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Foreword





I will never forget the first time I held a newborn infant in my hands. I stared at his tiny hands and body in amazement. As I held him close to my heart, I was astonished at the purity and wonderment of this miracle known as birth. Nothing on earth could bring more joy. And like most people, as I stared at him, I couldn’t help but contemplate his future life on this earth. Here in my arms were promise and hopes and dreams for a new generation. This was a newly formed body, but an ageless soul, and one ready to begin the dance of life, yet again.


Every soul makes its own timeless map of experiences. Lifetimes of events are imprinted into the soul memory, and all weaknesses and strengths are drawn upon for growth and understanding. Awareness forms and evolves from this knowledge, to develop our selves and incorporate them into the simple yet complex meanings of life.


Each one of us has a soul destiny, but this journey of knowledge is not traversed alone. Instead, it is shared. For we are a part of many others and we choose to come back and learn and evolve with those whom we have loved before. Though the characters, roles, and situations change, these bonds of love and familiarity are an inherent part of us. Therefore, we are our families, friends, and foes. And by sharing, learning, loving, experiencing various aspects of personalities, in multitudes of situations, we become as one in our seeking of truth and understanding.


A child is one of life’s greatest teachers. Children’s points of view are honest and free. Their minds have not become imprisoned and conditioned by the fears and insecurities that grip adults. A child understands simplicity and views life as a playful adventure. There is no judgment or motive behind the words of a child. They know who they are and what they want and will tell you so without your even asking.


Children are also much more in tune with their intuition. They have yet to form an awareness of a religion or belief system, therefore, they rely upon their “feelings” or “senses” to give them answers. Part of this awareness is due to the fact that they have recently arrived here from the spirit world, and their mindset is still rich with the influence of that world. Therefore utilize and nurture their light, because it is our responsibility to keep it lit. A child’s mind is the seat of the soul and should be left as pure and free as possible, so they can foster a true and meaningful spiritual self. For it has been noted, one must be like a child to enter the gates of heaven.


The belief in reincarnation is found in almost every religion and civilization known to man. It was certainly part of Roman times and referred to by several ancient Greek philosophers, most notably Plato. The Egyptians’ ancient religion shared a form of it as well. The belief in “coming back” and returning to this earth is just as strong today and is gaining ever more acceptance in mainstream thought. So then why is reincarnation still a topic bathed in mystery?


In our limited, physical, three-dimensional world, there are no manmade machines that can measure the “experiences” a soul has encountered throughout time. When speaking of a soul or a consciousness or another dimension, what scientific methods can be utilized? None. As the maxim goes, it would be like trying to find a needle in a haystack.


But on another level, “consciousness” is real and tangible, as experienced through meditation, near-death, and out-of-body experiences. Consistent with these are situations where children have memories and know consistent details beyond their frame of awareness. Where irrational phobias and health issues were relieved by regression therapy, it also clearly demonstrates irrefutably the existence of a soul consciousness.


The mind is limitless. We are not our brains, our bodies, our clothes, or our homes. We are not our bank accounts, our jobs, our countries, or even our names. We are much, much more. We are spiritual beings whose true native language is love.


The time has finally come for us to open ourselves up to this new “soul awareness.” That is why this book is so important, not just as an interesting story but also as a collection of lessons from which to learn and live by. When we begin to think of ourselves as eternal beings and are “conscious” of how we act out our lives on a daily basis, our lives take on a more meaningful role and we perceive the tapestry of our existence more closely. We begin to understand the meanings behind our interactions with our family, friends, and fellow workers. We start to see how our previous thoughts and actions helped to shape the life we are currently living, and we begin to live with a “mindful awareness” of every choice we make, knowing they will have repercussions far beyond tomorrow. We begin to live a life in which these very choices are not taken for granted.


This earth is the schoolroom for the soul. It is a place we come back to over and over again to further us on our road to self-awareness. We carry the hope that with all of the experiences we encounter and the variety of the scenarios we live out, we will have a greater understanding of ourselves. When we can begin to see ourselves honestly and start to assume personal responsibility, it is then and only then that we realize we are all connected as one being and behold the true meaning of God.


