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Foreword / Dedication
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After my dear soul mate of 22 years, Robin Beck, my publisher and the love of my life, passed away from this physical reality, I asked for guidance, especially to complete my soul purpose project, which involves writing about our awakening to our ascension through the genre of visionary fiction. 

My years of research took me on several roller coasters with many different beliefs surrounding the questions: where we came from, who we are and why we choose to incarnate. 

In 2001, I served as the book stylist and cover designer of Kima Global Publishers and travelled with Robin to many book fairs. During those years, we kept up our Spiritual science studies. Our motto was to make a difference in people’s lives. 

Robin was the kindest man alive. He passed over in January 2023, and it broke my heart. I thought the best was behind me, but as the staggering weight of despair and unforeseen circumstances descended, I knew I needed to regain control of my Soul's purpose, completing my visionary five-stage novels about the Jaarsma Clan. The duality of our lives and the power of perception gave me a chance to look back in wonderment and gratitude. It is that awareness that I try to bring with this novel, and at the same time, my grief lifted. 

I have decided to release all my publications under 'The Power of Words', starting in April 2024, for humanity during the upcoming challenging years. Additionally, readers can access electronic and printed versions of my 'Awakening to Our Ascension' novels and workbooks. 

I dedicate all my visionary fiction writings by acknowledging Robin Beck, who, during the month before his passing, started writing the first pages of the fifth novel in the Awakening to our Ascension series: The Prophet’s Game.

Nadine May 

Preface by Tulanda

No one knew me as Liesbeth, and only later, when I was about to write my journal, did my friends get to know me as Tulanda. My ‘father, ‘one of the Galactic Superiors overseeing the Federation of the Twelve Planets, is in regular telepathic contact with my soul partner and me during our lives on Earth as Hans and Liesbeth. 

My assignment as a walk-in will soon end; the reality of Time holds a different meaning for us both. 

Many ‘Reality Shifters’ have already awakened into a new Earth by clearing and healing their karma and releasing their fear-based ego restrictions. By sharing their journey, the reader will still experience a tug-of-war between the light and the dark. People’s awareness has shifted, but unfortunately, Outer Dark Forces have found a way of getting around this by getting a man on Earth to plunder Souls still asleep to their spiritual power! 

I will share with the reader how we are all Divine beings participating physically by playing an Ascension Decoding Card Game titled The Body Codes of Light to encompass multiple spiritual dimensions while on the physical plane. 

The incoming light frequency upgrades between 2012 and 2030 had not yet awakened everyone on Earth, so Ingrid’s journal translation became my assignment. Many can now sustain fifth-dimensional consciousness while still existing in 3D/4D, and this journal will explain how this is possible. Ingrid's journal suggested that POWAH's Prologue, dated 1888–2019–2035, be omitted. The reason was to guide the reader through the story faster. They can be found under The Reality Shifters – Excerpt 1

https://allrealityshifters.wordpress.com/powah/the-awakening-game-excerpt-1/

Namasté

Liesbeth / Tulanda
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Cast of Characters
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The Jaarsma Clan represents a Soul group. The people of the Jaarsma Clan learn about the various density vibrational frequencies through the 22 excerpts about “Program Earth”( published on the internet) to prepare themselves for a new 5th-density level Earth reality realm. 

• Ingrid (Kitty) Barendse: This is her story, translated into a novel, The Reality Shifters, by me (Tulanda)

• POWAH: A spiritual guide for the Jaarsma Clan from a higher frequency reality. 

• Sascia: Ingrid’s daughter, the photographer, is Jeroen's twin sister. 

• Jeroen: Ingrid’s son and twin brother of Sascia. He works for his grandfather’s steel business. 

• Debbie:  Ingrid’s younger daughter. She is a nurse in Utrecht. 

• Quincy: Ingrid’s younger sister who owns a health shop in Delft. 

• Jan: Ingrid’s late husband. 

• Ed: Ingrid’s late husband’s brother is a good friend of Toon Haardens. He lives in Australia, where he is building a community. 

• Toon: a philanthropist and a half-brother of Annelies who builds communities worldwide. 

• Roelof de Beer:  Contractor to Harry Brinks and husband of Tieneke, the art teacher. 

• Harry Brinks: Ingrid’s boss, owner of Pleasure Parks. 

• Tieneke:  Harry Brinks’ daughter and artist who gives drawing and doodling workshops on the Language of Light. 

• Carla:  Ingrid’s colleague at Pleasure Parks. 

• Piet: Ingrid’s colleague at Pleasure Parks. 

• Marijke: Ingrid’s colleague at Pleasure Parks. 

• Ula: Ingrid’s colleague at Pleasure Park. 

• Liesbeth:  Ingrid’s magazine journalist friend rewrites the Awakening to Ascension diaries into novels. She becomes known as Tulanda, a walk-in hybrid and a Galectic Council Incarnated Member. ​

In the Crime scenes, you will also meet. 

• Nick du Toit:  a gambler, ex-husband of Jill, Otto’s wife. 

• The Boss: criminal. 

• Bruce: criminal. 

• Iris: criminal. 

• André:  a detective and colleague of Ben Jaarsma, Annelie’s husband. 

During the 12-week ‘Reality Shifting’ workshops, you get to know Annelies’ friends and family. 

• Annelies Zwiegelaar: The Body Codes of Light workshop facilitator and part-owner of the PrinseGracht Hotel in Apeldoorn. Her journal is titled Vanishing Wolds. 

• Fred Jaarsma:  Annelies’ brother and owner of the bookshop “The Power of Words”. 

• Ben:  Annelies’ husband, who is an undercover agent for Interpol. 

• Hans: Annelies’ and Ben’s adopted son, a walk-in and partner of Tulanda. 

• Otto:  Annelies’ half-brother and civil engineer who is a good friend of Toon Haardens. He is the manager of “Buttercup Valley community” in Austria. 

• Jill:  Otto’s wife, who is also a civil engineer. She manages all the cottages on the property. 

• Peter:  Otto’s adopted son who manages the Half Way house in France. 

• Helen: Peter’s wife with their three children Timmy, Karin and baby Jenny. 

• Yolanda:  Annelies’ niece works in the Power of Words bookshop. 

She is the estranged wife of Piet, Ingrid’s colleague at Pleasure Parks. 

• Connie: Yolanda’s daughter who helps her mother in the bookshop. 

• Gerrit: Class participant and Artist. 

• Niels: Class participant and computer technician. 

• Zola: Class participant. 

• Wim: Class participant. 

• Richard de Jong:  class participant, archaeologist, and manager of the Pannekoek. His journal is titled Orphanage of Souls. ​

​
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​Chapter 1

Mental Telepathy
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Apeldoorn – Holland

“Are you awake?” The famous song of that title was playing on her car’s internet radio. A sly smile dimpled her cheek as she recalled her mystical encounter of the previous night. The words softened her heart, reinstating her enthusiasm for life that crisp Tuesday morning. Strong, resolute hands holding the steering wheel started to drum with the beat. Ingrid’s silk blouse, worn under her elegant suit, portrayed a graceful, sensual woman, mature yet still youthful. Her natural, curly, short auburn hair flattered her delicate, bone-structured face that a sculptor might have chiselled. Her large eyes with the same golden tone expressed her soft, feminine nature. 

Apeldoorn’s business centre hummed with activity. After parking her car, she noticed a big sign in a newly-opened bookshop called ‘The Power of Words’ advertising: The Body Codes of Light: workshops Starting Soon! 

Good grief, how intriguing. The title of the workshop raised Ingrid’s spirits. She dashed around the corner through the wide glass doors of Pleasure Parks’ modern office building. The tall palms in the foyer half-hid the unoccupied receptionist’s desk. The elevator door’s infrared detector responded to her body heat, opening the doors, as her colleague CARLA, who looked like she’d just fallen out of bed, called out...

“Hi! Stunning suit! Trying to dazzle someone?” 

Carla was a voluptuous, free-spirited, outspoken woman in her thirties. She was both clever and fun-loving with a good sense of humour. Her eyes teased, and her smile and glint all at the same time were pale blue, staring out of a soft, round face. 

Ingrid loved her job. She oversaw the maintenance of twelve European holiday resorts, created artistic impressions for their new developments, and handled some PR work. All this kept her from being bored. The chief attractions of Pleasure Parks resorts were the exotic fantasy gardens with a wide range of bathing and sun tanning beaches combined with wave pools, gymnasiums, health clubs and shops galore. These extensive facilities are all housed under one large glass geodesic dome, which ensures a subtropical climate year-round. ​

She had been looking for the right job for some time. These were hectic times, with thousands of refugees relocated to Holland. Some who had received a residence permit in the Netherlands in the previous two years would like nothing better than to work for a living, so finding a job would be a miracle. Then, eighteen months earlier, this position became available, and her three grown-up children encouraged her to apply. 

After her husband Jan’s death, her move to the outskirts of the town of Apeldoorn had been challenging. Leaving the harbour city of Rotterdam, which she had shared with him for 26 years, closed a chapter in her life. They had been high school sweethearts and married when she was pregnant with the twins. 

