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True stories that show that Everything, absolutely Everything IS possible when we connect to the Unknown!
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I love hearing from my readers, so please get in touch. Whether you have questions, feedback, or something you want to discuss, I look forward to hearing from you.

Connect here:

My website: https://www.balancingalovinglife.com/

Email: findbalancebylovinglife@gmail.com

Instagram: @lovinglove333

YouTube: FindBalanceByLovingLife

https://www.youtube.com/@FindBalanceByLovingLife

May your life be a symphony of magic, where each chapter unveils wonder, spells, and extraordinary adventures...
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Defying Gravity:

[image: ]






	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Jumping from a Second Floor
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From a young age, I had a natural ability to sense energies, spirits, or something inexplicable and invisible. I also had a gift for knowing things, and when I was alone (which was most of the time), I would hear and sense things that made me feel really scared. There were moments when I even felt a ghostly touch on my arm, even though no one was there.

As you can imagine, I started to hate being alone. But the more I resisted it, the more it showed up—almost as if it were chasing me, teaching me something I wasn’t ready to learn.

One Saturday afternoon, with my mom and grandma working and my two sisters out with friends... 

You’ve probably already guessed it: I was home, completely alone.

I vividly remember the moment; it was around two in the afternoon. I was standing by the bedroom door, brushing my hair, when I was startled by a familiar sound. It was the metal sheet at the top of the stairs leading to the rooftop that was being moved.

That sound had a distinct, metallic echo. We used to place that heavy metal sheet over the end of the stairs leading to the rooftop to block access and prevent animals, intruders, garbage—or even rain—from coming in. In our neighborhood, houses were so closely packed that rooftops were practically connected. If your house didn’t have a third floor, that sheet was your only barrier.

Any time someone moved that metal cover, it was unmistakable. And this time was no exception. This time was no exception. I stayed frozen in place, my hand still holding the hairbrush, every muscle in my body tensed up as I held my breath, silently praying it was just my imagination...

Then it moved again—this time, producing a much louder noise, making my heart race. 

I felt as if it had stopped for a second, only to speed up again, pounding against the walls of my chest, something I could vividly feel. The realization that I was alone finally returned to my mind, making my body instantly jump at the terrifying idea that a thief was trying to break into the house.

At that moment of absolute panic, I ran towards the bedroom and slammed the door shut behind me, securing it and trying to block it with my own body. Cell phones and beepers didn't exist yet, which left me with no immediate means to call for help. All I could do was stand there, pressing my back against the door for a second without realizing that leaning against it was the worst thing I could do for my own safety. With this thought in mind, I backed away as soon as I could, staring at the door, waiting—bracing for the moment it would be violently open.

I felt as if time had stopped as I stared at the door. Suddenly, the door began to shake as if someone were trying to open it not aggressively, but gently. Now there was no other sound but the door moving back and forth. Yet, my heart still beat rapidly and in a burst of desperation, I made a split-second decision. I ran to the window, slid it open completely, and looked out in all directions, hoping for a response to my desperate fear of escape, still clinging to the hope that escaping through there might be my best option.

As the door continued to shake back and forth, I stuck my head out of the window, looked up, and decided that climbing out was my best option. My plan was to reach the terrace and descend the stairs as quickly as my legs would allow, desperately hoping to outpace the intruders.

I sat on the window ledge, my trembling body barely balanced on the narrow edge, then slowly managed to place my feet on it and stand up. At this moment, I glanced up again and saw that if I stretched my arms, I could reach the edge of the terrace; I just had to lift my entire body and pull myself up completely. I made several frantic attempts to climb out the window, but fear and adrenaline made it nearly impossible to stay steady, and I lacked the strength to lift my body with my thin, weak arms. With my heart pounding incessantly, the terrifying thought of the intruders entering the room and trapping me drove me to try again and again. After several failed attempts, desperation took hold of me.

As a last resort, and while hanging from the edge of the terrace with the tips of my toes on the window ledge, I opted for a more drastic decision: jump. 

I knew our downstairs neighbor wasn't there to help me, but it didn’t matter. That jump was my only shot. With a burst of courage mixed with fear, I let go of the terrace edge and bent down, trying to place my knees on the windowsill—how was this possible? I really don't know. Then, I grasped the window edge with my hands, lowered my legs slowly until I found myself hanging from the window edge, and as I closed my eyes, I let go of the window edge and jumped, simply hoping to escape the clutches of those thieves while using every last ounce of faith I had left.

I still don't understand how I managed to make that jump without hurting myself. I suppose my survival instinct kicked in completely, without thinking about the dangers, just about surviving, with pure adrenaline rushing through my body. 

Once my feet touched the ground of our neighbor's yard, I immediately tried to press myself against the wall, thinking that whoever was upstairs wouldn't see me. However, when I looked up, I realized I was wrong. Another thought crossed my mind... I was afraid that they would come into the bedroom, look out the window, and see me standing below, looking them straight in the eye. I also feared that, upon discovering me, they would become very angry and take action. I even imagined they might have a weapon and would shoot me without hesitation, as it would be an easy task, at least from my perspective.

It's amazing how our minds always tend to anticipate the worst. I suppose it's a way to protect ourselves by considering different possibilities and preparing for whatever may come. However, sometimes we forget that preparing for the worst only attracts more of the same. Once I realized I could still be harmed, I began to desperately look for another way out. After a few moments of anguish, I finally decided to climb the wall that was in the middle of the patio, which connected to the house of other neighbors. Our neighbor had the idea of ​​building another room in the back of their patio. This was only the beginning of the construction, hence the wall in the middle of the patio. I knew the other neighbors were home because I could hear the children playing. The wall, of course, was not as high as the second-floor terrace, so it allowed me to climb more easily, and although my body was trembling with fear, I managed to climb the wall. And once at the top, and once seeing the children playing in a room they had just finished building in the back of their patio, panic completely took over me.

"Somebody has broken into our house, please help me!" my voice trembled as I begged for assistance.

Recognizing the urgency of the situation, my neighbors responded quickly, helping me cross over the wall and allowing me to take shelter in their home for a few moments. I quickly recounted what had happened and hurriedly set off to find my grandmother, who was working nearby. Now that I think about it, we never used to call the police in situations like this. It simply wasn’t part of our customs. I’m not exactly sure why—that part is a bit blurry in my memory.

Our grandmother was undoubtedly our heroine. She was strong and fearless. She was always the one who killed the chickens or turkeys for the family to eat. She was also the one we always called when we saw an insect inside the house; she would grab it with her bare hands and take it outside, no matter what kind of insect it was.

