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Introduction


This could be the romance of many people in pursuit of true love. It begins and ends in the common dream of two souls, highlighting the strength of a passion. The letters of both before they met, saved two lives of endless suffering and created the beginning of a great romance, from a love that until then had not been found. But what would happen later, would reveal a storm of passions that took also both in many different directions.




The Mighty Force of Love


We were in June 2009. A group composed of two French couples roams in the night  along a mountain in Mexico. Among them is Bianca, a woman near the age of forty, about to marry Luc, a wealthy young man from the south of France.


Bianca isn’t truly in love with Luc. She just saw this one opportunity to stabilize her life, because he's rich and has everything she needs and enjoys in life, namely, the luxury and the possibility of traveling all over the world. Naturally, the fact that they aren’t in love generates immense arguments. And that night, one more of these discussions starts, and Luc seeks to press Bianca, saying he doesn't trust what she feels for him.


After several exchanges of harsh words between both, and in a fairly lit tone, she responds confessing that she doesn’t love him, never did and has never loved anyone, nor will ever love.


At this moment, Bianca's heart, quite accelerated by the discussion, stops beating. She has a stroke on the mountain, and her friends and boyfriend, without anything they can do, panic. For ten seconds she enters a new world as her soul separates from her body.


There are many souls who present themselves in the form of stars, and they approach to receive her.


For the first time, she feels loved and at peace. Death came to embrace her in eternal love.


At this precise moment, on the other side of the Atlantic, in Portugal, a man makes a wish to the universe. He writes on a paper that he wants to find his soul mate, the person who will be the woman of his life.


After writing this on a special paper, purchased in the same esoteric shop where he had also obtained the accompanying candle, prayed that this woman would come to his life.


The several minutes that accompanied the prayer, seemed hours stopped in time, such was the degree of his concentration, while reciting as mantras his desires and prayers, driven by what more sensitive and profound existed in his intimate.


At this very moment, Bianca comes back to life, in a suffocation of who seemed almost drowned forever in grief, but has just been withdrawn by a higher energy from those deep waters.


After recovering from the fright, Bianca never again was the same. Days later, she suspended her marriage, stating that she needed time to rethink the relationship and which destiny to take in her life, especially after everything that had happened on that mountain in Mexico.


Now in France, she approached the sea with a paper and followed the advice that a psychic had given her years before. Tired of living an empty life, wrote in this paper what she most wished for the future, without fearing to fetch her innermost desires at the bottom of her heart. Much of what she wished for, was something she had lost hope of having: finding love. She wrote that she wanted to find someone she would love with all her heart and that loved her back, she also wrote that she wanted to find someone who would complete her and, in a desire to redeem herself from a lifetime of suffering, she wished to find someone who could heal her, solving all her karmic problems.


A few days after placing the wish in writing, Bianca receives a proposal to work in Changchun, China.


The letters of two people, both still strangers, saved two lives of endless suffering and created the beginning of a great romance, from a love that until then had not been found. The man who saved her was me, and I would eventually and soon meet her there.




The Rebirth to a New Life


Some say death is the beginning of a new cycle. For me, that cycle had come to an end. I remember the day I moved to what only I could call home: A small studio, just with a room for the bed and a bathroom, on top of a building, next to the attic of many other residents. We could even call attic to this space, since it legally didn’t possess the conditions to assume the status of a home, or studio, or whatever it was.


This little space in Lisbon was the one I chose to die. I had nothing else to aspire for my life. On the one hand, I had gotten everything I wanted, but on the other hand, there was nothing. I was recognized in my country as the best DJ. But what did I get with this success? Not a penny. Or at least not more than what you could spend on two meals. It was not a field that would generate money and I was essentially a pioneer in what I was doing, namely by mixing opera and classical music in general with extremely fast techno sounds. My performances were more artistic, to amaze and give things to talk about than dancing parties. I did make, for sure, many enemies who wanted to kill me, for envy of the rapid success I had struck, accompanied, I admit, of my immense pride, that in a way I've always considered justified. After all, I wasn’t only successful as I also helped other artists get the same. My team was always immensely protected by me.


The hatred, the rage, the fear, the anxiety, and all the other feelings that accompanied me in that time were transported to my performances. The quality was such that success spoke for itself. In the following days, after each performance, many people spoke of the unusual mixtures with the fastest of Japanese sounds, accompanied by mantras or political speeches and voices of films, which have always come at the right time to say something that I wanted to free from the bottom of my heart to the rest of the world: "Want to die? Die with me! Yes, this world has nothing. Accompany me to other universes, where the spirit can fly into infinity and you can be yourself in total freedom. Hate, fear, free yourselves, be happy, be who you are... but live freely!”


