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			PROLOGUE

			The fact of thinking about our way of being in the world implies in one way or another to question the ties that help us build the world around us and inside us. 

			This is the starting point of the book A Love Originality Values Endurance mission, a text that explores in depth the power we held in us for creating our affective bonds and describes one of the relationships that have kept Humanity on tenterhooks for many centuries: do twinflames really exist? 

			Diving into her personal experience in a search for answers, the writer Ana María Alonso Ramos explores love (true love), analyzes the nature of the bonds we build up with the others, the reasons to be in this world, the power of the present moment to determine the future events and how one decision can change our life forever, guiding us to be the best expression of ourselves or leaving us in a caterpillar stage forever. 

			However, what happens when someone who is meant to boost our abilities is just dragging us along as a heavy anvil? How can we get out of a toxic relationship with a potential twin flame? How can we move forward after such a disappointment? The answers are rather complex, but empowering ourselves would always be a must, having respect for female’s energy. 

			Every single page of this straightforward book A Love Originality Values Endurance mission proposes an invitation to have a pause, even just for an instant, to think and look for an answer to these questions.

			It is worthy to have a look at ourselves, revise our power, our purpose and contribution to planet Earth. Furthermore, on a personal scale we should individually revise our personal mission, the relationship with our love partner, the members of our family, we role as citizens of the society and as inhabitants of the planet. 

			Although the conundrum may not have a single answer, the author is inviting us to embark on an internal and external journey for self-discovery to surmise light at the end of the tunnel. That means, a new possibility to be in the world, of evolving from personal experiences, transcending romantic love and living behind toxic bonds that would not take us anywhere. 

			A Love Originality Values Endurance mission hoists the flag of hope for those who still believe that the destiny in not written in stone. 
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			The world was living through a pandemic in 2020 when all the external incentives were being limited and our interior life started to flourish. Personally, I had not had any contact at all with my twin flame since March 12th, when the State of Alarm was declared in Spain. Everything seemed to have changed from one second to another, life was becoming unpredictable in most people’s eyes. I have always had this idea very clear in my mind, and it began to take shape in front of me then. I usually embraced voluntary changes easily but became very reluctant to them when the events were taking a less delightful turn for me. 

			In the story with my twin flame I would have wanted to mould the events at my own desire to avoid suffering, even when this could have meant leaving aside my personal growth and healing. The so-called comfort zone was shaken in an undetermined journey that made me wake up to my true self, my essence, transcending the idea of a romantic relationship with him, which is not always the purpose of the twin flames. 

			From that moment onward, the Earth gradually began to change its tones, colours, rhythm and vibration; the incarnated twin flames commenced to unfold their invisible wings along with the 144, 000 light workers mentioned in the Apocalypses and the emerging force of the Emerald Tablets to contribute to the Great Awakening of Humanity. In order to carry out this important service of light, they must activate their Merkabah in an Ascension process. In the metaphorical sense, the disconnected pieces of one’s soul for thousands of years activated to find their way back home, to the place they belong. This mystic process implies to take a path of no return in life which will definitely have a bunch of obstacles and challenges. Moreover, our free will is always present tearing our soul apart. 

			Me, a romantic Triton, a daughter of the goddess of the sea, connected to Arts, Science and Magic, believed that true love was above all earthly matters and that we could almost do everything for love. For such a long time, I had been immersed in my own internal depths diving into my real self out of so much imposed instruction and conditioning. After a long period of six years absorbed in an energetic battle in several planes, I could almost walk over the waters of my own emotions as the Greatest Triton of all times, Jesus Christ. 

			


			A.M.A.R (Acronym for love in Spanish and the writer’s full name) 

			I would like to start the story by introducing myself. My name is A.M.A.R. I am a young woman with a number 7 of life path, Dragon in the Chinese horoscope, 9 as power number (activates forgiveness and misericord) with a very angelic soul boost corresponding to number 33 of the Abundance, curious by nature, a global trotter, a Special Needs Teacher with a Master’s Degree in Translating and Interpreting Studies, open-minded for having lived in London and Barcelone, from where I decided to return to be near my parents as I had always felt the responsibility of looking after them. 

			Once I had reached certain level of stability in my hometown working for four years in an elite school, all of a sudden, I passed the public examinations to become a Primary English teacher in state schools, which implied an evident change of position and the possibility of moving out. The first post I was given was a state school in Llanes, a small coastal village in the north of Spain. A couple of years later, I received the announcement that would make me the happiest person on Earth: a transfer back to my home town. This meant returning to my beloved flat near Poniente Beach and leaving behind a dark and gloomy village full of inhospitable inhabitants. Without any doubt, my personal life was about to experience a drastical change. 

			Reading the message on the screen with satisfaction, my mind was reproducing the same words over and over: “Oh, home sweet home!!! My peaceful home!!!” A home place forged thanks to a great investment which was holding the presence of a loving husband so welcoming and happy to get me back. Together we had designed a world of our own by making an infinite number of plans upon my return. 

