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Introduction

How To Use This Book To
Rewrite Your Stories and
Experience The Amazing Benefits

How many times have you said,
“If only I could go back and do it over again.” ?
If you are like most of us, probably more times than
you can count.
Whether we are referring to a regret from two
hours ago, two years ago or two lifetimes ago, things we
have done and said and things that we have neglected to
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do and say, create the negative emotions of guilt, regret
and anguish. These emotions linger within all of us to
some degree.
Over the past two decades, we have been literally
bombarded with material that tells us if we think
positive thoughts and visualize our dream, it will surely
come true. Lasting fulfillment can be ours. This is true.
There is just one problem.
We think positive thoughts; we visualize what we
want… good health, prosperity, lasting love, our life’s
purpose and spiritual transformation. Certainly we
want and deserve all of these things. We put positive
energy in that direction and still fall short. We are not
realizing the dream. Why not?
The answer is simple. It’s all there…the good health,
the prosperity, the lasting love, our life’s purpose and
spiritual transformation. We just can’t see it. All of the
joy and perfection is out of view and just out of our
reach.
The blocks that are created by those lingering
negative emotions from stories from our current or past
lives have, block by block, create a wall between us and
our perfect life. It’s all there waiting for us. It is easily
within our grasp. This book will show you how to
remove the blocks from your wall, one by one, and
reveal the miracles that you have already created and
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that are waiting for you right now. Once we discover
this exciting truth, why would we wait one moment
longer for that miraculous life?
As a Holistic Practitioner, I have spent years guiding
both children and adults to a healthier way of life. But
when my own challenges presented in the form of
debilitating physical dis‐ease, I didn’t know how to help
myself. I turned to past life regression as a path to my
own physical healing.
Finding and identifying negative emotions attached
to past life experiences was helpful. Knowing the source
of my dis‐ease evoked some healing response, but over
time it became clear that identifying the sources of my
regret, guilt and anguish was not enough.
Gradually, the secret began to emerge. If I could
rewrite the endings of my own stories and transform
the negative emotions into positive ones, a complete
healing was more likely. I tried it. It worked. My life has
changed. My deeper life purpose has emerged. Part of
that purpose is now sharing my experience with you
and with others. I have developed Rewrite Your Stories
as a therapeutic process. Rewrite Your Stories is an easy
to apply, three‐step method that will allow you to
remove the blocks from your wall and reveal the
miraculous life that awaits you.
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First, I will take you by the hand and we will travel
together through my own past life experiences. You will
experience the vivid imagery set in the sands of Israel,
the mountains of Montana, a Native American
reservation and what historically we now call The Dust
Bowl. I present my past life memories just as I recalled
them through numerous regressions and through self‐
hypnosis. In each life discovered, there lies beautiful joy
and the deepest anguish. I have not embellished. The
information is factual with no fabrication. Current life
and surprisingly, future life experiences, become an
important part of the exploration.
Next, we return to each story that holds the
emotions of regret, guilt and anguish and use the
Rewrite Your Stories process to transform these
negative emotions into positive ones. As you experience
the new endings along with me, you will have the
opportunity to actually feel how the process works and
begin to understand how you can apply this method to
your own life. You need not believe in past life
experiences in order to benefit from the process.
Perhaps your wall is constructed of blocks from your
childhood, your adolescence or from just months ago.
No matter when your blocks arose, the process remains
the same.
Finally, the three‐step process is described in such a
way that you can begin to change your life today. And
there is a hidden miracle that will unfold as we begin to
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make holes in our wall…as we peer through the new
openings and discover all the wonders that await us. As
we change, the world around us also begins to change.
Our newfound inner peace extends beyond ourselves.
This miracle unfolds with no further effort on our part.
This is precisely the way in which one human being can
change the world.
Congratulations! All that you have ever dreamed
has been achieved. Now take down the block wall. Isn’t
it exciting to imagine what is waiting there?!
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Chapter One

The Dust Bowl

The day I died was, for the most part, like any other
day. It was 1936 in Southeast Colorado. Black Sunday
was now a memory that lingered hard for us. Most had
moved on long before now, not quite knowing where
they were headed. Anywhere but here seemed good
enough.
I was tired. God, we were all tired… those of us who
had waited it out. Day after day, the wind wouldn’t stop
and the cars wouldn’t start and our lives lost all
meaning as far as we could see through the dust. It’s
hard to hold on to anything when you are losing
everything. We lost our jobs, our men, our crops, our
friends. That was almost too much to bear. But when we
-7-

Sändra M. Smith

lost our children, many of us lost hope. Some days, we
were just too tired to grieve. Other days, we were too
buried by our grief to do much else.
For quite a long while, life in Southeastern Colorado
had been good. Roosters kicked up dirt in the yard as
the children chased them relentlessly. It was hard to tell
whether this little antic was more fun for the kids or the
animals. One beautiful brown horse of perfect stature
sought shelter under a newly built lean‐to. Her coat had
a velvety sheen and her mane a healthy black gloss. The
house was modest but comfortable. I was content.
Outwardly, we all seemed to be.
I was a teacher of sorts. My name was Cassandra
Woodhouse. I never taught in the real school… the one
room building run by the head mistress, a woman with
no family or children. I had too many responsibilities to
be offered the teaching position that I craved. Back then,
teachers were required to be single, modest and proper.
I was married, a mother, and most importantly, far too
irreverent to be considered an acceptable role model
for the children in our community.
So instead of possessing any official title of Teacher,
I found the children in our little town coming to me
when they struggled with a particular subject in school
or when they were put out of school for their rebellious
nature. Books lay open, pencils rolled about and little
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ones on the other end of it all were either studying hard
or poking one another with pencil lead.
When we weren’t playing school at my place, the
kitchen table transformed into tea time for the moms
and older ladies. Under the guise of coming to tea, the
neighborhood women showed up at my door with one
ailment or another with the expectation that I could
heal them. I never claimed to have such a gift. But to me
and to those who came to “tea”, it did appear that my
concentrated, yet gentle touch regularly cleared up
common ear pain, bronchitis, and most muscle aches.
Even more serious disease often times took a positive
turn when sick folks came around. This magic, as many
called it, worked most effectively with children.
As I witnessed the consistent positive impact of my
tea sessions, I began to trust my healing abilities simply
based on the evidence. As long as no one talked openly
about what actually went on at my kitchen table, behind
the ruffled curtains and the sand laden window sills, no
one interfered.
When my own children came down with the dust
pneumonia that had stolen one child after another from
us, there seemed to be no immediate need to take them
anywhere for medicine or treatment. The doctors were
failing miserably at saving our children. In contrast, I
had held many of them on my lap and placed my hands
gently against their tight wheezing chest, and one by
-9-
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one, many of my neighbor’s children had recovered. But
when I confidently applied my healing touch to my own
ailing children…they died. One by one, they died.
I added steam, eucalyptus, and licorice tea to my
healing regimen. Three of the five died a horrendous
suffocating death after days and days of coughing up
brownish blackish phlegm mixed with blood and dirt.
My husband had left us months before along with
my father‐in‐law. There were no crops, little food and
money was dwindling. They promised to find supplies
or work. I was angry at their leaving us behind, but after
so many months of blinding dust and grief, my anger
transformed into ferocious independence.
On that last day, I watched myself as if I were
watching a movie. Sitting in a rocking chair, the woman
who used to be me looked into my baby’s eyes. A little
girl who couldn’t have been more than six or seven
months old. Like the others, the dust lay thick in her
lungs, leaving no room for even a fraction of a breath. It
was certain now. There was no hope for her.
I grew more calm and more cold as I watched
myself gently place my hand over my baby’s nose and
mouth. Without feeling, I helped my youngest daughter
stop struggling. She took her final breath more easily
than the others had. I pretended that she was asleep
and continued to rock her and sing to her for the longest
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time. My mind went somewhere and I could hear
children running through the house making the level of
noise they used to make just at the moment when I
would tell them to settle down.
Just memories now, evidenced by the small white
crosses that I could see outside my window. Still, I
allowed the memories of rambunctious children to
comfort me as I put little Beth into her cradle one last
time. I tucked her in with the soft white blanket that I
had crocheted especially for her. She was so quiet and
still. A gentle sweet smelling mist rose from her and
clung to my hair like droplets of morning dew.
I felt heavy, like when you collect special little rocks
with your children and eventually they weigh down
your pockets, threatening to tear the seams. I could not
distinguish between my heart and those rocks. I made
no attempt to try. I made my way to the trundle bed
next to the cradle where my baby would sleep forever
now, and close to the warmth of the fireplace. I was
dressed in a simple white cotton gown. How many days
had I been wearing that gown?
I knew for certain that I wanted to die. Please God,
let me die before the sweet baby mist evaporates from
my hair, leaving me with nothing. I don’t know how long
I lay there. I felt a tugging on my gown. As I watched
myself leave, I could still feel enough to hold anger in
my heart. I watched, as if from a great distance, as the
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last embers in the fire went out. The cold came in like
steel replacing the warmth. How could he have just left
us here like this? When he returned, he would find a
scene from which he would never recover. I visualized
what that might look like for him and then I died,
finding a resentful satisfaction in his pain.
______________________________________________________________
This was the first of my stories discovered through
past life exploration.
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Chapter Two

The Facilitator

It was September, 2007. I had been suffering
physically for a very long time. Low energy; difficulty
functioning; debilitating headaches; chest pain most
nights. My joints swelled to the point of breaking the
skin. I had an overall sense that my body was letting me
down. I began to look forward to leaving it behind. I
began to hope that my next assignment would not entail
taking on another human form. But life went on and I
needed to find a way to navigate differently. I needed to
find joy again.
I had shirked western medicine over five years
before, so there was no official diagnosis. I met the
practitioner who would become my past life regression
- 13 -
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facilitator at a holistic trade show in Durango, Colorado,
my home at the time.
It was late in the day on a Saturday, the first day of
the show. I had a few minutes to shop as I waited for my
husband to finish his visit with Madeline, a psychic
reader.
I was anxious to leave the thickness of the energy
that tends to hang around these types of shows. I
appreciate and respect the work of those presenting
their skills. As a holistic practitioner, I myself have set
up at these events once or twice. But it seemed as
though putting too many psychic readers and intuitives
in the same room was akin to putting too many kinds of
fruit juice in the same pitcher as a summer refreshment.
The distinctly different luscious and colorful drinks,
when blended together, produce a brownish odd‐
tasting mix. When we were kids, we called this stuff
“bug juice”.
He manned a booth, sitting in a chair with his arms
crossed over his chest. The body language suggested to
me that perhaps burnout had set in for him, too. I
approached with a little hesitation.
My first comment to him was that I felt that I knew
him from somewhere. He shrugged. I chose not to judge
his response and, despite the fact that my first response
to him was lukewarm, I felt compelled to stay. Perhaps I
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had seen him at a holistic show before, I suggested. But I
knew, even then, that there was more to it than that.
________________________________________________________________
It can be difficult to sort out our feelings of
recognition when we sense that we know someone
during what we perceive as our first encounter. Do they
simply remind us of someone whom we already know?
And if we do subconsciously remember them from
another lifetime, will they necessarily recognize us, too?
There have been many documented cases in which
friends, lovers, parents and children have discovered
through past life regression that they have been
together before…sometimes more than once. These
circumstances present us with overwhelming evidence
that there can be truth to our past life experience.
However, what seems to be more often the case, is that
past life experience is not as linear as all that.
For instance, you may recognize someone whom
you have clearly identified as a child in a former life. Yet,
even if she investigates her own past lives, your child
may discover that she lived in a different time and place
during the time that you are certain that she was with
you. And the wonder of it is…you are both right and
both stories are equally valid.
Does this mean then that past life experience can be
passed off as vivid imagination? It’s not that simple. In
- 15 -
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order to make sense of our human experience, we
create time. It’s our mind’s way of putting things in
some sort of order. It is crucial that we do this in order
for our minds and bodies to function. We must realize
that it is not another person’s mind or body that we are
recognizing. It is their soul. It is the very essence of
them that we recognize. Often, this recognition comes
through the eyes. A person’s soul can exist in many
dimensions at once. This is just another way for us to
experience our connection to the collective soul and feel
the meaning of the concept that God is everywhere.
Our purpose on this earth is to heal the fragmented
soul and become one again. We each hold a piece. Those
of us who recognize one another are really recognizing
that if we stay close with the recognized other, whether
for a brief moment or throughout many years or
lifetimes, together we will facilitate a part of that
healing. We have soul business to do together—the
healing inside ourselves that brings us all closer to
collective healing.
The big bang theory of how the universe originated
provides a visual explanation. Envision a violent cosmic
explosion creating a new, more fragmented system. The
same concept applies to the collective soul. There was
indeed a big bang of the soul. Now we are busy with the
work of picking up the pieces.
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Those of us who walk through our lives with some
awareness of this work in progress, whether conscious
or subconscious, carry a certain magnetic energy…some
more than others, depending on the level of awareness.
The more awareness we carry, the more magnetism we
put forth. Some simply call it light. It is that magnetic
charge that manifests itself as recognition between two
human beings…two soul fragments, naturally pulling
together for the purpose of healing. And it is always the
case that the healing between the two is mutual.
_______________________________________________________________
He was a medical intuitive, I discovered, the guy I
recognized at the holistic fair. He maintained a practice
in Albuquerque, New Mexico. I signed up for a ten‐
minute evaluation of my physical health issues. When
his assessment was complete, he concluded the
following: my adrenals were shot…well, not totally shot,
but getting there; not to judge, but I needed to lose
some weight; there were thyroid issues and specific
diseases were mentioned although he clarified that he
didn’t really like labels. He recommended that I go off
wheat and dairy for a start. He also recommended his
book and a full food sensitivity screening.
He concluded with some personal advice. He felt
that I had a good relationship with my husband, but it
could be better.
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I bought his book, proceeded with the food
sensitivity screening and spent time with him two
weeks later on a phone consultation. I was intrigued,
when during the consultation, he mentioned a possible
past life regression for me. We both agreed that there
was much emotion and trauma for me to clear away in
order for my physical body to heal. He assured me that I
could heal without the exploration of past lives, but said
that for some, this type of self‐exploration could
accelerate the healing process by bringing past trauma
and grief into the conscious mind, so that it could be
experienced and cleared. He felt that I might be one of
those who would regress easily and integrate the
experience well.
There was much warmth and a relaxed patience to
his approach during the phone consultation. I trusted
him. We scheduled the regression.
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Chapter Three

