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  On the west coast of Ireland one day changed in the 20th century slowly into the night and wrapped into white linen a women end of thirty from a small cottage stepped. She danced. Straps of foot she progressed, inspired from an Irish melody. She spread out the arms. The green full grass was slightly humid; however, it disturbed them by no means. She felt with joys chill Wet and it seemed as if it delivered to her the energy of the life. Yes, she was again in the country of her.




  She danced buoyantly up to the precipitous cliffs. Smiling she moved in full swing in the cliffs of the life. In her mind it was rescued in the arms of the love and the harmony. It seemed to her as if she flew like an angel, fly about the coasts of Ireland in the west and the ship of the love everywhere she reached on this earth. Here on west coast of Ireland she felt the God’s power in all her splendor and the peace so incredibly near. The angels honored in the sky the night and the grass rocked in the light, fresh wind. However, it was never cold for her. She felt as wrapped in warm solar rays. The top-heavy would think that it can never be. Nevertheless, she went only in white linen. However, such a person does not know the warmth of God and the unbelievable love of a person. For this person goes every loving person about the bridges of the fizzy water and it seems as if he set with the fragile bridge. However, he will never do it to the astonishment of other people. This woman often already overthrowing the bridge in the depth saw. However, always was there the supporting hand of the love on the way. Now she enjoyed the experienced feelings in the recollection and is grateful for every experienced day. She was on the way of the healing and self-love to see again the only love of her life. Mandy proceeded some years ago on this unusual way. A way which she had to search to resist the incurable illness Epilepsy. The doctors prescribed after long time of the false therapies the right drugs and Mandy step could return around step in her freedom – the freedom of own life.




  * * *




  Mandy was still slender in her shape and her face shone again as it shone by her childhood days. Finally, she felt attractive again. Their childhood, her youth and the past days of the June gene adults lived them in Germany. Now she stood in the country of her former dreams – in Ireland. Now she lived for one year at a place which she saw once in the dream.




  Once the cliffs of the Cliffs of Moher offered her an important message and she got 10 years ago the first time to travel from Germany to Ireland. For an epileptic this was a right freedom push, even if only for a holiday trip. However, the life energy returned with to Germany.




  Year after year Mandy flew again to Ireland and found there, finally, true friends. Among the rest, were there Amy and James, a witty married couple who was at the same age like Mandy and had two washing-real Irish rascals as sons? Their new Irish friends helped her in the search for accommodation.




  Quick they offered to Mandy, finally, her at the moment empty cottage directly on the hill to the place Doolin. The cottage lay something produced and offered Mandy everything what she needed? Though the one or others had to be renewed, however, this made no difference Mandy. She had now supporting hands if it needed which. The breathtaking look at the Atlantic and the green hills gave the inspiration for her creative veins to Mandy again. Finally, she felt come at home.




  If Amy and James Mandy needed, she helped out with pleasure on her farm and drove the distance direction Enniscrone. Thus Mandy could also meet all the other friends over and over again. Among the rest, Eamonn, Martina, Keith and Lynn. It connected them all a tender tape of the friendship. However, it was absent somebody in the circle of the loves. There was no man who sent Mandy two years ago on the trip home. The man, Mandy in her soul had recognized, without she had to speak a lot with him. Since, in her nervousness Mandy brought out then really no word. It happened in a pub on the east coast of Ireland, in Carlingford. Mandy and her fellowpassengers wanted to fly back from this Ireland trip to Germany. However, the flight was stroked on account of the cinder cloud, from Iceland passed by. They had to come at the time no possibility home. The airline lay to her airline passengers to the heart to spend other days near the airport. On account of many waiting guests Dublin and surroundings were booked up completely. Once thus Mandy came to Carlingford.




  Since there another two rooms which were absolutely necessary were to be got hold. The place sprayed an unbelievable charm and Mandy awoke formally. She totally felt fine and in the evening the group went to the pub in the local core. And there he was. Gerry. All of a sudden he kicked in Mandy’s life and knew them better than no one else. She felt beloved suddenly thus. Gerry and Mandy felt both that it was her destiny to meet and an indescribable trust had been born in both souls.




