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I CHOSE TO WRITE THIS book not as a simple exercise of imagination, but as a sincere journey towards myself. For years, I felt inner callings, memories with no clear source, recurring dreams, and experiences I couldn't rationally explain. An unknown woman in my dreams, places I've never visited in this life but that felt familiar.

The sea and the mountain, past and present, the seen and the unseen worlds, all merged into a story that gives me no peace.

"Visions from Past Lives" is more than a story. It's a thread of truth hidden between worlds, a soul's journal, a mirror through which I've looked and recognized ancient traces of an essence that has always accompanied me. This book is about those moments when you feel you've already lived a moment, loved a face, or walked a path before. If you, too, have ever felt that you are more than one life, perhaps you'll find yourself in the pages that follow. And so, my journey begins, a journey that carried me to a place suspended between dream and waking.

​
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​Chapter I


INITIUM VISIONUM / Revelatio Animae 

The Beginning of Visions / 

The Revelation of the Soul

I suddenly awoke in a space suspended between dream and waking — a world where time seemed to have forgotten its flow, and reality pulsed like a forgotten memory. It wasn't a dream. And yet, it wasn't real either. It was something else. A heavy, almost sacred silence enveloped everything around me, and every blade of grass seemed to breathe with me, as if in silent communion with something older than the earth.

On a horizon of impossible green, a castle loomed with spires sharp as fingers reaching towards the sky. I had never seen it, yet I knew it. It was a part of me — from a deep, forgotten part, perhaps from a life I had lived centuries ago. The pine forest surrounding me was like an initiatory circle, a transition space between worlds. At my feet, a dusty road, like a line of destiny, called to me.

A warm breeze lifted the hem of a soft leather garment, stitched with golden threads. It wasn't the clothing of a dreamer, but of a person with power — perhaps a noble warrior, perhaps a leader. At my waist, I wore a Turkish sword, with a golden hilt sculpted in the form of a lion's head — a symbol of courage, but also of a nature driven by pride and protection. Unknown symbols gleamed on the blade, seemingly written in a dead language, yet speaking directly to my heart.

The air was dense with scents — a mixture of forgotten flowers and sacred resins. It was the perfume of oblivion and remembrance. In that fragrance lay the memory of a world that no longer existed, but continued to live through me. A gentle fear enveloped me — not of death, but of truth. A truth that, once known, could never be forgotten.

From a distance, the sound of horses galloping approached. Five riders galloped past me, wearing black armor that seemed to absorb the light. Their crest — a serpent coiled around an arrow — was not just an emblem, but a warning. Were they envoys of destiny? Or shadows from my past? I didn't ask them. I just watched them disappear towards the castle.

I began to walk, my steps determined but my heart trembling internally. The road led me to an immense black wooden gate, flanked by stone pillars carved with time-worn figures — faces that wept, laughed, and screamed in silence. It was the gate of a passage.

I touched the cold wood, and a shiver ran down my spine. When I pushed the gate, it opened with a deep creak, like a wound reopening. In the inner courtyard, paved with wet stone, an ancient silence reigned, steeped in stories. In the center, a fountain with a sculpted dragon spat water with a monotonous, hypnotic sound. Each step on the wet stone drew me deeper into a past that became more and more vivid.

Then I saw her.

A woman stood at the window of a tall tower, wearing a long dress of red velvet. Her gaze was impossible to forget. She had amber eyes — eyes that know, that see beyond the veils of illusion. Her hair, black as a starless night, flowed over her shoulders like a mantle of gentle darkness. She didn't greet me, didn't speak. She just looked at me, and in that gaze, I recognized an entire life.

She was a mystery-woman, perhaps a queen, perhaps a lover lost in the whirlwinds of time. She was gentle and powerful at the same time — a muse, a guide, a part of me. And in that moment, a truth took root in my soul: it wasn't the first time I had walked on that land. It wasn't a dream.

It was a calling.

An ancient memory demanded its right to be relived. Perhaps the soul never forgets, it merely awaits the right moment to remember. ... And in that silence between our gazes, I felt an invisible thread extend from the high window deep into my chest. It wasn't a simple attraction, but a visceral recognition, as if two fragments of an ancient whole were reuniting after eons of separation.

An inexplicable desire overwhelmed me—not just to draw closer, but to understand the echo her presence stirred within me. I felt that in her amber eyes, I saw not just another person, but a part of myself I had believed lost or never known.

Without realizing it, I began to walk towards the tower, crossing the courtyard with uncertain steps, like a sleepwalker drawn by a distant light. The damp stone beneath my feet seemed to vibrate with each stride, and the fountain's murmur intensified, like a welcoming song from another era.