One day, we were all sleeping in a room when a man opened the door. He was trying to rob us, but as soon as my grandmother saw him, she started shouting at him and chasing after him. Unfortunately, he managed to escape, but I'm sure my grandmother would have given him a beating if she had caught him. I love her and admire her immensely, but unfortunately, she passed away many years ago.

I arrived at the place where my grandmother was working, knocked on the door, and she soon looked out the window.

"What do you need?" she asked.

"Someone got into the house, and I had to jump off the second floor!" I yelled.

She hurried down as fast as she could, and we walked back to the house. She opened the door and ran up the stairs shouting things, trying to scare whoever might be inside. I followed closely behind, unsure of what we would find. Once upstairs, we realized that the metal covering the stairs was in place, closed and untouched.

Now that I think about it, I can't remember if the bedroom door was closed or open. My memory from this point on has completely vanished. If the door was closed, I'm not sure how we opened it, and if it was open, I don't know how that could have been possible.

There was no one around, and everything was intact. It all seemed as if nothing had happened. I'm not sure if my grandmother thought I was crazy or if she believed me. To be honest, I've always wondered the same thing. Was I crazy? Did I imagine it all? I'll never know for sure. All I know is that I heard the noise of the metal being moved, the bedroom door being pushed, and that I jumped from a two-story house.

Once I calmed down and realized that nothing had happened, I began to feel pain in one of my hands. I looked at it and noticed I had a deep cut on one of my fingers. It was bleeding, although not much. I was surprised to see it because I didn't remember injuring myself at all. I guess that's what happens when you're in survival mode, you don't feel anything...​

Throughout history, many people, especially women, have demonstrated extraordinary abilities when faced with extreme situations of stress or life-threatening danger. In this mental state, limits cease to exist. For example, a woman was able to lift an entire car to save her trapped child. How such feats are possible remains a mystery. How did I manage to jump from a two-story house? I have no answers. I simply harbored an intense desire to avoid being harmed, even though my actions were far from safe, but somehow, my survival instincts took over, allowing the impossible to become possible. This memory always reminds me of what I am capable of in life. I turn to this part of my life whenever I need an extra boost.

-—O —-

When I was younger, I experienced something that would forever mark my life: I jumped from a second-story building to escape a dangerous situation. The fear was real—like a storm inside my chest. And yet, in that moment of panic, something deeper took over. I jumped. And I survived. That instant revealed a strength I didn’t know I had.

That jump became more than just a physical leap—it became a symbol. It was the courage to act, the instinct to survive, and the willingness to trust something greater within myself. It showed me that fear doesn’t vanish, but we can still move through it. Doubt is part of being human, but it doesn't have to stop us from discovering who we are.

Today, science helps explain what happened inside me during that moment. In life-threatening situations, the body activates what we know as the fight-or-flight response. Adrenaline surges through the bloodstream, sharpening focus, heightening reflexes, even unlocking sudden bursts of strength. It’s a primal survival mechanism—a biological miracle designed to protect us. But beyond the science, there’s something sacred about that moment: it wasn’t just the body reacting—it was my soul responding. 

Over time, I came to understand that my jump was more than an escape from danger—it was a doorway into a new part of myself. That moment taught me that fear is not the enemy—it’s a messenger. And sometimes, facing that fear is what awakens our power.

In life, we’re often pushed to the edge. And at those edges, when everything feels uncertain, something extraordinary happens: we meet the parts of ourselves that only awaken under pressure. Hidden strength rises. Clarity cuts through the fog. We don’t become someone new—we remember who we are.

That moment stayed with me. It became a reference point. Whenever life threw challenges my way—some just as terrifying, others more subtle—I remembered that a part of me had already leapt into the unknown and landed. A part of me had already trusted. And that trust became a kind of inner compass.

Each challenge life brought shaped me, not by breaking me, but by revealing the power that had been there all along. The doubt, the fear, even the silence—each one became a part of my transformation. They weren’t detours—they were teachers.

Looking back, I no longer see only pain or fear—I see the change, my change, the alchemy. I see how life crafted strength from uncertainty. I see the courage that was born not in the absence of fear, but in the presence of it.

This story isn’t just a memory—it’s an offering. Because we all, at some point, find ourselves standing at the edge of a symbolic second story, unsure whether to jump. And in that moment, I hope these words serve as a quiet reminder: You already have what it takes.

In the end, it’s not about how many fears we’ve had. It’s about how many times we’ve chosen to move forward anyway. And it’s in that movement, that trust, that we uncover the truth of who we are—stronger, wiser, and more alive than we ever imagined.
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A Glimpse of Empowerment:
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My First Childhood Encounter with the Unseen Touch
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As I mentioned in the previous story, I always had a fear of being alone because strange things happened in moments of solitude, and this is one of those nights... It was around nine in the evening, and while I was at home waiting for my family to return, I found myself once again looking out the window onto the street. Watching people walk by was my way of feeling accompanied. On nights when I was by myself, I would look out the window every few minutes, just hoping to see someone. When no one passed, the silence felt louder, and the loneliness even deeper. It might sound strange, but seeing people—even if just for a moment—made me feel a little more connected.

After several visits to the window, I decided to go back to the room and wait there for a few moments, but as soon as I turned away from the window, I felt a presence in the room with me. Although I couldn't see anyone, I knew I wasn't alone. It seemed like this presence desperately wanted my attention.

As the minutes passed, my face grew increasingly warm and flushed. Panic gripped me, and I found myself not knowing what to do or where to go. Certainly, I didn't want to resort to jumping out of a window again. Of course, this situation was completely different. This time the presence was invisible, and yet I knew it wouldn't harm me, but since we're not accustomed to feeling invisible presences, obviously feeling afraid is inevitable.

My sisters had many friends they spent a lot of time with, whereas I didn't have anyone close to talk to or spend time with. So, leaving the house to go to a friend's place wasn't an option for me. Finally, I decided to sit at the dining table that used to belong to my mother. It was a round glass table with four chairs, each of which emitted a loud creak whenever someone sat on them.

Still feeling the presence in the room, I cautiously settled into one of the chairs, making it emit its characteristic noise. After a few moments, the chair directly across from me made the same sound. At that moment, pure panic seized me, and my heart was racing at an incredible speed.

I remained frozen, staring across the table, feeling as if someone was fixing their gaze directly on me. The presence became even more intense, and I experienced an inexplicable paralysis, as if I couldn't move. Suddenly, this presence or whoever was there with me touched my right leg, stroking it gently and slowly.

I got up as fast as I could, slapping my leg with my hands as if whatever had touched me was still stuck to my skin and I was just trying to rid myself of that sensation. Then I stood there motionless for quite some time, trying to figure out what to do next. Right after that point, I don’t remember anything else.

