Reincarnation In My Family
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My only child AKA my husbands Spawn was raised in an Esoteric Christian home. I have studied many religions, but I have always kept my basic Christian foundation.  My husband and I both felt it was important to keep our son active in church and youth to build a solid foundation on for his future self. We were both youth leaders for years in a Protestant church. 

One brisk December morning eighteen years ago my son came in and ask me a question that many adults are now asking, "Where did I live before you became my mommy?" I said, "I have always been your mommy," He said, "No, back when I use to live in that cabin before I died. Remember mommy, I was in that dark pit?" My teeth nearly fell out. He was only four, and we had never discussed the concept of reincarnation.  Somehow he simply knew that he'd always existed. I simply swooped him up and kissed his chubby little toddler cheeks and said "All that matters now is your mine now, and I'm yours forever." I handed him a cookie and off he went. He then started drawing really graphic pictures I still have placed somewhere of cabins, Indians, teepees, and such. He would often tell me stories using his stick animal drawings and symbols.         

Then on his sixth birthday he crawled in bed with me and whispered in my ear, "I picked you," "I hope you pick me next time." I said to him, "You picked me for what?," he replied, "To be my mommy silly back when I use to float around the top of the ceiling when you and daddy lived in that house together with only a bed in it." I had never told him that when he was conceived we were not married, and living in a house with only a bed in it. I was stumped, and little did he know that those words would come back to haunt him years later.   

      Seasons passed and he grew up. From time to time he would stupefy us with a comment or question. But as time passed he lost his old self, and became ours. Years later he was driving me crazy around the age of 15, we were in a fierce battle over him wanting to stay the weekend away at a Limp Biscuit concert with fellow hoodlums. He was ranting about how we were the strictest parents on the planet, how unfair I was, and I yelled at him "Remember you chose me. You CHOSE ME. Next time find someone else." He looked shocked, as if for a brief moment he remembered it. To this day seven years later he still throws that argument up to me, that he cannot believe I said something like that to him. I must say I rather shocked myself there, but I will tell you he actually started behaving a bit better after that. Somehow, somewhere deep within he knew it was a factual statement.       

  So it reasons to me that parents should treat their children as they would want to be treated, and children should do so likewise. Last year one of his friends was in to visit with him before he went to Hawaii and he was fussing about his mother and how differently he was going to raise his children. My son replied, "Oh, no. Someone's gotta pay just like I did. There will be no lying out all night, staying at strangers houses (We had to know the parents well or he was not allowed to stay over. No this is my parents bye), and so on. A lot can happen to kids out there. You will change your mind when you have your own." I was simply shocked at how much he had grown up. It was then I realized why he had chosen me. 