I didn't know what I would find upstairs, in that tall room lit by a single window. But I knew I had to get there. I had to decipher the mystery in her gaze, to uncover the story her entire being seemed to whisper.

I ascended the stone stairs leading to the tower where I had seen her. Each step seemed to pulse beneath my feet, like a dormant heart sensing the approach of a forgotten beat. The walls were cold, but beyond them vibrated an unseen warmth—an ancient, almost human consciousness that recognized me.

Along the corridors, old paintings followed my every move. Faces from other eras, empty or reproachful gazes, as if each carried a question I would soon confront: "Who were you?"

The door to her room was ajar.

I stepped inside with a calm fear—that rare feeling that only appears when your soul recognizes another part of itself, lost in the labyrinth of time. She stood there, beside a large window, illuminated by an impossibly beautiful sunset. The sky was purple, and the clouds seemed painted with liquid gold.

She didn't look at me immediately. She spoke first, with a voice I knew without ever having heard it: "You've come. Finally..."

I stopped. Time stopped. Everything became silence. I didn't answer her. There was no need. In a way, the conversation was happening beyond words.

She turned slowly. Her eyes—those same amber eyes—seemed to burn, not with fire, but with truth. She stepped towards me, and in that moment, something within me broke. A barrier. A veil.

"You've worn many masks," she told me, raising her hand and touching my forehead. "But you haven't forgotten. You haven't forgotten who you are. And neither who I was."

When her fingers touched me, an avalanche of images flooded my mind. Voices, screams, laughter, tears, vows made under the moon, unspoken promises. An entire world behind my closed eyelids. I saw a crown on my head. A throne room. A temple submerged in ancient prayers. I saw her dying, in another time, in my arms. And I was screaming, but nothing could be heard anymore. Only longing remained.

When I opened my eyes, she was still there. She smiled sadly. "How many times must we find each other to remember who we are?"

I didn't know how to answer. But I knew one thing: my journey wasn't over. It had begun again. The gate had been opened. Not externally, but within me. ... And in the silence that followed her words, I felt the layers of countless lives collapse within me, one upon another, revealing a painfully familiar core. I was no longer just the one who had walked that dusty road. I was re-whole, fragment by fragment, with memories that weren't mine and yet were my essence.

I raised my hand and touched her cheek. Her skin was warm beneath my fingers, palpable, real. And in that simple touch, I revisited scenes from that lost life: evenings spent together under the stars, vows whispered by moonlight, the desperate fight to save her. The pain of losing her was still vivid, like a wound never fully healed. "You..." I began, my voice trembling, "you are..."

She nodded gently, and in her eyes, I saw not just sadness, but also an ancient weariness, like someone who has waited too long. "I've waited, soul. Every time. And every time, hope is reborn with you."

A shiver ran through my body. "Every time?" Did that mean this wasn't our first reunion? How many lives have we lived, bound by this invisible thread of fate?

"Why don't I remember?" I asked, feeling lost again in this whirlwind of emotions and memories.

She brought her hand to my heart. "Because every beginning needs a veil. If you knew everything from the start, the burden would be too great. But, as you draw closer, the veil lifts. Now... now you begin to see."

Then, she took a step back, and her gaze turned towards the window, towards the purple sky that was beginning to darken. "You must decide what you will do with this memory. Will you let it overwhelm you, or will you use it to understand who you truly are?"

I took a step towards her, looking around in disbelief. Everything seemed real and yet it wasn't. The light, the colors, the silence—all had a density difficult to describe. "Where am I?" I asked in a low voice.

She smiled unhurriedly, as if she had been waiting for the question for centuries. "Between worlds. Between what you were and what you are about to remember." "Is this a dream? Or a memory?" "It is a truth calling out to you. You call this a dream... but your soul knows it is more." "And you... who are you?"

She took a step towards me. She was close. She seemed to float, not to walk. "I am your reflection in a forgotten life. I have been many things to you." "Queen. Lover. Enemy. Sometimes, all at once." "Why have I forgotten? Why is everything so confusing?"

Her gaze saddened. "Because forgetting is a form of protection. If you knew everything you have been, you would forget how to be now. But when you are ready, the door opens again." "Why now?" "Because you truly asked. And answers only come when the question springs from the depths of your being, not from curiosity, but from a hunger for truth." "Have I been here before?" "So many times, that time has grown weary of counting you."

