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My intent will be to interweave a narrative of my daily life with my previous lifetimes.




Part One - My Home Planet

What Are Starseeds?

Starseeds are souls who did not originate on Planet Earth. They might have had incarnations on one other planet before coming here. Or they might have had incarnations on several other planets before coming to Earth.

Much of what I’ve learned about Starseeds is that they’ve come to Earth with a mission - a mission to help humanity evolve and awaken to a higher state of consciousness. Eckhart Tolle calls this higher state “the New Earth.” But we have other names for it as well, such as “enlightenment,” or “ascension.”

My Story Is Somewhat Different.

I didn’t initially come to Planet Earth with a spiritual mission. I initially came to Earth as a result of screwing up on my previous home planet.

That was many lifetimes ago. And yet, despite all the time that’s gone by, and in spite of Planet Earth’s beauty and unique wonders, I still don’t feel as though it’s my home. I believe that my “true home” is the one that we all have in common - “Universal Consciousness.”

My Previous Planetary Home

But there’s another place I think of as home - another planet besides Earth. I don’t know its name or what galaxy it’s in. I couldn’t point to it in the vast night sky and longingly say, “home.” But I remember it fondly, as a truly wonderful place.

In my memory, it appears as being very bright and beautiful. I have a vague recollection of living in a coastal area. And I remember the planet’s population as being very refined culturally, with a great appreciation for the arts and learning.

Living in a Rational World

However, what stands out most in my memory is one of the dominant traits of its people... we were extremely rational. We were also very intelligent, kind, and loving. But our rationality is what stands out most distinctly in my memory.

Our rationality did not overshadow our emotions, as logic overshadows emotions on the fictional planet Vulcan.

We accepted and embraced our emotions, although they were not nearly as intense as emotions tend to be on Planet Earth. Everything was much more in balance. So even though thinking and acting rationally were highly valued, it was not at the expense of a healthy emotional life.

A World Beyond Conflict and Struggle

It was a peaceful and harmonious culture. Everyone’s basic needs were met, and everyone was content with what they had. There was little or no discord, conflict, or struggle.

The value of continued personal growth and the development of one’s potential was recognized as an integral part of life. Hence, people didn’t need personal crises to motivate them to grow.

Our Planetary Upgrade

But it was not always like that. This idyllic existence had come about because the planet and its people had evolved beyond conflict and struggle. We went through an evolutionary upgrade - a transformation much like the shift Planet Earth is now going through.

As a result of this transformation, the planet and its people had emerged at a higher level of consciousness.

After my planet’s upgrade was complete, the majority of us were not “fully awakened,”. But a state of awareness characterized by peace, contentment, and loving-kindness had become the norm for us.

Leaving Home

So why did I leave that paradise to incarnate on a planet with so many conflicts and struggles? Here’s what I recall:

I was a doctor on that planet, and in my role as a doctor, I made a tragic mistake that cost a patient their life - a mistake caused by a brief lapse in caution during a surgical procedure. In other words, I screwed up. And as a result of this careless error, I chose to punish myself with self-exile.

Was that rational? Yes... within the mores of my planet, it was the rational thing to do.

My Longer-Than-Expected Stopover on Planet Earth

So, out of many possible planets on which to incarnate, why did I choose Planet Earth - a planet with so many challenges? Along with the self-punishment factor, I believe that a major reason I incarnated here was that the unique challenges this planet presents would require me to develop new capabilities and grow beyond my limitations.

However, knowing this has not prevented me from slapping my head on numerous occasions, and saying to myself, “What was I thinking?!”

But as I recall, I was feeling pretty confident - or perhaps arrogant - and thinking, “How hard can it be? I’ll just zip in to Planet Earth for a lifetime or two, learn and grow a bit, and return home." But after way more incarnations than I could ever have imagined, I’m still here!




Part Two - My Present Incarnation

Memories of Childhood

My early childhood was fairly normal. We had a house in the suburbs. My parents had a harmonious marriage. I was very involved in sports - pretty good at baseball and football - lousy at basketball. I had several close friends. I was a Cub Scout, then an Explorer Scout. I was a slightly above-average student.

Then, when I was 10, my father died. Naturally, it wasn’t easy, but I was a fairly buoyant kid, and was extremely fortunate to have a strong, supportive, and loving mother. She was always there for me.

She also put up with all the trouble I got into during my teenage years. And even though she was a Jewish Mother, and could dish out a bit of guilt at times, it was always evident that I was loved and accepted, no matter what.

Beyond Normal

Within the day-to-day experiences of my “normal” childhood, here are a few incidents that were outside the boundaries of normal.

