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Awakening to our Ascension Series

––––––––

[image: ]


NOVEL 1. THE REALITY Shifters – 2018 (Ingrid's Journal – Romance)

Novel 2. Orphanage of Souls – 2019 (Richard’s Journal – Romance)

Novel 3. Vanishing Worlds – 2020 - 2023. (Annelies’ Journal – Psychic awareness)

Novel 4. Parallel Realities – 2025 (Liesbeth/ Tulanda’s Journal)

Novel 5. Riddles of the Prophet’s Game – 2026 (POWAH – the Guide)

The Self-Employed Housewife Book 1 – 2018 (novel)

The Self-Employed Housewife Book 2 – 2022 (novel)

Spiritual Art Therapy

––––––––
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THE LANGUAGE OF LIGHT – workbook in Full colour 2021

Meditation on the Language of Light 2021 (Full colour)

Seven. Doodle Symbology journals on the 7 Chakra channels in full colour or greyscale

The Body Codes of Light – workbook—(forthcoming) 

The story of the Group Soul, the Jaarsma Clan, and the five initiation levels of awakening was developed over forty-five years. It is a work of fiction, but this visionary genre aims to inspire readers to envisage and build a more just and evolved future. The group soul's story demonstrates the potential for transformation through the author's understanding of the path to higher knowledge via Esoteric Spiritual Science.
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This fourth novel emerged during a deeply personal period when I cared for Robin at his home, where he was confined due to illness. We collaborated on the early chapters, with him providing invaluable insights and edits while resting on the couch, his spirit unbowed despite his condition. Even as I faced the possibility of losing him and clung to a desperate hope for a miracle, Robin's faith in me remained a guiding light. He believed wholeheartedly in my ability to write the fourth novel independently.

In this fourth novel, *Parallel Realities*, a visionary work of fiction, I explore the captivating idea of spiritual science and the unseen timelines that significantly influence our experiences. Through storytelling, I craft a tapestry of ideas that can be seen as factual, depending on the reader's point of view. Like my previous three novels, this work blends fiction with a visionary narrative, encouraging readers to question the boundaries between imagination and reality.

My dedication goes to Robin Beck, my husband and publisher, who passed away on the 15th of January 2023.

Nadine May - November 2025
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The Chronicles of our Ancestors.

From our home planet’s archives, we possess records of a shift towards oneness that occurred around 1,000,000 Earth years ago. Our ancestors documented the civilisation of Atlantis during its Golden Age, which stretched from about 1,000,000 to 900,000 years ago. After Atlantis was destroyed, various civilisations emerged over thousands of years. Survivors of Atlantis contributed to the building of remarkable monuments and pyramids, similar to those in Egypt, safeguarding knowledge of sacred architecture. 

Following Atlantis's fall, our spiritually awakened ancestors reincarnated in an anti-universe that reflects our own solar system. During the era of old Saturn, the Milky Way solar system succeeded a previous one in which physical laws differed. In this realm, parallel outcomes exist, opening new future possibilities for interdimensional travel and astral journeys.

According to our records, the rule of darkness was already very oppressive in the final days before the destruction of Atlantis, as the dark forces fought for survival through digital technologies. The greed, anger, and envy genes that had infected human creations became a virus called 'belief'. 

During Earth’s ascension into the light, dark forces will once again make their final desperate attempt to hold onto their world dominance through this virus. Destructive belief thought forms (inorganic vibrations) that are being absorbed daily by the human population through their physical bodies must be transcended within each individual’s energy grid before genuine global ascension can occur. 

The enormous complexity of individual consciousness, which is influenced by an invisible energy field from birth into this world of duality, is severe.

My life as Liesbeth

During my walk-in incarnation, it erased all my walk-in memories, leaving only the five-year-old girl's memories as a sufficient cloud of consciousness. As a walk-in, I have learned so far that cultivating immense compassion for the Earth's human community is essential. Each individual who must depend on survival skills at various levels is entitled to seek assistance when needed. One single mistake, rooted in this toxic virus embedded in the false matrix, can once again lead to disaster, not only physical death but also spiritual decline.

We from the 6th Astral Division are honoured to share the ascension journey with the Jaarsma Clan on planet Earth as it approaches a cosmic shift. The need for enlightenment has indeed sparked greater interest in it than ever before. Many of you are aware that these times will be difficult, but all you need is the intention to transcend in consciousness. Yes, there are challenging tasks ahead, so the Jaarsma story can help the reader ascend to a new reality.

Writing my own story in a creative style would need to begin where I left off in my mother's journal, Vanishing World. From that point, I will let my life unfold like a screenplay on paper. I will employ the same third-person narration as in the three previous novels, but dialogue and text copied from my dream diary will be written in the first person.

Namasté Tulanda
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​​Prologue

The Realms Within Realms
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As above. So below.

––––––––
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<THE LEVELS OF CONSCIOUS awareness in Annelies' Ascension Workshop Game vary, with the five stages of awakening designed to prepare participants for their ascension into their body of light during a physical incarnation.

<During this fourth initiation stage in its evolution. Soon, very soon, your transformation will speed up as your Planetary Soul enters an electromagnetic null zone. Every human being on this beautiful planet will perceive this shift in their own way. The truth will become clear to you, 'the reader' who has chosen to ascend with planet Earth at this time. 

<The planetary Soul will soon manifest the beginning of her ascension. This means she willingly enters a dimensional space-time zone that produces artificial time warps. Any virus that has affected her will transmute. Instead, the movements of time, forwards and backwards, that establish your three-dimensional realm in the human mind will create a light beam where high-frequency bodies can ascend and descend.

<You will find that your three-dimensional universe, linked with many other realms, will interact and elevate to a higher-dimensional frequency. There will be a simultaneous connection between two planetary realms within the same consciousness time cell. A single species at a particular density can shift to a different density level. That is how ascension will occur! 

<The Cosmic Hierarchy of higher angelic masters have listened to the appeal of the great planetary Soul named Earth. We all simultaneously agreed to grant this great being its ascension into the higher realities of spirit after the Christ force entered the earth. The only species that have free will to choose to ascend with her or not is the human population; to stay with their beloved planet and travel inter-dimensionally to a different location within the creator’s vast, endless solar system, or they can decide to take their leave of the planetary soul named Earth and embark on a different journey. 