I fell silent. I wanted to touch her, but something held me back. A subtle fear. As if, once touched, the entire illusion would unravel or, worse, be confirmed. "What should I do?" "Remember. Not with your mind, but with your heart. Only it can read what was written in the fire of your origins." "And what will I find there?"

She closed her eyes for a moment, then answered me with a stillness that shattered all fear: "You will find who you truly are. And only then, will you understand why you were sent back."

Her words echoed in the room, vibrating not just in the air, but deep within my being. "Who you truly are..." The echo of this simple question carried the weight of countless existences. I looked at her, trying to decipher in her amber eyes the answer my mind refused to access. "Sent back?" I repeated, feeling a fragment of memory begin to take shape at the edge of my consciousness. A sense of mission, of a forgotten vow.

She nodded. "Every life is a journey with a purpose. Sometimes, we stray from the path, we get lost in illusions. But the calling always returns. You have heard it again."

She approached and took my hands in hers. Her hands were cold, but in their touch, I felt a flow of warm energy, pulsating with an ancient vitality. "Look," she told me, turning my palms towards the sunset light that flooded the room. "Do you see these lines? Each tells a story. Each branch is a choice, a life lived."

I looked at the lines on my palms, until then just simple creases in the skin. Now, they seemed to pulse with a faint light, and for a moment I had the sensation that I was seeing brief, indistinct fragments of other lives. A warrior on horseback, a scholar bent over manuscripts, an artist with a brush in hand. Was I all of them? "You must concentrate," she continued gently. "Let your mind quiet and your heart speak. It knows the way."

I closed my eyes, following her advice. I tried to ignore the swirl of questions and sensations overwhelming me and focused on my heartbeat. A constant, familiar rhythm, but one that now seemed to resonate with something much vaster.

And then, an image clearly appeared in my mind. An arid landscape, a scorching sky, and I, dressed in shining armor, standing before a group of desperate people. A voice, seemingly coming from within me, said: "You must protect them."

I opened my eyes, shocked. "I saw something..."

She smiled, a shadow of relief crossing her face. "It's starting to come back. Now do you know why you were sent back? What that calling is?" "I want to remember," I said, with a new determination in my voice. Not just fragments, but everything.

She nodded, and in her eyes, I saw warm approval. "The first step is sincere desire. Now, to understand how you got here and to recall your name... look in the mirror again. But this time, don't focus on past lives, but on the moment of your awakening in that forest."

I turned towards the black mirror, determined. This time, I tried to relive my awakening. The image of the pine forest, the castle in the distance, the feeling of confusion... and then, something more. A faint, enveloping light, like a veil lifting. A sensation of being "brought" there, not simply appearing.

In the mirror, I saw a luminous, indistinct silhouette, like a pure energy gently pushing me towards that realm. It wasn't a coercive force, but rather a gentle guidance. "What is that?" I asked, pointing to the luminous reflection.

"It is the spark that led you here," she explained. "Every return begins with a calling. You felt it without understanding it. Now you begin to see its source." "But my name?"

She smiled enigmatically. "A name is a label we carry in a particular life. Your essence doesn't need a name. But if you wish to recall the one with which you began this awakening... close your eyes and listen. It is whispered in the echoes of your first thought here."

I closed my eyes and concentrated again. The silence in the room seemed to deepen, and then, in the inner stillness, I heard a faint whisper, like a distant echo. A sound with strong, strangely familiar resonances.

Vlad.

I opened my eyes, surprised. "Vlad?"

She nodded. "This is the name with which you began this remembering. A name with historical resonances, indeed. But don't limit yourself to it. It is just one note in a much vaster symphony." "Vlad," I uttered, feeling the weight and resonance of the name. "Yes... it's like I'm waking from a long sleep. But... why? Why did I continue to carry this name in other lives I saw in the mirror?"

The woman came closer, and her touch was now more familiar, less mysterious and more like a tactile remembrance. "Sometimes, a name carries with it a certain essence, a vibration that resonates with your soul throughout multiple incarnations. Perhaps an unfinished lesson, a recurrent mission, or simply an affinity of the spirit. You felt this resonance with the name Vlad, which is why it returned as an echo in your awakening."

She turned towards the black mirror and touched it lightly with her palm. "Look again, Vlad. This time, look for the connections. See how that spark of light, your essence, manifests differently in each life, but retains a certain frequency. Observe the threads that link those experiences. A name can be such a thread."

I focused again on the mirror. Among the images of past lives, I began to perceive certain similarities. A particular way of looking, an instinctive reaction to injustice, an unquenchable curiosity about mysteries. And, indeed, in some of those images, I heard the same name whispered: Vlad. Sometimes spoken with respect, sometimes with fear, sometimes with affection. "So... it's not necessarily the same 'me' in each life, but a part of me remains constant?" I asked, trying to understand.

