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Author’s Note

Would you like to read the second part?

This story was written as a real experience from within a coma.

I lived it. I felt it. I narrated it with the sincerity of someone who has walked between worlds and loved beyond consciousness.

But this account only opens the door...

A greater universe remains untold: a hidden conflict between ancestral bloodlines, the war born from an impossible love between a serpent and an eagle, and two daughters whose destiny may alter the very fabric of existence.

Prologue

What is real?

Jonathan thought he knew... until he woke up.

In the world of the living, his body lay motionless—submerged in a coma.

For him, however, twenty long years passed: years filled with experiences, battles, loves, and losses.

A time that never existed on anyone else’s clock, yet for his mind, it was as solid and true as the air you breathe right now.

And then comes the question: what if death—or deep sleep—is not an ending, but a territory shaped by consciousness itself,

a realm where the energy of life rests and prepares for a new purpose?

This is not merely a tale of fantasy.

It is a story lived and felt—in flesh and in soul—

a journey through a world where the impossible becomes ordinary,

and where every choice leaves traces as real as those of any other life.

I invite you to enter.

Read with curiosity, but also with reverence.

For what you will find here is a universe born at the very border between dream and eternity.

And when you close the final chapter, you may find yourself asking too:

What is real... and what is not?
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Pay attention.

What do we really know about the spiritual world? Does life exist after death?

Since time immemorial, humanity has whispered tales of realities that transcend the physical. There have been talks of hidden planes, dimensions veiled from mortal eyes, echoes of consciousnesses traveling beyond the limits of flesh. Yet the truth remains an impenetrable veil—one torn only by those who have walked the boundary between life and death.

Countless people who have suffered near-fatal injuries have shared astonishing experiences. They describe seeing a tunnel, a light at the end of the path, feeling a presence, or experiencing an inexplicable peace. Stories abound of those who have stood at the edge of the abyss and returned with memories that defy all rational explanation. These accounts, repeated throughout history and across cultures, suggest that existence may stretch far beyond what we can conceive.

Some claim to have experienced astral projection—to have floated outside their bodies and seen with eyes not made of flesh. Others speak of places where time is not linear, where life is not measured in minutes or hours, but in entire eras of understanding and learning.

These ideas were whispered by ancient cultures—by the Maya, the Aztecs, the sages of old China, and mystics from forgotten ages. It is said that with the maturity of consciousness, the mind can reach what is otherwise inconceivable.

And here begins my story. It is not a story based on theories or beliefs passed down through generations. It is a story lived—experienced in flesh, felt on a plane where the logic of this world no longer applies.

During six days in a coma, I journeyed through an existence that felt like twenty years. I saw. I felt. I understood.

It was not a dream. It was not an illusion. It was real—just as real as the moment my eyes closed in the world we know.

What you are about to read is neither a fable nor a work of fantasy. It is the testimony of a mind that crossed the threshold and returned to tell it.

If the reader seeks absolute answers, they may not find them here. But if they seek questions that shake the foundations of what they believe reality to be, then they are in the right place.
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The Door on the Other Side
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It was just another ordinary day in October 2021... until it wasn’t.

Within hours, my neck stiffened like stone, and the air in the room grew heavy—dense—as if the world itself were holding its breath.

Then came the pain: a burning needle running from the crown of my head down my spine, extinguishing every corner of my body.

The humming began in my skull like distant thunder. It wasn’t a normal sound; it was a chorus of invisible crickets, an ancient murmur striking my consciousness. Within seconds, I lost my hearing—and then, my sight.

Total darkness. Silence that weighed upon me. My body collapsed before I could stop it.

When I opened my eyes, I was no longer in the room.

Before me stretched an endless beach of gray sand and motionless sea. No waves, no wind, no blue sky—only a pale dome without a source of light. The shoreline seemed eternal, unmarked by footprints or signs of life.

It was a world suspended, a place without time where sorrow had substance. Every step felt heavy, as if the sand itself rejected my existence.

I don’t know how long I walked. The vastness mirrored the emptiness inside me.

I thought about my mistakes—about all my “tomorrows” and “laters”—about my mother’s quiet gestures, washing dishes while I promised to help.

That regret followed me like an echo as I moved forward.

There was no heat or cold there, only an immense grayness that seemed to erase my name and my story.

Until, in the distance, something broke the monotony.

A point.

As I drew closer, I saw it wasn’t a rock or a tree—it was a door.