—James Van Praagh











Introduction





When a beloved grandparent or aunt or brother dies, when we lose a parent or cherished child to death, the loss feels so great, so sad, so final. We yearn to see them once again, to hear their voices, to feel their presence. If only we could be with them again!


Some take comfort in the belief that after we die we will be reunited with the souls of our deceased loved ones in spirit, in heaven. But what if you knew it was possible to be with them again in this lifetime without having to die first? What if I told you there is strong evidence that the souls of our loved ones who die can return from heaven to be with us again—not in a dream or vision, or through the aid of a medium or psychic, but in reality, through reincarnation as a baby born into the family?


It is possible. The true stories I share with you in this book are stunning testimony to the reality of reincarnation within the same family: grandfathers return as their own great-grandsons, uncles return as their own nieces, mothers switch places with their daughters. And perhaps the most amazing revelation is that children who die tragically young can return to the same mother within a few years.


All the stories in this book center around very young children, some as young as two years old, who begin talking of their past lives spontaneously, with no prompting or hypnosis. The child’s family, in most cases, is a typical American family who did not believe in reincarnation before it happened to them. Yet the evidence they see coming from their own child convinces them that a deceased relative has been reborn into their family.


You will follow the process of discovery from the moment these families first suspect their child is a relative reborn. Typically, around the time the child begins to talk in full sentences, he or she will start to make shockingly accurate statements about the life of the deceased relative—facts a toddler has absolutely no way of knowing. Or the family recognizes specific behaviors in the child that mirror the relative’s unique quirks and personality. In some cases they see that the child’s body has birthmarks that exactly match wounds or scars the deceased relative had on his body at the time of death—marks that cannot be attributed to heredity.


I had been researching children’s past lives for more than a decade when I first took notice of these special cases of family return. They showed me something I hadn’t seen before. They demonstrate dramatically how personal reincarnation can be, and how emotions and relationship issues persist from one life to the next. Discovering family return deepened my understanding of reincarnation and shifted the focus of my research.


When I began investigating children’s past lives in 1988, I came to it not as a researcher or even as a writer, but as a mother looking for answers for what happened with my own children. It all began one afternoon as we were sitting around the kitchen table. My daughter was triggered to remember dying long ago in a house fire, and my son gave a realistic description of dying amid the horror and chaos of a Civil War battle. I was astounded by what I heard, because at the time I had no idea children could remember their past lives. Yet what my children were saying was so realistic, so detailed, and the emotions so appropriate, I knew it was nothing they had seen on TV or overheard from adult conversation. I knew this as their mother. The clincher came a few days later when I realized that both children had been suddenly healed of chronic conditions as a result of remembering their past lives.


This was so unexpected and amazing, it opened my eyes to a whole new world of possibilities and filled me with questions. I had to know more about what had happened to my kids. And I wondered: If it could happen so naturally with them, how many other children remember their past lives too? I searched bookstores and libraries (this was in the days before the Internet) for a book that could answer my questions and tell me what to do next. In my search I discovered the work of Dr. Ian Stevenson of the University of Virginia, who has spent forty years documenting and verifying thousands of cases of children’s past life memories. His incredible research confirmed that what had happened to my children was not that unusual; it is a natural phenomenon that happens to children all over the world. I was grateful to him for that. But Dr. Stevenson says nothing in his writings about practical matters—nothing about what a parent should do when a child has a past life memory. Many of my questions remained unanswered.



Since I couldn’t find what I was looking for, I began doing my own research. I went to graduate school and got a degree in counseling, and I began collecting my own cases. Gradually I realized that nobody else had the material or cases I had, so I wrote a book to explain the phenomenon in plain terms and to provide useful advice for parents. I wrote the book I had been searching for since 1988 but couldn’t find.