Ingrid glanced through the glass partition of her office. MARIJKE, her down-to-earth assistant, was late. She programmed and invoiced the holiday bookings from the ANWB VVV offices all over Holland into their database. 

Marijke had lost her little boy, Kees, in a car accident four months previously, and she had great difficulty coming to terms with her loss. 

Her grief still hung around her like glue. Her grave grey eyes, more vacant than ever, reflected the otherwise tailored suit that needed a wash. Thinking about Kees made Ingrid recall her grievous times after Jan’s death, but her mystical encounter the previous night marked a turning point for her. 

She was about to switch her computer on when suddenly she froze... 

A message had appeared on her touch-screen monitor! The question was very bright and clear! 

<Would you like to take part in the Body Codes of Light workshop?> How weird! Her computer! She had not yet switched it on! How was that possible? She sat for a moment like a statue. Nobody took any notice of her. Marijke popped her head around the door to apologise for being late. The words were still bold and straightforward, but her monitor was not on! She touched her screen, and then it went blank. 

How weird! She first heard the song on the radio, ‘Are you awake this morning’; then she saw the new bookshop that advertised a workshop on experiencing a Reality Shift, and now this. Were these coincidences? She had attended a creative doodling seminar titled the Language of Light, focusing on awakening her psychic strengths so that her awareness would go beyond her physical senses, but...was it happening? ​

The loud melody of her cordless desk phone jolted her back to the reality of the workplace. It was someone from the Tree Fern Landscapers Construction firm. Her thoughts were still somersaulting while she stared at her dark screen. 

“To whom am I speaking?” she asked since a man’s penetrating voice brought her back to the present. 

TOON HAARDENS. This firm has changed hands. I see that we do a lot of business with your company.” In a self-assured manner, he spoke to someone in the background who had just walked in. 

When he handed her over to NEL, his receptionist, she picked up on his irritation with NEL. Her digital time display said nine twenty, so Ingrid felt the man was justified. After giving Nel the information Mr Haardens wanted, she was about to switch on her HP workstation when her screen lit up again like it did when a fatal error occurred. But the words! 

<I ask you a question? Do you want to take part in the Body Codes of Light workshop?> 

She jumped out of her chair as adrenaline surged through her bloodstream. Were the words meant for her? Slowly, she sat down again, staring at the large yellow letters on a blue screen. 

Who are you? 

With trembling fingers, she typed in response on her wireless keyboard, seeing to her amazement her italic text appearing underneath the question. Someone must be playing a trick on her, surely? Or her PC must be on! 

<Nobody is playing a trick on you. I asked a question! And... I am you: a multidimensional spiritual being.> 

That remark! With whom was she...? Everyone was working on their computers as if it were a typical day. Well, things were, but what was going on in her mind? Then, the text changed. 

<I am your mind.> 

That stunned her! Who was reading her mind? 

Could you explain to me what you mean by my mind? 

Her text showed up, so who was reading it? 

<Your mind and the mind of the collective mind are all the same!> 

Oh, sure! Meaning...what? ​

Her heart was pounding. 

<You live in an intelligent and benevolent holographic universe. Have you forgotten?> 

What did that mean, holographic? Yes, she knew all about her holographic artist’s impressions for the new Pleasure Park; that was her job, but...who was this? Her heart began to pound, beating so hard she felt it would burst from pure astonishment. 

<Truly, I speak because you are always asking questions and are entitled to the truth. Did you not ask to live this life to your full potential? The time is critical!> 

She stared spellbound, wondering how on earth someone could know her thoughts. With shaking fingers, she typed...

Are you real? Let me know HOW you can express yourself on my computer when it is not on. 

Marijke stuck her head around the office door. 

“Ingrid, are you busy? Have you got a minute?” 

“I’ve got myself into a muddle; I’ll be with you soon.” She repressed her tone in a soft, calm voice, but inside, she felt electrified with curiosity. Ingrid was good at viewing life objectively, but this was not. 

<I am the wind, the ocean and the air; If you need to call me by a name, you may call me P–O–W–A–H.> appeared on her screen. 

It was real! Her computer was off! ... There was no taskbar, no icons, just what looked like a test screen. Was she the only person seeing it? She was not in a trance. She could hear all the noises around her. Nobody had taken any notice of her. Was she experiencing a higher frequency of thought? Lately, she has listened to a constant high-pitched ringing sound with no external source. What was going on? Her bewilderment was once again interrupted by Marijke. 

“Sorry, Ingrid, but I have a client on the line. She wants to book her holiday bungalow in Tilburg for July, but she wants to know if there are any Buttercups or Cup of Gold creepers growing at the new complex in Tilburg. She’s very insistent. She read somewhere that those flowers are very poisonous, and she’s worried about her small children.” She would have to find that out from Nel, whom she had just spoken to and whose firm handled the landscaping. ​

“Marijke, tell the client you will look into it and call her back. That will keep her happy.” 

Ingrid peered at her now blank computer screen. The text stated that she had asked to live this life to her full potential. Now, who would know her private thoughts? She turned on her workstation, and her familiar taskbar and icons appeared after a moment. She resumed typing on her keypad to whoever it was while her blood was pulsating in her throat. 

POWAH? Where are you from? You say you are me! Do you mean you are speaking into my mind? 

This was so silly! What was she doing? Nothing happened! That felt even more unnerving. Was she texting to herself? Was this all happening in her imagination? While staring at the terminal, she recalled the extraordinary experience of the last evening. 

How do you know what I want? 

She typed again. She had fallen for it as if someone was playing a trick on her. 

<Do you know what you want, Kitty?> 

YES, I do! But...how did you know my nickname? 

Her amazement increased...thinking about her reply. 

<What exactly do you want to know, and why?> After that question, she just sat there transfixed. Why? 

She wanted to know the absolute truth about life! She would then understand life better and why bad things happen to good people. 

Why are all the tragedies hitting many parts of the world? Her mind raced as new text jumped suddenly back onto her screen:

<Kitty, you have the right intention; that is everything in life. You want to experience things, to know something. From now on, we will have a working relationship. You will grow in awareness of the DNA ‘coding system’ we are working on together. It’s time to prepare you and others for your reality-shifting process.> 

Love P–O–W–A–H

Her screen now reverted to the regular screen saver. Who was reading her mind? That was how it felt. What could have been meant by ‘a DNA coding system’? What was she getting herself into now? Who was communicating with her on her computer? How? From where? ​

Ingrid wondered who POWAH was. Could the five letters be a name? Was it all happening in her mind? Had she become psychic? 

Her whole body was in turmoil. She struggled to concentrate on work for the rest of the day. 

Ingrid kept things to herself and almost forgot to phone Nel about the Buttercup flower details Marijke had been waiting for. She looked it up on Google and dialled Nel’s office before going home. 

“Tree Fern Landscaping.” It was the same resonant voice she had spoken to earlier. Where was Nel? She cleared her throat as if...why was she so nervous? 

“Hi, I’m Ingrid from Pleasure Parks. May I speak to someone about the type of plants you use in the landscaping of our resorts?” She had never heard of ‘Buttercups’ growing in Brabant’s Heather fields, where a construction company had built another Pleasure Park holiday resort. 

“I spoke to you this morning. What would you like to know? Perhaps I can help?” 

“We have received a query from one of our clients. She asked if Buttercups or Cup of Gold creepers are growing in our new Tilburg complex. They are very poisonous. Do you have any idea?” She wondered if he knew anything about plants. There was a silence.... Did she hear...or feel...him chuckling? 

“Ingrid, I doubt whether this firm has used either of these plants in the past, but I will investigate the matter. Shall I come back to you on this?” His masterful tone sounded amused. Ingrid was very receptive to emotional undertones in people’s voices and picked up much more than most people with this man. She repressed a stirring feeling of...what? 

Being naturally curious, she asked. “This Cup-of-Gold creeper, what plant is it? I have never heard of it.” 

“I am not surprised, Ingrid, some species of Buttercup flowers grow in the mountains. But the Cup-of-Gold creepers are subtropical and very spectacular, with yellow flowers in a cup-like shape. The big subtropical types could have narcotic properties. Your client is probably mixing it up with a large shrub called Angel Trumpets, which is poisonous,” he voiced knowledgeably. Mr. Haardens was very informative and charming but somewhat imposing. They seemed to have an undercurrent mental connection. She thanked him for his enlightening chat about the flowers, asking him to phone back so that she could give the client an answer. 

Something about his voice was almost familiar. But what was it? Why did he make her feel... what, interested? ​

“That I will, Ingrid,” He replied. She was puzzled by his change of tone, which had become almost playful when she heard music playing in the background. 

It was the same song she had heard on the radio that morning, titled: Are You Awake?’

Ingrid longed for the summer to arrive, but heavy clouds were building up. Her floor-to-ceiling office windows looked out over Apeldoorn’s main shopping street. Many people huddled up in rain gear. She remembered that Beekbergen had a market on a Tuesday. On the way home, she would detour there to buy fresh groceries. 

When she closed her office, an inner joy —a sense of rapture — was still with her, due to the rather baffling dialogue with POWAH. 