That was the last time I felt something like that, until I consciously opened that door after doing many meditations and exercises to have out-of-body experiences (OBEs). I will delve deeper into this topic in another chapter.

-—O—-

As the years unfolded, I made a conscious decision to say yes to life—to its mystery, its wonder, its boundless possibilities. In that decision, something within me softened. What once stirred fear began to stir curiosity. With each new experience, I learned not just to sense the energies around me, but to meet them with calm, with presence. Life, in its quiet wisdom, was preparing me for something more— Something I still couldn't name, but that I felt strongly within me.

For much of my life, I carried an unspoken fear of being alone. Not just the physical solitude, but the terror of something unseen, unknown, happening when no one was there to witness or help. That fear had roots—deep roots, nourished by old memories and constant doubt. And so, I found myself asking over and over again: Is this real? Am I imagining things? Is what I’m feeling truth or illusion? These questions haunted me, especially in moments of silence, when the world quieted enough for me to hear what lived beneath the surface of my awareness.

But life—if we let it—has a very special way of guiding us back to ourselves. Through experience, I began to understand that what I was perceiving wasn’t madness or fantasy, but a real way of understanding the world around me. Energy. Intelligence. And over time, I no longer needed to debate its reality. I learned to trust it. To trust myself.

Science now affirms what many of us have long intuited: we are energetic beings in constant dialogue with the world around us. The electromagnetic field of the human heart, for instance, extends several feet beyond the body and is 60 times more powerful electrically than the brain. Our bodies—especially our hearts—are not just passive observers, but wise instruments that read and respond to subtle shifts in our environment. When I discovered this, something clicked—everything made sense. I realized I wasn’t crazy for feeling what others didn’t see. I was simply tuned in.

Still, the greatest lesson came not from sensing energy, but from facing fear. I began to see that fear, when left unexamined, becomes a prison. But when faced with courage, love, and compassion, it becomes a doorway. I chose to walk through that door. Not all at once, but slowly, breath by breath. I meditated. I explored the realms of consciousness. I stepped into altered states through intention and presence, allowing myself to witness life from new perspectives—sometimes even from beyond the body.

Those experiences didn’t just expand my mind—they anchored me in something deeper. They taught me that fear dissolves in the presence of awareness. That clarity arises when we stop running and choose instead to sit with the unknown. And that the simple act of questioning—genuinely, humbly—opens us to a world far vaster than the one we see with our eyes.

It was through this journey—of meditation, of exploration, of choosing to stay with what scared me—that I found my own source of power. It wasn’t outside me. It never was. It lived quietly within, waiting for me to remember. And when I finally did, something shifted. I no longer feared being alone. Because I realized—I never truly was.

Empowerment, I’ve learned, is not the absence of fear but the willingness to face it with eyes and heart open. It’s what happens when we stop asking, what if something bad happens? and begin asking, what if this is the moment that changes everything?

My story is not just about what I overcame. It’s about what I uncovered—a fierce, resilient presence within me that had always been there, waiting to be seen. We all have it. And when we choose to meet ourselves at that depth, we don’t just grow—we transform.
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An astonishing experience:
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Confronting a Gun to My Head
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This was a normal workday, a Saturday. I got out of bed and started getting ready for work, but for no apparent reason, I felt different. I couldn't, and still can't, fully explain the sensation I was experiencing. I worked for a company that supplied wholesale potato chips. I was one of their merchandisers. For those unfamiliar with the term, merchandisers are people who visit various stores to ensure that the company's products are well stocked and displayed on the shelves.

As the day went on, the strange feeling kept intensifying. The best way to describe it is that somehow, I knew I was alive, but at the same time, I felt like I didn't exist. I could see and feel every movement my body made, but there was a disconnection, a sense of detachment.

When I entered the first store, the sensation was undeniable. I walked into the store, saw all the people around me, and although I spoke to them, no one seemed to hear or see me. It was as if I were invisible, and people literally passed through me. Since no one responded to me in that store, I decided to let it go, stocked all the necessary products, and moved on to the next store. But the same thing happened again. I arrived, greeted people, asked questions, and no one answered me, absolutely no one.

Third, fourth, and fifth store... the same. No one saw or heard me that morning. At lunchtime, I felt very strange, as if I were no longer real. As I crossed the street, about to buy something for lunch, I began to have even stranger thoughts:

"Am I going to die today?"

"Is this how it feels when people are about to die?"

"Could it be that a bus is going to run me over?"

"Why do I feel calm despite these disturbing thoughts?"

"Why can't I explain what I'm feeling?"

At that moment, a strange stillness enveloped my entire being, as if defying gravity, floating weightlessly within it all. I continued with my tasks, visiting three additional stores, only to encounter the same sensation, although intensified. It was as if a veil of disconnection had descended upon the world around me. People passed by me, unaware of my presence, their conversations empty of acknowledgment. The day progressed, empty of physical connections, until a brief encounter broke the spell.

In the last store, an elderly woman approached me, her eyes filled with palpable hope. She spoke hesitantly, asking if I knew where a particular item was located. Although I was unaware of its whereabouts, I offered her a glimmer of hope, indicating for her to wait there while I embarked on a dedicated search for the product she needed. Among shelves and aisles, I searched diligently until I found the item and joyfully ran back to the shelf where she was still waiting for me. I do not know if my joy was coming from having found the product or from the fact that for a moment, I felt free from the feeling that had been surrounding my being all day, and that finally, someone had seen me and spoken to me, making me feel visible once again. Her astonishment and gratitude enveloped me, further dissipating the enigmatic aura. During those few minutes, as we conversed and I watched her move around the store, my connection to reality was restored.

On that particular Saturday afternoon, we had a scheduled employee meeting at the company's offices. According to the arrangements made, one of the company's drivers was assigned to pick me up and take me to the designated location. However, upon entering the vehicle, the peculiar sensation resurfaced, filling my entire body once more. But this time, everything seemed lacking vitality, covered in a grayness and opaque mists.

During the 20 to 30-minute journey, a sense of discomfort took over me, I didn’t know where it was coming from, but it was very persistent. 

After having worked with this driver and getting to know him for some time, I began to feel affection towards him. However, the shyness I had developed years ago prevented me from engaging in conversation. The weight of silence filled the space, interrupted only by my subtle sighs I tended to exhale in uncomfortable situations.

Upon arriving at the company's premises, the intensity of my strange sensation reached its peak. With the vehicle coming to a stop right in front, I directed my gaze towards the building. I observed it as if it were an unfamiliar place, as if it were the first time I had seen it. The world seemed to have submerged into darkness, colors fading into an intense gray. An extreme silence hung in the air, accentuated by closed windows and lowered blinds. It was like the building itself could describe with a lot of detail how I was feeling inside. It looked like an abandoned ghost town, like those I had only seen in movies. There wasn't a single soul around; it was a disturbing emptiness where life used to flourish. Once I regained composure and returned to my disconnected world, it felt as though an eternity had passed, although it had probably only been a few seconds. Still, I gathered the necessary courage to step out of the van and approach the company's main entrance.

