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PREAMBLE


The dimensions of reality shift with the aim to explore new priorities in order to reorganize themselves Everything seems possible, but it cannot be implemented here or now. Many things are no longer valid, but sometimes the new has no form yet, not even in the imagination. At the same time, this situation results in a slight confusion and an extreme openness to everything that may offer new prospects.


And so, it can be that a situation arises out of the blue that seems to resolve all doubts and uncertainties in the world in an instant. All questions are answered before they are even asked and unfulfilled yearnings are released. There are solutions to problems that didn’t even exist before. Solutions that have never been thought of and sought after.


The Maya, the world of deception per se, is falling apart. It falls under the strong striving of humanity to create a new reality because the old one is not in-human. Everyone wants something different from what they have or who they are. The many wishes, projects, goals and geographical relocations long for a new beginning with more fulfillment, freedom, space and a wider horizon than the one that is currently available.


Man has discovered that he has rights and claims and that he can be happy or even should be. However, the intention is still blurred, the implementation is unclear, but the striving is all the more intense. Where shall I go from here? How and with whom? Even the dreams you don’t allow yourself expand your longings outward into the world. Those which are still buried deep in the subconscious and for whom the right words have not yet been found. With their ghostly, unconscious outlines they paint their naive pictures on the walls of the metropoles, and they are dragged along by vulnerable passers-by to their most intimate privacy.


In this atmosphere it is easy to get into a fascinating situation, where wrong opportunities creep into our lives. Like the advertising that you don’t need, the useless survey, the senseless, unwanted gift that surprises you on every corner. They are promising and blind the client. They are unable to keep their word, because they have no real content. They are based on illusion and consist of foam of foggy, addictive desires. Behind the dazzling veil of their offers of miracles hide deception and lower motives.


So you are warned. And now, hold on and stay clear about your intentions and priorities. Stay true to yourself no matter what happens. And follow your heart before being fooled. Always remember your human values and your noblest intentions.


Welcome to the „fake world” of illusion. You have the map ready and your ethical travel intentions and you will accompany me to Normandy.


This is where I go rather spontaneously. I’m in this slightly confused phase. A little disoriented but full of energy and striving. I’ll be gone soon, even if am not sure of the why and what for.




A SPONTANEOUS DECISION


My motives. The trip. The arrival. My father’s condition.


I have a strong need to interact with a spiritual person. In exuberance I call Pierre-François. Immediately and without hesitation he replies that I can come any time since he is now retired. When I ask him to reserve a room for me at the Bed and Breakfast in the village where I stayed the last time I visited, he reassures me that I can have my own room in his home. Everything sounds perfect.


Even if the deeper motives for my visit to Pierre-François are unclear, I have a few wishes: for example, I would like some clarification as to my path in life, more clarity in my vision and more differentiation in the diverse talents and events that life offers me. I’m actually in a major transformation phase. The transformation that was announced to me at the end of the 21 days of the Light nutrition process, and which should last a couple of years. For example, I would like to know: „Are there any preliminary steps that I could take right now?” This is the type of questions which I would like to ask him. I would also like to have one or two lessons with Pierre-François and maybe even a treatment, and maybe a trip to a place of power.


I am inventive, I always have 1000 ideas, inspirations, projects or suggestions.


Pierre-François had stammered something when I mentioned that I did not know exactly the why and what for my visit. But acoustically I didn’t understand what he meant. Maybe he had an idea about the background of my decision, a new development or a new method of working which he wanted to share with me, I thought.


I have known him for the last 12 years as an author, first of all through one of his books. I contacted him and discovered more of his writings. I would argue they broadened my horizons. They have confirmed, deepened and enriched my knowledge and my work in the spiritual field. Pierre-François’ practical, down-to-earth implementation of subtle methods impressed me the most. In addition, he has a wide range of knowledge which he can combine in various ways.


I visited him three years ago, but most of our contacts are in writing and on the phone, several times a year. He is always short, but highly concentrated, clear and targeted in his statements. I rarely have had the impression that we misunderstand each other. Despite a certain coolness in his way of expressing himself, compassion and kindness can always be felt. However, he always seems to keep a certain distance between himself and others and himself and events. I value and trust his professional manner and personal wisdom.