<Many will stay unaware that all individual Souls are always pure consciousness. They will remain trapped in their physical form during the transformation. So be it; the choice must be theirs to wake up from the human dream. They have special permission to remain in your three-dimensional world. A new planet, of a lesser vibration than that of the Earth, will appear, where all those of the human evolution, both incarnate and discarnate, who have proven themselves incapable or unwilling to emit more light, will be transferred. There will be NO re-embodiment on your ascending planet Earth for any of them.

<I, the Jaarsma group Soul named POWAH, have been granted an opportunity to incarnate, as a guide, into 144.000 human Souls during the ascension process of this planet. While each particle of myself has been an individual choice to awaken to full consciousness, I was aware of how illusory a three-dimensional world can be.

<In my last human incarnation, during the reign of the human spirit named Djehuti, my decision to depart from the royal court while my beloved Pharaoh was struggling to awaken to full consciousness had set off a karmic event that led to the destruction of Tel El Amarna.

<For this error in choice during that time, I will now be using this opportunity to set right what would have changed the evolution of man. Through this journal, I will take the reader on a journey on the fourth initiation level of the awakening to ascension, by passing the mind trapped by the TIME matrix.

P.O.W.A.H 
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Half-Way House - Community in France


Liesbeth / Tulanda: Editor of the journals -walk-in

Hans/ Elmo: Liesbeth’s partner, adopted son - walk-in

POWAH - Spiritual Guide

Toon Haardens, the philanthropist and owner of the original Chateau in France, is also the visionary builder of the Valley of the Gods, a place of great significance in our story. 

Ingrid: Toon's wife - Journal The Reality Shifters Sandra - Toon & Ingrid's baby daughter

Sascia - Daughter of Ingrid –married to Richard de Jong

Debbie - Daughter of Ingrid.

Dirk, Toon's pilot, Susan, his wife, and two children

Annelies Zwiegelaar, Journal of Vanishing World, Body Codes of Light (workshop facilitator)

Ben: Zwiegelaar Husband – Detective

Mien - Ben's sister – Brasill coffee shop

Sonja - Mien's daughter 

Don van Dongen - Sonja's husband - Doctor

Harry Brinks - Friend of Mien

Tieneke - Harry Brinks’ daughter - Trevor's partner - author of The Language of Light

Peter Jaarsma: Otto’s adopted son – Half-Way House manager 

Helen - Peter’s wife – three children

Underground laboratories. 

Leo Jaarsma: Ben's twin brother - Genetic scientist

Niels Jaarsma, IT technician. with Clara, his fiancée

Trevor - Uncle – Egyptologist-IT technician Scientist

Richard de Jong: - Journal Orphanage of Souls

Buttercup Valley Community

Otto: Half-brother of Annelies -Jill - Otto’s wife
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​​​Chapter One

My Double Life
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Titania's Cottage at Halfway House

Living a double life, characterised by two distinct personalities with their own names, has made Liesbeth's journey on this planet a formidable challenge. She has always known and been confident that she does not have schizophrenia and that her mental state is sound. However, the burden of concealing her true self has led to an overwhelming sense of loneliness and isolation that surpasses anything she has ever experienced. Yet, her courage and resilience in facing this challenge are genuinely inspiring. 

Being asked to share her story, known as Liesbeth in the physical realm and Tulanda in her Parallel Reality, took some creative shuffling to do with timelines. She has been encouraged to do so in the hope that readers will understand that navigating human experiences on Earth requires tremendous strength and resilience, especially when one can hear people's thoughts and feel their moods. Being human on Earth is not for the faint-hearted; even angels might hesitate to choose this path. Therefore, she hopes readers feel proud to have taken on this challenge.

***
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AFTER SAVOURING HER refreshing early morning drink of lemon, ginger, and honey, Elmo’s telepathic message: “I'm looking forward to reading your storytelling version of this incarnation, my love.” Elmo went outside on their wooden deck and went for his morning jog. She felt the urge to retreat indoors. “It has been on my mind for a while, how to get going. “Beaming her reply 

Inside their cosy, two-storey wooden cottage, Liesbeth or Tulanda—using both names—began preparing a warm bath upstairs. The steam curled upwards like gentle whispers in the air. This peaceful ritual always gave her the perfect opportunity to reflect and meditate, letting her mind drift freely as she contemplated her task: weaving the complex story of her journey as a walk-in into a novel.

Her bath was cooling, and Elmo would soon return from his jog. Despite this, her mind kept contemplating the last chapter of Vanishing World, titled The Riddle of the Prophet’s Game, which she had edited into a novel the previous year. Stepping out of the bath, she noticed in the mirror that her dripping, nude body still appeared shapely and slender at nearly 45, which made her feel grateful. Elmo was ten years her junior, but only a few people knew that. Blow-drying her shiny, brown-to-nearly-black hair was always a task she hurried through. Elmo loved her playful, curly ringlets near her face. He often joked about their contrasting appearances. He is tall, with a pale complexion, light blue eyes, and almost white hair, which contrasts with her dark brown eyes and satiny, sun-kissed skin, giving her a nearly aristocratic Egyptian look.

Selling her flat in Apeldoorn and moving to Toon’s community, Halfway House in France, was the best thing they had done. She still had a lot of unpacking to do, but there was no rush. Dressed in a comfortable tracksuit since she had no plans to go anywhere, her opportunity to spend time alone had arrived, allowing her to begin transforming her walk-in journal into a novel. But where should she start? She reflected on her human story, her fingers resting on the laptop keyboard, waiting for a burst of inspiration as she gazed out through the double cottage windows. It was still morning, and the sunny balcony of their Halfway House community cottage beckoned her to write outdoors. She loved summertime in France.

Setting herself outside, she placed the side table with the three previous novels she had edited beside her deck chair, serving as inspiration for her writing of the fourth novel in the adventures of the Jaarsma Clan. 

