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I am become Death, 

The shatterer of worlds.

---Bhagavad Gita

 

 

(Quoted by J. Robert Oppenheimer while recalling the

first atomic bomb blast near Alamogordo, NM, July 16, 1945.)


 

 

Preface

 

I WAS A CHILD in World War II and my memories of it are colored by a child’s point of view. I remember the American response to the sneak attack at Pearl Harbor was to look upon the Japanese as monsters without souls. And I remember the celebrations on VJ (Victory in Japan) day, following the bombings of Hiroshima and Nagasaki.

Nogorigatu Suragami was an elderly man who was in Hiroshima on that fateful day in 1945 when the “Enola Gay” dropped its atomic payload on that Japanese city. I “met” him only recently, more than 40 years after his death.

Nogorigatu was just one of many personalities I discovered during the hypnotic regression of a young woman I happened to meet at a party. As a past life researcher, I have conducted hundreds of hypnotic sessions, enough to convince me of the validity of reincarnation and the multiple lives most of us have led. But never had I faced a challenge that an entity like Nogorigatu would present. My primary goal, as a researcher, is to remain always objective, reporting the facts as they occur, without emotion. Nogorigatu’s story would test that goal, as well as shake several long-held beliefs, before reaching its tragic conclusion.

Nogorigatu’s words, coming from a petite young woman, revealed him to be a kind, caring, intelligent, witty and charming man. I considered him my friend and, I would learn, he thought the same of me. Listening as he described his own death, amid cries of fear and confusion, was not easy and it affected me deeply.

There have been many stories of pain, death and destruction told by survivors of the Hiroshima bombing. This is the eyewitness account of one who did not survive.

 

Dolores Cannon
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The Beginning of the Adventure

 

 

“I KNOW YOU FROM SOMEWHERE don’t I?” I said as I was introduced to the pretty young girl. “Where have we met?”

As we gazed into each other’s eyes, she sensed it too. It was an instant recognition, an instant “knowing.” As we talked, we realized that it was impossible. We couldn’t have met before, because she had only recently moved to our area from Texas.

The year was 1983. I was attending a party given by friends interested in metaphysics and psychic phenomena and Kathryn Harris had come with one of her friends. After racking my brain, common sense prevailed and I had to agree it was the first time we had met. Still, as I watched her circulate around the room infecting everyone with her contagious personality, I could not shake the feeling that I knew her. She seemed so familiar.

Whether this feeling was triggered by past life memories of another time when we might have been acquainted or a premonition of our future association together, I will never know. I only know that our meeting at that party must have been preordained, because it was the beginning of an incredible adventure together.

Neither of us had anyway of knowing what was to occur during the next year. I know now that we were destined to work together and meeting at the party was the first step along the path into the unknown - a path from which there was no turning back.

I had begun regressive hypnotic research into past lives in 1979 and had worked with hundreds of eager and willing subjects. During that time, I had no idea I would ever find someone like Kathryn who, with her incredible capacity to provide detail, would turn out to be a researcher’s dream.

When the talk on the evening of our introduction turned to the work that I was doing, many people expressed curiosity and wanted to make appointments to explore their past lives. Kathryn was one of these and as we set up the date, I had no idea she would be any different from the many others I had worked with.

Kathryn, or Katie, as she was known to her friends, was only 22 years old then. She was short and rather buxom for her age, with close cut blond hair and sparkling blue eyes that seemed to penetrate beneath the surface of others. Radiating charisma out of every pore of her skin, she seemed so happy and alive, so interested in people. (I discovered later, through our association, that often this was a facade to cover her basic shyness and insecurity. She was a Cancer, after all, and people born under that astrological sign are usually not that gregarious.)

But Kathryn had a sincerity about her, an innate sense of wisdom that belied her true age. At times, when signs of immaturity would come through, it seemed out of place. I had to keep reminding myself that she was only 22 the same age as my own son, though the two were nothing alike. She seemed like a very old soul in a deceivingly young body. I wondered if anyone else got the same impression.

Kathryn was born in Los Angeles in 1960 to parents whose jobs required extensive travel and frequent moves. They were members of a pentecostal church, so Katie’s religious background was certainly not one that would encourage thoughts of reincarnation and hypnosis. She said she had always felt out of place in this family, and her parents couldn’t understand her reluctance to be like them.

