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Foreword – When Words Heal
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“This is the story of how I healed a lifelong trauma.

At first, I thought it was just about me.

My thoughts.

My story.

My chaos.

My longing.

But somewhere in the middle of the process, everything shifted. 

I realized I wasn’t just writing a book.

I was becoming one.

“I didn’t write this book to be understood. I wrote it to become free.”

This is not a novel in the usual sense.

Nor is it a typical memoir.

It’s something in between –

a story written from one life,

through many lives,

I loved every moment of it.

Not because it was easy – but because it was finally true.

I began to see patterns that had always been there – but hidden.

I found strength in places I had only seen weakness.

As pieces began to fall into place, so did my defenses. My doubts. My old patterns.

This isn’t just a writing project.

It’s a healing.

A path back to something I thought I’d lost.

A way home.

Welcome to that story.

“You’ve already walked the path.

Now it’s we who come to you.”
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Chapter 1 – What It Feels Like to Lose a Jackpot
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“I wonder what it feels like to lose a jackpot.”

Sofia said it without thinking.

Looking back, before you’ve even heard the full story, you might ask:

How did that thought even enter her mind?

Why lose a jackpot?

Strange – but true.

Back to the story.

The words just slipped out by the coffee machine.

Her colleagues smiled faintly, as if it was a weird but harmless comment.

Something you say in passing.

That’s what she thought too – back then.

But what she didn’t know was that the universe listens.

And the universe takes even our most careless intentions utterly seriously.

A few days later, she went for her usual run in the woods.

It was June. The air was high and clear, leaves rustling underfoot.

Her favorite song State of Grace played.

The one that always made something inside her align, vibrate, remember.

She wondered what time it was.

She pulled out her phone.

10:00.

She took a screenshot.

There was something about that moment.

She couldn’t explain it – but it felt like a whisper from something greater.

A blink from a place she had never found the words for.

She never forgot that moment.

Even now, she remembers every detail.

Etched onto her inner vision.

What she didn’t know then was that in that very second,

she had started writing a new story in her life.

The greatest thing that had ever happened.

The song had been playing for 6 minutes and 42 seconds.

There were 2 minutes and 28 seconds left.

She loved angel numbers.

She always had.

What others called coincidence; she called confirmation.

Small shadows of presence.

As if something was following her.

Three days later, she stopped the car outside the preschool.

The engine died. So did the music.

Not radio – YouTube Music.

The phone froze at 1:11.

The song? “Du kommer ångra det här.” (You’ll regret this.)

It wasn’t subtle.

It wasn’t random.

It was precise.

And already then –

they were watching.

Because they knew.

That she would miss it.

That she would lose the jackpot.

They showed her.

They told her.

“You’ll regret this.”

But she didn’t understand.

Because you know what?

That’s when Sofia’s story began.

Right there.

That moment.

That was the spark that changed everything.

She looked at the phone again.

1:11.

A chill crawled through her.

Not unpleasant – but like electricity.

She saved it. That moment stayed with her.

Then she forgot.

Or rather... she placed it

in that inner drawer

where sacred things go

when you don’t yet have the strength to understand them.

It was a Saturday when she got the first one – 10:00.

Three days later, she saw the phone freeze at 1:11.

Both moments felt strange. Electric. Timeless.

That Tuesday, the draw happened.

But she never saw it.

Not live. Not even that day.

In Sweden, that particular lottery isn’t shown.

She had played through Lottoland.

And like always, she tried to choose the right numbers from her screenshots.

That was part of the game – the intuition, the sorting, the decoding.

But that time, she picked the wrong row.

The next morning – Wednesday –

on her way to work,

She looked at the results.

That’s when it hit her.

The numbers from her screenshot – the exact ones –

had been drawn.

1

6

11

28 

42

2

10

But she hadn’t played them.

And they had appeared – right in her phone.

Time stopped.

Everything inside her stopped.

But not like panic –

more like time folding in on itself. 

It was a puzzle from the other side.

And she saw it – too late.

She hadn’t chosen the wrong numbers.

That was the whole point.

She just hadn’t seen the full row.

It had been scattered – in fragments, in whispers, in glimpses.

And only now did it come together.

Too late.

But clear.

Back home from work she showed the phone to her husband.

Pointed.

Her eyes were burning, but her mouth was silent.

He stared.

Then he looked at her – and said:

” Should I throw you off the balcony?”

“You’re not allowed to show me that.”

And then, after a silence that said more than words:

“Why are you showing me that you’ve lost a jackpot?”

It was a joke. And not.

A defence, maybe.

But something inside her cracked.

She hadn’t shown it to him because she needed comfort.

She had shown it because it proved something.

That it was real.

That winning was possible.

That the signs, the numbers, the whispers – were not just hope.

They were reality.

A reality she had touched.

It wasn’t about money anymore.

It was about magic.

And in that moment, she saw it clearly:

Manifestation is real.

There is a spiritual dimension to this.

Everything they say is possible – is already happening.

The day after, she asked her colleague to talk in a private room.

She took out the screenshots. The winning numbers.

She showed her everything.

Her colleague stood there, stunned.

Speechless.

Sofia said,

“One in 136 million – that’s the odds”. 

But for them — the angels, Source, whatever you call it —

“Nothing is impossible.”

Her colleague asked,

“How could you survive something like that?”

Sofia didn’t know how to answer.

She was still in shock.

Still euphoric.

Both at once.

The colleague said,

“Don’t give up on your jackpot.

Keep going.

They don’t give you what you’re not ready for.”

