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What is beauty but the sound of Yeshana, the song of the soul? 

Aowa-Joy 
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Introduction 
 
You’re about to read a story that I experienced as true. Once, 

before I  began this life on Earth, I made an agreement to live 

during this time of unprecedented change—and to bear witness 

to it. I wasn’t the only one; around forty souls made the same 

agreement. Not all of us would write about it—some would tell 

it in other ways. 

This wasn't the only group I came to Earth with—I also 

arrived as part of Shaumbra¹, a collective of about 300,000 souls, 

which I later left again. 

For a long time, I wasn’t aware of this agreement to tell the 

story, until I received two signs in quick succession, and a third 

one a year later. 

The first came from White Bull, who said loud and clear: 

“Write your story, and you will understand yourself better—others 

might benefit from it too.” 

The second was a tap on the shoulder from Tithua, an almost 

invisible being, who told me we were both storytellers. You’ll 

read  about the third sign later in this book. 

Eventually, I learned that there was another being connected 

to my soul—one of the first to arrive on Earth millions of years 

ago, when the planet was still a barren rock, a dark and lifeless 

place. 

This aspect of our soul once left her angelic family far from 

Earth to seek contact with other life forms, and arrived not long 

after Gaia came to infuse the Earth with her energy. 

The reason for this mission was the slowing down of energy 

throughout the universe, which sparked fear that life would 

eventually cease to exist. With no contact between civilizations, 
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there was also no guidance on how to reverse this trend. As fear 

grew, wars broke out across the cosmos—conflicts now known 

as the Galactic Wars or the Star Wars. 

As one of the leaders of her angelic family, this soul set out to 

investigate what was happening and how to fix it. She quickly 

discovered that the problem wasn’t unique to her people—every 

civilization she encountered was experiencing the same 

stagnation. Together, they formed a plan, and creating life on 

Earth became part of that solution. 

Now, in this time of rapid transformation and turbulence, 

Tithua came to me from the future. All I know is that she doesn’t 

look very human—more like an elf. I didn’t realize she came 

from the future right away; that dawned on me later. 

It was Tithua and White Bull who helped me remember my 

soul’s agreement to tell this story. In the end, it was the Ascended 

Master Kuthumi who gave me the final push: “Get it out!” he 

said. “Many people will benefit from it. And this time, your life’s work 

will not be destroyed.” 

Once, during one of my final Atlantean lifetimes, I had to 

destroy my life’s work. That pain and fear has stayed with my 

soul until now, because it’s time to heal it. You’ll read more about 

that too. 

How past lifetimes began surfacing one by one will become 

clear to you as you read on. 

 

Outwardly, I lead an ordinary life as a woman—but that couldn’t 

be further from the truth. Why? Because this is my final lifetime 

on Earth. That makes it a rather unusual life, one in which the 

Master—the wisdom gained through all my lifetimes—took the 

reins and led me down paths I never thought possible. 

Eventually, even the Master had to pass the baton—to my I 

Am That I Am, my Divinity². Don’t worry if that sounds 
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confusing—it will become clear as you read. Along the way, you 

may begin to understand your own life more clearly too. 

 

I hope to inspire you, inform you, and occasionally spark a 

deep sense of recognition. Above all, I hope you come to see 

that you’re not alone—and you’re not crazy! 

And I promise to keep the story as lighthearted, airy, and 

humorous as possible. 

Ready? Then let’s dive in. 
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Prelude 
 
A very, very long time ago, there was a civilization we now call 

Atlantis. It spanned a vast region, stretching from between Cuba 

and Mexico all the way toward the Mediterranean Sea and up to 

Greenland and the North Pole. The climate was pleasantly 

warm, and Atlantis thrived for over 150,000 years. 

Life in Atlantis centered around the collective. Work was 

everything. The individual was of little consequence—there was 

hardly even an I. A private life, as we now understand it, barely 

existed. There were no structured eight-hour workdays. People 

often ate and slept at their workplaces and went home only 

occasionally for rest. There was no space for sovereignty. 

The early days were idyllic. But over time, a desire emerged 

to exert more control over the population. That’s when things 

started to change. 

One idea was to create more uniformity—physically and 

mentally. Why? Because the differences were vast. Some people 

were three meters tall, while others were barely fifty centimeters 

or less. The same went for mental abilities. 

To standardize cognition, special headbands were developed. 

These contained highly charged crystals that could alter a 

person’s consciousness and implant programs into their minds. 

As a result, the connection to the soul and intuition weakened, 

while mental activity increased. The intention behind the 

conformity was good—but it gradually eroded harmony and 

threw Atlantis off balance. 

Ultimately, a few very aware Atlanteans pulled the plug. The 

result was massive fires, tsunamis, and floods that caused 

Atlantis to sink.  
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Just before this collapse, a monumental decision was made: to 

seal Earth off from extraterrestrial interference. This was done to 

protect Atlantis’ advanced technology from being confiscated 

and used in ways that would harm humanity and others.  

That sealing-off created what is now known as the Veil. But as 

consciousness on Earth continues to rise, a breach appeared in 

that veil—on March 23, 2023. This breach brings New Light to 

Earth. 

In the temples of Tièn—part of Atlantis and located near what 

is now known as the Bermuda Triangle—a group of Shaumbra 

gathered throughout history. These individuals began having 

visions of what the future would look like, both near and far, if 

society continued down the path of mind-control devices and 

genetic manipulation. They decided to counteract this with their 

awareness—by shining their Light, the so-called Christ 

Consciousness. 

The Shaumbra kept an enormous fire burning for years, 

dreaming of ways to prevent future humanity from losing its 

essence—its soul—to technology. Their dream became so strong 

that it turned into a code. That code became embedded in the 

energy of their souls—and in the souls of other small groups as 

well. 

Many of them agreed to be present during the time of 

Jeshua—wrongly called Jesus—the bearer of Christ 

Consciousness, and also to be here, now, during this era of 

rapidly expanding technology, artificial intelligence, social 

unrest, and climate disruption. The code guided them here. 

After Atlantis fell, the Earth’s surface became uninhabitable. 

Small groups of Atlanteans gathered in places like Wales and the 

Himalayas. Others moved underground, where they lived for 

centuries until the crystals below the surface lost their power. 

When that happened, they returned to the Earth’s surface. 
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Only Tamil Nandu, in the southwest of India, was spared—

along with the people who lived there. Tamil Nandu has 

remained a sacred spiritual center to this day. 

 

But now, let me take you to the year 2007—a year in which I 

stepped out of a skin that had grown far too tight, left the well-

worn paths behind, and began something entirely new. 
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Chapter 1 
Lost my way to my feet 
 
“Would you like me to top off your glass?” one of the facilitators 

asks. 

I shake my head. “Not yet, please,” I manage to reply. My 

head grows light, and a wave of nausea follows. I close my eyes, 

and immediately white and blue orbs begin to appear. They 

come at me from all directions, out of the darkness. I start to lose 

my grip and feel fear rising. I look at the orbs, bubbles, and 

colors, and finally allow myself to be taken—this is no longer 

something I can stop. 

For a moment, I glance at the calm presence of the facilitators 

and close my eyes again. The white and blue colors quickly turn 

into a full-blown rainbow. Surrounded by a kaleidoscope of all 

these colors, I float into a circus-like realm, where not only orbs 

and bubbles but also rollercoasters and ladders whirl around me. 

Among them, I see clown-like figures flying by. Somehow I 

know—they call themselves the Fools. They move effortlessly 

along with all the tumbling orbs, bubbles, circles, and ladders. 

Suddenly, the Fools seem to notice me and come closer. Before 

I know it, I’m tumbling through the universe with them, deeper 

and deeper. 

One of the Fools looks at me and lets me know—without 

words—that this is the life meant for me. That choosing it is of 

great importance. 

A wave of joy rises up, and I let myself be swept away by these 

contagiously cheerful beings. High up in the circus—which 

seems endless and floats somewhere in the universe—I suddenly 

realize I can’t feel my legs or feet anymore. 



© Aowa Joy – House of Joy – houseofjoy.online 

Shared freely. Please mention the source when quoting.  12 
 

I stop tumbling and look down. Far below, my legs dangle 

like they belong to a rag doll. I know they’re mine, but I can’t feel 

them. I look again, puzzled as to how to reach my feet. As I stare 

down, I try to figure it out—why can’t I feel them, and what can 

I do to bring them back to me? There’s a huge gap—or actually, 

nothing at all—between my head and my feet. I try to find the 

path from my head down to my feet. It’s like a labyrinth in which 

I’m completely lost. This is absurd. Ridiculous! Here I am, 

floating somewhere in the universe, and I can’t even find the way 

to my own feet! 

I burst into uncontrollable laughter—and just as I’m howling, 

I hear a man’s voice. 

“Well then,” says the voice, “how do you plan to find your 

feet?” 

“Tell me,” I respond without hesitation. 

“You’re in conflict with our energy—the masculine energy—

both within yourself and in the outside world. Sometimes you 

express too much of it, sometimes too little. The same happens 

in your interactions with us, with men. That makes it difficult for 

us to really get to know you. If you truly commit to connection—

both within yourself and with others—you will find wholeness. 

You use your sexual energy, your allure, to keep control over us. 

That draws attention away from what truly matters. That is not 

the way.” 

“How then?” I ask. I decide not to argue—it would be a waste 

of precious time. Besides, the conversation is not nearly as 

valuable as the information I’m hoping to receive. I sense that 

this man is only available for a short moment. 

He continues: “You will need a man. A man with whom you 

can enter into a divine connection. A man who can truly reach 

you, who is willing and brave enough to take in your energy. A 

man who knows what it means to be a man. That will lead you 
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to wholeness. Then, the path to your feet will reveal itself 

naturally.” 

He disappears. I catch just a glimpse of what he looks like—a 

beautiful, bronze-skinned man with long dark hair and a striking 

presence. He looks like an indigenous American man. He 

radiates so much authority, it feels as though he represents all 

men. I’m deeply moved and left in awe. 

What he just told me—isn’t that exactly what I’ve longed for 

all this time? A true, deep love relationship? One where one plus 

one equals three, instead of two? But the way he shows it, I’m 

clearly not on the right path. 

Before I can reflect further, I’m swept away again and invited 

to play. Tumbling through the universe, I no longer worry about 

my feet—or the man. 

One of the Fools flies up to me and hands me a coat. It’s a 

magnificent coat, made of buffalo hide yet incredibly supple. The 

inside is velvety, even softer, and deep red. The Fool holds it 

open for me. I slip into it, and with coat and all, I continue flying. 

Suddenly, the indigenous man is back. He doesn’t say a word 

but pushes someone in front of me—Bas, my ex-lover. I can’t 

believe my eyes. Not Bas. Please, not him. The sting of what 

happened between us— just two months ago—has only just 

started to fade. 

“You’re mistaken, Mr. Indigenous,” I cry out. “Take that man 

away.” 

The indigenous man has vanished. 

Despite the pain flaring up again, a sense of shame washes 

over me too—because I completely lost it. The way I parted from 

Bas was anything but graceful. Maybe that’s what the man 

meant? That I need to make right what I’ve damaged—otherwise 

I won’t be worthy of a true, deep love relationship? Something 

like that? 
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I begin to feel uncomfortably sober and softly call one of the 

facilitators, asking them to pour me another glass of ayahuasca. 

I drink it quickly—if I start tasting it, I won’t be able to finish the 

intensely bitter brew. 

New visions soon appear. And with them—Bas again. 

“Oh, for god’s sake,” I shout. “Can this nonsense please 

stop?” But instead of one Bas, there are suddenly ten Basses 

surrounding me. I look from one to the next—and then it hits me: 

my love for him was real. I should have honored that love. I was 

the one who betrayed it with a lie. 

Is that love truly gone? Am I fooling myself? No, definitely 

not. I was so relieved after I screamed at him that I never wanted 

to see him again. No, I’m not fooling myself. 

Yet the Basses keep circling around me as if they still have 

something to say. But I’ve had enough. I try to push them aside. 

“Go away, all of you. I’m here for something entirely 

different. I’m here to reclaim my soul.” 

And with a jolt, I realize—that’s exactly what I’m being 

shown. I’ve lost the path to my feet; my soul lives in wholeness, 

and that connection is broken. Ayahuasca is leading me straight 

to my own truth. 

No matter what I do, one Bas remains. He stays with me like 

a shadow. After several failed attempts to get him off my mental 

screen, I give up. 

Suddenly, I see myself—busy with work, caught up in trivial 

tasks, worrying about my children, even though all three are 

adults. I seem to want constant control over everything that 

happens and everything I do. From where I am now—who is this 

I, really?—I watch that other version of me, and I know… it 

doesn’t matter at all what that person does. The real me is the 

one who is watching. 

“Stop,” the real me calls out. 
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I see that she never feels what she does is good enough—just 

as she never feels she is good enough. Most of all, I see how 

exhausted and unwell that woman is. A flood of love and 

compassion pours in. I begin to sob—it hurts so deeply to see 

what’s happening to me. That woman is sincere. Her doubts are 

unnecessary. She’s not meant to do what she’s doing. She’s one 

of the Fools—she’s meant to play. Doesn’t she know that? 

“Stop,” I shout again from deep inside. 

“Trust that it’s possible. Stop. Rest. Heal. Go play. Go live. 

What you’re doing now has nothing to do with living. Stop 

now—not later. Later never comes. It will always be later and 

never now. Come to me. Come.” 

Gently, I rock her back and forth. She doesn’t notice—and 

keeps going. 

What is that running along her back? I try to touch the wide, 

brown, coarse-grained stripe that stretches from her shoulder 

blade to the left hemisphere of her brain. But I can’t. 

How can something so visibly present not show up on a 

photo? Doctors should be able to see this—then that ridiculous 

belief would end, the one that says “if it can’t be proven, it 

doesn’t exist.” 

And insurance companies who deny their clients support 

because of that? They should try a glass of ayahuasca. Whiplash 

doesn’t exist? Ladies and gentlemen of medicine and 

insurance—come take a look. 

The image fades—and suddenly, caterpillar-like creatures 

begin marching through the cells of my body at high speed.  

They are golden-green and made up of tiny squares. Each square 

has a black dot in its center. 

It looks like a perfectly trained army, marching in tight, seamless 

formation with astonishing speed through my body. 
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Suddenly it hits me—these are the parasites that cause Lyme 

disease. Well damn it, I knew it! That’s why I’m so exhausted. It 

hasn’t healed at all. Fascinated, I keep watching the rows upon 

rows of golden, square-bodied beings passing by. It’s a strange 

relief to see what I’ve always felt. 

Suddenly, I’m floating in a beautiful basin. I look around and 

see flowers drifting all around me—each one more beautiful than 

the last. I lie on my back and feel myself being held by a loving 

energy. Slowly, the images begin to fade. And then… I fall 

asleep. 

 

On the way home, Bas is still with me—for the entire hour-and-

a-half train ride. I can’t bear the thought of everything repeating 

itself. By now, it’s clear to me: I have no peace with the way I 

pushed Bas out of my life. I stare out the window, trying to direct 

my thoughts elsewhere—trying to silence the voice urging me to 

make it right. But I can’t. 

When I get home, I grab my laptop and write a message to 

Bas. An apology. “Let this lead to peace,” I pray, and press send. 
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Chapter 2 
A painful memory and rolled into The Story 

 
The night creeps by slowly, like so many nights before. Through 

a gap in the curtains, I catch a glimpse of the crescent moon. A 

mosquito buzzes around my head—when it flies into my ear and 

then into my nose, I nearly explode. 

I watch the clock: one o’clock, two o’clock, three. It’s enough 

to make anyone lose hope. I roll over—again. 

And suddenly I’m parking my car, ringing a doorbell, and 

moments later standing in the hallway of a tiny house. I sit on a 

chair in the hallway, waiting. Inside, I hear Bas’s voice—and a 

woman’s. Must be one of his daughters. 

The door opens. Bas steps into the hallway, wearing an old, 

worn-out bathrobe. He looks like he just got out of bed. 

Then I realize—the voice isn’t one of his daughters. It’s 

another woman. 

Bas looks tired and gray. He seems older, thinner—and not at 

all happy to see me. I don’t understand. Didn’t he invite me? 

With a jolt, I sit upright in bed. I let the images pass before me 

once more and wonder if I’m doing the right thing. Wouldn’t it 

have been better to say nothing at all? Did I really understand 

what the indigenous man meant? I don’t know anymore. Bas 

lives in a tiny house—surely that means he doesn’t have much 

space inside himself. And definitely not for me. And why did he 

look so much older and thinner in my dream? 

“My god, Joy, you fool.” A flush creeps over my cheeks. 

“Listen to what you said during the soul journey: ‘He follows me 

like my own shadow!’ He represents your shadow. And your 

shadow is your fear.” 
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Still blushing, I think of my greatest fear: being abandoned. 

Having to go through life entirely alone. Never being desired by 

anyone ever again. Dying in loneliness—and not being found 

until weeks or even months later, in a state of advanced decay. I 

see public health workers hauling away my corpse, their faces 

contorted with disgust, masks over their mouths. 

And that worn-out bathrobe, that older and thinner version of 

Bas—it’s obvious, isn’t it? The situation is worn-out. I nod to 

myself. That’s what the indigenous man was trying to show me: 

Bas is a mirror of my fear. And that fear is standing in the way of 

a fulfilling relationship. Nothing more than that. 

Now what? The message is sent—I can’t undo it. All I can do 

is go along with what I’ve set in motion. 

 

In the morning, I check my inbox with a pounding heart. No 

response from Bas. Damn it. 

“Joy, let it go. You’re leaking energy you could use much 

better elsewhere. Bas is not your man. Period.” 

But if I know that Bas isn’t my man, then why do I care so 

much about his reply? Because I know the answer. I shared 

something incredibly beautiful with him. That’s why I can’t let 

go. 

I think back to a Sunday morning, now half a year ago. I see 

us again—lying in complete union, while sunlight stroked our 

bodies in the most enchanting way. Now and then we drifted off 

to sleep, only to wake again. I looked at Bas, and love surged 

through me. I felt fulfilled, as if I had received everything I ever 

wished for in life. I had never experienced this before—not even 

with either of my two husbands. For the first time, I understood 

what it meant to feel fulfilled in love.  

But at the very peak of my happiness, I saw something in Bas’s 

eyes. I looked at him, questioning. 
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“Are you losing yourself in me?” he asked.  

And just like that, it all came rushing back. The moment that 

followed plays like a film in my mind. I recoiled and slid to the 

edge of the bed. My heart raced, tears filled my eyes. I slipped 

out of bed, unable to speak. Sitting on the toilet, my thoughts 

raced in all directions. I wanted to leave—but I also couldn’t 

believe there could be such a huge difference in how we 

experienced the moment. 

“Joy, would you like an egg for breakfast?” I stay silent for a 

moment. 

“Is something wrong?” Bas asks. 

“No. What would possibly be wrong?” I say. I hear him walk 

away and turn on the shower. I stay under it for as long as it takes 

to feel ready to face him again. 

“There you are at last,” Bas says as I sit down at the table. He 

folds the newspaper and reaches for a roll. 

“Shall we go for a walk after breakfast? The weather’s 

beautiful.” 

“No,” I say. “I’m going home.” 

“What’s wrong?” 

“What’s wrong? Pain. That’s what.” 

“Pain? From what?” 

“From your insensitivity.” 

“What kind of nonsense is that?” Bas asks. 

“Nonsense? Do you think it’s nonsense when a woman, 

having just surrendered herself to you completely, gets startled 

by the line: ‘Aren’t you losing yourself in me?’ A freezing-cold 

bucket of water after the most intimate moment we’ve ever had? 

Come on, Bas.” 

“Joy, you know where I stand in this relationship. I just came 

out of a twenty-five-year marriage. I don’t want to be tied down 

again. You know that.” 
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“That’s not the issue. I know you don’t want that. I’m not 

asking you to.” 

“I saw the way you looked at me,” Bas says. “Then I know 

exactly what time it is.” 

“Bas, you’re an idiot. You’re playing with fire, and you don’t 

even realize it. I’m leaving.” 

“That’s a shame. But go ahead. Do what you want.” 

My vision goes black. I grab the first thing I can from the table 

and hurl it to the floor. The plate shatters into a hundred pieces. 

“Bastard,” I scream, and slam the door shut behind me. 

My heart races again. I try to shake off the memory. 

Days pass, but Bas doesn’t reply to my message. After four 

days, the tension slowly fades. 

 

I’m tidying up the living room. Now and then, flashes from my 

soul journey return to me. I remember reading that ayahuasca 

can continue working for weeks. Once everything’s cleaned up 

and I’m about to start vacuuming, the indigenous man suddenly 

appears in front of me. I freeze. I stare at his striking figure. 

He says nothing. He just looks at me. He doesn’t need to 

speak—his whole being speaks. It feels as though everything he 

wants to tell me is being poured into me. Reality shifts instantly. 

I see the indigenous man pick up a massive book. 

Before I know it, I’m wrapped up in it, rolled flat like the 

filling of a spring roll. I can’t see a thing. After much struggling, 

I manage to stand. I’m afraid to move, terrified of bumping into 

something. I stand still until the book slowly becomes 

translucent. 

The indigenous man is gone. Cautiously, I take a few steps. 

With every move, the book moves with me. I try to read the 

text—but all I can see are faint, blurry lines. As I walk carefully 
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through the room, book swirling around me, I realize it must 

contain a message. But what? 

Then it starts to dawn on me. And at that very moment, the 

powerful figure reappears. The indigenous man looks at me 

intently—his eyes lock onto mine. 

“Write your story,” he says. “You’ll understand yourself 

better—and who knows, maybe others will too.” And just like 

that, he’s gone again. 

Then it hits me—what else he was trying to show me during 

the soul journey. Not only is my connection with men out of 

alignment, but the balance within myself—between the 

masculine and the feminine—is deeply off as well. I’m too 

focused on the external world. My masculine side isn’t connected 

to my inner world—my feminine side. I place too much value on 

other people’s opinions and expectations. The indigenous man 

meant that I’m living too much from my head—and in doing so, 

I neglect my feminine qualities. That disconnects me from my 

heart and silences my intuition. 

And once again, Bas pushes himself into all of it. I don’t know 

what to think anymore. Is he the man, after all? 

Then suddenly, Maria’s words come back to me—Maria, a 

psychic I occasionally visit to recharge my hope. 

“You’ll soon meet a man who belongs on your path, but won’t 

stay long. He’s important, because he’ll teach you to choose for 

yourself. You’ll also bring him a message—but he won’t 

understand it while you’re together. Years later, when you’ve 

reached your destination, he’ll realize what you were trying to 

tell him. He’ll reach out to you again. He’ll feel regret. He’ll need 

to walk a while on his own. Don’t try to rescue him. He’ll make 

it.” 

So Bas is part of my path. But not for long. Bas is not my 

man—that’s what Maria told me back then. 
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“You already know your man. You’ve encountered him before. 

You’ll meet again through your work, or through his.” 

I had forgotten. I don’t need to worry about Bas. I offered my 

apology. Case closed. 

But that nagging little voice inside me isn’t satisfied. It wants 

a response from Bas. 

When a reply finally arrives after five days, I feel deeply 

disappointed. 

 

Joy, 

I have no desire for contact. 

I don’t want to deal with your emotions. 

My feeling tells me to keep a great distance from you. 

I don’t want any more drama in my life. I’ve just gone through 

a divorce. 

If there’s any future contact, you’ll need to respect my lifestyle. 

Bas 

 

Nothing about the fact that I apologized. And what a strange 

final sentence. I read his message several times, and still don’t 

understand it. I almost forget why I reached out to him in the 

first place. Suddenly, I’ve had enough. I close my laptop. 
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Chapter 3  
Communicating vessels 

 
At the very last moment, I step into the room where a workshop 

on “Work and Spirituality” is about to begin. Sweating down my 

back, I collapse into the only empty chair. 

The two facilitators—a woman and a man—sit on the stage 

and nod at me kindly. As soon as I sit, the door closes. 

“Duality also plays a role in work,” I hear one of the 

facilitators say a little later. “Work is a form that the soul—the 

spirit—needs to experience something of itself on Earth. Just as 

every energy needs a form, just as a man needs a woman, and 

day cannot be known without night.” 

That’s a promising start. I’ve never looked at it that way. 

Maybe I’ll finally get an answer to the question of how to escape 

my stuck position. 

“That’s why,” the facilitator continues, “so many people burn 

out because of their work. Their hearts and souls don’t recognize 

themselves in the form their job offers, and they respond with 

inner restlessness as a signal. When work aligns with the soul, it 

becomes love made visible—as Kahlil Gibran so beautifully puts 

it in his book The Prophet. For that to happen, balance is needed 

between the masculine and the feminine,” —yes, there it is 

again— “balancing reason and intuition, expertise and 

compassion.” 

The second facilitator picks up. “I’d like to invite you to close 

your eyes and come with me on a guided meditation. Imagine 

you’re walking in an enchanted landscape. Maybe a forest with 

the most beautiful flowers, trees, and plants. You walk through 

this forest, hearing birds singing, flies buzzing, and the sun 
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warming your skin. Look around—what do you see? Can you 

feel the sun’s warmth? Hear the birds and the hum of insects?  

Now, become aware of the thoughts and wishes currently 

present in your life. Name them for yourself.” 

The desires and information pour in. I know with absolute 

certainty: I need to stop working. No more new contracts. No 

more new clients. My body is screaming for rest. Just the thought 

of it makes me feel lighter. 

In a flash, I again see the brown stripe running to my head—

the one I saw during my soul journey—and also the book the 

indigenous man rolled me into, which I’ve since ignored. 

The facilitator ends the meditation. “I’d like to propose a short 

break. In fifteen minutes, my colleague will continue with the 

channeling and make contact with Jeshua, whom most of you 

will know better as Jesus. You’ll be able to ask him questions 

through her.” 

Excited by the idea, I get up to fetch coffee. Surrounded by all 

these people, I feel like an island. I can’t bring myself to start a 

conversation with anyone. I’m too tired. 

 

“I think everyone’s back, so let’s continue. I’d like to ask you to 

give me a moment to connect with Jeshua.” 

A deep silence falls. I watch the facilitator closely as she sits 

quietly with her eyes closed. 

“Who would like to begin?” 

Silence. No one responds. I wait a little longer and look 

around. No hands go up. I raise mine. 

“Go ahead,” the facilitator says. 

“How do I transition from my old work to new work? I need 

money, so I keep doing work that no longer has any soul in it. I 

also feel extremely tired—I’m still dealing with the aftermath of 

a car accident a few years ago and with remnants of Lyme 
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disease. The old work drains me so much that I have nothing left 

to invest in the new. I want to write, but writing usually doesn’t 

bring in any money, at least not right away—and maybe not at 

all.” 

There’s a brief pause as the facilitator tunes in. Soon, she 

begins to channel. 

“The old and the new are like communicating vessels. When 

your energy flows into the old, it drains away from the new—

making it impossible for the new to take root. First, feel deeply 

what it means to pour so much energy into what no longer serves 

you. That inner awareness creates the willingness to let go. 

You’re afraid you won’t have enough money. Know that there is 

enough for you. Bringing in the new is about bringing yourself 

in. Dare to let go. Only by leaping into the unknown can you 

open the door to new experiences. Only then can the creative 

truly find a place in your life. The time is now. Trust that the 

universe will support you once you truly let go. That’s when the 

cosmos can step in to help. Clinging to the old is like damming 

up the flow. You have something to give the world. It comes 

from very deep within. That part is wavering because you’re still 

asking yourself: Am I really that big? Can I really do this? But the 

process is already underway. Go with the current. Say a full yes 

to it—then things will come to you. 

What’s making you hesitate is something very old. You’ve 

taken on the sorrow of others—and it started to resonate within 

you. By nature, you’re a shaman. A lightworker. You feel a lot—

but you don’t always discern what’s yours and what isn’t. You 

need to learn to make that distinction. Let what isn’t yours flow 

through you—and let it go. If you don’t, you carry pain that 

doesn’t belong to you—and you lose your clarity and courage. It 

begins to feel like you’re not allowed to be happy while others 

are suffering. Taking on others’ energy creates confusion. You 
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lose track of your own desires and wishes, and can no longer tell 

what’s yours and what belongs to someone else. It’s like you’re 

walking on two different legs—as if you’re not sure whether 

you’re allowed to follow the path of joy. 

Part of you resonates deeply with your heart and your 

creativity. And other, older parts make you shrink back and 

hesitate. That creates the situation of communicating vessels. But 

your desire to do things differently is growing stronger. 

What truly belongs to you is now calling you with greater 

urgency. Put your energy into that. What’s truly yours carries the 

independence you need to be who you really are.”* 

The rest of the day flies by. 

 

All the way home, Jeshua’s words echo in my mind—sometimes 

making me smile, other times filling me with fear. It’s time for 

the new. Let go. 

And where have I heard before that I’m a lightworker? Oh 

right—that came from Maria too. Like an echo from the past, I 

hear her voice again: 

“You’re being warned to discern what’s good for you—and 

what isn’t. Make a real choice. Especially when it comes to your 

work and your relationships with men. You came to Earth to 

experience divine love in a relationship. Don’t settle for less. 

Remember that. But to do so, you first need to come into 

harmony with yourself—with both your masculine and feminine 

sides. You’re a lightworker. Do you even realize that?” 
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Chapter 4 

Asking Maria for advice 

 
For days, it echoes in my mind: Let go, let go. But how? Call my 

clients and say, “I’m quitting”? And then what? An empty bank 

account? No, I can’t even bear to think about it. For now, I keep 

working. When I look in the mirror each morning, all I want is to 

crawl back into bed. Fear drives me to work. By the time I stand 

at my front door again in the evening, I can barely remember 

how I got there. Night after night, my dreams bleed into each 

other. 

“Coward,” I curse at myself when I catch sight of my 

reflection. “You might go bankrupt, big deal—plenty of people 

do.” 

Even the idea terrifies me. 

“But you saw how sick you are during that soul journey,” says 

Sofia, my best friend, one evening as I pour my heart out to her. 

“Girl, take a chance. Worst case, there’s social welfare.” 

“End up on welfare? Over my dead body.” 

“Then it’s your choice. But social assistance sounds better to 

me than destroying your health.” 

“I’m going to visit Maria again.” 

“Why don’t you do what any sane person would do: go back 

to your doctor,” Sofia says. 

“What would be the point? I’ve already been through the 

entire medical circus. Should I go through it all again? Should I 

become one of those people who keeps whining at the doctor’s 

office, ‘Doctor, I don’t feel good, doctor, what should I do?’ Ugh, 

Sofia, no thanks. I’ll figure it out myself.” 
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“Oh girl, what a coincidence—someone just canceled. 

Does this afternoon work for you?” Maria says when I call to 

make an appointment. 

“This afternoon? That’s wonderful. The gods must have 

arranged this. I’ll be there.” 

“The first thing I’m allowed to tell you,” Maria says, radiant 

as ever, “is that you can make a wish. And it will come true. This 

comes from above.” 

I look at her in surprise. And without even thinking, I begin 

to beam too. Without hesitation, I make my wish silently: a 

beautiful, fulfilling love relationship. 

Maria shuffles the cards, then hands them to me to shuffle as 

well. Afterward, she lays them out in the pattern I’ve grown 

familiar with. 

“The great happiness is coming,” she begins. “When it arrives, 

don’t shout it from the rooftops. You can talk about it—but don’t 

flaunt it. I know it will be hard for you to keep your mouth shut, 

but that’s really the best thing to do. There’s a dark-haired 

woman who will be sick with jealousy and try to disturb your 

happiness. But this too is part of your path. You’ll gain more 

insight from it—and you’ll learn to rise above gossip. It looks like 

you have a deeply rooted fear of power—tied to a fear of what 

people say about you behind your back, something you can’t 

defend yourself against. You’ve experienced this in past lives. It’s 

something you need to overcome. Out of fear, you’ve often told 

people what they wanted to hear. Don’t do that anymore—it 

damages your essence.” 

“Damn it, Maria, am I going to have to deal with that again? I 

always get panicky around jealous and gossiping people. I never 

know how to handle it—it’s so complicated. And besides, I only 

recognize jealousy once I’m already knee-deep in the intrigues.” 
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“You’re naive—you let yourself be fooled. Don’t listen to 

what people say—watch what your intuition and your heart tell 

you. 

You need to have more trust in yourself. That way, you’ll be 

able to handle these situations much better. You’re still carrying 

a deep humiliation from your childhood. Something broke in 

you back then. Since then, you’ve moved mountains—and 

you’ve already overcome so many obstacles. You’re becoming 

lighter. When you first came to me, it was as if you were 

surrounded by a thick fog. Now, it’s like the light shines through 

you more and more. You’re a true late bloomer. But there’s still 

some old sadness you haven’t fully processed.” 

“But haven’t I cried enough lately? How much more do I have 

to process?” I ask. 

Maria continues without responding to my question. 

“What are your plans? Are you going to write a book?” 

“That’s exactly why I made this appointment. I want so badly 

to write—but all my energy is swallowed up by my work. Even 

when I’m utterly exhausted, I don’t dare to let go of it. I have no 

idea how I would survive financially without that income.” 

“Girl, girl—trust yourself for once.” 

The way she says “girl, girl” makes me feel like a child again, 

as if Maria is watching over me for a moment. 

“The book you want to write will be published. I see three 

people working on it at the publishing house. Right now, there’s 

little money coming in—but that will change. You’ll receive 

much more—both in business and in your private life. Have 

trust. But you must be careful. A man will ask you to sign 

something. Something that isn’t good for you. Be very careful if 

you’re asked to sign anything.” 

That’s not the first time Maria has warned me about this. 

Every time, it makes me feel jumpy. The thought quickly fades 
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into the background, though—overwhelmed by the amazing 

news that my book will be published. I don’t doubt her 

prediction. Until now, everything she’s told me has come true. 

I think of her previous accurate predictions, especially about 

relationships. Whenever I excitedly told Maria about a new love 

interest, she would sigh and shake her head. Even Bas didn’t get 

a favorable review last time I visited her. 

“He doesn’t know what love is—he hasn’t really experienced 

it yet. When will you stop with these ‘fling guys’? You don’t have 

to settle for that anymore. Listen to me carefully: you’ve been 

getting involved with men who confuse changing partners with 

being free. They feel suffocated in their relationships—but often, 

they’re really suffocating themselves. Relationships ask 

something of them—and that triggers fear. Instead of facing it, 

they run away. True freedom lies in entering into a real 

connection—and realizing that your partner is your mirror. If 

you feel the urge to run away, it’s actually from yourself—from 

your own fear. Of course, there are times when you do need to 

let a partner go.” 

Maria’s words still echo in my mind. Quickly, I bring myself 

back to what she’s saying now. 

"Your man is close by—he's aligned with you. He's practically 

right in front of your nose. When he shows up—and it really can't 

be long now—you'll both still have a few things to overcome. He 

still has an inner battle to fight. There's a mountain ahead of him. 

You've already left most of your mountains behind. You're both 

stubborn. But he'll have a harder time of it for a while than you 

will. This man is truly good. Make sure you keep him.” 

“Yes, that's all wonderful—but there's nothing to keep yet. 

First, I have to meet him," I say. 

Maria doesn't respond to my comment. She gathers up the 

cards. 
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When I step outside, I already feel so much better. Singing, I 

drive back home. 
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Chapter 5 

An echo form the past 
 
Before driving home, I decide to stop by the mailbox. Still 

humming softly, I grab the mail and flip through the stack. 

Suddenly, I freeze. A letter with a familiar logo stares back at me: 

Max Tan, Attorneys at Law. Max Tan—the lawyer who once 

tried to help my second husband, Mahmood, out of trouble. 

What could this mean? Sitting in the car, I quickly tear open the 

envelope. 

Something stirs inside me. I forget everything around me in 

an instant. In the blink of an eye, the puzzle pieces fall into place. 

Max is the man Maria has been talking about all this time. 

I had completely forgotten about him. I stare at the letter for a 

moment, then begin to read. A little later, I lower the letter and 

stare blankly ahead. One thing is certain: this story is far from 

over if I decide to respond to Max’s request to contact him—to 

revisit an old case that has somehow become relevant again. 

 

Once home, I read the letter again. Without further hesitation, I 

pick up the phone. 

“Max Tan.” 

The warmth in his voice immediately puts me at ease. 

“This is Joy.” There’s a brief pause, and then I continue, “I was 

surprised by your letter. It’s been a while since we last spoke.” 

“It certainly has, but I recognized your voice immediately,” 

he says. 

My heart does a little leap of joy. 

“When did we last speak?” he asks. 
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“Let me think—Sam had already been born, and Mahmood 

and I had just returned to the Netherlands. Must be about 

thirteen years ago,” I reply. 

“That sounds about right.” 

“You wanted to talk about Mahmood’s case?” 

“Yes. Mahmood wants to sue the Dutch State over what he 

believes was his wrongful deportation back in 1993. I mentioned 

in my letter that the archives were just recently cleaned out. I’d 

like to meet with you to review what happened back then—to 

see if it makes sense to proceed with a case. Of course, there’s no 

obligation.” 

“Since Sam moved out, I’ve hardly been in contact with 

Mahmood—and honestly, I’m not exactly eager to reopen that 

chapter. But I’m willing to come by and talk it through, especially 

because I was convinced back then that the deportation was 

unjust.” 

“I would appreciate it.” 

After hanging up, I sit staring into space for a long time. On 

Friday, I’ll see Max again. The rest of the day, I feel slightly 

dazed. 

 

That evening, I call Sofia. 

“Sounds like something’s happened,” she says the moment she 

hears my voice. 

“I’ve met the man of my life.” 

“What?!” 

“I said...” 

“I heard you. How did that happen?” 

“He’s the lawyer Mahmood and I had back then when 

Mahmood had trouble with his residence permit. Max—that’s 

his name—sent me a letter because Mahmood now wants to sue 
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the State over everything that went wrong. He’s gathering 

information.” 

“Joy, please—you’re not getting involved with Mahmood 

again, are you?” 

“No, of course not.” 

“Hmph,” Sofia grumbles. “Doesn’t give me a good feeling, I 

can tell you that.” 

“Don’t be silly. I’m just going to tell my story, probably 

answer a bunch of questions—that’s it. This afternoon, Maria 

predicted that ‘the man’ was standing right in front of me. Two 

hours later, I found Max’s letter in my mailbox. All the puzzle 

pieces fell into place. Everything matches Maria’s description of 

the man. And you know what’s the weirdest part? Deep down, I 

already knew. I had just forgotten about him.” 

“That’s ridiculous! How can you forget something like that? 

And why didn’t you ever tell me?” 

“No idea. Maybe I never mentioned him to you?” 

“Not that I can remember. How long has it been since you last 

saw him?” 

“About thirteen years. Honestly, I suddenly feel completely 

at peace. It’s like I’m watching a movie—curious how it ends, but 

sure it ends well. I feel like I can take on the whole world.” 

“I’m curious—but be careful. You don’t have that much 

energy reserve. This is going to cost you, I can feel it in my 

bones.” 

“Sweetheart, don’t worry. I suddenly have mountains of 

energy.” 

“When’s the meeting?” 

“Friday, late afternoon.” 

“Too bad—I won’t be around. Otherwise, we could have met 

up. Let’s make plans soon. And keep me posted, okay?” 
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Amsterdam. Old memories come and go as I make my way to 

Max. I see myself again as a twenty-year-old, biking through the 

city, dancing until dawn, sitting in the beautiful study room of 

the university library, hanging out with friends in pubs. I 

suddenly see Freek standing next to me, asking, "Do you have a 

light?" I can still feel the spark that jumped between us. Do I long 

for that time? It was the most carefree period of my life— But in 

the years that followed, it became painfully clear that Freek was 

far from Prince Charming I had dreamed of. No, let the past stay 

where it belongs. 

Since Max’s office is still in the same place, right by one of the 

canals, I find it without even having to look. What a beautiful, 

sunny day—and what a joy to stroll through these streets again. 

Strangely enough, I’m not nervous at all. On the contrary, I feel 

as calm as can be. I have full confidence in the outcome, and one 

thing I know for sure: this meeting is meant to be. 

Arriving well ahead of time, I step into the stately marble 

hallway of the building. Everything looks just as I remember it. 

How strange that something seems frozen in time, when my own 

life has changed so much. 

A woman comes to greet me and takes my coat. As I sit down 

in the waiting room, a dachshund comes trotting over to me, tail 

wagging. I strike his head, and with a deep sigh, he flops down 

beside my chair. I pick up a newspaper and calmly start reading. 

Ten minutes later, Max comes walking down the staircase 

directly opposite the waiting room. My eyes quickly take him in: 

he’s dressed beautifully and seems taller than I remembered. His 

hair has turned white—just like mine. I feel a smile appear on my 

face—and see one appear on his too. 

“Hello Joy, looks like you've made a friend already with our 

watchdog," he says, nodding at the dachshund. "Come on up.” 
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We walk up the beautifully carved wooden staircase. Then I 

find myself standing in Max’s office, taking a quick glance 

around. The décor has changed—less cluttered, more 

businesslike, more modern, with a few personal touches here 

and there. On the windowsill stands a photo of a woman with 

long blond hair and a small child. Who is that? I quickly push the 

thought away. 

"Yes, Mahmood called me at home one evening—have a seat, 

by the way," Max says, getting straight to the point. "I suddenly 

heard a voice from the past. He asked me to take on the case 

again." 

"Mahmood called you at home?" I ask. 

"I recently got divorced and moved. Since then, my name has 

been listed in the phone book. I assume he found me there." 

Max is divorced. Good, I think—although I immediately 

reprimand myself: Don't get distracted! Otherwise, I’ll lose the 

thread because of my whiplash,—and that would ruin the great 

impression I intend to leave. 

“I still have a sealed box up in my attic—full of Mahmood’s 

papers. There might be something useful in there," I hear myself 

say suddenly. 

"Do me a favor and fetch that box from the attic. See if there’s 

anything in it that could help," Max says. 

"Okay," I reply, even though I know it’ll take quite a toll on 

me. 

Two hours later, Max gathers up the papers—signaling that 

our meeting is over. 

"Thank you," I say, as Max hands me his business card. "I 

probably wouldn’t have recognized you on the street—and you 

wouldn’t have recognized me either," I say as we head toward 

the door. 

"I would recognize you," Max replies, "by your presence." 