Opened the pages of Ingrid's The Reality Shifters journal, which she had helped shape into existence as its editor. Years had passed, but the words still resonated with her, reminding her of the transformative power of creativity and the profound impact a story can have.

The moment she has been anticipating has finally arrived—she is ready to embark on a transformative journey to weave the rich, intricate tapestry of Elmo and Tulanda's experiences into a powerful narrative. Her mission is to shed light on the reasons behind their decision to join the Jaarsma Clan as walk-in souls, adopting the identities of Hans and Liesbeth during some of the most tumultuous and challenging periods in human history. She aims to explore the profound motivations and personal struggles that led them to this pivotal moment in their lives. With fervent passion and a clear sense of purpose, she envisions crafting their experiences into a compelling novel by highlighting their individual challenges and triumphs, while also intertwining the stories of their soul family, thereby capturing the true essence of their collective journey. Through her narrative, she seeks to celebrate their resilience and the bonds that unite them, offering a vivid portrayal of their lives against the backdrop of human evolution, hoping she can succeed.

She drifted off to thoughts about the events that took place during their underground exploration through the tunnels, which were detailed in Annelies' novel ‘Vanishing Worlds’. What evidence could they both gather through writing about their earthly journey that this reality is not entirely objective? 

Toon’s pleasure park project, The Valley of the Gods, located forty minutes from the Halfway House Chateau, faced several setbacks after the curfew was imposed due to a fake covid pandemic. It delayed Toon’s project by at least a few years. 

During their time in the ancient tunnels, she and Elmo remembered the collapse and destruction of the previous Atlantean era on Earth; many scriptures refer to it as the Fall. Their ancestors came from those times, but explaining cosmological science clearly and concisely remains a significant challenge for both of them.

Your mind is drifting far away, my love. Remember what Rudolf Steiner's cosmology meant, which he wrote about a hundred years ago.” Elmo telepathically beamed. Oh, she remembered it too well. They both read many of Steiner's books, written a hundred years ago; they explore the universe, but not everything is covered. It is merely a mechanical system governed by impersonal laws, but also a dynamic, living entity where humanity plays a crucial role in its evolution. 

“Steiner identified various historical epochs (e.g., Atlantean, Post-Atlantean) through which society and the universe have evolved, each characterised by specific spiritual and Soul qualities.” She beamed in return, “Even Edgar Casey wrote a lot about Atlantis.”

Her contemplation evoked vivid images, all rushing past like a film reel when time seemed to stop and the transformed planet Earth underwent a breathtaking change. That is why Tieneke's doodle workshops on the Language of Light symbology are being taught through creative doodling at the right moment. Symbol doodling had triggered a lot of her own shadow memories.

She waved at the people walking past, all community members sharing their unique gifts and talents. How many of them were aware of what was coming in the next few years? Many struggle to accept or understand the trap of clinging to their beliefs, mainly when those beliefs are based on fear and lead to self-doubt. Ingrid and Richard's journals, including Annelies', contain numerous reflections on their perceptions of reality, which would by now awaken many readers. While their observations were valid, were they responsible for encouraging a change in their self-imposed programming? She knew they were.

Now it was her turn to share her physical experiences, but more from the perspective of being a walk-in. When did she realise that she had been living a double life?

“The notion that Earth's current reality stems from a previous era is an understatement. “Elmo beamed at her, having picked up on her contemplations. She was so grateful for their telepathic connection.

“Very accurate, my love, but it is evident in the interactions with Ingrid, Richard, and Annelies, when I edited and adapted their journals into novels, that they are only partly awake. “

In Richard’s journal, his descriptions of out-of-body journeys through the astral plane and his interactions there actually reflect his own identity. He did not fully understand the sight of lost souls — many still driven by a hive-mind mentality, obstructing their spiritual awakening — despite warnings from his brother Theo, who is on the other side, had tried to warn about the dangers of the lower astral realm.

Last evening, during dinner in the main dining room, Elmo emphasised the need for individuals to become more spiritually conscious of their relationship with the cosmos and their role in its evolution, now that they have entered the digital age. However, it still hadn't fully sunk in. There was so much information to edit into a novel. She needed to share her knowledge as Liesbeth, or as Tulanda, or both? How could she share that beneath the surface of the Earth, there are several inner civilisations, and that CERN is playing with dark matter?

Both she and Elmo knew what was happening deep underground in Toon’s pleasure park project, The Valley of the Gods, but it was not the right moment to share it. Last year, they both understood that Annelies would have to reconnect with one of her past lives that had not ended well, being a young priestess who, alongside other royal children, had the privilege of studying under the great teacher Djehuti, whom they both knew to be powerful.

Annelies had instantly recognised he was the Jaarsma clan’s spiritual guide, POWAH, during these chaotic times on Earth. As she typed her thoughts into her laptop, visions of ancient Egypt flashed by, but she knew she needed to return to her present moment.

Today, over half of humanity has reached a level of awareness where they can accept more profound spiritual truths and have begun asking vital questions. However, how many are willing to relinquish their cherished beliefs, especially regarding the appeal of digital technology and the AI programming that increasingly influences humanity as a whole?

"Liesbeth, are you coming to join us for breakfast in the main dining room?" Sascia, Richards' partner, inquired, halfway up the step of her wooden deck. Her voice was warm and inviting. Sascia stood casually in stylish denim overalls, the fabric slightly faded from wear, and a camera hung around her neck like a cherished accessory, ready to capture the moments of the day ahead. Sascia’s enthusiasm radiated as she glanced toward her, eager to share the morning.

“Thank you for asking, but I've started writing the fourth novel you've all been requesting.” She waved and blew a kiss. Again, she picked up the first novel: The Reality Shifters. Ingrid’s journal

In the early stages of editing this novel, a pivotal moment occurs in Chapter Six when Ingrid has her first encounter with Toon at a dinner hosted by Annelies. The chemistry between Ingrid and Toon is described as profound, extending beyond mere physical attraction. Throughout the evening, Ingrid, Toon, and Annelies engage in deep conversations about topics ranging from solar flares to traditional planets like Saturn, Jupiter, and Mars. Elmo contributes to the dialogue by suggesting that a holistic understanding of these topics requires integrating spiritual science and scriptural insights. Although Elmo’s remarks initially elude the group's grasp, she hopes they will later be recognised as a holistic spiritual awareness that will influence their perspectives.