  However, the life made a line by her ambitions to them. Mandy’s the best friend self-entitled at that time managed to make to Mandy a bad conscience. The next day thus Mandy Gerry missed before the departure and them no more contact data could exchange. Mandy stood with her German friend at that time in the pier of the small harbor in Carlingford. She was disappointed by herself, because the friends of Gerry called Mandy still after: „Mandy, please wait. Gerry is coming bake soon!“ At that time Yes and she showed the wrong consideration for her so-called defiant friend who was probably none, and ran after to her. Thus Mandy lost her great love Gerry out of sight.




  In her corners of the eye Mandy saw in seconds a browngolden car driving past and she lifted absently still the head. There she promptly looked in the face drawn by shock of Gerry who had a tear in the eye. He looked from the front passenger seat from the window and was stiff before astonishment. Just it went out Mandy and pale before grief she already looked at the car.




  The short time of the only possibility had passed by and also the driver of the carriage had not noted Gerry’s reaction. Thus he also did not stop.




  Mandy made big prethrows to himself in the next time, because she had built on wrong friends. However, deeply in herself she also felt that this chapter was not around Gerry yet to an end. She also had to go a way for her love, exactly how Gerry. Since Mandy felt that there probably one more woman was in his life. These cases of the eternal triangle were Mandy a thorn in the eye. Mandy felt that the time of the common love could not be woken by her and Gerry yet to the life.




  However, why did Mandy of this Gerry also not let go after these years yet? She could simply have searched another man in Germany for herself. However, anyhow this did not clap. Mandy had got to know in Ireland a feeling which had never met her before in her life. It was so indescribable. Deeply in her heart Mandy felt this unbelievable warmth which her Gerry sent subconscious. If to her was cold, he warmed them still with the looks at that time of his warm brown eyes.




  If she exploded nearly before the heat of own emotions, he sent her unaware messages which they sent again on the right way to themselves. He gave her the unique view of the things, this fantastic view of own life which is sieved by the pranks of the Irish goblins. This stories which tempt for smiling. This fantastic view of the love of the Irish fairies, the Mandy’s heart for trembling brought. Gerry was lives the unique meeting in this one Irish pub in Carlingford in Mandy’s.




  Meetings which it did not let go down to the present day.




  Still were her Gerry’s words in the ear: „Your soul is so Irish.“ Bring them back home – to Ireland. Love each other itself and thus you will find me and yourself in the unique love! Now, she was in Ireland and Gerry had kept right. She had come at home.




  * * *




  Mandy dedicated herself to the oscillations of the wind and the Celtic sounds. She swayed in the wind; she deeply breathed the fresh breezes of the Atlantic – as if it was her last breath on this earth.




  The sun slowly set and colored the sky in the breathtaking tones of the colors – orange, green, blue up to the entire darkness. Now Mandy still heard the rushing of the ocean and went slowly back to the lonely situated cottage.




  With the Ave Maria in her ears she fell asleep. The pictures of the past days in the current life revealed to her for the last time what it had already mastered in this life. However, she had not come yet in the aim of the healthy self-love – still not in this life.




  She had to proceed even further on the way. However, which way would be the right one?




  Broken soles, blood on the ground in the sleeping room, the balcony door lay in shards – at that time only at night it was struck by her illness.




  The body obsessed, blue and green colored places, the face lifelessly and blank. The eyes watered in tears of the helplessness. Once, no way led from the darkness of the night of the present. The soul experienced the self-hatred of the past over and over again. However, she felt the golden sky littered with bright stars by the darkness of the night.




  At that time lonely and in linen dressed she stood on the balcony of her former flat in Germany and the star in the sky seemed to say her: „You will never again have to go alone if you proceed on the way of the self-love. A light of hope will always seem for you and illuminate the way to you. The ship of the love will bring you in the country of your very first birth.“ At this time Mandy knew how to start nothing with this information. Once she thought to live the known kind is normal and worth living. However, this one day produced the doubt and was thundering with the power of a cannon ball in her life. The music was hope of the opening of the soul. Slowly and nearly endlessly she went on the way of pain. Day, by day, month for month and year after year.




