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A PAST LIFE



George Larson
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I’d always been an avid dreamer. Whenever I could, I tried to sleep-in to continue with a particular dream or at least the memory of such. School usually prevented me from extending my time in dreamland, but occasionally my folks let me sleep later than my normal eight hour stint. Those were glorious times. Times when I could remember snippets of a dream, the outlines of a story no matter how mixed up or absurd it might be. I relished those memories and looked forward to adding context to my improbable stories, curious to know the endings, if they existed. Most of my dreaming consisted of waking tidbits coupled with pure fantasy, both facets congealing together into mishmash I found interesting and sometimes frightening. My imagination and curiosity knew few bounds. And my brain’s neurons always seemed to be working overtime. 
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But as a 15 year old growing up on a small dairy farm in central Wisconsin, I had more of a life during my waking hours. School and after school activities took up much of my time. So much so my dad would chide me for missing out on my chores around the farm. He’d casually mention these things during dinner time when our entire family was gathered at the kitchen table. My little sister Cathy, or aka Kat, would giggle every time he’d tell me that he missed me at milking time or how he had to haul extra bales of hay into the barn to feed the cows. After his so-called belittling comments, he’d make an exaggerated wink to show he was just kidding. He was. It was just his good natured foolishness coming to the fore. My mom simply shook her head and continued serving dinner. She and all of us had heard the chivvying many times before. Even though we’d heard his purported bemoaning of my laziness over the years, we still all laughed at the silliness. It was one of those little things that bound us together as a loving family. I prayed it would last forever.

Oh, I didn’t get away completely from the farm chores because every Saturday I had to be up at dawn to milk the cows and give them a morning feed before grazing them in the pasture.  I also had the pleasure of shoveling their shit and moving it to the little garden plot of vegetables aside the barn. I then had most of the day for my own interests. My folks typically drove to our town of Plainfield to run errands or simply to get away from Kat and me. No matter. For a 9 year old kid, Kat was pretty independent as long as she had some comic books to read and dolls to play with. Those kept her busy and out of my hair. That was my routine for the school year, but long holidays and the summer breaks were different, affording me more time to pursue my interests.

I’d often spend my spare time with my best buddy from school—-Randy. He and I were simpatico, much like two peas in a pod or perhaps closer to Beaver and Butthead. Thank God we never got into serious trouble with our little youthful indiscretions, as we called them at the time. We enjoyed playing pranks on others and each other. The absurdity of two young teenage boys acting out in weird ways was endless. Our inanities seemed limitless at the time. Seeing how long the blue flame from a lit fart could last to throwing water balloons at the cop cars in town and then running like hell. We gave out free chocolate candy to our friends at school. Little did they know it was Ex-Lax. It was all good, wholesome fun we thought back then. It was compared to what followed. It was when my life changed and not for the better. If only I had turned away before it was too late. I guessed sorrows and recriminations didn’t count for much. 

It was Randy’s mom. 

Madame Zalina was her name. Not her real one, only a pseudonym used as a stage name for the business she ran out of her home. She was a seer of all things known to this world and beyond or so she claimed. She read tarot cards, did palm reading and foretold the future for anyone willing and able to pay. She was also a bona fide huckster and a con artist nonpareil. Then again, thinking back, maybe she was more than a simple, but talented fraudster after all. 

I had gotten to know Mrs. Williamson pretty well over the past several years having spent so much time playing at Randy’s house. She seemed perfectly normal to me. She didn’t look or act weird around me, but what did I know as a kid? She was old, probably somewhere in her forties, I thought. Other than that, I thought she was OK. Her stock of candy and ice cream was always up to par, so no worries. Besides, Randy was my best bud. So I trusted her.

Randy didn’t have any siblings and mentioned his dad worked as a driver for one of the major long haul companies and wasn’t home much. I felt sorry for him. One day at Randy’s house over a bowl of ice cream, I asked Mrs. Williamson about her work. I’d never asked before and felt a bit sheepish about asking her now. She wasn’t taken aback by my question and simply explained she was clairvoyant ever since she was a child. She said she could feel or sense things before they happened. I had to look up what a clairvoyant was later. I didn’t acknowledge that I had no clue at the time. I was almost a grown man and didn’t want to show my ignorance to an adult—-especially a clairvoyant. 

Our conversation that day led me to tell her about my dreams. How real and vivid they were and how I ached to delve deeper into understanding them. My dreams and my thoughts about them went unabated. I wanted to know more, especially about the disturbing ones, the downright scary ones too. It was if they held a fascination for me, perhaps obsession was a better word.
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One day visiting Randy, the Mrs. mentioned there was something I could do to delve into my dreams to get a better understanding of their meaning or significance. My interest was immediately peaked, asking her to explain what she meant. She told me about hypnosis, how it could often bring forth underlying issues to explain the dream. I was skeptical at first, certain it wouldn’t work and I‘d make a fool of myself in front of my buddy. She assured me nothing of the sort would occur. She had performed the exercise (as she called it) many times before. It couldn’t hurt me and maybe, just maybe, it might help sort out my feelings and thoughts. I warily agreed, but not before getting Randy to promise not to screw with me while I was under. I trusted him, but only up to a point. I knew his penchant for pulling pranks and I didn’t want to be the butt of one of his jokes. 