Gosh, she was still pondering how to begin. Time was running out. It was almost lunchtime. Elmo would soon return, arriving on their deck outside, where she had a perfect view of the rolling green hills, the stunning orange and blue sky, and the distant vineyard. Listening to the birdsong brought her a sense of calm. Planet Earth was breathtaking in its own way. More and more, she realised that the end times had arrived and why they were Starseed walk-ins belonging to the Jaarsma group Soul. She and Elmo were living a double life as Liesbeth and Hans. 

“Gosh, what do you think of Mum after her last underground experience?” Elmo said aloud as he stepped onto their cottage deck. His tall, slim body was oily from the special, naturally created suntan lotion he had to apply each morning. His skin was a pale ashen shade, reminiscent of alabaster, almost giving him an ethereal quality. His striking blue eyes, deep and penetrating, seemed to observe the world with an intensity that was both intriguing and unsettling. The two of them often pondered the unusual way his body had developed, leaving them with questions that lingered in the air. Enhancing his eccentric appearance was his unruly, nearly white hair, which cascaded in wild waves and was casually secured in a ponytail that swayed with his every movement. According to his adoptive mother, Annelies, he had a charm.

“What brought up that comment? Did I miss something?”

“I'm proud of her,” he continued. “I can trace her bloodline back to the Egyptian dynasty during Akhenaton. She is as pure as they come.” 

“Really. Wow, but the genetic body I took on must have inherited the same genes, not so?”

Elmo reminded her of the human history lessons they both received before they became walk-ins, before the split of timelines.

Yes, sweetie, yours does. My body has less melanin than usual, but remember how our teacher showed, through a matrix timeline on Koldas, how our planet became a parallel reality of Earth.

Elmo referred to the underground tunnel on planet Koldas, where initiates displayed their Souls and Starseed missions on Earth. Because she was the third among all Starseed blood types — her O+ and Elmo’s — his body struggled to tolerate any iron, even from plants, which made him highly sensitive to his environment and its surroundings.

Elmo sat beside her on his deckchair, stretching his long legs over the edge. Midday was the perfect time for them to communicate telepathically and verbally. Mom’s genetic ancestral lineage on Earth goes back to Atlantis, even before what is recognised as ancient Egypt. She was conceived naturally and delivered by her mother, just as her ancestors were. Like all the others, I do not want to see that tainted by this evil biotechnology gene programme. Following Elmo’s, reminiscing was not always easy. He tended to jump ahead by using words that confused many.

“Why would it be?” she questioned out loud, waving at passersby. 

“Many people have been infected at birth for hundreds of years. It’s now clear to me that millions have already teleported into human clone bodies during these end times. Where else would the 8 billion people suddenly come from? This AI biotechnology gene program will stop humanity from waking up.”

“I know the rules, Elmo, that no planetary society should take upon itself to cross-match a species with another species or seed an evolving planet, but what does that say about us?” she responded verbally. 

“Oh, come on. We are at least of the same species, not clones. We come from the future—the sixth epoch parallel to Earth—and we took on a human body with the full consent of both our soul agreements in this post-Atlantean epoch. Elmo mentally replied, eyes closed.

“True, but how do I explain that in my novel? How do I explain the process of being a walk-in? That, both children’s Souls agreed to swap their Earthly incarnations around the age of five. So, we did not undergo this mental memory wipe.” However, she did experience it in her early years. 

“Mmm, good question. Recently, I’ve noticed that the human sense and experience of reality on Earth arise from internal patterns or maps that shape how we behave and perceive. We are fully aware, but most people are not.” Elmo replied. His body was sweating from his jogging.

“You mean it’s all to do with our brain wiring?” she questioned, looking up at him. Her mom’s decoding of the Body Codes of Light book focused on how to determine each individual’s frequency codes, so what Elmo mentioned made sense.

“Yes, and as these internal map codes or ‘spacings’, as mum calls them, are activated, people’s perception of this so-called physical reality will shift. That is what we are all waiting for," he replied telepathically. “I’m off to take a shower.”

It was time to go inside and prepare lunch for Coco and them. She folded their deck chairs and put them in the shed outside the cottage. She was enjoying the summer weather. It was always hard for her, whether she was Liesbeth or Tulanda, to remember that their physical reality was a projection of their human minds. While contemplating, she closed the French doors, taking in the open-plan kitchen, lounge, and dining room. It all seemed very real.

“We had to regress to an earlier stage of psychosexual development, causing a retreat of the ego. An illusory pattern, “Elmo beamed, showering. “Big words, love, but what would that mean in plain English?” she replied while chopping vegetables for their salad. Would she call him Hans in her journal? Having two names might be confusing. 

Elmo must be in a cheerful mood, singing happily while showering as he did. His meeting with Toon must have gone according to plan. A vibrant salad bowl filled with a variety of freshly picked herbs and crisp greens from the lush herb garden on the estate awaited him for lunch. 

“From a genetic perspective, I see regression as a malicious virus that corrupts both our bodies and minds—one that humanity must summon the strength to eradicate. If we fail, it will infiltrate every aspect of our existence, stripping us of our freedom to choose.” Elmo’s serious telepathic pondering made her question. Could they guide and inspire the human population by sharing their story? Humanity's original genetic makeup had been corrupted long ago by a powerful AI cyborg race that aimed to dominate and control the very essence of what it meant to be human. Their journey on this desolate Earth was not merely a mission; it was a desperate attempt to restore humanity’s foundation before the final chapter of their existence was written. Her thoughts made her wonder who would be the author of the last novel in the series after her journal ended.

She needed to clear the dining room table, which also served as her writing desk, to make space for lunch. Spread out before her were the photographs she had taken of the pyramidal buildings from Toon’s recreation project. The force field beneath Toon’s project in France had earned the location its name: the Valley of the Gods. This reminded her of their excursion through the underground caves beneath Toon’s circular landscape, particularly the central island surrounded by water. Annelies had written about that experience, and it had been quite exhausting.