She was the last to leave. When stepping out of the lift, ULA, a vibrant redhead receptionist of Pleasure Parks remarked on her cheerful ambience with a speculative glance, asking her if she had a date as she tidied her desk before going home herself. If only Ula knew! She did feel different. Wouldn’t anyone, after what she had experienced today and last evening? 

“Ingrid! You missed a creepy caller asking about you; he refused to give his name.” Ula’s frown showed discomfort. She didn’t know anyone you would call creepy. 

“I’m sure he’ll phone back if it is important.” Ula proudly showed off her ring, smiling again. She was going to meet her fiancé’s mother for the first time. Ula’s boyfriend was a detective like Marijke’s husband. 

***
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She decided to visit the new bookshop, The Power of Words, to gather more information on the Buttercup flower and to inquire about the Body Codes of Light workshop. 

A young blonde girl with sparkling blue eyes behind the counter excitedly informed her that it was their opening day. The shop had an extensive selection of books, including an esoteric section, and displayed vintage Anton Pieck posters at the door. 

“I’m CONNIE. My mom went out momentarily, so I’m standing in for her. What can I do for you?” Connie looked as if she were expecting her. 

“I would like to look up something in a plant book. And about this workshop you advertised, do you know anything about it?” 

“Something to do with genetic decoding of your DNA blueprint through sound. Have you been asked to write the first journal?” Connie speculated. 

“What journal are you referring to?” Ingrid’s mind leapt in amazement. ​

“Oh, I overheard my aunt Annelies informing my mom. She said a lady in your description would ask about her workshops while browsing our bookshop today. This lady would write the first awakening journal.” 

“Who’s Annelies? I have no idea...what...” Ingrid was perplexed. 

More customers entered the shop, so Connie attended to them. She did not inquire any further, but would remember the name ‘Annelies’! 

***
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As rain hurtled down relentlessly, it cut her vision to almost nil. The driveway of the Prinsengracht Hotel was upon her so fast that she did not see the Tesla sports car in time. To avoid it, she drove into a ditch. She rested her head on the steering wheel, her heart pounding. The knocking on the window broke her shock. 

“Are you all right?” A towering figure asked as he stood there getting drenched. People from the hotel gathered around the car. She lowered her window to reassure him. 

“I’m so sorry, I’m fine, please go inside. You will all get soaked.” 

“What a beauty.” 

When the man asked where she was heading, she was tongue-tied. 

Had she honestly heard him telepathically? All she saw was his mouth. 

She dismissed her thoughts and reassured him once again. His concern touched her. 

“Yolanda.” He called to his companion. “Go inside. I’ll follow her to see if she is okay; you go on.” His dynamic voice caused an uproar, jolting her back to today’s phone call. What was going on with her? 

He got back into his electric sports car and followed her. When she parked near the market and waved at him, he paused, looking at her as if he recalled something. Then he hooted and drove off. 

At the food market in Beekbergen, the rain had stopped; the fish seller cried tunelessly, “Fresh herring.” His voice lunged at the mingling crowd, hoping to attract a buyer. Ingrid reflected on all that had happened the previous night. 

***
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While soaking in the bath the previous night, she had a strange experience hearing a voice! She knew she was utterly alone in the house. She grinned as she recalled looking everywhere after her bath to satisfy herself that she was alone. The words: “My beloved, can’t you remember me?”  It still rang in her ear. “Who are you?” She had responded ​aloud, but of course, there was no answer. Hearing herself speaking to nobody made her grin to herself. Her father used to tease her about it. 

However, the voice was so authentic! Then she heard clearly, “Kitty! Wake up, be still and listen!”  Except that it was different! Both phrases had been as precise as if someone else were speaking typically. That is, if one accepted conversing in verbal sounds as standard. 

“Listen to whom?” she replied while her heart had skipped a beat, speculating that if someone was in the bathroom with her, why had she not seen anything? 

Ingrid could still not explain what had happened to herself, but the feeling of rapture, of being in love, as if she had never been alone, was profound. Going to sleep after this most mysterious experience had been challenging. 

***
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A sudden cloudburst switched her mind to the present just in time to reach her car with her groceries. The traffic was heavy while driving home, and her Internet car radio was interrupted by a voice saying...

“Good morning, you’re listening to Apeldoorn radio, and I’m Rob. We have an important announcement to make. Due to a significant surge in the sun’s electromagnetic X-ray flux, transmission disruptions may occur. We cannot rule out the possibility of power outages. But we have an expert in the studio who can shed some light on this. Mr. Haardens, would you please explain to our listeners what’s happening? The broadcaster requested. 

Ingrid was struck by the name ‘Haardens’! 

“There is no immediate cause for panic at all. This has been going on for a long time. The effects of climate change are starting to show. We know that our Earth’s weather has been greatly affected for aeons by the increase in electromagnetic radiation,” ...a deep, resonant tone replied. 

That voice! Had she not just heard the same...? 

The tall figure in the fancy Sports car was in a hurry. Why? To give an interview? The new owner of Nel’s firm’s name was Haardens. But how would a man who had just taken over a construction firm be connected to investigations into weather patterns? 

“Was that the only reason for our hot weather, the global warming theory?” the announcer asked. 

“We know that the Earth’s magnetic field shifting is directly linked to this increased solar activity. The effect on bird, plant and marine life is profound in Australia and New Zealand, where the ozone hole is expanding.” Mr. Haardens stated with conviction. 

“You are saying that the sun is also affecting our weather?” 

“Earth’s magnetic field changes over time because it is generated by a motion of molten iron alloys in its outer core. The Earth’s field reverses, and the North and South Magnetic Poles relatively abruptly switch places. Earth’s magnetic field has flipped its polarity many times over the millennia. Earth’s last magnetic reversal took place 786,000 years ago. It can happen very quickly and causes climate changes, but not necessarily due to global warming.” 

“You are implying that Global warming is not true?” 

“The Great Global Warming scare during the last twenty years is the brainchild of a former vice president turned climate change activist. Funding and political factors influence his documentary film promoting an opinion on global warming.” 

“You are implying that global warming is not caused by pollution, which traps extra infrared radiation?” 

“Correct. I do not believe that human CO2 emissions cause global warming. All solar activity is driven by the solar magnetic field that is constantly shifting. The current state of extreme weather and warming is caused by the Sun, not by trace gas elements from our industries.” 

“So, we do not have to take the rising of tides seriously?” 

“No, I did not say that. I suspect political elections are being won on promises to invest money to protect against flooding, like warnings from scientists about the rising sea levels. In the worst-case scenario, the rate of sea-level rise could reach a foot per decade by the 22nd century, about ten times faster than today, but nothing like some websites predict.” 

“So, you are saying we in Holland do not have to worry about the sea levels wiping us out?” 

Mr. Haardens was silent for a while, and her intuition told her he was getting impatient with the interviewer. 

“In response to your message, I want to clarify that the information circulating online about the rising tides caused by global warming is not entirely accurate. It’s a ploy to create fear and confusion among people. A psychological battle is going on to influence how we perceive our planet and the universe around it, which can significantly impact all life forms and hinder the physical and spiritual growth of the human race. ​

“What you are implying is that great changes are coming that have to be taken seriously, but that the human population’s perceptions are deceived? That goes beyond me.” 

“OK, so let’s get back to our planet’s changes in the ionosphere during geomagnetic storms. Strong electrical currents driven along the Earth’s surface during auroral events can disrupt electric power grids all over our planet.” 

“Oh, you mean we might all be cut off from the internet due to no electricity?” 

“Yes, that could be, so we need to start planning for alternative living strategies before facing blackout conditions, meaning no electricity.” 

Ingrid wondered whether this could be the same man. He seemed knowledgeable, but what connection would a construction guy have with Solar flares and the tipping of Earth’s Magnetic Poles? 

“That does sound alarming. Having no power. What preparations do people need to make without electricity, our network and internet technologies?” 

The implications of what the interviewer called alarming made her sad. How many people listening would wonder what life would be like without the internet and computers? 

“We have prepared a website on the Internet for anyone who wants to learn more, and further lectures on the effects of this solar activity will start soon.” 

“Was that the only reason for our hot weather, the global warming theory?” the announcer asked. 

“Yes, and we know that the shifting of Earth’s magnetic field is directly linked to this increased solar activity, “Mr. Haardens said with conviction. 

“You are saying that the sun also affects our warm weather?” 

“There are various changes currently taking place, and we need to assess their full impact on a global scale and look at what specific preparations are essential. Anyone who still doubts the onset of global warming needs only look at what’s happening in the Arctic and Antarctic, where glaciers are retreating. Icebergs are calving at a scary rate.” 

“So, the rising of tides has to be taken seriously?” 

“Yes, but even more so, we need to plan for alternative living strategies that might be necessary when facing blackout conditions, meaning no electricity soon.” ​

Ingrid wondered whether this could be the same man. He seemed knowledgeable, but what connection would a construction guy have with global warming? 

“That does sound alarming. Which comes first, flooding of major proportions or having no power? What preparations do people need to make when there is no electricity, not to mention the water levels?” 

The implications of what the interviewer called alarming made her sad. How many people listening would wonder where to go if the sea levels rose, especially in a country where the sea levels were higher than the ground they all lived on? 