An old wooden door, standing alone in the sand, carved with symbols that shifted before my eyes. It had no frame, no handle, no lock. It simply was, as if it had been waiting for me.

Its mere presence made my spirit tremble—not with fear, but with recognition.

That door was a threshold. To what, I didn’t know.

I sat beside it, feeling the faint warmth of its surface—a pulse, ancient and alive.

And in that moment, I understood that everything before—the beach, the silence, the guilt—had only been a prelude.

The real story began on the other side of that door.
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Only God Opens This Door
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I tried to move it.

To push it.

To lift it.

But it was useless.

The door lay loose upon the sand—no frame, no hinges, nothing to hold it to the ground... and yet, it would not move.

It was like trying to push a sleeping mountain.

My body trembled—not from effort, but from helplessness.

As if that piece of wood were older than the universe itself, as if it carried within its center the weight of all lost souls.

I pushed with my shoulders.

With my knees.

I kicked.

I screamed...

Or I thought I did.

But there was no sound.

And then I gave in.

I let myself fall onto the sand.

My chest rose and fell with a breath that wasn’t physical—

a voiceless moan, dry, silent... like a sadness that no longer needs explaining.

And suddenly...

tears.

I don’t know if they were real.

I don’t know if, in that plane, one could still cry the way one cries in life.

But something within me shattered like glass under fire.

My tears fell—

not by choice.

It was as if loneliness devoured me without mercy.

A deep surrender.

Total.

And that was when the letters on the door began to shine.

It wasn’t light.

It was understanding.

The carved lines began to arrange themselves before my eyes,

as if they had always been there, but I had never known how to read them.

“ONLY GOD CAN DELIVER A SOUL FROM THIS PLACE.”

I didn’t think.

I didn’t debate.

I knelt.

And there, for the first time in that silent world—

timeless, windless—

I prayed.

I didn’t recite words.

I knew none.

I simply bowed my head

and opened my hands.

Not to ask.

But so that someone—something—could find me.

And it did.

At first, a tremor.

Not in the ground.

In me.

As if my soul shook from within, as if someone were knocking gently on the door of my heart.

Then came the light.

But not sunlight—

there was no sun.

It was an absorbing light, not one that shone outward, but inward.

From behind the door, a white radiance began to seep through.

Without shadow.

I covered my face—

but there were no eyes left to protect.

That light did not blind you...

it passed through you.

And then, the door—

the one that could not be moved by all my strength—

opened by itself.

It did not creak.

It did not shudder.

It simply... parted.

On the other side, there was no room.

No sky.

No hell.

There was another dimension—

a tear in the fabric of the universe.

An invitation.

I did not hesitate.

I stood up.

My legs, weightless,

did not tremble.

They took one step.

Then another.

And as my foot touched the threshold,

the entire world dissolved behind me.

Sand, sea, sky—everything turned to echo.

Only that open door remained...

and my steady step toward whatever came next.

I crossed.

And in that crossing—

as I moved through the light, or fell into it, drawn inward—

I felt something within me unravel.

Whatever force had been holding me up—if there ever was one—

faded away.

My senses went dark, one by one,

until the last thing I lost

was consciousness.
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I woke in panic.

My body trembled, as if a hidden engine were running through my chest.

I was lying down.

My head rested on something warm.

The scent was soft—something like jasmine.

I opened my eyes.

A ceiling of dark wood, lamps swaying to a subtle rhythm...

I was on a train.

And not just that—

my head was resting on a woman’s lap.

Her features were exquisite.

She didn’t look real.

A beauty so serene, so perfect, it almost hurt to look at her.

Her eyes were almond-shaped, dark as ink.

Her skin was pale, almost translucent, and her lips were traced with gentle precision.

One of her hands rested on my chest.

The other, moving slowly, stroked my hair.

She said nothing.

Just watched me—as if she had known me for a long time, as if she wasn’t surprised to find me there, lying down, my soul still trembling.

Beside her, on the seat, her phone was lit.

I could read the last message, sent to someone named Kaori. It said:

“We’re in Jerusalem now, already on board the train at Yitzhak Navon Station, bound for Ben Gurion Airport on the outskirts of Tel Aviv.

Once we reach Terminal 3, we’ll take our connecting flight: first from Tel Aviv to Istanbul, Turkey, and then, after a few hours of waiting, from Istanbul to Haneda Airport in Tokyo, Japan.”

All of it sounded... false.