After Children’s Past Lives was published in 1997, I began to receive hundreds of fascinating e-mails from around the world. Readers shared their own stories and thanked me for helping them understand what they were seeing in their children. They were as relieved as I had been to learn that their child’s past life experiences were not uncommon and that the memories could be beneficial. As more people heard about my research from my TV and radio appearances, lectures, and Web site, the cases poured in.


I began to notice an intriguing pattern in the new cases. Many of them were about deceased relatives being reborn into the same family. I reported two cases of this type in Children’s Past Lives and even coined the term family return at the time, but I thought they were the exception to the rule and didn’t give them much attention. Now, from the growing number of family return cases I was seeing, I realized they deserved a closer look.


What struck me most about these family return stories was how personal and emotionally charged they are for the parents and family. They are not like the typical cases in my first book in which a child remembers being some unknown stranger from the remote past. The families in the new cases find themselves face-to-face with the reincarnation of a relative, a person they were close to and knew well. It is very real and immediate for them, and the emotional issues that arise have the complexity of any close relationship resumed after a long absence. For these families, reincarnation ceases to be a fuzzy metaphysical concept; instead, it comes into focus as a practical reality, something they observe and experience directly in their everyday lives.


I began to include these new cases in my lectures. Each time I did, I would hear audible gasps as people in the audience thought about their own families and suddenly realized that the child they joked about as being “just like great-grandpa” really is. Or they would be inspired simply to know that a beloved spouse, mother, child, or grandparent they missed so much could actually return to them as a new baby in the family. Some reflected on their own deaths and were comforted to know that they too might someday return to be with their loved ones again.


I discovered that these stories hold powerful lessons for everyone, not just parents. Some give fresh insight into metaphysical questions, such as how we choose our parents and the circumstances of our next life. Others cast a new light on the delicate issues of miscarriage and abortion. Common to all the stories is the lesson that death is not the end of life and that relationships continue after death by the everyday miracle of reincarnation.


Now I share these family return stories with you in hopes that they give you the same inspiration and comfort they have given others. I believe you will find, as I did, that they are rich with spiritual lessons and heart-warming surprise.

















Chapter 1


Family Return






Dylan was only two years old when his mother, Anne, first noticed his strange behavior. One fall evening as the light was dimming, he was in the hallway happily playing on the floor with his toys. Anne was in the kitchen making dinner when she heard him say distinctly, “I smoke too.” She was surprised by this odd remark—not the usual play babble—and peeked over at Dylan, who was holding his fingers together, putting them to his lips, and withdrawing them, exactly as if he were taking a drag from a cigarette. Dylan repeated, “I smoke too.” And before Anne could say anything to him, he looked over at her, patted his front pants pocket, and said, “I keep my smokes here.” This puzzled her because no one in the family smoked. She couldn’t think of anyone Dylan could be imitating.


Another odd thing happened shortly after that. Again it was around dinnertime when Anne was busy cooking and Dylan was playing on the floor in the hallway. He was playing with his “pogs,” small cardboard disks that children like to collect. Dylan caught her attention when he blurted out, “Sevens! I’m throwing sevens!” He was on his knees, throwing the pogs like dice with a sidewise sweep of his wrist and then thrusting his little hands triumphantly into the air. He again exclaimed, “Sevens! I’m throwing sevens!”


She shook her head in puzzlement. Where did he get this? She was quite sure he had never seen anyone gamble or shoot craps in his short life. He was only two and she knew that the only TV he saw was Sesame Street and Barney. As most busy parents would, she filed this incident away in her mind, along with the one about the smokes, as a curiosity, one of the many surprises kids are prone to come up with.


But a few months later Dylan developed an extreme behavior that was not so easy to dismiss. On his third birthday someone gave him a toy gun, and from that point on he insisted on having it with him at all times. If he lost it or somebody took it away, he would throw a hysterical fit. He slept with the gun, took a bath with it, kept it in the waistband of his pants, and even tucked it into his bathing trunks at the swimming pool. It wasn’t one particular toy gun he was attached to—any toy gun would do. Whenever he left the house, he had to make sure he had his gun with him. If he found he had forgotten it, he would scream until he was given another one. Once, when Dylan was taken to a funeral, he realized too late that he had forgotten it. He cried so hard it caused him to wheeze and cough. He was making such a commotion his parents had to remove him to the car. It took him a long time to settle down enough so they could drive home.


