
Thinking back – August 10, 2018 

Been thinking about her again lately, a bit more than before. She, I still don't know 

her name, has been met in spirit. She made contact with me, about halfway 

through 2013, on the train five years ago. Just for me, didn't see her as one of the 

fellow passengers, no, only saw her in my mind for three quarters of a second, 

enough to fall in love instantly and only have one word in mind: Incomprehensible! 

For three weeks I could not utter much more than that one word. Seeing her made 

me totally lose myself, only thinking of her. Who is she that I write about her like 

that in public? 

I’ve got to know her in three episodes. It all started in late 2012. I, a long-time 

atheist, was asked by a friend to pray to God asking me to make himself known. 

Unbeliever as I was, I noticed a strange phenomenon, a light purple glow seemed to 

descend from the ceiling to more at seat height as an answer. Thought it was 

strange, but shook it off, in disbelief at what I was seeing. In retrospect, then, 

thinking back to it as in the sense of it must be, I must have fantasized the 

phenomenon. 

The theme of faith continued to occupy me in the weeks that followed, but I did not 

pay any extra special attention to it. The attention eventually came my way, months 

later. That was that previously described moment in the train. Her face was burned 

into my mind, so incredibly beautiful, like a mix between an angel and a goddess, 

light blue eyes, with infinity signs instead of pupils. She had slightly tanned skin, 

long and jet black hair shining blueish in the sun, an unreal beauty, with a smile 

on her face, I still feel enthusiasm rising in my mind as I think back to her image. It 

got much weirder later on. A confusing period. A period in which I became more 

and more outside of myself, disappearing in a strange world. Visions, memories, 

experiences, feelings, music, rhyme, dance, magical gifts in the sense of feeling the 

state of mind of other living beings, seeing gold and silver threads when love and 

contact, feeling the energies from the environment, especially from stones of various 

kinds, each with its own energy, its own vibration, its own taste, its own color. I felt 

her curiosity, her sense of life, filled with exuberant love. 

Everything was mixed up and in my misunderstanding I didn't know that she had 

come to be in the same place in this universe that I was. It was incredible in so 

many ways, she felt as if she had never been rejected, as if she had never been 

hurt, despite her wisdom being a naive young lady, that was a wonderful heavenly 



feeling to feel. And then the reach of her mind, and the memories of another time. 

Also just as incredible. As a history buff, know a little bit of history, good enough to 

have an idea of what buildings must have looked like in ancient times, but the city I 

remembered was different, on the water and with a strange, incomprehensible 

megalithic architectural style. The building I was in, in a green dress, flaxen 

headband with jet black hair and the memory of lying down on a wooden bed in 

that room. And then two hooded men approach me/her and beckon me as if I 

should come along, calling my name/title: Mono Ur (Loyal to Earth). This is also the 

only name I know of her so far. After a journey of several months, my sense of 

oneness with her ended and I was thrown back to myself. Bare and cold and small, 

that's how the world felt to me in singular form, completely sobered again from the 

dream I had found myself in. 

And so 2013 passed into 2014, I longing, yearning for her I had met in spirit. I 

begged her to come back, which she did after my plea, getting stronger over the 

week. This became a very anxious period, in which I projected to be her on this 

earth. A terrible fate, she with her long, long (perhaps eternal) life, on an earth in 

which everything and everyone around her dies. The visions of being forever lonely 

on Earth were overwhelmingly extreme and led to terrible fears. This took several 

weeks... Until I started to understand the puzzle a little bit. She, me, who's who, 

who's when and who's where... Began to hope and understand that such a horrible 

fate is not realistic and gradually settled down, the nightmares slowly slipped out of 

me. With the inquisitive puzzle feeling leaving me behind, she apparently 

disappeared from my existence again, I was thrown back on myself again, with all 

the question marks and a terrible hangover from the period of fear. 