The Beginning of a Journey

The four‐hour drive from Durango to Albuquerque
is, in itself, like driving from one lifetime to another. Just
north of the New Mexico border, the scenery change is
as immediate and drastic as a stage play with no
intermission. If you are paying close attention, you can
glimpse the disappearance of the often snowcapped La
Plata Mountains in the rear view mirror at just the
moment that the sky in front of you gets bigger and the
grass ahead turns from green to brown.
Miles and miles of horse fence mounted in caramel
colored sand lead the way. Splotches of soft‐looking,
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begging‐to‐be‐touched grass surrounded by purple
flowers seem to say,
“Welcome to the Land of Enchantment.”
Speed limit 70. A few stop signs at the side roads
appear now and again. On this trip, the double yellow
stripe in the road has been recently repainted. Screech
marks tell of a close call between a vehicle and a deer,
or perhaps an elk.
I crack my window and the smell of the November
desert is as delicious as the cinnamon roll I tried to pass
up this morning, but couldn’t. The temptation came
from the one little bistro along the way…the only place
en route offering any semblance of palatable food.
They call Albuquerque the Duke City, but as I exit
the freeway making my way toward my Corrales Bed
and Breakfast, I am reminded that this city is laid out
more like a collection of small self‐sufficient villages.
Even with a population of over 500,000, the energy is
manageable and I feel at home here.
_______________________________________________________________
The directions that the Bed and Breakfast lodging
owner had given me were good. I found my way easily
to the place that would set the scene for the week to
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come. I found the Casa de Koshare to be small, quaint
and a little cluttered. I met both John and Marie Beemer,
the owners, upon my arrival. They were warm and
especially helpful, with a nurturing way about them.
The adobe that held just four rooms for guests was a
long, winding structure, all decorated appropriately for
its Southwest desert location. The back yard offered a
spectacular view of the Sandia Mountains and since I
knew Albuquerque, I excitedly anticipated the
awakening of twinkling city lights at the base of the
mountain, once the night came.
Marie was quick to point out the stone labyrinth off
to the north side of the yard. I could tell that she was
proud of this offering and she encouraged me to join in
a labyrinth walk and art project, a community event
that she had organized for a few ladies for the upcoming
weekend. I thanked her, knowing that I would decline.
Attending group events, especially ones among
close knit groups, had never been my style. And even if
the invitation had intrigued me, I didn’t quite know
what to expect from the coming days. I was here to
focus on the regression experience, and to spend time
with my dear friend of almost 30 years, Liz, who had
recently pulled off an unexpected recovery from brain
cancer. Liz and I would celebrate…her recovery…our
friendship…and the beautiful fall. Fall was complete in
Colorado now…the trees already bare. But autumn had
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just begun to show its color here. It was as though time
had been turned back on the seasons for me, too.
Marie asked me what I would like for breakfast,
because after all, that’s pretty much what bed and
breakfasts are all about. I declined breakfast. I had
brought some dried fruits and nuts from home. That
would do. I did accept her offer to have a pot of dark
roast coffee waiting for me in the morning. She was
delightfully persistent in her efforts to be of service.
My room was cozy. November is off‐season for
Albuquerque, so I was the only guest that particular
night and for several nights to come. I enjoyed a soak in
my private oversized Jacuzzi bathtub. When I rose the
next morning, I followed the aroma to the promised pot
of dark roast in the dining/living area. Along with the
coffee, a pot of hot water and packages of instant
oatmeal waited there. Lined up in front of the coffee
pot—three tiny crystal pitchers. One was filled with
dried cranberries, another with walnuts and the third
with thick fresh cream. I prepared the oatmeal. I took
my time decorating it amply with walnuts and some of
the cranberries.
I poured a little cream trough, just around the edges
so as not to mess up my fancy creation in the middle. I
sank into the soft cushioned sofa, ate my breakfast,
looked out onto the yard, got lost in the mountain view,
and cried.
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Chapter Four

The First Regression

I entered the facilitator’s office that day, not really
nervous or fearful, but with a guarded anticipation. The
office was plain, your typical doctor’s office look, but
distinguished by a bookshelf filled with selections on
subjects such as archetypes, soul mates and how to
channel mystic messages.
A glass case in the reception area stood empty. A
few gift type items were scattered on the top of the case.
It appeared that they were either in the process of
moving in or moving out or perhaps just reorganizing. I
was admiring a white unicorn statue sitting atop the
case when they entered to greet me. They were a team.
- 23 -
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His wife was the first to welcome me and offer me
bottled water. I accepted. The facilitator followed
shortly thereafter.
Once I was settled on the table in a massage
therapy‐like room, she tended to my comfort, placing a
pillow under my head and one under my feet. She made
a lightweight blanket available just in case I felt cold
later on. She darkened the room. There was something
so familiar and comforting about this ritualistic tending
and preparation.
He started the session by assuring me that there
was support here for me. A room filled with the spirits
of those who loved me. He counted them. Twenty‐eight.
Some were spirits of those who had passed. Others who
were still in body had sent their loving energy to
accompany me… because they knew how much this
experience meant to me. He said that he had never seen
so many in attendance at a regression before this. I
wondered if he was exaggerating.
He began the regression with relaxation techniques.
I closed my eyes in response to his direction. Then, in
my mind’s eye, he led me through a luxurious room. He
offered me an opportunity to furnish it any way I’d like.
Then, he guided me to an elevator. The elevator was the
old fashioned kind. It was elegant, crafted from gold. I
can’t recall whether the elevator exterior was of his
design or mine. We stepped into the elevator together
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and I realized that he was no longer facilitating from his
chair in the darkened room. He was with me in the
elevator. His presence was a comfort.
He encouraged me to decorate the walls of the
elevator. I placed a picture of my daughter there. She
was dressed in clothing of a different time and place.
She wore a stern expression, not characteristic of the
cheerful young woman she is today. His voice described
the picture to me. I was amazed at his accuracy.
He offered me the opportunity to press the elevator
button and to choose a floor where we would stop. I
could wait until I was ready. His guidance was kind,
gentle and always stated in the form of an invitation so
that I could move at my own pace…or not go at all if that
was my decision. I stopped the elevator and looked out.
I saw myself. A woman cloaked in black, surrounded by
sand and a narrow flowing river. The sun was setting
and the sky was ablaze with it. I described to him what I
saw. Did I detect a slight tone of intrigue in his voice
when he suggested that we might be in the Middle East?
I felt a panic at that suggestion. I didn’t know why. I
did know that I was not ready to find this lifetime…not
yet. So I turned away from the setting sun. Now my eyes
landed on what was left of a charred cabin like‐
structure. I described it to him.
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He asked me to go back in time, just a little. To a
time when someone was living in the cabin. I did. The
cabin was now surrounded by deep woods. I stepped
inside and saw myself as a child of about six or seven
years old. I was feeding another little girl oatmeal. She
was younger than me, but not by much. She was sitting
in a high chair but she appeared a little too big for it.
He suggested that I was very wise, even at this
young age. I agreed, but said that being so wise as a
child had rarely worked to my advantage.
“I’m always in trouble.”
The words that left my lips were that of a small
child with a pouty tone. He chuckled.
“A good kind of trouble,” he suggested.
“Easy for you to say! You’re not the one who’s
always in trouble!”
I didn’t actually say the sassy little girl words that
came to mind in that moment. I still felt a little shy. Was
it me who felt shy, or this little girl? He chuckled again,
and I was certain he had heard my sassy comment just
the same.
“Who is she?” he pushed me.
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“Who is that little girl that you are feeding? Grow
her up.”
I panicked inside. I felt that he was asking a lot of
me. I wasn’t sure I was capable of using the level of
insight he was assuming that I had. And suddenly, what
he thought mattered. But in just a few seconds,
effortlessly, I saw her face. We were there together. All
grown up. Holding hands and looking past a beautiful
bridge down a long road…it was paradise.
I looked into her eyes, this little girl grown up.
Emotion took me over and I wept. It was Liz. I told him.
My very best friend for the past thirty years. (Twenty
nine and a half years. She would have corrected me, if
she had been there.) I told him that we were standing
together and looking down a long road. I described the
paradise that was waiting for us. A beautiful turquoise
ocean, white sand, and a rainbow with colors I had
never seen in this world. I wanted to get closer. I
wanted to go there. I wanted to run there with her. But
my friend was afraid. She refused to go with me. And I
couldn’t bear to go without her.
“Tell her,” he said.
“You know what to say to her so that she won’t be
afraid.”
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Of course, I didn’t know. But then the words came.
From where, I had no idea.
“I promise, I won’t let go of your hand,” I told her.
He asked me to go even further into the future with
her. I took a moment to do that, becoming more
confident in myself and the process now.
“What’s happening now?” he prompted me.
I was sitting next to her bed. She was leaving her
body. I called it her death bed, but somehow the words
didn’t fit.
“Is she having a hard time letting go?” he wanted to
know.
I explained that she was not. That she was ready.
But she was just a little bit afraid because she didn’t
know what was coming. He told me to put my hand on
her heart and tell her again.
“Say good‐bye and tell her what she needs to hear.”
It was no longer as though I was observing. I was
there with her. I gently placed my hand on her heart and
told her it was OK to go. I promised to find her again.
________________________________________________________________
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Just days later, Liz would call me. She would tell me
that something had changed inside of her. She was no
longer the same fearful person that she was just a week
before. She said that somehow she knew that whatever
life had to offer her now, she would not be afraid to face
it. It was all good, is how she described it. I would hang
up the phone after our talk, wondering if my
visualization could have had something to do with her
newfound fearlessness. Since I had not gotten anywhere
near the point of embracing my own spiritual strength,
or the power of visualization, I would dismiss it as
coincidence.
________________________________________________________________
I sensed that the regression was coming to a close. I
asked if I could connect with one of the spirits in the
room. When he said of course, I asked to speak to my
father. He needed to know my father’s name. Aldo, I told
him. Yes, Aldo was here. He had led all the rest into the
room. The facilitator spoke on his behalf. Aldo had a
message for me. He was sorry. And he was proud of me.
And I was able to tell him that there was nothing to feel
sorry for. He had done everything right.
I began to drift back from the semi‐hypnotic state,
even before my facilitator began to count me back. I
realized that I should have followed his lead, since my
return felt a bit like a crash landing…not the gradual
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return that he had so meticulously meant to provide for
me. I had not felt my body for the past half hour or so.
Now, suddenly, I was cold. My body trembled. My
bladder was uncomfortably full. I wanted to go home.
The gentle guides of my experience now seemed
like intruders on one of the most intimate experiences
of my life. Fully clothed, except for my shoes, I felt
naked and exposed and way too open. As I came more
awake, I thought that they both looked a little
astonished. For a brief moment, I wondered if this was
their first time at this, too…their first past life
regression. We chatted briefly but I wished they would
just go. He said I did a great job. I told him he did a great
job, too, and he seemed to be amused by that.
They both left the room, perhaps picking up on my
discomfort, with the assurance that they would be close
by if I needed anything. They encouraged me to take my
time getting up from the table. I felt silly when, in the
next moment, now that they were gone, I felt so very
alone. I hurried off the table, not at all taking my time,
and began to slip my shoes back on, still clutching the
used tissue that I had cried into several times during the
regression experience.
My right foot was only half‐way into its respective
shoe when he walked back into the room. He didn’t say
anything. His arms were open, and I only half accepted
the loving kindness that he extended. But the portion of
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it that I did accept felt fatherly and familiar. He offered
so much energy and strength that I felt as though I could
stop breathing for a while and it would be OK because,
in that moment, he was breathing for both of us. I
thanked him.
I followed him back to his office where he checked
my hormones and thyroid. He was pleased that my body
had begun functioning better with just that short
amount of time on the table. He said he felt that we had
more work to do together. I agreed. His wife
reappeared, and we made small talk as I left the office.
I had one more day to spend in Albuquerque before
heading home. I was conflicted by the experience. I
could already feel the positive physical effects. Still, I felt
so much connection and compassion for the woman
that I watched lose so much in my regression. It was
harder to watch myself in pain than it had ever been to
actually experience the pain. And since that woman was
me, I knew I had some grieving to do.
________________________________________________________________
There seems to be at least a sense of curiosity from
most people on the subject of past life experience.
Support from others who have gone through the same
experience, however, is hard to find. What can be even
more trying, is working through the emotional fallout
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after each regression. Certainly, close friends and family
who are comfortable with the subject are willing to
listen and can be supportive to a certain extent. The
facilitator offers a very good follow up process to help
with what he calls integration. But when experiencing
the loss of loved ones, children in particular, as part of a
past life regression, we find the same level and quality
of grief can surface as if the incident happened just
yesterday. This debilitating grief inevitably creates the
same internal and external havoc and chaos. How does
one explain the lack of ability to function while grieving
lost children, when to the outside world, life is business
as usual for you?
Seeking the same support that we might if we had
experienced a profound loss in real time seems the
obvious answer. But we must be selective in choosing
that support with someone who does not minimize the
experience or try to rush us through it.
_____________________________________________________________
I spent another day in Albuquerque with Liz and
with family. Then I cried my way back to Durango,
certain that I was leaving something behind.
At home again, I went about my life as best I could,
integrating the new pieces of me. My facilitator had
been right when he said that now that the door was
open, I could explore past lives on my own at any time. I
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did want to know more, especially about my life with
Liz. My facilitator said my husband and I had been
together before. I sensed that was true and wanted to
find him. I was intrigued by the possibility of a life in the
Middle East that I turned away from during my first
regression.
So I made regular moments for quiet. I educated
myself on simple self‐hypnosis techniques…and I
explored. Before my first follow‐up visit with my
facilitator, I had discovered three more lifetimes.
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Chapter Five