  Over and over again the same question from the current past in the head had a place: Why me? Why I must endure these pains and the love stays away me? Why I am so different than the others round myself and do feel so all alone? Nobody approaches me. The tank of the illness rebelled always immediately, how a fighting horse which struggles with his knight for the life. Why the night is to me more a friend than the day?




  * * *




  At that time one day, an accident and the life of Mandy was no more worth living life, but a bad Hollywood film without happy end. To no holds more. Mandy fell deeper and deeper in the emotional hole. And she dreamt at this night of the recollection of the past days even further and rolled in her bed in the cottage on the west coast of Ireland.




  In the dream from the experienced past of the current life she clung to the wrong people. Only in the hope to be find true friends. However, she had no chance. At this night all these pain-like recollections came back to exile them now for Mandy unconsciously from her future life finally.




  The small black pony, the hope bearer of her childhood days, should also bring her in this dream the bright spot. The connection with the soul should lead Mandy. She had to recognize that without pain also no joy can be.




  The radical entanglements of Mandy’s soul should send them further on the trip. She fell once more in her dream, again, like so often in the past of this life, down. The precipitous cliffs of the life down and in the death from the hopeless. However, she never came in the dream below, she never hit.




  * * *




  Their body got up like by itself from the bed and Mandy strolled by the door of the cottage out to the cliffs. The eyes were closed and certainly about step it walked barefoot on the way by the green Wet. She felt the security on the new paths and everything what seemed hopeless and dark, thinned out. Suddenly so scarcely before the cliffs she certainly stopped as if it had recognized the way. However, she was still in the change of the dreams and would have seen them somebody, he would also not have believed it. She lay down in the grass and heard a reassuring voice, it was, as if this she wanted to inspire to the trip in the past of another life, with the purpose to cure them in this life and to live the only true love in full trains. So, as if God wanted to inform her now: Now you have done enough coaches and now you have to live the chance, the uniqueness of the love in the current life which you lead now.




  Now before Mandy’s to closed eyes everything colored suddenly black and awfully. Black is the Far Be of the depth of the soul. The color of nothing, however this time, differently as in him her known dreams, the color thinned out in the form of a thunderstorm. Now flashes flashed across Mandy’s body and the thunderclaps took the hearing from her ears. Nothing was more like before. The loneliness embraced them. Mandy had firmly rooted in her dream.




  There she penetrated in the dream a light. So brightly, as if it was the sun, a man standing apart from the shade from Mandy’s kicked soul to caused pictures. Mandy’s in the grass of recumbent bodies trembled in the reality of the present on the whole body and in the same ocular look he calmed down again and dedicated himself to the warmth of the love.




  To their eyes the pictures from her first life appeared. Now she was unconsciously in her dream at the beginning of the 14th century …




  * * *




  A young man beginning twenty shut of slow step to Mandy. She perceived in the reality for herself that she was fifteen years old in the 14th century only tender.




  Mass does not use overcast her body the brown scraps as a garment, on the whole? Their dark long hair fell on her shoulders and the face was stained with mud. The freckles stood out in spite of all that. Their eyes flashed upon the sun. However, her look was clouded.




  As if they knew themselves forever, they talked and suddenly they danced the dance of the carefree nature. The young man with name Gerry invited them to dance, however, further with him, only not to feel the gravity of own life any more so. Even, if it would mean, nevertheless, only one moment of the life. A feeling of old trust flowed through the hearts of both Jung’s lovers on the beach of the west coast of Ireland. This place became her secret place of the love. As if all Fidel of Ireland played for them, they danced at the night. As if the fairies to them donated the lights, they talked too deeply at this night and at the other following nights. As if the goblins faded out her jokes and built up her protection round them, they certainly felt in her community of the everlasting love.




  As if they had never again to run alone, they danced every step of the life. Together they enjoyed the golden sky after a storm. As if they could never again lose themselves.




  However, dark secrets surrounded this love. Unspoken purifications became the drama.




  The girl in torn clothes was not the country girl what the young man accepted. She fled only from her stiff life of the obligations. The young man always followed the work in the country and in the evening he observed the setting sun, in hope that Mandy came again. Gerry saw the love and hopes for a common future in Mandy.




