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When a man blames the heavens, the heavens remain silent.

When he begins to listen to himself, they answer.

Everything that seems like punishment

is, in truth, a call for healing.

For man must realize that he is only the surface of the ocean,

while real life happens beneath the waves,

where silence becomes a language,

and where every thought gives birth to reality.

––––––––
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From the Author

Consciousness and the Subconscious. Two voices of one soul that dictate the path of destiny.

Through my practice, I have understood that people rarely live consciously. They move not where they truly wish, but where the invisible programs of the mind lead them. Consciousness may appear to hold the steering wheel, yet the road is laid deeper, within the subconscious, where fears, habits, traumas, and ancient vows dwell, passed on as inheritance through generations.

I am convinced that what we call fate is merely a dialogue between our consciousness and our subconscious. One lives in light, the other in shadow, but both serve the same purpose, the awakening of the Soul. Consciousness speaks loudly, it persuades, analyzes, argues. The subconscious whispers, softly, persistently, through dreams, recurring events, and sudden realizations. When they cannot hear each other, life becomes a chain of coincidences. When harmony appears between them, a miracle arises, what we call healing.

Sometimes I feel that the world breathes with me, and every breath is a conversation between consciousness and subconsciousness. One speaks in words, the other in silence. One builds plans, the other keeps the secrets we once placed within it. And our whole life is a dance between them, a game of light and shadow, memory and oblivion.

When I guide a person deep into their subconscious, I see not just memories emerge, but codes, messages, programs written at the moment of fear, love, expectation, or pain. There, in those layers, lies the reason for everything a person calls destiny. We often seek the guilty in others, calling it “the curse of heaven,” yet it is merely the whisper of our own mind that we have forgotten to hear.

For many years I have walked this path, through regression, hypnosis, and hundreds of soul stories that allowed me to glimpse where destiny is born. There are no punishments there, no coincidences, only programs created by humans themselves, out of fear, love, pain, and ancestral memory. I have seen how the subconscious preserves every word spoken in the mother’s womb, how it governs our reactions, our choices, even the body. And I have seen how consciousness can change it, when light enters it.

Consciousness is the architect, the subconscious is the builder. But if the architect forgets the plan, the builder continues to raise the old walls. So people live in houses built of fear, resentment, and guilt. My task is to return to them the blueprint of their Soul, to show that in these walls, windows can be opened.

Consciousness is fire, it acts, creates, directs. The subconscious is water, it flows underground, nourishing everything that grows. When they are divided, a person loses balance, but when they unite, light is born. That is where healing begins, that is where a person remembers who they are.

Every hypnosis or regression session is a return home, to the moment when the Soul first said, “I want to live.” And each time a person realizes that they are not the product of pain but the creator of their worlds, a new light is born within. This is not mere psychology, it is the alchemy of spirit.

We have been taught to fear the subconscious as if it were an enemy. But it is our guardian. There is no malice in it, only infinite memory, memory that can be rewritten with love. Sometimes, to hear it, one simply needs to become silent. Then the shadow stops frightening and begins to speak.

This book is not about curses. It is about awareness, about reclaiming one’s inner power, about the ability to love even those parts of oneself that were once rejected. It was born from my work as a hypnologist, regressionist, healer of souls, from meetings with people who allowed me to touch their memories, feel their fears, and turn pain into understanding.

In “Heaven’s Curse,” we will speak of the programs that live within us since childhood, of patterns absorbed in the womb, of words that became laws of destiny. We will see how thoughts create bridges and walls, how the subconscious need not be subdued but heard, and once heard, it leads us toward freedom.

May these pages become a mirror in which you recognize yourself, without masks, without fear, without illusion. And perhaps, for the first time in a long while, you will hear not a curse, but a blessing of the heavens, resonating within you.

Consciousness and subconsciousness are the two wings of one Soul. And when they unfold together, the human being finally takes flight.

This book is not about a curse, but about awakening. “Heaven’s Curse” is a metaphor for the way we humans create our own destiny while attributing it to forces outside ourselves. But the heavens do not punish. They wait. They wait for us to stop blaming them and to look within, where the true Creator resides.

––––––––
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Alla Panacea

Hypnologist, Regressionist, Healer of Souls, Author of books about the Soul and its Healing

November 1, 2025
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If this book touches your soul, allow the other stories to do the same.

Continue the journey through the whispers of time, meeting yourself within the pages of Alla Panacea’s books:

“The Whisper of Panacea’s Soul,” “Whisper of Souls,” “Whisper of Shadows,” and the new book “Heaven’s Curse.”

Each of them is a living breath of Souls that remember more than they tell.

© 2025, Author Alla Panacea
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Chapter 1. 
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The Curse We Create Ourselves

Sometimes fate feels like a verdict falling from the sky, like an arrow shot by unseen hands. But if you listen closely, you’ll realize, it speaks in your own voice.