Montana, USA

We rode in an 1880’s model truck with an open bed
and wooden slats. The excitement was almost too much
for me to bear. We were on a bumpy but beautifully
wooded path. The man driving was quiet but he was
gentle with me and teased me a little so I felt good about
him. I was seven years old and before this I had
nowhere to go. Now I was going somewhere.
It seemed like an endless trek to our destination by
the time we stopped in front of a small wooden cabin
with a wrap‐around porch. A fire lit everything up
inside, a quiet light. The man who I hesitantly thought of
as my father helped me down from the truck and took
my hand. A roundish woman with a blue dress and
apron stood there as we entered. She didn’t greet me or
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even him. She just stood there. Emotion took me from
his side to hugging her skirts. Almost immediately, she
began peeling my fingers open, releasing the wad of
apron that I just a moment ago held onto so tightly.
I don’t remember the words exactly, but I could feel
their tone. I would not be sleeping in the house. And I
most assuredly was not to be made a part of the family. I
wailed unashamed, or perhaps ashamed. Either way,
sobs took me over as I processed my misunderstanding.
I felt foolish, as foolish as one can feel at the age of
seven. By this time, he had gathered a pillow and
blanket and took my hand again as we headed back to
the truck. He made me a bed there and seemed sad and
obviously conflicted with the arrangement. It was a
chilly night, but not bitter. The blanket was enough to
warm me. Physically, I felt comfortable on the seat of
the truck. I tried to be grateful for that comfort, but the
sobs returned and eventually I found sleep in the
exhaustion.
I was awakened by the scent of the mountain
morning. It had a presence strong enough to tap me on
the shoulder, and so it did. There was dew on the
windows… or was it steam… from my morning breath?
No, it was dew, I discovered, as a little hand on the
outside of the truck wiped a circle away just big enough
for her face to peer in and get a look at me. I had
thought we were alone in the house last night, just me
and him and her. I was startled at first by the
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appearance of this new little person, but happy at this
new development.
She smiled and waved her fingers at me. Just her
fingers, not her whole hand. She was little, four years
old, I would later discover. Her straight blonde hair was
thin and a little stringy. It looked as though it could use
a good washing and a combing to pull the tangles out.
We examined one another just like two puppies do
when they meet for the first time—exerting great effort
just to hold back the rambunctious energy that waits,
ready to pounce on a newfound playmate, but
proceeding, nonetheless, back and forth, stop and go, for
safety’s sake.
I put my nose up against hers from the inside of the
window and our mutual trepidation, mixed with
curiosity, transformed into uncontrollable little girl
giggles. Then almost as quickly as they had begun, the
giggles stopped and I saw the door of the truck swing
open. There was no time to speak as she immediately
took my hand and wordlessly encouraged me out of the
truck. She pulled me out, really. I went with her,
stumbling a bit on one of the two wooden steps. The
steps and the porch needed attention. I felt the neglect
as the wood gave a little too much underneath my
weight. I allowed her to take my hand and we walked
through the door into the house together. I didn’t expect
either one of them inside, him or her, to like this very
much.
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The inside of the cabin was warm—the kind of
warm that only a wood fire provides. The place smelled
of wood and sweat wrapped up in the wet scent of oats
on the stove. On the square wooden table sat small
dishes of brown sugar and raisins and nuts along with a
glass bottle of milk with the cream floating on top. The
little girl, who was still holding my hand, introduced me
as if they had never met me before…as if I were
someone other than the me that they brought home last
night. And from that moment on, I was someone else. I
was her new sister, she had proclaimed, with more
confidence than you might expect from a four year old. I
would be having breakfast with her, she went on, and I
would be sleeping with her in her bed from now on.
I felt myself half squint in anticipation of their
reaction. There was none. My new little sister, Elizabeth,
(Lizzie they called her) lead me over to one of the long
benches at the table. I remember thinking that I was
glad that she was on my side, so to speak. I sensed she
could be a little tyrant if she put her mind to it.
Lizzie climbed into what appeared to be a makeshift
wooden high chair. She seemed a little big for it, but she
fit and seemed to be comfortable there. The mother
brought two bowls, set them on the table, though not in
front of us, and slopped a good‐sized spoonful of the
pasty oatmeal into each. She set a spoon beside each
bowl and walked away. At first the offering didn’t
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appear very appetizing. I dared to assume that the
bowls of oatmeal were for me and Lizzie.
Lizzie watched and smiled, leaning her chin onto
her open little hand. She just looked at me. I decorated
each glop of oatmeal with the sugar and nuts and
raisins. I took my time, enjoying the moment, since
Lizzie seemed to approve. From that point on, I would
always seek her approval.
I poured a small trough of milk just around the
edges so as not to mess up my fancy creation in the
middle. Then, not quite knowing why, I picked up a
spoon and dipped it full of oatmeal, the brown sugar
now liquid and melty. I offered the spoonful to Lizzie
and she accepted it, laughing and covering her full
mouth of oatmeal, giggling behind her hand. She was
certainly old enough to feed herself, and capable. I had
to assume that she had eaten many a meal before this,
without any help from me. Still, she waited for the next
bite, and I provided it. Then I dug in myself, from the
same bowl and spoon.
For a long time after that, Lizzie allowed me to feed
her every morning at breakfast. We would feed each
other again, sisters in a lifetime to come.
After we had eaten our fill, Lizzie ran off for just a
moment and I watched her with curiosity, kind of
excited to discover what she might be up to next. She
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reappeared from a little room in the corner, what I
assumed was her bedroom, with two stuffed bunny
rabbits. One seemed practically new, store bought. He
was white with some black mixed in and eyes sewn in
tight and a white ribbon around his neck. The other was
clearly handmade out of a brown cloth. His eyes were
buttons that had come a bit loose…a nose was sewn on
haphazardly with black thread.
Lizzie clung to the new, white rabbit and made me
an offering of the overused handmade one. My first
thought was a selfish one. Outwardly, I accepted the
tattered stuffed toy with a smile. I thanked her. Deep
inside I felt envy and longed for the new, clean soft
fuzzy toy that she had kept for herself. Two lifetimes
would pass before I realized how hard it was for her to
give up the bunny that she loved and treasured the
most.
The woods provided a perfect playground for two
energetic little girls. I was the adventurous one. Lizzie
was a bit more reserved, and often times quite fearful. I
coaxed her and prodded her into doing things that she
would never have considered otherwise. I guess she
wanted my approval, too. We crossed the creek when it
was too high and skipped across rocks that were too
slippery. We crossed a footbridge that was far too
rickety and climbed way too high up into an old oak
tree.
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We would play her way, too. Playing “house” and
dressing up in the mother’s clothes was her preference.
We combed each other’s hair and pretended to be fine
madams from another place and time. We worked hard,
too. She less than me. Lizzie was allowed books and
study. She went to school every day. But since I was
initially brought there mostly for working, many days I
was held behind to finish chores and ended up at school
late or not at all.
But how I loved school when I could go. I decided I
would be a teacher when I grew up. I loved writing with
chalk on my little writing board and was especially
excited when I was called to the blackboard by the
teacher to cipher in front of the whole class. Somehow, I
think I enjoyed the writing just so I could look forward
to the erasing when I was done with the work at hand.
There was something about being able to start over
again as many times as I wanted in order to get it just
right that gave me a special satisfaction.
Quite honestly, I really enjoyed the other work, too,
when I was made to stay home from school. I tried not
to let on how much I enjoyed it, because I felt angry that
my day‐to‐day choices were being made for me. But
rolling the sweet doughy smelling pie crust, picking and
pitting cherries from the trees, kneading bread, hauling
water from the creek, even brushing and feeding the
horses, made me feel joyful inside. I liked being useful.
There was something in me that knew that as long as I
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was useful, they would keep me there with my
treasured Lizzie.
It was early morning on a winter day. The cold now
mixed with the smell of smoke and Lizzie and I both sat
up in bed, sensing the danger. Lizzie began to cry.
Smoke poured in and wrapped around us like a grayish
down quilt. I wasn’t cold anymore. I couldn’t breathe. I
don’t know where they were—him or her.
I found Lizzie’s hand and promised not to let go. I
could see the flames but I could also see a way out. I
yanked on her but she wouldn’t budge. I promised her
we would be OK. We just had to run through it and we
had to go now. But Lizzie froze. I couldn’t see her face
but I could feel her body, paralyzed by the terror of it
all. I couldn’t blame her—nor could I leave her. I had
promised not to let go of her hand. So I didn’t let go.
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Chapter Six