"Exactly, Vlad. Think of a river. The water always flows, but the riverbed remains, defining its course. Your essence is the riverbed."

A name can be a portion of that river that resurfaces in certain meanders of time. I felt less confused. The name wasn't a simple label, but an indicator, a key to a certain frequency of my soul.

"What should I do now?" I asked. "Explore these connections?"

"Yes, Vlad. Look deeper. What attracts you? What unsettles you? What do you feel needs to be understood? There you will find clues about your current purpose."

As her words echoed in my mind, a faint, almost imperceptible murmur seemed to rise from beneath the stone floor. A deep, rhythmic sound, like an ancient heartbeat, pulsating somewhere below. I looked around, unsettled.

"Did you hear that too?" I asked her.

The woman nodded, but she didn't seem surprised. Rather, she seemed to have been expecting the moment.

"It is the calling of the tunnel," she said in a low voice. "A hidden, but ancient path, which only those who truly remember can follow."

"A tunnel?"

"Not all are ready to see it. But you are close. Look at the floor, where you felt the vibration. Open not with your hands, but with memory."

I knelt, touching the cold stone. There was nothing special at first glance, but in my mind, an image began to form—an ancient circle with strange runes, a round trapdoor covered in moss. When I touched it again, with clear intention, the stone moved slightly, with a deep, centuries-old sigh. Beneath it, there was a spiral of steps descending into darkness.

The woman looked at me with a serious expression.

"Beyond this tunnel you will find not just memories, but truths. About yourself. About the world. About what has been hidden."

I descended slowly, step by step. The air became denser, but also warmer, as if the place had its own breath. On the walls, symbols began to appear, glowing faintly, golden, like echoes of a forgotten alphabet. I felt I had never seen them, yet I understood them.

Down in the depths, there was a door of blackened wood, bound with thick chains. Each link seemed to pulse. I reached out... and her voice was heard again, behind me, though I could no longer see her:

"Are you ready, Vlad? Beyond that door, there is no turning back. But perhaps there you will find out who you truly are."

I touched the chain. Warm. Vibrant. As if entire lives had touched it before me.

"I am ready."

I said with a determination that surprised even myself. It wasn't reckless courage, but an inner certainty, a resonance with that subterranean calling.

I grasped the chain, feeling the faint pulsations vibrating through the metal. Each link seemed to whisper fragments of stories, of trials, of secrets kept beyond the veil of time.

As I pulled, the chains began to loosen with a rusty, heavy sound, like a sigh released after eons of captivity. The blackened wooden door slowly creaked open, revealing a dense, palpable darkness that seemed to absorb every trace of light. An old smell, of damp earth and something unknown, rushed towards me.

I hesitated for a moment, at the edge of that abyss. What awaited me beyond? Other memories? Disturbing truths? Or something completely unexpected?

But the calling was strong, insistent. It was a part of me that longed to become whole again.

I took a step forward, stepping into the darkness. Behind me, the door began to close slowly, with a heavy sound, as if sealing the past and present into a single moment.

Now I was alone, in the depths, surrounded by a darkness that seemed alive. But it wasn't a hostile darkness. It was rather a matrix, a space of pure potentiality, where memories could take shape again.

I advanced cautiously, hand outstretched, trying to feel for something. Beneath my fingers, I felt a smooth, cold surface—probably another passage.

And then, in the darkness, I heard a whisper. It wasn't the woman's voice. It was older, deeper, like a murmur of the earth itself.

"Seek the fallen star."

The words rolled through my mind, carrying an echo I seemed to have heard once before, long ago, perhaps in a life I could no longer access with my conscious mind. "Seek the fallen star"—a command, a guide, or perhaps a key?

I continued to walk, and the darkness gradually transformed into a diffuse, bluish twilight, like light reflected through deep water. Before me, the tunnel wall suddenly receded, revealing a vast, circular chamber, sculpted directly into the rock. The ceiling was so high its outline was barely discernible, and in the center of the room stood an obelisk of a shiny black material, tall, smooth, with precise edges, yet seemingly breathing. On its surface, luminous symbols appeared and disappeared, like living constellations. And at the top of the obelisk, a sphere floated, levitating gently, pulsing faintly. That object, that "fallen star," seemed to be the center of the entire place—perhaps even the core of my lost memories.