Impossible.

Was I really in Jerusalem? Had we traveled that far?

How could that be?

Then the woman picked up a small carton.

Milk.

She opened it carefully and took out a plastic stirrer.

With the same hand that had been stroking my hair, she lifted my head slightly and brought the edge of the stirrer to my lips.

She was feeding me.

I didn’t know what to do.

My lips parted by instinct.

The liquid entered slowly, warm.

It tasted clean, fresh, almost sweet—

like milk freshly poured.

It wasn’t just nourishment.

It was care.

And she knew it.

Then she took out a small spoon.

From a little rectangular container, she began to feed me something thick, scentless.

Oatmeal, maybe—

or something pretending to be.

I couldn’t speak.

I had no strength to ask questions.

But she smiled at me, as if she knew exactly what I needed—

as if she had been caring for me for years.

Who was she?

Where had she come from?

Why did I feel as if we had lived other lives together?

Outside the window, the tracks stretched endlessly.

The landscape was dry—low houses, distant fields.

We passed tunnels, stations with Hebrew names, digital signs that blinked and vanished.

I didn’t understand any of it.

But inside me...

something did.

I wasn’t dreaming.

I wasn’t awake either.

It was another reality.

Another plane.

And she—

that nameless woman—

was the first to show me that, even in the midst of everything foreign,

I still existed.
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A Woman Was Feeding Me
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I don’t know how many minutes passed.

The train kept moving with a steady, almost hypnotic sway.

The woman never stopped watching me.

She didn’t speak. She didn’t ask.

She didn’t seem to need answers.

There was something maternal in her presence.

But also something sacred—

as if she were both nurse and angel at once.

As if her only mission in this universe were to feed me.

With her fine, patient hands, she opened small cardboard containers.

Everything had clean, minimal shapes.

No logos. No brands.

Just white packages with simple letters: “Essential Liquid,” “Oat Substance.”

Everything unmarked. Everything ownerless.

She dipped the stirrer into the milk, turned it twice, and brought it to my lips like a ritual.

I drank. Sip by sip.

Then came the oatmeal.

But it wasn’t oatmeal. It was something else.

A scentless, colorless paste that seemed to want to remind me of something...

as if each mouthful carried a memory.

She caressed my forehead as I chewed.

Sometimes she would stop, and simply look at me—

as if to make sure I was still there.

Her clothing was white.

A long linen dress, seamless.

Her dark hair tied loosely, as if she had just risen from prayer.

There were faint shadows under her eyes, but beautiful ones.

Not from exhaustion—

from a long vigil.

Like someone who has kept watch over another for ages... and has finally seen him awaken.

I couldn’t stop watching her eyes.

They seemed to contain another world.

She hardly blinked.

Her gaze held me, as if her eyes were the anchor keeping me tied to this plane.

She knew I was lost.

She knew I didn’t understand.

She knew something inside me was unfolding that I couldn’t yet name.

And still, she didn’t rush.

She only fed. Only cared. Only waited.

At one point, she wiped my mouth with a small white napkin.

She folded it carefully, placed it in a small bag, and covered me with a thin blanket.

There was no cold, but the gesture was more than warmth:

it was presence. It was love.

The train crossed fields I didn’t recognize.

Sometimes power towers, sometimes twisted trees.

Other times... only fog.

The world outside felt unfinished.

And yet, I was there—

breathing. Receiving. Living.

And she...

kept feeding me.

As if it were the only thing that mattered.

As if that silent, repeated act were the bridge keeping me alive between one world and another.

The train moved on, and she kept feeding me.

Oatmeal without scent.

Without taste.

But with something else—

a texture that stayed in my soul.

It was as if every spoonful that entered my mouth told an ancient story, one I was meant to remember... but still couldn’t understand.

My body accepted it, though my awareness still floated on that border between what was and what had been.

I ate, but it was more than eating:

it was receiving care when you no longer believe you deserve it.

It was letting yourself be held, without understanding why.

It was returning to the human—through the simple.

She didn’t speak.

But with every mouthful, she told me something—

something that could be felt on the skin more than in thought.

My eyes wandered through the train cabin.

The windows were fogged.

Outside, empty fields...

houses scattered as if the world were in retreat.

I saw a notebook on the seat beside her.

It was open—handwritten in English, the letters small but firm.