The physicality on Earth was often heavy going. Her forty-five-year-old body had felt stiff and sore from the slow, frequently crawling journey through the deep tunnels under the Valley of God’s amusement park, knowing that ageing is also programmed into her DNA by her subconscious. Last year, Elmo offered to help her, but that was not fair to others. Their ability to teleport was unknown to others because it could jeopardise their mission.

After lunch was cleared away, Elmo worked on several legal papers related to Toon's other enterprises as his lawyer. They both were very aware that genetic manipulations are rife due to the depopulation agenda. The 5G towers, soon to be activated, are just examples. Unfortunately, many articles have been removed from the internet and replaced with numerous related posts that discuss false information about 5G towers.

She settled at the dining room table, resting her fingers on her laptop keyboard, wondering how to make her story both plausible and informative, both as Liesbeth and Tulanda, without seeming ridiculous. She had promised her mum, Annelies, that she would get on with it the moment she had handed in her manuals from her decoding workshops on the Body Codes of Light. Typesetting a workbook was more manageable than writing her own story as a novel, the way she had translated the three other journals into novels. So far, all she had done was type her thoughts in the third tense. 

It was getting overcast, overcast, and Elmo brought her herbal tea. 

The unopened boxes stored under the wooden staircase she had brought from her flat in Apeldoorn reminded her of the diaries she had stored in one of them. These would help, especially the entries on her birthdays. “That’s it”. Her birthdays seemed to have taken her in a different direction, as if the moment her human body was born into this world was the moment when her biological clock had repaired itself. During her sixteenth birthday, she’d felt more in control.

The thrill of her writing project had taken priority, and she felt a pang of guilt as she realised she had to delay Toon’s artistic pursuits and her mother’s carefully planned activities. She knew how vital these projects were to both of them, leaving them in a state of limbo, while her imagination soared—perhaps not in the kindest way. There was a learning involved, and she wished she could balance everything, understanding that their creativity deserved equal attention and care. 

She got up to browse the still-unopened boxes. She came across all her doodle artwork from Tieneke’s workshops, nestled in a single box alongside her diary entries. Reflecting on her shadow work, she felt a deep sense of fulfilment during that period. As she contemplated her life as Tulanda, she longed to reconnect with Elmo. She often wondered if he, too, might be living somewhere in this timeline on Earth, sharing in the journey of existence.

In the later chapters, she envisioned incorporating a heartfelt diary entry that would capture the depth of her transformative experiences during Tieneke's enchanting Art Analogue doodling workshops. These creative sessions became a sanctuary for her, a place where she rekindled an electrifying connection with the charismatic and alluring Richard de Jong, whom she had first encountered during an intriguing astrological dig organised by her uncle, the insightful Trevor. 

Looking at all the stuff packed away, they still needed space to think. As she navigated the tumultuous waters of her own life, she found solace in the presence of Ingrid Barandse. Despite the profound sadness of having recently lost her husband, Ingrid emanated a remarkable resilience that served as an inspiring beacon for her. With each stroke of colour and line in her artwork, she felt an exhilarating sense of accomplishment after meticulously organising her art storage, allowing her to access her creations whenever inspiration struck effortlessly.

United in purpose, she, Richard, and Ingrid embarked on an exciting journey of self-discovery in Annelies' captivating Body Codes of Light decoding workshop. Together, they ventured into a world filled with exploration and enlightenment, deepening their connections and uncovering the hidden layers of their creative spirits. 

There they were! Her diaries. Finding the box that held her diaries was easy, as she had clearly marked her birth dates on the outside. As she opened the box, a wave of nostalgia washed over her, reminding her of countless moments captured in ink. Yes, her sixteenth birthday marked the start of an exciting new chapter, full of promise and new experiences. She was curious about how Elmo, her twin soul whom she loved and cherished deeply, would connect with her life as a sixteen-year-old girl. Just thinking about it made her smile; after all, Elmo had just arrived ten years after her, eager to explore this vibrant new chapter with her.

“What are you planning for tonight?” Elmo asked, “After we have a bite to eat? “Writing.”

“Really?”

“Why are you so surprised? “

She dumped several diaries on the dining room table.

“Good grief, Tully, how can you work like that?”

“Oh, don’t be such a perfectionist.”

Elmo wrapped his arms around her in a warm embrace, planting a gentle kiss on her forehead before he made his way back to their cosy upstairs bedroom to meditate. She watched him go, a sense of calm washing over her as she understood that he would soon teleport himself away from the Earth realm. In his absence, she felt a comforting weight on her shoulders, knowing she would nurture and hold their shared space until he returned.

The noises from people walking outside made her think back to when she turned sixteen. Her bedroom window in Utrecht was above a sidewalk below. It was strange how sounds activated memories. Her sixteenth year marked the start of her double life, a secret existence that would intertwine with her everyday reality in ways she had never anticipated. With each new entry in her diary, she was not only recording her thoughts and experiences but also shaping the very chapters of her unique story. 

In her parallel world, the elders held birthdays in deep significance, viewing each as a transformative milestone—a fresh beginning akin to turning the page on a new chapter. This profound understanding instilled in her a sense of anticipation and responsibility, knowing that with each passing year, she was not just growing older but also stepping further into the unknown dimensions of her extraordinary life.

She began to consider a creative approach to her writing by merging her established styles: intertwining the first-person perspective of her diary entries with a third-person narrative. 

Her diary entries, rich with her innermost thoughts and emotions, offered a raw and personal glimpse into her experiences. She envisioned using these intimate reflections to convey her feelings authentically. At the same time, she aimed to depict her life as Liesbeth through a third-person lens, allowing for a broader view of her current experiences. This contrast would not only enrich her storytelling but also offer readers a unique insight into her dual existence, blending her past and present in an engaging, compelling way. To achieve this, she realised it would be essential to reflect on both her past and present life, providing a rich context for her story. She imagined how her past experiences would inform her current identity and how the two narratives could coexist. While she felt optimistic about this creative endeavour, she also recognised that it would likely require considerable editing to ensure clarity and coherence in the final piece. The challenge excited her, as it would not only test her writing skills but also offer a unique opportunity to explore her journey more deeply.