I took a step towards it and felt a subtle, yet firm force pulling me towards the sphere. I reached out my hand... and the moment I touched it, an intense light blinded me. The darkness was shattered.

I fell to my knees. But I was no longer there.

Before my eyes, a vision unfolded with the clarity of a lucid dream: a colossal ship, floating above a reddish world; people dressed in blue cloaks, speaking a language I understood without having learned it; and I—young, tall, with piercing green eyes, looking at a sky ablaze. I felt at home.

I realized with a strange calmness: it wasn't the first time I had sought that star. It had once been a promise, a covenant, a forgotten mission.

From the vision, a voice—my own, but different, deeper, wiser—spoke: "If you have come here again, it means it is time to remember everything."

The light in the vision subsided, the contours clarified, and I began to perceive that world not just with my mind's eye, but with every fiber of my being—as if my spirit had been torn from the present and cast back into a forgotten yet familiar era.

I wore a long, blue cloak with silver thread, fastened with a six-pointed star brooch. I stood on a high terrace, from which I looked out over expanses of molten glass and blue mountains in the distance. Above, the sky was an almost liquid blue, traversed by slender silhouettes—silent, elegant flying ships that seemed to steal the light and scatter it in shimmering streaks.

Then I heard footsteps behind me. I turned and saw her: a tall woman, with silver hair, tied in a long braid, dressed in a simple but radiant gown, as if woven from liquid light. Her eyes—the same shade of green I now carried—looked at me with an intensity that took my breath away.

"You've returned," she said. "Finally... Vladyr."

The name struck me with the force of an inner thunder. Vladyr. Not Vlad. It wasn't just a vision. It was a remembrance. I had been there. That man, that leader... it was me.

"Our time has ended, but the covenant remains. You were sent beyond, among humans, to bring back what was lost. But the forgetting was deeper than we thought."

"What was lost?" I asked, my voice trembling between two worlds.

"The fallen star. It's not just a symbol. It's a fragment of our world's heart. A code. A key. You hid it before the fall. And only you can find it again."

The room began to crumble, like a dream evaporating before waking. I cried out for it to stay, but her voice whispered to me on a final wave of light: "Seek it in the place where the sky kisses the stone. There the gate will open again."

I returned to my body with a sigh, as if emerging from deep waters. I was still breathing heavily, and my hand still touched the floating sphere, but now it was inert, cold. But I knew: something had been reactivated within me. And now, I knew what I had to do.

I stood up, still dizzy from the vision, but with new determination. "In the place where the sky kisses the stone..." What did that mean? I thought of high mountains, cliffs above the clouds, places where the earth rises to the sky. Was that where I should search?

I looked back at the inert sphere, at the black obelisk with pulsating symbols. I felt a strong connection to that place, but I knew it wasn't the final destination. It was only a gate.

I turned towards the tunnel, towards the darkness from which I had come.

The calling was there, in that direction. I had to return from where I'd come, to seek the exit, to find that place where the sky kisses the stone.

I slowly rose, as if each movement was part of a silent ritual. My breathing was calm, but my eyes burned. It seemed a gate had been opened, not just in the depths of that sanctuary, but within myself. "Where the sky kisses the stone..." I repeated in my mind, like an incantation. With those words etched into my memory, I left the chamber, leaving behind the chains, the door, the darkness—but taking with me something far more precious: a direction.

The next day, I calmly prepared my backpack. It wasn't a flight, but a pilgrimage. On an old map, drawn in childhood, I remembered a place I had once visited in the mountains, where steep rocks rose towards the sky, and the clouds descended so low they seemed to touch the bare peaks.

"Perhaps there... perhaps that place is the gate," I told myself.

The journey there was long, but I wasn't afraid of the distance. I walked through dense forests, climbed winding paths, and with each step, I felt the echo of the calling grow clearer.

Reaching the summit, before a massive stone formation shaped like an arch—like a portal sculpted by unseen hands—the sky was covered by heavy clouds. But, at that moment, a ray of sunlight pierced through the canopy and settled exactly in the center of the arch.

I approached. My heart pounded. I felt a subtle vibration beneath my feet, as if the rock recognized my presence.

I knelt and placed my palm on the stone. Suddenly, an ancient symbol, the six-pointed star, began to pulse faintly, directly beneath my hand. It wasn't just a stone. It was a key. And I, Vladyr, had returned to the place where it all began.

From the stone, the light of the six-pointed star stretched like a living web, drawing fine lines on the arched surface, like the veins of time. The earth began to vibrate gently, not with fear—but with recognition. I closed my eyes, allowing that sacred tremor to permeate me.
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