The trip is running (properly and) according to plan. The frisking and the modern „X-ray” device at the airport annoy me.


Electronic progress has just brought about a device that penetrates and bombards the entire body, together with its subtle energies, with pathogenic rays.


How can you be so naive and ignore the rays as one of the causes of physical and some mental illnesses? Just because you can’t see them with your bare eyes. These frequencies are measurable scientifically and also with other methods, and above all you can feel them. In theory, manufacturers should know exactly what they are doing, don’t they? Who is responsible? Who is hiding behind the big companies that make these devices? I would like clear and unambiguous answers and names instead of the usual ramblings: everything is absolutely safe and only in such small quantities anyway. Countless, unnecessary so-called „small amounts” constantly add up to a pathological overdose. „A very small amount of intelligence” is necessary to observe how radiation affects not only the health but also the quality of life of people, animals and plants. There is no need to be an „expert”, nevertheless you have to have the ability to recognize connections. Above all, you need the courage to see through the lies and to point out the truth. This topic also has to do with deception, together with arbitrary misleading as well as with the convenient ignorance and also the art of suppressing. Above all, however, the whole thing is ubiquitous, because it guarantees large sales and satisfies the greed of certain people.


The fact is: I don’t want to have to stand in front of the super-scanner. The employees (who spend the whole day surrounded by these rays) can take their old, handheld devices out of the drawer. A controller standing around makes a derogatory remark about my refusal. It is obvious that my behavior presses certain buttons on him.


This time I am not being tested for „explosive device traces” like the last two checks at the airport. Yes, you read it right. I had to laugh out loud! I like to mix essential oils in my bathroom, make flower essences, lubricate my body with natural oils, but I have nothing to do with explosives. Nevertheless, everyone is assumed to have a low motive. Everyone is under suspicion. Fear your neighbor like you fear yourself. Fear yourself, and above all make sure that you do not develop independent thinking. This is how to get negativity out of people instead of reminding them that they are the guardians of the earth and that solidarity and trust are essential for a healthy social life. Instead of reminding them that they are light beings in human bodies, he is to become frightened, threatened, made angry and kept small.


Actually, you are kept as small as you allow others to belittle you. In the meantime, I have found out that you can request a so-called „alternative control” at the airport. Hand control is not much better, but maybe here or there it sends an impulse, a consideration/hint to reconsider things, so that the routine is disrupted by a short break and a pause for thought.


During the flight I complete the list of topics that I would like to discuss with Pierre-François. I am very happy to talk to a spiritual person about personal issues as well as about the latest world-changing currents.


I would like to mention that I have booked the cheapest flight. But it has the disadvantage that I have to spend a whole week in Normandy, which is unusually long for me. My visits are always short and sweet. This stay will therefore be exceptionally longer, namely an entire week. Who knows what it’s good for?


On the evening of my arrival I stay in a guest house in Rouen, because there are no further connections to the village, where Pierre-François will pick me up at the train station tomorrow.


Conscientiously, and as we have agreed upon, I write a message the same evening to announce my exact arrival time. Thereupon, slight doubts arise in me: „Will he read the SMS in time?” Yes, he does, even if he never replies to it. We had once agreed that I could contact him, if I seriously needed help or fell ill. So I should trust him. Or should I rather give him a call? I think back and forth and finally suppress my fluctuations.


However, a strange mood arises in me. Should I look forward to the week? There is some uncertainty in the air. But with a spiritual person like Pierre-François, the exchange can only be enriching, I tell myself. Otherwise I can go for a walk in the nature - his house is very remote, - translate my book or borrow a few books from him, because I remember that he has a large library.


When I arrive by train, there is nobody waiting for me. It is a small village in Normandy and the train-station is outside the center. Firstly, I curb my impatience and wait. There is no bus going where Pierre-François lives.