“We have prepared a website on the Internet for anyone who wants to learn more, and further lectures on the effects of this solar activity will start soon.” 

Mr. Haardens continued in the same knowledgeable tone as the man who had described the Buttercup flower. The radio announcer thanked Mr. Haardens and told the listeners that a program would be scheduled later. 

***
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When Ingrid arrived at her driveway, she stretched her still, youthful, curved body full length. She was trying to regain her stability and recalled the music playing in the background when she spoke to Mr. Haardens. There was something about his... Was she suddenly seeing and hearing things? Gee, first the voices, then the message on the massive screen at work today! Could it all be in her imagination? She couldn’t tell anyone because no one would take her seriously. 

“Guess what, I am communicating out loud with a voice in my head,” she mumbled while running through the rain, grabbing her groceries from the boot of her car. “Oh, really?” she mimicked, reaching for her front door, which was all wet. 

“Yes, these texts are addressed to me through my computer when switched off!” She giggled, and she could read my mind! People would look at her as if she had suddenly lost her senses. Observing herself while scratching for her keys made her feel silly. 

The next-door neighbour waved while she dumped unwanted goods at the curb for the garbage collection the following morning. She must be spring-cleaning. Ingrid waved back. 

Fluffball, her ginger cat, was sitting at the window meowing. She sidestepped her mail as she opened her front door. ​

An impressive blue envelope stating “Dear Kitty – Excerpt one” fell out as she picked it up. The printing seemed familiar, and so did the symbols, but not the watermark. 

Excerpt One

Program Planet Earth

The Body Codes of Light preparation manual

After reading the manual, her hands were shaking. Sitting on the kitchen chair, Fluffball in her lap and her wet, dark curly hair dripping, she could hardly stop reading the contents repeatedly. 

She read why planet Earth’s Ether body frequency layer is fast-evolving and how important it is for people to focus primarily on love, forgiveness, peace, harmony, balance, acceptance, and oneness. 

The name POWAH at the bottom of the printout must have been the same person she had encountered on her screen at the office. How could he have now sent her step one of a manual on paper? 

It further read that changes happening at a galactic level will soon influence Earth’s reality grid, and humanity’s accustomed lifestyles may never be the same again. 

In that new shop, the girl Connie had asked if she would write the first journal; had she not mentioned Annelies? Was she going to write about the twenty-two fragmented parts of what? Herself...mentioned in excerpt one. Yes, she understood very well that the people in her life were often reflective mirrors of herself. It’s difficult to grasp how, but had she asked for this? Why the hidden parts? She knew she had an inner desire to attract individuals who felt as she did about the real meaning of being alive, but was this the result? 

The pelting rain grew more insistent as Fluffball purred on her lap. 

Was she supposed to include this ‘Program Planet Earth’ manual in her journal? She noticed that the text 'Excepts One' was a hyperlink. 

It was the first time she read of a frequency layer, whatever that was, but the promise that she would be welcomed into a parallel reality where a guide would reveal the ‘Riddle’ of The Prophet Game. Now that sounded very intriguing! 

Ingrid’s inner turmoil created a strong need for her to share her thoughts; she could hear Jan saying, “Ingrid, you are getting like your sister Quincy, “More up in the clouds than down on Earth!” 

Had she imagined it all? Was it all just her fantasy? If only she could speak to her clairvoyant sister, Quincy, who was on a tour with people from a health centre in Delft. Quincy had her health shop there. 

When the phone rang in the hallway, her friend Liesbeth’s face sprang to mind. Ingrid had always been good at guessing who was on the other end of the line. 

“So, you knew it was me?” Liesbeth laughed. 

“Yes! How did you guess? How are you? When did you get back?” 

Liesbeth was a freelance literary agent who wrote articles for several scientific magazines. It had been a while since she’d seen her. 

“Ingrid, can I meet you tomorrow after work at the Pannekoek, near you? A friend gave me a pamphlet about a workshop that is starting soon. I’m sure you’ll be interested. It is all about how to deal with experiencing a reality shift.” Her voice carried an excited tone. 

“You’re kidding? Do you mean these Body Codes of Light-related workshops? I’ve also seen it advertised in that new shop close to my office building. Gosh, what a coincidence.” 

She was tempted to share her experiences with Liesbeth there and then, but she kept quiet because she still couldn’t believe it herself. 

Ingrid knew she could fantasise about people rather than dealing with real life. She also didn’t cope well with spontaneous happenings. 

After her shower and while she was brushing her natural curly auburn hair, she suddenly heard an inner voice again loud and clear saying: 

“Kitty! Be still and listen to your heart to experience the magic of who you are!” 

​​
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​Chapter 2 

The Body Codes of Light
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An Introduction to a Game. 

Returning to work was like taking on a new chapter in her life. Being disappointed made her angry with herself. 

“Ingrid, I need the original aerial view photo. You have it stored on your external hard drive.” Piet de Wit whined. 

“Why?” She peered into the floor manager’s shifty eyes. PIET made her skin crawl. His sallow complexion reflected his poor health, and he was very underweight for his height. Ingrid’s burning gaze poured into his soul like boiling tar. Piet’s mouth frothed with fury. His pestering about the drawings for the French complex started to annoy her. Ingrid could be very aloof. 

“Never mind why! Have you got it?” 

“No, not here in my office. Why the sudden interest?” Gosh, he was getting under her skin. 

“I have my reasons! What did you do with your external hard drive?” 

“Good grief, don’t be so secretive! Remember you gave me the one I’m working on two weeks ago?” Her tone flew at him. 

“So, what did you do with the original aerial photo?” he snapped. 

“Bitch you know very well what I mean.” 

“Look for it yourself.” She was startled by her sudden telepathic sensitivity. 

“Piet, stop bothering me. His eyes were hot and bright, and moisture was across his upper lip. “Phone head office and ask for the original photo; I’m sure they saved it in Cloud storage.” Her coolness disguised her rage. 

“One day, you’ll be sorry for how you talk to me.” He yelled back and stormed out of her office. 

Ingrid’s blood was still boiling with anger after Piet’s outburst when her phone rang. What was he insinuating? She answered in a professional but slightly abrupt manner. 

“Still at the job, are you? I’m impressed. I promised to phone you back with the information on the buttercup flower. Are you always that quick and efficient?” Mr Haardens’ masterful tone acted as a catalyst. 

Good grief, she’d forgotten to call back and tell him it had been sorted with the client. She should have apologised, but felt flustered by his undertone. ​

“I think so. Aren’t you?” she replied instead. It was out before she realised it. What had made her say that? She was usually not so abrupt. 

After a short silence, she apologised for her rudeness, explaining that someone else had influenced her reaction. Somewhat annoyed at herself for being so irritable, she could almost feel his thoughts as if he were probing into her mind. “It must be...?”  That’s impossible! Was he questioning himself? Surely, that must have been her mind talking to itself? She didn’t know this, Mr. Haardens. Could he be the same man who had spoken on the radio the day before? 

“You have a lively mind, Ingrid. By the way, I’m glad you weren’t reacting to me. I will speak to you again,” he laughed as if he knew something she did not before he hung up. What did he mean by a lively mind? Oh, well, at least he was not offended by her manner. 

He felt like a somewhat challenging personality who might not take ’no’ for an answer. She speculated about his appearance. A powerful voice didn’t always match the physical form. 

***
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As she passed the new shop on the way to the coffee house, a new big sign in the window read “Decoding Workshops / Starting Soon! 

Connie, the salesgirl, waved at her to come inside. Ingrid hoped that Connie’s mother would be there. 

“I think your name is Ingrid, isn’t it?” she said, biting her lower lip. 

“Yes! How did you know?” 

“My mother asked me to give you this.” The girl handed her a blue envelope, making her shaky. She had never given Connie her name. Other customers were waiting for her, so she left. 

***
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The Pannekoek coffee shop was across the street. She spotted Liesbeth through the window, waiting for her at a corner table. As she was about to greet her friend, her mouth gaped in absolute astonishment at Liesbeth’s appearance! She looked at least ten years younger than she had when she had last seen her four months earlier! 

“What has happened to you? What artefacts did you find on that dig that you joined? A rejuvenating tonic?” Her voice leapt in amazement as she hugged her. She thought Liesbeth’s appearance might be due to a new non-surgical and powerful anti-ageing treatment to counteract the decline in enzyme activity levels. Her sister Quincy’s health shop was promoting it. ​

Liesbeth was five years younger, around 40, but now looked in her early thirties. She was tall with a delicately sculpted nose, bright, dark brown eyes, and satiny, suntanned skin surrounded by playful, shiny dark ringlets that gave her an almost aristocratic Egyptian look. Her smile expressed warmth that was difficult to describe without concern or vanity. She was the most compassionate woman Ingrid had ever known. 

“Hi! Richard will join us, and I’ve ordered two cappuccinos.” 

“Who’s Richard, a new boyfriend?” She admired Liesbeth’s stunning, glowing expression as if...Something had happened, but what was it? 