It was mostly out of concern for her parents’ feelings that she asked to be anonymous in this book. She felt they would never understand the idea of many lives, even though it was an easy concept for her to grasp. She also didn’t want to risk the possibility that her private life would be upset. I have agreed to respect her wishes and keep her identity a secret.

Her family’s many moves through various states finally brought them to Texas when Katie was 16. Forced to relocate twice in her sophomore year in high school and again at the beginning of her junior year, Katie was tired of constantly adjusting to new schools, different teaching methods and temporary friends. Over the protests of her parents, she dropped out of school early in her junior year, ending her formal education. This was to become an asset in our work. Katie is an extremely intelligent girl, but her knowledge did not come from books.

Once out of school, and with apparent freedom, Katie discovered she couldn’t find work easily without a high school diploma or specialized training. After a year of disappointingly menial jobs, she decided, at 17, to take a high school equivalency exam and later joined the Air Force where she spent two years specializing in computers. (An important point for our work was that she never left the United States during her time with the Air Force.)

After leaving the service, she and her family moved a final time to the midwestern city where I met her. Using her computer skills in office work, Katie seems well adjusted and has a normal social life. The extent of her spare time is spent reading popular romance and fantasy novels. The idea of researching in a library for historical or geographical information would not appeal to her at all.

When Kathryn Harris and I first met, neither of us had any  idea of the adventure we were embarking upon. It was to continue for an entire year and encompass time periods and experiences beyond imagination. At the party, she was just one of many who had expressed curiosity about hypnotic regressions into past lives. These regressions, for me, had fallen into a predictable pattern and it seemed the more I did, the more predictable the outcome became. I had no reason to expect anything different from this vivacious, enthusiastic young girl as I set up our first appointment.

Generally in the first hypnotic session, the vast majority of people will only enter lighter trance states. This is where the predictable patterns come in. They recount a dull, boring, everyday life where nothing exciting happened just every day events similar to those that occur in most of our lives.

For some reason, many will return to a life in the Old West, during the pioneer and early settlement days. Though there seems to be an attraction to that time period, all hypnotic subjects report something different from what they have been exposed to all their lives in movies and TV programs, and many have remarked on this. When these differences are consistent among the subjects, verifying each other’s stories in their description of the areas and time periods, it proves, to me, the validity of reincarnation while providing what I believe to be a truer picture of history.

I have formed my own opinion of why these first sessions follow specific patterns. I believe when the subject relates an uneventful life, it is because his subconscious mind is testing either him or me. The subject doesn’t really know me, making the subconscious reluctant to reveal important innermost secrets to a stranger.

This is also a new experience for the subject and while my method can induce the subconscious to release information, it is still the guardian of that information. Because its role is primarily one of protection, the subconscious will choose something easy - a simple life from its many files - to see how the subject will react. It is almost as though it is saying, “Well, we don’t really know what’s going on here, but we will allow them access to this simple life and watch to see what happens.” Later, when the subconscious sees that no damage has been done and it understands the procedure, more important information is released.

The subconscious is not accustomed to being asked for this information, as few people even know it exists. Once access is secured, much more is available through repetition of the procedure and the rapport that is gradually built between subject and director. I believe this rapport is extremely important. If the subconscious suspects any danger or threat to the subject, the information flow would be immediately cut off.

One popular misconception of hypnosis is that it requires the subject to surrender all control. In truth, the subject is in more control, not less during a hypnotic regression. Even though he appears to be asleep and often does not remember the session upon awakening, the subject is aware of things that are going on in the room that he cannot see or bear through normal means. I have had this demonstrated many times during regressions and believe this is part of the natural monitoring system of the subconscious.
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Life in Colorado Territory

 

 

BEFORE I BEGIN AN INDUCTION I like to spend about a half hour with hypnotic regression subjects. During this time I attempt to find out something about them, answer their questions and allow them to feel more at ease with me. After spending this time with Kathryn, I began the induction.

She slipped quickly and easily into a deep trance. Because of the aforementioned predictability, I was not surprised when Katie began describing a white house, “sitting up there all lonesome,” in a countryside of hills and valleys. This was the same type of setting I had heard from many others. When she entered the house, she saw her mother baking bread in an oven in the large kitchen.