Two days earlier, Annelies had asked whether she had ever lived dangerously in this life. Annelies was her biological mother, who had missed her growing up until now, when she was forty-five. She responded, “A little like a professional journalist. Writing freelance for several newspapers, websites, blogs, and magazines has sometimes been challenging. “I have been in some dangerous situations.” She replied, thinking back to her first visit to the Giza Pyramid in Egypt. Sponsors had paid her to join a group of archaeologists to write about some secret sites at Luxor. That was the first time she had met Richard on a dig. She had been following his lectures at the University of Utrecht. Several months later, she intuitively knew he belonged to the same Soul group as Ingrid, but couldn't share that information yet. It would not really fit in just yet, since she herself needed to awaken and grow her own awareness. What the truth of the group soul was all about would have to be her job to explain. 

That was just before they joined Annelies’s Ascension workshop. It felt like years ago.

Let’s title this first chapter "My Double Life." She took a deep breath, feeling the weight of her experiences settle on her shoulders. It was time to share her story—a narrative woven through the extraordinary perspective of being a walk-in. This was not just her tale; it was a glimpse into the dual existence she managed, filled with both the everyday and the mystical. Each word she uttered would reveal the intricacies of her journey, inviting others into the rich tapestry of her life.

There, she had made a start.

In her younger years, she aspired to begin a new diary each year on her birthday, though she often found herself skipping some. 

Throughout her twenties and thirties, she kept a dream diary tucked beside her bed, where she recorded the vivid and sometimes surreal visions that danced through her sleep. These entries eventually served as the inspiration, weaving together the threads of her imagination. Over time, she transitioned to a sleek notepad journal on her laptop, embracing the convenience of technology while continuing to capture her thoughts and ideas in written form.

“Why?” Elmo asked, reading over her shoulder, what she had typed. He had returned from his interdimensional travels and came downstairs.

“I suppose I need to relive those years until we met, don’t I?” When they were together, they rarely used everyday speech.

“It's already late, and we have had nothing yet to eat. What do you feel like?”. She looked up from her keyboard, looking surprised. “Surprise me,” smiling flirtatiously. He made veggie soup.

***
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AFTER ELMO WAS BREWING a steaming cup of coffee—one of their little indulgences she turned her attention to a brown envelope wedged between the various diaries on her cluttered desk. As she carefully pulled it out, she noticed that it contained important information: the address where she had stored her journals digitally on her external hard drive. That hard drive had become a crucial part of her writing routine, safeguarding her thoughts and memories for future reference.

“I’m heading to bed now. You’re clearly lost in your writing mode, so I’ll let you focus,” Elmo said softly, his voice a gentle caress in the quiet room. He leaned closer, brushing his lips against her cheek in a tender kiss, then playfully nibbled at her neck. The sensation sent a wave of erotic shivers down her spine, igniting her senses. A warm, affectionate smile danced on his lips as he watched her, captivated by the way her fingers flew across the pages, weaving together a world of words and unbound creativity. 

“I promise I’ll join you soon,” she responded, her eyes still gleaming with inspiration. “Alright, alright,” he teased, his tone light, but his heart was whole as he walked upstairs to their bedroom, leaving her to her literary reverie.

​​​She paused, savouring a moment of reflection, her thoughts drifting back to the years before she met the Jaarsma Clan. It was during that time that she reignited her passion for writing. Still, instead of confining herself to traditional paper diaries, she chose the convenience of a notepad program on her laptop. This choice, fuelled by a desire for both immediacy and ease of access, transformed her writing experience. 

As the rich, aromatic steam from coffee still curled into the air, she felt the familiar warmth of Coco, their beloved Siamese cat, nestled comfortably in her lap. In that peaceful moment, she pondered whether to embark on her writing journey from that point, revisiting the digital pages she had filled with her innermost thoughts and musings over the years. Would those diary entries provide a solid foundation for the adventures yet to come? 

Her gaze wandered, landing on an old, tattered diary resting on the top. The cover was well-worn, and a date scribbled on the front caught her attention—her sixteenth birthday. A wave of nostalgia washed over her, taking her back to the vibrant emotions of her youth. She could almost feel the ink of her pen gliding over the paper, recording her experiences in vivid detail for others to read, capturing the essence of her youthful spirit in the first person.


Diary entry: My 16th birthday

This morning, I woke up still enveloped in the vivid and enchanting remnants of my dream. It felt as if I had just stepped out of a fantastical realm—one painted with vibrant colours and teeming with life, where every leaf shimmered and every sound was a melody. 

As I sit up still in bed, the early sunlight filtering through my window, a restless thought swirls in my mind: should I let my other me take control? 

The girl who resides in my dreams has grown increasingly tangible with every passing night. It’s as if she’s lingering just beyond the veil, waiting for me to acknowledge her existence. 

I haven’t confided in anyone about this secret; I worry they might think I’m losing my grip on reality or, even worse, that I’m grappling with some form of schizophrenia. Yet, I am steadfastly me. 

My name is Liesbeth, and I live in the charming village of Leersum, nestled in the tranquil province of Utrecht in the Netherlands. The soft rustle of leaves outside my window dances in harmony with the cosy warmth that envelops me in my adoptive parents’ loving home. 

It’s hard to reconcile this beautiful, mundane life with the mysterious adventures that await me in the shadows of my dreams, beckoning me to explore their depths.



She would share her profound journey of self-discovery, emphasising the pivotal moment when she realised she was living a double life. Through her story, readers are encouraged to explore the intricate layers of human existence. Ultimately, they will understand that each of us manages multiple identities and experiences simultaneously, often hidden beneath the surface of our everyday lives.

Leaning back in her office chair, with Coco contentedly purring on her lap, she read through her old diary. As she flipped through the pages, memories of her teenage years flooded back, vividly recalling the two distinct worlds she navigated: her daytime life and her nighttime dream reality.