“Ingrid! I’ve heard all about you,” a man in his late thirties, quite attractive in an intellectual way, remarked while serving them two steaming coffees, his lively eyes conveying an alert mind. A rubber band casually held back his longish, wavy, dark brown hair. His thoughtful dark brown eyes turned into a smile of amused friendliness and pleasure, which aroused feelings of warmth and something more. 

“Well, you have me at a disadvantage, for I know nothing about you.” Ingrid liked him on the spot. He was pretty charismatic but far too young for her. 

“Ingrid, as you know, I joined a group of archaeologists in Egypt. 

They were investigating some very new, secret sites at Luxor. It was my job to write a report on their findings for the sponsors of this dig. 

Richard was with this group of archaeologists.” 

Richard explained how he took over the expedition from his late brother, who had been the organiser. He knew about all the preparations his brother had processed two years in advance, mainly handling the authorities, meaning the red tape. 

“Richard is a part-time lecturer at the University of Utrecht,” Liesbeth voiced proudly. 

“Oh! What subjects do you lecture in?” He looked very young to be a lecturer. 

“Egyptian mythology, mainly on the translations of their Hieroglyphic scripts, and lately I’m looking into another symbolic language used long ago”.” The coffee shop became busy, so Richard excused himself, saying he would join them later. 

“Wow, what an interesting guy. I love his hairstyle; both creative and sophisticated all in one.” 

The Pannekoek was a famous coffee and snack bar. It advertised the many holiday attractions of Gelderland on the walls. Customers could write their remarks on a sizeable electronic keypad at the entrance. ​

“Richard is managing this coffee shop for the owner.” Liesbeth continued. Ingrid raised her eyebrows speculatively, but Liesbeth ignored her glance. 

“His aunt, who is visiting her children in South Africa, owns the coffee shop, and he needed the money. The passing of his brother Theo has been a financial as well as an emotional ordeal. You’re wondering if he is my boyfriend, but he is not, so stop scheming. I can read your mind. He’s just an excellent friend.” Liesbeth pushed her playfully. 

“Really?” Liesbeth ignored Ingrid’s teasing undertone. 

Liesbeth’s pamphlet about the ‘Decoding workshops’ on the phone looked intriguing. It covered many creative class exercises where one would make one’s deck of cards. The decoding of our genetic blueprint seemed to be translatable due to the 22 spacings occupied on the holographic grid. 

Her heart was beating from astonishment. Had this POWAH not mentioned something about it? As she was reading, the coffee shop noises started to fade away. Making your own 22 individual cards promises to be a creative adventure. It is mentioned that by creating these cards, hidden potentials would be revealed, including memories of the possibility of physical ascension. Ingrid recalled Connie telling her about this genetic decoding related to sound. 

“Are you both interested? I know about Annelies through Theo, my deceased brother.” Richard queried when he brought them their favourite snack, two extra-large vegetarian spring rolls known as loempias. Ingrid jerked when she heard the name Annelies! Richard shared what he knew about the decoding workshops while helping customers. Ingrid had difficulty not letting her inner turmoil get the better of her. She was so unprepared for all this synchronicity. 

“Richard’s deceased brother had known Annelies when she assembled the material for the workshops and the card game with the help of a ‘guide.’” Liesbeth added, peering at her frowning. 

“Really?” Ingrid’s voice leapt in astonishment, thinking of POWAH and knowing her friend was probing her mind. 

“Yes. That’s how I reacted at first, doubtful.” Richard leaned over to clear the table. 

“Annelies is looking for participants willing to write a journal.” He added. 

“What for? Why?” she asked. 

Richard shrugged his shoulders. “I guess it is writing a journal about our awakening while creating our cards. My brother often mentioned Annelies; that is why I’m curious, and I immediately thought of Liesbeth, who told me that you might be as well.” They both waited for her response. 

“I’m very keen to find out more about it,” Ingrid swallowed her genuine bewilderment while her palms started to sweat, thinking about the envelope Connie had given her. 

“Good, I’ll phone her now.” 

Richard worked hard. The coffee shop was noisy because all eight tables were occupied. He looked like an attractive man, younger than her friend, but why had Liesbeth denied the boyfriend part? 

Richard returned to their table to tell them Annelies had been waiting for his call! 

“She is looking forward to meeting us and asked if one of us is called Ingrid.” 

“Really?” Liesbeth arched her eyebrows. 

She ignored her friend’s nudge to speak up. She couldn’t share her encounter yet because she wasn’t ready to disclose the bizarre computer incident with POWAH. Even the excerpt she had mysteriously received held her back. Richard was unknown, and she was still somewhat wary about explaining something so airy-fairy to a stranger. Liesbeth was a friend, but lately, she felt she had to be cautious. Too many unexplained phenomena were happening. 

All three would join the ‘introductory class’ the following evening. They arranged to meet again the next day at the Pannekoek after work. They would drive together to Annelies’ home on the Veluwe, where she gave the workshops. 

Ingrid was about to open her umbrella as she stepped out of the coffee shop into the rain when a tall, well-built man bumped into her. “Uh-huh. We are in a hurry.” His voice triggered an immediate sensation. For a moment, their eyes connected, and for a split second, the depth of his glance overwhelmed her like a tidal wave. 

***
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The rain was pelting down when she arrived at her driveway. She felt shaky after that confrontation. His penetrating gaze had made her heart jump. 

“Where have you been? I have missed my supper.” After preparing cat food, she checked for telephone messages. One was from Debbie, her younger daughter, to say she would be coming home for the weekend. ​

Ingrid still missed her three children. She hoped by now to have heard something from the twins Jeroen or Sascia; her twenty-six-year-old twins were very independent. 

Jeroen worked for the family’s steel construction firm when her late husband was ill. After Jan died, Jeroen returned to complete his studies in Eindhoven. He then impulsively took his last semester off and went backpacking to ‘find himself’, as he called it. Ingrid realised that Jeroen had taken on the role of the man of the house very seriously when he knew his father was very ill. She wondered if he would have chosen to follow in the family business. Jan’s dad, Dennis Barendse, who still ran his steel company, had been happy about Jeroen’s decision to finish his studies. 

The music from her audio system brought her back to the present while revitalising her energy field. What a shower or bath did for her physical body, music did for her whole being. 

Ingrid was relieved that it had stopped raining. She opened the sliding door leading onto the veranda. Everything smelled fresh and ready for summer to arrive. Her thoughts went back to what the girl had said in the shop. 

She settled down with a glass of wine on her outside table and Fluffball on her lap and opened the blue envelope from Connie. She held her breath in great anticipation. 

Excerpt Two

Program Planet Earth 

The Dimensions and their Densities

She was spellbound. Excerpt two was also hyperlinked, but it was definitely for her. The five-card game levels, including descriptions of the body codes of light, made her wonder. Was it something to do with her DNA codes? If she wrote a journal about her desire to become aware, thinking of the diary beside her bed, how could she know the absolute truth? This decoding card game had a connection with the shop. Was everything already planned without her knowing about it? 

Oh, she needed to talk to someone about all this. Why her, of all people? Now, she wished she had confided in Liesbeth about POWAH. Her fear of making a fool of herself had stopped her from sharing. 

Throughout her marriage, she had tried that. The fear of being ridiculed was still genuine to her. She’d been on her own for over two years since Jan had died, and it still felt lonely at times. She would turn 45 this year, but dating did not interest her. Most of the interesting men were married anyway. ​

Ingrid had learned a lot about herself during their twenty-four-year marriage. Some friends had described their relationship as stormy. At least she’d become emotionally and mentally independent. 

When Jan passed over, it felt as if she had lost a Soul mate who had been her best teacher, her best friend and, just before he got ill, her best lover. Those memories had blocked her from a new relationship. She liked being on her own. She did not anticipate meeting anyone when she joined Liesbeth at functions. Nobody stimulated her, and she hated idle chitchat. 

She had met Liesbeth at a party that she had been persuaded to attend by her sister, Quincy, just after Jan had died. It was the first outside activity she had participated in, and she had fun after all. Liesbeth had approached them both because she needed to write about the health shop for a magazine. They clicked immediately. 

Liesbeth owned her own house on the outskirts of Apeldoorn. When Ingrid told her of the job offer, her friend encouraged her. Together, they looked for a place for her to live. Meeting up with her again, Ingrid could still not get over the noticeable change in her. Not only did she look younger, but it was also something else she could not name. It was a change that took away the look of any age! 

When the phone rang in the hallway, she knew it was Debbie, her youngest. 

“Mom, my train arrives at 11:15 on Friday evening. I want to come directly after my late shift instead of Saturday morning. Will that be alright? 

“Great! I’ll be at the station,” Ingrid bubbled. Her youngest, Debbie, was a fully qualified nurse at the Academic Hospital in Utrecht. It felt like life was taking a turn, so she decided to pamper herself with a detoxifying treatment. 

***
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After she had arranged everything around her bathtub, she settled languorously into the warm, soapy bubble bath, allowing all the tensions of the day to ease out. Her feet just reached the top while her head rested on a towel. Her short, curly, auburn, brown hair fell playfully about her oval face, creating an effect of agelessness. Her well-shaped, firm body had not lost its youthfulness, even after giving birth to three children. She revelled in having this time to herself and contemplated what POWAH had written.

