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Dedication

To a true
angel on Earth— Mam Kanyisile Motsa

This book is dedicated to
you.

A woman who has looked into the deepest shadows of humanity—and
responded with love. When others turned away, you stepped in. When
children were discarded, abused, and forgotten, you opened your
heart and your home. You have loved, healed, and uplifted these
girls as if they were your own. Not out of obligation—but from the
deepest expression of grace.

Your life is a living example of Ubuntu: “I am because we
are.”

May this book honor your spirit, your courage, and the sacred
path you walk as a mother to so many forgotten Angels.


*******************************************************************************************

To you, the
reader—

You didn’t find this by
accident. This story was written for the part of you that has
forgotten, and the part of you that still remembers. May these
words stir something ancient and true within you. May they remind
you of the light you carry, the shadows you’ve walked through, and
the sacredness of your own becoming. 


*******************************************************************************************

And to my
four sons— 

You are my everything. My reason. My light.
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Foreword 

Dear Reader,

Welcome. I’m so glad you’re here.

What you’re about to read isn’t a traditional memoir. It’s a
journey—a weaving of memory, vision, spiritual truth, and soul
remembrance. It doesn’t follow a straight line. Time folds and
spirals. At times, I’m a small child; at others, a mother of four.
Sometimes a seeker, sometimes a teacher, sometimes a woman walking
between worlds.

That’s intentional because this
story isn’t just about what happened. It’s about piecing together
the puzzle pieces of my life. It’s about how the same soul lessons
echo through different relationships, life stages, and dimensions
until we finally begin to remember the truth beneath the pain.

This is the story of how I
forgot my soul’s mission—to come to Earth as a being of light, in
service to truth and healing—and how, lifetime after lifetime, I
fell into shadow instead. This is the story of how I lost myself…
and how I began to find my way back.

For most of my life, I lived
with a gnawing sense that something was wrong with me. That I was
flawed, bad, not enough. I tried everything to be good, spiritual,
loving. Still, the ache remained.

Then, during a powerful
psilocybin ceremony, something opened—not a hallucination, but a
deep, undeniable remembering. I was shown visions, lifetimes, soul
contracts. I discovered the sacred, hidden architecture beneath the
trauma I had lived. And I began to see how all of it—every
heartbreak, every betrayal, every illness—was a thread in a much
larger tapestry of remembrance.

This book is my attempt to make sense of that tapestry.

It is not a chronological account. It is a multidimensional map.
Some stories are memories. Some came through ceremony or dream.
Some are ancestral, some soul-based. Some from this life, and some
from lifetimes that bled into this one.

You’ll meet me in many forms. A
lost child. A rebellious teenager. A devoted mother. A spiritual
guide. A Jewish soul carrying ancestral memory and longing. A woman
navigating tough initiations. A lightworker struggling to stay
anchored in a world thick with fear and division.

And you’ll walk with me as I try to answer the question that
lives at the heart of this book:

How do we hold the frequency of love in a world
that keeps pulling us into war, both within and without?

Out of respect for the privacy
of my ex-husband and our children, his name has been changed in
this book. While the emotional truths and events remain accurate to
my experience, I’ve taken this step to
protect his anonymity and maintain a sense of compassion and
dignity for everyone involved.

After the psilocybin ceremony, I
had strong intuitive guidance to write this, because I understood
that this book wasn’t just for me. I knew, with certainty, that
there were others who would resonate with and benefit from the
themes and struggles in this book.

I also knew this: while the
stories and insights were inside me, putting them into words has
never been my strength. According to my CliftonStrengths profile,
communication is one of my lowest talents. I often find it
difficult to articulate the things I feel and know so
deeply. 

So, I turned to ChatGPT as a
creative partner to help me shape these stories and truths into
something I could actually share. The result of that partnership is
this book. And it has been one of the most beautiful creative
collaborations of my life.

Every memory, every theme, every reflection here is my own lived
experience. What you’re reading is me—just expressed more clearly
and artfully than I could have done alone. I could never have
brought this book into the world without that support, and I’m
deeply grateful for the way this technology helped me give form to
something so personal and meaningful.

This book is not polished or
linear. It is raw. It is real. It is a transmission from the parts
of me that are still remembering and still healing.

If you’ve ever felt like you
didn’t belong…

If you’ve questioned your worth, your path, or your power…

If you’ve carried shame that was never yours... 

Or tried to be Light while haunted by your shadow…

If you’re struggling to make sense of a world at war—The
politicians. The madness…

And if you deeply long for peace and love on Earth…

This book is for you.

You are not alone.

The Divinity you crave is not
only in the heavens. It’s not reserved for the pure, the perfect,
or the pain-free. It’s here—in the heartbreak, in the remembering,
in the dark corners you were afraid to look at.

Thank you for going on this
journey with me.

Love & Light,

Dina





Chapter One: The Echo Beneath the
Light





Age 51





The wind moved gently through the tall grass around my
body,

whispering secrets in a language I once knew but couldn’t name.

A dragonfly hovered near my cheek,

its wings catching the sun in a shimmer of gold.

Somewhere nearby, water trickled over smooth stones.

The ceremony had begun.

The psilocybin was moving through me now. Quietly,
reverently.

Not as a drug, but as a door.

I wasn’t afraid.

I was ready.

The first vision didn’t come in images.

It came in feeling—a brightness rising from my core.

Not warmth, not quite.

Something more ancient. More electric.

Then it came.

Light.

Pulsing.

Swirling.

Intelligent.

And from within that light, a knowing unfolded:

You are not
what you think you are.

The world around me faded,

and another one opened.

Not above.

Not beyond.

But deeper.

I saw myself.

Not as Dina.

Not as a woman.

Not as a mother.

Not as a wife, or as a healer.

I saw myself as light shaped
into form.

A presence both radiant and fierce,

compassionate and terrifying in its clarity.

I knew this form from somewhere my soul had never stopped aching
for.

I was an Angel.

Not metaphor.

Not myth.

A being of immense power.

A bearer of Divine Truth.

A vibration of God’s own knowing, shaped into form.

And in that moment,

I remembered what it was to truly radiate without fear.

And there, within the radiance, stood Archangel Uriel—

a presence I had known across lifetimes - keeper of the
flame,

witness to my vow.



