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Foreword


After the first book Silent Wings of Courage (in German Weil Flügel auch leise wachsen) remained something open. Not like a gap – more like a space. A quiet in-between space that one cannot fill, but only enter.


This book is written for that space.


For the time of farewell that sometimes knows no words. For the hours between hope and knowing. For those who accompany. For those who leave. For those who stay behind – not because they are stronger, but because they are still here.


And for the dragon who doesn't fly. Who doesn't fight. But wait. Beside the bed. In the wind. In the last glance. Of the days that follow.


This is not a book about the end.


It's a book about remaining. Still. Like you.


L’eyo









This book accompanies differently


In this volume from Silent Paths series (Leise Pfade), L’eyo (pronounced Ley-Jo, i.e. Ley – like Hey and yo like Yo) and the dragon guide you – through images, voices and in-between spaces – through decisions, loss and inner movement. Not chronologically. Not explanatory. But gropingly – like memory.


You will find:


– Theme chapters with real and inner scenes


– Reflections & poetic afterthoughts


– Quiet in-between spaces…


…to leaf through, to linger, to skip ahead. And to keep what quietly echoes within you.


And as an optional add-on: Impulse cards – runes, chakras, symbols – rituals, stones, gestures – impulses to take with you…


Shop: https://artworkandspirit.de









About Me – Stefanie Schöneich


The Frequency Worker | Artwork & Spirit Author and Transformational Coach




	Certified in Planet Code®, Spiritual Healer, THEKI, YAMURA, REIKI


	Developer of the Schöneich Method for supportive clothing


	Course Instructor for my own patterns (Triangle & Wing)


	Author of 6 books and 4 card decks


	Many years of experience in energy work, frequency guidance, and personalised coaching programmes
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Who is L’eyo?


L’eyo is a figure, but not a heroine. Not a saviour. Not one who gives answers.


She's someone who became too quiet with herself. Who waited a long time – not for others, but for a moment of permission.


She carries no plot – she carries memory. Not the great turning point, but the small remaining when everything inside her wants to leave.


L’eyo meets the childlike part in herself, the mute self, the urge to lose herself. And the dragon who doesn't fight, but simply remains still.


Whoever follows her enters no adventure – but an inner place. Not easy. But true.


L’eyo is not the story. She is what is felt in the spaces between.









What is the Dragon?


An archetype: He could stand for inner strength, for primal trust, for the soul itself.


A silent companion: He doesn't speak. But he remains when everything else leaves.


A soul-space: Not acting, but holding – like the space you give to the reader.


Perhaps even the immortal part of us: the part that doesn't die, but waits, transforms, carries on.


And that is exactly why the title is so powerful:


The Dragon in the Quiet remains –>


while someone dies–>


while someone grieves–>


while someone remains–>


while everything changes.


He's no figure with dialogue – he's a quality, a quiet heartbeat beneath the story.
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1: The Knight


Sometimes something begins


not with a first step –


but with the moment before.


The moment at the edge.


Where everything still seems possible.


And nothing can be held any longer.


This chapter is not about falling. it's about gravity before the fall. About the tension in your chest. About the silent question: What if it happens?


It meets the person standing there – with a cup in their hand, a sentence in their head, and a knight who doesn't move, but holds still.


Perhaps the dragon is just fog. Perhaps Thursday is just another day of the week. But perhaps it's the day when everything could change.


Or begin.


The Moment at the Edge


She was too early. Or too late. The corridor was empty, only a nurse hurried past with quick steps and gave a fleeting nod.


L’eyo had kept her coat on, even though it was warm. She held on to the thermos flask as one holds on to a thought one doesn't want to think.


In the room: Silence. Not peaceful. More like a space that is no longer being asked for. The person in the bed – pale, the forehead cool, the gaze somewhere between two worlds.


A fleeting twitch of the eyelids. No greeting. No recognition. But she sat down anyway.


For minutes – perhaps hours – no one said anything. Sometimes one doesn't move because every shudder would feel like a lie.


L’eyo didn’t know whether he sensed that she was there.


But suddenly it struck her: It no longer mattered.


She didn’t have to explain anything. Not thank. Not reconcile.


She was there. And that was enough.


For a moment, she thought he was breathing more calmly. But perhaps it was just her own rhythm that had changed.


Then he lifted his hand. Only a little. A tremor, a stretching, an invisible thread.


She placed her hand next to it. No pressure. Only closeness. And there was no message. No last sentence. Only the warmth of a gesture that doesn't want to save.


They stayed like that. Until dusk outside. Until someone quietly opened the door, cast a glance – and left again.


In this silence lay everything: What wasn't said. What couldn't be done. What nevertheless was.


Afterwards


The days had no names anymore. Only colours: Grey. Paler. White. And sometimes light – but only very briefly, like when someone forgets to close a door.


L’eyo often stood for a long time in the kitchen, doing nothing. Not out of paralysis. More out of: I’m still here.


She didn’t arrange routines for herself. But she began to hold on to small things: the warm towel on the radiator, the sound of water in the glass, the place in the book where she never read on – and yet opened it anyway.


The afternoons were the hardest. When no one calls.


When even the birds only make sounds, but offer no company.


Sometimes she put out two cups. Not because she thought someone would come. But because the absence needed a place.


And the dragon?


He wasn't visible. But when she closed her eyes, she sometimes felt him at the back of the chair. Like a hand that does nothing, but knows everything.
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