She pondered on the five levels of the decoding game, starting with the first level. POWAH said that the decoding would awaken her to her Soul’s full potential, or was it her oversoul? Not that she knew or understood what was meant by an over-soul. She should look it up on the internet. And what about the ‘Riddle’ of The Prophet’s Game? Oh, how weird...was it all for real? 

Back at the office

“Hello, Ingrid, what time is it?” Carla called out as they arrived simultaneously by car at the parking area near the office. The dull, overcast sky held the promise of rain again. 

“It’s 08:15, five minutes to browse in that new shop.” Carla had to buy a present for her sister’s birthday. Ingrid spotted Marijke sitting inside on her haunches, in the corner, engrossed in a book. They were both very aware of Marijke’s silent despair. 

Carla inquired what she was reading while Ingrid approached a very artistic-looking woman with long blond hair at the counter. When her blue eyes met hers, Ingrid recognised that she was a friend of Tieneke, the lady who gave mind drawing workshops. She recalled meeting her at Tieneke’s Language of Light doodling classes a year ago. This creative workshop revealed a lot about herself. 

“You’re Yolanda, aren’t you?” 

“Ingrid! I’m so glad to meet you again. Did Connie give the envelope yesterday?” 

“Yes, she did, but I was surprised it was for me.” Mother and daughter did look alike. Yolanda was about to explain when Carla and Marijke reminded her of the time. Yolanda said that she would see her at Annelies’ place that evening. 

***
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Ingrid’s office phone blared out its caller tune. The air was charged with tension as holiday bookings had begun. Before she could say anything, a familiar man’s voice queried, “Ingrid, we spoke about Buttercups the other day.” She tried to imagine what he would look like. His voice reminded her of the man she bumped into at the Pannekoek. 

“Ingrid, can you arrange a meeting with your Director, Mr Brinks, in Amsterdam? This company I took over last week seems to do much business with your firm.” He sounded as if he expected an immediate answer. She looked up the list of subcontractors on her computer. 

Ingrid saw that the Tree Fern landscaping division did most of the maintenance. She was thinking of the new complex in France. ​

“Yes, that’s correct. Most of the landscaping and maintenance of our complexes is handled by your firm. No meeting is scheduled for the subcontractors for the new site. Can I come back to you on this matter?” She asked while she felt her heart beating. 

“I’ll wait for your call.” She noticed the chuckle in Mr. Haardens’ voice; again, he reminded her of something. It was as if...No, that wasn’t possible. She had better snap out of her sudden fantasy world. She was getting annoyed with herself. What was going on with her? 

Annelies

After work, she met Liesbeth for dinner at the Pannekoek near the bookshop. The three of them would drive to Annelies’ house. Connie had offered to run the coffee shop so Richard could join them. She never told them about POWAH; instead, she pondered over Mr. Haardens. 

Annelies lived in a very affluent part of the outskirts of Apeldoorn, surrounded by needle and birch trees. They scrambled out of the car, running through the heavy rain to the front door. Others were arriving as well. A tall, dark-haired, striking woman in her late fifties, very flamboyantly dressed, greeted them with a big smile, her eyes sparkling. 

“Welcome, I’m ANNELIES.” She emanated an impressive aura. 

Long, black hair with some grey-white streaks pulled tied up while playful ringlets bounced on her oval face, like Liesbeth’s, except for the big earrings, which gave her a gipsy look. 

“Come in this way”, she indicated in her musical voice. Her energy reflected her strength. She appeared to be a woman who had seen it all. They hung their raincoats up before entering her classroom. 

On a door was written: 

Introductory class

OUR BODY CODES OF LIGHT

Very unusual symbols and colourful, kaleidoscopic wall decorations were on the walls. All eight of them introduced themselves. Each of them had to describe in their own words how they were triggered by the phrase the body codes of Light. Hearing some of the comments broke the ice. The term parallel realities was mentioned, meaning the many-worlds interpretation of quantum physics. It was clear to Ingrid that they all had one thing in common: they were unwilling to allow mediocrity in their lives. ​

“The day you decide you are more interested in being aware of your thoughts than you are in the thoughts themselves — that is the day you will find your way out,” Annelies remarked. 

Ingrid’s eyes wandered around the room. There were eight participants in the class: Richard, of course, and three other men, Niels, Wim, and Gerrit. The three other women were Liesbeth, Yolanda, and Zola. Zola and Wim were a couple in their late twenties. 

“The purpose of my decoding workshops is to reclaim our power. This means to lift the veil that has kept our real multi-dimensional potential hidden for so long,” Annelies’ whole posture, accentuated by the colourful caftan, reminded her of gipsies. 

“Annelies, do you believe physically shifting into a different parallel reality is possible?” 

“Yes, Ingrid, we do it all the time, but are unaware of it. Ingrid, we’ve all chosen to incarnate at this significant time to spiritually wake up fully. Most people will encounter the doubt I hear in your voice because of many challenging ‘thought programmed patterns’ that reflect the fact that every living creature on Planet Earth has a cycle ending in death. This has been the biggest lie humanity has been subjected to for many centuries. I’ve chosen to fully wake up during this incarnation before my earthly cycle is completed.” 

“You mean you will not physically die?” 

“WIM, nothing ever dies. However, the imaginary identity is what people are attached to, which must switch through being spiritually awake. That is my intent, but for now, you will all experience your reality shifts at the first level. When you have awakened to the third level, far more facts that have been concealed will be made known. That supports our theories.” 

“He’s not taken it all in. He is resisting something.” 

For a moment, Ingrid’s thought was recalling what POWAH had written in the first Excerpt about structured dematerialisation and materialisation, but at the same time...was she hearing Annelies’ mind speak out loud? Wim’s expression was indeed sceptical. His eyes were of the usual blue but remarkably cold. Otherwise, there was only an indefinable, faint expression on his lips, something unforthcoming but not a smile. 

“Annelies, will these workshops assist us in that reality shift, as you call it? I mean, overcoming that doubt? By awakening our unimaginable potential, will that enable us to leave this third-dimensional reality physically?” Gerrit’s eyebrows arched over his glasses. Gerrit must ​have been remarkably handsome in his youth and was still a very fine-looking man at sixty. 

“If that is your intent, then yes. By accelerating our consciousness and spiritual energy, we can break free from the holographic consciousness of the brain and leave this physical dimension behind through our light body while taking our identity to a new perspective. 

Nobody said a word. They were all pondering. 

“Remember...as long as any of you believe it is impossible, you close your mind to understanding it.” Annelies’ voice sounded far away. Everyone was silent, taking in what Annelies had just said. 

“Some call this shift a rebirth or resurrection. Many words are used to express enlightenment. I do not see enlightenment, Soul ascension, or awakening as having anything to do with ‘religion’ or even ‘spirituality’. Our genetic decoding techniques, with the help of sound frequencies, will expose the incredible power of your real spiritual selves.” 

That comment and the symbols on Annelies’ wall reminded her of the doodling mind-drawing workshop she had attended last year. The barking of a puppy dog in the hallway temporarily distracted her, but Annelies’ further explanation brought her back. 

“Every frequency resonates to a certain number, colour, and sound. The energy that forms patterns, numbers and geometric symbols is used to uncover the many personality masks we all wear on this level.” 

Annelies’ musical voice was fascinating to listen to. Ingrid’s eyes were drawn to the many unusual yet familiar symbols on the walls, and she wondered if this decoding was challenging. 

“Annelies, if we gather and release all our fragmented parts, will this reconnect us to our Oversoul?” 

She was amazed to hear the term Oversoul, which she had looked up on the internet last night. 

“Liesbeth, I’m glad you asked that. The decoding will activate the memory stored in our DNA/RNA, reconnecting us with the cosmos. It will transform our minds, emotions and, ultimately, physical form. As we elevate our energy into the higher dimensions, our so-called “ascension” continually increases and sustains higher and higher energy frequencies. Our personality frequencies have kept us in this vibrational entrapment. We are still greatly influenced by the virus called “belief”. 

Ingrid recalled that POWAH’s excerpt had also mentioned Annelies’ ascension process. He called it a Soul awakening. ​

“Each individual needs to attach to any belief, dogma or duality consciousness must be released to shift away from this reality.” 

Annelies’ tone expressed her conviction. Ingrid now wondered about her age. Would this affect their ageing process? “Oh yes, it will.” For a moment, Ingrid thought it was her mind answering. 

“Our personality is the entrapment of our mind?” ZOLA, the youngest woman in the class, gasped. Her long, platinum-blond hair fell in loose waves past her shoulders. She wore a black mini dress and combat boots. 

“Yes, Zola, the masks we wear for different occasions are the personality entities or aspects of the ego. These ‘masks’ resonate to wavelengths of various frequencies, depending on how we think and feel. This mind virus operates through consciousness and transmits through electromagnetic waves.” 

If not for the images on the wall, Annelies’ replies would have been lost on her. She wondered who had created these graphics. 

The image was titled The Human Design. 

Annelies first explained the five levels of the decoding program, which reminded her of excerpt two from POWAH that Connie, Yolanda’s girl, had given her the day before. So, it must have come from Annelies! 