  However, one evening she simply did not come to the agreed meeting place to the beach …




  * * *




  Night for night waited Gerry up to the first sunrays. However, Mandy did not come any more. His heart broke and pain brought him the desperation and the fear.




  Had he been a lied? – He decided no, impossibly, for himself. Had Mandy happened a little bit? – Oh my God, he seemed to say to himself …




  * * *




  Fear and even more fear. Where should I look? I do not know yet her name.




  In spite of all doubts he proceeded in the village and tried his luck.




  * * *




  Weeks passed and it seemed to him in such a way, as if Mandy has been swallowed by the surface of the earth.




  Months spread and Gerry’s heart seemed to say: Do not surrender’. Because he had here no luck, he further went off his way. As done from harsh energy of the longing, he rode on his only horse by other villages and still searched so small huts. Why only Mandy’s soul informed of all searches without success of Gerry from the life at that time her in the dream? Should she see, how much he suffered at that time and maybe suffered like he also now again from the mismanagement of the separation?




  It seemed so hopeless and Gerry’s mind at that time the end of this love wanted to prophesy to him. However, the heart of the love put out to the mind over and over again the light. It seemed as if this love to Mandy was his destiny. He could not act differently, than to look on and on.




  On his search he moved through the levels and Highland Ireland. To sleep and to eat, he called in in the small villages of the way in earthy inns. Only to rise a little from the saddle of his loyal black road companion and to grant to him some rest. And if he found no village to spend the night no possibility, then he rested at the cold night with the head on the saddle and wrapped in his only woolly cover. A small fire gave him some warmth; a whisky warmed his cold body. Like a lost child in search of the love of the mother he felt at the cold nights and feebly from the dear denial he moved through the green levels. The wind floated in wide and the rain his face washed in innocence.




  With nothing but to his clothes on the body and empty stomach he broke down finally. His horse stopped beside him and pushed him gently in the face. Again and again, so long to it heard that he only probably slept. The tiredness had stopped Gerry’s limbs in any movement and took the last eyesight from him. However, did he sleep really only?




  Gerry would die, only to see again Mandy just once. He would sail over all seas of the world, only to see the flashes in her loving eyes a moment again. He would go through hell for them, only to know her soul in the luck-blest eternity.




  Around the lifelessly seeming body of Gerry small lights flashed. It was as the Irish flutes and Fideln quietly played. No other noise as these music was to be heard. The wind rushed only quite quietly his rhythm. There sounded the drums of the life and goblins pinched Gerry in the calves. Small fairies danced around his body and her small elegant feet struck rhythmical blows in time of the life to his aorta.




  They flew individually in his face and thinned out to him the eyes. The sun rose and there laughed in Gerry the life. The minds of Ireland brought back to him the light of his life. From now on they accompanied Gerry on his strenuous trip. His black horse seemed beaming with delight about the birth of the new life in Gerry. Without noticing it, they already were on the way to the west coast Ireland again, back into the native country.




  Full optimism went for Gerry of the way and led back his horse in the green valley. The small cozy cottage which also shone directly on the west coast of Ireland near the today’s Doolin was his house. It seemed to say: Come home, my friend. Warmth your body by my fire in the house and recovers you from the strain of the travelling. Dreams to you your love here, here in your life and you will see: You are not only!




  The fire in the stove burnt and delivered pleasant warmth. Accompanied by fairies Gerry entered his cottage and lay down in the bed in the midst of the snug covers to become healthy again.




  Gerry was followed to the last gasp the love. This remained not concealed to the energy of Ireland and they did not leave behind him in the cold of the loneliness. Like a bridge which leads about the stormy life they saved him the life to reach the ship of hope.




  Now he should allow himself rest and his true friends did not sleep in all the time. Finally, they knew around the fateful love about Mandy and Gerry. They would have also accompanied Gerry; however, he left them no chance. At the dark night he started long ago to search Mandy. So as if he had known inside about that he must walk on this hard way alone.