So I agreed, somewhat reluctantly, acquiescing to her offer to put me under, as she referred to it. What if hypnosis could really explain my dreams, unlock the secrets of my subconscious mind? It would be worth the risk, I believed. Mrs. Williamson then told me to relax, free my mind from extraneous thoughts. I did as she instructed while lying on the living room sofa. I was comfy as she began to count back from ten: .....5, 4, 3 ... I went out like a light, obviously especially sensitive to suggestion. I awoke from my induced sleep or whatever state I was in feeling relaxed and rather mellow.

On the other hand, Randy was laughing his ass off while sitting on the BARCO lounger in the corner of the room. BAWK, BAWK, BAWK, he exclaimed while flapping his arms. I was humiliated. I acted out as a chicken under hypnosis or so he intimated. I’d seen such a display on TV and was mortified. I’d been played by Randy, my SOB friend!

The Mrs. told Randy to knock it off, assuring me that nothing untoward or extraordinary had happened while under. She said that I was under for only about 10 minutes and the session or exercise or exorcise had gone well. She asked me simple questions about my earlier childhood and nothing more. There was no evidence of trauma or abuse of any kind in my answers, but she noted the presence of a dark line or shadow in the aura surrounding my head. I had no idea what that meant so she gave a simple explanation for the occurrence. Auras, she said, were internal energy forces surrounding the body of every living thing. The colors or hues of the auras indicated the psychic state of the mind—the brighter the colors suggested a healthier psyche. Mine consisted of fine, rich hues displayed in a rainbow pattern. She said that was a good sign, but there was something else present, something she didn’t understand. There was a distinct black line in the background of my aura and she couldn’t understand its significance. She added she had never seen an aura quite like mine. She wanted to hypnotize me again to see if there was more to the matter. 

So I was special I thought. I got up to leave, and as I did, flipped Randy the bird.
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Time passed quickly, now reaching the magic age of 16. Hooray! I had just gotten my driver’s license and my dad spotted me the down payment on an old beater car for my birthday.  I asked him if I could use the old tool shed at the back of the house to tinker with my new, highly prized possession. He said sure as long as I cleaned the place up. The large shed had been used by the previous owners to store unwanted junk of all sorts and descriptions rather than tossing the stuff out in the trash. One man’s trash was another man’s treasure or so they said.

My dreams were now intensifying, more so the truly frightening ones. But what about that black streak in my aura?
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I continued visiting Randy and his mom. Our pranks became fewer and fewer since I didn’t get the buzz or enjoyment out of them as I did earlier. God forbid, maybe I was growing up after all! A turning point of sorts happened during one of my frequent visits. It was a suggestion from the Mrs. which strongly appealed to me, one that would change the direction and course of my life forever. And one I could never anticipate.

She said she’d like to try past life regression as part of my hypnotic therapy. Therapy sounded like a nice word. It sort of made sense to me, going back in time to past lives I may have lived before. I knew damn well that millions of people around the world believed in reincarnation, a chance to move up the food chain in order to achieve nirvana, so what the hell. Maybe it would reveal the sinister shadow behind my aura.

So we proceeded with our routine once again, counting down from ten. I immediately fell into a deep, hypnotic state and Mrs. began asking questions. I awoke 5 minutes later in an agitated state, sweating profusely. The Mrs. said she’d brought me out of the session early because I was distressed, shaking and rolling about the sofa. She was concerned because I might be having a fit or a stroke or something equally serious. She commented she’d never had a customer, okay person, have such a reaction under hypnosis before. But she refused to tell me what she’d learned from our session.

But Randy did: Dude, you have something evil inside your mind! Something or someone horrible is lurking in your cerebral cortex. 

Jeez, that was a shock to my system and a body blow to my self-esteem. Was this thing why I was now having bad dreams?
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I frequented Randy’s house and Randy himself less and less as time marched on. We were still friends, but our relationship was never the same again after he uttered those fateful words about something evil dwelling inside me. It took me a couple of months to shake off what he said. I purposely distanced from him and my other buds from school. I was soon becoming reclusive, spending my free time working on my car and cleaning the workshop. Both tasks were going fairly well, but the amount of accumulated junk was a bit overwhelming. I had cleared out about a third of the stuff, keeping only a few bits and pieces that might earn me a few bucks in a yard sale. For instance, I’d found some old picture frames that if I cleaned might be worthy of a small offer. A reproduction of Grant Woods American Gothic was another one of my finds. It represented our life on the farm quite well so I put it aside. I kept the cowhides I’d found hanging on a wall of the shed, but didn’t know if they had any salability. Interestingly, I came across an iron object with a bird, perhaps a chicken, on the top and lettering below. It was likely a decorative piece of one of the former owners, probably affixed above the mailbox or perhaps hung from one the pillars on the front porch. I couldn’t be sure. When I picked up the object, I got a brief jolt of electricity running up my arm. It didn’t hurt in the slightest, only surprised me. I took a close look at the decoration and could barely make out what I believed to be two letters stamped into the lower portion, an ‘e’ and a ‘g’. Did the former owner sell chicken eggs, I wondered? If so, it could possibly be some sort of advertising sign. I couldn’t see the rest of the lettering given the amount of corrosion. A cleaning chore I’d take on later. I knew for a fact rare, old advertising signs could fetch top dollars. I figured if I kept up my current pace, I’d have the place cleared out in two or perhaps three more weekends. Just before the beginning of the notorious Wisconsin winter when the thermometer would often hit zero with the cold, relentless winds coming off the prairie. My old Chevy would then have a new home.
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I wasn’t sleeping too well these days. When I fell asleep, I tossed and turned in my bed and had bizarre, terrifying dreams as well. When I awoke to go to school or to help my dad with some chores, I often felt worn out, tired from my restless sleep. Many afternoons, I put my head onto the school desk and simply zonked out. I acted as if in a daze, like a zombie for the most part and my behavior was being noticed by my family. So much so, they scheduled a physical exam with Dr. Parks, my pediatrician. Anything to get me out of this funk, this stupor was welcomed.  I confided in the good doctor about my sleeping problems. He hemmed and hawed a little bit and then prescribed sedatives. I was cured, or so I thought.