After the funeral incident, everyone in the family stashed toy guns—in their purses, in their homes, and even in the glove compartments of their vehicles—to avoid Dylan’s hysterical scenes. When he turned five and was about to start school, his obsession caused real concern. The only way his mother could convince him not to take his gun with him was to tell him it was against the law to have a gun in school. Reluctantly, he obeyed.


Pop-Pop


I first heard the story of Dylan from his aunt Jenny, Anne’s sister-in-law, whom I met for the first time at a party. Jenny had just finished reading my book, Children’s Past Lives, and was eager to talk to me about her now five-year-old nephew, who she was beginning to believe was the reincarnation of her grandfather. She explained that she had long been open to the possibility of reincarnation, but she hadn’t known that it was possible for a child to be the reincarnation of a family member. Now Dylan’s strange behaviors were beginning to make sense to her. She continues the story.




Our whole family dismissed Dylan’s behaviors as just amusing little things he did. We laughed about it. Nobody stopped to think there might be a cause, but by the time I finished reading your book, everything fell into place.


My grandfather, who we called Pop-Pop, was a beat cop in Philadelphia during the Depression. Later he was a prison guard. He always carried a gun with him, always had a gun in his house, and always slept with a gun beside his bed. Always.


During the last three years of his life, Pop-Pop was very sick. He had been a chain-smoker all his life and was slowly dying of emphysema and heart disease. Even during his terrible illness, when he could barely breathe, he continued to smoke. In fact, the last words we heard from him as they carried him out on a stretcher were to ask for a cigarette. He died on the way to the hospital.


The strange thing is that Pop-Pop carried his cigarettes in his pants pocket just as Dylan pretended to do. Most people carry cigarettes in a breast pocket so they won’t get crushed. But not Pop-Pop. And Pop-Pop loved gambling—especially dice. During the Depression he and his buddies would shoot craps behind abandoned buildings every chance they got.


After I started piecing all of this together—Dylan imitating smoking and shooting craps—I asked my mother (Pop-Pop’s daughter) about Pop-Pop’s last days. She told me something I hadn’t heard before. One day while Pop-Pop was napping, my grandmother was cleaning the house and found Pop-Pop’s gun hidden under the sofa cushion in the living room. He had moved it from its usual place on the night table. This really scared her because she was afraid that he was going to use the gun on himself to end his suffering. She called her son, who came and took the gun and threw it into the river. When Pop-Pop found out what had happened, he was furious that his gun had been taken away. I don’t think he ever got over it.


When I heard my mother tell this story about the gun, my heart beat faster, I got goose bumps, and I suddenly realized, “Oh, my God—it makes so much sense! That’s why Dylan has this obsession with his gun!” I am now convinced that Dylan is my grandfather—Dylan’s great-grandfather. I believe he wants to make sure his gun remains with him at all times. He’s still reacting to that incident from his former life when it was taken away from him.




As Jenny told her story, I agreed it was possible that Pop-Pop had returned as his own great-grandson. Dylan’s strange behaviors, which made little sense in the context of his present family and his limited experience in this life, made perfect sense in the context of Pop-Pop’s life.


In many of the cases of reincarnation I’ve seen, young children show behaviors and play activities that mimic their past life behaviors and habits. Dylan’s obsession with guns, smoking, and craps fits the pattern. In some cases, these unusual behaviors are the parents’ first clue that a child is recalling a past life. In one case, for example, a child who had been a garage mechanic in a previous life would often lie on his back under a sofa pretending to fix cars. Another little girl, believed to be the reincarnation of her grandmother, was obsessed with sewing and pretending she was a seamstress, the lifelong occupation of the deceased grandmother. These behaviors are most apparent in early childhood, up to about the age of five, when the memories of past lives are the strongest. They generally disappear between the ages of five and seven, when impressions of the past life normally begin to fade as the child becomes more absorbed in the outside world.