My Israel

It was from beneath the olive tree that I found
respite. It provided a shaded haven that offered me a
special sort of peace. Peace was particularly hard to find
during this time of my life. Joy and wonder were a
different matter. I had plenty of both. The olive tree
stood alone and drank from the banks of a narrow river.
And the river ran through the sands of Israel. It was
1838…I was 16 years old.
Settlements were popping up everywhere in Israel
at that time. My family had married me off. I came with
a substantial dowry from a grand lifestyle. But I was in
some sort of danger. I was a young writer, and the
content of my writings had already brought serious
trouble to my family. My new husband would take me
far away. He was older and disinterested in me, except
for the dowry. He brought me to the tent village where
tents were emerging like spring water from the
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underground. These structures were made of a rough,
light‐colored material, were spacious and provided a
thermal effect that worked well to keep us cool in the
heat and warm during the cold desert nights. All of our
tents were pretty much alike in size, save for one. It was
much larger than the rest, decorated with flags. We
could see it from anywhere in the camp. Along with the
tents and the sands, I found here in my beautiful Israel,
mind‐bending sunsets, joy, the stars, and my first great
love.
I delighted in the temperature fluctuations as the
sun went down each day and when the cooling desert
breeze crawled up my back and gently massaged the
nape of my neck. I inhaled what was left of the sunset
from across the narrow but adequate river. Watching
those sunsets was like watching a hot shimmering jewel
dip into the river’s waters… and melt. The sky would go
insane with color amidst it all.
My olive tree, which stood several hundred feet
away from my tent, would change color over and over
again during the course of each day as if some stage
flood light was set to create the effect. Greens and
yellows in the bright of day—dark green and deep
purple as the evening came in and blue in the misty
morning. The shelter of the olive tree was a place
offering a feeling of peace. But peace found outside of
oneself is always temporary. Lasting and authentic
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peace can only be found within. Why does it take so
many lifetimes for us to discover this truth?
We would make fires to warm the desert night. Full
bonfires were not uncommon—and dancing. I liked the
fires, the dances, and the chants that would evoke
spiritual awakening and connection. Before the fires
became bright, the stars and the moon would lend their
natural glow. My God, this was a beautiful place!
As I consider myself and my life then, I suppose I
should have felt lonely. My husband was gone a great
deal, but instead of feeling loneliness, I felt grateful for
his absence. There had not been time to get to know one
another before he began leaving for months on end. He
would return unexpectedly from time to time, taking
what he needed from the village and me and then
leaving again. Still, I was deeply satisfied by my sunsets
and bonfires and walks along the river. There were nut
trees, too—an abundant oasis in the middle of our kind
desert that seemed to have no world outside of it.
I would hoard the meager bits of shade that my
olive tree would offer just past midday. Its silvery green
leaves gave decoration surrounding the deep purple
fruit—olives the size of plums. The fruit felt smooth but
when the light hit just right it looked soft like velvet.
Tiny little white blossoms scattered themselves among
the leaves promising more of the sensuous fruits. It was
beneath that olive tree that I gathered together my
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deepest thoughts, desires and longings. It was from
beneath the olive tree that I could see forever.
I can’t remember the first time he joined me there,
under the olive tree. He just showed up and began
talking one day. The way his mind worked fascinated
me. The pace of his thinking mirrored the quickness of
his walk. He always left as abruptly as he arrived and I
learned to measure my words for their relevance before
sharing my thoughts. I could sense that he bored quickly
by the verbose.
I enjoyed the lingering silences passing between us.
It allowed for a connection that might easily have been
interrupted by empty words. He talked to me about the
stars, how they moved and what it all meant to him. He
explained how each of us was meant to be in sync with
their movement.
His clothing was made from practical, but fine
cloth—finer than the rest of us wore. He wore trousers
and a loose fitting blouse type shirt, all tied together at
the neck, waist and ankles. I had seen him before, up at
the tent on the hill—the one with all the flags. He was
often together with a lovely young woman I assumed to
be his wife. But I never knew that for certain. I had
never witnessed any outward display of affection
between them. He was the son of the family that resided
there, I would later discover, and he lived in luxury.
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I got the feeling that this place from beneath the
olive tree with me was a unique place where he could
open up and be more himself. His nature told me that he
thought about the movements of the universe all the
time. I was a little embarrassed that I hadn’t thought
much about such things before he came along. For me,
the stars were just there. Their dependable presence
seemed like enough until he called on me, intentionally
or not, to expect more and to look more deeply. A
friendship grew. It was natural and comfortable. I
sensed a mutual attraction between us that we never
discussed.
As a people and as a village, we looked out for one
another when there was a crucial need, but except for
the community bonfires with the dancing and the
chants—most nights and most days, we all stayed pretty
much to ourselves. We cooked, we prayed, we played
fairly sophisticated musical instruments. Some weaved.
There were sheep and a few goats.
I don’t remember exactly when the fever set in.
Many of us became sick all at once. We took turns caring
for one another. It was morning, and I lay there on the
soft cushion that was my bed, both hot and cold and wet
from sweat. It appeared as just a shadow coming and
going from the tent to provide extra blankets, sips of
water and some sort of strong grass‐smelling tea. I felt
tired—disconnected—but grateful for the shadow that
came and went. As I began to feel better, the shadow
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slowly took form. I caught glimpses of the handsome
young man with sharp features. I recognized him
now…my friend from beneath the olive tree.
He continued to visit me at my tent long after I
began caring for myself again. He brought new types of
tea. And he brought a blanket for me made of what must
have been a very expensive material. Its texture was
different from the serviceable covers most of us used to
keep us warm. The feel of that blanket was heavenly,
and I spent a lot of time wrapped in it even when it
wasn’t quite cold enough to justify the need for a wrap.
The last night he came, he wrapped us both in that
blanket. Then he made love to me. Strangely, it wasn’t
primarily about sexuality or lust. It seemed that he had
something to show me…a way to get a closer look at the
stars that I had begun to dream so much about. So that
night, we traveled together. I was so very willing to go
with him and not so willing to descend. After that, I
found out how difficult it could be to ground myself. We
would never travel together in that way again.
As much pain that would eventually come my way
during my life in Israel, it was the magic, the stars and
the complete spiritual union with my first great love
that I would hold onto most tightly…lifetime after
lifetime. Still, even that kind of holding on had its price.
______________________________________________________________
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Most of us are quite good at recognizing when we
are holding on to negative emotions or processing a
problem or difficult situation over and over. We
understand that this type of focus on anything negative
just makes it bigger and attracts more of the same.
But how often do we consider the detrimental
impact of holding on to a joyous event or a spiritual
connection too hard and for too long. Whether we are
glomming on to a negative emotion or to a beautiful
one, that holding on creates an energy block. Whether
we are busy wallowing in the sadness or the joy, the
devastation or the bliss, we are blocking the flow of life
and missing the new experiences and creative moments
that we could otherwise attract. We may indeed miss
moving through a door that will take us to our next step
of spiritual transformation. Living today with our hopes
focused on a brighter future creates the same blockage.
The block created by closing around an emotion
will keep the heart closed to the next learning, whatever
that may be for us. Physical dis‐ease can also manifest
very quickly when we allow that block to remain—and
again, remember that the emotion does not have to be a
negative one—a block is a block. The important point is
to allow emotions to flow through. Savor the bliss as it
wafts through your being like an ocean breeze. Feel the
excruciating pain, embarrassment, or grief.
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We need time to process and let it flow through.
Holding is not processing. Holding is the opposite of
processing. Holding is like building a fortress around
the heart to protect it. The price we pay for this sort of
protection is our freedom. And so it was for me. In order
to be free, I would one day have to let go of my beautiful
Israel and the great love I had known there.
______________________________________________________________
I didn’t imagine that after just one physical
connection with my friend, I would find myself
expecting a child and trying desperately to hide my size
and my shame. By the mid‐1800’s, public stoning of
women for their moral infractions had become a thing
of the past in Israel, though this form of punishment
continued in other parts of the world. Still, adultery did
not go completely unpunished. Since my husband had
been absent for many months, it was clear to everyone
in the village that I had broken the rules…broken the
law, really, as it stood in those days.
They came in the night. A group of men, determined
to make an example of me. To my initial horror, my
friend was with them. At first, I assumed he was one of
them. I was more horrified by that possibility than by
the anticipation of what they might do. Then, I realized
that I had assumed incorrectly. The others were holding
him. It took six men including the one that had him by
the hair, holding his head back, forcing him to watch
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what would come next. I tried to ready myself for rape…
whips… beating… so the machete slicing down on my
left breast came quick and as a total surprise.
There was relief in the mere fact that it was done.
His cries of anguish faded. Later, as I woke, he was
there. I saw that I was bandaged. He was still gently
washing the remnants of blood and tissue from my skin.
He was ready with some sort of drink that he said
would take some of the pain. For now, my left side was
mercifully numb. So was my heart. I was angry, still
with child and still deeply ashamed. I blamed him. He
blamed himself.
After that day, he returned just often enough to
tend to my physical wound. We didn’t speak of what
had happened. I didn’t thank him. As soon as I was able
to eat a bit and tend to myself, he was gone. He didn’t
come again until the day our child was born.
I had never given birth before this in any lifetime.
That was certain. You’ve heard it said that when a
woman is pregnant, she just knows. And when the
process of labor and childbirth begins, a woman who
has given birth before knows that, too. I have given
birth eight times throughout my history of lifetimes, and
each time there was an instinct and a knowing about the
process. But on that June morning in 1841, as I walked
along the river at sunrise, I did not recognize the pain
deepening through my lower back. I did not recognize
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the tightness wrapping itself around my lower pelvis. I
began to pause involuntarily to wait out the vice‐like
pressure that first gripped and then temporarily let go
for regular intervals of rest.
The sun was just coming up, and I had been
gathering small bits of wood from a few downed trees
for the evening fire. A new level of pain sent me to my
knees and the pieces of wood tumbled from my arms
making little streaks in the sand in front of me.
I had seen many women give birth, including my
own mother. I had helped tend to them. I heard them
scream and writhe through it. I saw that as lack of
dignity and control. Somehow, from that vulnerable
place on my knees, my bare feet covered in sand, and
my robe clinging to the sweat on my back, I began to
realize what I was experiencing. I had to breathe hard,
but I was determined to remain stoic and in control. I
refused to give in to the agony or seek assistance.
The shame was still with me and weighed heavier
now than the child inside of me. I sat and leaned against
the stump of an old rotten tree and it felt good. I closed
my eyes to wait for what might happen next. There was
blood now—more blood than I ever remember seeing
during a birth before.
Did I find sleep for a moment or did consciousness
leave me? When I came back from wherever I had gone,
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I found myself back in my tent and he was with me, and
the beautiful woman was there, too. I was tired and my
body was ripping in half and there was so much blood.
He offered me a sip from a bottle that I knew was some
sort of liquor. I refused, so he slugged down a good bit
himself and for that moment my heart ached for him.
Tears burned in my throat and hot on my cheeks. I
knew in that instant how dearly he was paying, too, for
our one night together.
These thoughts eked through during the short
breaks between the pain. I wanted to give up but he said
if I gave up we would lose the baby, too. They would
take care of the child, please, just don’t give up. It was a
deep and agonizing plea, so I didn’t give up. I didn’t
know just then that I was going to die. But I promised
the child to them anyway. I had had enough of the
shame attached to all of this. I was anxious to turn away
from it and the damning isolation that I felt this child
had brought to me.
Finally, she came. I wouldn’t look at her. The
beautiful woman scooped her up and somewhere in the
distance I heard her ask me if I was sure…didn’t I want
to hold her? There were more people in the tent now.
Had they been there all along? Were they my neighbors
or were they spirits there to help me move on? I never
knew.
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My world moved farther and farther away now as if
everything and everyone around me was collapsing into
a tunnel and I was staying behind. It was like life was
leaving me—not like I was leaving it. His face was the
last image to fade. I looked into his eyes as long as I
could bear and saw there his image of me. A good
woman whom he had wronged badly. My last thought
was that I should thank him…her, too. I wanted to tell
him that knowing the stars and him had been worth all
of it. I died looking into his eyes, needing to say those
words.
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Chapter Seven

A Native Land

I just sat there on the warped wooden steps of the
country store. Sitting was all I needed to do. People
came and went. My family clung to the wagon we came
in on in a desperate sort of way. My mother and two
siblings waited there as my father made his store
delivery. He wasn’t permitted into the store.
He stacked the boxes of skins and crops and
whatever he knew was of value to them on the front
porch just outside. He had to walk past me with each
trip, hauling the boxes, and each time he passed I had to
accept his disapproving gaze. I felt it whether I actually
looked up or not. You know—that kind of parental stuff
that just hangs in the air like anticipating a screen door
slam once you let it go.
I was 12, but a small girl for my age, looking more
like eight and was told more than once that I shouldn’t
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leave the wagon. Indian people were not welcome
inside, but I had still always gotten away with sitting
quietly on the steps. Even at that age, it gave me some
sort of marvelous satisfaction to threaten their
boundaries. I am not sure whether it was the white
people’s limits or my parents’ that I enjoyed testing the
most. My mother and father were just afraid for me. I
knew that.
Someday, they said, something bad would happen.
I was never quite sure why they tolerated my
defiance, other than the fact that they had enough to
concern themselves with business‐wise on these trips
into town. So as long as I stayed right there on the
bottom step, up to now, the looks of disapproval had
remained my only consequence.
Most of the store customers ignored me. It’s not like
you may be picturing. We were wearing store bought
clothes by this time, one of the luxuries we traded for.
So we blended in were it not for the color of our skin. I
was not conspicuous at all really in my beige dress with
the brown pocketed apron and little orange flowers.
How I looked forward to these trips and to seeing my
special friend.
He had shown up just ages ago in my child sense of
time and noticed me sitting there. I was shy at first, but
he sat beside me quietly and drew me out in a slow and
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gentle way. He started by offering me a book from the
store. I was afraid to take it as a gift, so he kept it in his
pocket and let me look at it every time we sat together.
How I loved the way that little book smelled, the feel of
the hard smooth binding and the sound of the pages
turning like the wings of a little bird taking off from a
low branch.
He was older than me—maybe 17 or 18 years old.
He delivered goods to my father. The stuff came in
wooden crates. My father liked and trusted him to some
degree it seemed, even though he was white. There
were a few white people that could be trusted, my
father always said. You just have to use your head. As
hard as I try, I can’t remember whether it was
ammunition or liquor or both that my father took from
him in exchange for what we had to offer. At any rate,
my parents never openly objected to my spending time
with my friend or to the time that he made for me.
A little at a time, he taught me how to read. I caught
on fast, he said, and I was so proud and excited. He was
a good teacher. Patient and precise. And the coffee
beans in the store. I loved how they smelled, too. So he
brought me a little handful of those coffee beans
whenever he saw me there. I kept them in the pocket of
my brown apron so they blended in and it was like they
disappeared in there…hiding out.
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There were other gifts, too. Shoes. Once, he
discovered me holding the little book a long way from
my face. So next, a pair of glasses. He made eye contact
with my father both times, right before he presented me
with the gifts, so somehow I got the impression that the
offerings were pre‐approved. It was funny how he put
the glasses on me himself…the shoes, too. They were
boots really, but delicate. And black. I liked lacing them
up around the little metal hooks. I laced them over and
over again.
It must have been a year, maybe two, that we
followed this delivery routine. My friend would tell me
silly stories that I thought were probably not true, but I
pretended they were. I would run his stories over and
over in my head on the bumpy ride home. Sometimes I
would laugh out loud in the process. Once, I even
thought I noticed my father smiling as I giggled through
one of my friend’s stories running in my head. Have I
said yet that I never could remember his name, my
friend? Not so far, anyway. Somehow my father secretly
approved of this connection, though it would have been
inappropriate for him to let that secret be known.
This one day, I heard them calling me to the
wagon…I heard it from a distance in the back of my
head somewhere like an echo in an empty room amidst
all that was going on in my young girl mind. My friend
was packing up his wagon, winding the cord around
rusted spikes in order to keep the heavy canvas cover in
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place. I was becoming a young woman now and more
often, I enjoyed watching him. The way he moved, his
strength, the gold strands in his long wavy hair,
glimmering when the sunlight caught him just right.
That’s where I was—all of me—when those calls
telling me to come back to the wagon quickly faded in
and out. Then I saw him, my friend, lift his head in
alarm. There was a lot of noise. Yelling. Accusations.
Screaming. Shooting. And then a silence that left me
with a cold heart…at that moment and in days and in
future lives yet to come. My family was gone. Why didn’t
I go when they called me? Maybe if I had, we would all
be riding safely home by now.
I ran toward them but he caught me, my friend. It
was too late, he told me, and he hid me beneath that
dirty old canvas and the crates. I lay like a wounded
bird on the gritty wagon floor screaming, but just in my
head so no one would hear. But I heard it. And I would
hear that scream in my head behind every thought for
the rest of that entire lifetime.
I was asleep by the time the wagon stopped moving.
The sun hit me hard when he removed the canvas
revealing the crates, and the wood and me. The half of
my face that had been mashed against the wagon floor
was pressed with grit and minute‐sized gravel. I refused
his help as I climbed clumsily to the ground. He reached
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over to wipe the sand off my cheek. I pulled away and
regretted it all at the same time.
We were in the middle of a sandy desolate place.
There was a partially‐built structure not far from where
we stood and a mountain range in the far‐off distance.
He felt a responsibility for me, I could tell. He unloaded
the crates and barrels of water to make room for us in
the wagon bed. It’s where we would sleep until he
finished work on the hovel that we would eventually
call home.
After the first few days, we got back to talking and
to being friends. I was proud when he was amazed at
how much I knew and how much I could to do for us. I
built fires and cooked. Together we put up fence posts.
But there are certain things that fences can’t keep out
no matter how tall or sturdy.
He taught me about wood. I watched his skill. A
craftsman. He seemed to have as close a relationship
with that wood as he did with me. He respected it as he
did me. He had a true reverence for its beauty and its
possibilities. The wood and me. We both represented
life to him, though I was quite certain that he
understood that wood a whole lot better than he
understood me.
I became more than just a little envious as I
watched him take his time caressing the wood—in a
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way I knew he would never caress me. It might have
helped if I knew in a later life that he would touch me
that gently and with so much care—or perhaps it would
not have helped at all. Back then, wood wasn’t assaulted
with power tools. It became what it was meant to
become gradually, in its own time.
Wood, he told me, was forgiving. Damaged wood
could almost always be fixed. Only the natural elements
could prove fatal for wood; fire, flood, or extreme
temperatures. But over these, he told me, the craftsman
has no control.
He said the wood could talk even after the tree was
downed and split. So I listened and I could hear the
wood whispering to me. The whispers remained in the
walls of that little shelter. That’s how I stayed close to
him when he was gone. His own voice became part of
the whisper and that comforted me so that I never
really felt alone.
He was gone quite a lot. For days, and on occasion,
for weeks at a time, selling and buying. Hauling goods
and bringing back water, food and a continuous supply
of building tools and materials. There was never a
sexual relationship between us, but it was an intimate
one. My friend and I held hands, we hugged, and we
dove deep into one another’s eyes, each reflecting back
to the other the very best there was to see.
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How old was I by now? Early teens? Old enough to
attract the interest of outsiders who permeated the
fence limits…twice. They took what they wanted from
the goods in the house and they took what they wanted
from me.
I can’t be sure whether it was out of the sheer pain
of looking at me—a reminder that he had not lived up to
taking care of me the way he promised me and
himself—or the fact that once it was clear that a child
would come of all this, he didn’t know what to do with
me. No matter. The inevitable and long trip back to the
reservation was the outcome.
They didn’t really want me either, but allowed me
to remain. I can see now that he was ashamed and
afraid and had my best interests at heart. But then, the
day he drove away, all I could feel was pain, anger and
abandonment. I didn’t know then that he would come
back to me—and he would find me again—in another
place and time.
So because I didn’t know, I never let go of any of the
anger or the pain, down to the day I died.
Bleeding to death is like falling out of the sky
knowing you’ll never have to hit the ground. Slow,
painless and freeing. Like the bird, like the fleeting
pages of the little book he brought me what seemed like
so long ago. Dying in childbirth was so commonplace

