupt.

There was panic, as out of the sky appeared some attack ships. They were firing pulses of energy which had taken everyone by surprise, and right beside me there was a small girl who started to cry. Without thinking I grabbed hold of her, carrying her towards my own ship. Some of the others who had been gathered around me also followed, as we all dashed inside. I then made my way to the pilot’s seat, and initiated an emergency take-off.

Large explosions went off all around us as I made it into the air, climbing rapidly through the clear blue sky. I continued to rise until I was in the upper atmosphere. From out of my observation window I could see that the whole planet seemed to be under attack, with large explosions breaking out everywhere.

It was just like watching a Star Wars, and as my ship sped away, the vision began to clear. Familiar glowing clouds reappeared, as I continued with my Reiki healing. I now stood up, placing my hot hands over other parts of Janet’s body. I only ever touch the shoulders as I feel uncomfortable placing my hands anywhere else, particularly if I am treating a lady.

Things drifted on until I had finished, and then I sat back down on my chair waiting for Janet to open her eyes. Initially I did not think much of what I had seen, as I just thought that it was my imagination, but when she did open her eyes, I was in for another shock.

Janet had also shared my vision, and then told me all about her reoccurring dream. Apparently, she was convinced that in one lifetime she had lived on another planet, and as a small girl she had been rescued form a terrible battle. All of her people had auburn hair, which meant a great deal to her. When first meeting me, she could tell that there was something different about me, which is why she had mentioned about finding out what planet I was from!

So, somehow I had been able to channel something which meant a great deal to her. Now she felt relaxed having broken her reoccurring dream. I had rescued her not only from the dream, but also from the planet she was once from. It had been a very rewarding session, and someone had been cured, but sadly that someone was not me… 