Getting back to the Dylan case, I asked Jenny why she thought Pop-Pop might return as the son of her sister-in-law and brother. Had they had a particularly close relationship? Was there unfinished business between them that she knew of? I explained that despite what many people think, reincarnation is not a random process. A soul may be drawn back into the same family because of strong bonds of affection, or to tend to unfinished business, among other reasons.


Jenny had been wondering about this too and she offered her conjecture:




A few years before Pop-Pop died, he and his wife moved into a duplex owned by his grandson, Dylan’s father, Mike. Pop-Pop was getting old and his health was failing, so he was relieved to be able to move closer to the family. They lived there for two years. Then Mike decided he needed to sell the house to protect his investment because the neighborhood was declining. The property sold quickly, which upset Pop-Pop. His feelings were deeply hurt because he felt Mike was kicking him out of his home. Mike knew this sudden move would upset his elderly grandparents and offered to let them move in with his wife and him. But Pop-Pop would have nothing to do with it. So Mike moved his grandparents to another duplex in a nicer neighborhood.


I really don’t think Pop-Pop ever got over the upsetting move.


The ironic thing is, if Pop-Pop is really back as Dylan, he’s “moved in” with Mike and Anne—the very people he was mad at for turning him out. And now, as an only child, he’s getting very good care! Maybe that’s what they mean by karma!




Pop-Pop’s Unfinished Business


After listening to Jenny’s story and the way she put together the evidence that her nephew Dylan was Pop-Pop reborn, I was eager to talk directly to Anne and Mike, Dylan’s parents. I was curious to see if they could add more details to the story and if they too believed that Pop-Pop was back. But I didn’t know if they would be willing to talk to me. I have found in other cases of family return that, even though one member of the family is quite certain a relative has reincarnated among them, others in the family totally ignore the evidence that is right in front of them. They won’t even discuss it, especially with someone outside the family, because the idea of reincarnation conflicts with their religious beliefs, or they believe reincarnation is superstitious nonsense. This kind of resistance is the main reason it is so hard to bring these cases to light and why, I believe, most people have never heard of family return.


Fortunately, in this case, Anne was willing to talk to me. When I called her at her home in Delaware, she was cordial, but she assured me, “There’s really nothing much to talk about.” She conceded, though, that she and Mike were perplexed by Dylan’s odd behavior. During our long conversation she confirmed everything that Jenny had said, especially about the intensity of Dylan’s obsession with toy guns. She said it sounded cute to people who heard about it, but she didn’t think it was funny because she was the one who had to deal with his fits when he couldn’t find his gun. She did admit that she was puzzled by the coincidence between Dylan’s gun obsession and Pop-Pop’s outrage when his gun was taken away. But, no, she didn’t see how they could be connected.


When I asked her about Pop-Pop’s reaction to selling the duplex, she softened and said she hoped that Pop-Pop had forgiven her and Mike about that matter, because it would break her heart to think he had died holding a grudge. Still, she didn’t see a connection between her young son and Pop-Pop.


She added hesitantly: Something else was coming to mind as we talked, and she wondered if it could be related. Dylan always had a really difficult time saying good-bye to her and her husband. He would hug and kiss them over and over again and wouldn’t let go, as if he were never going to see them again. Anne admitted she even hated saying this out loud because it scared her that it might be a premonition of something awful. Dylan’s separation anxiety was so extreme they had taken him to a psychologist. The psychologist assured them it was nothing to worry about and Dylan would soon outgrow it. Despite the psychologist’s assurances, Dylan’s highly emotional good-byes still disturbed her.


Anne’s remark prompted me to mention other cases of separation anxiety I have seen in the course of my work. It is quite common, I told her, in cases of both past life regression with adults and children’s spontaneous memories, to find that severe separation anxiety is attributed to sudden separation or traumatic death in a previous life when there had been no time for proper good-byes.