© Aowa Joy – House of Joy – houseofjoy.online 

Shared freely. Please mention the source when quoting.  37 
 

And then, suddenly, a memory surfaces: If what you have found is 

pure, it will never be lost. You will find it again when you return. A 

line from a book by Paulo Coelho. 
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Chapter 6 

Another echo 
 
The next morning, I wake up feeling restless. Things had been 

going so well these past few days. Even though it’s Saturday, I 

find myself out of bed by seven. First, I want to take a walk along 

the river. 

Outside, the air is crisp and cold—it must have frozen 

overnight. A deep stillness hangs over everything, as if I’m the 

only living being brave enough to venture outside. Dawn is 

breaking, and apart from the occasional jogger, I have the path 

to myself. The river flows quietly, a seagull cries as it flies 

overhead, ducks quack here and there, and despite my unrest, I 

find myself enjoying the walk. All kinds of thoughts race 

through my mind, and through it all, Max keeps walking 

alongside them. 

Back home, I decide to go grocery shopping first. I’m so 

scatterbrained that before I even make it to the car, I have to go 

back inside at least three times to grab things I forgot. 

While doing my shopping, I can only think about one thing: 

that box needs to be opened. Ridiculous, really, that I still have 

all those papers from Mahmood in my house. 

Once home again, I head up to the attic to find the box. With 

great effort, I drag the heavy thing down the stairs. I grab a 

garbage bag and a smaller box to put anything that really belongs 

to Mahmood in—I'll just send that to him. 

I start pulling out one document after another. Years of misery 

and despair pass before my eyes. I feel deep compassion for 

those two people who fought so hard to build a life together in 

the Netherlands. Sometimes I don’t understand life at all: why 
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does everything seem to come so easily for some, while for 

others, despite all their efforts, so little succeeds? I sigh and keep 

going. 

By noon, most of the papers are spread out around me in 

small piles. I’ve roughly sorted them, just by glancing at each 

piece—enough to bring the matching memories flooding back. 

What remains are two videotapes, a few dictaphone tapes, a 

silver lighter, and a silk scarf Mahmood made for me during one 

of his many stays in a psychiatric hospital. For Joy with Love, it 

says, painted alongside a few flowers. I stare at it for a moment, 

then decide to throw everything away. No room for 

sentimentality—this is a major cleanup. I keep one videotape for 

Sam. I pull the other tape from its casing and cut it into pieces. 

Mahmood’s letters I shred. 

After sorting all the papers, reports, and letters by date, I 

make a selection for Max. The more I read, the worse I feel. What 

I wrote back then now strikes me as naive, almost childish. To 

say the least, I’m not thrilled that Max will read all of it. What a 

joy. 

Because I don’t want to mail all these papers—and because I 

would very much like to see Max again—I send him an email 

asking if we can set up another meeting. 
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Chapter 7 

The Decision 
 
After yet another night spent more awake than asleep, whatever 

energy had briefly returned to me is gone. Still, I head off to a 

client to start a three-day assignment. On the way there, I feel 

downright sick. I barely manage to get through the first day’s 

work. As usual, the pace is brutal. My heart pounds from 

exhaustion so loudly, I’m convinced everyone around me can 

hear it. The information I gather during my rounds through the 

company barely registers. 

The day’s closing meeting with the board of directors drains 

the last bit of strength from me. 

Back home, I pull something from the freezer and throw it into 

the oven. After dinner, I take a long bath, trying to calm my 

mind—because tomorrow, I have to be back at my client’s place 

before dawn. Lying in the tub, I want only one thing: to do 

nothing, absolutely nothing anymore. To float forever in the 

water. Reality quickly intrudes: how am I supposed to survive if 

I truly let everything go? How will I pay off the loan I took out 

to expand my small business? The welfare office certainly won’t 

pay it off for me. 

Declare bankruptcy? The thought sends a shiver through me. 

One catastrophic scenario after another flashes through my 

mind. I picture swarms of bailiffs coming for me, the accusatory 

gaze of Sam, clothed in rags, no longer able to pay for his studies, 

angry clients, and finally: a life on the streets. No, I’ll just keep 

working. 
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At the end of the next day, I’m sitting at a large, gleaming 

mahogany table with the full board of directors when I suddenly 

feel all the blood drain from my head. The world starts spinning. 

The voices of the directors fade into the distance, and an icy chill 

creeps slowly up my body. 

"Are you alright?" 

One of the directors is bending over me—I'm lying on the 

floor. 

With a jolt, I sit upright. 

"Careful," says the man. 

"I'm sorry," I mumble. "I’m not feeling well." 

"Please, just sit quietly. My colleague will get you a glass of 

water," he says nervously. 

It’s dead silent. All eyes are on me. 

The glass of water appears. I obediently drink it. What now? 

I gather the last shreds of energy I have left. 

"Gentlemen, can we take a short break? I estimate I’ll need 

about another hour to finish asking my final questions. 

Tomorrow, I’ll conduct a few more interviews in the workshops, 

the cafeteria, and the warehouse. After that, I’ll have everything 

I need to complete the report." 

This has to work, I think. I just have to drag myself through 

this. If I manage to finish this job, I’ll be paid—and I can make it 

through another month. 

 

That night, I take two sleeping pills. The next day, I drag myself 

through the organization once again, and at precisely three 

o'clock, I present my preliminary conclusions. 

The following day, with the last bit of strength I have left, I 

write the report. By Friday, I’m once again collapsed on the 

couch like a rag. And I know one thing for sure: I can't go on like 

this. I have to find a solution—though I stubbornly refuse to 
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consider the only one that comes to mind. Another assignment is 

already scheduled for next week, and tomorrow I’m supposed to 

meet a friend for a walk. Maybe I should cancel? No, I think, 

maybe a walk in the woods will do me good. 

 

"Shall we take the short or the long route?" 

"The short one, please," I answer. 

"Tired?" 

"Exhausted. My ears are buzzing like there’s a swarm of bees 

inside. But let’s not talk about it." 

"You don’t exactly look like a picture of health." 

"I know." 

After our walk, we’re having tea in my friend’s kitchen. I feel 

more than awful. 

"I don’t feel well," I manage to get out, just as everything starts 

to fade around me. Two hands grab me, and before I know it, I’m 

lying on the couch. A few pillows are tucked behind my back, 

and a warm blanket is draped over me. 

"There. You’re staying right there until I see some color in 

your cheeks again," my friend says firmly. "If necessary, you’re 

staying the whole weekend. I’m not letting you drive home like 

this." 

I don’t even have the strength to argue. The fireplace is lit, and 

my friend settles onto the other couch, keeping a watchful eye on 

me. Two hours pass in silence. 

And then, from somewhere deep inside, a sudden certainty 

surfaces: I can’t go on like this. I have to stop working. And I 

have to stop now. A sense of determination takes hold of me. It’s 

over. 

"I’m going to quit my work. I can’t do it anymore," I hear 

myself say, as if the words aren’t even my own. 
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"Now that sounds like a wise decision," my friend says. "Let’s 

have a drink to that." 

Maybe not the smartest idea, but I feel happy enough about 

my decision to celebrate. A bottle appears on the table, and I take 

a few small sips. 

 

By the time dusk falls and I apparently have enough color back 

in my face to be allowed to leave, I slowly drive home. On the 

way home, the full weight of my decision begins to sink in. 

 

"I signed up with the welfare office," I say when Sofia calls me a 

week later. "I’ve spent the entire week filling out endless forms, 

collecting bank statements and all sorts of documents, informing 

my clients, finding replacements, and hiring a real personal 

injury lawyer—because I no longer trust the legal expert from the 

insurance company. But it’s done now, and I feel a hundred kilos 

lighter. I can finally rest." 

"That sounds good," Sofia says. "Now you’ll finally start to 

heal." 

"I hope so. My mother has also promised to supplement my 

income for as long as necessary." 

"See? Everything will work out." 
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Chapter 8 

A faltering confession 

 
I stare outside, where nothing seems to move. It’s as if a vast, 

barren plain stretches out before me. There isn’t a single point of 

light. Everything looks gray and desolate. 

I’ve finally started writing and plan to head back upstairs 

soon to continue. Every day, I try to work on my story for an 

hour or two. But when I reread what I’ve written, I can’t for the 

life of me understand what the indigenous man meant: that I 

would come to understand myself better? I don’t understand a 

thing. 

I glance over at the pile of self-help books with their 

promising titles that I still intend to read. Later today, the home 

care assistant will come to clean my house. I should feel happy 

about it, but instead, it only makes me feel worse. Even the 

thought of a second visit to Max does little to lift my spirits. I 

have no idea what I’ve gotten myself into. I stare ahead again, 

wondering if I’ve made the right choices. I feel so sorry for 

myself—and life seems so unfair—that the tears come, endless 

tears that stream down my face for hours. 

 

As the day of the new appointment approaches, I start to feel a 

little better. I’ve decided to tell Max, just a bit, about the feelings 

I have for him. My heart can’t bear any new emotional weight. 

In the email exchanges we’ve had to schedule the appointment, 

I’ve made a few comments that could be considered, at the very 

least, odd. As a result, something has shifted in the dynamic—

something I don’t like. It feels as if the train has jumped off its 
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tracks. I’ve grown tense because I’m so concerned about the 

impression I’m making on Max. It’s as if I’ve been catapulted 

thirteen years back in time and have once again become that 

completely disoriented woman I once was. While trying, 

despite all those clumsy emails, not to leave a bad impression, it 

seems I’ve managed to do exactly that. 

 

On the train to Max’s office, I run through a dozen different ways 

to start the conversation in my head. None of them sound right. 

At exactly eleven o'clock, I’m standing once again in front of his 

office. The dachshund greets me as if I’m an old friend, and Max 

repeats the same little ritual as last time. We walk silently up the 

stairs. I find a spot at the table and place my file down.  

Max picks it up, opens it, and starts reading as he sinks into a 

chair. I watch all those painful documents slip through his 

fingers and feel worse by the minute. 

"I can see it already—there's going to be a lot of reading," I 

hear him say. 

Yes, I think, a lot of reading... and then what? I watch Max as 

he continues. His eyes skim over the pages, sometimes 

murmuring something, flipping to the next, occasionally asking 

a question. 

He reads as if he needs glasses.  

He looks tired, and there’s a sadness in his eyes. What a 

difference from our last meeting. Back then, he seemed full of 

life. I want to ask him directly what’s wrong, but something 

holds me back. Today, there’s a sturdy wall around him. Usually, 

I’m quite good at breaking down people’s defenses, but with 

Max, I don’t dare try. I hear myself making a half-hearted 

attempt to say what’s on my heart, but I can see it doesn’t land.  

I give up. At that moment, I realize I still have a long road 

ahead of me. First, I need to clear things up within myself. A 
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great wave of sadness washes over me, and I want nothing more 

than to leave as quickly as possible. Max seems unaware. I keep 

trying to steer the conversation toward a natural ending, but it 

just doesn’t work.  

After two hours, Max finally escorts me back to the door. 

 

I have no idea how I got there, but fifteen minutes later, in the 

middle of the Jordaan, my favorite part of Amsterdam, so 

charming and old, and full of narrow streets and tiny houses, I’m 

standing in front of Sofia’s little house. I feel at home there. 

With tea in hand, curled up on the couch, I tell her everything. 

"Joy, I really think you need to tell Max what's going on," Sofia 

says. "You have to lay your cards on the table. Think about all 

the drama I had with Jan. In the end, when I finally couldn’t take 

it anymore and confessed everything, it turned out he hadn’t 

noticed a thing—absolutely nothing. I could have saved myself 

years of misery if I’d just spoken up right away. Seriously, you 

shouldn’t do this to yourself." 

"I couldn’t do it," I say. "Maybe because I’m not supposed to, not 

yet. It feels like something inside is telling me to wait." 

Sofia studies me and shrugs. "Well, it’s up to you. But if it 

were me, I would tell him." 

The rest of the day, I try to push thoughts of Max away, but 

of course, it doesn’t work. I keep wondering what is causing the 

communication to falter. 

 

For days, my mood stays far below zero. Finally, I decide to 

consult Maria again. That strict little voice inside me, telling me 

I should figure it out on my own, I silence for now. I want help. 

I want reassurance. I call to make an appointment. 

Afterward, I spend night after night dreaming non-stop, one 

dream flowing into the next. 
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Chapter 9 

An Angel visiting 

 
On yet another sleepless night, I find myself tossing and turning, 

wide awake. After about two hours I give up, go downstairs, and 

make myself a warm drink. With the cup in hand, I sink into the 

couch and, as usual, stare into the dark night. Occasionally, thin 

clouds drift across the crescent moon, casting a ghostly glow. I 

sit like that for a while. Then I feel a soft breeze around my head. 

At first, I ignore it, but after a while, it becomes too odd to ignore. 

The window is shut, the doors are closed, and the curtains hang 

perfectly still. Where is that breeze coming from? I look around 

the room again. Still, I feel a current of air around me, and it 

doesn’t seem to come from anywhere in particular. Then it 

lingers on my right side. I get up and move to a different spot. 

The breeze follows me, still only on my right side, even though 

I’m now facing the other way. Strange. I switch seats again. For 

a moment, the breeze is gone, but then I feel it once more. What 

is going on? 

I look around the room again as best I can in the dark, but I 

see nothing. Oddly enough, it feels as if I’m not alone. Once 

more, a gentle wind brushes past my face—as if someone is softly 

caressing me. Then I hear a voice. It doesn’t speak out loud but 

plants the words directly into my mind. Aha, maybe it’s the 

indigenous man reaching out again. 

"Good evening, Joy. Just sit quietly. Don’t be alarmed—you’re 

safe. I’m here to help you remember the commitment you made 

before you came into this life." 

Now I’m fully awake. This sounds different than the 

indigenous man. Who is this? And what commitment? 
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"Many people arrive on Earth with a prearranged plan, with no 

other goal than to collect experiences that contribute to the 

growth of the soul." 

Whoever this is, he—yes, it sounds like a he—can also read 

my thoughts. 

"Yes, we on this side can indeed read thoughts and transmit 

them. We communicate telepathically." 

"Actually, it’s kind of nice to communicate like this," I reply—

also without speaking. 

"Indeed. The reason I’ve come tonight is to help you 

remember your intention in this life to integrate the experiences 

from multiple lifetimes and to live in harmony with yourself, 

guided by spirit. Two years ago, you had an accident. It was 

meant to wake you up. You ignored the call and kept working, 

even though your body was telling you it needed rest, and your 

heart was saying the work no longer fit you. Because it’s now 

truly time for you to awaken and fulfill your intention, I’ve come. 

Fortunately, you’ve become interested in the spiritual world, 

read the little book we sent you through a friend, and are now at 

a place where you can hear me." 

There’s a brief pause, like a crackle in the line. But I know that 

whatever this presence is, it’ll do its best to continue. Again, I feel 

the breeze around my head, and the voice resumes. 

"You intended to live this life from a place of trust. May I say, 

you’ve gotten a little lost. You often think and act from deep 

mistrust. And in places where a little discernment wouldn’t hurt, 

you’re too quick to trust or let others decide for you. You often 

let yourself be taken advantage of. Not a disaster, but it doesn’t 

align with your life purpose. You’re out of balance. One moment 

you’re full of action, the next you stop completely and drown in 

emotion. When you find balance, you’ll be more effective, more 

content, and happier. Let yourself be guided. To help you 
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understand one of the root causes of your sense of separation and 

loneliness, I’ll take you back to the life you lived just before this 

one. In the time ahead, I’ll take you to other times and places. 

How quickly that happens depends on your development and 

how open you are to our help." 

Suddenly, I find myself in a sunlit room, working at a large 

wooden table. The room has unpainted wooden walls and floors. 

On two sides are gently arched windows with small panes 

divided by wooden frames. The sun pours in. On the table lie 

drawings with various calculations scribbled across them. In 

front of me is a large, sturdy sheet of old-fashioned paper 

covered in lines, points, and colors—it looks like a map. 

I glance down at my clothes. I’m wearing a long dress that 

reaches the floor, with several layers underneath. The skirt flares 

wide, and the bodice is laced tightly with ribbons. Beside me lies 

a large straw hat adorned with flowers. My god—where am I 

now? 

"Take a good look around. You’re aboard a ship off the coast 

of the Northern Territory, Australia. You work as a 

cartographer—a rather unusual profession for a woman at the 

time. It’s 1878. Your husband, also a cartographer, died a year 

ago at a young age. You both worked for the British government, 

mapping Australia. At the time, this was dangerous work. 

Holding maps meant having access to trade routes—and thus to 

money. Your ship is part of an expedition to chart Australia’s 

coast so that trade routes and telegraph lines can be built later. 

It’s a harsh life. Much of Australia remains untamed and 

unknown. Conditions aboard the ship often lead to illness. Your 

husband couldn’t cope as well as you could—he was sensitive 

and frail, which you struggled to accept. Eventually, he died of 

an infection and, I must add, of helplessness. Since his death, 

you’ve felt increasingly unsafe among the rough crew. Soon the 
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ship will dock in a port, and you’ll transfer to a vessel heading 

back to England. In 1879, on the journey home, you too will die—

of an infection, yes, but also of loneliness and discouragement. 

You left that life in fear and mistrust—and not for the first time. 

In this life, you wanted to experience what it means to live with 

trust—trust in yourself, and in guidance from the spirit realm. 

Trust takes patience—patience with yourself and with life." 

Then it’s quiet. The breeze around my head is gone, and I’m 

wide awake. A deep, peaceful feeling settles over me. Was that 

my guardian angel? So it wasn’t a coincidence when a friend 

from yoga gave me the book Angels and Guides and said, “You 

should read this—this book is for you.” I had been a little 

surprised but took it anyway—and read it. Sleepily, I head back 

to bed. 

 

A few nights later, again unable to sleep, I head down to the 

couch and stare out into the dark once more. Soon, I feel the same 

breeze hanging on one side of my face. I sit still. 

"Hard, isn’t it, to accept life as it is now?" It’s the angel. Thank 

goodness. “Yes, you could say that. I thought I’d bounce back 

quickly after quitting work, but no.” 

"You need time—your body needs time. Listen to the signals 

it gives you. Take your time. You’ve ignored yourself for so long 

that you’re deeply depleted. Recovery will demand a lot from 

you—including lifestyle changes. If you go back to your old 

ways the moment you start feeling better, you’ll be thrown back 

again—until you truly learn what’s good for you and what isn’t." 

"How uplifting," I say dryly. 

"It is uplifting, even if you don’t mean it that way. It’s 

uplifting because you’ll learn to love and care for yourself. 

Eventually, that will bring great rewards." 

"How long do you think it’ll take?" I ask. 
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"That depends on you. It could take a year, or it could take 

years. Knowing you, I’d say a few years." 

This angel definitely has a sense of humor. I don’t find it 

funny—but I do feel the love. Tears suddenly well up in my eyes. 

I feel enveloped in a love that asks nothing of me—just is. 

"You don’t seem to think it’s such a big deal if it takes years," 

I say after a while. 

"Not at all. It’s about the process, not the timeline. It’s about 

finally living with respect for yourself—and for your own 

desires." 

"Oh," I say, thinking about the implications of a years-long 

recovery. Not exactly a cheerful prospect. 
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Chapter 10 

Flight is no longer possible 

 
Four weeks later, I arrive at Maria’s. I’m still taking off my coat 

when she starts singing: 

 

"There’s no escaping anymore, I wouldn’t know how. 

There’s no escaping anymore, I wouldn’t know where to now. 

How far would you have to go? 

Far-off lands are all war zones, security council conference zones, 

defoliated lands, tourist beaches. 

How far would you have to go? 

There’s no escaping anymore."¹ 

 

"Yes, I keep hearing that song, and I have to sing it for you. In 

this life, you’ve tried to run away many times, but my dear girl, 

you can’t escape anymore. Sit down, child. What about that man 

you mentioned when you called me—what’s his name again?" 

"His name’s Max, and nothing much is happening with Max." 

"That may be so, but you’ve run into something. That’s what 

you’re trying to run from." 

"I honestly don’t know what you mean." 

"It has to do with your book, that much is clear to me. How 

far along are you?" 

"It’s coming along. I mean, I’ve been able to keep writing 

steadily. Sometimes I run out of inspiration and take a break. But 

I’ve been wondering if I should inform the people in my story—

or even ask for their permission." 

"That’s it!" Maria exclaims with delight. 

I have no idea what she’s referring to. 
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"Of course you need to get in touch, especially with Max, to 

talk about his role in your book. But you’re making excuses." 

I swallow hard. Of course I know I’ve been coming up with 

reasons not to do it. And who can blame me? I mean, I’m really 

putting myself out there. And then casually ask whether he 

minds showing up in my book? 

"Yes, yes," Maria continues. "You’re afraid of his power. 

You’re giving him power, and that’s creating fear. You’re afraid 

of being disappointed. That’s an old, familiar companion of 

yours, isn’t it? Isn’t it time you let that pattern go and stood up 

for what you believe in?" 

Bullseye. This hits right at the core: power, and my fear of it. 

"You have to contact him. I’m almost certain he’ll want to read 

the manuscript first. Let him. The most he can ask is for you to 

make him less recognizable if he finds it too revealing. My dear, 

this is the heart of it. If you let this slide, you’re back to square 

one. By confronting your fear of power and authority, you can 

truly liberate yourself. You hold the key—not just for yourself. 

You might even help Max free himself from something. In fact, 

whether you meant to or not, you’ve created the perfect situation 

for your own growth." 

"Oh great, a self-created situation—as if a demon just jumped 

out of a box, that’s how it feels." 

Maria says nothing. She smiles and reaches for the cards. "You 

look exhausted, by the way—how come?" 

"I don’t even know anymore. I keep sleeping badly. For some 

reason, my body just won’t settle. I toss and turn all night, and 

it’s like there’s an electrical plant in my legs that goes into 

overdrive every night. Nothing’s going smoothly, and nothing 

seems to be improving." 

Maria says nothing, lays out the cards in the familiar pattern. 

"Still, from what I see, your fatigue will ease significantly—
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especially after mid-January, when the heavy energy of 

December lifts. You’ll be less tired, and you’ll get good news. 

You’re also disappointed in many of your friends. You’ll be 

letting a lot of people go. By now you’ve learned to discern who 

belongs in your life and who doesn’t." 

"I hardly see them anymore. Most don’t reach out, and I don’t 

have the energy to initiate anything. I just sit at home, staring 

into space." 

"You don’t dance anymore either?" 

"No, I can’t." 

"Accept it. This is where you are, and you’ll have to make 

peace with it. Just know that your inner struggle is lessening, and 

that will eventually make room for the outside world again. 

You’ll find real inner peace at some point. For now, you need to 

stand still, rest, and walk in the woods a lot. You’re still 

processing so much—remember that. Writing helps, but really, 

let this sink in: lots of rest in between. You’ll also gain more 

confidence and receive good news about work." 

"What?" I shoot upright in alarm. "Do I have to go back to 

work?" 

"Writing is work, you know," Maria says, equally startled. 

"Oh, thank God." 

"From what I see now, there will be at least one more book, 

maybe more. You’ll get much more creative with writing. I hear 

good things about work. I also see you standing in front of a 

room full of people. Why, I’m not sure. You’re wearing a 

stunning long red dress." 

"Well, that sounds lovely. I’ll find out when the time comes." 

"You’ll also travel a lot. It’s as if you’re anchored in travel—

you’ll keep doing it throughout your life." 

"Nice." 

"Why does Max think you’re not interested in him?" 
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I stare at Maria in disbelief. "He thinks I’m not interested in 

him? That makes no sense. I thought I’d made it plenty clear 

lately." 

Maria continues. "I don’t know if that’s his current feeling or 

something that will come up later. Either way, you’ll keep 

crossing paths with him. It’s like you’re anchored to each other. 

You two are quite alike. Stubborn as mules. He’s not having an 

easy time right now, either. That’s all I can say. I stay out of 

people’s private lives. My guide gives me strict boundaries. You 

know he sometimes tells me things that seem to make no sense—

until later." 

"I know. But sometimes I just want to know what to expect." 

"Child, what’s the point of experiences if you already know 

what they’re for? You’ll have to go through them—whether you 

like it or not. As for your ex, don’t let yourself get lured back into 

contact. He’ll drain your energy if you do. Do you have a 

staircase or ladder at home that’s not properly secured?" 

Maria can jump topics like no one else. "I have two unsecured 

staircases at home. One leads from the second floor to the attic 

and is hooked in place. The other is a small stepladder from my 

office to a loft space." 

"It’s the one from your office to that little loft. You need to fix 

it." 

"I’ll do it," I say, thinking about her previous warning—she’d 

told me something was leaking in the house. I’d checked 

everything but found nothing—until the central heating broke 

down. A pipe under the floor had rusted through, and the crawl 

space was flooded. 

"You’ll be dealing with more jealousy. A dark-haired woman 

will enter your life who’s pathologically jealous. Rise above it. 

Don’t feed it. Haven’t I told you this before? I have to say it again. 

You’re still struggling with neck pain, I see. That’s connected to 
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processing the past. Your nervous system is deeply overloaded. 

My dear girl, all in all, you can rest assured: in time, you’ll leave 

all these problems behind. Money will work out—don’t worry 

about it at all. I see a decent amount of money coming your way. 

Truly, just trust and rest—walk in the forest, and trust, trust, 

trust." 

 

A little while later, I’m outside again, feeling much better. What 

she said about Max is still on my mind. On the way home, I 

decide that the shortest route to results is usually straight ahead, 

and that I’ll email him to let him know I am interested. Or is that 

a foolish thing to do? I’m not ready to bring up the book yet—

the timing doesn’t feel right. 

At home, I procrastinate. First, I make dinner. Then I sit at my 

computer to write the email to Max. I tell him I’d like to get to 

know him better and ask if he’d like to have dinner with me. I 

send it right away, so I won’t back out. 

 

The next day, there’s already a reply. Max writes that he’s 

declining my kind invitation because he isn’t available and 

wishes me a peaceful and joyful holiday season. For a moment, 

I’m a little shaken, but I’ve made my move, and now it’s in the 

hands of the gods. I’m too tired to care much. I send Max a short 

note wishing him a beautiful and peaceful holiday season too—

and realize I’m no longer the relaxed spectator watching a movie, 

but have been promoted to actress in a tragic role. “Well, this is 

definitely not what I signed up for,” I say to myself. 
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Chapter 11 
About Coffins 
 
I'm standing in a large, old warehouse, surrounded by dim 

twilight. The wind howls through the cracks, corrugated iron 

rattles on the roof, and outside I can hear water lapping against 

the quay. I’m frozen in the middle of the warehouse, like a 

wooden puppet, unable to move a muscle—not even my head. 

I’m not alone. Mahmood is here too, restlessly moving through 

the space. He’s tinkering with the rusty doors, making changes, 

but nothing he does seems to make any difference. Every now 

and then, he comes and stands beside me. When he’s near, I 

become even more paralyzed. Contrary to what I had always 

thought, he still seems to be part of my life. A feeling of utter 

exhaustion creeps over me. I long to leave this place, but I must 

keep standing. A creepy tingling sensation runs through my legs. 

It’s as if they want to walk away, but I’m cemented in place and 

can’t move. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I see something happening in the 

far right corner. Slowly, coffins begin sliding into the space. 

There’s a long row of them. They’re not wooden, but made of the 

same rusty metal as the doors. They move silently through the 

room in neat lines, first one way, then the other, seemingly 

without purpose. Fascinated, I follow them with my eyes. They 

seem to represent something. And then I notice—there are 

people inside. People connected to me. Mahmood doesn’t seem 

to be bothered by the eerie atmosphere surrounding the coffins. 

He paces restlessly around them, fiddling with the lids, 

examining the hinges, inspecting the screws—but he never  gets 

them open. The obscure, almost sinister lighting casts strange 
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shadows over everything, making it impossible to see clearly. 

The warehouse grows darker and darker until I can see nothing 

at all. I wake up feeling hollow. 

Whatever I think about the next day—and the days that 

follow—I can’t make sense of the coffins, nor Mahmood’s 

presence. 

 

A few nights later, I wake up because I feel something blowing 

around my head. Excited, I sit up and wait. I have the distinct 

feeling someone—or something—is settling next to me. I lie in 

the dark, giggling at what might come next. 

“Good evening, Joy. I’m back.” A silence follows. I wait with 

bated breath. “That dream with the coffins—been on your mind, 

hasn’t it?” 

I nod. 

“Fascinating one, don’t you think?” 

“Utterly.” 

“Let me ask you a few questions. What is a warehouse for?” 

“For storage.” 

“And coffins?” 

“For placing the dead in.” 

“Who’s inside those coffins?” 

I pause to think. I visualize the scene again. Oh God, suddenly 

it dawns on me. “I’m in them.” 

“What does it mean that so many coffins with you in them are 

present?” 

“That I’ve died many times, I suppose.” 

“Exactly. What does it mean that your past lives are present 

in this one?” 

“Maybe it means there are unresolved issues I still carry with 

me?” 
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“They are, as you said, carried-over memories—grief, guilt, 

and fear that were never resolved. The proverbial skeletons in 

the closet: what’s hidden and disruptive. What happens with 

what you’ve carried into this life?” 

“Not much. They just slide back and forth. I see them, but I 

can’t do anything.” 

“What does that do to you?” 

“I look at them and wonder what it all means. Mostly, it gives 

me a sense of powerlessness.” 

“What’s Mahmood doing in your dream?” 

“He’s fiddling around, trying to change things—or at least it 

seems like that. He keeps coming over to stand beside me. It feels 

like he’s looking for a way in, like he wants access to what’s in 

those coffins. It also seems like he’s never truly left my life, and 

that he’s been part of several of my lifetimes.” Even as I say it, I 

know it’s true. The angel continues. 

“Does he succeed in accessing what he wants?” 

“No,” I say. 

“Why can’t you move?” 

Again, I struggle to find an answer. Why do I feel paralyzed? 

“Something is paralyzing me. Maybe Mahmood… maybe the 

coffins… I don’t know.” I try to relive the dream. “It feels like I 

have to wait. Like I need permission. Like I’m condemned to 

something.” 

“What are you condemned to?” 

I try to feel into it. It seems I’m being offered a great 

opportunity to become aware of something, something that 

could release me from this paralyzing pattern. “I’m not sure. If I 

really tune into the dream, it feels like I’m acting as a buffer, as if 

I’m standing there to protect others. By doing nothing, I keep 

both Mahmood and all that pain and fear confined to that space. 

I absolutely refuse to let him intrude. That way, others stay out 
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of harm’s way. I realize now—by feeling into it—that there are 

people outside the warehouse whom I love deeply, and I want to 

keep them out of this.” I let out a deep sigh. 

“What are you afraid of?” 

“That if I give Mahmood even the tiniest bit of room, I’ll have 

to stand by helplessly and watch him burden others. That’s why 

I keep the door shut, and why he can’t get in.” 

“Who are you imprisoning this way?” 

Again, I need time to think. I visualize the dream again, and 

then I feel the truth. “Myself… and Mahmood.” 

“What does it mean that your legs are tingling, but you 

remain standing?” 

“They want to carry me away, far from that place. The tingling 

is so intense that I just want to run—to make it stop.” 

“What could you do to change the situation and free 

yourself?” 

“Wait… if I open those coffins, everything becomes visible. 

Maybe that would help more than running away. Maybe the 

reason I can’t move is that I won’t open them. I’m afraid I’ll lose 

control. But I don’t have control now either, so maybe I’d better 

just open them.” 

“Bravo,” says the angel. 

God, what an incredible dream. I feel it deep down—

everything I’m saying is true. 

“You can count on that. Because it’s difficult—and often 

unnecessary—for you on Earth to have full access to all your past 

lives, I’ll take you back to one at a later time. But not now. I’ll 

return when the time is right. For now, I’ll just say this: Don’t let 

yourself be imprisoned by circumstances—not even the ones 

you’re in now. You’ve experienced what you came to learn in the 

darkness. Now it’s time to move on to the next part of your 



© Aowa Joy – House of Joy – houseofjoy.online 

Shared freely. Please mention the source when quoting.  61 
 

journey. Bring everything into the light, and it will set you free. 

That’s enough for now. Sleep well.” 

The angel is gone. I’m wide awake, reflecting on this 

nighttime visit. And yet, just like after the previous visits, I soon 

drift into a deep and peaceful sleep. 
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Chapter 12 

The Fool has no Example 

 
"Come in, I’m so glad you’re here. It feels like thunderclouds are 

rolling in instead of Christmas days. Sorry, what a welcome." 

"Girl, I’m just happy to get out for a bit. Amsterdam has 

turned into one big shopping mall—everything’s about buying, 

having, needing a place to be for the holidays. So thank you for 

inviting me." 

A little later, I open a bottle of wine, put together a few snacks, 

and sit down with Sofia. 

"It’s been a long time since we sat together like this," I say. 

"It definitely has. Are your kids coming over for the 

holidays?" 

"Sam’s coming for Christmas. I told the girls to do whatever 

they feel like and please not come over just because they think 

Mom is pitiful. Spare me. They’ve both chosen to spend it with 

friends and will come over on New Year’s Day.”  

“Do you want me to read your horoscope for the year?" I ask 

after two glasses of wine. 

"Only if it promises an amazing year." 

"Let’s see. Listen: for Pisces, the coming year is about taking 

responsibility in your work and acknowledging your genuine 

and deep feelings, and sharing those with others." 

"Forget it. Sounds way too serious. Read yours instead." 

"For Taurus, it promises a joyful year filled with lovely 

people, champagne, success, and celebrations. But dear Taurus, 

please forget about a new romantic relationship. With your 

incredible stubbornness, it’s unlikely you listen to this advice but 

it will only create frustration. This year will be about letting go 
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and getting more serious, especially in relationships—not just 

romantic ones but all of them. You’re due for change, and you’ll 

have to fight for it. Health-wise, you’ll need to stay alert; you're 

especially vulnerable this year emotionally. Don’t hesitate to 

seek help—there’s no shame in that." 

"Well, dear one, I’d say that sounds pretty accurate so far." 

"Yeah, yeah, luckily the stars only show the tendencies and 

you can still influence them yourself," I say. 

"In that case you’ll need to exercise a lot of influence, if you 

ask me," Sofia says with a wide grin. "Shall we keep our tradition 

and draw a tarot card for the new year?" 

"Sure." I grab the deck and spread the cards out on the table. 

"You go first," Sofia says. 

I look over the cards one by one. "As if I’m afraid of pulling 

my death sentence," I say, unable to choose. 

"Just feel which card draws your attention. Don’t be so scared, 

you’re not usually like that." 

"Oh, I’m much more afraid than I let on." 

"Pick one already, nothing bad can happen." 

"Okay, this one jumps out," I say and draw a card. "The Fool! 

That must be a reminder of my little trip through space." 

"Read what the booklet says." 

“The Fool has no role model. To follow his path, he must rely 

on courage and inner wisdom. He has no idea where the road 

will lead; he follows his own knowing. The Fool walks an 

unusual path, and no one cares what he does. That can make him 

feel anxious. His life task is to face his fears and be fully content 

with whatever comes his way. The Fool always brings chaos. 

Because without chaos, nothing new can be born.*¹ 

I say nothing. It still feels like a sentence. "To me, it reeks of 

loneliness and struggle, of confusion and setbacks—and I’m not 

thrilled about that," I say. 
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"You can’t do much else but take on what’s put in front of you. 

Resisting only brings frustration," Sofia says thoughtfully. 

 

January. Nothing to look forward to. I feel utterly lost and 

accomplish next to nothing. I walk aimlessly around the house 

like a classic headless chicken. Something’s crawling under my 

skin and I don’t know what it is. Something’s approaching that 

makes me shrink inside. I stare at the phone that barely rings 

anymore and think of friends I hear less and less from. From 

there, my thoughts drift to colleagues, who are also keeping 

completely silent. When the mail hits the floor, I barely hear it. 

I’m becoming a vanishing dot on the horizon, slowly dissolving 

into nothing—just a fleeting memory, nothing more. I wait for 

rescue, hope for the sound of the doorbell or a ringing phone. 

And I am so very tired. The stack of self-help books is shrinking, 

but I’m no wiser for it. What they say doesn’t seem to reach me, 

like someone holding out a stick that’s just a bit too short to grab. 

I don’t want to see anyone either—I feel so unattractive. 

Complaining won’t help. No one cares about my sadness. I’ll 

have to deal with it myself, or remain a prisoner of circumstances 

I once created on my own. What a pitiful thought. What a state 

to be in: incapable of anything, dependent on social welfare and 

a personal injury lawyer. Congratulations, Joy. Well done. 

 

 

 

¹From the book 'Tarot for Beginners' by Bürger & Fiebig 
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Chapter 13 

The Language of Plants and Pain 

 
It’s Saturday, it’s freezing, and a thick mist clings to everything. 

I’m sitting on a train, on my way to embark on another 

pilgrimage to my soul. I arrive at the Sacred Temple well ahead 

of time. Just like last time, I need a moment to adjust to the dim 

candlelight. I glance around to see if any familiar faces from my 

previous journey are here—none. 

When the time comes to drink the ayahuasca, I brace myself 

to endure the awful taste. I down the glass in one go and lie 

down. I fidget with my blankets and pillow, trying to find a 

position in which I can relax. My neck is bothering me today. 

Maybe I’m more tense than I care to admit? I just can’t seem to 

get comfortable. I grab an extra pillow, but it doesn’t help much. 

What was it I wanted to know again? Oh right: Where am I in 

my search for my feet? How far along am I in my healing 

process? What still needs to be included in my book? And what 

about love—how is that unfolding in my life? Clear questions, 

and I want clear answers. 

Over and over again, my questions keep circling in my head. 

I feel no effect yet. What if nothing happens this time? That 

happened to someone during the last ceremony—how horrible. 

You’re lying there, surrounded by people on wild journeys, 

while you just sit there staring into space. My thoughts are 

tumbling over each other now, faster and faster. Wait—what’s 

happening? Suddenly, torrents of information start pouring in. 

Voices speak faster and faster, bombarding me with words at an 

insane pace. What force have I come into contact with? Am I 

tapping into the full potential of my brain—or is someone 
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dumping the entire library of existence into me all at once? The 

noise won’t stop. It sounds like a truck dumping gravel. I start to 

panic. My own questions repeat on a loop in my mind, while the 

space around me shrinks. Thousands of voices and scrolls of text 

roll past like newspapers shooting off the printing press. I’m 

trapped. The waves of information keep coming, letters dancing 

in front of my eyes. It’s too much. It won’t fit. Please—stop! 

It just keeps going. I shrink further. All my certainties are ripped 

out from under me because I realize: I know absolutely nothing. 

Nothing at all. Please stop, I beg. I’ve completely lost my sense 

of time. 

Someone hands me a second glass, and I drink it without 

hesitation. Again, the flood of information begins—this time 

even faster. I can’t take it anymore. Stumbling, blind, I stand up 

and grope my way toward something solid. I collapse next to one 

of the facilitators. He looks at me, concerned. 

“Please help me,” I whisper. “I’m stuck. All I get is more and 

more information, and it’s like I’m being walled in, like a moving 

wall is being built around me that I’ll never be able to escape.” 

“Accept what’s here,” he says calmly. “The more you resist 

the flow of information and try to escape the wall, the stronger 

the wall will become—and the more information you’ll receive. 

There’s a reason for this. Ask why.” 

His words make sense. I feel relief and return to my spot. 

I’ve barely lain down when the flood stops—and a deep 

knowing begins to pour in. I was given exactly what I asked for: 

information. A masterclass in awareness. And I got scared and 

angry, while the universe was handing me exactly what I’d 

ordered. 

Slowly, a space opens up—as if a grand curtain is being 

drawn aside on a stage. This time, I don’t fly out into the 

universe. I stay grounded, here on Earth. I begin to see beautiful 
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things—but what exactly? They’re not papers, and they’re 

certainly not made of air. They seem like fabrics of some kind. 

The colors and patterns are of indescribable beauty. Even though 

I remain anchored on Earth this time, these fabrics seem to 

belong to another realm altogether. 

As I’m surrounded by all this splendor, information starts 

coming to me again—but in a different way. It feels gentle now, 

loving even. I’m shown that my search for connection with my 

feet is like someone looking for their glasses while they’re 

already wearing them. I keep gathering more and more 

information, looking further and further away, when the answer 

is much closer than I thought. In truth, my ego has tricked me. 

It’s been cleverly resisting every change, every impulse toward 

what’s right. Did I really think I’d already moved beyond the 

ego? Not a chance. It had simply fortified itself and pretended to 

speak for my heart. It’s been laughing at me from a distance, 

quietly wearing me down. I’ve thrown myself once again into 

hard work—this time in service of my healing. But hard work 

and healing do not go together. My ego still isn’t convinced that 

rest is a good thing. Weighed down by a nearly indestructible 

work ethic, it’s kept me busy and far away from the one thing 

that truly heals: rest. 

Just as I realize this, a sharp pain strikes in my heart. I curl up 

in agony. Suddenly, Ginny appears. Ginny was my dog during 

the time I was married to Freek, my first husband. We had her 

before our daughters Rea and Katharina were born. She was my 

companion—until I wanted to go back to work and she started 

getting in the way. That’s when Ginny had a heart attack, out of 

the blue, at only eight years old. 

Now, for the first time, I feel the pain she must have felt—being 

pushed aside. Here, in the Sacred Temple, twenty-five years 
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later, I finally understand what unconditional love means. In 

Ginny’s case, it meant dying to give me space. 

More information pours in about her role in my life—details I 

had never noticed. Ginny never left my side. She even helped in 

practical ways: pulling off the girls’ diapers and cleaning them 

with her tongue. She’d invite me to go for long walks to recharge 

whenever I was running on empty. She would wedge herself 

between me and Freek whenever she got the chance, trying to 

stop my energy from leaking away—because Freek desperately 

needed me and used me as the motor for his own existence. 

I hadn’t understood it. I just thought it was one of her funny 

little habits. Freek lacked a solid base of self-confidence and often 

suffered from performance anxiety. Only in the company of 

friends or family could he relax—and usually at someone else’s 

expense. He’d grab all the attention, make everyone laugh. But if 

anyone turned their focus toward me, he’d grow sharp and 

biting, using his tongue to slice away whatever spark I might 

have lit. I had no answer. I couldn’t match him verbally. But 

inside me, a rotten core of suppressed rage began to grow. And 

that rage is still there—it needs to be released so I can heal, so I 

can come into balance. 

When Freek finally disappears from my inner vision, I’m 

flooded by a sense of how vast love can be—even love from a 

dog. In that moment, I realize: I have never experienced this kind 

of love within a romantic relationship. I start to cry. Not just out 

of grief, but out of gratitude. And then a deep peace settles over 

me. Surrounded by beautiful music, I doze off for a while. 