Meanwhile, the driver took care of inspecting the tires, a daily routine for all drivers in Colombia to ensure the tires are always in good condition for driving. 

The company's structure was a two-story house, constructed with bricks and concrete, with a garage for two cars and a sturdy metal door. During those years, all doors were made of metal. However, until now, I had never seen wooden doors like those in the United States or in other countries I had the opportunity to visit. 

I walked slowly towards the door next to the garage, also made of metal, as if waiting for the driver to finish his task of inspecting the van so that I wouldn't have to speak to anyone in the company once they opened the door. But no matter how slowly I walked, he was more focused on his inspection than going to the meeting, which we were already running a little late. Finally, I approached the entrance and gave three deliberate knocks on the door, breaking the silence.

Although the sound was quite noticeable even from a distance, no one responded to my request for entry. Uncertainty grew within me, mixing with a growing premonition that turned everything around me into a more dominant gray. For no apparent reason and as I prepared to knock once more, the weight of the situation pressed heavily on my heart...

"Who is it?" a man finally asked from inside.

I remained silent, puzzled by the question from a stranger. It always seemed illogical to me that someone I didn't know would ask such a question, as revealing my name was irrelevant; either way, if I did, that person wouldn't have any idea who I was, so what was the point of such a question? I decided not to answer and continued knocking on the door...

"Who is it?" the voice repeated, this time with some frustration.

"Judi," I replied softly, rolling my eyes, knowing that saying my name was completely irrelevant.

"Who?"

With a louder voice, I repeated, "Judi".

While saying to myself... See? What's the point of asking if he doesn't know me?

Finally, the door opened, revealing a young man with blond hair, as tall as I was. He looked me straight in the eyes and asked,

"What do you need?"

Almost questioning and looking at him strangely, I said:

"We have a meeting at 5?".

Maintaining his gaze on me, he replied:

"Come in".

At that moment, the driver stood by my side and said:

"Hi! We have a meeting at 5".

As he spoke, I looked into the company and saw no one around. It also seemed like a ghostly place where only silence and emptiness filled the space. This was only the second time I had visited this place, so I was still not familiar with it. The first time I went there was to sign the contract, a quick process. I entered the building, was taken to the offices upstairs, signed the contract, and left quickly. I didn't take a tour of the company, and I didn't care to ask for one. Besides, I was too shy and just wanted to get out of there as quickly as possible to avoid having to engage in conversation with anyone.

"Go ahead," the man who opened the door said again.

I looked inside once again and didn't see anyone. However, I noticed a corner at the end of the entrance and thought to myself:

"Perhaps that's one of the offices, and everyone is already in the meeting."

With some caution, we took a few steps inside. As we entered, the man closed the door behind us. Turning around, I saw another man standing just behind the door, holding a large silver pistol aimed at the driver. He was very tall and skinny man.

Initially, I thought they were his very close friends that were playing a joke on him. However, I expected the moment when everyone would start laughing and greeting each other with hugs, but time passed, and none of that happened. On the contrary, I witnessed genuine fear in the driver's eyes; I looked him straight in the face, and it reflected deep fear. I turned my body and looked to the back of the building, where moments before I had seen no one, but this time, I saw a group of armed men starting to appear out of nowhere, emerging from all sides, all angry and shouting. Among them, there was a tall and imposing figure approaching me with a rifle in hand. He began to insult me simply for looking at his face.

"Look down, bitch!" he yelled at me.

As I directed my eyes downward, I felt the presence of the man who had been hidden behind the door, right beside me, pointing his gun directly at me. As soon as I felt the cold metal of the pistol against my temple, a peculiar sensation came over me.

"Ohhhh, this was what was going to happen to me today!" I said as if everything was making total sense now.

As soon as I finished the sentence in my mind, all the emotions I had felt throughout the day were now in front of me, leaving my body like an almost transparent but still visible cloud, drifting away from me, as if it were simply a light or vapor escaping from my body. In its place, there was an inexplicable but quite obvious tranquility for me. I found myself silently observing as the mysterious energy continued to flow from my body to the roof of the building, gracefully leaving me through the gap of my mind and heart.

In that moment, the man—tall, strong, and with a presence that inspired fear—grabbed my arm forcefully, dragging me toward the back of the house. As we walked through the area, we passed by the machines used to make the French fries, their metal surfaces glowing with a shiny layer of oil. Interestingly, there was no one near them. Finally, we stopped next to a long table, intricately connected to one of the imposing machines. It was then that many more men emerged from the depths of the hidden rooms in the far corners of the building. Each of these men held a weapon, all searching for something in their surroundings with an intense gaze, undoubtedly searching for something specific.

"I'm going to be raped by all of them," was my first thought, as soon as I saw them appearing out of nowhere. 

Extremely strange, this same thought covered me with a great sense of calm.

"Take off your clothes!" the big guy said as he forced me to turn around to look at him.

Although the sensation I had felt all day had completely left my body, this new feeling once again enveloped my entire being. This was a sense of complete and absolute peace, of calmness, a certainty that EVERYTHING was still alright, even though I was about to be raped or even killed. I realized that I had felt this way immediately after the light left my body, but this time it was much more intense and palpable. It was an inexplicable but powerful sensation, a deep and indescribable state, a feeling that simply cannot be explained with words. 

That morning, as I hurriedly dressed for work, the button on my skirt unexpectedly came undone, leaving me with no choice but to secure it with a clothespin. Little did I know that this seemingly insignificant event would later intertwine with a moment of vulnerability.

When this man, who seemed gigantic in my presence, asked me to remove my clothes, my gaze gradually shifted to my trembling hands, struggling to undo the clasp of the clothespin. It was clear that my body was in a state of shock, but paradoxically, my very being, if that makes sense, remained free of fear, worry, or any other emotion that should have been obvious in such circumstances. Instead, I remained like a distant observer, witnessing the unfolding of a situation in which my own physical form had become a vessel lacking control.

"Bitch, hurry up!" the man shouted at me again as he ripped off my skirt.

The clothespin spiraled through the air, escaping from my grasp. And then, in that surreal moment, he proceeded to remove the remaining layers of my clothing, forcefully guiding me towards the destination that I had previously mistaken for an office.