- 62 -

From Beneath the Olive Tree

back then as to be almost expected. There was no drama
in it. I didn’t know if the child died, too, or if it was a girl
or a boy. I closed my heart and died not caring.
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Chapter Eight

The Follow‐Up Visit

I set a follow‐up appointment with my
facilitator…not for another regression experience this
time, but to try to make some sense of the experiences I
had already had. Physically, I was feeling much better. I
had more energy and my outlook had become more
positive…quite surprisingly, since I had discovered so
many unhappy endings in my past lives. When past life
regression is being utilized as a therapeutic tool, it is
most common to find the most traumatic experiences
first. These are the moments that must be healed. These
discoveries can, by themselves, precipitate a significant
healing.
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I had some questions about the experiences and
sought to put them in perspective. I felt that my
facilitator could help me do that. But even more than
that, I felt a deep need to express my gratitude.
I ran late getting to the office. They had moved and
it took me a few extra minutes to find the new location.
The new space was a bit smaller, but just as welcoming.
He performed a quick test on my hormones and
thyroid function. His information was always garnered
through intuition and muscle testing…a method based
in the principles of Kinesiology. No blood tests or
invasive procedures, but accurate. Based on the results,
he concluded that my body was healing and needed less
herbal support now. He reduced some of the dosages of
the vitamins and supplements he had initially
prescribed.
I thanked him and I explained how the kind and
gentle manner in which he and his wife had facilitated
my first regression experience had impacted me as
much as the regression itself. The miracle of it for me
was that I had opened myself to receive that gentle
kindness. I had never been that open before. My past life
experiences had explained why. I was ready to live and
to give in a new way. I was touched again by the
memory of it and my emotions rushed to the surface.
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He told me that he sensed a very deep sadness
coming from me. He said he felt that he could cry with
me...a suggestion that made me pull myself together,
and pull back and close off again, just a little. In that
moment, the possibility of crying with him felt like far
too intimate a suggestion. Yet even before I left his
office that day, I would regret pulling away.
______________________________________________________________
My fear and discomfort was not an uncommon
response, really. In our society, intimacy has become a
confusing concept. More often than not, intimacy is
associated with a sexual connection and physical union.
But a summary of actual English language definitions of
intimacy tells us that intimacy most often refers to the
feeling of being in a close personal association. It is a
feeling of belonging together. It is a familiar connection
that we experience through knowledge and experience
of another.
So when we take the sexual inference out of the
mix, we can instead experience intimacy as the
seduction of the soul. When we encounter someone
during the course of a life, even for a brief moment, and
the soul attraction kicks in, we can tend to misinterpret.
What is actually an opportunity to form an intimate
soul connection with another, we often misinterpret as
a need to form a physically intimate connection. Often
this misinterpretation can lead to extramarital affairs,
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or ongoing confusion about who is meant to be our
lifelong partner or soul mate. Somehow, it has been
ingrained in us that we can only be intimate with one
person, or certainly a limited number of other human
beings during our lifetime. This limitation, placed upon
us by society, family, or ourselves, has become a major
obstacle to our souls’ evolution. Indeed we have the
potential for many, many soul mates.
Alternatively, when we open ourselves to intimacy
with everyone we meet, we begin the healing of the
collective soul. We attract people who belong with us
and to whom we are very closely connected. We find
kindred spirits with whom we have healing work to do,
perhaps for just this fleeting moment or perhaps to
continue our journey of many lifetimes together.
Physical intimacy with one life‐long partner can
prove to be a wonderful arena for growth, healing and
soul evolution. But such a partnership was never meant
to limit the soul’s need for intimate connection to all the
others to whom we belong and with whom we have
significant work to do. This work can be in passing, and
take only a few short moments. Or our work can take us
through many lifetimes together.
True intimate experiences often times transcend
the sexual arena. And just as often, when the beauty of
an intimate experience is injected into our lives with
someone other than our monogamous partner, we can
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become frightened and pull away from our soul’s next
evolution.
____________________________________________________________
The session time remaining was short now. I
realized that I had avoided any real eye contact with my
facilitator up to now. I was looking at my feet. His chair
was facing mine, just inches between us…and so I
purposefully looked up. I had known that I recognized
him from another time and place…his manner, his
physical presence, his voice, the texture of his hair. But
it was through his eyes that I finally placed him now.
It took less courage than I thought it might for me
to simply say,
“It is so very wonderful to see you again after all
this time, my dear, dear friend.”
His response was natural and equally simple.
“It’s good to see you, too.”
We stayed in role, doctor and patient, and finished
the business of payment and small talk. He pointed out
that there was still quite a lot of sadness for me to
process and offered another short regression
experience, since we had a few minutes left in the
session. I declined.
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His take on me was that I had healing abilities and
that I was meant to be a light worker at this time in our
world’s evolution. So he added words of
encouragement.
“Keep up the good work,” he said. “We need you.”
I doubted him. I trusted my skills as a holistic
practitioner. I could support and empower. But at that
point, I was not prepared to accept that I could heal
myself or others. I could not fathom that I could do for
others what he had done for me.
He walked me to the door.
I got in my car and headed out to pick up Liz for a
girlfriend lunch.
_______________________________________________________________
For this trip, I had chosen the Albuquerque Hotel
for my stay; an upscale place with a mountain view and
top‐of‐the‐line pillows and down quilts. I settled into
the plush soft bed and felt protected. I was determined
to explore the sadness that my facilitator had brought to
my attention.
I had pursued a certification in self‐hypnosis in
order to more efficiently explore past lifetimes. In some
ways, it felt safer to regress on my own during these
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discoveries. But when I did venture out on my own, I
missed his company. I missed the safety of his presence.
Moreover, I knew that he saw things along the
regression journeys that I refused to see. He could call
my attention to things that escaped my view.
But that evening, in my Albuquerque hotel room, I
would venture out into time and space alone. I would
seek the source of my sadness. I stretched out on the
bed, performed the relaxation exercises, and in my
mind’s eye, I walked to the elevator alone. This time,
when the doors opened, I could see only sand. I stepped
onto it, my bare feet enjoying the feel. I could smell the
ocean and feel the mist on my face. Feeling like a casual
observer of the scene, I could see myself wearing a body
that I had never worn before.
I was of slighter build. I was more fit. My hair was
cropped short, as if I had cut it myself...a light brown
color in contrast to the deep dark brown that had been
my natural color in every other lifetime. All in all, I
sported a less feminine look. I walked to survey the
landscape and caught sight of strange looking mounds
in the distance lying between me and the incoming tide.
Sand? Animals? It was difficult to determine from
this far away. So I picked up my pace, which caused the
devastating truth to move in close and fast and into
clear view. The mounds were bodies. Human corpses.
The nearer I approached, the more obvious the
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magnitude of it became. I turned to look behind me,
back toward the elevator. It was gone. There was no
way back.
As far as I could see there was only carnage. Men,
women, and children. There were no burns, no
dismembering. Drowning, I concluded. I turned ‘round
and ‘round in disbelief. 360 degrees and as far as I could
turn…as fast as I could spin, nothing changed. I started
to scream. The pain and the grief and the sadness came
out of me in an animalistic howl. Would anyone hear?
Would anyone come? From the sands…from the
hallways of the hotel. No one came.
I sat on a rock that was wedged in the sand with my
head in my hands. I sobbed from deep inside. As if in
stereo, I could hear my own agony coming from both
the sandy beach and the now darkened hotel room. She
and I…the woman who must be my future self. We
sobbed together. What I was seeing was clearly a global
catastrophe…one that we could have prevented… and
didn’t.
“We knew,” my thoughts were telling me.
“We knew but we did it anyway!” I said it out loud.
I sat on that rock and cried until I had no more
energy to cry. Where would I find hope, now that I knew
what the future held for me? For all of us? At some
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point, after the crying, I looked up. The sun was
beginning to set over the magnificent horizon. The
brilliant orange and pink reflected off of the ocean’s
surface. It was so, so beautiful. My eyes were now
focused on the outrageous contrast. Somehow in the
abyss between the joy and the sorrow, I smiled. I smiled
through the sobs and amidst the carnage.
And then among the bodies and with the sunset as
my backdrop, I danced. When I was too tired to cry or to
dance anymore, I began to walk along the shoreline. I
thought that I might be thirsty soon. I would look for
water…and I would look for someone to help.
I didn’t go back on the elevator. Instead, in my hotel
room, I had fallen asleep. I woke at daybreak, exhausted
from the night, face swollen from the tears. Was I
discovering future lives now, too? This was clearly a
future finding…or was it?
______________________________________________________________
Future life discoveries present possibilities of what
might someday be. The classic story of Ebenezer
Scrooge in A Christmas Carol is a fairly accurate
depiction.
When we glimpse the future for what it might be,
we can use that information to help us decide whether
to accept the possibility as destiny, or whether we
prefer to alter our thoughts and actions in the now in
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order to create a different result.
___________________________________________________________
I would need to create a different result. I would
need to figure out how to do that. Then I would share
that information with anyone who would listen. We
would create a glorious future …together.
While waiting for room service, oatmeal and orange
juice, I opened the drapes and unveiled the same orange
and pink sky scene from my travels the night before.
Then, in celebration of the sun, and for all that was good
in my life and for all that hope for creating a new result,
once again, I danced.
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Chapter Nine

In This Life
I was born at St. Agnes’ Home, a convent in West
Hartford, Connecticut. Five months later, I was adopted
into the Mariotti family. It was October 1955. The
Mariotti’s lived in a tiny little house that sat along the
banks of the Naugatuck River in the township of
Naugatuck, Connecticut.
The little neighborhood where I grew up was
known as Little Italy. The restaurants, the barber shop,
the corner store, all run by and frequented by Italians.
How I loved being Italian. I identified with it and with
my adopted family. In my adulthood, I was relieved to
be able to continue my claim to my Italian‐ness when I
searched for my birth family and discovered my true
lineage. I was a confirmed Italian. I was also drawn to
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the Jewish faith and traditions. I was raised Roman
Catholic.
My father’s name was Aldo. In some ways, my life
was a mirror image of life in the little cabin in Montana.
The environment was different—the backwoods of
Montana as compared to the middle‐class suburbs of a
small New England town. But the atmosphere was the
same. My mother could be cool and quite child‐like. She
found it difficult raising children. She was a fearful
woman. Her needs overwhelmed the needs of everyone
around her.
Even into my adulthood, I struggled with how hard
it was to be raised by a mother who hadn’t yet matured.
She often told stories of her childhood and the stories
evidenced the reasons why she might have gotten stuck
in a childish state, always seeking to be loved and
nurtured. On the other hand, there were positive and
very endearing aspects of my mother’s nature. She liked
to play with me and would read and play cards and
games with me for hours on end. Sometimes I would
invite her to play but most times she would invite me.
Either way, as a kid, it was fun. She even let me stay
home from school so I could spend time with her.
We cooked together and baked cookies. We ate
together and there was always money for going out for
lunch, an ice cream treat or a trip to the candy store that