And then added:

“Maybe there’s something more you need to learn... or explore?”

(Sofia didn’t like the word “learn” in that context.

But still. The message landed.)

Then her colleague looked at her and said:

“I don’t think I could’ve survived what you’ve just been through.”

She felt it all at once:

The loss.

The truth.

The knowing.

And that’s why it hurt so deeply.

Not just because she had missed it –

but because someone had tried to dismiss it. 

And then something broke.

The shock didn’t come as a scream.

It came as a fall.

As if her body simply stopped holding itself up.

An explosion of feelings you could never imagine 

– not even if you tried.

Her whole life flashed before her.

Her stomach turned. There are no words.

It was shock –

and pure euphoria.

The most intense wave of emotion she had ever felt.

She was cold and sweaty.

Dizzy, yet clear.

It was as if her body knew something unforgivable had happened –

without her mind having any words for it.

“What have I done?” she whispered.

They were meant upward –

toward something holy.

Outward.

Inward

66 million dollars.

And it could’ve been... hers?

But was it really the money she mourned?

No.

It was something deeper.

Like she had lost a code. A signal. A connection.

A door had opened –

and she hadn’t seen it.

It hurts in her soul.

Someone had given her the numbers. The signs. The puzzle.

It had been the winning line – and she had played.

But not that line.

She hadn’t seen it clearly enough.

It had been scattered.

Fragmented.

And only now did she realize what she had missed.

That was the most shocking thing of all.

From that day on, she tried to return.

To the feeling.

The movement.

The presence.

She searched in song lyrics, in timestamps, in dreams.

She took screenshots like messages thrown into the sea

and played — because now she knew how. She was sure of it.

But no. She couldn’t repeat it. Not one more time.

All just to feel that sensation again:

That something greater was speaking to her.

That she had been chosen.

But maybe, she thought later,

it was never about winning money.

Maybe it was about realizing she could hear.

That there was a voice.

And the first thing that voice said to her was:

Are you listening now?

Now they had her attention.

What a way to make a point.

But the question that never let her go was this:

How could I take the screenshot at the exact right moment?

We’re talking milliseconds.

And still – I did it.

And right there –

something began.
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Chapter 2 – The Voice Between the Lines
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It had only been a few weeks.

But something had changed.

Sofia didn’t know when it began – not exactly.

Maybe it was a dream.

Maybe just a feeling.

But something inside her had started to awaken.

It didn’t come like lightning,

but like a slow, pulsing light,

deep from within.

Long before the jackpot.

Before the screenshots.

Before anything had truly begun –

she had made a decision.

She was going to win a jackpot.

Not because she was chasing luxury.

Not even for freedom.

But because it was impossible.

And that was exactly why it felt right.

Everyone said it was naive.

That it wasn’t possible.

“Look at the odds,” they said.

That it was a dream with no reality.

But Sofia didn’t care about the odds.

Because something inside her quietly replied:

We’ll see.

And do you know what?  

In some sense, she was right.  

She had lost a jackpot.  

The odds of receiving the exact numbers?  

One in 136 million.  

Almost nothing.  

But still – not impossible.  

Not for the universe.  

Sofia realised this on that day in June,  

when the sun was shining  

and time stopped.

Years passed.

And as you’ll later see in this book,

many things happened that shaped her.

Not just what came after the jackpot –

but all of it.

Her whole life had been preparing her.

Manifestations.

Whispers.

Moments she couldn’t explain at the time.

She once told her American friend

that she was going to write a book.

She didn’t believe it then –

but she had received the message.

She even told her husband:

“They say I’m meant to write a book.”

For a long time, the thought kept returning.

The book.

How was it supposed to happen?

She wasn’t a writer.

What would it be about?

How was it ever going to come to life?

Finally, she gave up. Realised she heard wrong. 

There will never ever be a book. 

What she had lost in numbers

would return in words.

She just didn’t know it yet.

And then, as if in response to her decision,

the world began to shift.

She started waking up with words in her head.

Not always coherent.

Sometimes just a single sentence:

“What you’re not saying is what you must write.”

She would later hear Faiza say:

“You will write one day.”

But at the time, she wasn’t sure what it meant.

Still, something had begun.

Sofia knew the story about the jackpot would somehow be part of it —

even if she didn’t believe, back then, that she would ever write one.

Sometimes, it was only images.

A hand writing in the light.

An empty page filling itself – without anyone touching the pen.

She began writing in her phone.

At first, just a few lines in the notes app.

Then longer passages.

It was as if something wanted to speak through her.

She didn’t recognize the voice –

yet it felt familiar.

As if it had been whispering all along,

but only now had she silenced the noise enough to hear it.

And it wasn’t about money anymore.

Not even about numbers.

It was as if the whole jackpot event

had merely been a prologue.

A setting.

A wake-up call.

Now the real story was beginning.

She remembered something.

A year ago, she had actually tried to write this story.

About the jackpot.

About the dreams.

About the voices and encounters.

She’d sat there with the document – stared at the screen –

but the words never felt right.

The format didn’t fit.

It didn’t carry the feeling.

That feeling she was after.

She knew her story had to reach the world – somehow.

Until just a few weeks ago – when something began to shift again.

She started writing.

A few lines, then more.

It felt like the beginning of something – but still, something was missing.

And so, one evening, without knowing why,

she closed the document.

And it faded away.

But now...

now the words came to her.

And she understood why it hadn’t worked then:

It wasn’t the right time.

The voice hadn’t arrived yet.

One evening, after scrolling through her old screenshots again,

she looked at herself as if she were a character in someone else’s novel.
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