  Oh how he missed Mandy’s sight. The blowing dark hair provided with light red sting which flattered her face littered with freckles. The narrow shape of his dreams always seemed to accompany him. He heard perpetually her voice in the wind and in the silence which spoke to him: „Find me!“




  His face reflected to his friends his wishes in the consciousness. At that time really they made a find. They waited, until Gerry’s forces had gathered something, and then they sat down with him to the blazing fire of the small chimney in Gerry’s cottage. They had supplied the loyal horse day by day in the stable with good hay of her fields and also with richly water from the small river near the fields ordered by them.




  They were all farmers who had to deliver tax money to the British lords, and the poverty was omnipresent. While the aristocrats of England stocked up with countries in Ireland and treated the farmers like serfs, a small stream of justice about the country sieved by poverty moved.




  The first clan formed and fled from the ordered countries. The young Irishmen joined to them often and left the old exploited farms of the parents, provided that it was possible to them anyhow.




  The laborious work on the potato fields bent the backs of the working people. The only change was the dive around the corner with the hard whisky to forget the hard life for one moment.




  The dusty air often let not see the interlocutor and the smell of whisky in the nose admitted no one else more. Here often sat the emotionally exploited Irishmen and indulged themselves in recollections. In this atmosphere the young Irishmen found a man who really described Mandy as an Irish lady to them in her uprising thought.




  Amazed the young Irishmen listened to the man from Britain. Once he was also an aristocrat from Scotland, however, to him the bondage was from the outset a rancor. He explained with the fact that he wanted to belong to nobody. His father saw this always different.




  When of the young Englishman great love was obliged then by his father to do to him services of the love, the hatred came down to him to own family. He saved his lover who was a young lovely woman, from the catches of the father and fled with her to Ireland, in the country of her birth. Once it had been kidnapped to Scotland to be on slave duties. She had no more parents and was shortly before starving. Of the noble Scotties father the predicament of the young woman of Irish descent used shamelessly.




  Now this English lord would have bought the power about a seat in Ireland by a marriage. This has been a setting empire of an Irish old lord. The countries of the English baron in England administered themselves probably by itself, because he remained with his followers and many paid-up mercenaries in Ireland. Thus the Scot meant about the Irishmen in the dive.




  „The cold of this Englishman knows no borders, this poor girl“, the Scot still added. The young Irishmen shivered with the thought as it may probably go for Mandy. However, they could not find Gerry who was at the time of the information on the trip. Thus the powers of the good took over the message and let Gerry return.




  Gerry faltered the breath and he was seized and full fury at the same time. Why Mandy had told him with no syllable in which predicament she was?




  He would already have found a way. How should he send her one message? Wanted she to see him generally still? The walls of this property were hardly to be overcome, how should he create it? Questions about questions …




  However, Gerry forgot his friends once again who could spot of the question marks already in his face. They had already thought to themselves.




  One of the farmers always had to go on Saturday in the farm to deliver fresh game. Since, the powerful figures loved to dine excessively and to let starve the arms. The lady-in-waiting was probably reflected to this farmer and would hand the news absolutely to the lady married now only personally.




  Now Gerry was grateful that he could write some words in spite of all mismanagement at that time. Since it had been kept farmers in Gerry’s childhood from learning writing and reading. In the protection of the church a dear monk taught the reading and the writing to him once with the help of the writings from the Bible. Just so often it went.




  Thus wrote Gerry with a carbon which to him once the monk gave a short communication and took down a meeting place as well as one time under cover of darkness on a small brown paper.




  If he had still had tears, he would have cried before gratitude. Thus he embraced only his friends and they knew that he was seized without doubt by her help. Now Gerry had understood that he had the best friends of the world. They understood him without big words. He could send news to Mandy.




  * * *




  On next Saturday the friendly farmer of Gerry crept by the walls and there already waits the lady-in-waiting, before he went past the unsuspecting guards, with the shot game over his shoulders. Before he got on the way, he placed the letter in the intestines of the game. Here the boot shaft was certainly the guard before the awaking actions. Shortly before the kitchen in which he wanted to deliver the shot animal he took the bloodied letter from the intestines. He put him in his belt and pulled his thick jacket about that. It had seen nobody, no; he looked once more around himself. No, nobody was to be seen far and wide here.