- 76 -

From Beneath the Olive Tree

would completely ruin our appetites for dinner. The
candy adventure would remain “our secret”.
For most of us, it is far easier to see ourselves as
bad or damaged in some way than to accept that our
parents were unable to love or value us the way they
should have. I did come to accept that. Over the years, I
recognized that as hard as it was for me, it must have
been much harder for my mother to be a child raising a
child.
My father worked hard to meet her needs. Despite
the strong macho Italian façade, at least as far as one
could see from the outside of things, he accommodated
her every wish. He had a lot of love in him and you
could tell that he didn’t always like some of her
immature behaviors, especially when it came to me, his
daughter. But he never defied her, even in order to
protect us kids.
Even though the parent‐child relationship was a bit
tentative, growing up, I always had new patent leather
shoes, new dresses and stylish little girl hats to wear to
church. When we did attend church, after Mass it would
be time to visit relatives—the living ones first, then
later, the dead ones buried at the local cemetery.
The radio was turned down along with our voices
as we approached the winding green cemetery lawns.
The whole world piped down as we rolled over the
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gravel in our 1950’s Plymouth. The cold wet dew
soaked through the knees of my little girl leggings as I
knelt in the grass beside each grave. I prayed for the
souls of those I had never met. I offered rote words of a
prayer that I was too young to understand...
“Hail Mary full of grace, the Lord is with Thee.
Blessed art Thou among women and blessed is the fruit
of thy womb, Jesus...Holy Mary Mother of God pray for
us sinners, now and at the hour of our death. Amen.”
I knew even back then that I had come into the
world with a lot of knowledge. I always felt strongly that
I knew much more than my parents. The attitude that
went with that knowledge did not go over well, since I
was too immature to weave in much wisdom.
My body was particularly sensitive. Having my hair
brushed always turned into a fiasco. Even having the
smallest tangle removed from my hair was horribly
painful for me. I could feed the birds and watch the
leaves on the trees blowing in the breeze for hours on
end. I loved to play alone and coveted private time and
solitude. When I was two years old, a sizable tan‐
colored birth mark appeared on my left chest. It never
faded.
I was afraid of knotty pine wood and fire trucks.
The knots in the pine, to me, looked like burnt wood. I
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could smell smoke every time I was near a room or
piece of furniture built from knotty pine.
Even though I liked being alone, I always had time
for the little girl who they called my imaginary friend.
For a long while, wherever I went, Lizzie went. Lizzie
and I slept in the same bed and we splashed together in
the tub. No one else could see her, it seemed. I found
that rather odd. But as time went by I stopped seeing
her, too. I don’t remember the exact moment of her
departure, but after that, I was plagued with nose
bleeds, severe headaches and night terrors. I was often
found sleepwalking. Every year, at about the same time,
my lungs would fill with gunk for no apparent reason
and I would be in bed with bronchitis.
I found Lizzie again in 1978. Elizabeth Diane
Humphrey. There was an immediate magnetism for me.
I needed to be friends with this young woman. We were
both in our early 20’s and both expecting babies at
about the same time. The babies were born and as they
grew so did the friendship.
We talked about kids, husbands, diets, exercise and
our affairs, some real, others fantasized, but all just as
exciting to share. Nearly thirty years of
connecting…coffee, champagne, fine red wine, good
food, junk food, muffins, fine dining, Shape Magazine
and Jazzercise.
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At our best, we hiked the La Luz Trail to the top of
the Sandia Mountains and rewarded ourselves with a
trip to Vegas. We were as different as we were alike.
Life brought us experiences that we would share,
agonize over, cry through and sometimes when we put
our heads together, we even made sense of—suicide,
divorce, The Road Less Traveled, Ram Dass, Tai Chi Chih
and meditation. Then it was time to talk about cancer. It
was time to try to make sense of the diagnosis…Stage IV
Glioblastoma Muliforme…a ferocious form of brain
cancer.
She called to tell me. I was there for her surgery.
When they wouldn’t let me into intensive care to visit, I
told them that I was her sister. She heard me tell them.
We both cried. We were beginning to remember more
of our past life together. After her surgery, I went home
and painted the house. Not that it didn’t need paint, but
the truth was that I needed to fix something, to make
some mess clean again. With every stroke of the brush, I
begged God to allow me to take on some of this for her. I
was willing to take it all. She had always been the fearful
one. I felt I could be brave for her. Gradually, it became
clear that this was her journey to take and I would be
allowed to accompany her just so far.
The prognosis was for one year. We had three. As
time went on, we ate out less and I brought food in
more. We hugged and kissed more. We said, “I Love
You” more. We expressed our gratitude to one another.
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As she lost more of her sight, we held hands wherever
we went. I took her to the health food store and to the
hat shop and to her chemo. I held her hand to help her
navigate through her failing sight.
“When all this is over, let’s hold hands even when
we don’t have to anymore,” she suggested. I told her
how much I liked that idea.
I brought her to my hotel room and we ordered in.
Chocolate cake, slightly warmed, whipped cream on the
side. Except for oatmeal, that was our favorite comfort
food now. That evening, Liz said it was her turn to feed
me. She scooped up a small sloppy serving with her
spoon and offered it. We both laughed and cried, too, as
I accepted it. I covered my full mouth of cake, giggling
behind my hand.
Once she was receiving hospice care at home, I
clipped her finger nails and put lotion on her feet. And
when she lost the use of her left arm and leg I fed her
once more. “Just like when we were little,” I said and we
cried again. It was the definition of bitter sweet to find
one another as sisters again and at the same time,
knowing that it was time to say good‐bye.
We sang together. And during the entire experience,
when her body could only fail her, she remained kind,
grateful, and completely fearless. She always kept a
calendar and clock within view.
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Then one day she told me that I would have to sing
for both of us now. Reluctantly, I did. She would still
finish the last word or two of the songs with me. How
grateful I was that she let me help her. Being allowed to
care for her now provided me with a thin thread to hold
on to while the rest of my world was being pulled out
from under my feet.
Liz expressed few regrets in those final weeks. But
she did regret that she and I had never made the road
trip that we had planned. We had talked about driving
together from Albuquerque, New Mexico, through
Durango, Colorado, and taking what they call the Million
Dollar Highway to Ouray, cited as one of the most scenic
byways in the United States. So when she told me that
she was sorry we missed out on that, I offered a
solution.
“Let’s go today,” I suggested to her.
She seemed shocked that I would recommend such
a thing. She was so frail and could no longer get around
without help. So I explained to her that I thought we
could travel together in a different way now, if she was
willing to try it with me. She was.
We both closed our eyes. We were cuddled on the
sofa together. Slowly I described the drive which I had
taken often. This would be her first time to make the
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trip. I described the view. The sun on the river. The
beautiful buck with antlers stretching as wide as a
Volkswagen. The antlers were fuzzy with brand new
growth. He was drinking from the river. He spotted us
and lifted his head. He looked up and into our eyes. She
said she saw it. It was real.
______________________________________________________________
It has been scientifically proven that when we
visualize an experience, it has the same impact on our
physiology as if it were happening in real time. It has
also been demonstrated that not only are you affected
by your visual, but the other players in your
reenactment are impacted, too, depending on their
degree of openness to such an experience.
For instance, when you create a visualization in
which you express your sincere regret for having
wronged another, not only will that apology alleviate
your own guilt and regret, but if the person you feel you
wronged is holding on to any resentment over the
situation, their resentment will lift, and they may never
understand why. The resentment is just gone, most
often replaced by compassion and understanding.
This is an energetic process. Through this process,
we hold endless opportunities to heal ourselves and
others. The reason that we use this method so rarely is
that we tend to need to do something. We most often
believe that a simple visual is not enough. Believe it. It is
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enough. It can, indeed, be everything! Certainly for Liz
and me, during that last road trip together, it was
everything. It was that very day that my own skepticism
was replaced with faith and certainty. Imagine if we
would each tap into the power of visualization. Imagine
the future we could create together if we walked
through each day healing ourselves…healing everyone
placed on our path.
_______________________________________________________________ _
Over the next few days, as visitors came and went,
Liz told each of them about our trip in full certainty. One
by one they attributed her story to the brain cancer…the
imaginings of a woman slowly losing her mind. They
nodded their heads and smiled as if they were
humoring a whimsical child. Liz and I giggled like little
girls again as we each elaborated for them the details of
the drive. What a magical secret we had, having
discovered together our power of creating what’s real.
She asked me one day what she had done wrong.
Why she was being punished? Her family began to
accept that, as they saw it, there would be no miracle. In
my mind and in my heart, I knew that the last three
years we had together was our miracle.
During the last weeks, Liz became a guru in a five
foot frame. She propped her barely size five feet on the
coffee table in the living room and received guests. She
encouraged them all to come. She welcomed them
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gladly. It was their learning now, she knew. It was the
only reason she was still here. So that they could learn
from her. In some ways, she was pleased to discover
that she still had gifts to offer. But there was another
part of her that was ready to be done.
Liz worried about her husband. She knew her son
and grandson would be OK. It pained me when she told
me that she knew that I would be OK, too. How could
she think that I would be OK? I would most certainly not
be OK! But of course I couldn’t tell her that. So I lied. I
had never lied to her before this.
“Yes, Liz,” I told her. “I will be OK.”
A few days after our Colorado trip, Liz told me that
she didn’t think she could leave me. That was when I
decided that there was one more gift I could give her in
this lifetime. It would be the most difficult thing that I
had ever had to do. I would leave her.
There was something very wrong with that picture
for me. We had left this world together last time. Two
little girls, holding hands as a cabin in Montana filled
with smoke. It was unbearable not to be leaving with
her now. I told her that I would miss her, but that I
would find her. I put my hand on her heart and told her
that I loved her, just like I had done during the
regression experience just a year before. I told her not
to wait for me. She could go whenever she was ready.
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She said that she wanted to bow to me. So I helped her
put her hands together in prayer form. I bowed to her,
too, and then I walked away.
When I arrived home, my daughter was waiting.
She held me in her arms and I wept.
Liz would call me once after I arrived home. She
said that everyone was trying to tell her how to do it.
How to die. I told her to ignore them.
“But if I ignore them, how will I know how?” she
asked me. “I don’t know who to listen to.”
I promised her that she would know. I told her she
could listen to herself. She believed me.
Two weeks later, when the call came that Liz had
passed away, I was shocked. How could I not know that
she was gone? Why had her spirit not come to me to say
good‐bye one last time? She had walked across the
bridge to that beautiful paradise without me. I
questioned everything, especially my so‐called intuitive
abilities. Suddenly it all seemed like such nonsense.
We’re here. We die. That’s it. I didn’t want to be here
anymore. I wanted to go with Lizzie.
_____________________________________________________________
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I am not speaking of suicidal thoughts, not really.
Thoughts of wanting to escape and be somewhere
else—anywhere else—have occurred to all of us at one
time or another. Many of us have learned to travel
between planes of awareness and can find it much more
enjoyable being somewhere else. The dream world as
we sleep or the daydream world in our waking life can
have their appeal as an escape from our earthy
experience. Children diagnosed with what they call
ADD, ADHD, Autism and Asperger’s Syndrome spend
what society views as unacceptable periods of time “out
there”.
These are all forms of astral travel. We are all
capable of it. But there is really nowhere else but where
we are. There is no place to go except to a state that
creates a closer union with God and the universal soul.
And that connection feels really good. But we were
given the gift of dreaming, moving from one plane to the
next (however it works for you) for a very specific
reason. We were indeed meant to fly in order to
recognize ourselves and the boundless soul that we are
and the powerful force that we each possess. Then we
were meant to come back down to earth with what we
learn when we dream—fly—travel, and do something
with it! Getting back down to earth can certainly lack
luster after flying so high above it all.
We need to understand that these gifts provide
those who choose to access and use them with a very
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different perspective of our purpose on this earth, i.e.,
why God put us here and what our role is in healing the
collective soul. We also have a responsibility to the
children to help guide them on when it is appropriate to
travel and when it is time to be here impacting this
world of ours. Once we integrate these skills, achieve a
balance and accept the responsibilities attached to
them, an unimaginable collective healing can take place.
It took me a while to come to this understanding.
First, I had to find Liz. It was agony looking for her again
and coming up empty. I tried so hard to keep my
promise to find her. For all of my experience with
hypnosis and astral travel, as far as I could see, my
Lizzie was nowhere to be found.
At the point that I thought the grief would kill me
and at times wished it would, I cried out for help. I
opened myself completely, and only then did a window
in the veil between worlds open.
That’s the way the process works. We have to lose
something entirely in order to discover that we never
really lost it at all. Grief is one vehicle that takes us
there.
When we grieve, we are experiencing the profound
letting go, often felt as a tearing away. It is painful,
confusing and often leads to a deep sense of
hopelessness. This is how we experience grief and loss
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on a human level. But what makes the experience so
painful is really created at the soul level.
Any loss or letting go will trigger the subconscious
memory of our initial separation from God. Another
way to say this, is that grief triggers the memory of our
separation from the collective soul. That separation, in
reality, does not exist. But since we perceive that it does,
an overwhelming loneliness can consume us. It is that
very loneliness that brings us to our knees. Somewhere
within our cries, we will find the truth. We have lost
nothing. We are never alone and never have been.
It is at this point that the purpose of our loss has
been served. We will continue to experience grief and
loss as part of our human experience. It is only when we
go directly to the crying out and allow ourselves to
become devoured by the experience that the soul will
transcend to a new level. Instead, in our human
experience, we most often handle grief by avoiding the
deep feelings that ironically can bring us out of the
misery and to a new way of being.
_______________________________________________________________
At first, as I came through the other side of my own
grief process, I found myself in many a conversation
with other spirits who were no longer in body. This is
often the first step to perceiving other dimensions more
clearly. Some of these earthbound spirits asked for
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guidance. I provided it. It seemed as though every
earthbound spirit walking the Rio Grande Bosque found
me…but no Lizzie.
Then one afternoon, out there in the misty rain,
from beneath an olive tree along the Bosque Trail, she
found me. I had anticipated that finding her again would
be some monumental happening. Yet nothing could
have felt more ordinary. I asked her so many questions.
She answered patiently, as was always her nature. She
had been there all along, she told me. I was just too sad
to know.
I could see her clearly now. We held hands. She
came in the body that she was in just before she got
sick. During the last weeks, Liz had been unashamed,
even proud, of her baldness. When she came to me, she
had hair again. I asked her why. She explained that her
baldness made others uncomfortable so she decided to
go back to a simple hair style. I wanted to know if she
was OK, but selfishly, too, I wanted to know how often
we might be able to be together now.
“It’s just like when I moved to Mississippi that year,
Miss Sandy, and you were still in Albuquerque. We
didn’t see each other all the time and we didn’t even talk
that much on the phone. But we always knew just when
to check in. We just learned to be together in a different
way. We learned all that back then so we’d know what
to do now. Isn’t it wonderful, Miss Sandy!?”
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She said she was busy learning right now and so
might not be back for a while. She said she misses me,
too, and sometimes she misses the way things used to
be. She checks in with her family, too, but so far only her
grandson knows that she is there. She misses
oatmeal….and chocolate cake slightly warmed with
whipped cream on the side.
Now that I have found Lizzie again, there is nothing
to wait for. Nothing to wish for. Lizzie remains my
earthly motivation to strengthen my ability to see more
clearly through the veil between worlds. So it is…the
ferocious learning has just begun, for both of us.
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Chapter Ten