I asked Anne where she was when Pop-Pop had died or where they said their last good-byes. She was silent for a moment, then exploded: “Oh, my God! We never went to Pop-Pop’s funeral! Oh, my God! Oh, my God!”


The sudden shift in Anne’s attitude was total. She continued, excited and breathless: “I never put these two things together before. We weren’t with Pop-Pop when he died! The night before his funeral we went to a friend’s house for dinner and Mike and our host drank some wine that had gone bad. Mike got deathly ill from it and was sick all night. I almost took him to the emergency room. Since Pop-Pop’s funeral was in Philadelphia, almost two hours away, we had to call the family to tell them we couldn’t make it. “Do you think that Pop-Pop was upset because we never said our good-byes?”


“Yes,” I said, “it’s possible.”


Anne went over all of the evidence again—the toy gun, the smoking, missing the funeral—seeing them for the first time as the pieces of a puzzle that fit together to make a complete picture. It was making sense to her, not just logically, but emotionally. After she had a few minutes to process this new information, I helped her understand the full pattern by adding what I had learned from other cases of reincarnation, especially about the concept of unfinished business.


If we die leaving any kind of unfinished business—dying as a child in an accident or from disease, as an adult filled with anger over an unsettled dispute, as a mother leaving young children behind, or simply with concern and longing for loved ones left behind—the unfinished business travels with us when we return to Earth in another body, along with the impetus to complete or settle these issues. If we return to the same family within a relatively short period of time, we practically pick up where we left off before we died.


Families who discover they have a reincarnated relative in their midst may be able to discern what the child’s unfinished business is by comparing the circumstances of the previous life—especially around the time of death—with those of the present life. They have the unique opportunity to understand some of the reasons the child came back to be with them.



In Pop-Pop’s case, love and incompleteness may have drawn him back to his family. Because he felt unsettled by the move at the end of his life, and because his gun had been taken away, his soul may have been in a state of unrest. Perhaps that part of Dylan’s soul needed an apology or an explanation to reach closure on that lifetime. Maybe he just needed acknowledgment to erase any doubt that he had been loved.


I described to Anne a simple technique I have used to help very young children with spontaneous memories resolve past life issues. I explained to Anne that she might be able to help Dylan with his gun obsession and separation anxiety by first acknowledging that he could be Pop-Pop reborn. She could do this by talking to Dylan as if she were talking directly to Pop-Pop and apologizing to him for the misunderstandings from the past. She could explain that they never intended to displace him by selling the house. And, she might want to address the business of the gun—how they had taken it away from him because they loved him and wanted to protect him. These words couldn’t hurt Dylan in any way. If she was wrong, Dylan would simply brush them off and go on playing. If she was on target, it might actually help him.


A couple of weeks later I received a letter from Anne.




After we talked on the phone, I went downstairs to our family room to talk to Mike about our conversation. Dylan was about ten feet from us on the floor playing, appearing not to pay any attention to what I was saying. I explained everything to my husband that you and I had discussed about the gun, not saying good-bye to Pop-Pop—all of it. I also told him I was so sorry if Pop-Pop and Nanny [his wife] had been upset about our selling the duplex.


The next day, as we were leaving the house, I noticed that Dylan wasn’t carrying his gun. I asked him, “Where’s your gun?” because I didn’t want to be halfway down the road and have to return home for it. Dylan looked at me and said, “Mommy, I don’t need it anymore.” And he has not carried it since. This change must have had something to do with what I told my husband the other night after I talked to you. Before that, nothing I or anyone else could say to Dylan would convince him he didn’t need the gun. He always had to carry one—even into the swimming pool. That’s how intense his obsession was! I think that by listening to our conversation, even though Dylan wasn’t part of it, he just “got” it. It was instantaneous!


Now I see what was happening. I believe that Pop-Pop’s soul needed to realize everything was okay. I had to acknowledge that we were going to take care of him, and I had to explain why we hadn’t said good-bye to him and why the gun had been taken away. It was that simple.