That night, I took one Xanax as directed and awaited my slumber. It came slowly. When I was fully asleep, I had the most terrible nightmare of my life. My muscles contracted, my face and upper body broke out in a cold sweat and I remembered screaming. So much so that my parents came to the room, turned on the overhead light to see what was going on. I can only refer to it as IT. I saw a human figure standing at the end of my bed, but couldn’t make out any detailed features. But IT was definitely of human shape and size. At least that much I could see clearly. But that wasn’t the strangest part of the visitation. IT then spoke in a deep, male voice:

We are becoming one and our oneness will set us free. 

IT repeated the same words again to make sure I’d heard them. I did the first time, but couldn’t discern their meaning. IT scared the bejesus out of me!

I couldn’t stop shaking.
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The one visit with IT was followed by others with the same results of me soaked in sweat and screaming out at the top of my lungs. The message was always the same, but I still couldn’t decipher what IT was telling me. The lack of restful, restorative sleep was getting worse by the day. I was quickly wearing down and mentally had a hard time concentrating. I next lost my appetite. This thing, this condition, this IT was slowly but surely killing me. I had to do something quickly or this thing was going to eat me alive. But what should I do? What’s happened lately that may have caused IT to appear before me. The past life session had to have triggered this condition or played a role. What else I wondered? Oh yeah, there was the advertising sign in the tool shed which gave me a gentle shock. That must have been another off-putting sign. The situation was damn weird from the get-go. First it would be the sign and then head to Mrs. Williamson’s house. 
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As I entered the tool shed, the first thing I noticed was that the advertising sign had been moved to a more prominent location. It was now hanging on the wall. That was odd in itself since I was the only one working in the shed. And I hadn’t moved it. No matter, I removed it and placed on the small workbench. Next I took a steel brush and scraped most of the grime and rust off revealing most of the other letters. Finally, I poured a mild abrasive to the surface and scrubbed some more with the wire brush, finally revealing all of the letters. It wasn’t an advertisement for eggs. It was something much more horribly significant!

When I read them, I was shocked to the core. It read: Ed Gein. Good God, how did my parents not know that Ed Gein was a previous owner of our home, our farm?  Why didn’t they tell me? Everyone over 60 years knew about Gein. Many of those in our little town of Plainfield knew him personally. The kids who were raised here had heard his name and more-or-less knew his story. He was a gruesome, dark legend of sorts. And his horrific exploits were contained in a series of sensational, front page stories in all the major newspapers in the US and many abroad as well. 
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For those not familiar which Ed’s story, here’s a very brief synopsis to give you a sense of the monster which inhabited my home and mind. I’ll leave out the truly gory parts for the sake of propriety. I certainly don’t want to relive them. If you decide to read more details on your own, make sure you have an empty stomach since they’re gut wrenching, grotesque in their telling. This excerpt is from Wikipedia:

Edward Theodore Gein, also known as "the Butcher of Plainfield" or "the Plainfield Ghoul", was an American murderer, suspected serial killer and body snatcher. Gein's crimes, committed around his hometown of Plainfield, Wisconsin, gathered widespread notoriety in 1957 after authorities discovered that he had exhumed corpses from local graveyards and fashioned keepsakes from their bones and skin. He also confessed to killing two women: tavern owner Mary Hogan in 1954 and hardware store owner Bernice Worden in 1957.

Gein was initially found unfit to stand trial and confined to a mental health facility. By 1968 he was judged competent to stand trial; he was found guilty of the murder of Worden, but was found legally insane and thus was remanded to a psychiatric institution. Gein died at Mendota Mental Health Hospital from respiratory failure resulting from lung cancer on July 26, 1984, aged 77. He is buried next to his family in the Plainfield Cemetery, in a now-unmarked grave.
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I rushed to Randy’s house, hoping to confront the Ed Gein in my dreams. It wasn’t a farfetched thought because he or IT was the dark streak in my aura. The regression under hypnosis was the portal, the conduit in which he reached out to me in the
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