“Sound creates a form, which is vibration energy. You can say that we are born into existence first by thought and then by sound.” 

Annelies had everyone’s attention. 

“We all emanate a sound. We are energy expressions in a solid form. Decoding your 22 channels shown on the image on the wall and your energy field sheet will reveal your intentions and aspirations in this lifetime. These are your Genetic Body Codes of Light.” 

“You’re saying that all life starts with a thought?” 

“Yes, Ingrid, and thoughts create sounds and colour. In our decoding, we use numbers and letters because they represent sounds. We experience different vibrations on many frequencies by expressing them through our voices.” Annelies glanced at each of them. 

“You mean, we create our own lives because of the names we are given?” 

“Yolanda, our daily thoughts create our everyday experiences. The sounds we have chosen to experience unconsciously reveal the genetic life blueprint. Each time your name is called, this sound, now more than ever, will activate the power the name reflects.” This was not a new concept for Ingrid, but she had never given it much thought. ​

“I see. So, if we change our names, we use a different sound, which creates a change in our lives?” 

“Yolanda, any change means a shift in vibration. We’ll go into each card to understand the dynamics of sound and colour. You will all learn to react and respond to release what has held us back.” Annelies squeezed Yolanda’s shoulder. Ingrid intuitively picked up an inner mental communication between them. Yolanda is going through a divorce. How did she know that? 

“On this first level, for the next five Friday evenings, we decode the 22 major spacings you all occupy on the board game. By playing this board game with your cards, you will all individually be shifting your perceptions and beliefs that do not serve you anymore.” 

The idea of making cards and playing a board game became more intriguing. 

“The human design project on the internet also influences my work. With your symbology, my decoding classes will awaken your genetic makeup, reflecting the real aspects and soul qualities you have chosen to embody during this lifetime.” Annelies pointed at the image on the wall, which had been projected from her laptop. Ingrid could see crisscross lines that encased a human figure and a watermark behind with a three-dimensional grid pattern in blocks. 

“We’ll make the first five awakening cards on the next five Friday evenings. These five cards round off the first level of the decoding card game. The two weeks after that are set aside to integrate your process before we start the second level.” 

“Wow! What a lot of work!” Gerrit had the image of some artists, a bit eccentric but still distinguished; one of those people who seem to skip that middle-aged look. 

“Except for Liesbeth and Wim, all of you have attended Tieneke’s Language of Light workshops, haven’t you?” That was it! The nodding of the others took her back to Tieneke’s workshop, where she had found peace with Jan’s death. Through her mind drawings, she released emotional memories to come to terms with all that had happened, but she had never met the others at that time. 

“We all have to be drastically prepared and bio-energetically rewired to be outfitted with the translation devices necessary to communicate and read the Galactic levels of the Language of Light,” Annelies added. ​

“So we commit ourselves for the first twelve weeks only?” Zola’s pretty face was flustered as she looked up at Wim, who was staring into space, looking almost bored. 

“Yes, you can, and Gerrit, the real work is processed by all of you during the following weeks. The Friday evenings are the fun times, believe me.” Annelies observed Wim with more than just a glance, but then she carried on:

“In this first level, you creatively make your five Present Perceptual Consciousness Cards to reawaken your memories. They also ascertain how awake you are at this moment.” That evoked a reaction from most of them. How awake was she? An immediate bond was established when they shared insights from Tieneke’s Language of Light Symbolism courses. She had attended a weekend retreat on a whim, just after settling in Apeldoorn. 

“Please note, I have a warning for you. Don’t interpret any handouts you receive or download from our Internet site literally as an abstract truth, especially if your awareness is expressed linearly.” 

Someone must have arrived at the house because the young dog went berserk. Yolanda got up to take a look; then she heard her laughing. 

“So be gentle on yourselves when you all begin to grasp that truth is often hidden by those whose arguments are false!” 

“Yolanda, is that Toon?” 

“You mean we all perceive truth differently?” Gerrit asked. For a split second, Ingrid was sidetracked. Did she hear that mental dialogue coming from Annelies? Did she hear a question? 

“Yes, Gerrit, you’re right. From a personal point of view, we can never agree on any intellectual information. Our external perceptions differ.” 

“Toon, can you take Otto’s charts with you before you leave?”  Ingrid was dumbstruck. Was Annelies talking to someone telepathically? Yolanda came back in again, nodding to Annelies. 

“Your lives will become an adventure all over again. I hope to see you all tomorrow evening.” Annelies concluded her introduction class by passing a form around. 

“Annie, I’ll see you on Monday. Be good.”  Ingrid’s mind was racing. That mental voice! Then, the front door closed with a thump while a dog was still barking. Annelies smiled and asked if the three of them would stay behind. ​

“My guide has told me that the three of you will be approached in time to write about your experiences. Your journals will become an assignment of the reality-shifting process. Ingrid, have you not been approached to write about the first level?” Annelies’ thoughtful glance had an intensity to it as if she knew what she was thinking! Ingrid was unprepared for this mind-probing. The guide she mentioned must be POWAH, but why? Then she heard, or thought she heard, the following sentence. 

“When the student is ready, the teacher will appear.” 

“It is all new to you. I hope to see you all tomorrow evening.” She said as she passed a blue envelope to her, like the one she had received before! The others were already in their cars, driving off, when Annelies took Liesbeth, Richard, and herself aside. 

“Ingrid, carefully read the first awareness level from excerpt two, especially when writing your journal. Express your motivation so your reader can understand the intensity you need to wake up.” 

“But that is so personal! I’m not sure if I can do this,” she almost beamed. Annelies emanated such warmth that she wanted to burst out about her encounters, but Richard interrupted her thoughts. 

“Annelies, I think I speak for the three of us. I’m very excited about your workshops.” 

As they walked out into the mild spring evening, a young Labrador greeted them excitedly, coming from behind Liesbeth’s car. Annelies cuddled the puppy, softly telling him his boss would return soon. 

Ingrid wondered who his boss was. 

A lift home.

On the way home, they were all occupied with their reflections. Ingrid picked up thoughts in Liesbeth’s mind, but she hated to eavesdrop. 

Both were impressed that she was asked to take on the first level of her assignment. She was far more shaken by this week’s incidents and was still trying to come to terms with her telepathic ability, which seemed to be getting stronger by the day. 

“Something happened to me a week ago that seems to be related. It’s too incredible.” Her voice trembled from sheer disbelief. They both wanted to hear her story at the Pannekoek the following evening. Liesbeth pointed at the envelope Annelies had given her. 

“Who’s Kitty?” Richard asked 

“That’s me... don’t ask. Annelies says it’s all about the five-card spaces we are decoding tomorrow evening. From now on, I must keep these excerpts for my journal.” 

“Yolanda told me during our coffee break that some of the concepts are published on her website,” Richard shared. 

Ingrid relaxed in the back seat, but her mental chattering, questioning if she would recognise a reality shift, kept her in turmoil. 

Liesbeth dropped her off at the parking bay. She waved to both, feeling so jubilant inside that she drove past her house! 

That realisation made her realise how distracted her mind had been while driving. Had she suddenly experienced a Reality Shift? When she turned the car around, an intuitive voice stated:

“Kitty, stay in the present, be more grounded.” 

​​
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​Chapter 3 

The Sound and Colour of Numbers 
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Pleasure Park Office

Ingrid always checked her e-mail before starting her workday, but ever since Tuesday, she has especially watched out for more of the exact text from POWAH on her large curved screen before switching it on, but it remained blank. 

While reading an email from the Tree Fern Landscaping firm, Ingrid’s attention was drawn to an intense argument outside her partition. The floor manager, Piet, stormed into her office during a row with Carla. 

“Ingrid, about the meeting with this Mr. Haardens fellow and Mr. Brinks, this guy only wants to deal with you; he’s very adamant about it,” Piet’s agitated tone flew at her. 

“What do you mean? I don’t have to be there!” Oh no! She had difficulty with her drawing. Her 3D modelling software program gave error messages when she wanted to use her 3D hologram projector. 

Why did she have this pressure? Piet was looking over her shoulder at her drafting proposal. His energy was so negative, and his whole presence emanated anger. 

“Mr. Brinks wants you there with your plan. I spoke to him on his cellular phone, and he insisted on your presence.” 

“When is the meeting scheduled?” 

“Next week on Thursday, two o’clock at the head office in Amsterdam,” Piet snapped as he walked out. Gee, less than a week to get this lot right! Meeting this Mr. Haardens triggered feelings of caution since even his name aroused her emotions! For all she knew, he was tiny, short, fat and dull. Piet’s hostility made her question what she would learn from it when suddenly her screen became very bright, and the familiar 3D text appeared! Her heart surged. 

<Kitty, your job on Earth is not to learn because you already know but to remember who ‘you’ are and everyone else!> ​

Wow! Was it reading her mind? Piet had left her office, so she quickly typed back:

I want to ask so many questions, like: Who are we? Who are you? Are you Annelies’ guide? You say my job is not to learn, but I always thought that life was a learning experience, like being in a classroom. 