Consciousness and the subconscious, two halves of the same reality, carry on a quiet argument. One says, “I decide.” The other whispers, “I remember.” And somewhere between them, the illusion of punishment is born, the so-called curse people speak of when life seems to turn against them. In truth, life only repeats what we once declared, through thoughts, emotions, and unspoken fears.

Every day a person casts small spells. Some are made of words: “Nothing ever works out,” “I can’t,” “Nobody loves me.” Others are made of feelings, shame, guilt, fear. All of them become lines of code, and the subconscious treats them as divine law. It doesn’t judge, it doesn’t argue, it simply obeys. It cannot tell truth from lie. It believes whatever is spoken with emotion. That’s how we create our own “heavenly punishments” not from above, but from within.

I remember a woman who came for hypnotherapy. Her life was collapsing, relationships, career, health. When I asked what she felt each morning, she said, “Another day, another fight.” That phrase lived inside her like an old prayer to suffering. Under hypnosis, she returned to her youth, to the moment her strict, silent father told her, “Life is a struggle, remember that.” And she did remember. Her subconscious, loyal and devoted, took it as law. It built a world where love, joy, and rest could only come through pain. When we changed that inner script to “Life is breath, I can receive with ease,” her body relaxed, her eyes softened. A week later she said she’d woken without fear, for the first time in years. That’s how curses dissolve, by rewriting the words that built them.

I’ve witnessed hundreds of such stories. One man feared happiness itself, because “after joy, pain always follows.” His mother used to warn, “Don’t rejoice too soon.” Those words became a lifelong taboo against joy. In his subconscious, a law formed: Happiness is dangerous. He rejected love, success, even his own desires. During our session, tears came when he realized he wasn’t afraid of pain, he was afraid of feeling too much. When he finally said, “I can be happy even when life is imperfect,” something in him shifted. His breath deepened, his face softened. In that moment, the ancient vow melted, the curse turned to light.

We think consciousness rules, but it’s only the surface of the ocean. The subconscious is the deep,filled with forgotten emotions, unspoken thoughts, childhood decisions like “I’m not enough,” “I must be strong,” “I don’t deserve.” Those decisions become the architecture of destiny. And then we wonder why life repeats its patterns, unaware that the same old melody still plays inside.

We call it karma, fate, or divine trial, but it’s simpler than that. The subconscious forgets nothing. It keeps returning us to the same lesson, not to punish but to heal. Every repetition of pain is an invitation, to listen, to awaken, to forgive.

In trance work, people often see symbols: a door, a lock, a river. These are messages from the subconscious. One woman saw an old bridge over muddy water. “It’s my fear,” she said. I asked her to walk across. “It’s shaking,” she whispered. I told her, “Say to yourself: I choose to trust.” The bridge became steady. It’s not metaphor,it’s how the inner world functions. Change the belief, and the reality shifts immediately.

Most people live on autopilot. Every word, every emotion builds new neural paths, energetic trails of destiny. The more often we repeat the same phrases, the deeper the path becomes. To step out of it, awareness is the only light.

Some clients tell me, “I understand everything, but I can’t change.” Understanding lives in the mind, but the program lives deeper. Until the two meet, nothing truly changes. When a person feels instead of just knowing -“I created this”- power returns. Because if I created it, I can also transform it.

The word curse hides an ancient truth, it comes from vow. A curse is simply an old promise: “I’ll never love again,” “I’ll always pay for my mistakes,” “I must be perfect.” Those oaths turn into iron chains, and only awareness can melt the metal. When a person whispers, “I revoke this vow, I choose freedom,” the body responds. Breath deepens. The eyes clear. This is not magic, it’s the alchemy of consciousness.

At the end of each session I remind them: the heavens don’t punish. They reflect. The world is a mirror. If you see darkness, it only means light is behind you. Turn around.

Consciousness is direction. Wherever you look, energy flows.

Ask yourself: What words do I speak about myself each day? What thoughts do I repeat in silence? They become the laws of your life. There are no coincidences, only echoes of inner conviction.

There is no outer judgment. Only an inner voice,one that condemns, or one that heals. And you choose which one will speak.

The Final Whisper from the Author

If you feel the sky is silent, it’s not because it has forgotten you. It’s waiting,for you to stop whispering guilt and begin speaking love. A curse is only love disguised as fear. When you recognize it, it ceases to wound and begins to shine. Remember: you are not a punishment of fate, you are its continuation.

You are the one who can turn a storm into dawn.
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The Illusion of Control. When the Mind Hinders the Soul

Sometimes a person believes that control will save them. They build walls of plans, schedules, fears, and “right” choices so that life cannot surprise them with pain. But in this attempt to protect themselves, they become a prisoner of their own logic, forgetting that the soul does not live by the rules of the mind.

The mind is a brilliant tool. It creates cities, science, music, and language. But when given full power, it turns into a tyrant. It cannot stand uncertainty, distrusts silence, and fails to understand tears without reason. The mind seeks answers, while the soul seeks meaning. The mind wants proof, the soul, confirmation of inner truth.