It is very warm and sunny, which is unusual for this area. It is rather known for its overcast sky, wind, gray clouds and rain. I am dressed accordingly with a thick, warm rain-jacket and hiking shoes. I insist that I am ready for all types of weather and never have to cancel an excursion because I have not taken along suitable clothing. But that’s an old cliché. With the climate change, the area has become much sunnier. It is a surprise for me in this area that I know well from my childhood: the weather is and remains very warm all week. Well, I shall have to adjust. I was expecting different temperatures. It is not so bad. However, this fact throws an interesting pattern, comparable to a spider web, on the events of the coming week. This announces the unexpected.


While waiting I think of my father who is dying. His passing away takes a long time. He has had Alzheimer’s disease for years. I find it difficult to reach him telepathically during the slow physical - etheric - astral degradation. Right now, in this phase of divesting himself from the physical aspect, I am specifically trying to send him courage, strength and love. Above all, he needs security. I want him to feel hugged and provided with everything that is needed on the way to the afterlife. I talk to him and hold him gently and softly in my arms and at the same time I am strong and protective. The unobtrusive presence, the accompaniment, which allow freedom and self-determination at the same time, are appropriate here. I am there, you are not alone, everyone is around you, the ones you know in this world and the ones who will be welcoming you hereafter. The non-intrusive presence, the accompaniment that allows freedom and self-determination are always appropriate and especially now with these important steps. I do not have the impression that my father perceives my subtle presence. It makes me feel a little sad. However, I know that it is essential to continue to give him comfort and confidence.


I think of all the people I accompanied before during and after the death process: my mother in particular, the many patients and the many people who visited me briefly but so clearly when they left the earthly dimension, for example my grandmother, my old family doctor, and so on.


I am deep in my thoughts. The sun warms me in a pleasant way, time passes, but nobody appears at the station. I call Pierre-François on his landline. In fact, he only uses his mobile phone to make rare calls. That would not be favorable at all in an emergency, where I would need his help urgently. Why did he agree when I made the suggestion to text him for help in an urgent situation? He could have refused and said that he rarely uses the cell phone.


I had made it clear that I would announce my arrival as soon as I was in Rouen, the day before. „Stop with your accuracy, your reliability, your thorough explanations and reasons” whispers my inner voice. I am a bit stubborn and straightforward. We are now in the country of spontaneity, flexibility, „Oui, oui as you like”. I have to adjust not only to the unusual weather, but also to the local customs.


I am now sitting on a lower wall so that I have an overview. There is no one far and wide, anyway. Images of my first visit come to my mind. At that time, Pierre-François was very masculine and dynamic. „That is clear”, I thought. „He also has an influence of the element fire in his horoscope. Just like me.”


When we first met, I had the strange idea that we had or would have a passionate relationship.


In reality it was obviously not the case. On the other hand, he was very professional and very focused, just like in his writings. I considered these qualities a positive asset. As a teacher he was good but very dogmatic and basically only read his notes. I like to teach with a lot of exchange and innovations. For me, teaching is like a journey of discovery, that always keeps you creative and curious and always offers highlights. I don’t just want to share facts, I like to weave in examples, insights, current events and true stories. I value a lively way of teaching with a fair share of passion, not just food for the intellect.


I’m finally glad that he is picking me up.




FIRST DAY


House and garden. The daughter. The unfortunate marriages. My own room. The landowner.


I immediately recognize his aura and that of his car. I jump straight down from the wall, pack my sweater, jacket and suitcase and meet him with my hand outstretched. He takes my hand but pulls it towards him to kiss my cheek. Last time we met, we shook hands, so that now I am a little bit astonished by his reaction. „Relax and be a little more flexible now”, I tell myself quietly. I notice that I have not yet landed in France. I am still stiff, stubborn, polite and correct. I naturally have a tendency to these characteristics and I feel at home in the German-speaking countries, where I live and where I am constantly traveling. There you need a little more time to get closer. Apparently, I have to change my mode to the French way of life as soon as possible.


On the way to his house, I explain to my host that I have been a breatharian for 18 months (See my book: „Light Nutrition – My new life as a breatharian”). I do not eat solid food but I feed on Light and drink liquids (water, tea, coffee with honey as required). We easily exchange views about small things.


When we arrive, his neighbour briefly needs his help. I wait next to the car and have a look into the garden. Everything is neglected. A noticeable greyish mood envelops me. Three years ago it was early summer, but it was raining, so I didn’t notice much of the garden. Now I find that the garden is huge and borders on a forest and a meadow.


