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LIFE’S DRAMA AND THE BANANA LAMA!
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By: Hannah Banana, The Banana Lama 

🚫 Warning – Before Diving In... A Few Survival Tips⛔

🚫 Read at the risk of feeling some not-too-popular emotions and laughing at not-too-usually-

funny life experiences 🚫 

A few suggestions for surviving this journey. Although no one really does 😂 : 


1.  No Trauma-Competing Allowed! 🏆 🚫 – Pain isn’t a competitive sport. The worst pain in the world is your own because you are the only one living inside your being. What might shatter one person might be a meh for another. So, don’t compare the situation, but observe if you can relate in any way, or laugh about it, at least. 




2.  If It Hits Too Hard, Put It Down! 🚨 📖 – If reading this makes you feel like your emotions just got body-slammed, pause. Breathe. Walk away. 




3.  No Victims Here, Only a Few Survival Opportunities in the Life of Some Chimp in Winter, Somewhere in the Madagascar Jungle. 🔄 – This story isn’t about villains and poor innocent souls. Every character had their own stories that led to their own part in the journey. Some seem terrible, some seem brilliant, some seem both, but all of them were perfect and with not an ill hair on their heads. 




4.  Fact or Fiction? Who Cares? 🤷 – Whether this is a true story, a reimagining, or a fever dream does not matter. If it speaks to you, take what you need from it, even if it’s just entertainment for a long flight. 




5.  Feeling Inspired? Check Out the Recovery Toolbox! 🛠 – At the end of every chapter, there’s an inspiration pool for deeper dives into healing, self-exploration, and maybe even finally figuring out why you do that weird thing you do. 




6.  Your Story is Perfect. 🎤 – Yes, yours. We all have stories of survival and healing, and every single one of them is exactly as it should be—messy, ridiculous, heart-breaking, and beautifully ours. This is just another one that got to be written. 




7.  Beware of the Drama Triangle! ⛔ 🔺 – The Victim, Saviour, and Villain roles are all traps. We all carry bits of each inside us, but this is NOT a “Who’s the Evilest or Who’s the Heroest?” ... but more like a: “Relax! We ́re all crazy!” 




8.  This is Not a ‘Quick Fix’ Handbook. 📌 – Some tools worked for these characters. Will they work for you? Maybe. Maybe not. Nothing is a one-size-fits-all. 




9.  Laugh, Cry, Tantrum, Nap ❤ – However this book makes you feel or think—venture in it, at your own comfort. Just do it with self-compassion, self-awareness, self-friendliness, self-love and a very twisted sense of humour. 




10. No DIY Diagnosing, Please. 🏥 – Stay away from owning or handing out labels, especially 

permanent and serious ones... feel free to call yourself a mischievous monkey or a chickee banana instead. 



Mini-Foreword 

Not another self-help book please 😂 ! Just a few laughs on chaos and order, light and shadow, despair and miracles — and that very first scream every soul lets out the moment reality hits: “I didn’t sign up for THIS!” 

This is the story of all of us. Inspired by the quiet whispers of angels and demons 👻 👼 😈 , the wisdom of many great thinkers, and the cosmic comedy of waking up and falling back asleep again and again. 

This module is not about answers on pre-birth soul contracts or the absurdity of incarnation. And it’s not about questions on human existence. It’s about the humourful mess of that very first “refund demand” — the ear-splitting tantrum we all throw when we realise we chose these exact 

hosts, this exact body, this exact rollercoaster... one more time 🎧 😎 .

Now, find the comedian within you, your reading glasses, and your open mind... and let’s get 

ready to AAAAARRRRRUUUUUUUUMMMBLLLLLLEEEEEEE!!! 🎶 🔥 💥 🎉 

Pro———looong ⏳ 🥱 😂 

For the Ones Who Lived, Left and Returned Home, For Those Who Are Still Here and For Those Who Will Come — infinite thanks for your part in this never-ending journey.