 

K: The kitchen’s got a coat room off back. We’ve got to take our shoes off. And I see the wood stove. Momma’s just now taking some things out of the oven.

 

It was at this point that I noticed a difference between Katie and the other subjects; she could smell the bread baking. This is not common and indicated all her senses were being activated. She was also speaking in the first person, using the word “I.” Apparently she was not going to be passive, but an active participate in the regression. Maybe this would not be a run of the mill type, I thought. Since exact years were difficult to obtain, I usually try to determine what time period we are in by asking for descriptions of clothes, furnishings and surroundings. I asked about her mother.

 

K: She’s got dark hair. I guess some people might think she is a little plump, but I think she is just so. Blue eyes, pretty, and her hair is up. She’s got on a blue flowered cotton that comes to the floor.

 

I asked her to describe herself. She said her name was Sharon and she was only 12.

 

K: I have on my yellow dress and my feet are all muddy. (A childish laugh.) Momma will be mad, because I wasn’t supposed to go out in my nice dress.

D: Is there anyone else in your family?

K: Philip, my brother, and Daddy. Philip’s gone to town with Daddy. They went to go get supplies. Daddy had to leave before sunup. It’s about a day’s drive into town in the wagon. Half a day, anyway.

D: Do you know the name of the town?

K: Clear Creek. It’s fun to go, except Momma says it’s not a good town for girls to go to. It’s real wild.

D:  Will they be back in time to eat?

K: Maybe. Maybe not. Momma will hold dinner for them, though.

D: Do you like living out in the country?

K: It’s great, you only have to go to school two days a week. I get to running around, Momma says, like a regular hooligan.

 

When Katie heard the tape played back later, she laughed, saying “hooligan” was not a word she would normally use.

 

D: (I laughed.) What grade are you in?

K: Second.

 

That was a surprise. Twelve years old and only in the second grade? It appeared she had not attended school as early as we normally do today. And only going two days a week, there was probably not time for her to learn anything but the bare essentials. From my research, I have found that many times girls were not even educated at all.

 

D: Do you know how to read and write yet?

 

Katie’s voice was taking on a different characteristic. It sounded naive and rather countrified, with a noticeable drawl emerging.

 

K: Somewhat. I can’t see that it’s real important though. Don’t have to do much figurin’ to be a housewife, help take care of the farm.

D: Is that what you intend on doing when you grow up?

K: Ain’t much else to do.

 

I moved her ahead to dinnertime and asked if the others had returned from town.

 

K: Yeah, it’s late and it’s dark outside, but we saved dinner and Paw and Philip are here. They’re tired; it’s been a long day for them. I wish I could have gone. It’s different. It’s not like being out here all day.

D: How often do they go to town?

K: Twice a month, sometimes. Mostly only once.

 

I asked what they were having for dinner. From talking to so many people in regressions, I have come to know what time period they are in by the food they eat. I can also tell much from the type of utensils that are used. These are repeated predictable patterns. Many of the questions I ask are used to establish the time frame. It also might be called a test, since the subject does not know what details I am looking for or the pattern that others have supplied.

 

K: Having stewed chicken, and some of that homemade bread. Some corn on the cob, from our own garden. And some leftover apple pie. 

D: What kind of dishes are you using?

K: They’re blue and white, and they’ve got pictures on them. They’re Momma’s pride and joy.

D: (I knew it was not common to use china.) Does she use them every night?

K: No, just special. Every other time they’re put up in the hutch. Just for lookin’ at, stuff like that. (Katie said later she did not know what a hutch was.) Sometimes we use just the wooden bowls. Most times we use stoneware.

 

I assumed these were settlers and not just people living in the country. The earlier settlers did not have things as nice as this, either in their houses or living conditions. This was more consistent with what I have found from the late 1800s period. So I now knew what time period “Sharon” was probably speaking from.

 

D: How old is your brother, Philip?

K: Sixteen. That’s why he gets to go to town, and I have to stay here.

D: He is becoming a man, that’s why.

K: He’s just a mean, old ornery brother. He don’t count.

 

Times have not changed that much. This is still a very common opinion from younger sisters (though it should be noted that in her present life, Katie only has one sister).

 

D: (I laughed.) What about your father? Does he look very old?

K: Oh, he’s ... I don’t know ... he is old.