I leaned slightly and read:

“We’re in Jerusalem, already on board the train at Yitzhak Navon Station, heading for Ben Gurion Airport on the outskirts of Tel Aviv. Once we reach Terminal 3, we’ll take a connecting flight: first from Tel Aviv to Istanbul, Turkey, and then, after a few hours’ wait, from Istanbul to Haneda Airport in Tokyo, Japan.”

It was the same thing I had read on her phone.

I didn’t remember being in Jerusalem.

I didn’t remember boarding that train.

And yet... I was there.

Then I understood: not everything is about remembering.

Sometimes, you simply wake up in the middle of a story that didn’t begin with you—

but has claimed you as its own.

She brought another spoonful to my lips.

The oatmeal was the same—odorless, tasteless, lukewarm.

But I accepted it with a gentleness I had never known before.

And as I chewed, the thought came, sharp and clear:

“Who are you... and why me?”

As if she had read my soul, she leaned in slightly.

She didn’t smile, but her lips moved—

and for the first time, I knew she was speaking to me.

Her eyes shone with a quiet brightness that seemed to contain all the beauty of that place.

A living energy emanated from her.

Then, without saying a word, she wrote in her notebook so I could understand what she wanted to tell me:

—“Don’t worry. We’ll be home soon.”

Home? Where?

I wanted to ask.

But I didn’t.

Because at that moment, resting on her lap, I felt no fear.

I felt that someone knew on my behalf—

that someone held the answers.

And that my only task...

was not to close myself off from receiving them.

So I took the last spoonful.

She wiped my mouth.

Placed the notebook back in her bag.

Looked at me.

And without words, told me

that the journey

had only just begun.
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She Called Me by My Name
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I hadn’t told her my name.

I didn’t remember ever doing so.

And yet, she spoke it in my mind with a clarity that shook every remaining corner of what was still me.

—“Jonathan.”

I didn’t hear it with my ears.

I didn’t hear it with my body.

I felt it.

As if my soul had been touched from within by a firm, ancient caress.

I turned toward her, but her mouth remained closed.

Her face hadn’t changed.

Her eyes were still fixed on the distant landscape, as though she hadn’t said a thing.

And yet... I knew it was her.

Then she spoke again—this time not with words, but with a voice that wasn’t a voice at all:

—“Don’t be afraid. This is how we communicate. Not everyone can hear this way... but you can.”

A sharpness pulsed through my chest—not pain, but revelation.

She was inside me.

Not as an intrusion, but like someone who knocks at a door and is welcomed in.

—“I belong to an ancient lineage. You won’t understand it yet, but I was born with the ability to speak beyond sound. It’s a gift we inherit—the women of my family.”

She turned toward me slowly, and for an instant, her eyes seemed to ripple.

Not to change—

not to mutate—

but there was something in her gaze that wasn’t entirely human.

A liquid shimmer.

A depth that forced me to look away.

—“I won’t hurt you. We are bound by something you cannot yet remember. But you will, in time.”

I couldn’t speak back, but I could think.

And my thoughts were not private—she felt them.

—“Yes, you’re on a train.”

—“Yes, I’m taking you to our home.”

—“Yes, you’re important.”

—“And yes, our daughters will speak to you this way too... when you’re ready to hear them.”

My eyes grew wet.

I didn’t know how it was possible, but something inside me opened—

like a window sealed for centuries, now creaking under the pressure of a new light.

She reached out and placed her hand over mine.

It wasn’t a gesture of politeness.

It was an alliance.

—“Rest for now. I will care for you.”

And that phrase, spoken in silence, was more powerful than any sound I had ever known.

She had called me by my name.

And in doing so, she returned to me a piece of myself I thought was lost.

Let’s be honest—

for any conscious mind, it should have been obvious by then that something didn’t quite add up.

But I, who had never been loved back, who had carried so much love to give—

though once, yes, there was a name, Carolina—

chose to ignore logic.

I simply accepted being loved,

even if it was a trick of fate.

I surrendered to the role

and embraced that reality

as if it were my own.
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The train stopped gently—

as if it knew my body was still fragile,

as if something within me might break

if the world moved too fast.

The station was white and clean, with tall glass walls that let through a light with no source.

No one seemed to be in a hurry.

People walked in silence, almost in slow motion,

and among their anonymous faces, she—

my caretaker, my savior,

the woman with liquid eyes—

held my arm with a tenderness that tied me back to life.

She said nothing as we left the station.

She simply guided me to a black vehicle, unmarked,

where a driver waited with the rear door open.