I am still amazed at how vividly I remember the pure beauty of that moment. I use the word "beauty" because an overwhelming calmness permeated my being, and I found myself surprisingly at peace with the events unfolding in my presence. I cannot predict if, in a similar extreme situation, I would be able to replicate that same serenity. However, I yearn for that possibility because I only recall the ethereal beauty of that moment, free from fear or any perspective, simply an observer immune to everything.

I have never liked watching the news, as it always makes me feel powerless and incapable of changing things. However, my mother and grandmother used to do it, just like most people in the world. In Colombia, most of the time, the media tends to focus on certain stories or give excessive coverage to specific issues, like dead people lying in the middle of the road naked, their heads covered with their own shirts and their hands tied behind their backs.

Well... this was exactly the scenario I found myself in when this man opened the door of that room. Instead of finding an office, what I found was a bathroom with four stalls. But not only that, the floor was filled with people, all naked, with their heads covered with shirts and their hands tied behind their backs.

No one was moving, I couldn't even see them breathing. I could swear they were all dead. The man pushed me once more, forcing me to walk over all those people. Not a single soul moved. Then he opened the first stall and pushed me inside, closing the door behind me. Inside, I found three girls, all naked and silently crying. I couldn't hear their cries, but their tear-streaked faces painted a picture of anguish. One of them was my best friend.

"It seems to be an act of revenge against the owner. This is the second time they've done it. The first time, they threw one of the employees into hot oil and raped the owner's wife in front of all the employees. When I arrived here today, they forced me to enter and told me to take off my clothes and pushed me in here," she whispered in my ear, her voice trembling amidst her tears.

"They knocked on the door, and when the guard opened it, they came in and forced everyone to go to the back of the building and asked us to take off our clothes, while they pointed their guns at us. All the men were tied up and thrown to the ground. We've been here since one in the afternoon. I'm scared, they're going to kill us all," another girl whispered as she sobbed silently.

It was just then that I noticed, with surprise, that as I stepped over the people on the ground, they were all men, while only women were inside the bathroom stall.

It's so interesting to me that if I close my eyes right now and see the whole situation in my head, I can still feel the tranquility of that moment.

I can still feel its beauty!

I still wonder... 

“Why? Why me? Why did everything have to feel so peaceful and perfect? Yes, perfect... Why did I have to go through that unexplainable feeling earlier in the day just to end up here?” 

I was going crazy all day, asking myself why I was feeling the way I was feeling. And after, in the thick of it all, I was feeling totally calm and at ease, seeing the beauty in everything around me. As I reflect and articulate this surreal experience, I'm astounded by how such chaos could unfold, yet I remain captivated by its beauty, as if I were merely a spectator entranced by an old, beloved film. Does this resonate with any of you? Have you too, navigated through such tumultuous waters only to discover the profound beauty hidden within the storm? Can anyone attest to experiencing the serenity that accompanies such agonizing moments?

“Shut up, shut up, shut up. If they hear us talking, they'll kill us, so shut up." Finally, a man on the floor spoke in a loud whisper, his voice trembling with both fear and urgency.

The girls stopped talking immediately, but they couldn't stop crying frantically in silence without knowing what to do. At that moment I closed my eyes as I took a deep breath.

"I guess I'm finally going to meet that God everyone talks about. I'll finally know if He's real. It's okay, I'm ready," I thought to myself, still feeling so much peace and tranquility. I was really ready to die, and I was completely okay with that.

With my eyes still closed, I began to see my entire life unfold before me, to the point where I lay in the coffin, surrounded by my grieving family. I could visualize their tears as they lamented my departure. Opening my eyes, I took another deep breath.

Somehow, I knew that I would be the first one they would shoot. But even with that thought and knowledge, I felt so much peace within me.

"Ok, let's start killing all these sons of a bitches," one of the armed men shouted.

I closed my eyes again and took one last deep breath, bracing for the moment a bullet would hit my body. The silence around us was complete, heavy, and tense.

Suddenly, a loud, sharp sound broke through the air. At first, I thought it was gunfire—the beginning of the massacre. But then we heard the noise of people running, shouting, and pushing through the space. Chaos had exploded around us.

"The police, the police!" the voice of a man continued to shout outside as the sound of pounding grew louder and louder.

For an instant, no one in the bathroom moved or said anything, until...

"This is a trap. If anyone moves and starts running out of the bathroom, as soon as we step out the door, they'll start shooting us one by one." Somehow, we all believed it silently, while someone else on the floor whispered the same sentence to the rest of us in the bathroom.

Several minutes passed, though it was difficult to measure time at that moment. Suddenly, we heard the sound of people running and calling out different names loudly, but no one said a word or moved.

Finally, someone opened the bathroom door and began to call for help loudly while helping the men on the floor to get up and untie their hands so they could remove the coverings from their heads. Another person opened the door of our cubicle extending a helping hand to help us out.

I looked up and saw a bunch of people walking back and forth, all looking for their clothes. I also left the bathroom and started doing the same. It was definitely strange to see all those people completely naked walking around looking for their clothes.

After we all managed to get dressed, the police finally arrived, bombarding us with all sorts of questions.

"Well, it seems like everyone managed to escape and there's nothing we can do about it. You're all free to go," said an officer as he walked out the door.

One of the girls who arrived late for the meeting began to explain that she had the habit of looking through a small hole in the metal door. That day, while doing the same, she heard them saying:

"Ok, let's start killing all these sons of a bitches." As she watched the armed men preparing their weapons and walking in a line towards the bathroom where we were.

"As soon as I heard that and saw them walking towards the bathroom, my first reaction was to kick the door as hard as I could and shout, 'Police, police'." She continued to explain.

The next thing I remember is that a group of people gathered to keep each other company as we walked out to the street where each would take their respective transportation home. I finally got on the bus, feeling numb at this point. I paid the fare, walked to one of the empty seats, and sat down. As soon as I was seated and my body relaxed a bit, I felt a wave wash over my entire body and I started to cry. It was as if everything had finally sunk in and I could no longer control my emotions. It took me an hour to get home and when I finally arrived, I was still crying uncontrollably. I walked into our house, opened the door, climbed the stairs, sat on the couch, and began to sob even louder than before.

One of my sisters was home and was sweeping the floor. She just looked at me and said:

"What happened? Are you okay? Yudi, what happened? Please tell me what happened." Asking genuinely concerned for my well-being.

I couldn't speak at all. It was impossible for my mouth to move and explain what had happened. I cried for another hour, unable to say a word. Finally, my mom came home, took me to the bedroom, calmed me down, and asked:

"What happened, Yudi? Are you okay? Please, tell me what happened." Her voice was full of concern at that moment.

Finally, I found my voice and narrated everything that had happened.

The following Monday, I asked a friend to accompany me to the same company so I could resign. But this time, I was really scared and worried about what might happen as soon as we got there.