			The relationship with my husband had always been fantastic, without highs and lows, partly because we would not let the relationship die: voyages, deep conversations, intense regards, loving words and declarations… Just me and him, a solid couple unified and consolidated without any children to pull them apart. To avoid maternity, I used to formulate the most logical arguments to myself: lost of freedom, lack of maturity, the development of my professional career, and so on.

			Since I was little, I had the recurrent thought that in my forties it would arrive the best time of my life because I would be touched by exceptional magical coincidences. To be honest with you, I had already turned forty some time ago and I did not feel touched by the exceptional at all, only by unusual circumstances. However, I did not enjoy them that much although I had tried: I have been immersed for such a long time into a whirl of pain and sorrow. 

			


			FIRST ENCOUNTER: BUTTERFLY IN A CHRYSALIS
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			I met my twin flame on the 30th June 2014 when I popped into my new school to say I was to join it in September. At that time, I was slighly concerned about the new post so I wanted to obtain a quick impression of my future workplace. 

			At first sight, his presence caused a huge impact on me. At first glance, he was a handsome man, like an Adonis, but extremely serious, with a fixed rough expression on his face. His frigid blue eyes pricked mine through the pupils like sharp pieces of frost, causing the immediate eyelid contraction in a desperate attempt for protecting my defenseless soul from his merciless attack. His rictus was so rigid that it seemed to me he was expecting a furtive attack of a white weapon any time then. 

			Someone from school introduced me to him and he acted so indifferently about me that I instantly felt very uncomfortable and sneaked away in a search for warmer people. Shortly after this, I came to the conclusion that the indifference was one of his main treats, showing the image of a cold man who had everything under control. 

			As a starry-eyed woman, I thought to myself that this attitude would probably be changed after our first meeting so he would be able to offer me his soul on a silver plate shortly after. As far as I was concerned, no one could maintain an artificial composure, hiding in his own world for more than two months. However, life would prove me wrong and I had to end up accepting various degrees in people’s intention to show their real selves to the others. Furthermore, people in life would not be learning at the same pace. 

			The last lesson was the most difficult to learn for me, because I could not imagine the reasons that led someone to deny the experiences and emotions they were going through. It was merely stubbornness. 

			Conceding to the evidence of what we are feeling is very liberating, it makes us more human, sensitive, sensible, expands our hearts, heals our souls and elevates our vibrational system to attract better things in life. The opposite is just denying our essence, the others’ influence on us, decaying and closing our soul to the world. To sum up, a disgrace. It has been stated somewhere that when someone identifies nonsense in other people it is because it has got it inside; then, I must be a stubborn, because I am persistent, tenacious and self-confident but he must be a stubborn in the Biblical sense. 

			In that brief encounter, to my surprise, I felt unexpectantly attracted to that peculiar man so hieratic and taut who was wearing a blue old-fashioned tracksuit. With time, he earned the nickname of tracky chav to honour the lack of interest I had always had on people wearing non stylish tracksuits that in his case matched the old disastrous trainers he used to wear with them. 

			The year course started officially on the 1st September with a teachers’ welcome meeting in which I was scanning my new colleagues’ faces to find him. “Where is the man with the icy blue eyes?” I was wondering eagerly while the Headteacher was overloading our minds with too much irrelevant information. Finally, his eyes fell upon mine but he did not cause the same impact on me, even though he was dressed smartly instead with a green tight polo shirt and fitting jeans. 

			His face showed sobriety, doubt and uncertainty; he was certainly feeling out of place and was devoting his time and strength to analyze teachers’ faces to extract their most obscure secrets and passions. I felt watched closely a couple of times and somehow intimidated. Later, in a coffee break after the meeting, someone told me he was married and had two children. Of course, it was pretty obvious. 

			As an occupational mania, most teachers tend to count natural years following the structure of school years, from September to June. This pattern will be carried out in the following story. 

			


			YEAR COURSE 2014-2015: COMMON BUTTERFLY
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			During this period of several months we happened to do the break duties together in the playground. Teachers’ stations were scattered into three delimited areas, but he usually managed to get close to mine to start up a conversation about topics that I considered weird to be spoken between two strangers at school. However, looking at him on the duties I was wondering if we really knew each other. Haven’t I seen those dimples and those shiny eyes before? They have nailed my soul to the point that at his sight I was feeling so fragile, glowing from head to toes. Then, I was internally wondering why that beauty, slim and statuesque, well-proportioned with an engraving body down to the last detail, was even talking to me. What could possibly make him feel attracted to me? I was embarrassed by his mere presence because deep inside I was feeling insignificant compared to him. 

			To my mind, he rather be investing his time chatting with some other colleagues, but he decided day after day to waste his time devising arguments with me about the good and the bad, selfishness and forgiveness… But why were those words causing a positive effect on me? Why those conversations were so healing? Why every utterance was so connected to a part of myself hidden and unexplored? His message was loud and clear unleashing a balsamic effect on my heart and soul. 

			Throughout this period, which lasted around ten months, I could not stop seeing him as an aesthetically prodigious man, endowed with a magic internal side, and I was, in contrast, the most insignificant and the least interesting woman ever. They came to the surface my previous complexes from my adolescence. 