The tinkling of glass brings me back to the Sacred Temple. 

Another round of ayahuasca. Ginny’s love still surrounds me—

it starts to warm me, driving out the cold I’ve carried with me. 

One everyday image after another appears before me, until 

suddenly… my thumb. 
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My thumb? What kind of nonsense is that? There it is, larger 

than life, right in front of my face. Lately it’s been stiff and 

painful, difficult to bend due to a tendon issue. And now it 

becomes clear: it’s not just my thumb that struggles to bend—I 

struggle to bend as well. Especially when it comes to Love, with 

a capital L. I’m so afraid of dislocating my thumb—myself, 

clearly the metaphor—that I’d rather keep it motionless. The 

path to my feet lies right before me, but I see nothing. I just keep 

going in circles like a goldfish in a bowl, afraid that if I dare 

change direction, something will go wrong again in my life. My 

heart is calling out, but I’m still too busy collecting information—

failing to see that I already have everything I need to heal. 

Healing and becoming whole require love, rest, and trust. My 

heart knows the way. It has its own logic. It follows the current 

of love. But because I don’t follow it, my heart hurts—and my 

thumb won’t bend. 

Now what? 

I feel myself entering unfamiliar terrain. A statement I once 

made comes back to me: If you don’t know something, just ask—if 

you have to, ask yourself.  So simple, really. So I ask: What’s the 

first impulse rising in me now? 

“Feel and express love, wherever it shows up—beyond all 

social norms and codes.” A voice offers help. 

“Oh come on,” I answer, “I live in a society built on codes. If 

you break those, you don’t belong anymore. People who step 

outside the norm get excluded—they scare others. And anyway, 

I’ve broken those codes often enough—still do, partly—and look 

where that’s gotten me.” 

It seems like I’m arguing with the voice, but really I’m just 

trying to gather the courage to follow its advice. 

Suddenly Max appears before my inner eye. Of course. That 

was bound to happen. 
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“What are you going to do about this situation?” 

“Why should I do anything? Even if I could?” 

“Create space for your feelings—by expressing them.” 

“Why do I have to act again? I’m done. Just let me sit in a 

proper feminine role for once.” 

“Who says you can’t express yourself and still be in a feminine 

role?” 

“Let’s keep it classic, shall we? The knight and the maiden. 

Can you picture the maiden jumping on her horse to ride out to 

her knight?” 

“Maidens had their own ways of expressing feelings.” 

“Oh yeah? Like what?” 

“They sang songs—songs that stirred the hearts of knights.” 

“Lovely. Should I sing a ballad under Max’s window, then?” 

“Now you’re mocking it. You know exactly what to do.” 

“Do I?” As I follow the impulse rising within me, I feel myself 

turning toward Max—if only internally. And the moment I do, I 

start to feel warm again. During the argument with the voice, a 

chill had crept back into my body. 

“When you speak the truth of your heart, you find peace.” 

There’s another answer to one of my questions: How do I find 

peace? 

“It’s that simple.” 

“Sure, here in the Sacred Temple, with the help of ayahuasca, 

it seems simple. But once I’m back out in the world, it’ll be a 

different story.” 

“Only if you believe that. Once you leave here, you can slip 

back into your old coat. Everything will go on just as it always 

did. But there’s another option: you can hold on to what you’re 

experiencing now, and trust that it will bring you exactly what’s 

meant for you, at exactly the right time. That’s the path of the 

Fool.” 
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“I’m afraid. Afraid I won’t get what I long for.” 

“You always receive what you need—and always at the right 

time. Hold on to that. Follow the current of love. Nothing can 

harm you if you do, no matter the outcome.” 

That last part doesn’t sound particularly reassuring—but then 

again, it can’t. There are no guarantees when it comes to longing. 

Suddenly I remember what Maria once said: “You’re both so 

stubborn.” 

In that moment, I decide to take the risk and move one step 

closer to Max. It’s probably time to let him know he appears in 

my book—and to ask if he feels too easily recognizable. I 

wouldn’t want to do him any harm. 

Once again, I hear the tinkling of glass. A new round—and 

the final one. I take my fourth glass. By now, the shiver after 

drinking feels like part of the ritual. Once more, I let the music 

take me, inviting me to go one layer deeper. It doesn’t take long 

before a wave of nausea hits me. Clearly, not all emotions have 

been purged yet. Alright then. I throw up again—and slip back 

into my inner world, guided by the ayahuasca. 

Then something happens that should terrify me—but it 

doesn’t. I drown. Suddenly, I lose all sense of smell. My nose 

begins to sting, like I’ve inhaled water. Just as I notice this, my 

hearing disappears too. I look up and see the edge of a well. I feel 

myself slowly sinking. How did I end up in this well? 

“You were pushed,” comes the immediate answer. 

“By who?” 

“This is a life in which Mahmood was also present.” 

I pause to take that in. 

“Did Mahmood push me?” 

“No. He was also killed in that life.” 

I need a moment to absorb this. I want to know more. 
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The voice continues: “You lived in Spain and were pregnant 

by a wealthy wine grower. You worked in his household. 

Watch.” Like a film being played in reverse, I’m pulled out of the 

well and find myself sitting on the bench of a wagon. A horse 

plods forward. My belly is large—I must be well into the 

pregnancy. Beside me is a basket, and next to that, an old man. 

He stops the wagon in front of a large estate and hands the reins 

to a servant who walks up. The old man disappears inside. I walk 

toward another door, enter, and find myself in a large, dimly lit 

kitchen. A fireplace with a hook above it glows softly. Around it, 

baskets and pots lie scattered on the floor. A large table stands in 

the center. I place my basket on it and begin unpacking. 

Suddenly, the door slams open. A man storms in, furious. I turn 

around expectantly—and stare into dark, enraged eyes. Without 

a word, he grabs my arm and slaps me hard across the face. 

“You filthy whore,” he yells. “Did you think I wouldn’t find 

out?” 

I’m too stunned to speak. 

He yanks my other arm, pulls me close. I smell the wine on 

his breath and see the tight line of his lips. My heart races. 

“Whore,” he hisses. “Liar. Deceiver. This child isn’t mine.” As he 

speaks the last words, he punches me in the stomach. Then again. 

“Stop,” I gasp. “What are you talking about? Of course this 

child is yours—whose else would it be?” 

“You know damn well. Did you really think I wouldn’t figure 

it out?” 

“I have no idea what you’re saying.” 

“Liar!” More punches. He drags me into the next room—the 

one I’m only allowed in when his wife is present. He throws me 

to the ground. Before I can get up, a kick slams into my belly. I 

try to shield myself, try to curl up, but he grabs me and pulls me 

to my feet. 
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“Look at me,” he screams. “Tell me who the father is. You get 

one chance.” 

“There is no one else. It’s yours. I swear…” I can barely think 

through the pain. My belly is tight and hard. I’ve never seen such 

hate in someone’s eyes. I’m terrified. 

Another blow knocks me down. He keeps kicking. I try to get 

up, then feel warmth running down my legs. Blood. I slip into 

unconsciousness. Then I’m flying. Spinning through a tunnel 

toward a radiant light in the distance. I’m being pulled toward 

it. It feels beautiful. 

But something tugs me back. I hear a woman’s voice. I want 

to keep moving toward the light, but her voice draws me. The 

weightlessness fades. The light vanishes. 

“…the…well won’t be used… No one will find out. When it’s 

dark enough… take…” 

The words reach me in fragments. The man says nothing. I 

drift again, then feel myself lifted—dumped into a cart. I curl up. 

I am nothing but pain. A cloth is thrown over me. I fade in and 

out. Then the cart moves. I hear the wheels clatter. I ache for the 

light. In just a few hours, my joy has been crushed. I no longer 

want to live. I know the child—this child I’d wanted to bring into 

the world with such love—is gone. I can’t understand what made 

this man, whom I loved, become a monster. 

The cart stops. 

“I’ll take her legs, you take her arms,” the woman says. 

They lift me. I feel a stone edge beneath me. A moment of 

hesitation. Then I’m pushed. I hit the side and plunge into water. 

It closes above me. My senses fade. Looking up, I see the rim of 

the well. A shadow disappears. I close my eyes and surrender. 

I stare ahead of me in the Temple, completely stunned. It’s 

almost too much to grasp. Silence. Then the voice continues: 
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“This is the key to understanding why your father, your 

mother, and Mahmood react the way they do. All the players in 

that life also play roles in your current one. The woman in that 

life couldn’t have children. Her husband decided you would 

bear him a child. But his wife was consumed with jealousy. She 

saw how drawn he was to you. Eventually, she couldn’t bear it. 

She slowly told him you were pregnant by another man—she 

said it just right so he’d believe her. He never questioned her. 

The child you lost then is the same soul as Mahmood in this life. 

The karma created then is being resolved now. Mahmood and 

your father cared for each other—and had other feelings as well, 

which your father hid, didn’t understand, or rejected. Mahmood 

and your mother clashed like fire and water—without knowing 

why. On a soul level, everyone knew what was happening. But 

on Earth, it made no sense. Mahmood felt an irresistible pull 

toward you—perhaps he still does. These ancient feelings were 

at the root of his destructive behavior toward you and your 

family. He often didn’t understand his own impulses. It felt to 

him as though something stronger had taken over his will. This 

past life is also why you sometimes feel powerless—especially in 

the face of people or institutions that hold authority.” 

I don’t get time to process it. Before my eyes, something starts 

to crawl. Finally—the creatures. They actually comfort me. No 

more endless rows of caterpillar soldiers. These little ones come 

in all shapes and colors. They’re clearly lost without their 

general. Still, I know they’re the same ones I saw during my first 

soul journey. But now, they’re panicked, bumping into each 

other. All sense of order is gone. Good. An army in chaos, 

without a general, can’t function—and won’t survive. Which 

means they’ll die. Perfect. 

A wave of relief washes over me. As if I’m slowly filling with 

love. 
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I realize how much I love life. 
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Chapter 14 
The Joker 

 
Two days later, it’s Easter Monday. I wake up at seven and 

decide not to stay in bed but head outside instead. Jogging 

pants on—and off I go. When I open the curtains, I’m met with 

a heavy snowstorm. A white Easter! Why not. I throw on a 

thick sweater and a body warmer, step outside into the 

stillness, and let myself get completely snowed under. 

In the middle of the path leading to the river, half-covered 

by snow, lies a playing card. I pick it up and turn it over. It’s a 

joker—one that looks strikingly like one of the Fools. Incredible! 

If that’s not a sign that I’m on the right path, I don’t know what 

is. Smiling, I walk on. 

An hour later I come home with glowing cheeks. I make 

breakfast and start planning my day. It’s high time I tidy up the 

shed, then I’ll send the email to Max, and maybe there will even 

be time to… 

“Whoa, whoa, honored maiden—where do you think you’re 

going? Remember? Hard work and healing don’t go together.” 

It’s only eleven in the morning, but I crawl back into bed—

and to my own surprise, I actually fall asleep. 

 

Later that day, I reflect again on my second soul journey—the 

torrents of information poured over me—and on what I’m 

supposed to do now. I think I need to weave all the information 

I’ve collected into something coherent and use it to create a new 

life. I also need to stop letting my fear of authority hold me 

back and reach out to Max without further delay. 
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A little voice pipes up: “It was a joker card, you know… maybe 

think again.” 

“No need,” I reply. “I’m not afraid anymore.” 

I decide it’s time to stop the endless gathering of information 

to better understand myself, to stop reading books about 

Secrets and Deeper Secrets. I’ve had more than enough—for 

now. What I crave is rest. Rest, rest, and more rest. And sleep. 

Endless sleep. 

Well then. My life is perfect. 

“Yeah, right,” scoffs Bajeera, the panther within me who 

tends to speak up when I, like Mowgli from The Jungle Book, 

recklessly wander into dangerous territory. I don’t want to hear 

Bajeera. I surrender completely to my newfound bliss. 

I decide to really be a Fool now—and, like a medieval 

maiden, to sing my song. In my case, that means sending my 

manuscript. With Katie Melua singing “This is the closest thing to 

crazy as I have ever been” in the background, I hit send—no 

hesitation—to Max. 

The next day, I already receive a reply. The message starts 

off kindly, as usual, but after the first sentence, the tone 

becomes formal. Under no circumstances does he want his 

privacy violated. Therefore, he will have to read the manuscript 

to see if he objects to publication. 

His tone shocks me. Maybe it’s a logical response, but it feels 

like I’ve suddenly made an enemy. Disheartened, I try to 

reassure him and send the manuscript right away—both to Max 

and to Bas, who also appears in the story. 

Tension rises. 

In the following weeks, images start appearing uninvited—

especially at night when I retreat into myself to close the day in 

meditation. I see Max jogging in a park. The next day I see him 

emerging thoughtfully from the street where my old dental 
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practice used to be. A few days later, I see him with family, 

celebrating something—but something else is going on too. 

I push these images away. I don’t want to see them. In recent 

months, this has been happening more and more—these 

sudden flashes, these visions I haven’t asked for. I don’t know 

what to make of this spontaneous clairvoyance. What am I 

supposed to do with it? 

“You’ve caused a shock, Joy.” 

The angel! 

Delighted, I wait for more, but after that one remark, there’s 

only silence. 

A shock? To whom? Max? Bas? Both? 

No answer comes. I think it over a while longer. So much has 

happened recently. Nothing seems more comforting than to feel 

the angel’s presence again. But he stays away. 

 

Max and Bas don’t respond. Every day, with a pounding heart, 

I check my inbox. Every time the mail arrives, I rush to the 

door. Days pass with no message—no word in any form from 

Max or Bas. My restlessness grows. 

Three weeks later, I come home and see the first letter on the 

doormat. Just by looking at the logo of Max’s office, I know it 

won’t be a warm reply. 

The letter begins with Dear Joy and ends with Kind regards. 

Gone is the genuine warmth we used to share. Well, I think, it is 

an official letter granting me permission to include his character 

in my story. I couldn’t have hoped for more, right? It’s good of 

him to respond at all. Still—it doesn’t feel good. 

Suddenly, I see myself through Max’s eyes. My flaws come 

into sharp focus—and it hurts. I realize I approached him far 

too early with the whole story. Embarrassment burns in my 

cheeks. 
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But… now at least he knows how I feel about him. 

Why does he ignore that entirely? Or is the letter just about 

legal permission—and more will follow? 

Bas remains silent. 

There’s nothing I can do but wait for that, too. 

Four weeks pass. 

Then one day I come home and find a thick envelope from the 

company Bas works for on the doormat. The tone in his letter is 

even colder than Max’s. 

It just says Joy at the top. 

What follows is an emotional diatribe that leaves little of me 

intact. In a way, I understand Bas. What I wrote wasn’t exactly 

mild. We had talked it all out—so why bring it up again in 

writing? 

I am convinced that I am not to blame, Bas writes. It saddens me 

that you see me this way. You’ve certainly been through a lot, but you 

didn’t use the opportunities given to you to turn things around. A 

shame, he concludes—and with that, he writes me off. A 

hopeless case. A whining victim. A Calimero. 

Abandoned by everything and everyone, I retreat further 

into my cocoon. How could I have been so stupid? So 

vulnerable? Wasn’t there another way to ask for permission—

and feedback? 
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Chapter 15 
Why don't you act normal? 

 
“You stupid bitch, why did you bare yourself like that? Why so 

drastic? You always create problems for yourself,” hisses a voice 

inside me, relentlessly. Humbly, I lower my head. It’s right. 

Shame chimes in, screeching at me hysterically: “Why can’t 

you just act normal? Start a regular relationship like most 

people? Get a normal job, drink coffee with the neighbor like 

everyone else?” 

My head sinks even lower. Until I hear another voice: 

“Can you imagine that what you’re ashamed of now might 

one day be something you’re proud of? That listening to your 

heart isn’t something to be ashamed of at all?” 

Shame, apparently not used to being contradicted, looks 

uncertain for a moment, then has to admit—grudgingly—that 

there may be a hint of truth in what I’m saying. 

“Exactly,” I reply. “That’s what I thought.” 

I open my laptop and try to get back to work. But it’s not 

flowing. Something is slipping through my fingers—and I don’t 

know what it is. 

 

In the weeks that follow, I begin to feel lighter. The weather is 

almost constantly beautiful. One insight after another arrives, 

drawing me closer to what I believe is the heart of it all: stability 

and time. And I have both in abundance. I do find it a bit 

boring—but maybe that’s exactly what I need. 

To avoid being crushed by boredom, I escape now and then 

to Amsterdam. I’m lucky to regularly use my globe-trotting 

brother and sister-in-law’s apartment. I love that little luxury. 
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One day, while they’re traveling again, I decide to spend a few 

days there. On the way, I plan my stay: Sofia has already invited 

me out for dinner, there’s an exhibition I want to see, and of 

course, I’ll go to the Noordermarkt for the best apple pie in 

Amsterdam. 

On the third day, while walking through the city, I see Max 

approaching from afar. He’s walking straight toward me, eyes 

fixed on the horizon. No alleyway to duck into. 

As he nears, I pretend I’m in a massive hurry and don’t see 

him. I zip past him at lightning speed. Out of the corner of my 

eye, I see him slow his step, but I’m already gone—as if the devil 

himself is chasing me. I run all the way back, heart pounding, 

and slam the apartment door behind me. 

“You’re an idiot, Joy. Act like a grown woman, for God’s 

sake!” 

 

A week later, Sofia and I drive to visit friends in France. Ten days 

of silence, wide mountain views, concerts in remote castles, 

swimming in the river, and delicious meals under a large linden 

tree. But despite all the beauty, I don’t feel good. I know I’m no 

fun to be around—and still, I can’t change it. Not even with the 

best will in the world. 

I walk around the house for days without saying a word. 

Outside, I sit in silence, staring into a book. I feel Sofia’s eyes on 

me—watching, questioning. 

“Shall we eat at that little restaurant by the river tonight?” she 

asks, as I sit silently at the table again. 

“Yeah, good idea,” I reply. 

“We could also cook something here and eat it on the little 

beach by the river,” Sofia suggests a moment later—crossing her 

own plan with what she considers a better one, as she often does. 

“No,” I snap—no explanation. 
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“Wow. I was just suggesting something.” 

“Yeah, well, we already made a plan, and I don’t feel like 

changing it.” 

Sofia says nothing more. That evening, we drive to the 

riverside restaurant in silence. The tension is thick. I feel slightly 

guilty, but I don’t want to talk about it. Knowing Sofia, “talking” 

would mean hours of analysis and deconstruction. The tension 

eases a bit in the following days—but it never fully disappears. 

Once back home, life picks up where it left off. Still, something 

keeps nagging at me about Max. I feel there’s something I need 

to do, but I hold myself back—I’m starting to feel smothered by 

my own actions. I want to wait, let things unfold on their own—

whatever “it” is. I can’t imagine I truly made stupid mistakes. I 

did exactly what I was told or advised to do during my soul 

journeys—and those come from a source that doesn’t lie, that 

can’t lie. So it must be right. 

The shame I feel stems from having made myself so 

vulnerable—not from doing something wrong. My heart pointed 

me toward Max, didn’t it? 

And yet… something still itches. 

 

The day after I get home, I check my mailbox and find a pile of 

letters from Mahmood—filled with bizarre questions and wild 

thoughts. Not surprising, now that my contact with Max has 

rekindled a kind of connection between me and Mahmood. How 

is that case going, anyway? On impulse, I decide to call Max. 

“Max? It’s Joy. I’m calling to ask if you can tell me how 

Mahmood’s case is going. I’ve received some letters from him 

that concern me. He seems to be trying to involve one of my 

daughters. He wrote a confused letter asking her to forgive him 

and contact him to start a civil case together. I don’t trust it. I 

wonder if he’s trying to manipulate her.” 
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Silence on the other end. 

“Hi Joy,” Max says eventually. “There’s been some progress 

in Mahmood’s case. I can’t imagine what your daughter could 

possibly do for him. Certainly not start a civil case—that would 

be quite the twist. But it would fit what I’ve heard: he’s been, or 

is currently, in a psychiatric facility. That could explain the 

confused messages.” 

Halfway through the call, I suddenly know what I have to do. 

I let him finish first. 

“Max, I want to apologize. I shouldn’t have overwhelmed you 

with my emotions by sending the manuscript like that.” 

Again, silence. 

“I wouldn’t dwell on it,” he says. 

“Would you mind putting it through the shredder?” 

Silence again. “That feels a bit extreme. I’ll just send it back to 

you.” 

“Thank you. Take care.” 

“Wait, since I’ve got you on the line—soon I need to draft a 

statement with you for the immigration office. It also has to 

include the financial side of the story. I hope you still have 

records of the costs incurred by you and your parents as a result 

of the deportation. Maybe we should go ahead and schedule a 

time for that?” 

“Sure,” I say. 

A few minutes later, I hang up—with an appointment set for 

three weeks from now—and feel one hundred kilos lighter. 

 

A couple of days later, the manuscript lands in my mailbox. A 

short note accompanies it—warm, as always. Still, I don’t feel 

happy about it. With the envelope in my hand, I sink onto the 

couch, feeling like I’ve lost something. 
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In the days that follow, restlessness creeps in again. I don’t 

understand it. What am I doing wrong? 

After a long walk, I grab my tarot cards for a change and ask 

what I need to do now. 

Next thing I’m staring at The Devil card. Now what? 

Don’t let it scare you. It’s too late for that. You’re being given a 

chance to shed some old horns. The Devil is a real vampire—a lifelong 

burden we use to complicate life for ourselves and others. Rightly so, 

we fear this part of our shadow. But now we can let it go—because, for 

the first time, we see it clearly. 

At the same time, the Devil is also like a neglected child—the part of 

you you’ve treated like a stepchild. Yet this part represents something 

you’ve longed for your whole life. Let light shine in the darkness. Give 

that stepchild shape and color. Don’t be afraid—look closely. Until you 

know what you can use and what to discard. That is what makes each 

human being unique—what doesn’t fit any pattern. That’s why you’ve 

buried it like a taboo. The taboo wants to be seen.¹ 

What old horns? What have I treated like a stepchild? And 

how am I supposed to let that child come forward—if I don’t 

even know what it looks like? 

 
 
 
 
 
¹From the book 'Tarot for Beginners' by Bürger & Fiebig 
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Chapter 16 

Comfort with a beer 

 
For the third time, I’m standing in front of Max’s office. Just as 

I’m about to sit down in the waiting room and the dachshund 

comes trotting toward me again, Max is already coming down 

the stairs, and moments later I’m seated at his table. 

“Tea, coffee, something cold?” 

“Tea, please,” I reply, pulling out the paperwork he had asked 

me to bring. 

“Ah, I see you’ve collected quite a bit,” he says. 

“Yes, I made a list of all the expenses my parents and I had 

due to the deportation. Thankfully, I’d kept some of the 

receipts.” 

“Let me have a look at the list first.” 

I hand it to him. As he reads, Max starts chuckling. “No idea? 

That’s very honest—but you might want to phrase it differently.” 

“It’s just a draft,” I say, feeling a bit stupid. I’d jotted things 

down quickly, and next to an item I couldn’t explain, I had 

written “no idea.” I hadn’t wanted to fuss over how I might come 

across. 

Max doesn’t seem to hear my response and keeps chuckling. 

Then he offers suggestions on how I could structure it more 

clearly next time. 

I glance at him before I respond. I feel slightly hurt—but also 

defiant. Right. I get it. Someone’s staking their claim to power. I 

feel resistance rise. I’m not going to be told how to write a draft 

sheet. I take off my cardigan, roll up my sleeves, pull out my 

invisible knives and start sharpening them. Even though Max 

laughs, I know he does the same. He wants to be king and won’t 
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tolerate another authority beside him. I’m happy to step aside—

for someone worthy of the title. After all, I’ve been queen for a 

long time, and I’m not used to surrendering my power. So Max—

if it’s a fight you want, bring it on. 

“You wrote that you had to return to the Netherlands from 

Tunisia after three months due to illness, to account for two 

plane tickets. What happened?” 

“I had all sorts of things—and eventually pneumonia. That’s 

why I came back to the Netherlands with Sam.” 

“How did you end up with pneumonia?” 

“I got the Evil Eye from the family. They wanted me out of the 

way so Mahmood could marry the bride originally intended for 

him.” 

Max gives me a skeptical look. I feel a laugh bubbling up. 

“Seriously now—what happened?” 

I barely manage to keep a straight face. “Then I suppose it 

must’ve been from stress.” 

Max nods in agreement. 

Exactly two hours later, we’ve finished drafting the statement. 

“Can I leave all the documents related to Mahmood here? I’d 

really rather not take them home again.” 

“No problem, leave them here,” says Max. “How are you 

doing otherwise?” he adds right away. 

I look at him and smile. Despite his disbelief in the Evil Eye, I 

find him irresistible—there he is, with his tie practically on his 

back and his beautiful pink shirt all wrinkled. 

“I am doing fine,” I say. “And you?” 

“A bit tired. I’m going on vacation with my girlfriend next 

week, thankfully. I need a break.” 

“Nice,” I say, though I don’t think it’s nice at all. What I’d 

rather hear is that he’s about to get married—to a woman 

pregnant with quintuplets. Ideally, they’d all be planning to 
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emigrate to Australia. That would be best. Then he wouldn’t be 

the man of my life, and I could finally move on. I’d get my peace 

and freedom back. But no. I look at him again and can’t imagine 

he’s in a serious relationship. Something in me refuses to believe 

it. Still, I see him glowing—though he also looks utterly 

exhausted. We talk about ordinary things while I pack my bag. 

Still talking, we walk down the stairs together. I glance at him 

and, despite his girlfriend, I feel love for Max. I feel so much 

more—and suddenly I see how he’s fighting his own battle, how 

alone he is in it. 

And then it happens again—a flood of information crashes 

into me. I see Max approaching the mountains Maria once 

predicted. And he has no idea. These aren’t just any mountains—

they are massive, barren, uninhabitable. Max, I think, you have 

no clue what’s coming your way. You, too, will have to let go of 

so much. You, too, will have to bow to forces greater than 

yourself. The information arrives out of nowhere—and I know 

with certainty it’s true. I’m slowly getting used to these 

spontaneous flashes of clairvoyance, though I still don’t like 

them much. I’d gladly walk down a hundred staircases with 

Max. But we soon reach the front door. He looks at me and says 

something I don’t catch. My mind is still on the mountains, and 

I’m confused. I reach out my hand and say goodbye. 

 

Later, I sit on a bench in the sun on the Spui, trying to collect 

myself. The visit has shaken me again. Why do I have to go 

through all this? Why can’t I just meet someone where things 

flow naturally? 

I feel ancient and worn out. I want to lie down on the bench 

and never get up again. I quickly wipe away a tear. 

“Well, love, are you feeling sad?” 
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I turn my head. An old man has sat down next to me. A pair of 

kind eyes looks at me, concerned. I rummage through my bag for 

a tissue. Through my teary haze, I see the man offering me one. 

“Here, take mine. It’s clean. Dry those tears and come with 

me—I’ll buy you a beer.” 

Despite myself, I laugh. I take his tissue and wipe my face, 

though it doesn’t help much. 

“That’s alright. I’ve seen worse. I’ve got five daughters, 

believe me—they could cry, too. Boxes of tissues, always because 

of men. Most men have no clue what they put women through. 

But if you’re a man with five daughters, you learn. Mine have 

long since moved out, but I still remember. I used to tell them, 

‘Girls—they’re not worth it.’ Come on, sweetheart. Nothing 

helps like a cold beer.” 

And so, I find myself in a café, drinking a beer with a father 

of five daughters.  

After half an hour, Sofia arrives—I'd called her earlier. I hop 

off my barstool and say a warm goodbye to my knight in shining 

armor. 

Outside, I feel a bit dazed by a beer that turned into two. A 

few streets away, Sofia and I buy Indonesian food in paper 

containers and walk to her place. I can barely explain why I’m so 

upset. 

“It’s not just that he has a girlfriend,” I say. “It’s what’s 

waiting for him. He’s where I was years ago. My God, Sofia—

how long is this going to last?” 

“As long as it needs to,” comes the philosophical answer. 

“Thanks, that really helps.” 

“That’s all I’ve got,” Sofia replies. 

“You can’t even make up a little white lie to cheer me up?” 

Sofia gives me a pitying look. 

“Never mind,” I say. 
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That evening, on the train ride home, I realize I forgot to give 

back the tissue from my knight. 

“You know, Joy,” I say to myself—alone in the train 

compartment—“let him go. Be free. And find your joy again.” 

I look at my reflection in the window. “If you tell me how, I’ll 

do it.” 

 

At home, I light some candles and sit down. Outside, it’s pitch 

dark. In the garden, only vague shapes are visible. A wistful ache 

gnaws at me. The longing for connection—for true love—is so 

strong it almost hurts physically. It’s a longing to become more 

than myself. 

The next day I call Maria. I’m so confused after seeing Max 

that I have to talk to her. 

“Maria, can I ask you something?” 

“Go ahead.” 

“I saw Max yesterday, to draft a statement. Turns out he has 

a girlfriend. But something feels off—and that’s why I can’t let 

go. How can that be?” 

“Let me take a look.” Silence. Maria tunes in. 

“This isn’t something for over the phone. Do you remember I 

once told you that you’re a lightworker? That’s what this is 

about. It has to do with the fact that you see more than most 

people. It would be better to make an appointment so I can 

explain it properly.” 

“Alright, I get it. I hope you have space soon.” 

“No, I’m going on vacation for a few weeks.” 

“What a shame—though nice for you, of course. Sorry, I’m 

just really shaken up.” 

“I can tell. That’s okay.” 

When will this all finally end?  When will things just go 

smoothly? When will I not have to do everything alone? 
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The rest of the day I lounge on the couch, watch the birds in my 

garden, and read ‘Eat, Pray, Love’—with a burning jealousy. A 

personal crisis, an exotic journey, and a gorgeous Brazilian man 

as reward. Give me a break! I have to make do with gray Dutch 

skies and bike rides to town for my groceries. The only exotic 

part of my crisis was the Peruvian medicine I used to fight Lyme 

disease. I wallow in self-pity a while longer—until I remember 

my soul journeys, the encounters, and the people who’ve 

supported me. Slightly ashamed, I try to count my blessings. 

Still—despite my efforts—I remain a little jealous. 

 

While waiting for Maria to return, I realize I have more 

questions. Why did the angel show me past lives? Why do I see 

them in soul journeys? I thought knowing them wasn’t 

important—because unresolved issues simply carry over to the 

next life. So what’s the point?  

And what part of me have I treated like a wicked 

stepmother? Where is that stepchild—and how do I bring it 

forward? What horns do I need to shed? What is a 

lightworker—and what is the purpose of my life? Where is my 

inspiration—and what is mine to do? 

Since I want answers now, I book another soul journey—with 

money I don’t have. But that’ll work itself out once justice 

prevails and the insurance company coughs up its savings. 
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Chapter 17 
Confused 

 
Before I can begin another soul journey, Maria calls. She has an 

opening for the next day—her vacation was cut short because 

her travel companion had to return to the Netherlands due to a 

family matter. 

I go through the entire ritual again until we reach my 

question: What doesn’t add up when Max talks about his 

girlfriend? Why can’t I turn away and move on with my life? 

“When people talk to each other,” Maria begins, “they hear 

the words being said and see the body language. Together, that 

conveys the message. That’s how it works for about 90% of 

people. For the other 10%, it’s a bit different. They hear the 

words, see the body language too—but above all, they connect 

with the field of energy that surrounds the other person, and 

with their spirit. I don’t mean their psyche—I mean the 

spiritual aspect. The part that doesn’t reside in the body, that 

doesn’t die, but that every person is connected to in order to 

live. You’re part of that 10%. And although you’ve done some 

intuitive training, you haven’t really learned how to handle this 

gift.” 

I look at Maria, stunned. “So… what exactly am I seeing?” 

“Seeing might not even be the right word. Most people 

perceive reality on a 3D level—the earthly dimension. But you, 

by default, perceive what happens on a different level—the 

invisible world. You perceive the level where the complete 

spirit of a person resides. And on that level, the ego doesn’t 

play a role. You see the soul’s true intention and desire. 
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“Let’s go back to Bas. For a short time, things were good 

between you two. That was when your soul and his soul were 

in contact—without the mind interfering. But at the peak of 

your connection, Bas’s ego and rational mind stepped in, 

reminding him of his intention to experience relationships with 

multiple women. That’s when he pulled back and told you not 

to get attached. Do you remember?” 

“As if it were yesterday.” 

“Something similar is happening with Max. That’s why 

you’re so confused. You feel that there is something between 

you, yet you hear him talk about his girlfriend. For you, the two 

things don’t match. But sweetheart, he’s completely unaware of 

the soul-level connection between you. He truly believes he’s 

found the love of his life. And in his earthly experience—that’s 

not you.” 

For a moment, I’m completely shaken. 

“But then… what doesn’t match in his story?” 

Maria sighs. “Let’s just say that what you perceive doesn’t 

line up with what Max is telling you.” 

“He thinks he’s in a relationship, but in reality, he’s alone.” 

“That’s putting it a bit bluntly—but yes, you could say that. 

Right now, this relationship is exactly what he needs. It’s 

helping him awaken to his deeper longings, and it’s triggering 

something in him that will lead to growth. Don’t wait for him. 

Turn around and live your own life. Truly—let him go.” 

“I’ll have to, if I ever want to enjoy anything again.” 

“We’re not finished yet,” Maria continues, as I begin to rise. 

“On the other side—what you call ‘the beyond’—they’ve been 

trying to reconnect with you. But lately, it’s not working. You’re 

too tired. They’re advising you to do absolutely nothing for a 

while. And by ‘nothing,’ I mean truly nothing. What you call 
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doing nothing still includes a dozen activities. Just… do 

nothing. Stare at the clouds if you must.” 

I open my mouth to respond, but Maria starts gesturing 

wildly for me to be quiet. “Shh—don’t interrupt. I’ll lose the 

connection.” 

She tilts her head, nods a few times, then looks back at me. 

“Pay attention to coincidences. And also to what draws your 

attention. A surprise awaits you.” 

As we stand at the door, Maria adds, “Find someone who 

can help you learn to live with your abilities. I’m sure you can 

find someone online.” 

Then I’m back outside. This time, I don’t feel recharged or 

cheerful. I really have to let Max go—and that feels like a 

mountain. And what on earth am I supposed to do with my… 

beyond-normal perception? 

In the days that follow, I get even more confused. With every 

encounter, I wonder: What am I perceiving? 3D… or another 

reality? It feels like I’m losing my grip on life altogether. 

Maria’s comment about the attempts from the other side to 

reach me—I’ve already forgotten. So too her mention of a 

surprise. 
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Chapter 18 
About a Slave and a Priestess 

 
Still burdened with a head full of questions, I begin my new soul 

journey. I haven’t forgotten the last one. “I have no other 

intention than to better understand myself,” I whisper, barely 

audibly, because I don’t like to say out loud how lonely I actually 

feel. “I still haven’t found my sense of purpose, and I feel so 

unfree. And lonely.” 

The journey begins without any prelude. I hear the rattling of 

carts being pulled through the streets, voices shouting, laughing. 

The sun shines fiercely on my face as sweat pours down my 

body. I’m walking through the streets of Rome. A heavy load 

rests on my back. I look more closely at myself: I’m much larger 

than the people around me—more than that even—I’m an 

enormous man, yet with a gentle nature. I can feel it. I bear a 

brand on my forehead. I’m on my way to the home of a senator. 

I stumble and barely stay upright. Immediately I get struck with 

a whip. My wounds from yesterday are still raw; they sting 

where the rough fabric of my ragged clothing rubs against them. 

Today is hotter than the previous days. Beside me walks another 

slave. Our eyes meet briefly, but we don’t dare speak out of fear 

of our guards. 

I’ve been a slave in Rome for some years now, as is my wife, 

whom I love dearly. Until recently, I worked daily in the 

amphitheater as a gladiator. Now I carry loads. Even as a 

gladiator I had to lift heavy burdens—like the carcasses of dead 

animals—but I also had moments of rest, during which I could 

watch the people in the stands and the spot where the emperor 

often sat. I can still hear his hideous laugh. 
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Now, I walk the streets daily, transporting loads from one place 

to another. My strength is steadily failing. I sometimes drop 

things or stumble from exhaustion. I cannot buy my wife’s or my 

own freedom, as some other slaves have managed to do. My 

master is so wealthy he attaches no value to us. Why would he 

bother paying us? What no longer serves him, he discards. Soon, 

I’ll be useless to him—and then I’ll only be good for one thing. 

I worry about my wife. She’s also aging, and it’s getting harder 

for her to complete her tasks in time. At night she falls asleep 

before we even lie down. I love my wife—we’ve been together 

for so long. I thank God that at least we were allowed to remain 

together. That’s what’s given me the strength to carry on. 

Sometimes, I still think of the land I came from. A land full of 

living mysteries, a place that could never be tamed, one the 

Romans never truly conquered. I know I’ll never see that land 

again—but it lives on in my memory. 

Suddenly, I notice that I, along with a few other slaves, am 

being led to the amphitheater. It seems the time has come. 

Beneath the stands where we’re being taken are the animal cages 

and waiting areas for the gladiators—places where the chariots 

are stored and soldiers roam. We’re locked in there, awaiting our 

turn. It’s dark and cool—once something I found comforting, 

now something that fills me with dread. At noon, five of us are 

taken out and ordered into the arena. We pause for a moment—

our eyes adjusting to the blinding light. After a sharp command, 

we walk hesitantly to the center. Without a word, we stand back-

to-back. We watch the doors, which can open at any moment to 

release our opponents into the ring. I’ve seen what’s coming too 

many times to harbor any illusions. My dear wife must now go 

on without me—and that’s what saddens me most. I feel her 

presence in my heart, her love. I console myself with the thought 

that I will see her again when her time comes to return home. 
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The doors open, and three lions step slowly into the arena. A 

loud roar rises from the crowd. As the lions approach, silence 

falls. The spectators watch tensely—placing bets on who will be 

the first to be taken. I take one last look around—then everything 

goes black. 

Deeply moved, I lie still. So… I was a slave in Rome. I didn’t 

know I could reincarnate into a male life. 

“Oh yes,” says the familiar voice. “You can choose a male life if 

that’s the experience you need.”  

The image of the slave fades, but I still feel his gentle 

character—and his love for his wife. 

I take a second drink as I let go of the life of the Roman slave. 

Around me, I feel the presence of a man. I know him. He does 

his thing, I do mine—but we belong together. It’s a pleasant 

sensation, full of love. I look into his warm gaze and see 

confirmed what I myself feel. 

Slowly, the scene changes. I’m lying on my back. From my 

dark space, I see nearly white walls—huge stone blocks. There’s 

no roof above me, only a deep blue sky. My name is Chloé. I’m 

undergoing one of my final initiations as a priestess in Egypt, 

thousands of years ago. For this, I must remain in the Realm of 

the Dead for three days and three nights. At the head of the stone 

sarcophagus I lie in stands the high priest overseeing the 

initiation. Other priests surround us. I feel their deep 

concentration. Silence reigns until I see a hawk fly overhead. 

Its piercing cry slices through the stillness. As I look at the sun, a 

large stone slowly slides across the sky-blue opening above me. 

When the sun disappears and darkness overtakes the blue, I’m 

lifted. I fly on the back of a massive eagle over continents and 

oceans—soaring high into the deep blue, nearly black sky far 

above the Earth.  
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After a long journey, the eagle descends back toward Earth, 

landing in the hot sand. I stand in the blazing sun near a 

pyramid—close to where my initiation once took place. 

“Chloé’s life was all about submission,” says the voiceless 

voice. “Her life stood in direct contrast to the one you live now. 

With Chloé’s life began a series of lifetimes in which you 

repeatedly gave away your power—making yourself dependent 

on others in countless ways. Chloé lost all she loved because she 

couldn’t withstand the priests’ power.” 

I’m so moved by what Chloé must have endured that at first 

I don’t even notice a richly dressed, young blonde woman 

standing mockingly in front of me. She wears a stunning long 

dress and a hat adorned with long feathers. She’s on her way to 

a party. I’m staying behind. Her gaze radiates scorn. She puts on 

her silk gloves while making a disparaging remark—just loud 

enough for my employer to hear, the man who will accompany 

her. From the moment she entered his life, she has mocked me. 

He’s clearly uncomfortable, uncertain how to handle her. He’s 

no match for her. I see exactly what she’s doing—how she 

manipulates him—but I’m powerless. Moments later, they leave 

in a carriage. I watch them from behind a curtain, deeply 

saddened.  

Then, again, the voiceless voice: “You are being asked to 

release all humiliation, pain, and fear from past lives. Cross over 

without resentment, without hatred—but with love. You will 

have more than enough money. And on the other side, you will 

no longer be alone. Past lives are shown to you so you can see 

that nothing is unjust or meaningless—that everything 

happening in your life is something you once created. Your 

entire creation acts like a magnet; you attract what resonates with 

you. Become master of yourself, and you’ll become master of life. 

Follow, and you will find guidance. Love, so love can return to 
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you. Resist temptations that offer you nothing. Learn to discern 

what is essential and what is not.” 

The rest of the journey, the man remains by my side. 

I become more and more filled with love and peace. 
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Chapter 19 
Between worlds 

 
Fortunately, I’ve found someone who can help me develop my 

abilities—and she’s even affordable. That’s why, on a wet and 

dreary day, I find myself standing in front of the practice of 

Gabrielle, a reader and coach for lightworkers, right in the 

middle of The Hague. 

When I ring the bell, a gentle ding-dong sounds. A woman in 

her forties appears moments later. 

“Joy?” 

“Yes.” 

“Come on in. What awful weather,” Gabrielle says as she leads 

me to her practice room.  

“So, what can I do for you?” she asks once we’re both seated. 

“On the advice of a psychic woman I sometimes visit when I 

feel stuck or confused, I went looking for someone who could 

help me. She says I’m a lightworker. I honestly don’t even know 

what that means, and I’m quite overwhelmed by it all. 

Apparently, I’m not always very grounded, and I perceive things 

that confuse me. This woman—her name is Maria, by the way—

doesn’t feel capable of guiding me in this. Through various 

connections, your name came up. That’s why I’m here,” I 

answer. 

“Got it. Thanks for sharing. I’ll start with a short reading. I’ll 

tune in to you—just sit back and relax.” Gabrielle closes her eyes 

and then looks at me again. 

“Your guide tells me that your family needs to be addressed 

first.” 
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“My family?” I ask. “I don’t understand—what does that have 

to do with anything?” 