After a while, the shock was great, I found that I was still thinking of her, much and 

in amazement, who is she and what did she come to do in my life, why did she 

make contact with me, why choose this path of possession, because I don't have 

another name for it now. possessed? Yes, but not by a demon, but by an 

incomprehensible young lady, human, but at the same time more than human. An 

unearthly beauty with unearthly abilities, gifts, and yet, fundamentally human. So 

much in me longed for her again, for oneness with her. And she came back, again, 

this time without nightmares or ignorance. I was very aware of her presence, felt 

her life feeling of love and warmth, her incomprehensibly beautiful appearance, her 

gifts, and so much more. A way of getting acquainted that is not possible from living 



person to living person and that I know in absolutely no other way. So fulfilling... In 

retrospect I call this period the ‘summer of love'. 

 

Contemplation – August 11, 2018 

It seems that when you have experienced something like what I have described and 

you try to talk about it with others, you sometimes encounter misunderstanding. I 

am a bit shy when I encounter understanding and confirmation. Also emailed 

someone else about it. The email exchange confirmed my first feeling when all this 

happened to me as if I had experienced it before, as if I had once been her, a very 

long time ago. It was passed to me as follows: 

"It is the you that you have searched for all your present life, it is the you that you 

have summoned from your unconscious desire, or perhaps in a prayer to God, it is 

the you that you remember as who you are . That's also why you've been an atheist 

all your life, not because you don't believe in anything, but because you always 

knew who you are but couldn't remember until you got that picture of that 

beautiful girl. Was this perhaps God's answer to you? This is who you really are, 

then in a previous life, and now in this present life, in another physical body in 

order to live here on Earth and have experiences, and remember who and what you 

really are.” 

How incredible. In it I also touched on with a reply that I hope to look forward to a 

future life on earth, one more time, preferably not more often, because the earth 

does not have much time left to live, it seems. One more time a bit of a type like I 

was, as I have dreamed and felt and been confirmed before, one more time a mortal 

girl/woman on this earth. Do you want to think about the future, to be able to 

experience the past one more time? ‘Everything is possible’, I got put in my head in 

2013. If everything is possible I don't have to be surprised, and it is also possible to 

be her again, even if that is in the hereafter, or in a new life (on earth). Maybe never 

someone like her again, and this was all a long time ago. And maybe all this never 

was, and all I think never will be, the atheist in me whispers in my mind... 

 

Memories – August 16, 2018 

Thinking further about her life, what was given to me with memories and visions. A 

wonderful time. From what I understand she has seen and lived a lot. A long time 



ago, she was selected from a group of naked girls on a dusty dirt road. The girls, 

several hundred, were arranged in groups of fifty in squares. She stood between 

them, on the side of the road. On the dirt road itself a cart was town by a kind of 

oxen, surrounded by soldiers, armed with spears and shields. I can remember the 

perspective that I was one of the slave soldiers on the cart, a homo sapiens sapiens 

man and that's how I first saw her as far as I know, love at first sight. Of all the 

girls, she was selected by the ruler for her appearance. Fairytale girlish pretty, 

bright blue eyes, red lips in a slightly tinted face, jet black eyelashes, eyebrows and 

hair. A perfectly in harmony, proportion, slender body. A beauty, rare… And from 

the moment I had those thoughts I seem to have become one with her. Don't know 

what happened to my original body, but the ruler must have captured my thoughts 

and joined my soul to hers in her body. She/I was pointed out by the ruler, a 

strange creature, three spinning green orbs where the head should have been. She 

was led into the cart and the ruler took her by the hand. She felt a fathomless cold 

and depth. Never before, or ever felt this way, never forgetting... 

This meeting and selection leads to inclusion in the ruler's palace. Within the 

gardens and walls of the palace, she is trained in for us magical arts. She learns to 

master and control her gifts. Infinite love from the divine universe continuous in her 

flowing, eternal life, a visible stark white aura of up to a meter thick. Speaking and 

listening in the mind became the norm. Healing people with love, being love 

yourself. Such was her youth, not that she ever lived past eighteen, eternally young, 

in the full awareness of the cosmic love energy. Her voice was like rock crystal in 

the mind. Thus she has lived long, lonely, secluded in strange palaces, megalithic 

architecture. She had many more gifts. Among other things, she felt the sense of life 

of others, also of animals, she felt the energies of her surroundings, even with her 

eyes closed she felt her surroundings, she felt the energies of life, but in another 

way also of stones. Each crystal has its own color, smell, taste, viscosity, vibration. 