The Rooftop

What else do I need to see? It was time. I felt I had
to stop searching, at least for now, and somehow
integrate all of what I had learned, for the benefit of my
health and for the benefit of others who might find
some peace or wisdom in my experience. I would
engage in self‐hypnosis just once more.
If I wasn’t careful, I knew I could get so caught up in
past life exploration that I would miss my learning in
the here and now. Already there were times that I felt
like a hypno‐junkie, a common catch phrase for
becoming addicted to the process.
I would ask the angels to help me find anything else
of significance that I might need to know. After this, I
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would find a way to apply and share what I had learned.
My goal reached far beyond just my own physical
healing now. There was a deeper, more universal
process evolving out of my personal quest.
Finding relaxation in my own bed at home, I
entered the elevator with no expectations. I stepped off
the elevator onto a rooftop. It was one of those rooftops
that doubles as an extravagant balcony, with elegant
potted plants and wrought iron tables and chairs. Small
white twinkling lights were strung up along lamp posts
every few feet. The city lights that I expected to see out
in the distance were not there…just a brilliant bluish
black hue. It was as if the building was suspended in the
middle of nowhere—no time, no place.
There was some sort of gathering. I began to
recognize the guests. Liz was there. She wore her
standard attire—simple pants and top with flat
comfortable shoes. She was as she appeared in her early
50’s before the word cancer.
I recognized my youngest daughter. She was older
than she is now. Forty perhaps, dressed in a sexy yet
conservative cocktail gown, high heels and her long hair
elegantly knotted at the crown. She held a martini glass
with some sort of colorful drink.
Mingling confidently was my facilitator. He was
dressed smartly in jeans and a dark shirt and sports
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coat. He was drinking a glass of wine. He appeared just
as he was when I first met him. Fit. Early to mid 50’s
with thick, collar length graying hair.
I saw my father in the distance. He was a young
man again. A twenty‐something wise‐guy type, dressed
in exacting gangster fashion…white shirt, white pants,
sport hat and expensive shoes.
My husband was there…a boy of 12 or so with
charming blonde curls, wearing shorts and a T‐Shirt,
playfully chasing an old hound dog…an activity that
would normally have proven to be a nuisance to the rest
at such a formal event. Here, he was completely
welcome and fit right in.
My father‐in–law had shown up in his military
dress. In his 30’s, I would guess.
I didn’t interact with the group and they didn’t
seem to notice me. I had arrived as my future self, slight
muscular build and light brown short cropped hair. My
clothes were plain, a kaki color. I watched myself move
toward the group. There were others, too, and I was
excited to recognize them if I could. But my entrance
into the group was the catalyst for an abrupt change. It
happened just like when a butterfly is so close to
lighting on the tip of your finger, but you lose patience
and move closer to it—all too quickly, it just naturally
flies away.
- 95 -

Sändra M. Smith

As I moved into the group, each one, so close to my
heart, and those whom I had not yet recognized,
dissipated. I watched with sadness as they each, one by
one, turned into stars…beautiful and bright and of
colors that I have never seen in this world.
I cupped my hands, palms up, and the stars came
rushing into my hands like gentle swarming fireflies.
Through their movement, they formed the most
beautiful glittering ball. It was mine. Like a prized
possession, I held it to my heart…the glittering ball of
stars that just a moment ago were the embodied spirits
of those who had made such a profound impact on my
life. Each, in their own unique way, had taught me how
to open my heart.
The joy was a joy I had up to that moment never
known. The sadness was just as profound as I looked
out onto the dark, empty rooftop.
I had lost everything. I had lost nothing—a change
in form—that’s all. I think I understand. I hope I
remember. I awoke in my bed, smiling through tears,
my hands cupped and waiting.
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Chapter Eleven

If Only I Could Do It Over Again

How many times have you said…?
“If only I could do it over again.”
“If only I could do it differently.”
All of us at one time or another have agonized over
something we have said or didn’t say. We have regrets
over lost friendships. We may not want to reignite a
particular relationship, so resolving these issues in
person isn’t always the best solution. If the regret
involves someone who has passed, we may feel we have
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lost the opportunity for a healing with that person
forever.
After finding so many negative emotions in my own
past life stories, I began to question why I had created
those sad, sometimes devastating experiences. And if I
could create those endings, then why not create positive
healthy endings instead and transform negative
emotions into healing ones?
After all, this is what we all do, day in and day out.
We create our lives with our thoughts and expectations.
We know through the vast amount of material released
over the past two decades on positive thinking as a way
of manifesting our dreams, that this is a very scientific
notion. But the fact is, we can create that positive future
and still be unable to see or access the dream because of
the block wall that stands between us and our creation.
It is often a crucial step to go back, before we can move
forward. By rewriting those regretful endings, we can
begin to disassemble the block wall.
The part of me that needed proof saw that I had
healed my friend’s fear of dying, during my first past life
regression experience through a simple visualization
process. Later, our visual trip to Colorado, which
brought us both so much joy and resolution, had further
evidenced the healing power of visualization.
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We need not remember or even believe that we
have had past lives in order to understand and make
use of this important process, first for our own healing
and then in order to heal what is happening around us
every day. Whether our regret, guilt and anguish
happened two hours ago, two years ago or two lifetimes
ago, the healing result is the same.
I mentioned earlier, and it is worth repeating here,
that it is scientifically proven that our brain cannot
distinguish between an actual experience and what we
normally perceive as an imagined one. This is why, for
instance, we wake from a dream in which we are having
a frightening experience and the adrenalin is rushing
through our body as if we were experiencing the terror
in a waking state.
As an experiment, and to facilitate my own healing,
I did go back. One by one, I re‐visited scenes from my
past lives in my mind’s eye. I chose the situations that
had brought me the most guilt, regret and anguish.
Remember that these traumatic situations are the ones
that we tend to find during these regressions…the very
situations that need the most healing energy. However,
just having found the source of my physical challenges
in these past life experiences was not enough to
facilitate a complete physical healing. It was clear there
was more work to do.
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So I rewrote each regretful ending. As I did, I re‐
experienced each in a new way. I could feel my body
chemistry change as I replaced negative emotions with
more positive ones. Weights began to lift. My wall began
to break down. My heart opened. I was forever changed.
So, too, were the lives of the other players in those
scenes, whether they are consciously aware of it or not.
As you re‐read and re‐experience my new endings,
notice how your own body feels. Notice the relief as the
stories are resolved in a way that leaves the players in
the stories able to move forward. Some endings remain
sad in some ways, but it is how we perceive our
experiences that determine whether we create blocks to
happiness or wings to fly. This is precisely the way the
process can work in your life, too. Imagine the
boundless possibilities!
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Chapter Twelve

New Endings…New Beginnings

The Dust Bowl:
Transforming Resentment Into Compassion
I walked over to the cradle where I had gently
placed my dead child and lifted her spirit into my arms
and held her close. I looked down. The tugging on my
gown, I now could see, was created by the lingering
spirits of the children whom I had lost, all waiting for
me and their little sister to join them. What a beautiful
reunion, as we discovered that we needn’t miss one
another ever again.
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I saw my body lying there on the trundle bed, gaunt,
lifeless and still. Together with my children, I walked
out of the little house into the dust. Just like a gentle
gust of wind in the trees, our spirits moved toward the
figure we could see some miles away. Time was nothing
and in an instant we approached him. I was taken aback
by the almost unrecognizable man who was my
husband, my children’s father. On his knees in the dirt,
crying and cursing. Hopelessness had moved in where a
once strong and seemingly self‐confident man had been.
I placed my hand on his shoulder. I kissed his head.
His anguish was clear. Up to this very moment I still
carried my resentment, my anger, and my self‐
absorption. In that instant compassion replaced it all.
We surrounded him with our lightness and the sweet
scent of our familiar love. Slowly his demeanor changed
and he stood up. I whispered in his ear. I told him it
would be OK. That we were OK. I never saw his face. My
children and I would follow him, but only for a little
while. During that time, our comforting presence would
help him through his grief.
My Israel:
Transforming Shame Into Gratitude
They asked me one more time. Did I want to hold
my baby? I changed my mind. Yes, I wanted to hold my
baby. My little girl. The world was moving away from
me. Would there be time? The beautiful woman handed
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the newborn to my friend and he carefully placed her in
my arms. I was weak. He helped me support her. I
looked at her so very closely. A black tuff of hair and
eyes so open and deep that they would leave her soul
vulnerable in all her lifetimes to come. I smiled. I cried.
She was quiet and attentive. She memorized my face
and I memorized hers. We knew that we would not be
apart forever. We would recognize one another
someday. I would hold her again.
The tent was filled with a multitude of gentle souls.
Were they kind people from the village, there to help
me? Were they spirits, accompanying me to another
place? It didn’t really seem to matter then. It doesn’t
matter now.
He was crying now, too, my friend from beneath the
olive tree. I told him that I was sorry. So very sorry to
have allowed him to take all the blame. I told him that it
wasn’t his fault. It wasn’t his fault that those men had
come in the night and it wasn’t his fault that I was
leaving him now. I simply longed to be together with the
stars again.
I promised that I would find him again. That I would
repay his kindness and all the gifts that he had so
selflessly given to me. We would feed one another’s
souls again some day. I was certain. And because of this
certainty, I was able to let go.
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His eyes were the last to fade. In his eyes were
reflected the woman I had become. In his eyes, I saw
gratitude.
Native Land:
Transforming Anger Into Forgiveness
From the moment we die, we have choices about
how we move forward on the next part of our journey.
As a rule, we don’t really go anywhere—at least not
right away. Most often, we have unfinished business to
complete in one form or another. And so it was with me,
that day on the reservation. I left my body and looked
back at it only once. There was a lot of blood. The baby
was still inside of me. They would bury us together that
way.
My spirit wandered outside, under the stars for
many nights. I didn’t really feel any differently, except
that I was no longer carrying a child. I brushed my long
dark hair. I had no need to eat or drink and no
particular purpose. I didn’t know where to go. I tried to
talk with some of those whom I had known best. Many
ignored me. After a time I came to realize that it was
only because they couldn’t hear me.
I was confused. I had been raised to believe that
when we die, we would join a great spirit and become
the wind. I didn’t understand why I was still here and
that so little about my life had changed.
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Nothing had lifted. Not my surroundings, not my
feelings of rejection and loneliness, not even my deep
sadness. I don’t know how much time had passed. But
one day as I wandered the hillside above the
reservation, I saw him. My friend. He was standing by
the place where they had buried my body, my child still
inside of me, with little ceremony.
He had gone away, I overheard him telling some of
the others, but he couldn’t stay away. He thought that he
didn’t want the responsibility of me— responsibility of
any kind— but as he traveled, trying to go back to his
life before me, he told them that he realized that he had
no life before me or after me—just with me.
My spirit cried for him and I ran to him. I touched
his shoulder. At first it appeared that he didn’t feel me.
But then he lifted his hand and touched the kiss that I
had just placed on his cheek.
I whispered to him. I told him that he didn’t have to
give up his life or his dreams for me in any lifetime. He
was born to be a dreamer. I told him that just knowing
that he had come back for me was enough. I thanked
him for his friendship and for saving me…and I told him
that someday, he would save me again. At first, my voice
would sound like wind in the trees to him. Nothing
more. But as the days and weeks passed, and his grief
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lifted, his heart would hear my words and the wind
would comfort him.
We Could Cry Together:
Transforming Distance into Connection
Crying with another human being brings forth
powerful spiritual energy. When my facilitator offered
to cry with me, I was taken aback. I perceived this as a
very intimate thing to do…crying together. At the time, I
felt that I hardly knew this person. Yet once I
understood what intimacy truly means, I realized the
significance of the opportunity that I had missed.
It was still one more regret that I was able to
rewrite. I went back in my mind’s eye to an
unidentifiable dimension. I sat with him. And we cried.
It wasn’t an extraordinary experience. It was sweet,
simple, ordinary and familiar. For me, it was a beautiful
part of my healing. I am certain it was the same sort of
healing for him, too. I don’t know if he is consciously
aware of that moment revisited or not. And I have never
asked.
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Chapter Thirteen