Finally, we were at the main door, knocking on it, recalling my last experience as if it were about to repeat itself all over again. Another guard opened the door and asked me to go up to the second floor. It took me a few minutes to move and really enter, but I finally did. At that moment, I knew I never wanted to be there again. I hurried up the stairs, spoke to the company manager, explained how I felt, and submitted my resignation.

-—O—-

There are moments in life that shake us to the core—moments that invite us to reflect not only on what happened, but on who we became because of it. In the quiet aftermath of one such moment, I often find myself wondering:

“If I were to face death again... would I respond the same way?”

Strangely, the answer remains steady: yes. But not because I’m fearless. It’s because I’ve come to know—deeply and intensely—that we are never truly alone. There is an energy, a presence, that surrounds us and lives within us. It whispers in the silence, it holds us in the storm, and gently pushes us toward what is most true. Some call it God, Source, the Divine. I call it home. And when we align with this presence—consciously or not—it becomes our compass, guiding us through even the darkest corridors of life.

That experience wasn’t just meant for me. I believe it happened so I could share it—so I could help others remember what we often forget: that we are more than the stories we live, more than the pain we carry. We are connected to something greater, something that calls us to notice the subtle signs, the emotional cues, the inner voice we so often ignore. Neuroscience now affirms what mystics have long said: our bodies are instruments of perception. The heart has its own neurons, its own intelligence. When we listen to it, we don’t just survive—we transform.

Over time, I’ve come to see life not as a series of isolated events, but as a beautifully choreographed film—one in which we each play our part. We laugh, cry, rage, have hope. And when the movie ends, we step back and say, “Ah... that was intense,” and move on. Unless something in it awakens a truth, we didn’t know we were ready for. Pain, confusion, illness, or betrayal—these roles may seem unbearable, even unfair. But what if some souls choose them, not out of punishment, but out of purpose?

I once read a short story that changed the way I see everything. I don’t remember where I found this story—perhaps it found me. 

The story goes: 

There was a young spirit who wished to descend to Earth in search of the experience of forgiveness. Uncertain about how to achieve it, for as spirits, we understand that forgiveness does not exist in the same way, as we are all love and perceive everything from a higher plane of understanding. However, the spirit decided to abandon this idea. At that moment, an older spirit approached and said:

"If you truly wish to experience forgiveness, I will accompany you to Earth. I will cause you pain, and you will forgive me, allowing you to truly experience forgiveness." The older spirit felt deeply honored and filled with joy, for it desired the young spirit to fulfill this wish.

The young spirit asked:

"Why would you do something like that? Why would you diminish your energy?"

The older spirit responded:

"Because I love you, and I want you to experience forgiveness. Remember our purpose here. You will forgive me, and please, do not hold a grudge against me for causing you pain. I am simply helping you achieve something you deeply desire."

This story impacted me a lot. It echoed a deeper knowing—that sometimes the people who challenge us most are playing the roles we once asked of them. Not everyone sees life this way, and that’s okay. But I’ve learned that when similar patterns repeat—heartbreaks, betrayals, illnesses—they are not punishments. They are invitations. And when we accept them, when we finally see the person or the situation for what it truly is, something remarkable happens. The experience shifts. Sometimes the person leaves our life. Sometimes they change before our eyes. But the real change always begins within.

I’ve witnessed this over and over again. The moment I shift my perspective, the story around me changes. That is not coincidence—it is coherence. The HeartMath Institute has shown that the heart emits a measurable electromagnetic field that influences not just our own biology, but the environment around us. When our inner world aligns, the outer world often responds in kind.

Even now, I carry deep reverence for how I responded that day. The calm that moved through me wasn’t mine alone—it came from a deeper source, as if life itself was breathing through me. And though I felt fear return for a brief moment when I later revisited that place, it didn’t undo the peace that had anchored itself within me.

In sharing this story, I don’t just want to recount what happened—I want to take you on a journey beyond fear, beyond explanation. To remind you that calm is not the absence of danger, but the presence of clarity. That even in the face of the unthinkable, we are capable of astonishing grace. And that intuition—those gentle nudges we so often dismiss—is real. The brain processes millions of bits of information every second, yet only a small fraction becomes conscious thought. The rest? It’s felt. Known. Trusted—if we let it be.

This experience, while frightening, became a doorway. It invited me to shed old illusions, to reassess what truly matters, and to meet myself at a depth I didn’t know existed. And in that depth, I discovered something timeless: that we are resilient, intuitive, luminous beings—capable of meeting life’s greatest challenges with dignity and wonder.

And maybe, just maybe, this story will awaken something in you. Not just a memory, but a knowing. That you are held. That you are powerful. And that even the most difficult moments can be the ones that set you free.
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Celestial Revelation:
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My Enchanted Encounter with an Alien
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Once I stepped through the door into the invisible and unknown, my life transformed into a journey full of magic, an incredible experience that only a few would believe to be real.

I used to live in a condominium with a beautiful terrace overlooking the park and the main road that could be seen in the distance. This was my favorite spot for meditation.

During that time of my life, I did many meditations, probably three or four a day, each lasting one or two hours. I felt connected to a higher energy that I could somehow feel and understand.

This energy definitely intensified one night, after having an extraordinarily clear and vivid dream. I remember every detail of it, as if it had happened in reality.

I was sitting in a chair, relaxed, observing through the glass door towards the terrace. Darkness enveloped the outside when suddenly, a tall being, a gray alien, appeared before me. Its large, deep, black eyes stared intensely at me, conveying a sensation of inexplicable knowledge and connection.

Although I had never seen one, I didn’t feel any fear; then it gestured with its long fingers for me to approach it. Its presence radiated an energy of beauty, tranquility, and immense love. Without hesitation, I stood up and walked towards the terrace, where he was waiting for me. And although it was difficult to distinguish gender in its appearance somehow, I knew it was male. The experience felt natural, as if it were something we all experience all the time.

As I slid the glass door, I was greeted by a dazzling spectacle: bright lights flying everywhere into the condominium. One of them passed through my stomach and then emerged on the other side of my body as I watched fascinated. When I looked back, I not only saw the lights, but also shadows—black smoke shadows. The lights, pure and luminous, effortlessly dispelled the dark clouds that seemed to float in our space.

The extraterrestrial made me understand, without the need for words, that what was happening inside our home wasn’t just a simple phenomenon... it was a silent battle between light and darkness. But it wasn’t an aggressive war like the ones we imagine; it was a dance... a subtle yet powerful interaction between two forces that have always existed.