I settled into the seat.

She entered after me,

and as the scenery began to slide past the windows,

I looked at her.

There was something eternal in her face.

It wasn’t her youth, nor the perfect symmetry of her features.

It was something else—

as if she remembered things I had not yet lived.

She watched me for minutes without pressing,

as though she knew there was a battle waging inside me

between doubt and certainty.

And then, when silence had made a nest between us,

she spoke.

—“You remember me... don’t you?”

Her voice was neither trembling nor impatient.

She spoke to my thought, to my consciousness.

It was a gentle melody,

like the breeze I never had on that windless shore.

I turned toward her, bewildered.

My lips didn’t respond.

Only my eyes—searching for truth in hers.

She smiled.

Not just any smile,

but the kind one gives when finding what was once lost.

And she said, with a tenderness that sliced through the air:

—“I am Agata.”

—“I am your wife.”

Time unraveled.

The colors beyond the window lost all meaning.

The streets we passed blurred away,

as if the world itself understood that nothing else mattered anymore.

Agata.

That name struck my chest

like a bell rung from within.

I didn’t know why,

but every part of me wanted to cry.

She reached out,

her hand brushing my cheek,

as though she had known me

since before I was born.

And perhaps... she had.

—“You’re coming back,” she said.

—“Even if you don’t understand it yet, you’re coming back to yourself.”

I didn’t know if she meant my soul, my memory,

or a promise I might have once made.

But there, in that originless car,

with a woman who called herself my wife,

I felt no fear.

Agata.

The woman from the train.

The one with the carton of milk.

The one who spoke within me.

The one who gave me my name.

Now she had hers.

And with it—

a reason to stay.
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Her voice was neither trembling nor impatient.

She spoke to my thoughts—to my consciousness itself.

It was a gentle melody, like the breeze I never felt on that windless beach.

She didn’t need to open her mouth, didn’t need to form a single word.

Her voice brushed against my soul as if it had always been there, asleep, waiting for me to awaken.

“Do not fear,” she said within me. “Everything is all right. You are with me.”

She looked at me with tenderness—the same tenderness with which a mother wraps her child on the first day of life.

Only she wasn’t a mother. She was something else—deeper, more intimate.

A presence that already knew me, even if I could not remember knowing her.

Agata.

That’s what she had said. “I am Agata, your wife.”

But in that moment, her voice was more than a name.

It was the only true sound that had existed since I awakened in this new dimension.

She could enter my consciousness like a whisper that didn’t break the silence—it gave it meaning.

Every word of hers was an image, a sensation, a distant memory.

She spoke of a home where flowers bloomed without seasons,

of a garden she tended herself, where I used to sit and write poems I never knew I had written.

She spoke of our daughters, of how they awaited my return.

And she spoke with such sweetness that I wanted to cry.

“I know,” she said, “you don’t remember everything yet. But your soul does. It knows me. It has loved me since before the forgetting.”

Agata didn’t demand that I understand.

She simply sat beside me, her hand on my chest, speaking without words,

as if waiting for my consciousness to bloom slowly, without force.

And it did. Something within me began to dissolve... and something else began to grow.

I didn’t feel trapped, nor free.

I was suspended, at the very edge of a rebirth.

And her voice was the thread that held me together.

That day, there were no more questions—

only her gaze,

only her voice,

only that inexplicable certainty that, amid the unknown,

she was the only home I could remember without remembering.
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Her Home, a Temple
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The city rose like a forest of titanium.

Shining towers, spotless streets, suspended highways... Tokyo never slept.

And yet, in the middle of all that vertigo, there was her home.

As if the heart of a civilization had reserved a space to stand still.

It wasn’t a mansion on the outskirts.

It was the ground floor of a private tower — eighty-eight stories high.

An entire level with its own garden, walled off from the world by tall bamboo.

When the door opened... the world seemed to change tone.

Everything was silent, but not because there was no noise.

It was the kind of silence that knows how to keep secrets.

Dark floors made of a bright, warm material—wood-like, but clearly artificial.

Curtains that opened by thought, not by voice.

Panels of light that didn’t just illuminate, they breathed.

A full-wall window unfolded before us, and beyond it, the entire city spread like a living model.

That was where Agata lived.

Not in solitude — in power.

At the far end, a kitchen of steel and volcanic stone, invisible in design: every door, every cabinet seemed to float.

Fruits arranged with precision upon an onyx tray.
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