“You’re dealing with a significant blockage. As long as it’s 

there, it’s hard for you to manage your lightworker abilities or 

your perceptions properly. Learning to perceive clearly is key. 

And the root of this blockage lies in your family.” 

I glance to the right instinctively—where I usually sense the 

presence of the angel. 

“Your guide understands your surprise,” Gabrielle says, “but 

insists that working with your family is essential. Because of 

your lightworker nature, you lost your way at a very young age. 

You became afraid because what people said and did didn’t 

match what you perceived. That caused deep confusion. Your 

response was to hide your real, honest feelings. Early on, you 

learned to respond to others’ expectations instead. That led to 

people-pleasing, making you dependent on their approval. 

You still have work to do with both your father and your 

mother. But there’s also another family member who left a mark 

on your life—someone you’ll need to deal with. You’ll be guided 

to this person in time. Don’t overthink it—it won’t help. You’ll 

know what to do when the moment comes. 

What will help in the meantime is to start asking yourself why 

you do what you do—and change course if it doesn’t align with 

your true feelings and desires.” 

Gabrielle pauses. It looks as if she’s listening to someone, just 

like Maria often does. 

“I’ll teach you how to connect with your guide yourself. But 

first, let me explain how lightworkers perceive, and where they 

originate from. That way, you’ll understand why clearing your 

blockages is so important. 

Lightworkers are very old souls from the Lemurian era. I can 

see that you’re one too because your first earthly manifestations 
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appeared as colors. Lemurians expressed themselves through 

color. You’ve always used energy as your primary source of 

information.” 

She pauses again. “That’s enough for now. What’s most 

important for you to know is that lightworkers ground 

differently. For you, the eighth chakra is your base chakra. You 

only feel safe when you’re connected to your spiritual home in 

the parallel universe. If you can connect both to the Earth and to 

your eighth chakra, you’ll feel grounded. When the chakras are 

blocked, you feel unsafe because your channel is clogged. That 

makes you gravitate to one pole or the other. Your true home 

base is the eighth chakra, but because of your blockages, you 

haven’t connected to the Earth—so you’ve leaned entirely on 

your cosmic home, leaving you unsteady on Earth. Only when 

you bond with the Earth too, can you stand strong and live fully. 

Shall we practice that grounding method now?” 

I nod. Gabrielle’s pace is dizzying, but I want to continue—I 

feel like this is what I’ve always been missing: clear instructions 

to help me master myself and stand firm in life. 

“I think you already know the method of connecting to the 

crystal core at the center of the Earth. Start there and open your 

chakras all the way up to the eighth, which sits about fifty 

centimeters above your crown chakra. The eighth chakra serves 

as a transmitter of spiritual knowledge. It slows down the 

frequency of information coming from the spiritual realm so 

your physical body can receive it. That’s how you connect with 

your parallel universe and your Higher Self—the part of you that 

doesn’t incarnate, your true home.” 

I follow her instructions. “It feels like the other chakras are 

opening more easily now too. The energy is flowing.” 

Gabrielle nods. “You’ve probably been told you’re not 

grounded—many times, right?” 
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“Too many to count.” 

“That’s because few people know how grounding really 

works—and even fewer know that not everyone grounds the 

same way. Grounding is simply the balance between giving (the 

masculine) and receiving (the feminine), embodied on Earth. It 

also requires conscious Earth presence. For people who had their 

first incarnation in Lemuria, the eighth chakra is the base. Then, 

you ‘draw a line’ to your first chakra and from there to the crystal 

core. That’s how you ground properly.” 

“I’m so relieved to finally get a clear explanation of 

grounding. That clears up so much frustration.” 

“Good. Now, let’s have you connect with your guide. Picture 

a house. A large, beautiful house with multiple levels. Can you 

see it?” 

“Yes, I can.” 

“Go to the front door and open it. Step inside.” 

I hesitate. It feels like I’m stepping not just into a house, but 

into another life. Then I make a decision and picture a beautiful 

home with a solid wooden front door, rounded at the top with a 

brass handle. I push the door open and look around. In front of 

me is a hallway, and to the right, a corridor. I walk into the 

corridor and see a large open room below me with walls lined 

with richly filled bookshelves. In the corner stands a grand piano 

next to a deep red velvet sofa. One wall is made entirely of glass 

and looks out onto a magnificent garden. 

“What do you see?” Gabrielle asks. 

I tell her. 

“Don’t go into that room yet. Feel where you’re being drawn 

first.” 

I was planning to go straight into the room below, but I stop 

to feel. Yes—there’s another corridor. I follow it and find a room 

that feels like a sitting room. A large fire is burning. I vaguely see 
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several figures. As I look more closely, I immediately 

understand: these are members of my soul group—those who 

are not currently incarnated. I look at them in awe, these vague 

but familiar figures to whom I feel so deeply connected. 

Something in me instantly recognizes this place. It feels like 

coming home—like stepping into my childhood home again. No 

one seems to notice me. I move on toward a large glass sliding 

door, open it, and step outside. I find a spacious terrace 

overlooking a lake. Twilight has fallen, and a deep, comforting 

stillness hangs in the air. There’s a large wooden bench by the 

lake. I sit down. I hear the water gently lapping at the shore. No 

one else seems to be around. And yet, suddenly I sense the angel 

beside me. Thank God. 

He says nothing. Together, we look out over the water. 

Suddenly, images appear. One after the other, I see faces. One 

is Max. He’s sitting at his desk, reading a letter. Next to him is a 

woman—not an earthly woman, but his guide. She has a slender 

build and long, blond-grey hair. She reminds me of a 

Scandinavian woman. In the distance, I hear her name: Noa. The 

energy around her is loving, but also strong and firm. No doubt 

about it—Noa is watching over Max. 

“Pay close attention to the signs in the coming days. When 

you receive them, return here to the lake,” the angel says. “That’s 

where you’ll find your surprise.” 

Then, I’m back with Gabrielle, who looks at me questioningly. 

“Well…?” 

I can’t answer right away. My mind is still there, at the lake. I 

would’ve liked to stay longer. 

“That was a special experience,” I say. “It felt both strange and 

familiar. Like visiting a house I used to live in. I think I saw some 

of my soul group—at least, that’s what I assume. They felt 
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incredibly familiar. I really saw them, even if only vaguely. How 

can I see a house if I’m in the spiritual world?” 

“There are buildings and nature there too—not just here on 

Earth,” Gabrielle explains. “The spiritual world isn’t made of 

dense matter like here; it’s all energy. The buildings are often of 

unearthly beauty and full of light. What you saw was a parallel 

universe—there are many of them. These parallel worlds aren’t 

all equally sweet and pleasant, by the way. Most people who 

believe in life after death imagine a big ‘hallelujah choir’ up 

there—but that’s not quite right. Many deceased souls struggle 

to let go of the Earth. Instead of turning toward home, they 

remain stuck in the lower astral realms—which aren’t always 

pleasant, I assure you. 

Letting go is something you’d best learn before you die. 

Thankfully, there’s always help. Even in the lower astral realms, 

light beings are present. But people who are too attached to 

matter or Earthly things often can’t perceive those light beings.” 

“Back to the light world: the only real difference from Earth is 

that things manifest much faster there—they arise through 

thought. If you imagine something, it appears instantly. The 

forms that deceased loved ones take when appearing to the 

living are often from their last incarnation, or from a life they 

loved most. That’s just to clarify. But if you’d rather see an 

angelic being, then that’s what you’ll see,” Gabrielle adds. 

She pauses. “That’s enough for today. I’d like you to come 

back in a month and practice in the meantime. Keep 

distinguishing between what you perceive on the material plane 

and what’s happening on another level. That will help you 

develop routine discernment.” 
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When I step back outside, I have a strange feeling—like the place 

I’m in now is unfamiliar…and the place by the lake is where I 

truly belong. 
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Chapter 20 
An apparition from the past 

 
The library is busy. I first walk over to the return desk and place 

my books on the conveyor belt. As I turn around, I bump into a 

woman standing close behind me, and she promptly drops her 

books. 

“Ow,” I say as one of them lands on my foot. 

“Sorry,” the woman says. 

“It’s okay, it’s so crowded,” I reply, bending down to pick up 

the book. “Wow, this one’s a brick,” I add, looking at the cover: 

‘Richard Ellman, James Joyce, The First Revision of the 1959 Classic’. 

James Joyce — at least I assume the photo on the cover is him — 

peers at me through his glasses with wide eyes. In my memory, 

he looked less anxious, more confident. Maybe it’s just a bad 

photo. Who knows. I continue into the library to find a nice film 

to watch that evening. 

 

The next day, I decide to clean up my study. My bookshelves are 

overflowing. I take out all the magazines and folders from the 

first bookcase and begin leafing through them. Toss, toss, toss. 

One magazine after another ends up in the recycling pile. God 

knows why I keep so much. After a short break, I move on to the 

newspaper clippings, until my eyes land on another photo of 

James Joyce. In honor of the centenary of Bloomsday, reads the 

headline, ‘Ulysses’ by James Joyce will be reissued. Ah, I think, 

this photo looks more like how I remember him from my 

schoolbooks: wise and a bit mischievous. He seems quite 

attached to that little mustache — even in this photo it’s there. 
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The clipping goes onto the recycling pile. Just then, the phone 

rings. 

“Hi,” Sofia’s voice says, “I’m sorting through my books 

because my shelves are bursting.” 

“No way,” I reply, “I literally just started cleaning out my 

bookcases too.” 

“That’s a coincidence! But the reason I’m calling is to ask if 

you’re interested in a small stack of English-language books. I 

never look at them anymore, and I need the space. It’s not a lot 

— a few poetry collections, including Yeats and Byron, and some 

books by Virginia Woolf and James Joyce.” 

“Okay,” I say, “now I get the message.” 

There’s a pause on the other end. “What message?” 

“Oh sorry, that comment wasn’t meant for you — it was for 

an angel.” 

“Are you feeling alright?” Sofia asks. 

“Totally fine, but I understand you might not follow. Sounds 

like it’s time we had a bottle of wine and caught up.” 

“Wine is probably the last thing you need right now. So, do 

you want the books or should I give them to someone else?” 

“I’ll take them.” 

“Alright, I’ll box them up and bring them over sometime 

soon.” 

After I hang up, I fish the newspaper article back out of the 

recycling pile and take another look at the photo of James Joyce. 

I think I’ve received a sign. What was it I was supposed to do 

again? I try to remember. What had the angel said? ‘Come back 

here when you've received the signs’. I finish tidying up the 

clippings and head out to do some shopping. 

 

The following day, I decide to try and return to the house by the 

lake. I turn off my phone, close the curtains, and begin 
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meditating. Once I’m ready to enter the house, I feel slightly 

nervous. I picture the house in my mind and take a few deep 

breaths before opening the door. I step over the threshold and 

follow the same route as before. The twilight still hovers over the 

lake, just like last time. I hear the gentle lapping of the water and 

see the bench. I walk over and sit down to wait. I wait a while, 

but the angel doesn’t come. Uncertain, I look around. Just as I’m 

about to give up, I hear the soft splash of oars in the distance. 

Mist floats over the water. I peer toward the sound until I make 

out the faint silhouette of a rowboat. Soon, I see a man in an old-

fashioned white shirt and glasses sitting in it. He rows to shore, 

steps out, walks toward me, and invites me to get in. 

I try to make out his face, but it stays vague. I get up, walk to 

the boat, and carefully climb in. Once he’s seated, he picks up the 

oars again and starts rowing. After we’ve gone quite a distance, 

he moors the boat again, bends down, and pulls a bottle of white 

wine from under the bench. He opens it, sets it down, then bends 

again and returns with two glasses. He pours the wine and hands 

me one. I take the glass and stare at him, stunned. He raises his 

glass. I do the same. 

“James Joyce?” I ask. 

“As you can see,” comes the reply. 

“I don’t understand,” I say. 

“I’ve been given permission by your guide and the master 

who accompanies you to help you with your writing.” 

I’m shocked. James Joyce is going to help me write? 

“Believe me. I’m truly going to help you. That doesn’t mean 

you need to produce some highbrow literary masterpiece, don’t 

worry. I’m here to help you write the skin of your soul.” 

“Boy oh boy,” I whisper. 

A short chuckle. “I used to say that too, boy oh boy.” 

“Really?” 
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“Really.” 

I fall silent. This is too much to take in all at once. “Honestly, 

writing the skin of my soul doesn’t sound very appealing. I 

probably can’t do it. It’s a strange phrase anyway.” 

“It’s the only way to truly achieve something. Come on, don’t 

worry — let’s enjoy this lovely wine.” 

I take a sip and stay quiet. I let the words sink in: ‘write the 

skin of your soul’. Suddenly, I don’t feel like writing anything at 

all. 

“Take a look.” He shows me a tarot card. “Remember?” 

Yes, I remember that card well. The Devil — offering the 

chance to shed some old horns and bring forth the hidden child. 

“I remember,” I say, “but I have no idea what I’m supposed 

to do.” 

“Follow your path, watch for the signs, and most importantly, 

don’t be afraid. It’s time to show the world who you really are. 

Stop running from your own power. The rest will come.” 

I stay silent and take a few more sips of the delicious wine. 

“It tastes good, don’t you think?” 

“Yes, really good,” I reply. 

James puts his glass down. We row on in silence, while the 

realization grows in me that I’ve spent time with James Joyce 

before. 

“James?” 

“Yes?” 

“I feel like I know you — is that true?” 

“It is. We shared a life before, in Sweden, several centuries 

ago. I was your father. In that life, your mother, your sisters, your 

brothers and I had to leave you at a young age. Your habit of 

always being late for meals saved your life. You were left behind 

and had to live with your uncle. That wasn’t an easy life for you. 

That’s why I’m happy to support you now.” 
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His words are spoken with so much warmth and love that I 

feel deeply moved. I look at James again. His eyes seem to see 

more than my outer self — they seem to know my fears, my 

desires, to know me, more than I do. It feels as if, here with him, 

I can be more myself than anywhere else, with anyone else. A 

peaceful feeling washes over me. Slowly, I fall asleep — and 

wake up later in my living room. 

“Ridiculous,” I say aloud. “Impossible. Joy, you’re going 

completely bonkers. Any minute now and they’ll cart you off to 

some charming rural facility.” I open the curtains, turn my phone 

back on, and start folding laundry. “Back to plain old 3D, 

please.” I think for a moment of the Devil tarot card James Joyce 

showed me. Maybe, just maybe, by writing the skin of my soul… 

I can shed my horns. 
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Chapter 21 
Looking for shoes 

 
In the distance, I hear the dull voice of the teacher. I glance at my 

watch for what feels like the hundredth time. It's long past time. 

Why doesn’t that man stop with his stupid lesson? Irritated, I sit 

for a moment longer until I can't take it anymore. I get up, walk 

out of the classroom and out of the school.  

As I reach the gate, I see a bus approaching. It stops, and I get 

on. After a short route through the city, we begin driving 

alongside a large lake. It’s a beautiful, sunny winter day. Fresh 

snow lines the road, and the bright blue sky provides a sharp 

contrast. The snow and lake are sparkling in the sun. The bus 

keeps going, and the lake seems endless. After yet another bend, 

a very tall bridge appears, arching in a great curve toward the 

far, unseen side of the lake. The bridge glitters in the sun just like 

the snow and the lake do — it looks like a rainbow. I need to 

cross it. I try to keep the bridge in sight, but it keeps 

disappearing. And no matter how long we drive, it never seems 

to get closer. Again and again, it appears, but it's always too far 

away to step off the bus and begin the crossing. 

The bus stops. I can’t take it anymore and get ready to step 

out. Just as I place my foot on the step, the bus driver grabs my 

arm. I try to pull away, but his grip is too strong. Angry, I turn 

toward him. 

“If you get off here, you'll fall into the water and drown. Wait 

until we get closer to the bridge,” the bus driver says. 

I glare at the man and turn back to the water. It does look wild. 

I glance at him again. He is the most bizarre man I’ve ever seen. 

One half of his face is covered with a large birthmark. He wears 
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a strange diving mask and on his head, a rubber cap that wobbles 

like a rooster’s comb. In his mouth are two tubes — like pacifiers 

— through which I can hear oxygen flowing. He reminds me of 

Jar Jar Binks from Star Wars, that incredibly sweet, helpful 

character who follows Luke Skywalker like a shadow. I can’t take 

my eyes off the strange man, and through his odd diving mask, 

I see eyes looking back at me with warmth and affection. He 

wants to help me — that much is clear — and he seems to know 

exactly what he’s doing. I return to my seat, and the bus drives 

on. 

Half an hour later, after yet another turn, an immense 

building looms ahead. The bus stops, and everyone gets off. So 

do I, so mesmerized by the building that I completely forget 

about the bus driver. I follow the large crowd of people, 

quickening my pace, until suddenly I’m grabbed by two men. 

One of them, howling with laughter, begins tapping my head 

while shouting, “Chicken, chicken, chicken!” The other bursts 

out laughing. I am furious. They hold me tight. I break free, kick 

the first man hard in the shin, and shove the other one with all 

my strength when he tries to come closer. He stumbles and falls. 

They curse and yell, but I’ve shaken them off. 

At last, I reach the building. It's overwhelming. How am I ever 

going to get through this crowd? Inside, I climb stair after stair, 

down again, until I reach a massive hall full of people. Everyone 

is elegantly dressed, and without exception, they are all wearing 

diamonds. On a stage, very young children walk back and forth. 

They are impeccably dressed — the girls in navy blue dresses 

with white lace collars, the boys in navy suits with bow ties. All 

of them wear shiny patent shoes. I stand stunned by the strange 

scene. 

“Stand up straight, take your hands out of your pockets, say 

cheese!” I hear people shouting at the children on the stage. The 
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parents are trying to get their child named the winner of the 

competition. Everything depends on it. The jury, sitting in a row 

before the stage, are all dressed in robes and wigs, just like British 

judges. They peer sternly at the children from under their wigs. 

It’s freezing cold in the enormous hall, and within minutes I am 

chilled to the bone. Yet I must walk all the way through it — it’s 

the only way to reach the bridge. 

I start moving again, but the crowd keeps blocking my way. I 

make little progress. Again and again, I bump into people who 

react with hostility. I start to feel hopeless, but I push on. Finally, 

I reach the other side. I push open the door and suddenly find 

myself among people with skis. Instead of being led up — 

toward the start of the bridge — I’m directed downward. In the 

basement, I see everyone putting on ski boots. But I can't find any 

that belong to me, and there’s not a single extra pair. Defeated, I 

wander around, but it quickly becomes clear that I need to go 

back toward the hall. Somewhere along the way, my shoes must 

be waiting. 

I head back, determined to find them. Without those shoes, I 

can’t cross the bridge — it’s too steep and slippery. 

While I’m still searching for my shoes, 

I wake up. 
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Chapter 22 
Lessons from Gabrielle 

 
“And…?” Gabrielle looks at me inquiringly. “How did it go?” 

“The exercises went well until I returned to the house by the 

lake. Since then, I’ve been all over the place. I thought I’d 

received signs. But now I’m doubting everything, because, 

well… I just don’t trust it at all. Never mind. Let’s just continue 

where we left off,” I say. 

“You’d do better to tell me what’s causing all this doubt,” 

Gabrielle replies. 

“I think I’m mixing up fantasy and reality. I can’t make sense 

of anything anymore. I don’t know what I’m perceiving.” 

“Why don’t you start at the beginning? The signs, for 

instance—how did that go?” 

Stammering, I recount everything: starting with the thick 

book that fell on my foot, the newspaper article, Sofia’s books, 

and ending with the boat ride across the lake. 

“Why don’t you trust your perception?” Gabrielle asks. 

“James Joyce? Come on—why would he want to help me?” 

“Why not? Where he is now, I think fame is no longer a 

motive, don’t you?” 

“Well… probably not,” I admit. 

Gabrielle pauses, holding her head still as if listening to 

someone. “Your guide says it really is James Joyce who’s helping 

you. He has permission from higher authority.” Again she 

listens. “It’s very important that you never doubt your own 

perceptions again. You’re undermining and underestimating 

yourself. What you are here to do serves a higher purpose. That’s 

why you’re receiving all the help you need. It’s crucial that you 
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learn to trust your perceptions. Your guide says: ‘You must not 

continue to do this to yourself—this lack of trust. Feel what’s 

happening in your body, because the body never lies. It simply 

can’t.’ What’s happening now is rooted in the same blockage we 

talked about last time. You must do the work around your 

family.” 

“How?” I ask. “I have no idea. What am I even supposed to 

do with my family? Where’s the problem?” 

“The only access point I can offer is what I’m reading in your 

aura. I see that the whole area of your lower chakras—and your 

fifth chakra—are blocked. You’re not expressing what lives 

inside you—that’s one. Your energy is leaking—that’s two. And 

three, something happened that made you feel profoundly 

unsafe. It might’ve been one single event, or it could be a pattern 

in your family. Or both. It’s your task to figure that out. Pick one 

event from your childhood that made a deep impression. Start 

there and follow the trail. That’s just one approach. Maybe you’ll 

find another way.” 

I nod, already feeling exhausted just from the thought of 

having to dive into my family history. 

“How did the practice go—observing different levels of 

reality?” 

“Good. I just stopped after meeting James Joyce.” 

“Keep going,” Gabrielle says. “What would you like to 

practice today?” 

“I’d really like to know when I’m perceiving something from 

another level of reality and when I’m not. I also sometimes feel 

like I’m speaking Chinese—judging by the reactions people give 

me. And sometimes, it’s like no one hears me at all.” 

“Classic phenomenon for lightworkers. If it seems like no one 

hears you, you can be sure you just said something on a level 

beyond 3D. It’s too subtle and it doesn’t land. I’ll teach you the 



© Aowa Joy – House of Joy – houseofjoy.online 

Shared freely. Please mention the source when quoting.  116 
 

traffic light method so you can sense when something is safe to 

express and when it isn’t. Think of someone—anyone who 

comes to mind.” 

“Max,” I say without hesitation. 

“Alright. I don’t need to know anything about Max. I just 

want you to bring to mind a situation where you weren’t sure 

whether you could say something or not.” 

“Oh, that’s easy,” I reply. 

“Go ahead and tell me, I’ll tune in.” 

“I was with Max, writing up a statement. Then we walked 

down the stairs together. As I walked beside him, I suddenly had 

this sense that he was heading into a very difficult period. I saw 

that he had no clue what was coming and that he was taking on 

way too much. I wanted to tell him to slow down, to say no more 

often, to ease up on work. But I felt like he wouldn’t accept it.” 

“Good example. Now imagine a traffic light. You’re walking 

down the stairs beside Max and you receive these impressions. 

What color do you see on the light when you wonder if you 

should warn him?” 

“Red,” I say immediately. 

“Correct,” says Gabrielle. “That’s what I saw too. Max—

whoever he is—isn’t yet capable of perceiving beyond the 

physical level. He’s not ready to receive that kind of input. Wait 

until he shows interest himself. Let’s try another one.” 

“Sofia. I found out last week that she’d taken a vacation and 

hadn’t told me. I happened to call her work and got a temp on 

the phone. In my mind’s eye, I saw her turn away from me the 

moment I found out. I get the feeling she’s struggling with her 

own path because of everything I’ve been doing—and she 

doesn’t want to face that. Should I bring it up?” 

“Okay—check the traffic light,” Gabrielle says. 

“Orange. How do I interpret that?” 
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“I saw orange too. It means that you also hesitate to bring it 

up. It’s not just about Sofia’s fear—it’s also about your own.” 

“That’s true. I have trouble talking to Sofia about stuff like this 

because of how strongly she reacts. But also—now that I think of 

it—because I’m still not sure of everything that’s happening and 

everything I perceive.” 

“When fear is involved, it’s wise to stick to the earthly level, 

unless you know the other person can follow you into subtler 

territory. For next time, I’d like you to sit quietly on a regular 

basis, close your eyes, and broaden your awareness as far as you 

can. Feel what you really feel. Expand beyond the borders of 

your body—spread your awareness out as wide as possible. 

Perceive everything you possibly can: colors, heavy or light 

energy, inner sensations, whispers inside you, energies that 

don’t belong to you—anything. That’s how shamans perceive.” 

 

For two weeks, everything goes silent. The phone barely rings. 

No one seems to want to see me, and I don’t feel like seeing 

anyone either. I still don’t know what I need to uncover in my 

family, so I haven’t done anything about it. It’s as if the world 

senses how tired I am. 

Until a message reaches me. 
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Chapter 23 
“Just hair and nails, sir.” 

 

March 2009 

Dear Travelers, 

 

So much news in such a short time! As we mentioned earlier, 

we’ve moved to a fantastic new location with more space to 

continue our activities. We’re still in the middle of renovations 

but will unexpectedly be organizing a four-day retreat on short 

notice. 

A year ago, we invited a shaman from Peru, Don Alberto, to come 

and initiate our travelers into shamanism. We didn’t hear 

anything for a long time—until two days ago, when we received 

word that Don Alberto will arrive in the Netherlands in just 

three weeks. We don’t want to miss this opportunity. We realize 

we don’t have much time to get everything organized, but we’ll 

do our best. 

As we mentioned in a previous message, we plan to start offering 

shamanic training alongside the soul journeys. Don Alberto, 

together with shaman and translator Richard, will lead the four-

day retreat. You will be introduced to the basic principles of 

shamanism and receive initiations through a series of ceremonies. 

 

Six weeks later, we aim to offer a weekend follow-up focused on 

Soul Retrieval, which will be led by us. 

Please let us know immediately if you’re interested, due to the 

short time we have left to finalize the arrangements. 
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Three weeks later, I arrive at the farm where future ceremonies 

and training sessions will be held. I enter the rented yurt, packed 

with my belongings, and find a good spot to make myself as 

comfortable as possible. It’s freezing, but there’s a wood stove 

burning inside. The yurt fills quickly. I recognize a few familiar 

faces, greet them warmly, and feel right at home. A special place 

has been prepared for the shamans. 

Once everyone is settled, the familiar facilitators enter. They 

briefly explain the rules and the program for the upcoming days. 

Half an hour later, two men step into the yurt—one wearing 

traditional Inca clothing, the other dressed in everyday clothes. 

A hush falls over the space. The Inca man chews on something—

presumably coca leaves. Once they’re settled, the man in regular 

clothes stands and welcomes us. He introduces himself as 

Richard and the other man as Don Alberto. The teachings and 

ceremonies will alternate to integrate theory and practice. 

That afternoon, I stand in my underwear shivering at the edge 

of a lake. I must be out of my mind! Don Alberto stands knee-

deep in the water with an amused look on his face, singing the 

same song over and over as he calls in the spirit of the water for 

the ceremony. From the shore, we sing along. Once I wade into 

the icy water, I gasp for air. A large bucket of water is dumped 

over me, and then I dunk myself completely. A few minutes 

later, teeth chattering, I watch Don Alberto from the shore. He 

remains in the water unfazed, singing throughout the entire 

ceremony. 

On the morning of the third day, we walk across a windless 

heath. Beneath a huge tree, we prepare the space for the wind 

ceremony under Richard’s guidance. Don Alberto climbs the tree 

to remove all loose branches—why, no one knows, since it’s 

completely still. Once the site is ready, we form a large circle as 
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Don Alberto sings to summon the wind spirit. I look around at 

the beautiful landscape and at the captivated faces of all the 

participants. If only life could always be like this—no one trying 

to be better than anyone else, no competition. Across from me 

sits a man with one of the highest positions at a major 

international bank. Who would guess he’s here receiving 

teachings from a Peruvian shaman? 

Fifteen minutes later, a strong wind kicks up. The tree sways 

wildly, and the remaining leaves come tumbling down. We all 

stare in awe at the small man in worn-out clothes who continues 

to sing and dance, unbothered. Just as quickly as the wind rose, 

it dies down again. I look at Don Alberto with deep respect. 

We walk back to the yurt. Don Alberto walks ahead as if he’s 

lived in this region his whole life. Along the way, I feel a surge 

of happiness just from being surrounded by nature. Western life 

can go to hell for all I care—especially when I think about the 

legal issues I’ve been dealing with since I couldn’t work 

anymore, and the crammed schedules of the people around me.  

We’ve completely lost the plot, if you ask me. 

 

The fourth day is reserved for individual sessions. I’ve signed up 

and am second to last. When it’s my turn, I walk into the space 

and sit in front of Don Alberto at Richard’s invitation. 

“Why are you here?” Richard asks. 

“Four years ago, I had a car accident. Ever since, I’ve had 

health problems.” 

Richard translates. Don Alberto watches me intently, still 

chewing his coca leaves, then begins to speak. Richard translates:  

“Don Alberto says that when a person experiences trauma, a 

part of the soul stays behind. Go to the place where the accident 

happened, place some of your hair and nails in a piece of paper, 
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and bury it nearby. Ask the spirit of the wind to return the part 

of your soul that was lost there.” 

Don Alberto picks up a long, hollow wooden tube filled with 

seeds, judging by the sound. He gestures for me to lie down. He 

places the tube on my belly and begins to sing and dance. I start 

feeling sleepy—until I suddenly feel a click, as if two parts of 

myself were snapped back together. I’m instantly wide awake. 

The next day, I sit at home feeling like an alien. I look around 

at my belongings as if I’m seeing them for the first time. What 

am I supposed to do with all this? I was so profoundly happy in 

that yurt, surrounded by kindred spirits and nature, wearing my 

old jeans and a thick sweater. I glance out the kitchen window at 

the empty square. Everyone’s at work, rushing home later to 

wolf down dinner, tuck the kids into bed, and slump on the 

couch for the news followed by some mindless game show even 

the dimmest viewer can follow. What on earth are we doing? 

It takes a few days before I feel somewhat at home in my life 

again. 

 

A week later, I head out at night with a small bundle of hair and 

nails to call back my lost soul part. I planned it so it would be 

dark when I bury the bundle along the highway and perform the 

ritual. It’s not easy finding a spot where I won’t be disturbed. As 

cars zoom past, I manage to bury the bundle close to the site of 

the accident, where another car once crashed into mine. I glance 

around nervously while I work, wondering if anyone is watching 

and thinking I’m burying something suspicious. 

“Just hair and nails, sir. Not a body, I swear,” I mutter to the 

imaginary eyes burning into my back. 
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Chapter 24 
The Watchers of the Anubis Gods 

 
The weeks come and go until it’s time for the second shamanic 

weekend. This time the group is much smaller. There’s no need 

for a yurt; the twenty of us settle into the ceremonial space. The 

facilitator begins by striking an enormous hanging gong. I can 

feel the vibration deep in my body. The silence that follows is 

deafening. 

“What have you come here to do?” 

The question lingers in the room like an echo. No one says a 

word. 

“This is the question you—and we as your facilitators—will 

now answer. You see a series of cards in the center. Each of you 

may choose one. Do so with full awareness. The card will have 

something to tell you. Each of you will answer the question in 

turn, and then share what your card reveals. You may use the 

accompanying book if you wish to better understand the card. 

Off you go, dear people.” 

I look at the cards until one seems to pull me toward it. 

Watchers of the Anubis Shield it says, with the subtitle: The old must 

die for the new to be born. Weighing, releasing, death and initiation. 

The book provides some clarification. Two Anubis gods guard 

the gate to death. A tunnel glows orange. You’re invited to go 

through the gate to your inner core, shedding and releasing 

everything old. Transformation through fire—that’s what the 

color orange signifies. The dying process may mean letting go of 

beliefs, attachments, and bonds that no longer serve you. What 

you let go of will be absorbed into the greater whole and cleared 

away by the jackal—Anubis. Ask yourself what truly belongs to 
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you and what doesn’t. The process will be painful. Persevere—it 

brings new wisdom. And remember: don’t mess with Anubis 

energy. 

Letting go, I think, is simply releasing attachment—not being 

dependent on anything or anyone. That makes it less difficult to 

let go of Max. I’m certainly not dependent on him. 

“Joy, may I start with you?” the facilitator asks. 

“Yes, that’s fine,” I say, pulling myself away from the image 

of Max and focusing again on my card. “Why am I here? Because 

I’m still searching for a sense of soul, for something that touches 

me and gives me the energy to break free from the emptiness I 

feel trapped in. I grab at anything that seems like it might help 

me move forward on that search. 

The card I drew is called The Watchers of the Anubis Shield. Very 

appropriate, I think. Since the accident and my first soul journey, 

a lot has happened in my life. I’ve let go of old patterns and 

habits, I view my life differently now, I value other things, and 

suddenly I understand what ‘letting go’ really means. I hear that 

advice quite often, you know. I feel like I’ve ended up in no 

man’s land. It’s as if one foot stands in one reality and the other 

in another. I’ve been told that to release the blocks within myself, 

I still have to work something out with my family, but I have no 

idea what that is or how to go about it. That’s one of the questions 

I brought here. Also, a few months ago I had a powerful dream 

that seemed to want to tell me something. I hope this weekend 

will help clarify what it was.” 

“Would you like to tell us your dream?” the facilitator asks. 

“My dream went like this: I was riding a bus along a large 

lake. From the bus I saw a very high bridge glowing with 

rainbow colors. I had to cross it, but I couldn’t find the ski boots 

I needed to get across. The building where the boots were 

supposed to be was cold and unpleasant, full of people jostling. 
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I don’t think I ever found the boots. Not being able to cross the 

bridge was deeply frustrating. I hope this weekend will help me 

make progress, both in terms of my family and that bridge.” 

“I can almost guarantee that you will,” the facilitator replies. 

“As for the rainbow colors—shamans use them to 

communicate with the spirit world and the realm of the dead. 

They cross the bridge to do that. Shoes—especially heavy ski 

boots—could point to a stronger need for grounding, to help you 

find the strength to do what you’re meant to do. Perhaps that 

insight is already useful to you.” 

“Absolutely. Thank you.” 

One by one, the others share their purpose and what their 

card reveals. 

After a short break, we continue with a guided meditation to 

meet our power animal. 

“Imagine you’re walking through a dark forest looking for a 

place to rest. You follow path after path until you spot a peaceful 

spot in the distance. Walk toward it and sit down. Really observe 

this place—take your time. Perceive as widely as you can. 

Unconsciously, you notice far more than you realize. So make the 

unconscious conscious,” the facilitator says. 

I find myself at the edge of a forest. Below me lies a sun-

drenched valley, peaceful and calm. I see golden fields swaying 

in the breeze, with a farmer riding a tractor. Across the valley, 

faint in the distance, a high bridge glimmers in the sunlight. 

Before I can look further, I sense an animal nearby. I glance to my 

right and see a wolf. No—it’s a she-wolf. She sits regally upright, 

surveying the landscape with sharp eyes. I turn my gaze away 

from her and, like her, absorb the scenery around me. Then I 

decide to get up and walk into the valley. Immediately, the she-

wolf intervenes.  
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“A wolf doesn’t just march into unknown terrain. She first 

scouts the environment carefully. Even a peaceful-looking valley 

can hold danger. Why expose yourself unnecessarily? Keep your 

goal in mind—that’s what matters most,” she says, without 

speaking. 

I feel completely at ease beside the wolf and sit down again to 

contemplate the peaceful valley. Out of the corner of my eye, I 

suddenly see a train moving slowly toward the high bridge. It’s 

an old-fashioned steam train—I hear the chug-chug and see 

plumes of smoke billowing from the locomotive. I follow the 

train and realize I don’t need to walk to the bridge—I need to 

find the station where the train departs. I want to keep watching, 

but the facilitators end the visualization. 

“Dear people,” the facilitator continues, “the next step will be 

a visit to the underworld. For most people, this is easier to do 

when it’s dark. Close the curtains and find a place to lie down.” 

We follow another guided meditation. 

“Create a pleasant, safe place for yourself or think of a real 

place where you feel good.” 

I don’t know why or how, but I find myself in the south of 

France at a large, old house that seems to be mine. A man—my 

partner—moves around inside the house while I sit outside in 

the sun. 

“Now find a hole in the ground or a door with stairs leading 

down. Lower yourself through the hole or walk down the stairs. 

Before you do, start breathing deeply and continuously. No 

pauses. Deep breathing connects you to your soul. The soul is the 

link between your physical body and your astral body or higher 

self. I’ll let you know when to begin your journey to the 

underworld.” 

Only the sound of deep breathing fills the space. 

“You may begin,” I soon hear. 
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I’ve conjured a rickety old shed with a crooked door. I open it 

and descend a creaky wooden staircase. Once below, I wait for 

my eyes to adjust to the dark. When they do, I see a narrow 

corridor ahead. Hesitantly, I begin to walk. I pass through one 

corridor after another, and the further I go, the narrower they 

become. The walls gradually turn into rough rock. A bit farther 

on, the rock wall disappears on one side, and I walk beside a 

deep ravine. Then I have to duck to pass under a low archway 

and enter yet another tight corridor. As I walk, I hear someone 

sighing deeply, over and over, interspersed with sobs. I feel 

deeply uneasy and quicken my pace. Eventually, I reach a vast, 

high chamber that looks like an enormous cave. Suddenly, a tiny 

hunched man appears in front of me. 

“Ah,” he says. “The Sigher.” 

“The what?” 

“The Sigher. The corridor you just came through is the 

Corridor of a Thousand Sighs—filled with your sighs,” he says. 

“All of them mine?” 

“Yes. All your sighs have gathered there. You had to walk 

through and hear them once more. But now you can stop sighing. 

It’s done.” 

I don’t understand, but I don’t get a chance to ask. The little 

man grabs my hand and leads me onward. I struggle to keep up. 

Corridor after corridor until we stop in front of a heavy wooden 

door. He knocks, opens it, and lets me enter. 

I’m in a small room with bookshelves full of dossiers along 

every wall. In front of me is a very old wooden desk, also piled 

with dossiers. Behind it sits a man in a dark suit wearing steel-

rimmed glasses. He looks up, and I see that he’s Chinese. 

“What can I do for you?” the man asks. 

“I’d like to know how to best move forward in my life—what 

I’m meant to do,” I reply. 
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“Sit down,” the man says, and flips through a dossier. Then 

he says: “You need the right spiritual and physical nourishment. 

That way, you can pass through the shadows and find clarity. Is 

that clear?” 

“How do I pass through the shadows?” I ask. 

“By facing what comes your way. Don’t run. Don’t make 

excuses,” he answers. That’s all—he closes the dossier and 

resumes his work. Outside, the hunched man is waiting. He 

grabs my hand again and races back to where he found me. 

Moments later, I’m back in the garden by the old house and 

return to reality. 

By now it’s starting to grow dark outside. No lunch or dinner 

today—we’re fasting in preparation for the ayahuasca ceremony 

tomorrow. Tea, broth, and an apple—that’s all we get. In the 

evening we build a campfire, sing songs, and listen to the drums. 

I can’t sleep that night. 
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Chapter 25 
To the Underworld 

 
The evening of the next day, we lie in pairs on mattresses in the 

darkened ceremonial space for a soul retrieval. 

“Is everyone comfortable?” 

A murmur of agreement rises. 

“Good, then let’s begin. First, decide who will go to work for 

the other. Ask your partner what question they want answered. 

Then, all of you—whether you're journeying or not—begin with 

deep, connected breathing for a few minutes. After that, we will 

shift into the breath of the small death.” 

I confer with the woman next to me, my partner for the soul 

retrieval. That afternoon, we’d gone for a long walk to get to 

know each other a little. I know that she has cancer. 

“Do you want to start and retrieve the information?” she asks. 

“That’s fine,” I reply. “What’s your question?” 

“How can I heal?” 

“All right,” I say. “Let’s begin.” Together we start the 

prescribed breathing, until one of the facilitators signals that it’s 

enough and that those retrieving answers can begin their journey 

to the underworld. “Pay close attention to the images you 

encounter,” is the final instruction. 

I set off, descend the stairs in my ramshackle shed, and begin 

my journey through the tunnels. Soon, images appear, and I hear 

instructions. I see a man around sixty years old with glasses. My 

partner stands next to him. The man looks away from her. “Look 

closely at him,” the voice instructs. “What does he do? What 

doesn’t he do? What is he afraid of?” 
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Suddenly I know: my partner is not supported by those around 

her. She carries everything about her illness alone. She’s given 

up much in her life for others—especially for her partner. She’s 

hardly developed her talents and lost her passion long ago. 

That’s where the cancer has taken root. How can I possibly say 

all this to her? 

“Tell her not to focus on her physical symptoms but to seek 

her passion. Tell her to ask for support and to consider whether 

she feels fulfilled as a woman.” 

That’s enough—I return to the garden of the old house and 

then to the ceremonial space. Gently, I tell my partner what I saw 

and heard. I hesitate to ask if she feels fulfilled as a woman. I 

know exactly what it means, but I fear she won’t. How do I bring 

up such a delicate topic? How do I talk about her sexuality with 

someone I barely know? I make a halfhearted attempt, but she 

cuts me off, wanting to ask questions. I let it go. Am I being 

cowardly? The facilitator ends my uncertainty by saying it’s time 

to switch roles. 

“What’s your question?” my neighbor asks. 

“What am I meant to do with my family?” I answer. 

Again we begin the deep breathing, and again the facilitator 

gives the signal. While my partner searches, I keep asking myself 

the same question. The deep breathing puts me in trance, too. 

Suddenly I see the farmhouse where I was born and lived until I 

was two—and where I returned often over the years. Not only 

my partner but I, too, am receiving information. 

Then my breath catches. Two hands close around my throat, 

cutting off my air. In seconds, I understand why my throat 

chakra is blocked and why I’ve always felt unsafe: something 

happened in that farmhouse—someone once tried to strangle 

me. Frozen, I watch it unfold and feel the life slipping from my 

body. The person choking me radiates a horrible coldness and 
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perversion. I’ve never felt such hatred near me. I strain to see 

who it is, but the image is too vague. 

At that moment, from a deep place within, a huge grief wells 

up. I start sobbing uncontrollably. My body curls in on itself, 

trembling and convulsing, crying out in pain. Suddenly my 

stomach turns. I bolt upright and run to the toilet. I vomit the 

little that’s left in my stomach. The nausea remains. Again and 

again, my stomach heaves, my body contracting to purge the 

perversion that once embedded itself in me. 

My partner follows me. While I hang over the toilet, I tell her 

what happened. Eventually my body calms, and I return—

shaking—to the ceremonial space. 

There, my partner shares what she saw: “All your life, you’ve 

carried burdens that weren’t yours. There was so much that it 

crushed you. But oddly enough, that burden is what will help 

you find your freedom. You can no longer tolerate it, so now 

you’re throwing it off.” 

 

I sleep poorly again that night. 

The next morning, I’m jolted awake by the sound of a drum. The 

sun pours brightly through the windows. I shower and go in 

search of tea. My partner from the day before has also just gotten 

tea. We embrace, say nothing, and drink side by side. 