  There he heard light steps and was already believed on the fact that a guard of his way came. Huh, a feeling of the relief flowed through young farmers with the name Keith. It was only Carrie, the lady-in-waiting, and how turned out now, the sister also vexed by the family of Mandy. Keith and Carrie talked for a while carefully and care and then after watchful looks to the right, on the left, in front and behind Keith Carrie handed over the unappetizing working news of Gerry. The contents and the people whom this letter concerned to expose itself arranged Keith and Carrie to the risk in which they were now.




  Keith left the walls of the farm and Carrie went to the rooms of her sister.




  * * *




  Mandy! She sat lonely at the window which completely was on top in the tower of the loneliness, and looked out at the Atlantic. There outdoors was the life which it could not lead, because her all doors always remained close. Own family tormented them as the family also tormented Carrie. The guards supervised every single step of the brothers and sisters. Both sisters were probably put only in the world to give an understanding of the family to the wealth. Because they were no male descendants, they had to follow in this way to her duties cheers the family. By weddings without love and births of children of the loneliness her souls atrophied in the darkness, but the young aristocrats were not always often sold by own families – a business around putative love. This was the tradition and she had to be lived. The birth of a male successor for the empire was the duty of the young brides.




  In the faces the violated souls were reflected. The only bright spot was that Mandy got her sister as a lady-in-waiting awarded. Thus they could live her sisterly love at least even small a little more. Without Carrie Mandy would have rushed maybe already from the tower window in the depth. The mental torment which Mandy to here had to endure there already was not to be described with words.




  Only at the lonesome night if it looked by the narrow tower window in the star-overcast sky, Mandy saw this lonesome young man to whom she gave her love for good. Then she could long to herself for him in her dreams and sing quietly her love in the wind. Then she could ask God of help and, nevertheless, him ask Gerry his life to give. Even, if she would have to give her life for it.




  And always if she sent her prayer in the sky, the door and Gerry opened in her dreams of the 14th century came back in love to her, if she saved from her imposed torment of the family and the baron. And then for good they would go the way of the love, to good like in bad times. At the lonesome and cold nights own heart always said her: „He comes …, he saves you.“




  And now really there came news of Gerry. Now with shaking fingers and full reverence Mandy opened in her pictures of the soul for them determined letter of the rescue and as if it in Here and Now – at this moment, would have happened to the present of the 20th century - she reads the lines of the rescue.




  Their body trembled on the whole body and the tears ran to her till this present in the eyes and she felt her revealing love in full force and honesty. Their heart started to jump and her soul rejoiced.




  * * *




  She quietly began singing the „Ave of Maria“ and sang it heavenward. So quietly that it certainly nobody could perceive here in these walls of the castle. However, she was sure, Gerry would hear it. He had also heard the song of Mandy on his trip; otherwise he would not be returns. The minds of Ireland had heard them and had carried her song to Gerry, of that she was certain to herself.




  In the protection of the next night Carrie outwitted the positioned guard before Mandy’s bedchamber and Mandy wrapped itself in a dark black cape and she crept the cellar stairs down, out to the meagerly guarded exit and there to the saving beach of the Atlantic.




  In a good hiding place, a small cave Gerry waited already longingly for his Mandy. The cave was humid and cold. To cause no sensation, Gerry also made no fire. Mandy would find this cave, there he was sure. The fear that Mandy has been held on by the guard evaporated when a female shape entered the cave.




  The moonlight sweettalked closer and closer come Mended shape. It revealed itself Gerry soon the regained liveliness of Mandy’s eyes. Soon he felt the long hair in his face and he sank directly with Mandy into a deep and tender kiss of the infinity. Both souls had found themselves after all pain of the separation and they enjoyed every single second which was given them now in the first common life. A small candle donated to them scanty light and now they used the time, around the other the ways which they had gone of telling. Now Mandy a need Gerry was to be informed about everything, however, the shortness of the night would not reach. Thus she soon resolved not to say him everything. Finally, they did not know whether and how they could ever see again. And soon it was not possible at all to talk, because the longing overcame both suddenly and violently, thus as it would be the first day of her meeting.




