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Outside, a colorful autumn storm rages, glittering raindrops
pelting against the windowpanes of our farmhouse called 

 





  "SOUL SPACE 33 96 815"
. 

 



The old kitchen stove crackles, candlelight flickers on the
large bamboo table, I pull my extra-long cream-colored cuddly wool
sweater over my hands and over my bottom and sit down on the couch,
which stands directly under the lilac-glazed wooden window. This
time-honored piece of furniture is embroidered in lilac-colored
velvet with light red and dark red roses. Strong yet elegant
snail-shaped rosewood ornaments hold up the thick armrests. The
spirally turned feet, graceful and massive at the same time,
support the upholstered furniture a few centimeters above the
freshly polished floorboards. This almost magical sofa is an
heirloom from my grandmother. She had many, many years under her
belt, the couch as well as my grandma. My great-grandmother is a
proud 111 years old and decided to go for a younger model three
months ago. My mom didn't want this showpiece, it probably didn't
fit into her apartment, as a child she would have given anything to
call this upholstery her own, but tastes, like so much else, change
over time. And I was grateful for that, because now I have this gem
standing in my four walls and when I look at it, I get the feeling
that I owe my name to this lilac-red snail-shaped couch:


  

    


  



  

    
LILA SNAIL ROSEWOOD.
    


  



  

    


  



A funny name, but that's my name now. Our family
name Rosenholz had many branches, we were very proud of our stately
old family tree. On my branch, however, the fruits remained absent
for many years and somehow I couldn't imagine having children of my
own. A few years ago the world didn't seem beautiful enough to me
yet and now the time was probably over. Besides, there was no
suitable man and above all I had a lot to do with myself and with
the small and large inhabitants of our farm. As I looked outside
through the glass pane and pondered my earthly adventure so far, I
forgot to blow cooling air over the edge of my red heart-shaped
ceramic mug and burned my upper lip on the steaming cocoa. I
grimaced in pain, which looked extremely silly in the mirror of the
glass windows and I had to chuckle to myself. After a few seconds I
tried again and blew, very hard. This time I managed to take a few
sips of the homemade cocoa bean-tonka-oat milk without burning
myself. Delicious! I looked outside again, wet maple leaves slapped
against the small windowpanes and obscured my view. Yes, I thought,
I've already experienced a lot! And above all, I survived all that!
I had freed myself from a lot of ballast, from manipulative friends
as well as from tyrannical bosses. I distanced myself from toxic
business partners and family members. Once you saw through it and
recognized the so-called RED FLAGS, you had the key to protecting
your aura field and above all you had a lot of energy free to focus
on yourself and your desires. If you go this way, you get a lot of
answers in the form of encounters, pictures, words and numbers,
recognize them as such, accept them and anything is possible! I
smiled contentedly, enjoying the warmth of the mug in my hands
protected by the wool sweater. 

The most emotional events ran through my mind's eye like a film
playing at maximum fast-forward speed. I hadn't felt so free, so
happy, so fulfilled in a long time as I did in this quiet moment.
One should forgive, especially oneself, or even better, understand.
As it was said in a book by Neale D. Walsh:

 




  

    

      
"Understanding replaces forgiveness in the mind of the
master."
    
  


 



It was a long journey, consisting of many stages of
disappointments, setbacks and steps backwards, but also of many
funny moments and exhilarating experiences, until I too came to
this view. Nevertheless, I do not want to focus on the past in
detail, but rather want to focus this story on a very special event
with which my sovereign life began. As a free and sovereign soul, I
can create and change anything I want! It is my will, my focus, and
that brings us back to energy: 


  

    

      


    
  



  

    

      
"Where focus goes, energy flows!"
    
  


 



Everything happened on one day and everything happened at
once.

So often I just wanted to give up, I was so fed up with
everything. But somehow I kept getting signs that gave me hope that
everything would be okay in the end. Giving up was not an option in
the end, I was just tired, very tired, tired of life. So much had
happened in the last few years, only a pale shadow of my once so
light and happy soul was left. At least that's how I saw it when I
looked in the mirror. My soul eyes had lost their sparkle, but my
soul was still there! So, keep breathing! Head bowed over, I
shuffled in my gray felt slippers across the cold stone floor.
Underfloor heating would have been nice, but unfortunately there
was no money for it. All a big pile of shit! I thought to myself
and my mouth corners pulled further and further down, as if two
small but very heavy weights were hanging from them. Nothing seemed
to be working out! But hey! I was still alive! And hey! I've also
brought a lot of healing! Whether it's the illnesses of my loved
ones, who are now healed again, or the ailments of strangers on
two, four or more legs, or my own healing.

It was always these little sparks that I sent myself to keep my
vision from being completely clouded. All my life I kept hearing:
"Angel, you have to set boundaries! Let the others do it! Take care
of yourself!" And when I thought about it, the two words "angel"
and "others" were like a red thread that wove its way through my
life. No matter where I turned up, there was usually chaos and I
brought it back to order, to balance. Whether it was in a company,
in a relationship between people or people and animals or people
and plants. I couldn't help it. Some understood and some didn't
understand me or my path in life. At first I didn't either, but
gradually I recognized it, myself, step by step better and better.
I was on a quest and met companions along the way, also in the form
of books with texts about numerology. Even in school, we children
playfully juggled with numbers. I remember a game where you wrote
down your own name and the name of the person you liked, in order
to calculate how much percent you matched. I smiled. Ultimately,
everything was inside me, in my thoughts. I had the knowledge about
it, but it was hard for me to put it into practice around the
clock. I also knew my life number 11/2 and "knew" about my mission
here on earth, which was probably to recognize, accept and use my
creativity, my intuition and my healing powers for the benefit of
all. As I said, it's one thing to know it, it's another thing to
take it to heart and put it into practice. Because surrounded by
vibrations of all kinds, there is sometimes a haze on the clarity.
Yes, it is difficult to keep a clear head, but it is definitely
possible: "Practice makes perfect!" I smiled again. That numbers
can do so much more, I only learned a little later that day and it
was to change everything in me and thus around me! 
 
 



                    
                

                
            



OEBPS/images/cover.jpg