Three hours later, we return from a small practice in the 

woods and have a few hours’ break to prepare for that evening’s 

ayahuasca ceremony. I manage to nap for a bit before being 

roused again by drumming. 

“We’re here with experienced travelers, so we’ll start right 

away. Unlike the usual sessions, we’ll do much of this in a group. 

After the first glass, we’ll begin using our voices. Find your own 

sound. Join in when you’re ready.” 
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The facilitators hand out the glasses of ayahuasca. One of them 

starts humming a tone. A few minutes later, another person joins, 

then another, and another—until all of us are singing. The sound 

is beautiful. Variation builds upon variation. The sound grows 

and grows, expanding beyond the space itself. 

Through one of the windows, I see the full moon shining 

straight in, as if blessing everything happening inside. With 

these people, the space, the singing, and the moon, I feel one—

completely connected to life. 

A second round of ayahuasca follows, and soon a radiant light 

approaches. Within the light, I see a figure. He emanates 

immense love, moves straight toward me, and resembles Jesus. 

When he is close, I see him pick up a small child. He holds the 

child gently for a few moments, then hands her to me. The figure 

disappears. 

I look down at the child—she’s a little girl—and I can’t 

understand how anyone could have hurt her. Tears stream down 

my face. I hold her close and cradle her gently for the rest of the 

journey. 
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Chapter 26 
The Vague Figure 

 
Day in, day out, I obsess over the question: who was that vague 

figure who once squeezed my throat shut? I can’t let it go. Now 

that the puzzle pieces seem to be falling into place and I’m slowly 

gaining a grip on my life, I must—will—solve this final puzzle 

too. To move on, I need to find the one who took out such hatred 

on that little girl. Every time the image flashes before my mind’s 

eye, I become that helpless child again. Drenched in sweat, I bolt 

upright at night. 

Yet something starts to shift in the days that follow. “Just wait, 

you filthy bastard, I’ll find you—even if I have to interrogate my 

whole family. And when I do, I’ll kick you so hard in the balls 

you’ll beg for mercy. Or better yet, I’ll choke you for a while, until 

your face turns purple, your tongue lolls out, and you go limp 

like I did. Then I’ll give you one last good kick and leave you for 

dead, you better believe it!” I kick a chair with force and begin to 

write down everything I know about that time on the farm—

every person who lived there, visited, or stayed over regularly. 

I only lived there for two years, but visited often afterward with 

my parents. Strangely enough, those visits always felt like a 

celebration. It was such a joy to step onto the threshing floor, sit 

at the big round coffee table, inhale the scent of the cows, and 

listen to the soft grunting of pigs and piglets. How could 

something so horrific have happened in such a beloved place? 

In my mind, I walk through the farmhouse again and realize I 

always avoided the front room and the room behind it whenever 

we visited. That’s telling. As I work through my list, one person 
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keeps surfacing—a relative of my father’s who, according to my 

mother, often came to stay. 

Suddenly I realize that whenever he’s near, I feel strange, like 

a magnet is pulling me toward him. A bizarre reaction 

considering what he did. I think that’s called Stockholm 

syndrome. 

I also remember the pink dreams. In my pink dream—as I 

called it—I was in a room filled with pink light. It wasn’t painted 

pink; the room was pink. In the center stood a table. I was lying 

on it, and someone was hitting me. The strange thing about those 

dreams was that the hitting didn’t feel bad. After a while, it 

would trigger a delicious sensation—that was what I waited for 

as I was being hit. When the pleasant feeling came, I would float 

away, observing the room from above. I watched everything 

happening below. When I woke up, I longed to go back. 

I don’t know what to make of it. Honestly, I find it an 

embarrassing dream. Maybe Maria can help me learn more 

about it. 
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Chapter 27 
The invisible hand 

 
"We might be able to uncover something with photos, if you have 

any," Maria says when I call her. "But you could also go to a 

regression therapist or a reincarnation therapist," she adds. "That 

might actually be better for you. Then you’ll see it yourself." 

"That sounds like a good idea. I’ll do that." 

 

A few days later, I have an appointment with the reincarnation 

therapist I found through intuition and some online searching. 

"I suggest you lie down," she says after I’ve told her why I’m 

here. "Make yourself as comfortable as possible for the next 

couple of hours. If you need to use the toilet at any point, feel 

free. Okay?" 

I nod and lie down. 

"During the session, I’ll be doing some physical checks. Here’s 

how it works: I’ll ask you a question and immediately after, I’ll 

lift your wrist. Give me a ‘yes.’" She lifts my wrist. 

"Now a ‘no.’ Feel the difference?" 

"Do it again," I say. "It was too fast for me." 

She lifts my wrist again for a yes and then a no. The difference 

is obvious. Still, I hesitate. 

 "Aren’t you just pulling harder when you expect a no?" 

"Let’s try it again. You’ll feel that I’m not using more or less 

force. When someone hears bad news, their body always relaxes 

for a moment. A ‘no’ is bad news for the body, so I can lift your 

wrist higher." 

We repeat it, and I have to admit—it does seem like she’s 

using the same strength. 
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"When I ask a question, don’t think—just respond. Now, close 

your eyes and focus on your breathing," she continues. 

I lie there with my eyes closed, concentrating on my breath. 

"Let’s start with a check. Is it good to do this session? That’s a 

clear yes. Is there any reason not to do it? No. Now, picture a 

door that leads to the place where something serious happened 

to you as a little one. Step through it and observe the scene. What 

do you see?" 

I walk into the farmhouse, across the threshing floor to the 

back of the house. I open a door to the left. "I see a room with a 

table. A small child is lying on it. Someone is doing something to 

her. A smoky gray cloud surrounds the person." 

"Okay, what is the person doing?" 

"He flips the child over and over. She’s crying. It’s like she’s 

not even a person to him. He throws her around like a pancake. 

There’s more, but I can’t see it clearly. I feel nauseous. He lifts 

her by one leg and shakes her, then drops her. He picks her up 

again. It’s a man, I can tell, but his face is blurry. What I do feel 

is an overwhelming coldness—no, it’s hate. That hate isn’t for the 

child, but for her father. My father. I am that child. When he 

drops her again, she screams. Now he grabs her by the throat. 

Two hands wrap around her tiny neck. She struggles, then 

suddenly goes limp. She’s gone; her soul has left and is now 

watching from a distance. It’s disgusting." 

"Her soul flew away. Can you describe the man more clearly?" 

"I feel him more than I see him. It’s like there’s a greasy 

smudge on the lens." 

"Why is he so angry at your father?" 

"He felt abandoned." 

"How did your father abandon him?" 

"By marrying my mother." 

"Right. And where did that little girl go?" 
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"She’s hovering above the farmhouse now. Also, my stomach 

hurts. That child is very young—not even a year old. Can I even 

remember that?" 

"Your body remembers. The images remain, and now you’re 

retrieving them. As long as you don’t start thinking, you can 

trust what comes.” 

There’s a pause. 

"You’re safe now," she continues. "That person is no longer 

near you and can’t hurt you. It’s time to bring that split-off part 

of yourself back. Go to her." 

I go to the space above the farmhouse where the child floated 

away from the hands that hurt her. I hold her close. Silence fills 

the room. Tears stream down my cheeks. The therapist hands me 

a tissue but says nothing. A deep stillness settles. 

"Let’s check if you were able to bring her fully back." 

"Okay," I say. "But first, I need to use the toilet." 

After a short break, I lie back down. "It’s frustrating I couldn’t 

see his face. I wanted to be sure. I have a suspicion, but no 

confirmation." 

"Maybe it’s better that way. Something in you may be 

protecting you." 

I’m not convinced. I don’t want protection. I want clarity. 

"You also wanted to explore some past lives to understand 

why they’re being shown to you, right?" 

"Yes." 

"Close your eyes again. Picture a door. Behind it is someone. 

Open the door and see who enters. Follow what happens." 

“A tall blonde woman in a shimmering gold gown enters. She 

glides around me, eyeing me from above. Despite her haughty 

demeanor, I see fear in her eyes. She’s checking to see if I’ll 

interfere again. I don’t understand.” 

"Slow down," the therapist says. "Who are you in this scene?" 
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"I’m her subordinate. I’m the governess. She’s my employer’s 

fiancée. I don’t think she’s right for the children. I make life 

difficult for her, and she for me. She flaunts her clothes, her 

parties, her engagement. Wait—I’ve seen her before during a 

soul journey." 

"Sounds familiar," says the therapist. "Did you have feelings 

for your employer?" 

"I don’t know." 

"Let’s check." She lifts my wrist. "Yes. Did you turn the 

children against her? No. Did you say things to discredit her? 

Yes. Did they marry? No. Ah, what a smug grin you’ve got! 

There’s your shadow side. You enjoyed that, didn’t you? Let’s go 

back to her. Does she play a role in this life?" 

"I don’t know." I lie happily—I think of Max’s girlfriend. 

"She’s already watching you. If you don’t know now, you’ll 

find out later. Let’s move on. You were also curious about your 

writing assignment. Let’s ask your guide. Picture a staircase 

leading to the light. Climb it." 

I visualize a long staircase bathed in light. I ascend, slowly. 

Finally, a hand reaches out. "Wait here while you adjust to our 

energy," a gentle voice says. I find myself in a light-filled waiting 

area. I sit. Soon the hand returns and leads me to a large 

amphitheater. I sit among many others. It’s quiet, only the soft 

rustling of wind. I wait. Nothing happens. 

I whisper, "Help." 

"Observe what is," the voice says. "You’re expecting 

something. Let go and look." 

Suddenly, I see the beauty around me. Animals resting, 

grazing, sunbathing. I feel at peace. A warm fullness rises within 

me. Then the hand returns and guides me to a large conference 

room. Around an oval table sit about thirty people. Max is 

among them. I feel joyful. 



© Aowa Joy – House of Joy – houseofjoy.online 

Shared freely. Please mention the source when quoting.  138 
 

These are souls preparing for their next incarnation. There’s 

discussion, planning, coordination. I realize I’m part of the 

reporter group. Max is too. Everyone here has a shared mission. 

I’m happy. 

Just as I settle in to observe more, something strange happens: 

I fall. I plummet from heaven into a pit. I recognize it. For the 

second time, I look up at the edge, unreachable. 

"I fell from heaven and landed in a pit," I tell the therapist. 

"Let’s explore that. Were you pushed?" 

"Yes." 

"By whom?" 

"The village men." 

"Why?" 

"They thought I was dangerous." 

"What had you done?" 

"I cursed some of them. With the Evil Eye. That’s why I got 

cursed in Tunisia—it’s karma." 

"Were you a witch?" 

"Absolutely. I helped women deal with troublesome men." 

"Did you use black magic? Did you hate men?" 

"No, I didn’t hate. But I had my own views and lived far from 

the village." 

"What happened in the pit?" 

"It’s fuzzy. Sometimes faces appear, then vanish." 

"Did you die in the pit? No. Were you rescued? Yes. Wait—I 

had a head injury. That’s what killed me. My head always seems 

to suffer." 

"Let’s help your witch self-realize she died. Go to her." 

I bend over the body—fortyish, long black hair, blood-matted, 

calm expression. I tell her she died. No reaction. 

"Blow on her, speak again." 

She stirs, becomes lighter. Her expression softens. I let her go. 
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"Is there anything still binding you to her?" 

"I’m done," I say. "I’m exhausted." 

"Let’s finish by integrating the lives you’ve seen. Picture a 

peaceful natural setting and invite all those lives." 

I sit in a sunny meadow, back against a tree. A large circle 

forms around me—mostly women, some men. I spot the Roman 

slave—huge, gentle. Next to me, the witch. She radiates power. I 

feel drawn to her strength. 

I scan the circle. Everyone glows. "It’s quite a group. What 

now?" 

"Just observe. Feel the connection. Who draws you most?" 

"The witch. She stood her ground. Authentic. Then that serene 

young woman—Chloé—and the Roman slave." 

"What draws you to them?" 

"Chloé is beautiful, wise. She’s saying something important: 

‘My life holds a key. Not just for you. Fix what I broke. When 

it’s done, you can move forward. And wait for the right man. 

Wait as long as it takes.’" 

"Let’s check that. Yes, you must fix what she broke. No, you 

don’t need a man to do it. Yes, you know what the task is, but 

can’t yet access it. Do you know the man she refers to? Yes. 

Should you wait for his action? Yes. Can we know who he is? 

No. Trust is needed." 

"Sometimes I trust. Sometimes I don’t. Maybe the slave has 

more to tell me? He seems to carry a message." 

"Look closely. What does his presence convey?" 

"Stability. Absolute trust in life. He doesn’t blame anyone. 

Despite his harsh life, he believes everything has meaning." 

"That complements Chloé’s message. Do you struggle with 

trust in this life?" 

"Definitely. I cling to control and fight what I dislike. I often 

overdo it." 
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"Then absorb his energy. What does being a slave mean for 

you in this life?" 

"A slave? Then I must be enslaved to something. What?" 

"Think about it. There’s meaning in seeing yourself as a slave. 

Who else catches your attention?" 

"A red-haired man with a fiery beard—he looks like a 

hothead. His clothes resemble those of a Dutch merchant from 

the Golden Age. I can’t believe I was him too." 
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Chapter 28 
Who speaks the Truth? 

 
The photo of James Joyce on my desk stares back at me. "Well?" 

I say to him, "how am I supposed to write the skin of my soul? 

So far, I don’t feel like I’ve managed it." The look in his eyes 

seems to mock me for a moment. "You’re looking at me as if to 

say: Just wait, it’ll come," I continue. But when I look more 

closely, I also see affection in his gaze. I pick up the photo to 

better read what he's trying to tell me. "Go ahead," he seems to 

say, "you’ll get there—and then we’ll polish it together." 

"I think it’s time to set up a meeting with Uncle Ron. Don’t 

you think so? My whole body tells me he knows more about 

what happened on the farm." James seems to agree. "I don’t have 

his number, so I’ll have to ask my mother." 

"What do you need that for?" my mother asks. 

"I’m collecting phone numbers of all the uncles and aunts, just 

in case." 

"In case we all kick the bucket, you mean?" 

"Exactly. It wouldn’t be helpful if we had to start collecting 

information then." 

"Don’t bother," she says. "Your father already has everything 

ready in a folder. He’s even written out the labels for the funeral 

cards." 

"You’re kidding. But could you give me Uncle Ron’s number 

anyway?" 

"What do you want from that man?" 

"It’s a strange story. Just do me a favor and give it to me now. 

We can talk more about it next time I visit, if you want." 

"Let me see." 
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I hear her rummaging. A moment later, I have the number. 

Without thinking much, I call my uncle. 

"Yes?" an old voice croaks through the phone. 

"Uncle Ron?" 

"Yes, who’s speaking?" 

"It’s Joy Ligteringen." 

"Well, Joy, that’s been a long time. To what do I owe the 

pleasure?" 

"I’d like to make an appointment. I have a question about the 

past, and I think you might know the answer." 

"An appointment? My, my. What did you have in mind?" 

"Would two days from now work for you?" 

"That’s a bit quick, don’t you think? Is it that urgent?" 

"I’d prefer it sooner rather than later." 

"This week doesn’t work. How about next Wednesday?" 

"That’s fine," I say. 

 

At the scheduled time, I ring his doorbell. I hardly slept last 

night. I rehearsed the conversation over and over. "Hello, Uncle 

Ron, sorry to bother you… Hello, Uncle Ron, I’m sure… Hello, 

Uncle, there’s something I need… Hello, Uncle, what do you 

remember…" until I was fed up and decided to let the 

conversation unfold naturally. I feel nervous and wonder if I’m 

about to accuse someone of something they had no part in. The 

door opens. Once inside, I feel calm. This feels right. 

"So, Joy, how are you?" 

"Good. A lot is happening, but I’m doing well. And you?" 

"Good, good," my uncle says. "Take a seat. How are your 

parents? I haven’t had contact with them for a while." 

"My dad’s in a care home now. He needs so much help that 

my mom couldn’t manage anymore." 
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"No kidding. That’s tough. One of the brothers mentioned 

something, but I didn’t know it was that serious. And your 

mom?" 

"She’s doing okay. Especially now that she doesn’t have to 

take care of him anymore. She’s getting old too." 

"Aren’t we all. I’m no spring chicken either, but I can’t 

complain. So, what’s this urgent question of yours?" 

"Don’t ask me how I know, but something terrible happened 

to me as a small child on the farm where I was born. I almost 

choked and think I had a near-death experience. That’s how I 

explain the things that happened afterward. As a child, I had 

years of ‘pink dreams’—I called them that because everything 

was bathed in a pink glow. Something horrible would happen, 

but in the end, I’d feel blissful. I wanted those dreams every 

night. A few weeks ago, during a shamanic session, I relived 

what happened on the farm. I felt someone squeezing my throat. 

I can’t shake the experience and need to act on it. My mother told 

me several times that you used to visit and stay over at the farm. 

That’s why I’m here. Maybe you remember something that could 

shed light." 

As I tell my story, I watch my uncle closely. Every move he 

makes, I note. He doesn’t seem the least bit nervous. Still, I feel 

sick to my stomach. 

"What a terrible story," he says. "Awful for you. But I was 

never at the farm, so I can’t help you." 

I stare at him. "My mother told me more than once that you 

stayed over regularly." 

"Then either you misunderstood, or your mother mixed me 

up with someone else." 

"That’s odd," I say. "But you did stay with us, right?" 

"Oh yes, but later—after you moved. I stayed with you a few 

times then. Two of your other uncles, including Bart, did stay at 
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the farm. And Bart and I sound very much alike. Maybe that’s 

what you remember? You should talk to him—maybe he can 

help. I’m afraid I can’t, as much as I’d like to." 

 

Later, I’m outside again. One thing I know for sure: their voices 

are not the same. On the train, I think, even if Uncle Ron knows 

more, at least I returned his burden and gave him a chance to 

deal with it. If I’m wrong, then no harm done—I didn’t accuse 

him of anything. I did what I could. The uncle he mentioned 

doesn’t appeal to me at all, but I’m certain he has nothing to do 

with it. My mind goes completely blank when I think of him. No 

alarm bells. No signals. Nothing. 

In the following days, I keep going over the conversation with 

Uncle Ron. Nothing helps. "Alright," I tell myself, "enough. This 

is getting me nowhere. Focus on something else." 

Easier said than done. My thoughts keep circling back to that 

talk. I feel aimless and restless. "Come on. You’ve asked for so 

much help and received so much. Put those puzzle pieces 

together and make something of it." 

I grab a sheet of paper and jot down, in bullet points, 

everything I’ve done and all the messages I’ve received—from 

the accident until now. I start with my first visit to Maria, when 

she predicted great changes and told me I’d need to walk a 

different path. That came true. A lot got stirred up, especially my 

finances, which were completely upended. I do listen more to my 

inner voice now, and I’m much more on top of my finances. Not 

that they’ve improved yet, but at least I know where the money 

goes. 

I wonder if I’m really on the right path. Something tells me 

more is coming. I’d rather not think about that. After Maria’s 

prediction, I started my soul journeys, which also brought plenty 

of turbulence. I’ve met a shaman, went to a coach for 
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lightworkers, did a reincarnation session, and I get visits from an 

angel now and then. I’ve had so much help, many would be 

jealous. But I’m still not there. I still don’t know how to balance 

my feminine and masculine energy. Honestly, I barely 

understand what the Native American meant by that. I’m still 

very much in action mode, running from one helper to the next. 

Is it helping? Yes, in a way. Every step is another puzzle piece. 

The more I collect, the easier it is to complete the puzzle. Without 

them, I wouldn’t get there. Still, the path ahead seems endless. It 

makes me feel hopeless. I’m tired of it all. I don’t want to do 

anything anymore. I want a fairy godmother to appear, wave her 

wand, and make everything better. 

"Dream on, Joy. You’ll have to figure it out without magic. 

Otherwise, the food bank might be your next stop." Just the 

thought gives me chills. Time to visit the angel’s house. 

I settle in, breathe deeply, open the front door, walk to the 

terrace by the water, and wait. The angel is already there. I sit 

beside him. We listen to the gentle lapping of water. 

"I’m back," I say, "with a question. So much has been turned 

upside down in my life, so much taken away, and still I feel like 

I haven’t hit bottom. What else do I have to do?" 

The angel is silent for a moment, then—as often—answers 

with a question. "Ask yourself this: What do you really want to 

know?" 

Now it’s my turn to pause. I think. What am I really asking?  

"I think I get it," I say. "I just want to be reassured, like 

frightened child in the dark. But that time is over, isn’t it?" 

"Partly. You’re more in touch with the spiritual world now. 

But much is still unclear. You’ve lived with great fear for so 

long—it’s no wonder you can’t suddenly surrender in complete 

trust." 

His voice reassures me. I haven’t disappointed him. 
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"You can’t disappoint me. What you’re going through is a 

deep purification, a process leading you to true love. Be patient. 

Don’t judge yourself. There’s no test you need to pass on trust. 

You’re allowed to be uncertain—even to get sick again, if it helps. 

There’s nothing you can do wrong. I have a suggestion: visit an 

astrologer. They can give you a new perspective on the process 

you’re in. It might help you surrender more easily." 

"Wow," I reply. "I didn’t know angels believed in astrology." 

"Astrologers can be incredibly helpful. It’s a pity astrology 

isn’t more appreciated these days," says the angel. 

I get ready to leave, but the angel beckons me to the fire room. 

We go together. I sit down and sense we’re not alone. 

"Make yourself comfortable," he says. 

I wait. Suddenly I feel the presence of Mehemet, a healer from 

another reality whom the angel introduced me to months ago. 

"Mehemet," I say, "how wonderful to see you again." He nods 

silently. A woman appears beside him. I’ve seen her before—it’s 

Noa, Max’s guide. Before I know it, Mehemet and Noa take me 

with them. We fly at lightning speed to a large body of water 

where Max is. Before I can see what’s happening, I find myself in 

a small, old church. Inside, I see whitewashed walls, a beautifully 

carved pulpit, a dark stone floor, and the head of a church pew. 

On the pew, a fleur-de-lis is carved. 

I stare at it, wondering what it means. Then I remember: the 

fleur-de-lis is Saint Germain’s symbol. But I have no idea what it 

means in this moment. I don’t get time to figure it out. I’m pulled 

back to the water. Max is still there, bent over, gasping for breath. 

People are walking toward him. Mehemet and Noa stand by his 

side, helping him. Then I’m back in the fire room. 

"What happened?" I ask, shaken. 

"Don’t worry. You and Max made an agreement to help each 

other in this life. You both sense what the other needs, when the 
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time is right. Until now, neither of you was fully aware of this. 

You’re waking up. Max less so—for now. That will change. What 

you saw is one possible scenario to wake him up. You don’t need 

to act. In fact, the best thing you can do is forget about Max as 

much as possible. That clears the way for you to fulfill your 

promise." 

"But why show me something’s wrong with Max?" 

"So that you’ll hear of it. Now you know he’s being cared for," 

the angel answers. 

Still shaken, I return to my own home. "Visit an astrologer. 

That could be nice." Then I look up what the fleur-de-lis 

symbolizes. Purity. Saint Germain and purity. Am I meant to 

bring more purity into my life? And what does Saint Germain 

have to do with it? The connection to Max still eludes me. 
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Chapter 29 
About Saturn and Loneliness 

 
After an hour of cycling, I arrive at the astrologer’s house in the 

woods. Soon I’m sitting at her kitchen table, looking at my birth 

chart and relationship chart. She sets up the recording device and 

dives right in. 

“Your life is ruled by Saturn,” she begins. “When Saturn is 

above the horizon, your life is shaped by what others expect and 

need from you. When it’s below, the world’s demands fall 

away—or you simply stop caring. Saturn has been below your 

horizon for four years now. That’s forced you to turn inward. 

This process will continue for about two more years. It’s not an 

easy period. It feels lonely—and that will only intensify.” 

“Intensify?” I ask, worried. “It already feels lonely enough.” 

“Yes, but you’ll be thrown even more back onto yourself. 

Anything that doesn’t belong to you will fall away. It’s a time of 

wrapping up, clearing out, letting go. You’ll often feel 

abandoned by everyone and everything. But remember, the 

world has one function right now: not to pull at you. You must 

fully go through this phase before building something new. That 

will come naturally. In about three years, you’ll be ready, and a 

year after that, you’ll be in the thick of it.” 

“Great, over two more years of solitude!” 

“There’s an upside. The people who stay in your life or enter 

it during this time truly belong with you. They’re drawn to your 

true self. Could be a neighbor, could be a partner. The rest will 

fall away—even family members who don’t align with you. You 

might wonder, ‘What’s the point?’ Accept it. What comes after is 

worth it. You’ll reach your soul’s purpose—which is the same as 
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doing what you love, because you’re aligned with your soul. The 

word ‘must’ will pull you off course. Delete it from your 

vocabulary.” 

“Anything uplifting in these coming years?” I ask carefully. 

“Oh yes, but first let’s go back five years. Saturn was in the 

area associated with hospitals. You likely came out of that 

completely changed.” 

“I did. I had a car accident, and everything started unraveling. 

I tried to pretend nothing was wrong for two years, but then I 

crashed. Turns out I had a whiplash and also Lyme disease.” 

“They really tried to stop you in your tracks, didn’t they? 

After that, Saturn moved into your second house—finances and 

business. Likely a tough time. Probably financial troubles, and 

help from accountants, lawyers, and consultants wasn’t what 

you hoped.” 

“You can see that in my chart?” 

“Absolutely.” 

“Incredible. I did say goodbye to my accountant, replaced my 

tax advisor, hired a new lawyer—and yes, my finances are a 

mess.” 

“Well, here’s the good news: in three weeks Saturn leaves that 

house. You can expect improvement in your business and 

finances from then on.” 

“Very welcome news.” 

“If you’re thinking about moving, wait at least another year 

and a half. Start wrapping up and clearing out now. That will 

prepare you to begin something beautiful when the time comes. 

And you will move, likely. But wait two years before buying 

anything. You’ll hit the jackpot then and can build your home 

exactly the way you want. If you have a partner by then, you 

should pick the house—otherwise it won’t work. But that won’t 

be an issue; the cosmos will take care of it. A house near water 
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would suit you. Actually, living separately would suit you 

better.” 

“Great to hear that the cosmos taking care of it—and for now, 

living separately works for me. But I’m more of a forest person. 

Or both, really. A small flat in Amsterdam and a little cabin in 

the woods, like this place of yours.” 

“We’ll come back to that. First, your birth chart. As a child, 

you must’ve felt completely lost on Earth. Rejected—even by 

your parents. That’s a hard setup. It brought you many 

disappointments. There’s a lot of pain in your heart. You lost 

your connection to the spiritual world early on—and it took a 

long time to return. But Uranus is now in the area of higher 

consciousness and experimentation. That brings space—and an 

endless stream of ideas. Could be exhausting, but also 

enlightening. Now, about your relationship chart: it seems you 

brought a loss of trust with you from a past life—and a longing 

for the partner you had then. Have you explored past lives?” 

“Oh yes,” I say. “I was a cartographer in Australia with my 

husband. He died young—he didn’t want to fight the illness. I 

hated it there without him. It was a rough, male-dominated 

world. I worked a while longer, then took a ship back to England. 

But I didn’t make it—I died at sea from some infection.” 

“That tracks. Your seventh house is in Pisces—associated with 

water, ships, infections, and death. That’s why a house near 

water might help you. You carry a death-fear linked to water and 

illness. You died of ‘fishy’ things, and now associate them with 

death. But Pisces also means letting go. For you, letting go feels 

like dying. Yet that’s your healing path. Illness strips away your 

control. The lesson: surrender. That’s Saturn again. Make him 

your ally. As for the man—you’ve probably already met him. 

Maybe a brief, intense relationship. Think about it.” 
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Maarten pops into my mind. One of the ‘flings’ Maria had 

labeled. It was a short but intense relationship. He led an 

enneagram workshop I attended. We started talking afterward—

because I turned out to be a rare type eight. That night, we ended 

up in bed. It was amazing. Maarten knew tantra. But it didn’t 

last. 

“I have met him again,” I say. “A few years ago. We had a 

short, passionate relationship. He had a stroke shortly after I had 

my car accident. I tried to reach out, but he never responded to 

emails or calls. Eventually, I gave up.” 

“You both got sick around the same time?” she asks. 

“Well, I pretended nothing was wrong, but yes.” 

“It’s a pity you cut ties right when development was 

beginning. You could have helped each other heal.” 

The thought of Maarten moves me. “What do you mean by 

‘when development was beginning’?” 

“I mean you both fell ill—that created a chance to handle 

things differently than in your past life. He was very important 

to you. Maybe you didn’t realize it. Can’t you try reaching out 

again?” 

“I could, but I doubt he’ll respond. I don’t want another slap 

in the face.” 

“That’s the key: daring to be vulnerable. Hard for you, given 

what you came to transform. Starting a new life with so little 

trust is tough. But that’s where the growth lies.” 

“I’m amazed by what you can see in a chart,” I say. 

“There’s so much in the planets. I never tire of it. I could do 

this forever. If I couldn’t, I’d join a convent.” 

“Maybe I should, with all this looming loneliness.” 

“Oh no, that would be terrible for you. In your past life, you 

used a lot of strength and power. You didn’t really engage in 

relationship, even though you loved your husband. You always 
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led the way—he withdrew. That pattern has repeated. Probably 

led to divorce?” 

“Two of them,” I say. 

“Not surprising. Your moon’s node shows your trap: 

reverting to old behavior. You always take charge. That repeats 

until you’re done with it. You need to learn to stay yourself in 

relationships, without struggle. Cooperate, be democratic, but 

don’t lose yourself. No demands—neither made nor received. 

This ties in with your whiplash too. People with whiplash tend 

to be those who refuse to admit they can’t do something. They 

keep their heads rigid—until life smashes them from behind to 

make them bow.” 

“Wow,” I say. 

“You need to learn to ask for help—even for small things. 

That’s part of being vulnerable.” 

“The thing is, by the time I’ve explained what I need, I’ve 

usually done it myself. And when I try to open my heart, it’s like 

I’m speaking Chinese. People look at me like I’m crazy or pity 

me.” 

“Ask help from the spiritual world. Trust them. Ask anything. 

Expect miracles. And remember—your development is ahead of 

most. No wonder people don’t always understand you. Now, on 

to work. Something funny there. Venus is in your twelfth 

house—pleasure and retreat. Your chart is fiery, and you’re good 

at communication. You’d like to retreat with your partner. But 

Saturn in the sixth house shouts: ‘Work!’ The more you want rest, 

the more Saturn demands action. The solution? Combine them. 

Work and pleasure. Travel for work. Collaborate with your 

partner. Just lying on a beach won’t work for you. You’re a 

seeker. Travel equals searching for new experiences. Use those 

in your work—Saturn will be satisfied. A couple more things: if 

you travel soon—short or long—go with no expectations. Stay 



© Aowa Joy – House of Joy – houseofjoy.online 

Shared freely. Please mention the source when quoting.  153 
 

open. And don’t travel in the next month and a half. A final 

Saturn transit might leave you very tired.” 

“I’m still tired, though less than a year ago.” 

“Prepare for another downturn. But after that—it’s over,” she 

says. 

“What about romance? You mention partners and 

loneliness—but both at once?” 

“The next four years allow for romance. It’s tricky to combine 

that with loneliness—but not impossible. Inner growth takes 

priority. If you lose yourself in romance, it won’t last. In four 

years, work and the world will call again. One last thing—I see 

someone walking with you in the shadows. That could mean 

someone in your life is more important than you realize—or it 

could be a presence from the spirit world. Since your hospital 

phase, this figure has drawn closer. Be alert. That’s all I can say. 

Any questions?” 

“No, I’ve heard more than I expected. Thank you.” 

 

Back on my bike, I search for the nearby campsite shop—I’m 

starving. On the way, Maarten’s image pops into my mind. I 

keep hearing: “just when development was beginning.” I’d 

completely forgotten about him. But now? What would I even 

say? “We have unfinished business from a past life”? He’d think 

I was nuts. 

 

That evening I barely move. I sleep poorly. By six, I’ve had 

enough. I get up and write Maarten an email. If there’s still 

something to do—then let’s just do it. “Come what may,” I say. 

“No Katie Melua, no Bajeera singing… so here we go.” I hit send. 

The rest of the day, I can’t focus. I wonder: what would 

healing even look like? How could we break an old pattern 

together? I have no idea. Probably neither does Maarten. More 
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likely, he’ll just roll his eyes and hit delete. It’s a dispiriting 

thought. 

“What did you expect? It’s a big ask for people to go along 

with your bizarre journey.” 

Sometimes, my inner voice sounds like a no-nonsense 

woman—sensible, dry, the type who puts money in her savings 

account each month. 

“But,” she adds sharply, “if you’d listened to me, you 

wouldn’t be in this financial mess.” 
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Chapter 30 
Let The I Ching speak 

 
Just as I reach for the string invitingly dangling from the 

mailbox, the door opens. Standing before me is a modern-day 

version of Dumbledore. It’s Han Boering, I Ching expert, whom 

I’ve come to see to discuss using excerpts from his book. He 

steps aside with a welcoming gesture. 

“Come on in,” he says. 

I follow him inside. He leads me into a room that, no matter 

where you look, breathes the I Ching. At a large table sits 

another visitor. The room is thick with cigarette smoke, and a 

few candles are burning on the table.  

“This is Harry, a spiritual alchemist. He’s just translated 

Cleary’s book on Liu I-ming,” Han says, gesturing to his guest.  

“Hi, I’m Joy Ligteringen.”  

“So, what brings you here?”  

“I’d like to use passages from Han’s book I Ching in the 21st 

Century.” 

“Tell us first what your book is about,” Han says, setting a 

cup of tea in front of me. 

I take a moment to find the right words. 

“It’s about a woman who gets tested again and again 

throughout her life. Just as one difficult phase ends, the next 

begins. At the moment when she’s truly on the brink of despair 

and feels it’ll never end, an angel visits her. From that moment 

on, she begins a search for the essence of her life. The journey 

leads her through many experiences – some very grounded, 

others almost magical. Early in the story she’s told that she’s 

deeply out of balance, and she’s advised to bring her feminine 
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side into harmony with her masculine side. That proves 

difficult, because she has no idea how. In fact, I’m still stuck in 

that part of the story. On her path toward finding her essence – 

which is really what it’s all about – she meets a man and 

instantly knows he’s the one. Naturally, she assumes her 

struggles are finally over. That’s when it all really begins. 

Gradually, she discovers that whatever happens to her is never 

just a standalone event – everything is connected. Eventually, 

she finds her way to the path of the shamans. I also believe the I 

Ching is connected to shamanism.” 

“Oh, absolutely,” says Han. “The version Harry just 

translated shows that very clearly. Unlike most I Ching books, it 

views life as an alchemical process, with the I Ching as a guide 

for that journey – you could call it the Tao. It’s the path everyone 

must walk, though it’s different for each person. This version 

teaches you to look closely at your own process. Wait, let me get 

the book.” 

‘The Inner I Ching’, I read on the cover. I open the book.  

“I need this book too,” I say moments later.  

“Careful,” Han warns, “you might not get around to writing 

anymore. That happens to us all the time. Let’s see what the I 

Ching has to say about your book. Don’t you agree, Harry?” 

With a mischievous grin, Han walks over to his desk and returns 

with a large purple bag full of marbles. He stirs them around and 

pulls out six marbles one by one. 

“Yin at the bottom, two times a yang, another yin, and two more. 

No moving lines. That gives us the hexagram ‘Pushing Upward,’ 

with the judgment: renewal, success. Advantage in seeing the 

great person. No fear. Rising to the south brings good fortune. 

You can succeed, but pick up the pace and work hard – that’s 

what ‘rising to the south’ means,” Han explains in passing.  
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“The time of resting and regathering strength is over, because 

this hexagram has no moving lines. If you wait too long, you risk 

it flipping into its opposite without having achieved anything.” 

He pauses and looks at me before continuing. 

“Yes, yes, I see it clearly now. When you encounter obstacles, 

avoid them. I think you tend to plow straight through, but that 

drains too much energy. What year were you born?” 

“1953.” 

“Ah, wind type. Feeling out, investigating, doubting, and 

moving forward again – that’s your type. It also signals others, 

wants to express something and get through to them. A common 

pitfall is spending too much energy on people who can’t receive 

those signals. That’s like throwing pearls before swine, and it 

drains your strength to the point of causing harm. This type 

easily falls out of balance. When that happens, it stops hearing 

the voice of spirit, and the ego – the will – takes over. Yin, the 

feminine, then starts playing the role of yang, the masculine 

principle. That inevitably leads to illness.”  

Once again, I’m speechless. Here, in a place I least expected it, 

I receive an answer to the question that’s haunted me for two 

years: how do I bring my feminine yin and masculine yang sides 

into balance, in the language of the I Ching? Before I can process 

it all, Han continues. He eyes me thoughtfully. 

“Hmmm, Har, do you have any suggestions?” 

“Hexagram ‘Penetration’ is also about observing what’s truly 

happening and seeing what your own actions set in motion. It’s 

pure Tao, really. It fits your story perfectly – about restoring 

harmony between yin and yang. ‘Penetration’ comes after a 

period where yang lost its power and yin stopped cooperating. 

That leads to total imbalance. In spiritual alchemy, before yang 

can be restored, yin must first become yielding. When yin 

becomes compliant, human desires fade, and there is constant 
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clarity and steadiness. That’s when fulfillment arises from 

emptiness. Learning on Earth and arriving in spirit means 

discovering how to restore the fundamental without struggle. 

That’s why this hexagram signals renewal and success. It’s about 

transcending the ordinary and entering the sacred.” 

Han and Harry nod in unison. I nod too, still amazed by 

what I’ve heard.  

“Sounds promising,” says Han. “So, which texts do you 

want to use?” 

“I’d like to open each chapter with a fitting quote. I’ll choose 

them by consulting the I Ching,” I say. 

“Fine by me,” says Han. “And I suppose you’re the main 

character?” 

“My life is the template, yes. I had a vision where an 

indigenous American man rolled me into a book. Apparently, 

I’m meant to record my adventures.” 

Han and Harry nod as if it’s the most natural thing in the 

world for someone to be rolled into a book by an indigenous 

American man. An hour and many philosophical musings later, 

I decide it’s time to go. I can’t absorb any more – my head is full 

and refuses to follow the conversation any longer. 

 

The next day I’m still pondering everything Han and Harry 

shared. Yin enticing yang to follow. How on earth do I do that? 

When am I acting from yin, and when from yang? The more I 

think about it, the less I understand. Just then the phone rings. 

“Hi Joy, it’s Gabrielle. I’m waiting for you – did you forget 

our appointment?” 

I freeze. Damn. 

“I’m so sorry, Gabrielle, I feel awful. I completely forgot. 

How stupid of me.” 
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“No worries. I’d love to reschedule, but that won’t be 

possible anymore. I’m taking a break. I’ve been doing this work 

for over ten years, and I really need new inspiration and 

development. I’m planning to travel for at least a year and write 

a book about lightworkers along the way. Sorry to drop this on 

you, but I’ve only just made the decision myself.” 

“That’s an unexpected twist,” I say. “Great for you – and 

very unfortunate for me.” 

“You know, Joy, I’ve already told you the most important 

things. It’s all about practice, discipline. You can’t do much 

wrong and a lot right. You have so many gifts – use them. Step 

by step, you’ll get where you’re meant to be. Don’t try to do too 

much too fast. That only exhausts you. I’ll send out a message 

to everyone once I’m back. Then you can decide whether you 

still need me. I suspect you’ll manage fine on your own by 

then.” 

“Thank you,” I say. “I’ll be alright. I wish you a beautiful 

journey and lots of inspiration. And please let me know when 

your book is out – I’d love to read it. Until we meet again.” 

After I hang up, I suddenly hear the last thing Gabrielle had 

thrown in: ‘don’t try to do too much too fast – it exhausts you.’ 

Funny. That message again. I really do want too much. And my 

pace is still way too high. That’s how you deplete yang and 

give yin the chance to go rogue. I’m really beginning to 

understand it now. And if I understand it, I can gain control 

over it. First, I need to slow down. Then I need to stop chasing 

every stimulus like some kind of sensation junkie. That’s how 

you entice yin to follow yang, I think. 

Suddenly I remember the Enneagram workshop where I met 

Maarten and what he said then: “The addiction of the Eight is 

lust!” How fitting – I often call myself a stimulus junkie, and 

now two people have pointed me in that direction. The threads 
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are starting to come together – remarkable. Thinking back to 

what else Maarten said about the Eight, I recall the traits of my 

type: strength, power, leadership. And of course, your strengths 

are always your weaknesses too – overusing strength is a way 

of denying and avoiding vulnerability. 

And there’s another thread: what the astrologer said about 

not daring to show vulnerability and needing to bow my head. I 

suddenly remember my thumb – the one I couldn’t bend for a 

long time, and how it served as a metaphor during a soul 

journey: my resistance to bowing to Love. 

When I add it all up, the message is crystal clear: stop 

exhausting yourself by pushing on, not asking for help, hiding 

your true feelings and needs, and instead... choose love. 

“Your new challenge, Joy,” I say to myself. 
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Chapter 31 
“Sister, sister” 

 
The days pass as I reflect on yin and yang, and on taking action 

just for the sake of acting. How difficult it is to do nothing and 

simply be content with what is. I decide I have to start 

somewhere. First: slow down. Then cancel appointments, take 

siestas, and meditate again before bed. It turns out to be quite a 

challenge: time and again, I have to stop myself as I catch the 

phone in my hand about to make an appointment, or find myself 

halfway out the door on the way to Amsterdam, or thinking it’s 

about time I went dancing again. I really do act like an action 

addict going through withdrawal. The less I allow myself, the 

more irritable I become. Still, I intend to persevere. I will come 

into balance, and so I keep myself in check with firm discipline. 

I won’t go out into the world anymore — the world shall come 

to me at the right time. That’s it, nothing else. 

I hear nothing from Maarten for weeks. 

“This is exactly the kind of situation where yin must quietly 

wait for what’s to come. A good exercise for you.” 

I manage to keep it up for three days. On the third day, I 

decide to visit the underworld and ask what’s going on between 

Maarten and me. After all, I didn’t learn that method for nothing. 