I follow Pierre-François into the house. Immediately a depressive atmosphere descends upon me. I turn around and look outside again where the sun is shining. But grief and resignation prevail in the house.


On the other hand, my host is very easy and communicative. He explains that his daughter also lives there in the back of the house. Each one for her- and himself, but there is a door in the kitchen that connects both apartments, which means that she visits him several times a day. I get an overview of his plans for the next few days and the assurance that I can stay as long as I want. He has a fixed program for himself only on one specific day. Otherwise he is retired and has a lot of time. I am grateful for his hospitality.


Shortly thereafter, his daughter Véronique emerges from the door. She tells her father about the latest home news. Among other things I hear, that she has taken in a young man who has been released from the psychiatric clinic. He shares Veronique’s apartment with her two children. He is a good friend’s nephew. She is very altruistic and has a lot of compassion, which is admirable. However, I imagine this living together as not entirely unproblematic. I trust Pierre-François to be in command of the situation and that he may treat the young man. I also feel a certain curiosity on her part. She wants to know what kind of woman is in the house now. She makes a pleasant impression on me, but she seems very burdened by fate.


I stand in the background and let the two talk to each other. The house is neglected inside as well as outside. The heaviness feels even denser in the house than in the garden. It depresses me all the more. I have antennae that immediately inform me about the atmosphere in the surroundings. There are layers on top of layers of everyday worries and desires (that lie on top of each other). I hear arguments and accusations, but everything is suffocated and muffled. This ability to scan moods in rooms is part of my clairvoyance, but also part of my professional background. As a nurse and as a ward nurse, I was immediately able to determine in the department how neat, how positive or how punctual the work flow was, whether an emergency had occurred, whether there was a gross delay or lack of staff, and so on.


An overwhelming density hangs in Pierre-François’s house. More specifically, it feels like a depression that someone is only partially able to control. He treats himself, I suspect, because he has healing abilities and he has written several brochures on different healing methods. Coins and stamps as well as albums and special literature on the subject lie on the wooden table. The library on the other side of the living room is well organized, and many coin and stamp albums are sorted on the shelves in alphabetic order. The rest is old, neglected, sometimes even really dirty. Everyday habits that automatically repeat themselves over the years fill the large room. The objects that collect a kind of emotional patina with every movement, with every repeated action are witnesses depending on whether the person handles the object with joy, gratitude, altruistic thoughts, or takes it in his hands with frustration, selfishness and absentmindedness. Our thoughts, our feelings and actions, our whole constitution leave energetic traces which settle in the ether, in the walls, in the rooms, in the buildings and are kept there for eternity. Even if they no longer exist, the vibration in the ether persists in these places. Doesn’t this knowledge make us more careful when dealing with our surroundings?


Pierre-François has lived in this house for thirty-five years, as I will find out later. Everyday life has taken place here with different partners over three decades. Particularly difficult relationships prevailed longest. This kind of persistence is foreign to me. I have always moved a lot, from one country to another, and I kept getting rid of things. Through these frequent changes, a material minimalism has installed itself in my life, as I am often driven by the urge to start all over again and again.


Pierre-François’ stability is beneficial to the creativity and productivity that he has developed over the years. It has been of benefit for him in writing the numerous books and booklets and in his active work as a teacher. On the other hand, the accumulated energies of this house are evidence of the long private suffering that has shaped his various marriages.


Immediately after my arrival and our first tour around the large neglected garden he starts telling me about his unhappy marriages. The women were problematic, he says. He also shares intimate details about these women, which I don’t appreciate. Even though I agree to listen to the stories about his private life, I don’t feel so close to hearing personal preferences or difficulties from third parties, namely his ex-wives. It is also not the right time: I have only just arrived, and we only know one another through spiritual and esoteric work. Our relationship is purely professional, and I am amazed at the way my host is sharing his private worries with me. I have a certain respect for these women, even if I don’t know them, out of personal dignity and out of female solidarity. I wouldn’t appreciate it, if a former lover blabbed out about my sexual behavior.
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