I often see how the mind becomes the very wall that separates a person from happiness. In hypnosis, people accustomed to control everything resist first. They are afraid to let go. They fear that if they stop thinking, the world will collapse. But at the moment the mind steps back, the miracle begins, the soul finally speaks.

Once a woman named Marina came to me. Her life seemed flawless, a successful career, a perfect home, a precise schedule. But inside, there was emptiness. Her first words were: “I don’t feel anything. I live like a program.”

During hypnosis, I saw her inner image, a glass figure, transparent and restrained, with a tiny spark glowing at its core. Every time I asked her to feel, her mind immediately stepped in: “I can’t,” “I don’t know how.” So I said,“Let’s not try to feel. Just allow yourself not to know.”

Those words became the key. She cried, for the first time in years. The ice beneath the glass cracked. Later, in trance, she saw herself as a little girl standing before her mother, who said: “Don’t cry. Tears are weakness.” That’s how her control was born, as armor against shame.

We returned to that moment, and she, the adult, embraced her younger self, allowing her to feel. I watched the mind grow silent and the soul finally exhale.Control is born from fear. We fear chaos because we do not trust life. But life is the flow itself, and the one who tries to hold back the river drowns first.I remember a man who kept repeating: “I must be strong. I must stay in control.”

His body was tense, his muscles hard as stone. Deep in the session, he saw himself on a ship in a storm. He gripped the wheel, trying to hold the course, but the waves still carried him away.

I said, “Let the water carry you. Don’t steer it.”He released his hands, and the ship didn’t sink, it simply drifted where it was meant to go.When he emerged from trance, his eyes were full of wonder:“For the first time, I felt peace, even though I controlled nothing.”

The illusion of control is the illness of the modern mind. We try to manage emotions, people, destiny, even spiritual growth. But while we keep managing, we forget to live. The soul does not grow under command, it blooms in freedom.

Every time someone says, “I can’t relax,” it’s the voice of their soul. It whispers, “You’ve been a guard too long. Be a child, just for a moment.”

Sometimes, in hypnosis, I ask clients to imagine that they stop thinking, simply breathe. Many panic, as if their identity disappears. Yet in that disappearance, the true self begins to appear. The mind is noise, and the soul is the silence between sounds.In the philosophy of ancient mystics, it was said, “Only the one who surrenders can be free.”

Consciousness is the captain, but not the sea. It can choose direction, but not command the wind. When we stop fearing the current, it begins to serve us. Control never disappears completely. It matures, becomes like a caring father who guides without suffocating. True strength is not power, but trust.

I often think the world will heal not when people learn to think faster, but when they learn to feel deeper.

The Final Whisper of the Chapter from the Author

Allow yourself to let go. Life is not against you, it is with you. When you stop fighting the current, the water carries you to the shore. Where the mind surrenders, the soul begins to sing. And the song of the soul always sounds like silence, in which miracles are born.
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The Echo of the Womb. Memory Before Birth

Every Soul enters this world through the gates of silence, through the mother’s womb. A place where words do not yet exist, but where the first music of life already plays. There, everything is vibration, breath, the rhythm of a heart, and the memory of the Universe.

We are used to thinking that life begins with the first cry, but in truth, it begins with the first response.When a Soul chooses its body, it already knows where it is going. It feels the pulse of the future mother, the taste of her emotions, the color of her thoughts. Everything she feels becomes its first program for perceiving reality.

In one hypnosis session, I saw the Soul of a woman who was about to be born standing by a stream of light. It was being pulled toward the Earth, but it hesitated. “Why don’t you want to enter?” I asked.“She’s afraid of me,” the Soul replied. That Soul could feel the fear of its mother, her silent cry: I am not ready.The child was born anxious, carrying an unconscious fear of being unwanted. All his life, he sought proof that he could be loved.

The subconscious remembers even the vibrations of thought. It records every emotion of the mother—joy, guilt, anxiety. When a woman cries in silence, the fetus hears her not with ears, but with cells.

The mother’s body is the temple where the Soul first learns to feel. If fear resonates in that temple, the child accepts it as a law. If acceptance vibrates there, the child enters the world believing that life is a blessing.

Once, a man came to me suffering from chronic fatigue. He didn’t understand why life always felt heavy. Under hypnosis, he saw himself not as an adult but as an embryo. Darkness surrounded him—not peace, but tension. His mother’s heartbeat was irregular, as if fighting.“I’m scared to be here,” he said softly.

Later, he told me that his mother had been deeply stressed during pregnancy and had considered ending it. That thought remained as a vibration within him, a program whispering: I shouldn’t be here.

After his healing sessions, he told me:“For the first time, I feel I have the right to live.” The echo of the womb is not poetry, it is cellular memory. Our muscles, our nervous system, our breath,all carry the imprint of the first environment we ever knew.

If the mother felt guilt, the child grows with a need to “repay” life. If she lived in fear, the child learns to hide emotions, afraid to hurt others. If she loved, the child carries that vibration as the key to trust.
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