Diary entry as Liesbeth

My new diary is still stiff and crisp. My best friend Natasha gave it to me yesterday so that I could write my first entry for my birthday. I’ve always known that I wanted to be a novelist. I couldn't imagine anything better than being in this world.

Now that I have expressed this and written it down, perhaps one day I will read and share these pages again. But for now, I will keep my double life a secret...



There was a break in her writing... and she remembered why...She had had her first psychic experience.


I feel like someone is watching over my shoulder, peering at my writing. "Grrrr, why am I so paranoid?” As I talk aloud to myself, mentioning to someone watching over my shoulder that I have made a decision is typical of me. My first novel would be about the girl Tulanda.

Each morning, for about 30 minutes, I will let Tulanda, in my dream, take over and share her story on Earth through this diary. 

“I wonder if Tulanda also keeps a diary? Would that not be cool?” Speaking out loud to nobody in particular while sitting up in bed writing was maybe silly, but it is normal for me... 



That was the end, and it was well past midnight. Her chapter one was written.

Closing her laptop reminded her of the tasks she still needed to complete for Toon and Annelies. She planned to tackle the first one in the morning. The photographs she had taken of the glass pyramidal buildings from Toon’s recreation project last week, for a proposal Elmo needed to get the plans approved, were now on her laptop. 

It annoyed Toon that he couldn't have a free hand on his own property, but municipal rules were becoming stranger by the day. Elmo already had his accompanying letter in French written, addressing the tourist attraction that would generate revenue through airline flights and hotel stays outside the community and the park. 
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​Chapter Two

Living in Two Realities
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Planet Galdonia

Weeks had passed since their arrival and settling in Titania's cottage, and it was finally time to continue writing the second chapter of their lives. Living in a close-knit community was a significant change from the solitary life they had led in their flat in Apeldoorn, where the daily commute to work defined each morning. This new way of life required some adjustment, as the environment felt almost like an endless holiday, filled with social interactions and shared experiences. 

Elmo was fully occupied with a series of meetings, acting as Toon’s financial adviser and dealing with a multitude of legal issues that emerged within the community and the Valley of the Gods project. His expertise was invaluable, especially given his thorough understanding of the complex legal texts that governed both France and the Netherlands. 

With a remarkable photographic memory, he could recall details with astonishing accuracy, making him an invaluable resource for Toon and others as they navigated the complexities of their new environment. Elmo's ability to absorb and retain such dense information not only impressed his peers but also gave him deep confidence in his role within the community.

Her dining room was strewn with several of her old diaries. Flipping through the pages felt strangely surreal. The familiar loops and curves of her handwriting seemed to whisk her back through corridors of time, evoking memories both distant and vivid. Back then, she didn’t realise that she was a walk-in; all she knew was that she was adopted because her parents were unable to have children. 

Her mind wandered back to her childhood haven in Leersum, a room filled with the warmth of her memories. The walls were decorated with posters, and she was surrounded by her favourite childhood objects, offering her comfort.  It was strange and slightly unsettling how her diary entries began to speak in the past tense, evoking her double self, Tulanda, as if she were recounting the tales of another life altogether. If only she had known then what was going to happen to her.


Diary entry as Tulanda

During Dreamtime, I'm now writing about what I remembered from my dream of being Tulanda when I turned 16. 

“Okay, so let's begin. It is getting late, so I only have 20 minutes left to allow Tulanda to take over. In my dream, Tulanda is also having her 16th birthday!”...

Soon, my hand started to write as if it were someone else's. Some dreams come like flowing milk, and this was one of those. All I did was step into my lucid dream.

​​Diary entry: Planet Galdonia

This morning, while my mother was in the kitchen, busy preparing my favourite snacks for my party — walnut truffles — and my dad was still in his office, I sneaked past his mental signature. I overheard a telepathic conversation between him and the voice of Celestia. My parents called him that, but I knew him as POWAH. Mental eavesdropping was not allowed, but hearing that I had been chosen made my heart skip a beat.

Today, I, Tulanda, celebrated my sixteenth birthday, a milestone that feels both significant and, at the same time, strangely superficial. While my age may have increased, I am acutely aware that my true essence, my spiritual self, is immortal—just like many of my family members who inhabit this sixth cultural age. In our society, age has become more of a formality —a nod to the traditions of our ancient past — than a true reflection of our being.

Each year on my birthday, my parents perform an ancient ritual, reaching out to POWAH, the spiritual entity we rely on for guidance. This connection triggers the download of memories from the vast library of our group soul — a collection of experiences and wisdom gathered over generations. It feels like a sacred initiation, a way for me to absorb the life lessons and rich histories of those who came before me. This cherished tradition holds deep significance within our Galdonian culture, weaving together the threads of our shared legacy as I continue my own journey.



She recalled her dream by reading about it. If people only kept a dream diary, she was so glad she did, now that she could use the entries of her own story about Parallel Realities: an excellent title for the fourth awakening to our ascension series. She would have to go into detail about her other reality. 

The afternoon air was filled with the gentle rustle of the wind and the faint, cheerful chatter of people retreating to their cottages in the distance. These soothing sounds whisked her back in time, reminding her of the vivid landscapes she had described in her writing—a dreamlike scenery she had conjured many years ago, rich with colours and emotions that now danced through her mind once more. Reading on...


On the day of Tulanda’s birth in my dream, I was aware of a voice that interrupted my thoughts. Images flooded before my inner third eye, and my Soul memory downloaded more memories from another parallel life. I was looking forward to that experience. 

My home seemed to hang against the slope of Mount Cape, but that was just an illusion. Both my parents could grow their homes. The latest eco-friendly technologies and solutions were used to create a pleasant and comfortable green lifestyle. Windows are flexible soy membranes that shift as the building grows.

My family home was composed of five geodesic domes, metaphorically anchored above one another and suspended against the mountain’s rock faces. Organic architectural materials, such as vines, roots, and trees, created a flexible framework for the electronic lift inside each level. 

The layout, with its clean lines, harmonised with the natural landscape against the mountain, taking full advantage of views and natural light without disturbing the local environment, which was admired by many.