  They dedicated themselves all her love and forgot the world round themselves and the aching ways deliberate to them for a short while, until they could take again in the arms. They whispered words of the love in the ear to themselves and melted in her love at this one common night, thus as there would be no morning.




  Their longing connected for each other these both souls for good and for the eternity.




  The world may have a power and determine a lot in the life, however, the eternity does not determine them, of that both were certain to themselves. If they were also separated for good, they would still always feel themselves. The destiny would always give them hope of the eternity of her love.




  The night slowly leant towards to the end and Mandy still had to run under cover of darkness back in the castle. Best she would have remained, however, the education of the parents obliged them to go back to the castle of the cold.




  Gerry swung round Mandy, back in his strong arms, and whispered her dear confession to there in the eternity in her ear.




  „I get you and release you from your prison“, he added. And Mandy opened her worry about his life for him if he would try to release them. She can never take it if he, besides, die would become. She reminded him of the bloody guards in and around the castle. Mandy will would try to wait with the next full moon again here for him. She breathed these words to him in the ear. This was an opinion the way only for the time being for a reunion to Mandy’s. For first Gerry accepted the wishes of Mandy and dismissed his love of heavy heart next time from his protecting arms. However, in his head he already forged a plan to release Mandy. Around nothing in the world he wanted to lose them still next time.




  If two ships which were intended to meet in the stormy sea both souls were intended by Gerry and Mandy to escape and each other. Like the stormy sea it rejected both souls on lonesome coasts and everybody had to go his way to hit finally on each other in love. How long it God man had determined for these both souls, no one could anticipate.




  With infinite pains in the heart they separated this other spot without sure certainty to feel that they see again. They knew only one about that they were determined for the eternity.




  However, would the eternity already begin in this life?




  * * *




  Just still thus in the protection of the ending darkness of the night in the 14th century Mandy crept by the lonesome tunnel in the castle. Carrie, Mandy’s sister, deflected next time the comb awakening and Mandy could creep unnoticed in her tower chamber. She crept away in her night garment and in her hard impromptu bed. She heard like the guards again before her room positioned themselves.




  The sun would soon rise and the terror would begin anew. Their husband would visit them to see whether she had become pliant to him. Their whole body trembled and her mind shuddered with the thought of it. This disgusting man always smelt of the abysses of the hell. Now she did not want to fancy in the most daring dreams what he would do with Gerry, he would find out what had taken place between them both.




  He would slit him of the head up to the feet and present him to her and display afterwards poor farmers, so that they see what happens to them if they position themselves against his will, once Mandy’s stepmother ordered the marriage with this disgust of man to her. At the tender age of fifteen she had to be pliant to him, however, she never gave him a successor.




  Mandy’s father broke in his pride and obeyed his new spouse. He sold the souls of his both daughters from the first marriage. He sank into pain around his first beloved woman and dedicated himself to the desires of the life. Thus he got caught in the catches of a pecuniary not quite blest earl from cold England and married this from the sense of duty. Finally, he had divided with her several times the bed and had penetrated into them. Thus it did not lie far that this woman kept right and would give him a child. Sunk in self-hatred and the lasciviousness of the physical satisfaction which he found certainly with this woman he sold himself and in addition his both daughters. He was too weak to resist her and her charms. If he had known in which catches he had got there, he would not probably have done it. However, now he was involved too much to find out still any way. Like the net of a spider ensnared and ensnared them him over and over again anew and let him go blind compared with true love. This cold woman played money and power – this play like chess.




  There were only these perspectives in her life and thus it used this power which she exercised certainly also on other men to come always, in order in more money. She surrounded herself with the most expensive pieces of jewelers and the most elegant clothes.




  The only way was for Mandy once the escape from the forthcoming imposed wedding with the baron, her today’s man. However, her stepmother caught them still late at night in which she wanted to flee the first time to Gerry.




  Sunk in thoughts Mandy lay furthermore in her rooms on the uncomfortable bed. The stepmother hit Mandy once so violently, that they at that time the stairs down. Thus the way had been obstructed to her to Gerry at that time the first time. She lay at the time in her rooms and under pains it often struggled after air.




  Thus a jigsaw puzzle piece submitted to the next and the jigsaw puzzle of the first life of Mandy and Gerry a picture of the past proved bit by bit.