I never used to think beyond this lifetime. I don’t know whether it’s because I was raised Catholic or what. But I really believe so much more in karma now, because I see that our actions really do affect someone else. The results of these actions can carry over into another life.




What happened with Dylan is not unique. I have documented other cases of children who found great emotional relief and even physical healing when a parent acknowledged their past life memories and addressed the unfinished business or other specific issues that appeared to be troubling them from the past. When there is finally closure on an issue, a burden is lifted from the child. With this resolution, the child can forget the past and become fully rooted in the present. The change can be quite sudden and noticeable, and odd behaviors and statements related to the past vanish.


Sometimes, however, it is not that simple. There may be reasons for the return of a soul that are so complex and layered they cannot be fully understood even when the past life identity is known. Simple acknowledgement might not be enough. The soul may have deeper lessons that can only be learned by traveling the full course of a lifetime and working through layers of experience. But seeing how rapidly some of these past life issues can be resolved suggests that a child’s past life memories offer natural opportunities for healing the soul at the beginning of a life, freeing the child to develop more creatively and happily.


In several follow-up conversations with Anne, I learned that Dylan’s separation anxiety did not clear up immediately, as his gun obsession had, but abated over the next year. Whether or not it was related to the life of Pop-Pop is not clear. But something else about Pop-Pop’s life surfaced when Dylan was in first grade. His teacher asked each student in his class to describe his or her favorite vacation. Dylan gave a vivid and detailed description of his trip into the Grand Canyon, with its steep, winding hiking trails and red and orange rocks. He used such picturesque language in describing the natural beauty of the place that his teacher made a point of telling Anne what a wonderful job Dylan had done. Anne was totally surprised by the teacher’s report because Dylan had never been to the Grand Canyon! And since he had been to Disney World just two weeks before and had had the time of his life, it seemed even more puzzling that he didn’t describe that as his favorite vacation. Anne happened to mention this curious incident to her mother-in-law, who was aware of Dylan’s past life connection to her late father. She chuckled and informed Anne that Pop-Pop and his wife had once hiked into the Grand Canyon. The trip had been a high point in Pop-Pop’s life and he never tired of talking about it.


Dying under a Mattress


Once Dylan’s family learned that children’s past lives could be expressed through behaviors, his past life identity became obvious and, in the context of reincarnation, his quirky and seemingly unrelated behaviors suddenly made sense. By opening themselves to the idea of family return, they were able to reap two priceless benefits: they got to the root of Dylan’s annoying behavior, and they were able to make up with Pop-Pop even though he had died years before.


Behaviors were the primary clues in Dylan’s story. Statements are another way a child reveals a past life identity. When a child speaks with uncanny accuracy about the details and events of a deceased family member’s life—things the toddler could not possibly have learned—it can be a sign of reincarnation.


The next story is an example of this. A little boy shocked his mother, Tracy, when he described the details of a family tragedy that no one in the family dared talk about. Tracy described what happened to me during a phone interview.





Because I was only two years old in 1970 when my family’s house burned to the ground, I have no memory of it. All I knew until recently was that it happened on a very cold night—we live in upstate Michigan, where it gets very cold—and that my parents, five of my six brothers, and I managed to get out of the house in time. My father ran back into the burning house to rescue my three-year-old brother, Gary, but he got trapped in the house and both he and Gary died in the fire. No one in the family ever talked about it because my mother was so devastated from losing my father and youngest brother. Everyone in the family knew it was taboo even to mention it.


I have no memory of that horrible night, but my son, Peter, who was born in 1990, knew all about it. It started when he was three and the night terrors began. Peter would wake up in the middle of the night screaming, “Mommy, Mommy, Mommy!” Each time when I ran into his room, I was shocked by his bizarre behavior. He seemed to be awake, because he was sitting up and staring straight ahead with his eyes wide open. But when I asked him what was wrong, he pushed me away and yelled, “Go away! I want my mommy, I want my mommy!” Nothing I did could calm him down. He would just scream louder and push me away as if he didn’t know who I was. These episodes went on for several long months, exhausting me emotionally and physically.