My brother’s and my bedrooms were on the third floor, while my parents lived on the top floor.

The second level contained the computer rooms and a vast library of old and new manuscripts. Some ancient books are still on paper, but most are on thin electronic slates that can project three-dimensional text onto a screen.

The kitchen, social quarters, dining room, and lounge were on the first floor.

My party was to be held on the lower deck, where visitors arrived after parking their private transports on the flight deck on the mountain's west side. The entrance to my home was through a tunnelled pathway leading to the mountain's east side, where the climate was colder but still tropical.

The intercom announced my first visitors, a family from Sector 8, who would stay over until the second half of her birthday celebration.

When I knew it was safe to leave before my party, I grabbed my hiking gear and climbing equipment. I sneaked away to climb towards my sanctuary without saying goodbye to my family and friends. I hoped it would take a few hours before they realised I was gone. 

I needed to tell my boyfriend, Elmo, my news, just in case he hadn’t heard. In a built-up area, my far speech would not reach him. Only on the highest section of Mount Cape could they communicate telepathically.

I effortlessly reached the final stretch of my climb. Some of my long, dark curls that had escaped my hairband were dancing on my shoulders. My surge of happiness almost caused me to miss the last step. A strong intuition urged me to sit on a dry, flat boulder when I reached the top. I needed to calm myself, but I questioned why at the same time. At that moment, I sensed that I was not alone. A familiar mental signature was observing me.

“Where are you?” I beamed in mid-air.



<We are overjoyed that you have awakened your Soul records, even if only partly.>


I knew that my guide was nearby, but he was still invisible. Only people with a 7th Spirit-level awareness can see him. Elmo confirmed that he was known as POWAH, and my parents knew.

“Why do I get a strong sense that I have been here before? But not during this time zone.” I felt rather dumb paraphrasing what my higher mind told me to ask. 



<You were in a different body. You were a young girl during a previous life on planet Earth during the golden age of Atlantis.>


I vaguely remembered the name Planet Earth.

“Where is this planet?



< Like here, all living things on this Earth realm also have three parallel bodies... A Physical, an Ethereal, and an Astral body. Both exist as a biological plasma or physical matter in a third-dimensional reality>


“My brother kept mentioning a galaxy named the Milky Way, where scientists had found proof that parallel, third-dimensional matter planets exist. I mentally replied



<Correct, some Earthlings call the galaxy in which their solar system resides (with planet Earth), The Milky Way.>


I pondered the nature of dense physical matter when sudden memories overwhelmed me like a psychic avalanche. The fragrant smell of low bushes and other flowering shrubs gave off a heavy, almost dense feeling. I felt heavier, as if the air was thicker! I had been to the top many times, but this nearly overwhelming feeling was unlike anything I had felt there before. Was the celestial guide POWAH showing her what planet Earth looked or felt like?

Not many climbers visited this part of the mountain, but somehow, looking around, I expected to see people. Scooping my hands into the small rock pools to quench my thirst triggered another memory. 



There was a break in her writing. Liesbeth recalled a knock on her bedroom door. In an instant, she knew who it was. Hearing her mother knocking on her bedroom door as if it had happened in the past reminded her of when writing had become her passion. 

“Yes, Mom, I'm coming!” she had called out, her voice carrying a hint of exasperation. Back then, every interruption felt like an intrusion on her creative process. Each time she awoke from a dream, she grappled with the urgent need to capture its essence before it slipped away like wisps of smoke. 

It frustrated her endlessly how quickly dream memories could fade, leaving her with only the faintest impressions. She often pondered why something that felt so vivid in the moment could vanish so completely, dissolving into the recesses of her mind. It was relatively late, so she made more coffee and read on... 


The water from the rock pool tasted different, as if the mist had removed the magic I was used to. Today, Dejà Vu made me feel as if I were somebody else. It's more like a Soul memory. That was why I was going to participate in the walk-in project. That possibility still sent shivers down my spine. I had access to my Soul records, which were dormant for most people. I knew somebody had downloaded my sixteenth birthday records, but who was it? 

My mother and younger brother were telepaths, and my father was a paramount record keeper. He was a member of the Council of Twelve, which oversaw the galactic commissions of the twelve planets that formed a group held together by gravitational attraction. Most of Galdonia consisted of vast wastelands and burning sands, where temperatures soared to heights beyond imagination at midday. Still, on the east side of Mount Cape, a more tropical climate with a lush green belt where sunlight made the entire landscape sparkle, was more populated. On the same planet, many flowering plants survived a catastrophic event hundreds of years ago, and her mother, a horticulturist, cultivated them. 

High up on Mount Cape, the landscape looked eroded by wind, fire, ice, and water for millions of years. The flat face on the mountain's east side was a cliff face caused by the action of waves when the sea had lapped against it in the far past. On top of the mountain, the strangely shaped rocks and deep ravines, formed over millions of years of erosion, prompted her to speculate. 

I was taught that their etheric and physical matter worlds were an intermixed reality, where human civilisations could evolve at different levels of consciousness. 



<Yes, Tulanda, but your ancestors from Altair came to this planet when sonic winds still battered Earth during the Atlantis epoch, and so they lived within the Earth before they could teleport, like many others, towards other Dimensions, generally the 6th and 7th.>


Oh gosh, why did I now have a strong feeling of being left behind? 



<It’s a Soul memory. You will find out soon enough. At some point when we meet, we will both be at the same reality level; then you will be able to see me.>

Reading about her interaction with POWAH in her diary made her frown. She vaguely recalled feelings of abandonment.

She had a higher-dimensional body that was more etheric, but it was still dormant in many people. She knew that POWAH was gone, but during her teenage years, being Tulanda, it was known —unknown to her in her other reality as Liesbeth at the time. His mental signature was hard to describe, as if a new page of her journal had started. Yes, she wrote more on the following page.... 


I got up and walked around, skipping onto the scattered granite boulders. Then, with their magnificent display of colour, the scent from the flowering bushes brought me back to the present. I dared to stand on the edge of one big extended rock to view the landscape below. Such was the heat that forced me to sit down frequently in the shade of a flowering tree branch.
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