I settle in and begin the prescribed breathing technique. After a 

few minutes, I open the door to the old shed that sits near my 

imaginary house in France. It takes a moment to adjust to the 

darkness, then I descend the stairs and enter the corridor that 

stretches out before me. I walk for a while until the path gently 

slopes upward and ends at a door. I open it and step outside 

again. Blinking into the blinding sunlight, I pause and look 
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around. A barren, hilly, dry landscape unfolds before me. In the 

distance, there’s a house on a hill. I walk toward it and stop at 

the door. It’s not locked. I step inside and find myself in a 

hallway. The house feels deserted — not a sound to be heard. 

Hesitantly, I look around. To my left, a staircase leads upward. 

In front of me is a door; there’s nothing else in sight. I walk over 

and open it. 

The large room beyond appears to serve as an office. A 

generous table near a wide window is covered in papers. Behind 

it stands a man, scratching his head. I approach him. He looks to 

be in his fifties and wears fairly modern clothes. 

“Hello, sir,” I say. “Where am I?” Suddenly, Maarten is 

standing beside me. I glance at him in surprise, but he seems to 

find it perfectly normal to be here too. 

“You’re at the Building Committee for Restoration Plans,” 

the man says. 

“And who are you?” I ask. 

“I’m the Chief Commissioner of this department.” 

“We’ve come for a restoration plan,” I say, throwing a 

sideways glance at Maarten. 

“Please, take a seat,” the man says, pointing to two chairs in 

front of his desk. 

Maarten and I sit down. 

“Well,” the man says, looking at us both intently. “A 

restoration plan, yes… ah, now I remember — a persistent case. 

A persistent head case, to be precise. The couple that keeps 

getting struck on the head. You just keep taking hit after hit. 

Persistent, as I said.” He frowns at us now, shakes his head, 

sighs deeply, and then turns to Maarten. 

“Sir, why do you keep letting this happen? Why haven’t you 

stopped it? You allow far too much. You’ve allowed this 

woman too much as well. She is exhausted by her own 
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strength. Win her trust again, and the matter will resolve itself. 

You must take control, make decisions, and deal with all those 

half-hearted affairs.” 

He never once looks at me. His gaze seems to pin Maarten to 

his chair. I glance at him; Maarten looks unbothered, but I can 

feel his anger. The tension builds. Minutes pass. The two men 

remain silent, like two tomcats trying to dominate each other 

with their eyes. I watch Maarten press his lips together, holding 

himself in check with great effort. Slowly, he rises from his 

chair. At that moment, the man grabs a scroll. 

“Sir, please sit back down for a moment.” 

Maarten locks eyes with him, stands a little longer, and then 

slowly sinks back into the chair. 

“I will read a passage now that is available to you at this 

time. Take it to heart.” The man unrolls the scroll and begins to 

read aloud: 

“Our deepest human need is to be seen. We need adventure, 

meaning. We need an identity. We need love. 

Someone who has seen us with loving eyes has called us forth 

from the ranks of the formerly dead. 

Most people carry the weight of going through life unseen, 

being nothing more than a number or a cog in a lifeless 

machine. 

Mystical romance gives a feeling of resurrection and 

restoration. 

It does more than help you survive in a soulless world — it 

helps you transform that world.” 

He briefly glances up from the text, eyes fixed on Maarten, 

then continues: 

“Many claim they are looking for love, but have secretly decided 

never to find it. 

Most don’t actually want to know the scars and triumphs of the 
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person in their arms. 

Those who say they seek love often just seek superficial comfort. 

True love requires a willingness to let the old self die, to be 

reborn as someone ready for love — someone worthy of scaling 

the peaks of romance. 

Real love is comforting, yes — but not always at first. 

To become a master of love, we must pierce the shell behind 

which our hearts hide, and that piercing is unpleasant. 

It is gruesome and painful. 

Before the hardness formed in this world has melted away, 

covering our softer, gentler self, years of tears may pass. 

Tears for every loss that shattered us. 

Tears for every repeated mistake. 

Those who allow those tears — who honor them — are not 

failures in love, but rather true initiates. 

First the pain, then the power. 

A heart must first break in order to rise again. 

Love touches all your weak spots, tests all your sacred beliefs, 

challenges all your strengths, awakens all your weaknesses, 

sweeps the floor with your values, and leaves you for dead. 

But once you make the turn, leave behind the amateurs of love 

and join the pros, there is no worldly activity that can compare 

to the soaring joy of flying like an eagle in the sky of a beloved’s 

heart.” 

The man rolls up the scroll and hands it to Maarten. 

“Here you go — the restoration plan,” he says. 

Maarten hesitates, then takes it, nods, and walks out. 

I sit frozen in my chair. The man has already looked away and 

seems to have forgotten I exist. I stand and wait a moment, 

hoping he’ll acknowledge me. But he doesn’t. 

“Uh, sir?” I say. “What am I supposed to do now?” 
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He glances up briefly, then refocuses on his papers and 

mutters, 

“You, madam, are not to do anything at all in this matter.” 

Slowly I walk to the door. There, I turn around and ask, 

“Whose words did you read just now?” 

“Marianne Williamson, from her book Enchanted Love.” 

 

For two weeks I seriously practice holding myself in check. I read 

the I Ching text over and over to understand it a little better each 

day. Yin acting without direction from yang disrupts the natural 

flow, resulting in obstacles, the loss of flow in life, and one dark 

cloud after another forming in the sky. To make yin compliant, I 

must first ensure she is content — or, as the I Ching puts it, that 

her belly is full. Once she no longer tries to outrun yang, yang 

will be lured back. That means I’ll be inspired again and won’t 

have to keep forcing myself. Things will begin to happen 

effortlessly — Tao at its finest, or “in the flow,” as the Dutch say. 

“So,” I say to the air, “I need to make sure I do things I actually 

enjoy. The question is — what do I enjoy?” 

Now that I’m trying to make yin more willing, I notice how 

tired she still is. I lie in bed, collapse on the couch, drag myself to 

the store. I don’t want to do anything at all. 

Again and again, Head chimes in: 

“This can’t go on. Do you really think lying around on the 

couch is going to help you get anywhere? Who are you kidding?” 

I know Head well by now: she’s panicking. She wants to see 

money coming into the bank account, she wants to bring the 

insurance companies to their knees, she’d love to call the lawyer 

every day and tell him what to do. 

My hands are full with Head, who is working so hard for my 

wellbeing — we just disagree on how best to go about it. 
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I regularly visit the house to meet with the angel. Sometimes we 

say nothing, sometimes we talk about the day that passed. Until 

one evening, the angel doesn’t come. I sit alone by the lake’s 

edge. I try not to let it bother me, but I wonder what it means. 

Am I meant to stand on my own now? And if so, why doesn’t he 

just tell me? 

“Sister, sister,” I suddenly hear. “Turn on your computer 

and look up the name White Bull.” 

“White Bull?” I ask. 

“Yes.” 

Moments later, I’m staring at a list of search results on my 

screen. I click on the one that catches my attention, and after a 

few minutes, I’m looking at an old photo of a Native American. 

‘White Bull in his last incarnation’, the caption reads. The face in 

the photo looks straight at me. Within seconds, it shifts — I see 

the same indigenous man from my first soul journey. I don’t 

know why, but these two are connected. 

I print the photo and keep searching until I stumble upon the 

name Ian Graham and read the text: ‘Ian Graham channels White 

Bull’. The channeled messages have been published in a book 

titled ‘God is Never Late’. Within five minutes, I’ve ordered the 

book. 

Holding the photo in my hand, I walk back to my spot on the 

couch and stare at it for a while. It makes me happy. I think of 

the words, “sister, sister”. What does he mean by that? And what 

am I supposed to do now? 

“Sister, we’ll stay in touch”, the voice says again, “just as I 

promised you”. 

I don’t remember any such promise, but the words sound so 

full of hope that they’re enough to lift my heart. 
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Chapter 32 
About Wine, Yin and Wounds 

 
“How lovely to see you,” I say as Sofia arrives at the door. “What 

did you bring with you?” 

“The English books you asked for, a few bottles of wine,” she 

replies as she steps inside, “and of course… my toothbrush.” 

“Come in, I’ve made something delicious — definitely a meal 

that demands wine. It’s been so long since you were here.” 

“Way too long. But that’s because you’re always turning up 

on my doorstep in Amsterdam. Although… now that I think of 

it, it’s been a while since that happened too. How come?” 

“Because I’m training my yin side.” 

“Oh, here we go again. The mysteries of Joy. I’m all ears.” 

Sofia and I settle at my big table, and the first bottle of wine is 

opened. 

“To the future and whatever it may bring,” Sofia toasts. 

“To becoming wise,” I say, raising my glass. 

“You two drinking again?” asks Sam, who steps in 

unexpectedly a moment later. 

“You bet,” says Sofia. “Give us an hour and we’ll be drunk 

under the table.” 

“Thought so,” says Sam. “Is there any food left?” 

“There’s plenty — check the oven,” I say. 

Sam grabs a plate, joins us for a few bites, then vanishes just 

as quickly after giving Sofia a kiss. 

“Does he always flash through like that?” Sofia asks. 

“Yeah, now and then he gets a craving for Mom’s cooking. 

Suddenly shows up with that hungry look in his eyes.” 
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“So… what’s going on with Max? Haven’t heard you mention 

him in ages.” 

“I wish I could forget him. I’ve tried distracting myself, but 

apparently heavenly powers aren’t cooperating. I’ve talked to 

Maria about it a few times, but she keeps insisting Max and I will 

end up together someday. I’m not so sure. Last time I saw him 

— totally smitten, no other word for it. Totally in love, and not 

with me. He’s not leaving that girlfriend any time soon, unless 

something truly unexpected happens. I just don’t know what to 

think anymore.” 

“Could it be a karmic relationship he’s in?” Sofia muses. 

“Remember that workshop you did on healing relationships? 

You told me that relationships that start intensely, where both 

people believe they’ve found ‘the one,’ often turn out to be 

karmic. Not THE person, but something unresolved from a past 

life.” 

“You’re right. And hey — it started out the same way with 

Maarten: intense and dramatic. And I definitely had something 

to sort out with him. Didn’t really succeed, but that’s another 

story.” 

Sofia’s comment lights me up. 

“If Max is in a karmic relationship, then I honestly don’t 

envy him  at all. All that intensity and drama — who needs it? 

Those kinds of relationships always end with you crawling into 

a corner like a ragged heap, wondering how you were ever 

stupid enough to believe you’d found heaven on Earth. Months 

later you peer around like a scared little puppy, hoping 

someone might pet you. But nope, no one notices you anymore, 

so you whimper and crawl back into your basket. Oh honey, 

never again. Really, never again.” 

“You sound like you’ve lived a past life as a dog,” Sofia 

laughs. “Now what is this yin training all about?” 
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“Yin training means not taking action just for the sake of 

doing something, but only acting when you receive a clear 

impulse from yang — which means spiritual guidance. I act like 

I’m addicted to activity. The moment I have nothing to do, I get 

restless. I’ve slowly realized that staying busy without a clear 

purpose doesn’t solve anything. In fact, it makes things worse. 

I’m really trying to calm down and only act from an inner 

impulse — not from the head.” 

“Maybe I should train my yin too. I’m exhausted. Just like 

you, I get even more restless when I have nothing to do. Seems 

pretty clear: two junkies at the table. Cheers, then.” 

We sip in silence for a while. Then Sofia breaks it. 

“I’ve decided to take a sabbatical. I need a break before I 

commit murder.” 

“Well, that’s unexpected.” 

“Maybe for you, but I’ve been toying with this idea for a 

while.” 

“You’ve never been the most communicative type. Sometimes 

you remind me of a man: secretly brooding over an idea before 

it’s allowed out into the world.” 

“I can’t help it, that’s just how I’m wired,” says Sofia. 

“That’s fine, but it does make your announcements hit hard 

sometimes,” I reply. “So, what do you want to do?” 

“Get far away. Somewhere with no schools. Somewhere I 

don’t see moms with kids on every street corner.” 

“That sounds like a monastery,” I say. “Can’t think of any 

other place free of mothers with children. But why the sudden 

disillusionment with your work?” 

“Parents lose their minds when it comes to their kids. 

Honestly, if I believed what they all say about their little darlings, 

then the world must be teeming with the descendants of Einstein 
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and Rembrandt. Great idea, by the way — I’m going to a 

monastery or an ashram in India.” 

“What a glorious plan.” 

“Come with me.” 

“No, darling, this one's yours. I’ve still got a few things to 

settle before I can reenter the world,” I say. 

“Those legal matters not moving forward?” 

“Nope. Compared to them, a snail is a speed demon.” I can’t 

help but sigh deeply. 

When Sofia leaves, I feel lonelier than ever. 
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Chapter 33  
The Place of Nothing 

 
November has made its entrance today, and still there’s no word 

from Maarten. It’s been more than six weeks now. Should I call 

him? Maybe it would help him make a decision. 

“If you do that, you’ve clearly learned absolutely nothing. 

You’re going to wait until Maarten is ready — or until you 

conclude that he won’t respond. Then you turn around and 

move on with your life. Understood?” 

“Yes, Head,” I say. Since when does Head stop me from doing 

something foolish? 

I gaze out the window of my study, lost in thought about the 

period ahead — one I’ll have to spend without a partner, with 

little distraction and an abundance of silence. I wonder when, or 

if, White Bull will reach out again. Or should I contact Ian 

Graham? Or is that just another restless move from an 

overstimulated yin? Maybe all this waiting is the shadow the 

Chinese man in the underworld spoke of — the darkness I need 

to pass through to gain clarity. 

“Seems unlikely,” I say. “The realm of shadow is the realm of 

fear — of what doesn’t want to be seen. Somehow I need to move 

through fear. But which fear? If only I knew, I’d dive right in just 

to get it over with. And who am I even talking to?” 

“To me — the Witness.” 

“Excuse me,” I say. “The Witness?” 

“Yes. Everyone has a Witness. Who else would you be 

accountable to for your thoughts and actions?” 
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I glance again at the photo of James Joyce. He must’ve heard his 

Witness too — and found it perfectly normal. I wonder if he 

chatted this much with his. 

“Well then, Mr. or Mrs. Witness — Mr., I think — nice to meet 

you. I hope you’ll be of service and not get in my way.” 

The Witness says nothing. 

“Okay James, let’s get to work. You already know this — of 

course you do — I’ve started reading ‘Ulysses’. Good God, what 

a mountain to climb. Sometimes I’m out of breath after ten 

minutes and put it down again. I hope you don’t mind.” 

“No, no. ‘Ulysses’ is like a box of chocolates. Take whatever 

you like. Bit by bit, you will empty the box.” 

“We’ll see. Say, what’s the theme of ‘Ulysses’ anyway?” 

“Lust.” 

I look at him in surprise. 

“Lust?” 

“Yes. All kinds of lust.” 

I think about what I’ve read so far. There is a fair amount of 

lust. The lust of picking out delicious-looking kidneys at the 

butcher, already savoring the smell. The pleasure of going to the 

toilet, picking your nose, fantasizing about sex. Even the 

smugness of the three men rocking in a carriage on their way to 

Mister Dignam’s funeral — there’s a certain lust there too. Isn’t 

writing, at its core, also an act of lust? Isn’t it always a form of 

self-satisfaction? 

“It’s not just writing that’s full of lust,” says James. 

“Everything humans do is infused with it. Without that 

experience, most people lack the drive to do anything at all. Lust 

is simply the urge to feel alive — the deep desire to be known 

that exists in every person. It is only a rare few who truly feel 

known. 
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“A writer who no longer writes from that gnawing desire — 

the constant need to reach the self through language, to finally 

glimpse the naked soul in the mirror of the text — is a rare 

creature. Writing out of lust isn’t wrong, as long as the writer 

experiences lust in telling the story as it wants to be told. Then 

lust serves a purpose beyond the writer’s ego. That is writing 

from the skin of the soul.” 

I fall silent. I finally understand what James is asking of me. 

After a while I feel another question rising. 

“So the book is called Ulysses. What’s the connection to the 

Greek hero?” 

“Every person makes their own hero’s journey — simply by 

living the life intended for them. You do it, your neighbor does 

it, everyone does. But,” he continues, “it’s also about the 

interplay between what you do and what fate has in store. Fate 

is nothing more than the agreement you made with yourself — 

your blueprint. Just as every architect is bound to the blueprint 

of their design, so too is every human bound to their own design: 

the agreements made before coming here.  

To come back to your task: if you truly want to reach your 

core, you must first understand yourself deeply. Learn what 

drives you — by observing as much and as broadly as possible. 

Watch yourself from a distance. But also: connect. Enter into 

relationships. Experience what your presence does to others, and 

what theirs does to you. Then you must awaken desire — your 

impulses — by being in contact with your own essence, your 

immortal part. You must free yourself from dependence on 

others and set out into the world. That’s your hero’s journey: 

living an ordinary life in an extraordinary way. And then… 

reporting on it. 

One more thing: your craving for physical contact was born 

in childhood, out of a frustrated need for safety. That led to 
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people-pleasing and emotional dependence, especially on men 

— which ultimately hollowed you out. You must break free of 

that completely. Completely. Not a bad nickname, by the way — 

‘stimulus junkie.’” 

“Do you have any idea how I’m supposed to do that?” I ask, 

still deeply moved. 

“By finding the silence within yourself. Return there again 

and again. Shut everything else out. Be still and listen to your 

inner world. Then you’ll hear its beauty and wisdom — the 

whispers that rise like music. You’ll find rest in the timeless 

universe within. When you reach that point, you’ll receive 

clearer inspiration, and the story will ring out loudly and clearly. 

You’ll know what to do — and what to let go of. Doubt will fade. 

Silence is finding the eternal within yourself. Once you do, your 

prison will open, and you’ll enter the flow of the life meant for 

you. Be still and listen. Resist the temptations of the outer world. 

Let all your demons come out from hiding. Don’t run — look 

them in the eye. Be still. Only then will your heart begin to speak. 

That is moving through the shadow, feeding and strengthening 

yourself, making yin yielding so that you can understand yang, 

mastering your addiction and stepping into mastery. 

When your heart begins to speak, you are ready to reenter the 

world. And that, dear Joy, doesn’t happen in three days.” 

James — now wearing a black hat — accomplishes what no 

one else, not even I, has managed: I become still, and I don’t 

know what’s happening to me. I detach from the outer world 

because the inner world fills all available space. I still hear the 

outer world, but it no longer enters me. Suddenly, I seem to have 

no opinions. Nothing agitates me. I do what needs to be done to 

keep life going, but none of it feels personal. The search for the 

place where it is silent within consumes me. I go through the 

motions of daily life, but remain fully aware of the undercurrent 
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inside. It’s indescribable. Words would only resemble the chaotic 

tangle within — no beginning, no end. 

Weeks pass. 

It becomes a harrowing journey past a carnival of clamor: 

chattering, buzzing, humming. I encounter even more: lumps in 

my throat, blockages in my ears, heavy balls in my belly, weight 

on my heart, itching in unreachable places, lightning in my eyes. 

James didn’t prepare me for this Dantean descent. He forgot to 

mention that once in hell, there’s no way out but through: 

burning in the fire of longing, freezing in the winds of 

lovelessness, listening to the endless moans of shadowy figures 

or the screams of the insane — and knowing that all of it is you. 

Amazingly, I manage to keep this world hidden from the few 

people I still come across. I cook, clean, do my shopping — all 

while a world of utter madness rages inside me. I am a two-

headed monster. On the outside: unaffected. I barely sleep, but 

don’t even care. Time and again, I lead myself inward, visiting 

the catacombs of my being, walking again and again through the 

corridor of a thousand sighs. 

And then, one night, sitting on the couch in the dark, I 

discover something: a spot in my mind where a profound silence 

resides. The first time, it’s only a flash — gone in an instant. But 

that glimpse is so promising, I want to return to it. I become 

utterly focused. Each time I find it, it slips away again. But 

slowly, it gets easier to access. Eventually, I can stay there for a 

whole second. Then two. Three. A full minute. That minute feels 

like eternity. It gives me so much peace — I don’t need anything 

else. I call this space ‘the Place of Nothing’, because there’s truly 

nothing there — and it’s the most blessed state I can imagine. 

Nothing is not just silence — it’s more. It’s silence and emptiness. 

It’s like a Mongolian steppe stretching endlessly before me — 
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and even that doesn’t quite capture it. I keep practicing. I never 

want to lose this place. 

And then… the world begins calling again. With Nothing 

within reach, the smoke from the inferno begins to clear. Slowly, 

I begin to move again. 
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Chapter 34  
Carrying Max 

 
Once again, Max has a hold on me. I’m beyond tired of the fact 

that my life seems to revolve around a man who forgets me the 

moment I’m out of sight. Despite all of Maria’s predictions, I 

don’t feel even the slightest sense that a beautiful love 

relationship is actually possible. And besides — do I even want 

one? Or is it just a deep longing for someone who can truly reach 

into my essence? Maybe I projected that desire onto Max. That’s 

entirely possible, right? 

But then… what about Maria? Until now, she’s always been 

right. 

I try to reason myself out of this: I bring up all kinds of 

arguments that should help me let go of Max, but something in 

me clings to him with iron grip. The more I try to push him away, 

the more persistent his image becomes. What can I do? 

Suddenly, I remember a shamanic technique I read about 

recently. I decide to take a journey to the Upper World to meet 

my archetypal parents and ask them what’s really going on 

between Max and me — and what soul contracts I may have 

made for this life. 

I begin with deep breathing, which soon transitions into the 

breathing pattern of “the little death.” Then, following the 

instructions, I climb a tree and am met by the gatekeeper of the 

Upper World. I tell him my reason for coming. The door opens. 

I see a sunny, mountainous landscape appear before me. In the 

distance, two people approach. As they come closer, I see they’re 

small, sturdy farming folk. They remind me of the gentle, green 

creatures from the movie Shrek. My mother wears a long, wide 
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country dress in a soft checkered pattern that reaches the ground. 

My father wears a dark blue smock and trousers, with a red 

farmer’s scarf tied around his neck. On his feet: clogs. A cap and 

a pipe complete the look. I notice their broad, ruddy hands — 

unmistakably shaped by the land. I stand awkwardly before 

them, take in their clothing, their unpretentiousness — and I see 

the loving warmth in their eyes. Instantly, I recognize my own 

deep longing for simplicity, freedom, and nature. It feels like 

armor falls away from me. As if I can finally drop the struggle. I 

feel safe here. 

At that moment, my gaze is drawn to a brilliant light high in 

the mountains. It calls to me. My parents follow my eyes, then 

turn in unison — a sign that we can begin our journey there. 

“Wait,” I say. “I want to ask you something first. What’s going 

on between Max and me?” 

My parents don’t seem to hear me. They continue walking. 

And suddenly — I feel Max is here. I look around, but don’t see 

him. I glance again, shrug, and decide to follow my parents. 

Just then, a carrier seat appears, hanging from my shoulders. 

Max jumps into it, grinning at me. I can’t move a step. 

“Wait, wait!” I call to my parents, who are already a bit ahead 

of me. 

My mother turns and frowns. “Put that man down!” she yells, 

waving her hand with a sharp gesture. 

“The seat’s too heavy to lift over my head!” I call back. 

Now my father turns too — looking even more annoyed than 

my mother. We all freeze for a moment. Then my parents walk 

back and gesture for me to sit near the stream that runs along the 

path. I sink down to the ground. With my mother’s help, I lift the 

seat over my head and set it in the grass. Max climbs out and 

flops down beside it. He picks a blade of grass, puts it in his 

mouth, and gazes up at the sky. 
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My parents look at him with disapproval. 

“This won’t do,” my mother says. “We have to keep going. 

Get up and come with us.” 

Max doesn’t even seem to hear them. He shows no sign of 

getting up. I look at him and hesitate. He seems completely 

unaware of my inner conflict and continues staring at the sky. 

My parents are already a bit further along the path when I finally 

make a decision. I get up, take a few steps, glance back one last 

time, and run after them. 

Together, we walk along a mountain trail that first winds past 

a deep ravine, then through a vast forest, before climbing further 

up alongside roaring waterfalls. Along the way, we pass all kinds 

of people — like us, heading toward the radiant light in the 

distance. 

After a long hike, we arrive at an inn. We’ll rest here for a 

while. My parents head to the terrace and sit down. I walk to the 

edge and gaze out at the wild mountain landscape. The terrace 

hangs above a deep valley. The breathtaking view and profound 

silence take my breath away. 

A woman comes outside to take our order. When she returns, 

I sit beside my mother. Just then, Max arrives — panting, out of 

breath. He drops down next to me and orders the same thing 

we’re having. 

A few hours later, the four of us continue walking together. 

I tumble back to Earth and land softly on my bed. 

So that’s what this is: I’ve been carrying Max around because 

he hasn’t made a decision yet. But Maria might also be right. The 

message is clear — I have to let him go. That much is certain. I 

just don’t know how. And I still have no clarity on the soul 

agreements I might’ve made around all this. 

On a gray day at the end of November, I receive an invitation 

from a shaman to take part in a three-day healing retreat. I’d 
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come across him recently, after leaving the community at the 

Sacred Temple — it no longer felt like home to me. 
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Chapter 35  
The Feather and the Coat 

 
I wake up early. Yesterday I said goodbye to Sofia, who’s flying 

to India today. If everything goes according to plan, she’s on the 

plane by now. I feel sad—and a little envious. But something 

exciting is waiting for me today as well. Late this afternoon, the 

healing retreat begins. I have a strong feeling something big is 

about to happen. 

I get up, walk to the bathroom, and look at myself in the mirror.  

“Fifty-six,” I say. “And still searching. Unbelievable, really. 

Isn’t it time to finally leave all that old crap behind?” 

I look at myself again.  

“You know what,” I tell my pensive reflection, “I’m going to 

cut my hair. That feels like the perfect way to start a new 

chapter. Clean out, let go, throw away, and chop off.”  

“Are you sure you want it this short?” the hairdresser asks, 

looking at me through the mirror. 

“Yes, please cut it all off—just leave a few centimeters.”  

She circles me in silence, then gets to work. I watch the hair 

drift down and feel strangely satisfied. 

“Not bad,” I say, once it’s nearly all gone.  

“Looks great on you,” she replies. 

 

That afternoon, I head to the remote farmhouse where the retreat 

will take place. Dusk is already falling by the time I arrive. 

I’m warmly welcomed, assigned a mattress in a large shared 

space, and begin making myself comfortable for the next few 

days. I feel nervous and out of place in this new group. For a 
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moment, I think of the people I used to share ceremonies with. 

But I let them go. I sit down on my mat and wait. 

The room, like the temple where my soul journeys once 

began, is beautifully decorated. Candles burn everywhere. Night 

has fallen. I meet the two people lying next to me—both first-

timers.  

“Just let it happen,” I say, feeling like a seasoned veteran. 

“Every journey is totally different. Your soul knows what it 

needs—whether it's insight, healing, or understanding. You can 

ask questions though. Or ask for clarity about something.”  

“How did you end up here?” asks the man on my right.  

“Through a channeling session with White Bull,” I reply.  

“Same,” both my neighbors say at once.  

“I think,” adds the woman on my left, “at least half of the 

group ended up here because of White Bull.”  

I glance around the room, full of people who, like me, are 

searching.  

“My name’s Anton,” says my neighbor, reaching out his 

hand.  

“My name is Joy,” I answer.  

About an hour later, the last two participants arrive. A gong 

sounds—the ceremony begins. The shaman enters with his 

helpers, followed by a few musicians.  

“Live music, how lovely! I didn’t know,” I say. 

I look at their instruments: a violin, guitars, djembes, a 

didgeridoo, and some I’ve never even seen before. I feel giddy 

like a child at the start of a long-anticipated adventure. The 

tension melts away. 

The moment the shaman enters, the atmosphere changes—as 

if the room suddenly finds its center. 

He looks around slowly, meeting each person’s gaze before 

beginning his introduction.  
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Then, one by one, we introduce ourselves and share our 

intentions for the ceremony. It slowly dawns on me: people are 

asking for healing—healing from illness, trauma. I could do that 

too!  

When it’s my turn, I speak:  “First of all, I’d like to ask for 

healing for my whiplash symptoms,” I say. “And beyond that, I 

feel increasingly cut off from life. My life seems to stall again and 

again. I feel like I’m alone in the world. I long to feel connected 

again—to truly experience contact, to go deeper. I also really 

want to know what I agreed to do in this lifetime, especially 

concerning a specific person. I want to let go of what no longer 

serves me and surrender to a higher power.”  

Well then, I think, that’s quite a list.  

As everyone finishes sharing their intentions, the musicians 

begin playing softly. The sounds are almost sacred. 

Meanwhile, the helpers light bundles of sage and cleanse the 

space—and us—one by one.  When it’s my turn, I walk up to the 

shaman, kneel on the cushion in front of him, and receive my cup 

of ayahuasca. Back on my mat, I look at my neighbors and wish 

them a good journey. Then I lie down.  

Within the hour, I’m a clown on a child’s bicycle. 

My knees keep hitting the handlebars with every pedal stroke. 

Bent forward, I cycle endlessly—across the entire world. 

I ride through Asia, America, Africa, through densely populated 

cities and deserted plains, over mountains, past deep ravines. 

I pedal tirelessly. But wherever I go, no one sees me. 

I’m the invisible clown, and it makes me feel desperately sad. 

I keep cycling and think: What’s the point of being a clown if no 

one’s laughing? Eventually, I ride straight into a giant, dark 

brown cake. All I see is this thick, sweet-smelling mass. I taste 

spices, sugar. But just like the clown, I remain unseen. And now 
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I can’t even experience the world—I’m buried in cake. 

It’s so hopeless. Why do I even want to live? I wonder.  

“Do you want to live or die?” a voice asks. 

Before I can answer, I’m transported to the North Pole. 

Naked, I lie shivering among ice floes, completely paralyzed by 

the cold. All around me is a bluish twilight. There’s nothing but 

ice, and more ice. There’s no way to survive more than a few 

hours here.  

I begin to panic. None of the helpers seem to notice I’m dying. 

I can’t move, can’t call out—nothing. This is it. I’ll be the first 

person to die during an ayahuasca ceremony. 

The voice returns. “This is your fate if you continue living the 

way you have. You’ll become one of the living dead. The world 

has enough of those. And you’ll contribute nothing to the future 

you long to return to. So choose. And stick to it.”  

“Of course I want to live,” I say. “I just don’t know how.”  

“Choose,” the voice repeats. “And let go. Let go of everything 

and everyone that doesn’t serve you. Look at this.”  

I see myself riding my bike through the neighborhood where 

I live. A towering iron fence surrounds the entire area. 

I keep going in circles, but I can’t get past that fence.  

“Watch what happens when you truly let go.” 

Something grabs me by the hair and pulls me upward—like 

the Baron von Münchhausen dragging himself out of the swamp 

by his own ponytail.  

I float above the fence, and suddenly, everything around me 

becomes lighter.  

At the same time, a profound sense of calm begins to settle in. 

So this is what it’s about: the choice. Let go and live, or cling and 

die. If I choose to let go, I can return to the place of stillness—the 

great Nothing—and find my peace again.  

“Okay,” I say. “I don’t know how, but I choose life.” 
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I begin to thaw, but I still can’t move. I don’t have the strength. 

Until someone gives me a little push.  

“Goddammit!” a man suddenly roars. “Goddamn!” The rest 

is lost in a guttural growl.  

One of the men is screaming like a man possessed. My heart 

races. “Goddaaaaamn!” he bellows, the sound stretching 

endlessly.  

My hairs stand on end. The growls are hideous and 

otherworldly. I freeze again.  

Helpers rush over and form a protective circle around him. 

Still, the man keeps howling, uncontrollably.  

Fury melts my ice. I erupt inwardly. 

‘Asshole,’ I scream in my head. ‘Go scream somewhere else! What 

are you doing here, dumping this on us? Go to the woods, idiot! Don’t 

saddle us with your rage, you imbecile!’ 

He keeps going.  

At that moment, it’s like a movie reel of every man I’ve ever 

had a relationship with flashes before my eyes. 

Not one of them, I realize, ever truly knew me. 

I see myself being lied to, deceived. I feel their disinterest in who 

I really was. 

An icy hand grips my heart. 

I begin to cry—deep, gut-wrenching sobs.  

One of the helpers kneels beside me and places her hand on my 

chest. With her other hand, she makes strange gestures in the air. 

My heart is pounding so hard I fear it might explode. 

Another helper joins her. He helps me sit up and places a hand 

on my back.  

Then it begins. Something enormous inside me starts to swell. 

A great ball of energy grows and grows, expanding until it 

reaches impossible size. Then—with an audible crack—I vomit it 

out. I see a gray-green sack slide out of me. 
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Peace returns. I can lie down again. The helper remains at my 

side, keeping her hand near my heart. 

The pounding has stopped. But now, it hurts. Badly.  

“The heart surgeon is with you. Don’t worry,” she says—

without me even telling her about the pain.  

Who this heart surgeon is or what she did, I don’t know. But 

the pain fades. 

Again, visions come. Man after man from my life. 

Cold, loveless images. I see my own naivety. The signs were all 

there, screaming at me—but I didn’t see them. Each image 

radiates icy cold. I start freezing again. Then I see the gray-green 

sack begin to shrink. Inside it: the image of my mother.  

Suddenly I know—my mother gave herself to my father in 

exchange for physical and financial safety. 

In return—if you can call it that—she buried her strength and 

intelligence deep inside so my father could thrive on the sacrifice 

she made. My parents were like two plants growing in the same 

pot. One thrived at the expense of the other. My mother’s 

sacrifice became my blueprint. And now, I’ve just purged it.  

For a moment, I can rest—until the soft sound of the tingsha 

bells floats through the space. One by one, we return to the 

cushion in front of the shaman to receive our next glass. He gives 

me a long look, then pours the right amount and hands me the 

cup.  

Back on my mattress, I wrap myself in my blanket and listen 

to the violin singing its gentle tune. I lose myself in its 

sweetness—until the violin is slowly drowned out by other 

instruments, building into a cacophony until there’s nothing 

sweet left. We’re descending again, fast. 

Sounds rise up, familiar from those days spent in Dante’s hell. 

A whole zoo seems to have gathered: growling, howling, 
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bellowing from every corner, mingled with high-pitched 

screams and mournful cries. The instruments conspire to drag us 

even deeper. The growls give way to sounds coming from far 

within, desperate to break free. It’s a madhouse.  

Then, one of the men stands up and calls out: 

“Let the celebration begin!” 

A deep silence follows. Nausea gives way to curiosity. 

We all look at the man, following his gaze. Suddenly, hell has 

vanished—replaced by an open prairie under the full moon. 

I see a great fire, surrounded by dancing Native Americans. 

Among them stands a towering figure, at least five meters 

tall—a mighty warrior, radiating courage and strength. The man 

who stood speaks again: “We are all warriors. Not warriors of 

war, but warriors on a mission. When we leave this place, we’ll 

blend back into the world—but make no mistake: we form a 

network. Right now, in other places, other ceremonies are 

happening. Other warriors are being prepared. 

Our shared mission is to help people face the fear that will rise 

from the transformation Earth is going through. 

We are here to guide others through that fear. 

For each of us, there is a coat. Not just any coat—this is a coat 

made of buffalo hide, trimmed with feathers. A sacred coat. You 

must put it on when you find a large feather—one from a hawk, 

an eagle, or a buzzard. That feather is your sign. When you 

receive it, your time has come. The moment you wear your coat, 

the wisdom of the entire universe will be available to you, and 

you will speak with the courage of a true warrior. You’ll know 

what to do. And people will listen—because your words will go 

straight to their frightened hearts. 

You’ll begin to hear others say, ‘Look at this beautiful feather 

I found.’ And they’ll show you a hawk or eagle feather. Then 

you’ll know: they, too, are part of the tribe.  
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You will work together. It might even be your child who 

shows you such a feather. Before that time comes, you’ll start to 

notice these birds circling overhead more and more often. 

That’s to remind you of the task that awaits. Don’t think you’re 

mistaken. Don’t think humanity doesn’t need you. 

Humanity needs you deeply. 

When you first set out wearing your coat, celebrate. 

Light a fire. Dance. And know—you are not alone. We dance 

with you around the fire. Just as you danced the day I put on my 

own coat.” 

As the man finishes, the music falls silent. Everyone is deeply 

moved. We look at each other. Are we really warriors with a 

mission? Yes, I think, this might actually be true.  

That tall warrior looks familiar. Though now he’s a lot bigger 

than when I last saw him.  

Somehow, these people gathered here feel like a single 

family—with a shared assignment to help others, to serve as 

guides, and therefore, to first clear out our own pain and 

darkness. Wait a minute. On my desk, there’s a pot full of pens. 

And in that pot, for over a year now, has stood a large feather—

from a bird of prey. I have no idea where I even got it. 

And then I remember the Fool’s Coat I received on my first 

soul journey. I hardly ever think about it anymore, though it 

struck me as a powerful and precious gift at the time. I have the 

feather and the coat. So that means… I’m meant to set out. 

I have a task. Or maybe I’m already fulfilling it—right here, right 

now—by purging all my unresolved emotions, pain, fear, and 

disappointment. 

Next to the pot—where the feather stands tall—is a photo of 

James Joyce. I think of him. Of what he said about becoming still. 

Of how he helped me find that place of silence within. 
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At that very moment, a presence appears. As it comes closer, 

I recognize James. 

“Well, speak of the devil,” I say. 

James bows and replies: “Behold the devil.” 

He’s dressed in white, just like the rest of us, looking elegant 

and serene. I’m so glad to see him. I’d noticed, the last few times 

he came to me, that he looked older… sadder. 

“Why was that?” I ask him, trusting he knows what I mean. 

James lowers his head for a moment—and then suddenly, he’s 

wearing a black hat. 

“It’s time for me to say goodbye. My task is complete. 

Your love for writing has awakened. You understand what it’s 

all about now, and what your driving force must be. Before long, 

you’ll receive earthly help. I must go and focus on my own 

evolution. But,” he adds, “we’ll meet again. Don’t mourn me. I’m 

grateful I was able to help you— that I could be a little bit of the 

father you lost so young. Keep going as you are. You’ll find deep 

peace again and again. You’ll create your life the way your soul 

intended. It will be more than you ever imagined. Farewell, dear 

Joy.” 

His image fades. 

Still, I mourn. And suddenly I feel terribly alone. The room 

grows quieter. One by one, the candles go out. I close my eyes 

and try to sleep, surrounded by these people who now feel like 

my new family. 

A few hours later, I wake up. The helpers are handing out tea 

and breakfast. Heaven. I set my cushions against the wall and 

accept the food they bring me. 

Anton looks at me and says, “Things looked pretty intense for 

you—are you alright?” 

“Yes, it was intense. But also exactly what I needed. And 

you?” 
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“I sat upright the whole night. Had constant burps. Saw 

nothing, felt nothing. This really isn’t for me.” 

I take a good look at Anton. “Well then, I wish you a wildly 

cosmic journey tonight.” 
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Chapter 36  
Welcome aboard the Illusion 

 
“Welcome, welcome aboard the Illusion. I’m your purser, and I’ll 

make sure you won’t be lacking a thing.” 

I’m standing at the top of the aircraft stairs, looking down at 

a tiny little man who barely reaches my waist. His enormous 

dark blue pointed hat, adorned with big golden stars, wobbles 

with every word he says. I can just about see his piercing eyes 

under the brim. I nod at him, take a seat on the one and only chair 

inside the plane, and wait. A moment later, the aircraft heads 

toward the runway, gathers speed and lifts off. I look outside and 

see the city lights disappear beneath me. Everything goes pitch 

black. 

Sometime later, we approach an area lit up by a strange kind 

of neon light, while the outline of a city emerges in the distance. 

The neon grows more intense, eventually shining like spotlights 

in a theatre. Suddenly, the aircraft dives down, flying 

dangerously close to the building of the insurance company that 

denied my disability claim. I jump up and take another look. 

“Illusion!” screams the purser, clutching a ceiling strap with 

one hand. 

“What? What do you mean, illusion? That’s real, very real,” I 

protest. 

“Illusion!” the purser yells again. He leans in toward me, his 

sharp little eyes boring into mine. 

I fall silent. Moments later, we fly past Max’s office. He’s 

hanging out the window, waving at us with a friendly face, while 

the purser shouts again: “Illusion!” 

“No way,” I shout. “That’s real too!” 



© Aowa Joy – House of Joy – houseofjoy.online 

Shared freely. Please mention the source when quoting.  192 
 

“Illusion,” he insists. 

I glance back once more at Max, who’s quickly fading from sight. 

Everywhere I look now, fantastical buildings appear — one more 

dazzling than the next. But on closer inspection, something 

seems off. I look again and realize everything is made of plastic, 

painted in candy colors. The whole scene feels hollow. The 

aircraft circles over the city one last time before continuing its 

journey, from one plastic city to another. Each time my gaze 

lands on something, the purser shrieks again: “Illusion, illusion.” 

Tired of the endless parade and the yelling gnome, I decide I 

want the aircraft to land so I can get off. The moment I think it, it 

happens. Before I can even consider what I’d like to see next, I 

find myself sitting at home at my big table. It’s dark, and there’s 

no one else here. Why on earth did I have such a huge table 

made? I ask myself. That was quite an illusion too — in my 

fantasy, I imagined it surrounded by dear friends, wine bottles 

on the table, a big pot of food in the middle, and warmth and 

laughter all around. In all the four years this table’s been here, 

I’ve lived that fantasy exactly twice. The rest of the time, I sat 

here alone. “Why do I have such a big table when no one ever 

comes to sit with me and share a meal?” I sob. 

“You’re the one keeping the door shut,” says a voice. 

“Not true,” I reply. 

“Yes you do. You’re so angry that no one wants to be near 

you. That’s how you keep the door shut.” 

“I’m not angry.” 

“Ha! Don’t make me laugh. You’re furious.” 

“I’m not,” I insist. “There’s no point in being angry.” 

“But you are angry. You’re seething.” 

“Oh, stop it,” I say. “Seething? You’re exaggerating. 
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“Then let’s call it mad. You’re mad at all the nonsense, the 

endless waiting, the injustice, the power of institutions like that 

insurer.” 

“See? That’s what I said. I am a bit mad, but it’s pointless — 

so I’m not really angry.” 

“You are really angry. You just don’t know what to do with 

it. Turn it around, I’d say. Use the energy for writing. You 

haven’t done a thing lately.” 

“I had to find the silence in myself. And believe me, that 

wasn’t a fun journey.” 

“Was it something like this?” the voice asks. 

Suddenly, I’m catapulted into a scorching hot space. The 

purser’s voice shrieks in my ear again: “Illusion! Illusion!” 

“Oh, shut up!” I yell back. “Stop it! What’s the point of all this 

shouting? Just show me what this means!” 