When I stepped outside, my eyes were met with a radiant, overwhelming glow that seemed to want to wrap itself around the entire house. Even though the extraterrestrial’s energy escaped the visible eye, its presence was undeniable... it felt near, protective, full of purpose. As I looked back inside, I saw something that took my breath away: another being of pure, vibrant light was pushing a dark cloud outward, as if releasing our home from something dense and heavy.

In that moment, an indescribable wave of peace and love surged through my entire body. It wasn’t just a feeling; it was a certainty, an absolute awakening. Even though I was physically awake, I felt my soul opening to a new reality, one where love was stronger than any darkness.

From that night on, something changed within me — and within our home. The memory of the extraterrestrial, the dancing lights, and the energy of that moment remained engraved in my heart, as real as the air I breathe. A deep, warm, loving light began to radiate from every corner, dissolving fear and transforming everything in its path.

The most astonishing part was that everyone who crossed the door of our home could feel it. It was impossible not to notice... the air was infused with an unexplainable energy, with a love so pure and powerful that it left a mark on the soul of anyone who experienced it. Even the plants inside the house began to bloom with extraordinary vitality, defying all logic. Everything — absolutely everything — had changed.

A few days later, as I prepared for sleep, an intriguing idea popped into my mind. I took a garlic clove and delicately placed it in a small jar partially submerged in water, allowing its green top to emerge above the liquid while the other half remained submerged.

To my complete astonishment, the next morning, as I entered the kitchen, I witnessed something wonderful, something I had never seen or heard of in my life. The garlic clove had grown and turned into a beautiful plant. Its roots extended impressively, reaching two inches, and delicate leaves adorned its three-inch height. I had never before witnessed such rapid growth in a garlic clove. Typically, it would take a week to see the emergence of roots and leaves. However, there I was, marveling at this extraordinary transformation.

All the houseplants began to grow much faster than usual, and they looked livelier than ever, with much more color and energy. What's curious is that every time someone came to visit us, they were impressed not only by the plants but also by the love and tranquility they felt while in our condominium. It seemed like the energy of the house and the plants conveyed something special to them.

Once a year, or sometimes every two years, I do my best to bring my mom to visit us from Colombia for a while. A part of me wished that she would also experience the love and tranquility that our home offered to whoever was present. On the day I picked her up from the airport, I was super excited.

My mom knew everything that was happening in our home, and I thought she would also be excited to experience the same. I had told my whole family that since I started meditating and connecting with higher energies, every night and sometimes during the day, extrasensory things happened without any explanation. We saw strange things, like shadows, and heard weird or unexplainable sounds. We felt a special energy, and sometimes it seemed like we knew things before they happened. It was a pretty crazy and at the same time quite magical experience. We even used a Ouija board, I admit! Although at this point in my life, everything I felt, saw, and heard was so clear that the truth is, there was no need to use the Ouija board because I could somehow hear what these guides, spirits, or energies were transmitting to me. This is something more that there is no way to explain.

However, what my mom didn't reveal to me was that she had a deep fear of visiting us this time. The strange situations and events that occurred in my home made her feel a lot of panic, and she still didn't feel ready to face them. Without me knowing, I picked her up at the airport around 10:30 pm and when we got home, it was already midnight or later. 

My daughter had decided to stay that night with a friend, so it was just my mother and me. We climbed the stairs to the third floor, and as I opened the door for her to enter, I asked her to go inside while I went back down to the garage to get the rest of her luggage. Quickly, I descended the stairs, grabbed the luggage, and hurried back up. However, upon reaching the entrance of our house, I found my mother still standing at the entrance, tears streaming down her face.

"What's wrong? Are you okay?" I asked, reflecting genuine concern in my voice.

"Yudi, I have something to confess to you. I was really terrified to come visit you because of all the things you described happening here," she began to explain, her voice trembling slightly.

"When you asked me to enter the apartment and left me alone, I didn't know what to do. I felt a paralyzing fear, but I didn't know how to express it to you," she continued, her words flowing anxiously.

"I took a deep breath and gathered the courage to enter. But the moment I crossed the entrance and put my foot inside, a wave of energy enveloped me, calmed my fears, and filled me with indescribable peace and love," she paused, her eyes filling with tears.

"I'm crying tears of joy, Yudi. I've never felt like this before," she paused again, struggling to find the right words.

"What is all this, Yudi? I just experienced immense happiness being here. The fear I carried before stepping into your home has simply vanished," she confessed, her tears now overflowing down her cheeks.

"I never imagined something like this would happen, and the truth is, I can't explain what I felt. It was just like a cloud covered me and filled me with love and tranquility. Yudi, I swear I've never felt anything like it in my life, never." She continued looking around, trying to find answers to what she was feeling at that moment.

"Do you see it now? I told you it was extraordinary. I'm excited that you can experience it too," I responded, with a torrent of emotion permeating my voice.

Even though she felt happy and loved, she still showed resistance to engaging in communication with the spirits or receiving messages from them, even if they had something to communicate to her. She confessed this to me because the next day, a multitude of spirits approached her eagerly to speak to her and apologize for any harm they may have caused her in the past. Their persistence was undeniable. I mentioned that several family members wanted to communicate with her, to which she responded:

"I don't want to hear a word from them. I don't care. Tell them to go away," she declared, with an evident tone of fear and distress in her voice.

"They genuinely want to apologize for what they did to you in the past," I responded calmly.

"Fine. I'll forgive them, but I want them to leave now," she replied coldly, letting her frustration be heard in her words.

Suddenly, an overwhelming wave of sadness enveloped me, clearly emanating from them. In their peculiar way, they conveyed that they too could experience deep pain, but that it would be momentary, just as I had felt it. The pain I felt only lasted for a few seconds and then it was as if nothing had happened. They had returned to their natural energy of love, understanding, peace, and joy.

"Mom, they feel deeply saddened by how you feel, but they understand and will leave," I conveyed their message.

She felt remorse afterward, however, like the spirits, she soon found solace and moved forward with her life. A week later, as I was preparing to meditate, I asked my mother if she would like to meditate with me. I explained that she didn't have to do anything and that the connection with the spirits was completely optional, based on her own desire.

Before stepping out onto the balcony, I told my mother that I intended to seek guidance from the spirits to know which crystals they would like me to use in our meditation session.

Every time I practiced meditation, I placed crystals around me. At first, I chose them myself, but as I connected with the spirits, they took control and selected the most appropriate crystals for me. This time, I asked them to choose crystals not only for me but also for my mother, an idea they gladly accepted. It was a perfect and beautiful day too—sunny and warm, adding to the sense of peace I felt.

We went out onto the balcony and sat in the outdoor chairs. Carefully, I placed the selected crystals around my mother and instructed her to close her eyes and focus solely on her breathing. I reassured her that if thoughts arose, she only needed to observe them and let them pass, then return her attention to her breathing.