 

I moved Katie to a time when Sharon was attending school. Even though she didn’t think much of it, I thought it would give us an opportunity to find out what a school of that time period was like. I asked for a description.

 

K: (She spoke with a very heavy drawl.) It is made out of rocks. They said they didn’t want no school collapsin’ right on kids, so they all pitched in and built it.

 

This could be another reason for her only being in the second grade. Maybe there hadn’t been a school in that area very long.

 

D: Is it a very big school?

K: Naw, only about 12 kids. Some of us are just slower than others. Some of us learn pretty fast. But I don’t care.

D: You don’t all learn the same thing then?

K: No, just sit in the same room.

 

She had described a typical one room schoolhouse. I asked about the teacher.

 

K: She’s got blond hair and brown eyes with a kind of mean look on her face. She’s not very nice; I don’t like her.

D: Why? Is she real strict?

K: Yeah! We really get whopped if we don’t get into school on time, ‘cause she has to stay over. She likes to carry a ruler, and we gets whacked across the knuckles if we don’t mind. And that hurts. And she won’t let us talk and I don’t like that. More fun to get out and run and play.

D: Okay, Sharon, let’s go ahead in your life to some important day.

 

This always produces different results, but usually within similar patterns. What we might consider an important day is never what the subject would consider an important day. Their lives in these time periods were so humdrum that any out of the ordinary event was important, making anything likely. This is another example of what I consider proof of reincarnation, because subjects do not invent exciting tales.

I counted Katie forward to an important point in Sharon’s life.

 

K: It’s raining. Those people came. (Her voice sounded different soft and sad.) We buried Papa!

D: Oh? What happened to him?

K: (She was almost crying.) He ... just died. Doc said his heart stopped.

D: Where are you?

K: (Sniffling) I’m ... I’m in the graveyard.

D: How old are you now?

K: Thirteen.

D: Is your Mom and Philip there?

K: Uh huh. (She sounded very unhappy.)

 

This was affecting Katie; she was showing genuine emotion. This is another key to the level of the hypnotic state. When subjects feel the events, they are participating, becoming a part of what is happening and are in a lower altered state.

I decided to take her ahead to the age of 14 to remove her from the unhappiness of her father’s death. This time I found Sharon out in the field plowing, or “working the plow” as she called it. She said she was helping her momma work the farm, but she didn’t like doing that kind of work. They were planting corn and she had a jenny pulling the plow. I asked her what a jenny was.

 

K: (Slowly, as though she had to think.) A female ... mule.

 

I wondered why they were doing the work by themselves. She had made no mention of her brother Philip.

 

D: Who else lives with you in the house there?

K: Just me and my maw.

D: Do you have to take care of that farm by yourself?

K: Usually. It’s hard work, but we get by.

D: What happened to the men in the family?

K: My brother, he went away. Couldn’t do much. And my daddy died.

D: Why did your brother leave?

K: Who knows? (She sighed deeply.) Guess he just didn’t like being here. He didn’t tell me. He might have told Momma, but she don’t talk about it. I think she’s hurt.

D: Has he been gone very long?

K: No, about six months or so.

D: That puts a lot of work on your mother and you. What do you think you are going to do? Do you have any plans?

K: Nuthin’ yet. Just stay here and take care of the farm and ... just make do, I guess.

D: Do you still go to school?

K: Not any more. We got too much to do around here.

D: Did you learn very much when you were going to school?

K: Urn, learned how to sign my name, add a little bit, read some. Not much.

 

I got out a tablet and marker, wondering whether she could sign her name for me. My husband and I had tried this method with startling results in our first adventure into reincarnation which I reported in my book Five Lives Remembered.

 

D: You said they taught you how to sign your name? Would you do me a favor and sign it for me? I’d sure like to see how you do it.

 

Katie opened her eyes and raised up. Leaning on her left elbow, she took the marker in her right hand and wrote the name “Sharon Jackson.” It is interesting to note that Katie is normally left handed, but this personality had no hesitancy about taking the marker in her right hand. Katie’s normal handwriting is very small with evenly formed letters. Sharon’s writing was large, uneven, uncertain and sprawling, as though she did not have much practice with writing. A handwriting analyst said it bore no resemblance at all to Katie’s present handwriting. I complimented Sharon on doing a good job.

 

K: It’s not bad.