  * * *




  At that time Gerry came along on the long trip to look for Mandy. After this small country girl whom he met on the lonesome beach of the west coast of Ireland. The girl who looked once lonely in the Atlantic and to him the hair in the face blew and whose eyes hit in all beauty on him.




  At that time hope and as a daughter of the Irish lord soon gave way in Mandy without power and money she had to obey. Otherwise, they would have had to starve all soon like her farmers. However, the fact that the new wealthy baron and her current husband would bring to farmers even more torment, this would not have thought Mandy in her most daring dreams. In Mandy all recollections of the awful days appeared. She saw all this her eyes already saw in the first life once more as them on the uncomfortable bed in the tower of the castle before herself dreamt. Subconsciously she dealt with the escape from the tower and the common future with Gerry.




  In the times of her marriage Mandy saw often like the baron, her husband, the farmers hit if they did not obey him or could not pay her taxes. Day by day she saw the poor and starving people on her scanty fields at the work, the bodies which were only a skin and bone.




  What had Mandy already undertaken psychically and physically everything to give more food and hope to these poor people?




  However, the baron of Mandy did not agree what he wanted, he let out his power again on the people round Mandy. He had tied up them in her weakest point and this point was her sympathy and her sense of duty these poor people opponent. „Oh what I have not told Gerry everything yet. Oh my God if he knew this everything“, imagined Mandy secretly.




  * * *




  At that time during her young years in the 14th century before the wedding and the captivity in the tower, even before she met the first time Gerry, at the dark night without star and without moon when a scanty light reached in her privacy the baron came to her rooms to call his right in his future maiden spouse. Mandy defended herself and shouted.




  However, she had no chance to rebel, because her own stepmother supported the baron in his hideous desires and threatened to kill Mandy Carrie, she would not be pliant to the baron already before the wedding. Mandy’s mother created the father once under a well calculated pretext from the building. Thus he could get of that entire nothing.




  The disgust and the loathing towards this man overcame Mandy as the baron for the first time in them one penetrated and pains for them became intolerable. She had to flee no chance. The heavy man lay on her with all his weight and she could not stir any more. The small maiden being had been violated for good. When he was satisfied, he hit to her in the face and prophesied to her even more of it if she became only his woman.




  When he left the room, Mandy overcame the feeling of sickness and they vomited several times. Their body had a convulsion and the disgust allowed trembling them. She had the feeling as if it had to die. At this moment Carrie crept into the room. It had been condemned by the stepmother to slave on the field and thus she also got from something nothing. Only when she came late in the evening of the work, she saw Mandy in her room and all guards round the castle walls. Straight away she attacked to her. Immediately Carrie understood what had happened and Mandy from the space of the torment dragged. By a narrow way the way led to a desolate well. Carrie caught some sheets and core soap to him on the way there. She supported Mandy in her way and both dragged themselves on with the last strength to the well. There washed Mandy so violently and painfully to wash this disgust of himself. Again and again she washed and rubbed off her body with full force and Carrie helped her in it.




  However, the smell of the disgust and the feeling of the penetrating cruel body liquids of the hatred did not seem to give way. The wounds of the body started to hurt. Green and blue spots got in Mandy’s face the upper hand. As a result Carrie believed that he left alone Mandy probably up to the wedding to keep up the appearances to the outside.




  This really proved to be true. However, it offered itself to Mandy no more chance to the escape. Thus she had to marry this revolting person, at that time still with small hope the people whom she loved to protect with it. Their stepmother observed every step of Mandy and attached paid-up spies on them. And Carrie kept in check them in the same manner. At that time in all clearness the effect from money already appeared in the form of power.




  * * *




  Mandy awoke from the mental tortures of the 14th annual hundred and it became slowly clear to her a piece more that this could be not only an unbelievable dream.




  No, with this continual current feeling of sickness and the sticking disgust all that could mean only her own first soul life. Slowly Mandy on which trip she had proceeded there became conscious. She trembled … Wanted her to follow up this trip? Wanted her further to jump up on this ship of the past from the 14th century? What should it bring to her in Here and Now?
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