Immediately, I’m back at the huge table. Despair wells up in 

me. What kind of stupid game is this? 

“Mama,” a tiny voice says, “Mama, give me a name.” A tiny 

little boy stands on the table. I look at him and instantly melt. I 

don’t even need to think — I know exactly who this child is. 

Maria was right again, when she once advised: “Give the child a 

name.” Here he is — the son I once decided not to let be born. I 

look at this tiny being and see nothing but the softest, most 

loving eyes. This is love, pure love, standing in front of me. 

“Your name is Daniel,” I say, “because you are so small and so 

brave.”  

Daniel beams and starts dancing immediately. I pick him up, 

hold him close, and together we dance around the room. From 

now on, I have four children. 

At that moment, the giant indigenous man appears again. 

Like Goliath, he strides through the space, his head poking 

through the roof — though that doesn’t seem to bother him. I 
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follow him with anticipation, but suddenly Max’s face moves in 

front of mine, blocking my view. I push him away, but he keeps 

returning. 

“You’re in the way,” I tell him. “I can’t see anything like this. 

Step aside.” 

Max refuses to move. Wherever I look, he’s in the way. Now 

I’m angry. “I don’t want to see you anymore,” I shout. “I don’t 

know what we agreed on before this life, but I can’t bear it any 

longer. I’m done with the loneliness, I’m done waiting for you. 

You’ll have to do this yourself. Go away!” 

Max fades and is replaced by a priest. He stands before me in 

a long white robe, holding a sword in his right hand. He looks at 

me, then bows his head in defeat, drops the sword and says: 

“Then we’ll have to make a new plan.” At that very moment, the 

chains that bound me to Max fall away. Thousands of kilos lift 

off my shoulders. I’m free! I raise my arms, now light as feathers, 

get up, and begin to dance the temple dance of Chloé from so 

long ago. I float through the ceremonial space, radiant with joy, 

intoxicated by the sheer freedom. I stay close to this man for as 

long as I can. It’s not possible to remain near him all the time, but 

I don’t care. Even catching a glimpse is enough. I have never 

experienced so much love in this life. I’ve never truly felt I 

belonged to someone or something. All these years I’ve lived in 

a cocoon of loneliness, whether I had a partner or not. 

This, what I’m experiencing now, is the only reality that truly 

matters. I will never again feel alone. 
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Chapter 37  
The Theater of Illusion 

 
After a while, the atmosphere I’ve been absorbed in begins to 

fade, and I slowly return to Earth. I let it happen and still feel full 

of love. I look around and find myself sitting in the front row of 

a theater. 

“Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to tonight’s performance. 

We proudly present: ‘Joy and the Illusion.’” 

“Oh gross,” I mutter. 

The curtain rises. I see a dressing room with racks full of 

costumes. The stage appears deserted at first, but then small orbs 

of white and blue light start appearing one by one. They slowly 

grow, taking on almost human form. They radiate joy and seem 

to dance. They remind me of the Fools for a moment. One by one, 

they float to the costume racks. 

The first orb grabs a costume and wriggles into it. Standing 

before me now is myself. The joy has mostly faded—my face is 

filled with anxious wrinkles. 

“Oh come on,” I groan. “Do we really have to?” 

The next cheerful orb floats to the rack, grabs a costume, and 

emerges as Bas. 

“Oh no, not again,” I sigh. 

“Quiet in the audience,” a voice responds. 

A third light orb grabs a costume and reveals a tall blonde 

woman in a golden dress reaching the floor. I stay silent now—

there she is: the woman who confronted me during the 

reincarnation session, the one who asked, “Are you here to get 

in my way again?” Then Max appears, dressed in a magnificent 

striped suit with a pink shirt and matching shoes. Within 
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minutes, the stage fills with more people from my life: Rea, 

Katharina, Sam, Maria, Mahmood, Freek, Maarten, my brothers, 

my sister, parents, lawyers, insurance agents, doctors, 

psychiatrists, physiotherapists, neighbors, friends, and people I 

had long forgotten. Once the full cast is assembled, most of them 

disappear into the wings. I walk forward. In my transparent 

head, a romantic image begins to form: Max and I growing old 

together, looking lovingly at one another. Then Maria enters the 

scene and says, “You might be twin flames.” “My heart’s desire!” 

the stage-me exclaims. 

The real me in the audience bursts out laughing, just as Bas 

steps forward. The stage-me immediately shouts, “He can’t be 

the man of my life!” I find it hilarious—through the costumes I 

can see them exchange a cheeky wink. Bas pulls a stubborn face 

while the stage-me collapses in despair. The drama makes no 

sense at all, and I’m now laughing so hard my stomach cramps. 

“Silence in the hall!” a voice bellows. 

Then Max and the tall, blonde woman in the golden dress step 

forward. Max kneels down and kisses her feet. I’m nearly peeing 

myself laughing. The woman nods at Max and elegantly fans 

herself with a dazzling hand fan. While Max remains at her feet, 

her gaze drifts off into a dreamy distance and she sighs deeply. I 

fall silent for a moment, but I quickly forget the whole scene. One 

moment after the next plays out, each one more absurd than the 

last. All of my hasty conclusions parade across the stage, and I 

keep laughing. 

On stage, the stage-me reads a book and exclaims, “Oh, now 

I understand!”—only to grab a new book from the towering 

stack beside her and begin reading it even more intently. 

Meanwhile, behind her, I see her own inner knowing slouching 

in a chair, annoyed. It taps its foot impatiently and looks utterly 

bored. Then it stands, exhales on her third eye, and wipes the 
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lens clean with its sleeve, only for it to fog up again immediately. 

The Knowing sighs deeply and sits back down. 

I’m beyond control now, rolling on the floor laughing. Every 

time I try to stop, I burst out all over again. The voice keeps 

calling for silence, even threatening to remove me from the 

theater. Maria keeps popping up, peering into my head and 

delivering another prediction that I gleefully accept. 

Then Katie Melua begins singing a duet with Bajheera: “This 

is the closest thing to crazy as I have ever been,” woven through with 

Bajheera’s deep voice rhythmically humming “Yeah, yeah…” 

“Ow, ow,” I cry, “Oh stop it, I can’t take it anymore. Illusion! 

Oh my God!” 

A sign appears on stage: Intermission. But instead of the 

house lights going on, everything goes dark. I remain in my seat. 

It doesn’t take long before bright spotlights flicker on again—

only to go out just as quickly. For a moment, everything is pitch 

black, on stage and in the audience. Then a single spotlight 

illuminates the center of the stage. Nothing is there. I stare 

silently at the pool of light. In the left corner of the stage, a vague 

figure appears and slowly becomes more defined. It’s a priest. 

Then from the right wing, another shadowy figure emerges—

Chloé. She too walks toward the center light. When they stand 

face to face, they look at one another. 

The priest speaks to Chloé: “Tomorrow, the council of priests 

will convene. You will be weighed. It is not too late. Do not go—

come with me to the desert.” 

“Jadred, my beloved,” she replies, “how can you ask me that? 

I must atone for what we have done. So should you. Atonement 

for our arrogance, for forgetting who gifted us with our power 

and knowledge. Fame darkened our hearts. We let ourselves be 

worshipped like gods. Jadred, I must make amends, and 

tomorrow I will go.” 
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“Woman, do you not see what is happening? Can’t you see 

the lies that reign? Don’t you see that those who accuse us are 

themselves driven by dark hearts? Jealousy is what moves them. 

I, too, seek atonement—but not before judges with impure 

intentions. Come with me into the solitude of the desert. It will 

purify our hearts.” 

“Jadred, my beloved, I cannot. I must stay to be near my son. 

You know I have been denied access to him for some time. My 

heart burns with fear for what may happen to him.” 

Jadred remains silent. 

“Beloved, go and seek your atonement in the way you see fit. 

I will remain and face the council tomorrow,” Chloé says. They 

stand motionless together in the beam of light. 

“Woman, you know what it means to face the council. Your 

beauty will be destroyed. Your womanhood will be taken from 

you, and with it, your power. You will be sent into the realm of 

the dead—a journey you will not survive, for you will lack the 

strength to withstand the demons. And then you will be of no 

use to your son.” 

Chloé bows her head and says nothing. 

The light fades again, and I wait anxiously for what’s next. For 

a moment, all is still—no sound, no movement. Then the 

spotlight blazes again, as bright as the sun, illuminating the 

center of the stage where a stone sarcophagus now stands, 

flanked by burning torches. I feel a wave of disappointment. By 

the sarcophagus stands Chloé, a mere shadow of the radiant 

woman she once was. Around her stand vague figures in white 

robes. At the head of the sarcophagus is a priest, head bowed, 

muttering what sounds like a prayer. Chloé also stands with her 

head lowered. There is no sign of Jadred. 

When the priest falls silent, a hush follows. He raises his gaze 

to Chloé and nods. Slowly, she begins to move. She walks to the 



© Aowa Joy – House of Joy – houseofjoy.online 

Shared freely. Please mention the source when quoting.  199 
 

sarcophagus and steps inside. The white-robed figures step 

forward and gather around. A powerful energy begins to build, 

and to my utter astonishment, a heavy stone lifts and slowly 

settles over the sarcophagus, sealing it seamlessly. 

At that moment, a piercing cry of a bird of prey rings through 

the theater, and the light dims to a soft glow. Time seems to stop. 

The priest lifts his head, raises his hands to the sky, and cries out 

something I cannot understand. He holds his pose for several 

minutes, perfectly still. 

Then something strange happens—as if time begins to race. 

Wisps of clouds rush by, and the sun rises and sets three times in 

rapid succession. Then everything is still once more. The priest 

gestures toward the stone, as if giving it a command. The stone 

lifts and settles gently beside the sarcophagus. Nothing happens. 

No one moves. Minutes pass. Then the priest bends over and 

peers into the sarcophagus. Again he cries out something 

incomprehensible. Still nothing. The torches flicker. Outwardly, 

the priest seems calm, but I catch a faint flicker of something in 

his eyes. 

The vague white-robed figures who had been motionless now 

begin to stir. They lean forward. At that moment, a bird of prey 

soars overhead once more, letting out a piercing cry. The priest 

looks up and follows its flight. Suddenly, from the darkness, a 

deep voice booms: 

“Behold: not one, but three lives have been sacrificed to hatred 

and jealousy. Woe to those who do not know what to do and 

what to refrain from. Woe to those who bend the divine laws to 

their own will. All of you who are guilty will now wander for 

many lifetimes. You will experience again and again the evil, 

hatred, and jealousy you have sown in the world. You will feel 

the loneliness that walks hand in hand with evil, down to the 
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depths of your soul. Then it will be your turn to bow before the 

forces of darkness, and you will be powerless. 

You will encounter the souls you once sacrificed through your 

hatred in lifetime after lifetime, yet you will not recognize the 

other. In the end, you will have to bow before divine energy. 

Jadred, servant of the temple—you succumbed to the lure of 

fame. You let yourself be worshipped like a god. You lost your 

discernment. Therefore, I give you the sword, that you may learn 

to distinguish between justice and injustice. And you, Chloé, 

priestess of this temple, who left this world—I give you the 

Knowing, so you may learn to tell good from evil, to discern 

between true service and the worship of false idols. You will also 

shed your naivety. The sword and the Knowing shall teach you 

to confront evil. In the end, when silver birds fly across the sky, 

when the Earth groans and cries out for healing, when evil 

slowly consumes itself, the consequences of what happened here 

will come to an end. Then those who each carry a piece of the 

broken seal will reunite and seamlessly fit the pieces back 

together. That is how they will know they are both emissaries. 

And remember: love cannot be broken by hatred and 

jealousy.” 

At that moment, a tremendous gong resounds. The entire 

room vibrates. The light, the priest, Chloé, and the white figures 

dissolve into darkness. Minutes pass. 

Then the stage lights blaze to life and the actors reappear. 

I still sit frozen in my seat—until suddenly, someone behind 

me starts clapping gently. One by one, others join in. I look 

around in astonishment and see that the theater is packed with 

people. I begin clapping too and stand up. A standing ovation 

follows. The actors link arms and take a deep bow. The stage-Joy, 

Max, the tall blonde woman, and Maria stand in the center and 

smile at each other. 
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The costumes slowly slide off every performer. The figures on 

stage transform once more into white and blue orbs of light, 

radiating a brilliance that fills the entire space. One by one, they 

leave the theater while the audience keeps clapping—until even 

the smallest orb has flown out. 

I’m back in the ceremony room, still filled with the energy of 

the performance, feeling as though I’ve passed through a portal. 

How could I have misinterpreted everything so profoundly? No 

wonder the priest looked so defeated. I have little time to reflect, 

because something else draws my attention—a beautiful violet-

colored being is floating toward me. 

It’s a woman, but not of this Earth. She radiates a powerful, 

unconditional love. I’m captivated by her presence and want to 

go to her, but as soon as I make a move, she disappears. A brief 

moment of disappointment—until I see her again in the distance. 

Again I try to get closer, and again she vanishes. Then I 

understand—and I wait. 

She approaches again. Now that I remain still, I notice how 

subtle and refined her energy is—as if she comes from the 

highest realms. I sit in complete stillness. She comes closer and 

finally reaches out her hand to me. Carefully, I take it. It feels 

entirely weightless. 

“Welcome,” she says. “Welcome.” 

I look around and see women everywhere. It seems like a 

whole army of love—authoritative love. A love that can set 

boundaries like a parent would for a child. A love that knows no 

fear, is not tempted by compromise. A love that accepts that not 

everyone is as far along. A love that allows mistakes and 

encourages persistence. 

“Who are you?” I ask this mystical being. 

“I am the one some call The Divine Mother.” 
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I’m enveloped in a vibration so high it dissolves my body. It 

lifts me up and carries me. In the distance, a few figures 

emerge—one of them is the indigenous man, looking at me with 

such happiness that I melt once more. Beside him appears a 

magnificent older woman with a wild crown of black and gray 

curls and deep, wise eyes. 

The woman approaches. “This is Inanya,” The Divine Mother 

says. “If you choose to serve me, she will be your teacher for the 

rest of your life on Earth. Don’t try to find her—she will find you 

at the right time. Only when she deems the moment right will 

she draw you to her, and you will meet her on Earth. 

“Know that what you are now called to do can only be done 

through the feminine. Love will be your answer to all challenges 

and conflicts you will still face in this life. Once you’ve mastered 

yourself, created your life according to the desires of your soul, 

then your man will be allowed to enter your life. Then the 

feminine in you will be healed, and the masculine in him as well. 

From that moment on, your shared task in this life will begin.” 

Slowly, the Divine Mother’s energy begins to fade. In front of 

me lies a blank sheet of paper. From above, small objects gently 

rain down onto the page. 

“You are free to create your own life. These are the elements 

you may use. Do with them what you will,” says the familiar 

voice that has guided me since my very first soul journey. 

Reverently, I bow my head. “I will do whatever it takes to help 

restore what was once destroyed by darkness. I will do all I can 

to learn to trust again, so the feminine in me can heal. I will 

follow Inanya. Please show me the way through the rest of this 

life.” 

“Listen to the signs. Recognize the signals. Follow love. Then 

justice will be done for what happened 4,137 years ago.” 

“4,137 years ago?” I ask, surprised. 
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“We like to be precise. Yes—it was 4,137 years ago that a love 

was broken by hatred and jealousy.” 

Again, I bow my head. I feel deeply joyful and blessed. The 

vision of pure love seems anchored in me. Then the high 

vibration ebbs away. I feel as if I’m returning from a distant 

planet and softly land. 

I look around. The world begins to filter back in, and I feel my 

body becoming heavier. I realize I haven’t felt nauseous, have 

boundless energy, and feel reborn. 

To my left and right, participants are vomiting into their 

buckets. Anton is kneeling in front of the shaman. I take a good 

look at him. His outer appearance is very different from his inner 

light. There is a brilliant glow at the center of Anton, surrounded 

by something heavy. 

My eyes wander around the group. What chaos and noise! 

The helpers are busy, running back and forth with buckets. It 

feels like it’s time for me to lend a hand. I glance at the shaman, 

who sits calmly on his cushion. He looks at me and gives a small 

nod. 

 

The next morning, just as I’m about to drive home, Anton taps 

on my window. 

“I heard you're heading the same way. Can I get a ride?” 

“Of course,” I reply. “Throw your stuff in the back and hop 

in.” 

An hour and a half later, it feels as though I’ve known Anton 

all my life—and we’ve decided to join the shaman’s healing 

training together. A lovely prospect—especially since I don’t 

have to worry about the next romantic drama, because Anton is 

gay. 
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Chapter 38  
The Voice That Set Me Free 

 
My head can’t make sense of anything and refuses to accept the 

beauty and magic of my latest soul journey. Within a week, it has 

turned it all into a dark brown sludge, and I find myself wading 

through that same sludge in my daily life. The great joy of 

meeting the indigenous man? Gone. The Divine Mother and 

Inanya? Gone too. Vanished like snow in the sun. I feel myself 

slipping again and see only one option left: I have to talk to White 

Bull—whoever he may be. 

A week later, I stand before the gate of a beautiful old building 

in the center of the same ancient town I call home, about to meet 

Ian Graham. I had prepared myself for a true quest, one that 

might take me halfway around the world, when I contacted the 

publisher of his book. Yet not even an hour after I asked for his 

contact details, I found myself staring at a phone number with 

the same area code as mine. 

"Come on in," Ian says, picking up his dog. 

"Hey there, doggy," I say, giving the dog a pat on the head. I 

follow Ian inside and into his small, very British study. I sit down 

and glance at a large portrait of a distinguished gentleman.  

"That’s my grandfather," Ian says, catching my look. "And 

that one’s me in better days."  

I smile. He’s a bit rounder now than in the picture, but his 

warm, kind gaze is exactly the same. 

“Tea?” he offers. 

A few minutes later, he joins me. I glance at his severely 

lopsided chair and hope it holds up for the hour to come. 
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“You told me a fascinating story about how you first 

encountered White Bull,” Ian says. “Would you tell me more? If 

you’d like, of course.” 

So I do. I tell him about that first soul journey, when I had no 

idea White Bull even existed. I describe the book he pulled me 

into, and what happened afterward. I leave out the most recent 

meeting—I can’t talk about it. I also feel that in this lifetime, 

White Bull belongs with Ian, not with me. 

Meanwhile, Ian sets up a microphone and turns on the 

recording equipment. 

“Shall we begin?” he asks, then closes his eyes. 

Silence falls. Just when I begin to wonder whether White Bull 

refuses to speak to me, a thunderous voice pierces the stillness. 

"I am White Bull! I welcome you with a warm and loving 

greeting. May I start by asking how you are?" 

I flinch slightly at the power in his voice, but within minutes 

we are deep in conversation. I speak of my doubts and confusion, 

and sketch the difficult circumstances of my life. 

"To reach my friends on Earth, I use the name of my final 

incarnation: White Bull," he says. "I do not work alone but with 

my companions here. Our purpose is to serve humanity and help 

fulfill the dream that one day Earth will be known for its kind-

hearted people. Ian and I work together—this was agreed long 

ago. When I withdraw from my instrument, Ian, I am no longer 

White Bull—I am simply spirit. And this spirit once shared a 

beautiful life with you on the North American prairies, as I have 

told you before. To reach you, I used both the name White Bull 

and the resonance of that life we shared. Do you understand?" 

“Yes, I understand,” I say, though I can say no more. 

"First, I want to tell you that you were ready for the experience 

in the last ceremony. That is why I came to guide you, so you 

could fully experience the beauty and infinite freedom of who 
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you truly are. I must say, I was also quite busy assisting other 

friends in the group." 

“It was such a magnificent experience,” I reply. “I’ve never 

felt so free, never felt so much love.” 

"Know that this is who you truly are—you are freedom and 

you are love," says White Bull. 

“When I returned home, I was afraid I had just imagined it 

all.” 

"Understandably," he says. "The brain cannot grasp the 

beauty of what you experienced. The brain always needs words, 

but what you lived through transcends language. It cannot 

accept this, and so it plants doubt. That’s simply how it 

functions—its job is to keep the world understandable and to 

structure things with language. But in doing so, it steals the 

pearls of the spirit. To master the brain and no longer let it direct 

your life, you must train it to serve its true role: your loyal 

secretary, obedient to your spirit. You’ve been working for some 

time now to connect with your spirit—your divine spark, that 

part of you that comes from the Source of all things, what you 

call your Higher Self. You just don’t yet know how to fully make 

that connection. Your spirit speaks through inner sensations—it 

can be a soft inner voice, or even a physical feeling. I also speak 

to you this way. The well-known sensation of weak knees, for 

example, is a message from spirit through your body. It tells you 

that something is draining your power and does not serve you. 

When you speak your truth, you feel spaciousness, strength, and 

freedom. Do you understand the connection with the feeling you 

had when you freed yourself from that suffocating bond?" 

“Not entirely,” I admit. “Because after I saw the truth about 

Chloé and the priest—who turned out to be named Jadred—that 

bond came right back. Can you tell me what their lives have to 

do with my current life? Maybe then I’ll understand.” 
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"Chloé’s life was about purity, innocence—but also about 

giving away her power. She was robbed of free will. Her life 

moved in the opposite direction of yours now; she was 

completely dominated by power. She told you this during the 

reincarnation session. She asked you to stop giving your power 

away, and to heal what went wrong in her life. 

The way to do that is by overcoming the same force that 

destroyed Chloé—today that kind of power is found in banks, 

insurance companies, debt collectors, religious institutions, and 

government agencies. Now do you understand the deeper 

purpose behind your car accident, your unresolved injury case, 

your struggles with authorities, your setbacks, and your 

financial hardship?" 

I can only nod quietly. It’s starting to dawn on me—and at the 

same time, the weight of the task becomes clear. 

"All you need to do is to emit a higher vibration than those 

institutions. Talking to them is useless; their level of awareness 

is too low. That’s what your lawyer is for—he serves as a 

mediator between you and them. Use him, but don’t be passive. 

Feed him your energy. That way, he’ll receive the input needed 

to act on your behalf. Persist. Don’t give up. Claim what was 

taken from Chloé—not out of revenge, but because it is the law 

of nature, striving for harmony and justice. Truth always finds a 

way, even if it’s a long one. Remember, it doesn’t matter how 

long it takes. Don’t wait for the outcome to live your life. You’re 

not dependent on it. Never forget that you, like all humans, have 

unique gifts to use in service of yourself and others. Sometimes, 

your mere presence is enough to uplift someone else." 

I let his words sink in.  

White Bull continues: "You feel trapped by the aftermath of 

the accident, and that’s how it was meant to be. You had to 

withdraw from your work, from everything that connected you 
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to the outside world. This was necessary to break old patterns 

and transport you to a different, safer terrain. You are well on 

your way to that new place—a place of deeper connection with 

the Source. Have a little more patience. 

As I said, look for what helps you feel independent of 

institutions like insurance companies. Use your talents. One of 

your tasks is to connect and share old and new stories. Listen to 

your inner voice—it will guide you toward your gifts and your 

mission. Be ready. Passport in hand!" 

It feels like my batteries are being recharged. I feel as radiant 

as I did after my last soul journey. Then Max and Jadred come to 

mind—but asking about them feels like it would break the spell 

I’ve entered. I now know I’m never truly alone. Maybe I’m meant 

to walk this life alone? But something inside me resists that idea. 

It doesn’t feel right. Because what about the voice that spoke after 

Chloé died? I gather the courage to ask. 

“Do you have any more questions?” 

“Yes,” I say. “As beautiful as the ceremony was, I miss having 

a partner. So far, I’ve made quite a mess of things. I really hope 

that in this lifetime, I’ll get to experience real love.” 

"I thought you wouldn’t dare to ask," White Bull replies. "Of 

course, a relationship like the one you desire is part of your path. 

Disciples—of which you are one—never travel alone, but in 

pairs. Don’t overthink it, not even the form it may take. It will be 

perfect for you. It’s your birthright and it will enable you to do 

your true work. Through this relationship, the beauty of your 

mystical self will be revealed. 

It’s not about fulfilling ego desires—although there may be 

room for that too—you will have moments of retreat in your 

shared sanctuary. But the essence of the relationship is to be a 

living example for the world, to show what is possible when you 

follow divine guidance alongside the demands of earthly life. 
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This relationship will demonstrate the potential of a mystical 

union. Your partner will, like you, have shed their burdens. 

When both of you are ready, you’ll delight in each other’s 

presence—just as you and I did during the last ceremony. Let 

God be the matchmaker. Trust Him with the timing. Know that 

it is impossible for you to miss each other. Isn’t that comforting 

to know?" 

“It really is,” I say with relief. 

"But it can only happen at the right time. You cannot force it," 

White Bull says. "And another thing—many people believe that 

serving the divine means a life of poverty, like monks or nuns. 

That’s an outdated belief. True service brings fulfillment, not 

deprivation. Those who embody the message of love will live as 

examples of abundance—not just financial, but total abundance. 

They will be living messages, showing how generous Spirit truly 

is. Others will look at them and think, 'If they can live like that, 

so can we.' And so love will spread." 

A silence follows. 

But then a burning question rises in me: “When I think of the 

priest’s defeated expression, I feel sad. It draws me toward Max 

again, as if that bond is reattaching itself and trapping me once 

more.” 

"That is the final temptation," White Bull says. "If you can 

resist this, you will have done what was needed to reclaim your 

power." 

“I don’t understand. What is the temptation?” 

"Feel into what it does to you when you sense that your 

direction is being dictated by someone else." 

Suddenly, I see the larger pattern. I fall quiet to absorb it. A 

whole chain of events appears—each one pointing in the same 

direction. 

"I see you’re starting to understand," White Bull says. 
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“It’s unbelievable,” I whisper. “Everything is connected. The 

accident, Freek, Mahmood, Chloé, and now Max. It began with 

Chloé giving up her power—her life. Even after living at court, 

she served in the House of Healing and became a pawn of power 

and manipulation. Her downfall was partly due to her own 

pride—and Jadred’s. I don’t know how I know this, but I just 

do.” 

"You know it because it’s bubbling just beneath the surface. 

You only had to reach for it—and now you have. Do you 

understand now what I meant when I said that your sense of 

obligation to Max is just a final temptation?" 

“I think so,” I say. “I’ve become so used to giving up my needs 

for others that I assume I must do the same for Max. But I don’t 

want that—so I broke the bond. It’s a strange reflex, especially 

since he’s not asking me to give up my life.” 

"Exactly. Let me summarize it for you. After a stormy time, 

you’ve pulled yourself back together. You now know that 

tightness—the feeling of entanglement with Max—comes from 

fear. Fear of others’ opinions, of abandoning your own needs, of 

being truly yourself. But that tightness drains your life force and 

makes you rigid and unreachable. This rigidity causes friction 

and shock. So you ended the connection—not because of Max, 

but because of your deep longing to live from your own inner 

compass. 

The blank sheet of paper and the fluttering leaves represented 

your many possibilities and desires. They showed you that you 

are free to shape your life." 

Silence again. I have enough to ponder. 

"We’re coming to the end of our conversation," White Bull 

says. "Remember this: thoughts are illusions; feelings are not. 

This distinction will help you stay out of the confusion that the 

mind can create. By making that distinction again and again, you 
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teach the mind who is captain of the ship. And it will begin to 

serve you loyally. Have your questions been answered?" 

“Yes,” I say. “Thank you.” 

"I thank you—for allowing me to be of service. For now, I send 

you love and eternal peace on your path." 

White Bull is gone, and Ian returns. He stretches like someone 

waking from a deep sleep. “What time is it?” he asks, glancing at 

the clock. “That late already.” He turns off the recorder and 

burns a CD of the session. 

 

On my way home, the priest’s broken face reappears in my 

mind’s eye. What was it with him? Why did he look so defeated? 

My thoughts start spinning again, but no thought brings me 

peace. 

“Sister, sister... why do you think you need to find the 

solution? You forget your friends—the invisible allies who will 

always do what’s needed. Trust.” 

I bow my head and feel the tension melt away. Just keep 

going. One day, it will all become clear. 
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Chapter 39  
The Queen, the Dream, and the Red Tape 

 
"Before the training starts, I still need to participate in four 

ceremonies, otherwise I won’t be accepted," says Anton as we 

search for a free table in our favorite café. 

"Our noble shaman suggested doing this in England. A few 

advanced students need to learn how to brew ayahuasca and 

guide ceremonies, and we’ve been invited to be guinea pigs. Any 

chance you’d like to come along?" 

"Sounds wonderful, but why have I been invited—and why 

am I hearing it from you?" 

"You were destined to meet each other," our shaman told me. 

"That’s why he asked me to take you along." 

"Destined?" I ask, surprised. 

"Strange thing to say, I agree." 

"It’s not meant as some romantic encounter, I hope? I mean no 

offense, but that’s not going to happen." 

"Good grief, I’d rather not! Me, with a woman?" 

"Glad we’re on the same page. I’d love to come along—now 

where am I supposed to find the money this time?" 

"If we take your car, I’ll cover the gas. And because we’re 

guinea pigs, you only have to pay basic costs for the ceremonies." 

"In that case, let’s go, dear." 

"Have you ever driven on the left?" Anton asks later, as our 

coffee and cake arrive. 

"Yes, don’t worry. I once spent six months in Oxford." 

"What were you doing there?" 

"Hiding from my husband." 

"Oh dear," says Anton. "Which one, by the way?" 



© Aowa Joy – House of Joy – houseofjoy.online 

Shared freely. Please mention the source when quoting.  213 
 

"Number two." 

"Did you leave the first one for him?" 

"No, that wasn’t it. The first marriage wasn’t based on love. 

More on mutual need. It didn’t work." 

"Got it," Anton says. 

 

"A person sure ends up in strange places," I say a month later as 

we drive through the rolling English countryside toward the tiny 

village in the middle of Devon where the ceremonies are held. 

"This area is the heart of English shamanism, did you know?" 

says Anton. "There’s a shaman on almost every corner here. It’s 

also one of the biggest power spots in the UK. Druids have been 

gathering nearby for centuries." 

"Really?". 

"I lived near here once, back when I worked for a bank in 

Plymouth." 

"You worked for a bank?" 

"Certainly." 

"That explains why you always look so proper." 

 

I feel like I’m going mad. My body is one big ball of agitation. 

Not a single muscle can relax. I toss and turn—staying still is 

unbearable. I curse my decision to serve as a guinea pig. The 

ayahuasca must be faulty. 

"My dear, there’s nothing wrong with the ayahuasca. You’re 

simply being shown something. Have you any idea how trapped 

you still feel? Have you ever considered why your body cannot 

settle?" 

"No idea." 

"What would you most like to do right now?" 

"Get up and leave," I say without hesitation. 
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"Exactly. But it’s not about this situation—it’s about the life 

you’re living." 

"Well, that’s no surprise," I say. "It’s miserable. I’ve been 

waiting forever for the insurers to pay out. It’s been six years 

since the accident. I’m poor as a church mouse, had to sell my 

house, live on benefits, and borrow money from my family." 

"But why are you waiting for that payout?" 

"Because I’m entitled to it—and without it, I don’t know how 

to move on." 

"That’s not a reason to keep waiting. That way, you keep 

yourself dependent and trapped. You’re handing over your 

power again. Take control—get to work—earn your own 

money." 

"Should I give up the legal case?" 

"That’s not what I’m saying, and it’s not the point. The point 

is that you take the lead in your own life—and you’re not doing 

that yet. Do you know the story of Alice in Wonderland?" 

"Yes, of course." 

"Do you remember what Alice says when things get too 

much?" 

"This is my dream, and I decide what happens." 

"Well said, don’t you think? You often consult the I Ching, 

which uses Tao as a guiding principle. You could compare the 

Tao to the rabbit hole Alice falls into. She tumbles in when she 

leans forward to see where the White Rabbit has gone. Then she 

ends up in a room with only one tiny door and a table with a 

little bottle on it. She examines everything but finds no way 

out—she’s too big for the door. Then she gets curious about 

what’s in the bottle. Eventually, she drinks it and shrinks. Now 

she fits through the door. From there, she keeps growing and 

shrinking to match the circumstances. She meets all sorts of 

people and creatures, each pushing her in a certain direction. In 
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the end, she faces the monster she must defeat to find her way 

home. She fulfills her life task by adapting and taking things as 

they come, without being overwhelmed. You could compare it 

to your mountain journey toward the light, the one you saw 

when you met your archetypal parents." 

The voice fades, and finally, I feel my body begin to relax. 

 

The next evening, I find myself standing on a hill outside a 

walled town. It’s cold. A thick blanket of clouds hangs above me. 

Dusk has fallen, casting the town in a grimy pink light. In front 

of me stands a thick, ancient tree. Around me, people. Beside me, 

the bailiff. A grim mood hangs in the air. Then I see my son 

hanging upside down from the tree. His hands tied behind his 

back. His worn trousers bag around his thin legs. His bare feet 

are ghostly white, and his terrified eyes fix on me. I am forced to 

watch. I’m not allowed to speak, not allowed to act. Despair rises 

in me. My poor eight-year-old son had only wanted to make sure 

we had something to eat. A cry builds in my chest. What kind of 

people are these? At least half of them are starving themselves. 

And I must watch the life drain out of my child as the darkness 

devours the day. 

Shaken to the core, I glance around the ceremonial space. 

Strangely enough, I know when and where this happened: early 

medieval Wales. But why did I need to see this? 

"This event left deep scars—and you haven’t yet processed 

them. Along with other experiences, it created your fear of 

authority and powerful institutions. It also caused you to close 

your heart. Since then, you’ve reacted coldly to people you 

perceive as powerful—or who, like you, have shut down 

emotionally. You long for warmth in your life, for someone to 

wrap their arms around you. But you carry a shield that repels 



© Aowa Joy – House of Joy – houseofjoy.online 

Shared freely. Please mention the source when quoting.  216 
 

the very warmth you seek. Become aware of this—and offer 

others the warmth you crave yourself." 

I hear the words, but the shock and pain over my son’s death 

rise with such force that I double over. The grief is centered in 

my belly, seeking release. At the same moment, my neck begins 

to stretch, my skull reshapes, and I rise up—until I am queen. 

Seated high on my throne, I look down at my subjects. I feel 

nothing for the crawling masses below me. I demand obedience. 

Disobedience means one thing: death. I don’t even blink as I send 

people to their end. I seem unaware that I am alone. That no one 

dares approach me. Power is my fuel. Loneliness does not faze 

me. 

I have no time to process this queen. A massive platter 

approaches. When it stops in front of me, a giant hand begins 

piling food onto it. At first, just a little. But the hand continues—

until the food is heaped so high I can’t see over it. Then the voice 

says: "Bon appétit." 

I look at the enormous pile and wonder what I’m supposed to 

do. 

"Bon appétit," the voice repeats, more firmly. 

"It’s way too much," I say. 

"Bon appétit." 

I pick up knife and fork and start eating, hesitantly. It tastes 

awful. Still, I go on until I’m stuffed. Then I set down my 

utensils. I feel nauseous. 

"Did you enjoy it?" asks the voice. 

"No. It was way too much. And I didn’t even ask for it." 

"Then why did you eat it?" 

"I didn’t want to offend you. You gave me so much good 

food." 

"Strange." 
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"It is strange," I say. "It’s insane to eat myself sick just to 

please someone else." 

The voice bursts out laughing. My cheeks burn. Suddenly, I 

hear someone sobbing. I look around. A woman lies weeping 

on the ground. I go to her and wrap an arm around her. She 

stops crying, lifts her head, and looks at me mockingly. Then 

she bursts into laughter too. I feel humiliated again. 

Then the phone rings. 

"Help!" cries a voice. "Help me! You must come!" 

"Of course!" I say. "Where are you? I’m coming!" 

But I’m too tired to get up. The phone rings again. I answer 

with effort. 

"Are you coming or what?" says the same desperate voice. 

"I’m so sorry," I say. "Of course I’m coming—where are 

you?" I stand up. 

Another burst of laughter. Furious, I sink back to the floor. 

Before me lies a letter. I open it and begin to read: 

 

Dear Ms. Ligteringen, 

You are receiving benefits. To determine whether you remain 

eligible, you are required to submit the following within one 

week: 

• All bank statements from the past ten years 

• Your current interest rates 

• Photographs of all your possessions, large and small, each labeled 

with a value 

• Your future inheritances 

• A description of your work capacity 

• A report from every doctor you have ever visited 

All documents must be submitted in quadruplicate and initialed. 

Sincerely, 

Your Opponent 



© Aowa Joy – House of Joy – houseofjoy.online 

Shared freely. Please mention the source when quoting.  218 
 

"Bloody hell," I mutter. "Not this too." 

I start to gather the paperwork. But one by one, friends, 

neighbors, and acquaintances appear—each asking something of 

me. As I try to get my files in order, I also try to give each of them 

what they want. 

"Feel," says a voice. "Feel. Tell me—what do you feel?" 

"I’m utterly exhausted. I just want to sleep or stare into space. 

I want silence and nature, nothing else. Instead, I run around like 

a rescue angel, too chickenshit to say no—fooled by pitiful 

voices." 

"Exactly," says the voice. As a reward, I receive a deep 

healing—and fall into a profound sleep. 

 

On the way back, Anton and I are silent. The English countryside 

passes us for hours, though I hardly see any of it. 

"So...?" Anton finally asks as we stretch our legs. 

"A very humble person walks here," I say. 

"Oh dear, what happened?" 

"I was once a monstrous queen. I think I sent hundreds, 

maybe thousands, to their deaths. I was like the Red Queen in 

‘Alice in Wonderland’: ‘Off with their heads!’ It rolled off my 

tongue just as easily. No wonder I had such horrible lifetimes 

afterward. And that’s not all—I have these ridiculously long 

antennae picking up every signal around me. Instead of 

thinking: not my problem, I think I have to fix it or help—while 

secretly thinking: bugger off. Awful. I’m deeply ashamed." 

"My dear, at least you experienced something and gained 

insight. Me? I just burped and puked. Buckets and buckets of it, 

for hours. If only I’d gained one insight that made me humble—

then fine. But I think I’m done." 
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"No! You can’t leave me to go on alone! Once you’re done 

puking, your curtain will lift too. You must be overflowing with 

emotions." 

"I have my limits," says Anton. 

"Well great," I say. " I'll think twice before I go to England 

again." 
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Chapter 40  
The Inner Beloved 

 
In the days after returning from England, I rack my brain about 

how to become financially independent again. I haven’t worked 

for years, my professional knowledge feels outdated, and my 

business is covered in dust. What on earth can I do? My 

manuscript is growing steadily, but I’m still far from satisfied 

with it. 

I think about something I recently read in The Prophet by 

Kahlil Gibran: ‘Work is love made visible.’ If that’s true, then real 

work must carry some sense of inspiration. But how’s my 

inspiration doing? When I write, I do feel inspired. But writing 

doesn’t pay the bills—not yet, and maybe never. When I think of 

my bank account, I physically shrink. 

"Come on, Joy," I say to myself. "If you measure your worth 

by your bank balance, you’ll get nowhere. By that logic, your 

empty account should inspire you to get to work—but that’s not 

love made visible, that’s fear. And fear immediately triggers the 

urge to seek security. You’ll end up doing some administrative 

job—which equals a one-way ticket to depression. Find another 

path." 

But fear’s got a grip on me. In a panic, I scour the internet for 

jobs, fill out application forms, and send my CV everywhere. 

Until I realize I’m just creating chaos. This isn’t going to work. I 

need to get a grip—and make a plan. 

Every day, I battle my fear. Whenever I feel ungrounded, my 

mind leaps into the void like a wolf on the scent. It drags me 

through a rollercoaster of schemes and leaves me dazed and 

disoriented in a jungle of imaginary solutions. 
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One evening, after yet another day of struggling and planning, 

I’m sitting motionless, staring ahead, exhausted, when suddenly 

Inanya appears in my inner vision. She’s sitting on a rock beside 

a deep ravine. A black shepherd dog rests beside her. A little 

farther off, there’s a wooden cabin with smoke curling from the 

chimney. She fixes her gaze on me. I stare back. 

"I’m going to teach you how to create balance within 

yourself," she says in the same tone the angel uses when 

speaking to me. "The first lesson is the simplest, but also the most 

important. That’s why you must practice it daily for a long 

time—until it becomes second nature. Here’s how it goes: Sit 

down. Close your eyes. Observe from which side of your head 

you’re perceiving. Where is your attention? From which side are 

you viewing the world? If you have to act, which side makes the 

decision? Start now and tell me where your attention is—and 

how you’re looking at me." 

I tune into my head and notice which hemisphere I’m using 

to perceive her. "I’m way over on the right side," I say. 

"Then you’re out of balance. Move to the center—and then 

look at me again." 

I do as she says.  

"This is hard," I say. "I feel like I have to tie myself down. 

Otherwise, my attention drifts right back to one side." 

"That’s because you’ve lost touch with your blueprint," says 

Inanya. "Every person has a life plan, a program embedded in 

their body—in their cells, their DNA, their chakras, their soul 

seat, and energy center. This program has one purpose: to 

attract exactly what is needed to fulfill your life plan. The more 

out of balance you are, the harder the program has to work to 

keep you on track. And the harder it works, the more obstacles 

and challenges appear. Most people fight their struggles instead 

of realizing these are soul signals. Pausing and understanding 
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your situation is the fastest way out of trouble—by finding your 

way back to balance. When you observe and make decisions 

from your center, you connect with a line running straight 

through the middle of your body. That line connects you with 

your Higher Self—your spiritual self—and that, in turn, 

connects to the Source, to all that is, to God. When you stay 

connected to that line, you’re in balance and aligned with your 

life plan and the Source." 

In the beginning, I’m always far off-center—listing like a 

ship in rough seas. 

"You’ll receive the next exercise only when you can find 

balance on your own," she told me last time. She’s watching me 

closely, tracking my progress with quiet attention. 

A few weeks later, she gives me the second exercise. 

"You’re still far from balanced," she says, "but you’ve shown 

that you can bring yourself back into balance—so I’ll give you 

the next exercise. This one helps you maintain that balance. I’ll 

teach you how to work with intention. Every human has 

intentions, but almost no one is aware of how crucial they are. 

When you don’t know what your intentions are, you become 

rudderless—driven by whims, thought spirals, expectations of 

others, and the demands of your environment. Your intentions 

are closely tied to your deepest longing. Nothing is more 

important than making conscious choices—and choosing to 

express the soul’s deepest desire.  

Force nothing. Force creates a counter-force. That’s turning 

against life, against divine love—and it leads to stagnation. 