D: Was that hard to learn?

K: Boring.

D: Well, at least people can’t say you don’t know how to write, can they?

K: Leastwise, I can sign my name.

D: Can you read very well?

K: As long as it’s printin’, not too bad. I can usually figure it out. I just don’t know what all the words mean sometimes.

D: Do you have any books that you can practice with?

K: Just the Bible, Me and Momma reads it sometimes at nights.

D: That’s one way to learn to read, but it has hard words in it, doesn’t it?

K: Yeah, some of ‘em are right strange.

D: A lot of those words, I don’t think anybody knows what they mean. 

K: Some folks just say they do. Make ‘em sound more important than others.

D: But you can read some, and if you can write your name, that is more than a lot of folks can do, isn’t it?

K: Yeah, suppose so.

D: And you know how to add. You said, to do some numbers?

K: Yeah. I can figure out enough that they don’t cheat me when I go to buy somethin’. I can cipher right good at that.

D: That’s really important to know how to do that. Do you have any boyfriends?

K: (Shyly) Yeah, sorta.

D: Anybody in particular?

K: Naw, not yet.

D: Well, what kind of things are there to go to around there?

K: Well, you have dances on Saturday night. People get together ... sometimes have like a barn raisin’ if somebody new moves in. And, folks just use all sorts of excuses to get together and see neighbors they haven’t seen for awhile.

D: That is the social life.

K: Um hum, that and church. ‘Course there’s a lot of church socials.

D: Everybody comes to all those things?

K: Naw, not everybody. Some people don’t go to church none, so…

D: Well, at least you have something to look forward to.

 

When I asked her to go ahead to another important day in her life the emotion changed very rapidly and this time she sounded very happy.

 

K:  I’m getting married. 

D: How old are you now? 

K: Sixteen.

D: What are you doing?

K: I’m cutting the cake. 

D: Where are you?

K: At the churchyard. They’re having a real regular picnic. The whole town’s here.

D: Did your mother make the cake for you?

K: Yeah. Momma’s a good cook.

D: Did you learn to cook like her?

K: Said I don’t burn too much anymore, anyway.

D: Who are you marrying?

K: His name’s Tom, Tom Jacobs. Oh, he’s handsome. Got real dark hair and green eyes.

D: How old is he?

K: Twenty six.

D: Oh, he’s older than you.

K: Cause ... like Momma said, he’s made his mark.

D: What does that mean?

K: He spent all his young years learning how to make a trade, and doing things. So now he’s ready to settle down. He’s a blacksmith. Makes good money.

D: What kind of dress do you have on?

K: Blue. (I was a little surprised the dress wasn’t white.) It’s silk! It’s got a white row collar, and real puffed sleeves. It even has a little train that Momma fixed up for in back.

D: Did your Momma make the dress?

K: Nooo! She just made the train. She actually bought a store-bought dress. Something special.

 

Maybe this was why it was not white; just being a store bought dress would have been special enough. It is also possible that white dresses were harder to find. They surely would not have been very practical.

 

D: Do you have anything on your head?

K: Got Momma’s veil.

D: Is your Momma happy?

K: Yeah. She thinks I done real well for myself.

D: Where are you going to live with Tom?

K: In his house, behind the blacksmith shop. He’s got a real nice place fixed up. It’s big enough for the two of us, and ... one more, maybe. Probably won’t stay there long. Not if we decide to start a family.

D: Are you planning on starting a family?

K: (Shyly) Yeah. I like having kids.

D: Well, where is the blacksmith shop - in the main part of town? 

K: Out towards the edge. But it’s still in the nice part of town. You get plenty of business. He does real good work.

D: Are there any other stores right around where the shop is?

K: Yeah, there’s a hardware store. And then there’s a general mercantile down the way. (Katie had never heard the word “mercantile.”) And we’ve got the telegraph office next door to it.

D: Then you won’t have to go very far to get anything you need. Is there a newspaper in town?

K: The Gazette.

D: Is that the only name for the paper? 

K: That’s all anybody ever called it.

D: You said the name of the town was Clear Creek? What state are you living in?

K: Oh, we ain’t a state yet. We’re just a territory. Called ... Territory of... umm, Colorado.

D: Do you think someday it might be a state?

K: They’re having an awful big argument about that. Of course I don’t see what it matters
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