Thank you to every soul who chose the exact hosts that would crack us open just enough to remember we are more than the scream. May this little module give you one genuine laugh, one quiet tear, and one small samadhi-style “exhale” that makes the refund demand feel a tiny bit less 

heavy. 🚫 

APPRECIATION POST ❤ 

Thank you Chiquita-Banana Charmer🐒 🍌 😏 , love and forgiveness legacy giver, respect for animals and all living beings’ teacher. You live on in everything kind, loving, compassionate, resilient, musical and funny. Thank you Eagle-Queen Phoenix🦅 🔥 , your fiery soul and optimism, carry the world forward. Your offspring, both earthly and spiritually, come infused with your essence to save souls, and, your protective, healing powers, know no boundaries. May you turn your magic inward and enjoy your powerful gifts in this lifetime, and for many to come. Thank you Kitty-Cat Meowmom🐱 🤱 , for your example of forgiveness and devotion, against all social constructs, against all ego-traps of competition or resentment. Thank family of souls making my journey possible. Thank you Big-Bear Lyzane🐻 🤪 , for setting the standard of victory against all odds, and transcending more and more, ever so miraculously in your marriage, your children, your work and our family. Thank you ancient lineage that resulted in us, you come in dreams of happiness and beauty, with a legacy of freedom to the one's lucky enough to carry your DNA. Thank you teachers of the hardest lessons, for giving me life through pain and withstanding the pain I have caused you; leaving me no choice but to die and be born, once again to this old world. Thank you my Rhino&nly❤ 🦏 💪 , for being my only... one and only, for what feels like many lifetimes. You are to blame for the beginning of my 4th decade on this ride and miraculous victory tales 

🐕 💨 , you awakened in me the protective, kind life-force, the safe haven; where real love is no longer a fantasy, a potential or a repetition-pursuit to heal again seeking external resources; but the perfect, strong and powerful home, where my heart rests, beating intensely. See you all at home in forever!!! 

Epilogue – More to Come as, In This Moment, We Are Infinite 🌌 

Module 6 - How To Swap One Addiction for Another Without Technically Relapsing, Fall in Love with Your Childhood Wounds Wearing The Promise of True Love´s Mask, and Learn (Mostly Through Pain), The Right of Passage...The First of Many  Anyways 😤
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The Pink Cloud Is Real and So Is Your Taste in Men 🌸☁️💔🧠😂



[image: ]




Theme: There is a particular cruelty in the promise of the pink cloud — that merciful first season of sobriety when the world appears freshly laundered and every human being looks like a solution. Every person who has ever white-knuckled their way out of one obsession knows this: the nervous system, cleared of its preferred anaesthetic, does not sit quietly in an armchair and contemplate its growth. It finds a replacement. Immediately. Without asking permission. And the replacement, as you will discover, has excellent cheekbones and very poor long-term promise, not fault of its own, but  because of it being the catalytic bitch-slap of your automatic, child-taught and learned, way to love.

Who might it click with?


•  Anyone who has stopped one compulsive behaviour — drinking, scrolling, gambling, over-exercising — and found themselves instantly, helplessly fixated on a person who absolutely does not have the capacity to scratch that itch – as nothing does, other than going in, raw, hopelessly faithless, into it; with the courage only the divine can provide, and come out the other end without expectations of the itch disappearing but a willingness to thank the here and now, the present where that particular itch has done its job in your soul´s evolution.

•  The person three months sober and utterly convinced they have fallen in love with someone from their support group, wondering whether the no-relationships suggestion is really just a guideline, and they will be the exception.

•  Anyone who has looked back at a serious relationship and realised, with slow dawning horror, that they were essentially becoming the caregiver who hurt you so much, proclaiming to love you; without any will power, pill or therapist that can stop you from following those tracks. Or dating their father. Or, somehow, both.

•  The adult child of a volatile home who cannot explain why they feel most calm — most themselves — when the situation is on the brink of exploding.
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