			In those years, my self-image was very deteriorated and distorted, projecting in my head ideas of me being a bland pumpy girl with no real options to have a boyfriend. As a result, I had tried to improve my physical appearance undergoing extreme diets that led me to anorexia. Seeing my life in perspective, I have proof to be a very strong resilient woman since the early stages of my life. As an adult now, I can proudly state that I fell into anorexia and came out of this dangerous and harmful disease without any help at all. However, you are never fully recovered from it and the shadows may appear again when you never expect it. This man’s presence had transported me to that dark and forgotten period of my life.

			I gradually started to recover from anorexia when I was in my twenties and moved temporarily to London. I will always feel so thankful to this beautiful and cosmopolitan city that have shown a different reality to me to the one it was laying in my head. Living there for some years made me break my own boundaries and step out of the conventional thinking reaching the idea that somehow we all choose our life and that we all deserve to be happy no matter what our appearance shows. 

			Those thoughts from an unpleasant past circumstance were so present in my mind that were questioning my own worth once again. It seemed that my selfsteem was not as solid as it should and its foundations were weak. At the end of the day, according to social standards, I was almost 40, my height was 1.62 m tall stretching out to the maximum, my weigh was over the standard and my face features were not that exotic except for my beautiful eyes. 

			The truth is that he excited all my senses. Near him I was on alert and my sexual primitive instint was being awaken. I had known many men throughout my life, but none had captured my interest in this ambit, with the sole exception of my husband. I was tormented by those thoughts, and the more I wanted to get rid of them, the more they were coming up unwillingly to my mind. 

			Later on, when I used to see him around school, I was so nervous remembering them, specially when he was standing at the school’s entrance upright with his toned legs spred out. “What an iceberg he was!” I said to myself, but my intuition was crying out that he had a burning heart and that he was ardent in bed. I imagined him very pleasant to the partner, but how could I know that? Where were these believes coming from?

			During this year course, nothing extraordinary happened between us, with the exception of a puerile attempt to take me home by car after having heard me say that mine had broken out. All the way inside the car, he was unable to connect either a boring or an amusing conversation, he seemed to be very blocked and communication between us became a utopia. Some time after that, in a picnic with the school families, he asked me to sit down next to him, but I refused it politely. Then, he devoted his time to pour some cider in a compulsive way, to, all of sudden, go unexpectedly as a gust of wind with the excuse of a padel match.

			He did not try to take me home during the rest of the year course. Just before the summer holidays, all the school teachers gathered together to celebrate the end of the course. In that occasion, he sat down in the opposite end of the table and when we all finished he went away again in the same gust of wind mentioning the padel. His petty gesture to say goodbye for a whole summer was the last image I remember from that summer. 

			This way of acting, the bitter with the sweet, brought about a profound feeling of rage inside me with that sneaky man that was impacting my mindset because I did not know what to expect from him. To me, he did not use logical patterns I could stick to, which was what really hurted me and irritated me. 

			Reflecting on different matters over the summer, I felt an urgent need of categorizing him under a name that could provide some logical information on him: the sneaky and tortured teacher tracky clav. This nickname seemed to encompass his rambling, incoherent and mysterious acting way, unable to confront the situations in a natural manner. What was he so scared of? What was he escaping from? 

			At first, I could perceive in his conversations in the playground some kind of proximity and cordiality and it was me who was feeling a lot more uncomfortable in his presence, blushing like a teenager. However, with the time it was him who felt unfriendly and fearful, even in his eyes some memories seemed to had awaken. 

			Anyway, we had to accept the fact that we were just colleagues from work, it was not needed such a defensive barrier between us. I felt in my heart that such a moody man with whom I shared a bluffing bound, very fond of reading self-help books, with an interior side that wasn’t supported on strong convictions, with a hermetic personality that played tricks, didn’t want to hurt his wife and was very committed to their bond. He was getting close and retrieving just in time to be unharmed. 

			Coming to this conclusion at last and looking inside me, which was what I had to do, I realized that the feelings and emotions he was causing on me were too intense, almost visceral and, sometimes, close to rage. A minimal sign from him, an encouraging word, a furtive look could launch my head to the clouds daydreaming in happiness or submerge me into the darkest of the abyss for no reason. My ego was trapped in pain and the third chakra, Manipura, roamed freely pressing down the pit of my stomach. Then, who was the unstable of the two? Was I balanced when my reactions were not under control? I was only in appearance. 

			That summer I hosted in my house a dear friend from the University in Barcelone. She was going to do the primitive Camino de Santiago (Santiago Path), which I always considered a must in someone’s life. We spent several days catching up and having deep conversations about the new events that were taking place in our lives. To my surprise and complete ignorance she gave me information on interesting courses such as mindfulness that provided you with techniques to keep us in control of the emotions. Besides, in order to explain the type of connection by which I was absorbed, she said that we come across different types of people to learn from them. The connections would have different names: twin flames, soul mates, karmic relationships… Although I was thankful because something clicked on my head as a sign for understanding, I did not pay much attention to those words after the conversation since the answer did not please me completely. 
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