Around the same time that the night terrors began, during the day when Peter was awake, he began telling me stories about his “friend” Gary and how he died. He talked about Gary all the time and especially about the night Gary’s family was awakened by the barking of their dog to find the house on fire. He described the house, always calling it the “yellow house.” He said it had a big pine tree next to it that burned too, and a driveway that made a circle in front of the house, not like our driveway. He added that Gary’s grandparents, who lived across the road, ran over and stood outside in the cold with the family watching helplessly as the house burned. He described the three fire trucks that came with their lights flashing and one big fireman with a brown beard. He talked about the fire often, adding a little more detail each time. He seemed to be able to see the whole scene in his memory, and knew exactly what was going on both inside and outside the house at the same time.


Peter was describing details that I had never heard before. Every time he told more of the story, I called my mother, Edith, to see if he was right and not just making it up. Each time, Edith confirmed that every detail Peter gave was correct. The circular driveway, the burning pine tree, grandparents, barking dog, and fireman with the beard—all were accurate.


If that wasn’t weird enough, what really chilled me was that little Peter described how Gary and his father died. He said that when his father ran back into the house to save Gary, they were blocked by the flames and couldn’t get out, so they hid under a mattress to get away from the smoke. I didn’t want to ask my mother about this awful detail, so I asked my oldest brother. He said it was true. The firemen had found both bodies under a mattress.


I started to suspect that Peter might be the reincarnation of Gary. But I tried to find another explanation because nobody I know believes in reincarnation. I thought it was possible that Peter could have been really lucky and imagined all the correct details. But I didn’t see any way a three-year-old could imagine hiding and dying under a mattress. That’s when I started thinking seriously that Peter was the reincarnation of Gary.


Peter repeated the story of the fire, always with the same details, for about a year until he was four. The memories always came up spontaneously and randomly, with nothing I could see to trigger them. For example, he would be playing on the floor with his toys and suddenly stop playing, stare at me, and with a very serious expression tell me again about the dog barking and the brown-bearded fireman and the smoke and hiding under the mattress. When he talked about the fire, his demeanor changed completely. Usually he was a carefree child, so happy and bubbly everyone called him “Silly.” But when he spoke of the fire, he became serious and focused hard on the images in his mind. If I got up to move or do something else while he was talking about it, he would follow me around to make sure I was listening. Clearly, he had something important to tell me and he wanted my attention.




Peter’s accurate descriptions, his changed demeanor, and the fact that his memories dwelled on his traumatic death are consistent with patterns I’ve found in children’s past life memories in general. When young children speak of a past life, their tone becomes serious, matter-of-fact, and does not resemble the sing-songy, lilting style of fantasy babble. Their countenance becomes calm, almost adultlike. Unlike the stories of a child who is fantasizing, these past life stories remain consistent in detail over time—sometimes for weeks, months, even a couple of years. As a child’s vocabulary increases and he is better able to express himself, the story may be filled in with more refined details, but the gist of it remains the same.


When children recall their past lives, they often describe events surrounding their most recent deaths, especially if the deaths were traumatic, as in Peter’s case. To the parents’ amazement, a child will matter-of-factly tell them she remembers being shot, or dying in a car accident or in a war, and sometimes will add explicit and clinically graphic detail. In this case, Peter knew that Gary and his father had huddled under a mattress to protect themselves from the fire—something a three-year-old could never imagine. This kind of accurate detail is often what first alerts adults to a past life memory in a child.


Peter’s mother, Tracy, found an opportunity to test her son’s memory. Edith had a photograph of the whole family taken shortly before Gary’s death. It was one of the few belongings that survived the fire and, curiously, it survived a second house fire some years later as well. Tracy showed the photograph to Peter and he immediately pointed to Gary and said, “That’s my friend Gary.” He couldn’t identify any of the other five brothers, only Gary. Tracy could see from the photo that Peter and Gary looked alike, almost like identical twins. None
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