Choose consciously. Don’t act from fear. Let yourself be guided 

by the moment. Stay focused on the soul’s wish—reflect on it 

daily. If you don’t know what to do, go inward. See your 

direction and your soul’s longing, and ask yourself: ‘What do I 
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need to do now?’ And then do that—even if that means doing 

nothing. 

Feel. Feel. Feel. Don’t project into the future. I’ll give you a 

simple exercise you can do each evening before sleep. When the 

moment comes to sleep, bring your body into the feeling of 

sleeping. Shut everything else out—allow only sleep. Your mind 

will try to distract you with thoughts. Don’t let it. Go back to the 

feeling of sleep. See yourself sleeping, feel yourself sleeping. 

Then tell your body to fall asleep and to wake up at the time you 

choose. Then get into bed." 

It works—if I can keep my mind in check. 

And when it does work, I sleep better, and wake up at seven 

instead of five.  

But my brain fights me hard—pulling me into worries about 

the next day, or what I "should" be concerned about. Then it 

demands that I come up with solutions—and before I know it, 

I’m wide awake for hours trying to meet its demands. In those 

moments, I have to resist the urge to fight. I must return to the 

"place of nothing," the space of silence, and reconnect with my 

intention. 

What’s still hard is discovering my soul’s wish—and not 

forcing myself to do things. I realize how often I pressure myself, 

or give in to all those nagging little voices that seem to come from 

every direction. 

Because of Inanya’s exercises, my job search fades into the 

background. But I do take the advice I received in England 

seriously. I decide to go see Han for I Ching guidance—because 

I still don’t know how to listen to my soul’s wish and earn an 

income at the same time. 

This time, Han uses his three coins. After six throws, he says, 

"You’re not going to make it like this. Find a simple job—

something just to earn money. See it as a start. After a year of 
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work, everything will be easier. You’ll be able to do what you 

truly love. But if you don’t do this, you’ll burn out again. Really, 

there’s no other way." 

I stare at him as if he’s committed high treason—trying to 

force me to do something that would kill my soul. 

Back home, I can’t make a decision. I don’t apply for anything. 

But his words linger. 

One day, while standing in a long checkout line, my eye falls 

on a stack of DVDs on the counter. First Mission, I read. A film 

inspired by a mission of Doctors Without Borders. I buy it on 

impulse—and watch it at home, riveted. 

A long-forgotten childhood dream rises up: I had once 

wanted to become a nurse in Africa. I did become a nurse—but 

that’s where it stopped. 

Within days, I arrange a coach, a refresher course, and a 

tropical medicine course for nurses—all funded by Social 

Services, which must have gone temporarily insane. 

I attend an info night at Doctors Without Borders, get even 

more excited, and apply. In a year, I should be ready for my first 

mission. 

The healing training with the shaman will have to wait. Anton 

won’t disappear—and surely Inanya will understand the 

importance of this. It’s time to return to the world. 

Africa: here I come! 

Plans come rushing in. First, I need hospital experience—

Doctors Without Borders insists on it. I’ll need to land a hospital 

job. Maybe I should do a short internship first—to get a foot in 

the door. The universe seems to agree: everything runs 

smoothly. 

Until the first obstacle appears—I no longer feel at home in 

the hospital. A growing resistance pulls me down. What’s 

happening? 
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I keep pushing through, until one night, Master Lao-Tzu 

appears. Lao-Tzu sits in a large armchair on a stage, a long, 

curved pipe between his lips. His wrinkled face beams at me 

with amusement.  

I bow deeply. 

He nods kindly. 

I want to remain standing—but I’m not done bowing. My 

body keeps folding forward. I bow again. And again. And again. 

Lao-Tzu watches, smiling and nodding. After a hundred bows, 

I’m allowed to stop. 

Exhausted, I sink onto my cushion. Just as I’m about to close my 

eyes, I see something bizarre: a nurse crawling into a matchbox. 

The box snaps. She crawls into another. That one breaks too. 

After a few boxes, her movements slow. She groans as she tries 

to squeeze into the next one. Her face twists with pain. 

Stunned, I watch. 

"Why are you doing this?" I finally ask. "Can’t you see you 

don’t fit in a matchbox?" 

She keeps going—leaving a trail of broken boxes behind her. 

Drenched in sweat, I bolt upright in bed—and immediately 

decide to stop my half-hearted efforts to rejoin the workforce. I 

don’t want to leave a trail of broken matchboxes behind me. 

That day, I’m furious at everything and everyone—especially 

myself. I feel like I’m back at square one. 

I make an appointment with Ian so I can talk to White Bull. 

 

White Bull begins with the usual question:  

"How are you?" 

"Desperate," I say. "I feel like a tiny boat on a vast ocean in a 

terrible storm. I’m being tossed about, and I have no idea which 

way to steer—if I can steer at all." 
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"My dear," says White Bull, "first, make sure you’re standing 

at the center of your ship. And remember how deep the ocean is. 

The storm only stirs the surface. In the depths, there is always 

stillness. Know that when you’ve lost your way and have no 

map, the stars remain. Feel the silence and peace within your 

own depths—and let the stars guide you. Drift with the waves. 

Don’t fear them. Don’t try to control them. 

You’ve left familiar shores behind—and you don’t yet have a 

map for the new land you’ve entered. You’ve been trying to use 

the waves to navigate—and you can imagine what that leads to." 

"I hadn’t looked at it that way," I say. "Now I’m doubting 

everything I’ve done recently." 

"Such as?" 

"My intention to return to nursing. To work for Doctors 

Without Borders." 

"When you first chose nursing, it wasn’t random. It was your 

soul’s way of finding expression—though at the time, you 

thought it was just your ticket out of your parents’ house. The 

light-being, the healer within you, found a perfect outlet in that 

choice. There’s nothing wrong with nursing again—or with 

working for Doctors Without Borders. You’d be excellent at it. 

And yes, you have the energy. 

But the restlessness and sleepless nights? That’s because 

someone is waiting for you to choose her. Your Beloved." 

"A beloved?" 

"Yes. Before you meet the companion destined for you—

before you can embrace him and walk the path together—you 

must first embrace the Beloved within. Her name is Creativity. 

When you serve her—and when the healer within you unites 

with her—you’ll truly express your soul’s purpose." 

"Can you please be more specific?" 
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"You can’t serve two masters. Ask yourself why you chose to 

return to your old profession. Is there still a trace of 

dependence—of seeking security? Isn’t this feeling of drifting on 

an endless ocean also rooted in your need for approval—your 

fear of trusting your own compass? Is this still yin without the 

leadership of yang? Imagine yang as your creativity and your 

healing force. What would you do if you let them lead you? 

When you let the light-being in you shine—when you let your 

Inner Beloved guide you—you will bring far more into the world 

than by rushing back to belong somewhere. Have patience. 

Listen to your Beloved. Your book is your baby. She’s still 

waiting to be finished. She’ll need a lot more of your attention. I 

sense she shares something with you—shyness, doubt about her 

worth. She needs your help to find her way into the world. 

And there’s something else. Don’t you associate writing—and 

everything around it—with poverty? Don’t you still believe that 

following divine inspiration comes at the price of scarcity? As 

I’ve told you before—that’s utter nonsense. When you resolve 

this inner conflict, you’ll be able to express your inspiration and 

bask in abundance. Yes, even millions. 

What you truly long for is a situation that allows you to live 

from inspiration. Create that situation—by making a deeply 

conscious choice. Whatever you choose, never serve two 

masters. Don’t invite poverty when choosing creativity. Your 

book is about serving spirit. It’s about spiritual guidance and 

healing. That message might touch someone so deeply they’ll 

want to help you bring it into the world. 

It might not hurt to return to nursing for a short while—just 

to get the money flowing. Remember, every human has a set of 

archetypes. The healer archetype can also express itself through 

nursing. If you take that job, imagine putting on the uniform of 
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the archetype at the start of your shift—and taking it off at the 

end. That way, you won’t have to give up your soul’s longing. 

Also: honor your feelings. Don’t push them away—they exist 

for a reason. Accept your current situation—it is what it is, and 

it’s also your own creation. And above all, know your true 

desires. Your desire is your intention—and therefore your 

compass. Your feelings are your radar. Your situation is the ship. 

Set your course by desire, navigate with your feelings, and know: 

you need a vessel to bring your dream to life." 

Filled with new courage, I ride home on my bike—and call 

Anton. 
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Chapter 41 
Head knows better 

 
"Mea culpa," I say the moment I hear Anton’s familiar voice 

again. "I am a foolish creature, and I beg you to forgive my 

appalling behavior. Let us fall on our knees before our shaman 

and beg him to accept these lost students back into his sacred 

graces." 

"Good heavens, Joy—are you still alive?" 

"Depends what you call living," I reply. "I feel more like a 

slave to fear and the tyranny of my inner manager." 

"Oh, darling, don’t worry—I’m no better than you. You’ll 

never guess what I’m doing these days." 

"Something dreadful?" 

"Worse. I’m working." 

"No, Anton—how could you have lowered yourself like that? 

Didn’t you start the healing training?" 

"No. I never got around to it." 

"Shame on you," I say. 

"Not feeling it," says Anton. 

"Okay, seriously now. Can I come over and try to convince 

you that we are utterly, hopelessly lost, and that now—before it’s 

too late—we must hurry back to the righteous path?" 

"I’ll open a bottle of wine." 

 

"I ask for permission to open this sacred circle. I ask for 

protection for everyone here so that the sacred work may be 

done in complete safety." 

Silence. 
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Twenty of us sit on the floor, our hands linked in a closed circle. 

It’s the first day of our healer training. Our shaman has his eyes 

closed, calling in the spirits to support us and guard the space 

from forces that don’t serve light and healing. 

A few hours later, I’m pinned to the wall. I can’t move a single 

finger. Around me swirls a group of healers from the Other Side. 

My head and body feel like a construction site. One by one, I hear 

the healers enter. A hatch is opened in my skull. One healer starts 

sweeping. Another comes in with a jackhammer. 

A third blows everything out the hatch by my right ear. The force 

builds to hurricane strength. 

How long the crew is at work, I have no idea. But eventually—

abruptly—it’s silent. Dead silent. I still can’t move. 

Suddenly, I feel the whole team move into my nervous system. 

Then the next job begins.  

Every few seconds, I feel a small tug. Schooz! A nerve is pulled 

and instantly replaced with a new one. When it’s in place—

zap!—a shock runs through, like it’s being wired into the circuit. 

My entire body is rewired in record time. 

Once it’s done, something opens. My hips feel ten times 

wider. Then they unfold—and I receive Chloé’s gifts, and those 

of the witch.  The feeling is so incredible, I dissolve into it. 

Time no longer exists.  I become pure sensation. 

After receiving Chloé’s gifts, something stirs in my cells. 

Memories bubble up like carbonation in a glass of cola. 

During her short life, Chloé wasn’t just a plaything of the 

pharaoh—she was also a healer in a temple. 

She held immense knowledge—not just about herbs, oils, hands-

on healing, dance, and music—but also about working with 

kundalini energy, the most potent force available in a human 

being. Dance, I now understand, was not meant to entertain. It 

was used to direct energy, to transform a space. 
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My passion for dance in this life is no coincidence—clearly, a 

memory of Chloé has lived in me all along. 

The witch’s gifts, too, are not small. Her energy is less refined 

than Chloé’s—but she is powerful and confident, and I suspect 

I’ll need both qualities in the time ahead. How I’m supposed to 

use all these gifts—especially after all my fumbling with jobs and 

careers—remains unclear. But I trust it will become known. 

My cells—or whatever’s doing the seeing—show me more of 

Chloé’s life with Jadred. They often worked together in the 

House of Healing, the ancient name for a hospital. These houses 

were always located in temples. Together, they achieved 

astounding results and gained enormous attention. People came 

from all over to seek them out. Even the royal court heard of their 

fame. But with recognition came jealousy. 

And hubris. They grew proud. They neglected their connection 

to the world of the gods. They forgot their gifts were not their 

own, but divine. They stopped giving thanks. And so fate turned 

against them. A few powerful priests seized the opportunity—

and set out to destroy them both. Divide and conquer. It worked. 

 

At the end of our first training week, during a night of 

celebration, I’m stunned to receive a vision of the future. 

Max is catching up to me. I see him inside a hut, taking part in 

an ayahuasca ceremony. He looks at me with an expression that 

says it all: Never in my life have I done anything this insane. 

And also: You didn’t see that coming, did you? 

No—I didn’t. This exceeds my wildest expectations. 

It seems he plans to compress four years of my inner journey into 

a single week. I panic—I want to warn him. But I can’t. 

All I can do is watch—and receive the signals he sends out. 

I keep watching. Max is glowing. It’s clear: he is where he’s 

meant to be. My heart bursts open. I feel joy radiating through 
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me. Then the image shifts. His girlfriend appears. 

Her intense gaze locks onto mine. She tells me she’s letting Max 

go. "I have to follow another path. I won’t be able to fulfill my life 

purpose with him." She looks nothing like the cold woman in the 

long dress I remember. In this moment, she seems kind, even 

noble. 

When I try to turn my eyes away, I sense that I can’t—not yet. 

I must thank her. Thank her for taking the trouble to tell me. 

Thank her for the courage to do what is right.  

Is this the time when Max begins his solitary walk in the 

mountains? Is this when he starts to hear the call of the light? 

And after that—will he come running after me? Even surpass 

me, like I saw in my vision of my archetypal parents? 

The rest of the night, Max keeps appearing. 

"My eyes hurt just looking at you," says Anton the next 

morning as we drive home. 

 

Back home, I open my laptop and write Max what I saw and 

experienced. 

The outcome is predictable. 

Max replies immediately with a short message: 

He would prefer not to receive these kinds of stories again and—

though friendly—asks me to stop. 

"You idiot," I scold myself. "Count to ten. Sleep on it. Listen to 

your wise old self, for God’s sake!" 

I call Anton. 

"Joy, you do realize you’re outside time and space during 

those ceremonies, right? The poor man has no idea—and 

suddenly you hit him with this bizarre tale. Of course he doesn’t 

want it." 

"Stupid, right? Unbelievably stupid." 
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"Yes and no. You’re impulsive—that’s also part of your 

charm. Maybe someday Max will appreciate it." 

"Or maybe never. His free will, after all. What am I supposed 

to do with this?" 

"I have no idea. On the one hand, I’m green with envy as a 

lonely old queen—and on the other hand, not at all. I can go on 

dates, but you probably feel like that’s pointless." 

"Exactly. You nailed it." 

 

For weeks, I’m torn. Joy and despair. 

Visions and confusion. Another storm of chaos. 

Then one morning, I wake with a memory. I get up, walk to 

the cupboard, and pull out the notes from my second visit to the 

astrologer. Saturn is slowly moving out of a very demanding 

position in your chart. But he’ll still be dancing back and forth 

for a while. It won’t be until next September that he fully moves 

on. During this time, you may feel truly alone. 

The outer world will continue to offer little support. 

Anything that no longer belongs to you—people, jobs, 

ambitions—will fall away. This is not to punish you. It’s to help 

you. If, during these difficult years, you’ve met a soul 

companion—someone with whom you’ve shared many 

lifetimes—don’t assume you must have a physical relationship. 

A deep spiritual connection may be enough. 

You do have free choice. But not so much that you can just start 

something with any nice guy. It must be someone with whom 

you can form a soul bond. As for the man you asked about: be 

grateful for his existence. He may support you more than you 

support him. It may be that he, not you, is meant to help. 

Ask him for help. 

The words hit differently now. I swallow hard. After what I 

just did, I can’t possibly reach out again—let alone ask for help. 
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And even if I could… what would I even ask for? Dear God, now 

what? 

"We could finally get back to work," says Head. "Time to be a 

nurse again. That’s the best option." 

"No way," I reply. "We’re following yang now." 

"Following what?" 

"Yang. My inner masculine guidance." 

"But—" 

"No ‘but.’ I’ve completely lost my way. I’m doing stupid 

things—and it’s your fault. You set me up perfectly. Oh, how 

noble it sounded: 'Let’s be spontaneous. Let’s share our joy with 

others!' Thanks a lot. And that whole Doctors Without Borders 

thing—your idea, right? Oh, it was a hit! Joy returns to work! 

Applause! 'It suits you so well! Perfect fit! You’ll thrive!' Yes, it 

was all lovely—until I started having nightmares. Until I became 

that nurse trying to squeeze into a matchbox. Until Max shut the 

door in my face. Explain that." 

"We have no money. We’re lonely." 

"True. But if we make conscious choices—and take 

responsibility—the universe gets to work with us. Instead of 

piling more misery on us. I forgot Inanya’s lessons. And all the 

others too." 

Head is quiet. But not finished. 

"Shall we move? We love nature. These row houses are awful. 

Out in nature you can concentrate better." 

"Not now. First, I need to finish my book—and decide how 

I’m going to support myself." 

"What about taking a course? We’ve got time." 

"No. Yang doesn’t suggest courses. Finishing the book takes 

time." 

"What are we going to do, then?" Head asks, clearly still not 

taking writing seriously. 
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"Write. And trust. That’s what we’re going to do. And watch 

the signs of the soul—wherever they come from." 

Head makes a skeptical face. Clearly, following yang feels like 

a very risky business. 

  



© Aowa Joy – House of Joy – houseofjoy.online 

Shared freely. Please mention the source when quoting.  236 
 

 
 
Chapter 42 
The Song of the Maiden 

 
“And then?” Sofia, just back from her rather extended sabbatical 

in India, looks at me tensely. 

“Girl, I need to recover first from all your stories. 

Unbelievable. But it’s a shame you’re going back again. I’ve 

missed you terribly.” 

“I’ve missed you too, but what came on my path over there is 

so beautiful, I have to go back. When you’re ready, come to India. 

The children’s home is doing well, but what we’re missing in the 

region is a medical outpost. Even if you can’t use your tropical 

medicine training for Doctors Without Borders, there are plenty 

of other possibilities, darling. Just come help me set up a small 

clinic.” 

“We’ll see,” I say. 

“Deal. But don’t keep me in suspense any longer. Start with 

Max, please,” Sofia says as she settles in. “I’ve become a hopeless 

romantic soul in India.” 

“Oh, so you did meet someone,” I say. 

“Joy, stop—your turn to tell.” 

“Sofia, Sofia, you’re withholding the most important part! But 

alright.” I start telling the whole story, until I get to the most 

recent discovery. Then I fall silent. Sofia looks at me expectantly. 

“What is it?” she asks, as I suddenly stop talking. 

“I thought I’d processed what happened two weeks ago, but 

suddenly I feel emotional after all. Strange.” 

I sigh deeply, swallow back a tear, and continue. 

“One morning—so this was two weeks ago, right before 

another week of healing training—I woke up with a very strange 
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feeling. I’d dreamed something important but couldn’t quite 

grasp the story. You know that feeling?” 

“Oh yes.” 

“All I knew was that it had something to do with Max. It 

became one of those fuzzy days and I stayed in that dream-like 

state. Then suddenly, out of the blue, I realized that Max had 

kept exactly to the agreement we made in heavenly spheres. 

Every time I wanted something from him or wrote to him about 

the soul journeys—where it turned out he’d been present too—

he would vanish, as if he flat-out refused to respond to my 

appeal. Eventually he got annoyed and asked me to stop sending 

him these stories.” 

“Hold on though, I do remember him sending you personal 

messages too.” 

“Yes, he did—except when I really wanted something. Think 

about my first attempt: asking him out for dinner, or those other 

subtle little nudges to truly connect. What he did do was offer 

advice when he thought I needed it. But beyond that, nothing. 

Every time I reached out—and thus lost my inner balance—he 

became like gelatin; I’d press into something soft that gave way. 

Are you still with me?” 

“It’s getting a bit more complex,” Sofia says. 

“This is the heart of it. Remember my first soul journey, where 

the Native American told me I wasn’t in balance, that my 

masculine and feminine sides were out of alignment?” 

“Yes, and later the part with that runaway yin.” 

“Exactly. Instead of setting my own boundaries, I looked for 

them outside myself again, meaning I didn’t listen to yang, my 

spiritual guidance. And Max, staying true to his soul agreement, 

refused to be that boundary. When I suddenly realized that, I 

also remembered what the voice thundered after Chloé’s death: 

‘To you, Jadred, I give the sword, and to you, Chloé, the 
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knowing,’ etcetera. It was meant as a lesson; I lacked the sword, 

meaning I struggle to protect myself and to discern what is and 

isn’t good for me. But in this life, that old karma—let’s call it 

that—is being resolved. Max isn’t just someone I made a soul 

pact with; he was Jadred. That’s why we have to help each other 

this lifetime. That’s why he wasn’t allowed to respond to my 

longings—because then I never would’ve started wielding my 

own sword.” 

“Incredible that you can suddenly see all this!” 

“Right? I suspect I had some serious help from my spiritual 

friends. And remember how I once complained about having to 

ride out like a noblewoman to serenade my knight beneath his 

window? I completely misunderstood that. I had to sing to 

awaken the heart of my knight. But that knight wasn’t Max—it 

was inside me. I had to become my own knight and sing my song 

for myself. That song turned out to be this book. Now that I 

understand, I can finally wield the sword, offer myself safety, 

and stop looking for it in the outside world. That’s why it’s also 

so important that I start earning my own income again, however 

I can.” 

Sofia and I look at each other. 

“Wow Joy, it really is like a fairy tale—and it all makes perfect 

sense. But if Max did exactly what he was meant to do, what did 

you do for him, besides driving him crazy?” 

“I’ve wondered that too. Maybe unconsciously I did 

something that awakened his inner knowing?” 

“That actually makes a lot of sense. Aren’t you also angry—at 

Max or at yourself?” 

“After I figured all this out, my first feeling was huge relief. I 

felt truly free. Right after everything clicked into place, I had that 

same sensation I felt after that stunning ceremony where White 

Bull brought me into the realm of light—so utterly free and 
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happy. But after a week, something else began to surface. I 

started sleeping badly again and felt worse by the day. Then I 

realized I was angry. That’s when the dam burst—I cursed and 

raged for hours. Angry doesn’t even begin to cover it; I was 

furious. Because what Max did was unconscious. But on a 

conscious level, he must have known something was going on. 

And on that level, I do blame him—for being like gelatin. It took 

me four years to discover this. Did it really have to take that 

long?” 

“Apparently yes,” says Sofia. “You know, if Max had 

responded, you would’ve simply turned around and gone on 

with your life. You would’ve never discovered what you just did. 

So be grateful Max didn’t respond; he truly served you. Maybe 

he even did things that were whispered to him, against his own 

better judgment. What I wonder now is—how about all those 

predictions Maria made? Have you thought about those?” 

“Of course. I just don’t understand them anymore. Until now, 

everything she said turned out to be true. So I’ve made an 

appointment with her.” 

“Are you still really confused by all of this? How do you now 

distinguish what’s real from another self-made mirage?” Sofia 

asks. 

“When I got so angry at Max and started wondering how I’d 

ever be able to tell truth from fantasy again, Inanya came to the 

rescue. She said: ‘Feel, feel, feel—and never project into the 

future. By feeling, you’ll know what’s right or wrong, and by 

feeling, you can make fitting choices. That’s how you create 

what’s truly right for yourself. Your heart is your only 

compass—by following it, you follow the stars, and that’s how 

you find the path to permanent freedom. That’s when you 

become your own knight and a safe foundation is born. When 

that’s in place, your enemies will melt away like snow in the 
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sun—because they no longer serve you. As long as you need 

external boundaries, you need adversaries. Take care of yourself, 

and the universe will take care of you.’” 

So now I practice daily just feeling, and try not to create any 

images of the future. Not easy, I can tell you. Luckily, Inanya 

appears regularly to remind me. 

Sofia stands up. “Come on, we’re heading into town. I’m 

treating you to a delicious dinner.” 

 

In the middle of the night, I wake up. In my dream I saw a book 

from my own shelf and a page number: 115. Like a sleepwalker, 

I shuffle to my study and find ‘Enchanted Love’ by Marianne 

Williamson. I bought it after meeting the head commissioner of 

the restoration committee. I read and read, and write down what 

moves me—in my own or borrowed words. One sentence 

boomerangs right back at me: ‘If a man you want doesn’t come, it’s 

time to mourn—but not time to tug on his lapels. There’s only one 

reason why he’s not coming: he doesn’t want to.’ 

“See?” I say. “That’s what I thought too—so please keep him 

away from me during ceremonies, please, please!” 

I crawl back into bed and struggle to get warm. 

 

The next day I reread a few passages: 

‘I don’t want to trick you, outsmart you, or manipulate you. No! What 

I want is for you to win me over—wholeheartedly. I am not your 

mother, your teacher, or your therapist. So for now, I’m stepping out of 

your life. Make your own choices. Be free, as free as you can possibly be, 

because love is a freely flowing energy, and a relationship is its worldly 

vessel.’ 

I nod. Yes. That’s it. I want real love, a man who chooses me. So 

back into mourning it is. I shout to my invisible friends: 
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“Please keep all messages and visions about Max away from me 

as long as he has no interest in me—please!” 
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Chapter 43  
The Anchor and the Moonlight 

 
It’s painfully early. The streets are deserted and the city is quiet. 

I park my car in front of Sofia’s little house. Before I can ring the 

bell, she already opens the door. 

“Coffee first?” she asks. 

“Yes, please,” I say and breathe in the smell of freshly 

brewed coffee. 

“No regrets?” I ask. 

“Not in the slightest. I can’t wait to be back.” 

“Is he picking you up?” 

“Of course.” 

“That’s wonderful,” I say. 

“Your time will come too, Joy. It’s bound to.” 

“I know,” I say. “It just takes a little long.” 

We drink our coffee in silence. I feel heavy. Not just because 

Sofia is leaving again, but because of everything going on in my 

life right now. Tomorrow my next 24-hour shift starts. As if she 

can read my mind, Sofia asks: “Are you enjoying your work?” 

“Not really. It’s very demanding, and my heart just isn’t in it 

anymore. That alone makes me feel guilty toward my patients. 

Dying is so final, and everyone around that person should 

approach it with respect and care. I can hardly bring myself to 

do that anymore. It’s physically too heavy for me, which means 

I pay less attention to the real needs of my patients. After a 24-

hour shift — even when I manage to get some sleep — I’m so 

drained it takes me days to recover. And just as I start feeling 

human again, it’s time for the next round. The only benefit is the 

money. At least I’m no longer financially dependent on my 
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family. That’s why I keep going for now, as long as I can handle 

it physically. Another upside: now I’m sure my soul wants 

something very different than working as a nurse.” 

“Well, that’s already something,” says Sofia. 

“Three more days until the fourth week of the healing 

training begins,” I say. “I’m really looking forward to it. Every 

time I come back recharged, able to deal with the real world 

again for a while.” 

“Glad it’s so nourishing for you. Who knows, maybe it’ll 

lead you to your true purpose.” 

“Let’s hope so,” I say. “Come on, time to go. Got everything? 

Passport, money, clean underwear, your sexy lingerie to delight 

your man?” 

Sofia laughs and waves her passport at me. 

 

Once again, we sit in a circle on the ground, ready to begin the 

fourth week of training. Just like in the previous weeks, the 

shaman asks for permission to open the sacred circle and 

requests protection for our work. Then we’re introduced to this 

week’s theme. 

“Healing must always be given with love. The energy of 

unconditional love carries a high resonance, which helps lower 

energies leave the body once they’ve been released. Living 

wholeheartedly, with love and enthusiasm, offers the best 

protection and allows your vital energy to fully express itself. 

This week we’ll focus on the heart chakra, on love — especially 

unconditional love — and on healing our own hearts and the 

relationships that matter most to us.” 

After an hour of theory and questions, we prepare for the 

evening ceremony. 
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Like monstrous psychedelic tentacles, multicolored beams with 

sharp hooks rush toward me. They try to invade and latch onto 

me, never to let go. I stare at these creepy, octopus-like arms in 

horror. Each one seems to be linked to an old relationship. One 

is Bas. Another is Mahmood. Yet another is Freek. In between 

them, a few smaller arms dig in just as firmly. 

“Cut the cords, seal your leaks, and take care of yourself, 

yourself, yourself, yourself,” a voice echoes suddenly. 

“How?!” I yell, trying to rise above the echo. 

“Stop pleasing, seducing, sugar-coating, abandoning your 

own needs. Live from the inside out. Choose friends who bring 

you joy, find work that makes you happy, don’t do things that 

don’t serve you, cut your hair the way you like it, wear the 

clothes you love. Never underestimate how any relationship can 

shape your life. Do what makes you happy — then you stop 

leaking energy.” 

“Well that’s easy,” I say. 

“Let’s see just how easy it really is.” 

I burst into wrenching sobs. I cry my heart out over every 

lost love, until I’m nearly collapsing from exhaustion and 

Anton has to practically carry me to bed. 

“I’m in mourning,” I sob. 

“I can see that,” says Anton dryly. “Cry it all out — the 

sooner it’s over.” 

 

On the second day, I can hardly breathe. A tight band wraps 

around me, forcing me in a direction I don’t want to go. My arms 

are pinned to my sides, my head is tilted back. Slowly, an 

overwhelming force pushes me forward while something at the 

end of the tunnel pushes me back. Panic rises — my own mother 

doesn’t want me! A thick, foul substance surrounds me. Soon my 

face is smeared with it. Yet I’m pushed forward through the 
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tunnel, slowly inching toward the end. Suddenly, my head pops 

out through a narrow opening. Someone grabs me. I scream in 

terror. 

 

The next day, I lie down first to receive a heart chakra healing 

from my assigned partner.  

“Do you have someone specific in mind? A relationship you’d 

like to work on?”  

“Yes,” I say, “his name is Max. And it must be an absolute 

mess — full of misunderstandings, false expectations, 

disappointments and frustrations, from this life and others. 

Please clear it all out, so I can continue on my own, clean.” 

“Here we go then,” says my partner cheerfully. “Close your 

eyes and just let it happen. I’ll do my best.” 

At first, everything is calm. I feel myself drifting, my lower 

chakras gently being cleaned. But as soon as my partner gets 

close to my heart chakra, something grabs me and drags me into 

an ambulance. I sit, invisible, on a bench inside. A stretcher is 

pushed in. On it lies Max. 

“No time to think,” a voice shouts in my ear. “It’s five to 

twelve — for both of you.” 

The ambulance is in chaos. Max is being hooked up to 

machines, someone injects something into his IV, another pumps 

air into his lungs. The vehicle starts moving. I recognize the 

streets of Amsterdam. But then things go wrong. Total chaos. 

“Center yourself,” the voice shouts again. “You are his 

anchor. Center yourself!” 

I try. I focus on Max, unconscious on the stretcher. Suddenly 

someone yells “clear!” and shocks his chest. Instantly I fly with 

Max through the universe. Again: “Center yourself! You are his 

anchor!” 
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Back in the ambulance. Another “clear!” Another jolt. This 

time I spiral through darkness full of strange figures. Panic rises 

until I spot Max — spinning, lifeless.  

“Take his place,” says the voice. “Only through you can he 

return.”  

With all my focus, I return to the ambulance. “Take his place, 

now, before it’s too late!” I pour all my attention into Max’s body. 

The doors open. We’re wheeled into the hospital. Suddenly I’m 

back in the ceremonial space, confused. I open my eyes — my 

partner is still working — and I’m immediately pulled back. I 

close my eyes again. Max lies pale and still in an ICU bed. He’s 

in pain, and no one notices.  

“My heart hurts too,” I think. “Is it breaking? Is this why it’s 

five to twelve?” 

“No,” says the voice. “You’re feeling his pain.” 

I scan Max’s body. His heart, his neck, his head. He’s 

misaligned on the bed — no wonder he can’t relax. I begin to heal 

him, straighten him through thought, place a huge sphere of 

light around him. 

“That’s enough. He needs rest now,” says the voice. I return. 

 

Later that evening, after all the sessions are done and we’re 

working individually, I hear the voice again. 

“Go back to Max.”  

I do. This time I remain outside the ICU, behind a glass wall. 

“It’s time to sing the pain free,” says the voice. “Use the A-

sound in F. Feel where and how long it needs to vibrate.” 

I sing. I scan. As I sing, my own heart chakra begins to 

tremble. Tears pour down my face. Max lies still, ghostly pale. 

Suddenly I know: it’s done. I can stop. I look at his quiet body 

one last time, then turn around and leave. 
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“I don’t get it, Anton,” I say later. “I had really let him go. I 

was focused on my work and my writing — and suddenly I get 

yanked by the hair into an ambulance to help Max.” 

“I don’t know either,” says Anton as we sit together. “There 

really seems to be something between you that defies logic. My 

advice? Stop trying to figure it out. Don’t draw conclusions. Just 

accept it.” 

I nod, but I’m worried.  

“Come on. He was still alive when you left him. And he’s 

being watched over. Remember what your guides told you? Noa 

and Mehemet are looking after him.” 

“Yes, you’re right.” 

“Do you think what you saw was the past, the present, or the 

future?” 

“I have no idea. Or was it an illusion?” 

“Doesn’t sound like one. Why would your soul create 

something like that? Besides, ayahuasca doesn’t leave room for 

ego-trips — it cuts right through to your essence.” 

“Unless I have such a clever ego that it found a way to 

manipulate the journey…”  

“Let’s really hope not.” 

 

Soft snoring drifts through the room. I’ve been lying awake for 

hours, staring into the dark. I can’t stop thinking. I’m deeply 

worried about Max.  

“Joy, are you asleep?” whispers Anton.  

“No. Can’t sleep.”  

“It’s full moon. Want to come outside?” 

Moments later, we’re sitting on a big swing beneath the moon 

and the stars. In moments like these, I feel both tiny and eternal. 

“I’ve been thinking,” says Anton. “What if that heart failure 

wasn’t literal, but symbolic? You, as Chloé, once abandoned him 
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— maybe even broke his heart. That wound could still be 

healing, even now.”  

“That’s possible. Though it feels far-fetched. What now?” 

“There’s nothing else you can do. Just wait. Time will show 

you.” 

We rock gently under the stars.  

“I’m getting cold,” I say.  

“Time for sleep then,” says Anton. 

Back in bed, one thing is clear: I understand absolutely 

nothing. 
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Chapter 44 
“Your time has come” 

 
It’s the final evening. Although the events in the ambulance still 

linger in my mind, the intensity has subsided. Everyone in the 

group is dressed in their finest clothes for the ceremony. The 

musicians are in place and the shaman is stirring the ayahuasca. 

We open the circle and cleanse the space and ourselves with 

sage. There’s a sense of excitement in the air, because tonight’s 

ceremony will not only be a festive one, but we’ve also asked the 

spirit to reveal our worldly task to those who are ready. 

I whisper an extra prayer, asking that it may be revealed to 

me as well. The musicians begin to play and we go one by one to 

the shaman. When I sit before him, he looks at me with a big 

twinkle in his eye. 

“Pay attention, Joy,” he says. “Your time has come.” 

I stare at him, surprised. He’s usually the least talkative of all. 

This is getting interesting. I walk back to my spot, smiling. My 

time has come. That sounds promising. 

We spend the next hours dancing and singing. I’ve almost 

forgotten what the shaman said when I feel someone tap me on 

the shoulder. I turn around in surprise, but no one is there. Then 

I hear a voice. 

“My name is Tithua, and I have been following you for some 

time. At last you’ve come to a halt so you can hear my voice. 

Listen carefully. I come from an ancient lineage of storytellers.  

At a certain point in time, the world became engulfed in 

darkness, and people lost the ability to hear our stories. But times 

are changing, and the stories are once again seeking their way to 

the hearts of humankind. You will be the one to tell these stories. 
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You will write them down and share them with the world. Use 

every means your time offers you. Follow me, and I will take care 

of you. You will receive everything you need. Abundance will 

come into your life, and your partner will stand beside you. 

Always listen to my voice. 

But I will only speak to you once you have rested. Only when 

you are truly rested will I call upon you. From that moment, 

follow the signs. Listen only — truly only — to the soft voice of 

your heart. That is where I will leave my messages. 

Remain your own master. Resist temptation. If ever a moment 

of doubt arises, stand still and listen — listen to the gentle and 

kind voice of your heart. It cannot be heard above the noise of 

the ego. So whenever you hear a loud voice, know that it cannot 

be the voice of your heart. Something is trying to lead you astray. 

It must be truly quiet inside. Remember that well. 

This is the task you gave us permission to place on your 

shoulders — and to which your whole being said yes. If you 

follow me, your heart will open to the abundance of love and 

support that will come your way. Go now.” 

Stunned and yet deeply joyful, I listen to the voice of this 

woman. 

 

The next day we sit in a circle to close the week together. 

“Have you ever asked yourself what the point is of taking a 

healing training?” the shaman asks. “Or are you all planning to 

open a practice?” 

There’s a brief silence. 

“There’s been much speculation about the significance of the 

year 2012, which the Mayan calendar marks as the end of an era. 

All sorts of doomsday scenarios have circulated, and the wildest 

ideas have been shared. Until recently, the Mayans themselves 

remained silent. But a Mayan elder has now spoken and left a 
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message for the world. By now, most people are aware that major 

changes are indeed happening on Earth. Not only are we seeing 

a rise in natural phenomena like earthquakes, volcanic eruptions, 

and extreme weather, but there’s also an extraordinary amount 

of solar activity. Massive solar flares are happening, and they’re 

increasing. These flares affect satellites, which in turn disturb the 

safe navigation of aircraft. That’s why I’ve decided to take a 

break from the training. I don’t want to be separated from my 

family. But I won’t leave you empty-handed. I’ll pass on the 

message from the Mayans so you understand how important it 

is to continue what you’ve begun in this training. You are not 

dependent on me. Five of my most experienced assistants will 

continue to organize ceremonies regularly, here and elsewhere 

in Europe. Join them whenever you can and remember that you 

are part of the growing Sacred Circle that is active around the 

globe.  

Now the message. You can find the full message online, so 

look it up. The essence of what the Mayan elder said is this: ‘A 

physical pole shift will take place sometime between now and 2015.’¹ 

He looks up from his paper. “Edgar Cayce predicted this too, and 

even pointed out where the new poles would appear. Scientists 

confirm that a physical pole shift is always preceded by a 

magnetic one. The Earth’s magnetic field is already weakening 

— which explains why whales, who follow the ley lines, are 

washing ashore, and birds are getting lost and showing up in the 

wrong places. Airplanes are also affected. Scientists now expect 

a magnetic pole shift could happen at any moment, as the 

magnetic field has become increasingly unstable. What we do 

know for sure is that the last physical pole shift occurred 13,000 

years ago. According to modern science, such a shift takes less 

than twenty hours to complete.” 
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He returns to his paper. “The Mayans say they remember both 

pole shifts that science has confirmed — and they survived both. 

According to the Mayans, during the last shift, millions of people 

died unnecessarily from sheer fear. They say that during the 

upcoming shift, there will be thirty hours of darkness in which 

you won’t be able to see anything — not even the stars. The 

Mayans emphasize: it will be thirty hours, not three days as is 

sometimes claimed. If you stay calm, those thirty hours will 

simply pass, and afterward, you’ll find yourself in a new world. 

Everything around you may look completely different. You 

might suddenly find yourself near one of the new poles or near 

the new equator.  

They stress that there’s no need to prepare physically. The real 

preparation is inner. How that looks is different for everyone. 

Follow your heart. There’s no reason for fear. The pain of 

thousands of years is ending and making way for a new world. 

And what does this have to do with your training? That’s simple: 

it is the task of all members of the Sacred Circle — of all healers 

who have returned to Earth — to support the people around you 

during this period so they don’t die from fear. That is the main 

reason you are here. That is one of your most important tasks.” 

A profound silence fills the room. I can almost hear practices  

being metaphorically closed, plans changing, and a collective 

shift in awareness taking place. The shaman’s words clearly 

strike a chord. 

 

Later, I’m driving home next to an unusually silent Anton. I 

glance at him now and then. He’s far away. But something begins 

to dawn on me. ‘You two were destined to meet,’ I hear the 

shaman’s message echo through Anton again. It’s as if Tithua is 

tapping my shoulder once more — and pointing to Anton. 
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“I’ve come to say goodbye, Maria,” I say once I’m sitting in 

my familiar spot. “And to thank you for all the hope and support 

you’ve given me throughout the time I came here.” 

“I thought as much. And it’s about time,” says Maria. “When 

you walked in, I saw you standing in front of a room in a 

stunning long red dress. I’m pretty sure I’ve told you that before. 

You’ll have more than enough to do for the rest of your life. Trust 

that everything is unfolding exactly as it should. Know this: your 

heart’s wish will be fulfilled. Don’t doubt it for a moment.” 

We talk a little longer. At the door, she gives me a firm hug 

and says, “Your time has come, Joy. While you still can, rest as 

much as possible. Soon you won’t have many chances left. I 

know you also need to earn a living, but don’t work more than 

absolutely necessary. It’s not needed. Make the transition 

practical, conscious, and creative. Trust, trust, trust.” 

Moved, I say goodbye. 
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Epilogue 
A Homecoming in Silence 

 
The first part of this journey doesn’t end with a full stop, but with 

a breath. No final word, no conclusion — only the silence after 

the storm, in which something new begins. 

What unfolded here was not a story with a hero and a plot. It 

was a peeling away, an awakening, a falling and rising. 

Sometimes like a prayer, sometimes like a scream. I sank. Into 

memories that belonged to no time, into dreams that felt real, 

into pain that was mine — and not mine alone. And again and 

again, a whisper came. A hand in the dark. A voice saying: keep 

going. 

 

The healers this book refers to are not helpers from outside. They 

are old souls. Souls who once made a promise to return to Earth 

in this time. Dreamers of a forgotten world. Bearers of a memory 

not yet fully awakened. 

 

In this first book, the signs have only just begun to show. Old 

patterns cracked open. The body began to speak. And among the 

rubble, voices could be heard — not a single guide, but many. 

Whispers from other realities. Encounters with people who 

appeared, briefly pointed the way, and disappeared again. 

This was just the beginning. More layers will be peeled back. 

More worlds will reveal themselves.  

But first: rest. Integration. And perhaps a re-reading — for the 

words may change, depending on where you are. 

 

Thank you for walking with me this far.  
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Perhaps something stirred in you. Perhaps it only made you 

quieter inside. That too is a sign of homecoming. 

 

We continue. But first... a pause. A deep breath. A bow to all that 

has already been healed. 

The return has begun. 

With Love, 

Joy 

 

 
 

If a book has meant something to you and you would like to give 

something back, you are welcome to make a voluntary contribution. 

You choose the amount. Thank you.      

Bank account (IBAN): NL68ASNB 8844 211327 

BIC/SWIFT: ASNBNL21 
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