The Unusual Evening Star

When I was about 6 years old, I used to stand in my neighbor’s large backyard/small corn field and gaze at the evening’s first star. Several times it seemed to slowly materialize only a couple of hundred yards over my head… then gradually rise in the sky until it reached a certain spot - about a mile high - and then disappear.

What was this mysterious star? I’ve considered the possibility that it might have been a ship from another planet. If so, what was it doing there? Checking out this strange young Earthling? Watching over me? Simply hovering at a random spot? Just my imagination? I’ll never know, but it was intriguing.

The Cliff Miracle

One weekend, I went camping with my Explorer Scout troop in the Santa Monica Mountains. Our camping spot was at the foot of some grass-covered hills. There wasn’t anything else around, so we decided to climb them. We climbed up a few hundred feet, poked around a bit, then got bored and started coming down.

The long golden-brown grass was slippery enough to provide us with a good slide, so we all proceeded to sit on our butts and slide down. For some reason, I had lingered a bit, so everyone had reached the bottom as I was just beginning my descent. As I gathered speed, someone yelled up at me, “Look out for the cliff!”

Totally unaware of any cliff, I yelled back, “What cliff!” But halfway through my reply, I found myself in total free-fall, and yelling “What cliiiiiiifffff??!!!

That year, there was a large wildfire in those hills, and the trees were all burned out - gone - except for one medium-sized tree growing out of a pile of large, jagged rocks. So after falling for about 30 feet, I landed in that one burnt-out tree, facing downward, body draped over one of the few remaining branches.

When I realized what had happened, I discovered that I had no injuries whatsoever - no breaks, bruises, bumps, or scratches. How was that possible after a 30 foot fall?! As my friends helped me down, they were amazed at my good fortune, but no one was more amazed than I. I would describe it as a mild state of shock. What had just occurred?! A miracle?! Angelic intervention?! Dumb luck?!

Although I’ll never know, it planted a seed in me - a seed of believing in how events can transcend logical explanation - a seed of believing that there can be higher forces at work to assist us when they’re needed.

Memories of Adolescence

My adolescence coincided with the 60s. If you surmise that I had my fair share of good times, you’re correct. And if you surmise that I got into my fair share of trouble, you’re also correct.

Here are some of the memories that typify my adolescent years.

Sunday Mornings in Venice

One of my favorite memories of my teenage years was “Sunday mornings in Venice.” Every Sunday, a bunch of us would get together on our friends’ front porch for brunch. Their house was on Dudley Avenue - one of the little traffic-free streets that runs off the Venice boardwalk.

We always had fresh coffee and a variety of breakfast foods - especially lox and bagels, provided by our friend Burt. We’d spend a few hours eating, chatting, and listening to music on one of the local Radio stations - KRLA, KHJ, etc. Back then, The Beatles, The Doors, and Aretha Franklin were topping the charts.

Friday Nights at the Bay Theater

On Friday nights, pretty much every teen from the Palisades/Brentwood area could be found at the Bay Theater. Some were there to see the movie. Some were there to make out. And some were there to socialize. At times, I went for all of the above.

Summer Days at State Beach

Body surfing and kicking back at our favorite spot on Will Rogers State Beach played a big role in our summers. Some might call it a “social group,” consisting of around 30 of us. I never thought to label it - I was just there to connect with friends, body surf, and have some fun.

Parties

We had our share of parties, although it wasn’t a weekly thing. They usually happened when someone’s parents were out of town. How wild were they? As I recall, most of them registered fairly high on the wild scale, although a couple of them registered off the charts.

Playing Pool

During the too-cold-for-the-beach months, you would often find several of us playing pool and just hanging out at a pool hall named Wilshire Billiards. It wasn’t a sleazy pool hall. It billed itself as a “family billiards” place. But it wasn’t squeaky clean either.

After looking at some of the more wholesome activities of my adolescence, let’s have a look at some of the more rebellious experiences.

60s -















	Protests in Northern and Southern California to end the Vietnam War.

	The People’s Park protest in Berkeley (aka Bloody Thursday). We were protesting to maintain open use of the park.

	The San Francisco State College Black Student Union protests.









	My partying and drinking were immediately reduced to almost nothing.

	I quit a pack-a-day smoking habit completely.

	Over the course of a year or so, my pot smoking waned to virtually nothing.

































































































































































	Someone who is “giving.”

	Someone who’s willing to “compromise” when there are differences regarding what each person wants.

	Someone capable of discussing problems “rationally.” Perhaps the strong desire for rationality is a throwback to life on my previous planet.
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