In This Life:
Transforming Pain
Into Purpose
The reason that we do not recognize our own
healing power and spiritual strength isn’t that we are so
modest or humble. We can easily use modesty and
humility as a cover for being unwilling or unready to
embrace and share our gifts. If we recognize and admit
that we can indeed heal the world, then we have to go
about the business of doing just that. We will then be
compelled to live a life of outrageous sharing, without
our own agenda. At that point, there is no turning back.
Life as we once knew it is no more.
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What we thought we wanted, what we thought we
needed, and what we thought we were here to do is no
longer the truth for us. But remember, that doesn’t
mean that everything we did up to this point is wasted.
It’s not about right or wrong. It’s simply accurate to say
that our truth will change over time. And your truth can
be different from mine.
We all get to the point, sooner or later, hopefully
not too much later, that we can’t bear to wait anymore.
We come face to face with the fact that something in our
life is not working.
Rewriting our stories can be the first step…indeed
the monumental step to accessing the wellness, the
happiness, the spiritual transformation, and the dream
that lies just out of our reach on the other side of our
wall.
If we’re wise, we can often avoid physical illness,
accidents, and mental anguish if we take the first step
toward our spiritual awakening without having to be hit
with a “wake up call”. Every life challenge is an
invitation to delve more deeply into our spiritual work
and awaken our gifts. If we have the wisdom and
foresight to make the first move, so to speak, we may
avoid many of life’s disruptions, large and small if we
“shake it up” on our own.
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The following three‐step process provides you an
opportunity to go back to any past situation, whether it
happened two hours ago, two years ago, or two
lifetimes ago and do it over. We all have guilt, regret and
anguish programmed into our cellular structure. This
programming provides a frame of reference for all
future wellness, success, and spiritual growth. By using
this process, you will “shake it up” on your own, as a
deliberate step toward healing, with life‐changing
results.
If allowed to remain, the powerful emotions of guilt,
regret and anguish can be responsible for several types
of BLOCKS including BLOCKS to complete physical
wellness, BLOCKS to peace of mind, BLOCKS to self‐
worth, BLOCKS to our connection to a higher power,
BLOCKS to intuitive messages, and BLOCKS to healthy
relationships. These are the building BLOCKS for the
wall that towers between us and the life of unbridled
joy, happiness and purpose that is waiting on the other
side.
Quite simply, by reversing these negative emotions
and removing the BLOCKS, we can heal in a variety of
ways and break down the wall that has been preventing
us from attracting all good into our lives. Then, as we
transform as individuals, and find peace within, we
make our most valuable contribution. We are being of
great service to others. Our own inner transformation is
the greatest gift we can give the world.
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Children can also be guided through the same steps
in order to help them heal traumas of day‐to‐day life,
large and small. Rather then having them wait until
adulthood to break down their walls, why not
encourage them not to build them from the start!
It is not necessary that you utilize past life
regression as part of your process. You need not
become adept at self‐hypnosis. But if you are intrigued
by these options, you might want to integrate them into
your own process.
The method is simple and offers you an opportunity
to daydream your way to wellness, transformation, and
a more joyful life. Why does a simple daydream make
such an impact? Because allowing the mind to drift into
a daydream is technically allowing you to move from
using your left brain (the think tank) to your right brain,
where intuition, creativity and the cure happens. Once
you see the amazing results, you will want to share the
process with others. The only difficult part is in
believing that something so simple will make such a big
difference. What’s wonderful is that you don’t have to
believe it for it to work!
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Chapter Fourteen

Rewrite Your Stories:
The Three‐Step Process

STEP ONE:

IDENTIFY THE FIRST STORY ENDING THAT YOU
WOULD LIKE TO CHANGE
You probably won’t have any difficulty immediately
identifying the life stories that can still bring up feelings
of guilt, regret and anguish. We carry these scenes
around like rocks in our pockets. Because they
accumulate gradually, one by one, we become
accustomed to the weight and no longer notice how
completely our life has become bogged down under the
burden. As you read the stories in this book and then

- 111 -

Sändra M. Smith

read the story rewrites, your own stories may have
already begun to surface.
The first step in the process is to choose a life story
that you would like to change. Below you will find a
short list of situations that we have all experienced at
some time or another. The list may help you choose
your own story.
• I could have helped him when he was in trouble,
and I turned away.
• She hurt me badly. I don’t want a relationship with
her, but I want to forgive her.
• I have allowed this relationship rift to continue. I
want to repair it and he has now passed on.
• I wronged him and he will not accept my attempts
to make it right.
• I have remained angry at her. I want to let my
anger go.
• My parent/loved one never loved me the way I
deserved. I want to do things differently with my
children. How can I break this pattern?
• My loved one has passed on and I wish I had told
him how important he was in my life. I have
more to say.
• My loved one has passed on (or is unavailable in
some other way). I wish she could know how
much she hurt me.
• What I did hurt someone that I love. I wish I could
do it over another way.
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• My loved one passed on and I wasn’t there with
her when she passed. I wish I could have been
there.
It is an important concept in the psychology of
human behavior to focus on one behavior at a time
when we are working to modify our behavior or the
behaviors of young children. The ending rewrites are
based on the same concept. Choose one ending to
rewrite first, follow the process through to completion,
and then move to another ending rewrite.
Once you have chosen the first story ending you
would like to rewrite, move to Step Two.

STEP TWO:
REWRITE YOUR STORY. NO WRITING REQUIRED!
Before you begin, you may want to review the story
ending rewrites in this book. In this way, you will
already have your new ending in mind before you start
the process for Step Two.
First, select a place to do all your work consistently.
Find a comfortable chair or recline on a bed or sofa.
There should be as little distraction as possible. Only
use soft music or white noise if it is absolutely
necessary in order to neutralize outside noise such as
traffic, etc. Otherwise, it is best to do this work in a
silent environment. Before going to sleep at night is one
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of the best times for this activity. If you fall asleep, don’t
worry. Just try again the next night. But if you fall asleep
repeatedly you may need to try your visualization
during a different time of day.
Get comfortable with a pillow, blanket and just the
right body position. Close your eyes and visualize the
regretful situation. This is the last time you will ever see
the situation in this way.
When you feel ready, go back to the point just prior
to your story ending. Slowly visualize your way to your
new ending. See this new ending in your mind’s eye in
as much detail as you can. Say the things you regret that
you didn’t say. Do something that you regret not doing.
Behave differently. Imagine that others involved are
reacting to you differently or behaving in a more
positive way.
Complete your visualization exactly the way you
wish your story could have happened. Then, when you
feel you have completed the exercise, open your eyes
and take your time getting back to your routine. Or, if
you are in bed for the night, slip gradually into a
peaceful sleep.
Don’t worry if you have difficulty cultivating a
visual at first. In the same relaxed state, you can begin
by having a conversation aloud, with no one but you in
attendance. Then, notice how this sort of conversation
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ignites your visual mind. Visualizations will gradually
come more naturally to you over time.
I recommend that you repeat the process three or
four times during the course of the week before
working with a different situation. If you journal or
especially enjoy writing, you can literally rewrite your
story. Remember, though, that the physical act of
writing cannot replace visualizations. This is because
the key to integrating the new ending into your physical
chemistry is an altered state of consciousness. This
altered state helps the brain to recognize and record the
new experience as real. The altered consciousness is
also crucial if we are to impact the other players in our
story. The spirit of whomever you bring into your
visualization, living or deceased, can ultimately
experience a simultaneous healing during your process.
The farther we move from our waking state during
this visualization, the fewer times we will need to
repeat the same visualization in order to integrate the
new, more positive emotions into our cellular structure.
The simple state of daydreaming is a sufficient
alteration in consciousness. If you choose a professional
regression, hypnosis or self‐hypnosis, you may require
just one rewrite in order to achieve the desired result.
Should you find yourself reliving your old story,
even after your rewrite, this only means you will need
to repeat your process with the same story a few more
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times. Continue your healing visualizations on any given
situation until you are in a peaceful place with your new
story ending.
Observe the new way your body feels after each
visualization. Your new lightness will come on
gradually, as one by one, you lift those rocks from your
pockets. New opportunities will open to you as
gradually your block wall is disassembled and you can
see the light shining through and visualize the
boundless opportunities that lie waiting on the other
side!

STEP THREE:
DAILY PRACTICE
The Rewrite Your Stories process is not meant to
replace the type of relationship healing that can and
should be done in person. This is not meant to be a way
out of relationship challenges that require courage or
gentle but firm confrontation.
Once you rewrite your larger, life‐altering traumas,
you can begin to integrate this method into your day‐to‐
day life. Here are some examples of day‐to‐day
visualizations that can help us maintain an ongoing
sense of peace and engage in transformational sharing:
● Imagine that you are a parent whose child is
being bothered by a bully at school. You can visualize
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from home the best outcome for your child even if you
can’t be there to protect him.
● When you have a friend in need many miles away,
visualize being there with her to provide comfort in all
the ways that you know will help her.
● Imagine that you are standing in line at the
grocery store and you witness a customer being
especially unkind to a new check‐out clerk. You
intuitively know that speaking up in this circumstance
will just make matters worse. Immediately visualize a
more kind exchange between the customer and the
clerk.
We encounter countless situations every day that
need to be healed. When we take just 10 seconds to
visualize the best outcome, we have made an immediate
impact. Sometimes we see immediate proof that our
efforts have made a difference, but often we don’t.
Know with absolute certainty that you can and will
create miracles for yourself and strangers alike by
applying this process ceaselessly throughout the course
of your day.
You may already be securely on your spiritual path.
You may view yourself as someone who already reveals
light wherever you go. And that may be true to some
extent. But we can always do more. It is human nature
to continually bring the focus back to ourselves and our
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own challenges. So I call on you to examine closely how
much time you really spend in your healing mode as you
walk through your daily routine. Our own soul and the
condition of our world is begging for more of our
healing focus.
I encourage you to deliberately seek out
opportunities and places where you can shed light with
your healing visualizations. Teach your kids to do this
with you. Your toxic workplace perhaps? A hospital
waiting room? Wal‐Mart?
And by the way, visualizations don’t work at all if
the intent is to harm or create a negative result. Nor
does the process work if we intentionally perform a
negative act thinking that we can visualize it right later
on. The process is based in healing intent. This three‐
step Rewrite Your Stories process establishes a direct
connection to divine love and a higher power. Only good
and light are available through that source.
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Conclusions

It’s Time to Change Everything

The three‐step process for rewriting our stories
evolved directly from my own process. It is a method
offered for anyone who feels that it’s time.
Having opened myself to this transformational
experience, I have become fearless in many ways. I
watched myself commit what I considered unforgivable
acts and as a result, dropped my need to judge others so
harshly. I watched myself lose everything, only to
discover that I could survive devastating grief. I have
proof positive that everything I have lost, I have
regained. As the observer, I watched my physical body
die, numerous times, only to discover that death, as we
know it, is a myth.
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I have witnessed myself repeat the same patterns
and mistakes lifetime after lifetime. I would have to be
insane to repeat these mistakes ever again.
The healing that I have achieved by rewriting my
stories has given a new purpose to my earthly existence.
But as with all of us who gather information by a
variety of methods—reading, studying, reflecting,
exploring—like a child wandering through a wooded
glen gathering nuts and berries, picking fruit from the
trees, there comes a time to stop gathering and prepare
the feast. Certainly, there is more to discover. Isn’t there
always? I sense that there are more lifetimes for me to
explore. There are missing pieces in my stories.
Someday, I may go back and find those pieces.
But one of the greatest mistakes we can make in life
is to continue the chase for the sake of the adventure
without stopping to apply what we have learned for the
greater good.
Thanks to the Rewrite Your Stories process, I am
completely physically well. I now bring to my personal
life and to my professional practice a reignited
capability of both hands‐on and distance healing. The
intuitive guidance that I offer others is clear. I can help
them awaken the healing and intuitive powers within
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themselves. My gifts are not unique nor are they
special…they are simply revealed.
Healing extends far beyond the body and the mind.
The more we utilize our healing and intuitive gifts to
benefit others, the more spontaneously we attract joy
and fulfillment into our own lives and the more of a
direct impact we have on the world around us… and the
world beyond us. Miracles become commonplace.
Rewriting our stories can be the first step. How
wonderful when we have achieved a world where joy,
fulfillment and miracles are all that we have left. That
change is coming. It will be spontaneous.
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To order additional copies of this book,
Or to download, visit
www.strengthofspiritconsulting.com
For individual Rewrite Your Stories guidance
or to schedule a
Rewrite Your Stories speaking engagement
sandra@strengthofspiritconsulting.com
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