I sat beside her, arranged the crystals around me, and closed my eyes. Several minutes passed when...

"Oh my God, Yudi! Oh my God! Yudi, they're moving my hands. What is this, Yudi? I'm not moving them, it's them," she exclaimed in a state of panic, keeping her eyes closed as if afraid to open them.

Trying to calm her distress, I interrupted my meditation and quickly got up to help her. To my surprise, I found her hands suspended in the air, moving slowly and gently. Although she kept her eyes closed, she continued to express her confusion.

"Yudi, I'm not moving my hands, I swear. It's like I have no control over them," she cautiously said as she opened her eyes.

"I understand, Mom. I experience the same thing. There's no need to worry. Ask who is moving your hands, and they will give you an answer," I responded calmly.

With renewed determination, she closed her eyes once more, surrendering to the invisible forces guiding her hands. Several minutes passed, after which she opened her eyes again and declared with deep amazement:

"Oh my God, Yudi! It's my mom. Don't ask me how I know, I just do. It's like she has communicated with me, but without words, just this profound sense of knowing. It's extraordinary and incredibly beautiful," she exclaimed excitedly, tears rolling down her cheeks.

I was deeply happy for her, knowing that she now had her own source of guidance through my grandmother, who would answer any questions she might have. I explained that she could practice automatic writing. I gave her a small notebook and a pen to start exploring her new gift and connection.

We continued with our meditation, observing how my mother relaxed more and more and became enthusiastic about deepening her connection and conversations with my grandmother. After a few weeks, she had already filled two notebooks with numerous questions and the respective answers she received. This practice became her form of meditation.

For those who don't know what automatic writing is, it's a gift that everyone without exception has. It's simply about taking a piece of paper and a pencil, relaxing, taking some deep breaths, and then asking any question you desire, there are no limits here. You just ask the question while holding the pen in your relaxed hand and patiently wait for the hand to start moving on its own, writing the answer to your question. I swear, everyone can do it, you just have to open your mind.

One day, my mother decided to ask about her own past life. Naturally, my grandmother responded immediately, and my mother was not surprised by the answer. However, still skeptical about what was happening, she approached me and said:

“Judita, ask the spirits who I was in my past life.”

What she didn’t tell me was that she had already asked my grandma, and that my grandma had answered her without any hesitation.

Before my mother finished her question, the spirits had already given me an answer. But still, I decided to close my eyes and ask them the question again. The spirits or energies communicated information to me in various ways. Sometimes, they presented vivid images; other times, they implanted clear thoughts in my mind. On other occasions, I chose to use automatic writing to receive their messages and record them on paper. Also, occasionally, I used the Ouija board to ask questions and receive insights from them. Another multitude of times, they took complete control of my mouth and transmitted messages through it.

But this time, to answer my mother's question, they used the image of the word in my mind. Although I saw the word myself, I wasn't sure of its answer because it seemed somewhat humorous to me. So, I told my mother, 

"Wait, Mom. I think they're joking, so I'm going to ask again."

I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, and my mouth began to form the words, although no sound came out. I felt as if at this moment, they had made the decision to use my own mouth without me being able to control the movement.

"Mom, I think they're joking, but they are telling me you were a horse?" I affirmed, seeking her confirmation.

At that moment, my mother began to cry and showed me her small notebook where she had written down the answer that my grandmother had given her a few minutes before asking me.

"You were a beautiful horse." My grandmother had written in her notebook.

The answer to that question had a million answers or possibilities, yet somehow, I knew, or they knew exactly the word my mother needed to hear. Coincidence? Absolutely NOT!!!

Once again, both of us were amazed at how we were really speaking or receiving information from beyond. Although I had been receiving answers for a while, I was always surprised when the spirits somehow showed me that this was more real than I could imagine.

For my mother and me, this experience provided undeniable evidence that not only do we have a connection with a higher energy that constantly communicates with us, but also the connection we share with each other in this physical world. The reality is that not many people are open to listening to this divine guidance, either due to fear or our old beliefs.

-—O—-

There is a kind of energy—a love—so profound, so alive, that words often fall short. Yet it is not distant or rare. It is who we are at our core. This powerful current runs through all of life, guiding us, holding us, speaking in whispers through dreams, through silence, through the space between thoughts. We are never alone. Around us, always, are loving intelligences—guides, ancestors, energies—that long to help, if only we dare to listen.

When fear dissolves, even for a moment, the veil thins. Connection becomes effortless. We begin to remember—not just intellectually, but in every cell—that we are vast, infinite, and deeply supported. I’ve witnessed this again and again in my life: the magic, the synchronicities, the quiet miracles that arrive unannounced but unmistakable. These are not isolated gifts—they are invitations. This magic is not just to contemplate; it is to live it, integrate it, and share it.

One of the most unforgettable moments came to me in a dream—one that was far more than imagination. It left an imprint on my being, reminding me of the extraordinary intelligence that moves through stillness. Since then, I've learned to pause more often, to be present with each breath. In the quiet of meditation, I find a vast internal well of peace and wisdom. Neuroscience confirms this too—studies show that meditation calms the amygdala, the brain’s fear center, and increases activity in regions tied to compassion, self-awareness, and intuition. What ancient traditions have always known, science is now beginning to validate: when we turn inward, we find not emptiness, but everything.

This journey also taught me to revere mystery. Not everything needs to be explained—some truths are meant to be felt. I’ve come to see how wonder is not a distraction from reality, but a doorway into it. Often, the most extraordinary shifts begin in the most ordinary moments: folding laundry, watching the sky, hearing a song that somehow knows your heart. Awe reminds us to slow down, to notice the grace that surrounds us even in chaos.

And in a world so often defined by separation—by borders, beliefs, and differences—these experiences speak of something else: unity. We are threads in a great, living tapestry. Different, yes, but made of the same sacred fabric. The more we recognize our shared essence, the more we soften. Empathy becomes natural. Kindness, instinctive. We stop needing to fix each other and instead begin to see each other.

This path—this unfolding—isn’t linear. It doesn’t end. It is a lifelong dance between the known and the unknown, between remembering and forgetting. Each step, each experience, brings us closer to our essence. And with that return comes a deeper commitment—to love, to presence, to growth.

So I continue to walk this path with open hands, knowing that every moment holds a lesson, every encounter a reflection, and every breath a chance to reconnect with the mystery and the majesty of being alive.
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A Journey into the Unknown:
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My First Episode of Sleep Paralysis
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Let me begin by explaining that sleep paralysis is a phenomenon that, although common, is often unknown to many of us. It's something experienced by almost everyone on this planet, yet few of us are truly aware of it.
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