She was breaking out in a sweat...then the text appeared again:

<Kitty, life is not a school. You are here to reclaim your true self. The school is a place to learn about something you want to know. Life itself is an opportunity for you to know experientially what you already know conceptually. It would be best to learn nothing about what you already know; you merely need to re-remember and act on it. And yes, I am your guide, communicating as your Oversoul.> 

Ingrid was staggered. How was this happening? Was she the only one seeing the text appearing on her computer screen? 

Why do we not remember who we are? Is my higher self-aware? How do we know that we have to remember anything? 

The running text instantly replied to her question. 

<Your higher self already knows all there is to know all the time: nothing is hidden or unknown to your Oversoul. But your Soul seeks to experience Earth’s reality so that a concept becomes an experience. It wants to share ‘ITSELF’ through a physical form.> 

Which part of her was reading all this? Who was responsible for this...who was she typing to? Was this what a reality shift was like? 

She was about to ask a question when more text appeared. 

<Your higher, authentic self is just an extension of your blueprint. It’s your cellular memories that have now awakened. Whereas your lower self-embodies many fragmented parts that form your overall persona, these fragmented experiences from many lifetimes must be dealt with and released from your energy field for your Soul to complete its physical life cycle on this third-dimensional plane. Contemplate this  

Love POWAH> 

She recalled Liesbeth asking Annelies a question, using the word Oversoul! What was the question? Annelies replied that our Higher Soul Self is integral to the Oversoul cluster outside the time-space domain. She fully intended to live this life to her full Soul potential. 

This POWAH made it impossible to focus on her work. ​

The workplace buzzing made her realise that she was still separating herself from...POWAH

She needed to drag her focus back to her drawing. Marijke would take her phone calls so that she could concentrate on her illustrations for the rest of the day. She was looking forward to their first decoding class that evening, wondering what her soul purpose card would reveal. 

***
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“Ingrid, Ula has the same man she told you about on the line again, insisting on talking to you. Do you want to take this call?” Marijke looked worried. 

She had managed to do a fair amount of work but needed a break and nodded. She recalled that Ula had told her about a call she missed on Tuesday just before going home. Her mind was on her drawing of the dome position. She was not pleased with her work when an unpleasant squeaky voice interrupted her thoughts. 

“Are you the woman who draws the artistic impressions of the Pleasure Park complexes?” 

“Yes, that’s correct. To whom am I speaking?” 

“About the drawings of the dome position you are working on now, are you interested in doing a job for us?” Gosh, he sounded like an actual sleaze bag. 

“Who’s ‘us’?” She regretted ever answering his call. The way he referred to the position of the dome gave her gooseflesh. The man’s vibe was so off-putting, as if this person was evil. 

“A group of businessmen would like to interest you in a lucrative business proposition.” The man again ignored her request for his name. 

What was going on with these drawings? 

“I have no interest in conversing with anyone without a name. 

Whoever you are, please go through the proper channels and contact Mr Brinks. He is the owner of Pleasure Parks. The receptionist will give you the number. Good day to you,” Ingrid cut him off. To say nothing of his tone, this man emitted an unpleasant vibration, which she intuitively knew conveyed a harmful intention. Had she caught on to his mental dialogue? He seemed false. 

She phoned Ula and explained that if the same man called again, refer him to Mr. Brinks’ office. She didn’t think he would call back. She somehow felt the man knew Mr. Brinks. 

***​
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The rest of the day went so quickly that she almost forgot to check and read her emails. 

——- Original Message ——- 

From: “T Haardens” 

To: <Undisclosed-Recipient:;> 

Sent: Friday, April-12, 2019 8:21 AM 

Subject: Appointment

Our Landscaping division: THE BUTTERCUP

Dear Ingrid. 

I have made an appointment with your Director, Mr. Brinks, for Wednesday, 24 April at two o’clock, and I have requested that you join us. I live temporarily in Apeldoorn. Would you like me to give you a lift to Amsterdam? I will be happy to do so. 

Do you like the new name? 

Yours

Toon Haardens. 

He had changed the company’s name, ‘Tree Fern’, to ‘Buttercup.’ How original! Ingrid was not interested in his lift idea. She was entranced by this unknown man, but decided to squash that feeling. He sounded very sure of himself. She didn’t want to get involved with just anyone. 

Monday would be early enough to reply. Ingrid was more intrigued by the following e-mail, which suddenly appeared with the title of ‘Sound.’

<Kitty, if you have the desire and the intent to awaken fully, then you were born to embody your authentic self, to re-learn how to think and know your thoughts. Remember, as you feel in your heart, it is with you.> 

Excerpt Three

Program Planet Earth 

Sound and Colour of Numbers

This third excerpt was in the same text format as the other two she had received through the regular email, as if somebody had typed it out for her, because it was also published online. 

Ingrid was amazed at how well she intuitively understood the message. 

The howling wind outside her office triggered her thinking: Why was the human Soul imprisoned within this lower dimension? Annelies cautioned them against believing every article on the internet, including the one claiming that Earth was a prison planet. 

The subject matter of the excerpt stimulated a deeper part of herself. Especially since colour and sound frequencies can help heal all viral diseases, including cancer, when they resonate with the higher harmonics of sacred geometry, this can stimulate regrowth and rejuvenation at the cellular level. Wow! 

It still unnerved her that someone, or something, was communicating with her in this way, but for now, she would follow her intuition. The reference to the mental hologram full of deceptions started to give her hope. The world was in such a state of disarray. There was so much sadness. 

Raging wars and threatening destruction created by humanity often clouded her day. 

***
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Her phone rang as she locked up in a happy mood for the week. Should she pick it up? They would decode the three soul cards tonight, so she had to hurry. She guessed intuitively who it could be, and it was a bit against her principles to let it ring. 

“Pleasure...” 

“Still on the job, are you? Did you get my e-mail?” Goodness, this man was direct. 

“I have just read it, Mr. Haardens, but I must stay in Amsterdam. I have a daughter living there, so I’ll organise my transport. Many thanks for the offer.” She was very proud of herself, thinking quickly on her feet, and she wanted to find out how Sascia was doing. 

“I would still like to meet you before the meeting. Are you free at all this weekend?” He persisted. She couldn’t stop grinning, hoping it did not cross the line. 

“Well, my younger daughter is arriving this evening from Utrecht for the weekend. This weekend is out.” She held her breath as it sounded as if she was having him on. 

“How many children do you have?” he chuckled. This man could very well respond to her evasiveness in the wrong way. Was she indifferent about seeing him...or was she? She reluctantly told him that she also had a son backpacking somewhere. There was a silence, and again, she could almost feel an intense mental energy probing her mind. Was she imagining this? To be polite, she asked him if he had recently moved to Apeldoorn since he had written that in his e-mail. ​

“Yes, I travel overseas a lot, and I’ve not settled in yet, so I’m staying with family until I decide where to live in Holland.” “It must be,”  

Must what? She wanted to ask, but instead replied, “Oh, and you do landscape in other countries as well?” Ingrid was amazed. Something about this man was confusing, but what was it? Did she hear this man think? 

“Mmm, yes, you could say that. Ingrid, may I ask what your surname is?” What for! Why? 

“Barendse,” she wanted to add, but didn’t want to go into any detail with a man she had never met. 

There was a long silence. She could almost instinctively hear him think, “Well, well, bingo!”  She was about to ask why her name was so interesting when she realised it could be her overactive imagination. 

“What about Monday evening? I’ll tell you what. I’ll drop by your office on Monday afternoon. Then, over dinner, we can go over the maintenance program. I want to get to know you before the meeting on Thursday. What time do you usually finish work?” 

Ingrid felt as if she was being bulldozed into this arrangement. He was persistent, all right. Annoyingly, she had to admit, she was curious, thinking of the man Haardens, who had spoken on the radio. 

“Mr. Haardens, may I suggest around five-thirty at my office on Monday?” She got that across in a very professional tone. Then he asked where to book a table. He certainly sounded very keen on the idea of dinner! She told him her dining preferences. It almost felt as if they were playing some sort of game! Who was going to have the last word? 

“Ingrid, I’ll meet you on Monday afternoon. Have a good weekend with your daughter.” His tone implied victory. Well, was this a date or what? How had she got involved in this? And his mental probing, as if he were trying to get into her mind while he was on the line! Then, 

“Could it be just a coincidence?”  jumped into her mind telepathically. 

Not that those words had any meaning for her, thinking back to the evening when she had heard a voice in her head for the first time. Had she listened to the same voice? “Oh, get hold of yourself, girl!” She said out loud as Carla walked past, frowning. 

“Staying over this weekend, are you?” 

“Oh, Carla, remember I gave you that external hard drive, the one holding the aerial photo of the French building site? Did you keep it in the safe? Is it still there?” ​

“What! You as well? Piet was after that this morning! He was quite nasty about it. I’ll have a look.” Carla rushed away while Ingrid mulled over her date on Monday. 

“I’ve got it. Piet was so unpleasant this morning; I’ll gladly give the external hard drive to you instead, but what is so special about it?” 

“I have no idea, but I’m going to investigate. You go, and I’ll lock up.” 
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