For me freedom of speech is as important as the water I drink daily and that was the message that my music conveyed in a powerful but yet aggressive sound, warlike and, at certain times, also of tremendous peace. My inspiration came from the tribal sounds of the Native Americans. A small group acted on the street at night near the place where I was going to DJ. A happy coincidence that promoted my spiritual freedom, in compensation for drugs I've always refused to take, and chocolates that, as antidepressants, destroyed my teeth and my bank account with scamming dentists.


To live the nostalgia of the night and the insignificance of the days, thus I survived as a vampire who only wishes a stake unpredictably coming from the hands of someone. An the anxiety of dying was so great that it always exploded in me when someone was insulting. The neighbors feared me, and those who tried to frighten me too. Collected in the dark, such idiots there appeared at my parties to dance hidden in the corner of the dance floor, hoping maybe that I did not see them and punch them in the face.


There was a lot at stake. I couldn't do it. It could ruin my image, my parties, the reputation of the establishment that was made available to me, the reputation of the owner, etc. This was a vicious cycle that self-destructed me from the inside out.


The money from these events wasn't enough. I had to work during the day as a security guard and also on the nights I didn't DJ. This is where my livelihood came from, for a meaningless life. My life was to get off work and lay on the couch. I refused a bed, a table to eat, and refused to cook. I was just sleeping on this couch when I came in the morning from work. Then I would wake up late, wander to the seaside and come home at the end of the day, with a large void in my chest.


Friends, I was never good at keeping them. Girlfriends, I've never been good at accepting them. I despised others as much as I despised myself. All I wished for was death, because my life wouldn’t allow me to create meanings.


Without plans to live a dignified life, I decided to prepare myself to die. I packed all my stuff in boxes. I threw in the trash what I didn't need to use anymore. And I basically sought to limit my existence to the essentials: my laptop and the couch to sleep. This, in a tiny space on the roof of a huge building, a windowless attic where the smell of death increased before the absence of hope to live.


However, on the night of my 30th birthday, when I came home and opened the email, I saw the best birthday gift I could get. I got the invitation from a university in China to be a teacher. An offer that I had no idea exactly where it came from, because it had been almost a year since, in desperation, I decided to send several resumes by e-mail to every corner of the world.


I was now ready to take a leap in the void, to surrender myself completely in the hands of God, whether He was or not bluffing with me.


I still recall the moment when the plane took off from the runway and my heart flitted from the impurities of a miserable, hopeless and loveless life. I seemed to be waking up from a coma. It was a moment of tremendous joy, as my country grew increasingly, and was small among clouds at the same time.


In heaven, I was in God's hands. He had handed me the desired death, so I could go to a new life.


For the two nights preceding this trip, I received flashbacks of my entire life, of what I had lost and what I had exceeded successfully. A divine message about the state of my karma.


The night before, I was still on a prep trip, where I dreamed I was alone on a huge airplane. I was finally in God's hands, because we can't play as much with him as we can play for him.


Totally in the clouds, in divine hands, I died to be reborn. I got the death I wished for, but I was reborn in the same body. This was the beginning of a new journey.




When Stability Prevents Opportunities


Three planes and 24 hours later, I was in China for the first time. Small houses by agricultural fields certainly weren’t descriptive of my homeland, where homes pile up as if all people wished each other ardently, which is indeed not the case.


I was feeling very, but really, very well. My life was about to restart. I was happy in the midst of so much confusion, with so many people around me talking a language that I knew nothing about, observing Chinese ads everywhere, and everything else that made me believe I had reached another planet.


The arrival at the destination airport didn’t go as well as expected. I lost a suitcase on the way that later knew had stayed in Beijing. Waiting for me, I had two staff from the university where I was going to work. I had a feeling I was being transported by some kind of mafia organization. Both sitting in the front, little or no English they spoke. Even when I was trying to talk something, they seemed not to understand English.


The distance traveled was long, but I finally got there. The apartment I was provided with was huge, bigger than I imagined. Only the living-room was bigger than my entire old apartment. Inside the fridge, I found cookies and bananas that well fell into my stomach because I had nothing to eat that night. It was late and everything was closed. The enormous and empty, clean and pure house of so new it was, was, without a doubt, made to receive me.


It was late, and so I soon laid to sleep in the kingsize bed. I haven't slept in a bed for years, but more than anything, I haven't felt peaceful in my sleep for many years too. That night, I really rest my spirit, as a new soul that had just traveled to a new birth.


In the following morning, one of the employees came to my apartment to greet me. I felt truly important and respected and my joy was impossible to conceal. I was accompanied to the University secretariat where, then accompanied by another of the employees, I was invited to see the whole college campus. I was fascinated with both gardens and trees and, above all, the tranquility. To me, it was like I had died and entered paradise. I was all very peaceful.
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