Each stone has its own energy with its own energetic influence on the body and the 

environment. And everything was music, even the tapping of her nail against a wall 

was like a little bell tinkling. She also roamed the earth for a very long time, afraid 

of nothing or no one, in complete freedom. Where she came... we still know fairy 

tales as echoes of a magical past. She was magic herself. She healed people with 

her thought, for the gesture with the laying on of hands, or when the other meant 

evil she took life, with her thought, taking the other's life energy. She was love itself 

and at the same time dangerous. The girl with the shark teeth as a symbolism. Oh 

dear, you melt with her with love and admiration and adoration, but don't make her 



angry. That was her character, a very playful kitten. Yet she has also known her 

periods of civilization. A wise counselor thinking along in the mysteries of all that is. 

That was when she lived in the cities, in beautifully crafted clothes, in a style so 

ancient, yet very civilized and sophisticated. But when again she roamed through 

the almost endless forests of the earth at that time, she was like a magical creature 

to the common man. Sometimes a wood nymph out of boredom, luring mortal men 

from the forest path into the woods together with friends, seducing them, which 

was by no means difficult given her outwardly unreal unearthly beauty, her skin 

almost transparent living marble, as if there were an electric field around her… 

inhuman and incomprehensible and her sight made one fall in love forever, those 

who had enjoyed her no longer wanted to live, forever tormented by loss and 

longing… And so much more remembered. Seen. 

Her ending was sad. In the end she was all alone. Always vigilant. After more than 

forty thousand years her power had become such that at the slightest startle of 

another who looked at her, she burned the other to ashes. She no longer wanted to 

live as the last of her kind, she simply didn't know what to do with life. She made 

her intentions clear to the people and asked if they wanted to behead her. She 

seems to have waited a thousand years there, in that hall, on that marble throne, 

slowing down her time. People who dared to look at her saw a living statue, 3d, full-

color. One look meant death. But that wasn't the case anymore… for her, day and 

night became like seconds passing by. A strobe of light and dark. And in that 

condition they finally dared to approach and behead her. What I remember 

afterwards is acute respiratory distress and being born again. 

 

Retrospective – August 25, 2018 

And thus I apparently remembered an earlier journey of the soul. Long ago. If I 

understand correctly, she did not age, one of the ancient 'gods' of Lemuria/Atlantis. 

A human species with an average of twenty to thirty percent more brain capacity. It 

is unreal how much wider consciousness is compared to homo sapiens. Time was 

not in a gear during their existence. Times could be reckoned in eras. Since Atlantis 

and our time, the wheel of time has turned halfway, half an era, the era of mortal 

man. The Lemurian/Atlantic civilization had a gradual, organic, development over 

the course of tens of thousands of years. Her birth is a little over fifty thousand 

years in the past, her death about ten to eleven thousand years ago. 



She survived the catastrophe that marked the end of Atlantis. What she/I can 

remember is how the earth changed, crying for the fate of the planet, lying in the 

grass, looking up, seeing the metal bird. The cause of all evil. The end of 

megafauna, climate change, desertification, sea level rise. Everything carefully 

planned out by the people of the stars, bringing the earth so unbalanced that there 

is a global disaster, the end of Atlantis. It is not clear to me who caused the conflict, 

they from the stars, or we from the earth. The end result is the end of civilization, 

the end of the 'gods' themselves. The only species left are the former subordinate 

race, those who did not possess the abilities of the "gods," the present mortal man. 

The conflict has been carried out with extreme precision, destroying most of the 

structures of Atlantis. Most of it sunk under a lot of ocean water, destroyed anyway 

by those who came from the stars. Not with weapons as we know them, exploding 

fire, but of a completely different order. So mastering the laws of nature without 

apparent damage that forces could split entire structures apart, as if hit by an 

unseen huge blow. And so the surface of the then earth has been swept clean of the 

structures of Atlantis. Destroying the builders, those who, with skill far beyond our 

own, built a civilization that has existed for several eras. They, the thinkers, the 

true intelligent race on our planet. All that remained was the ignorant mortal man, 

those who scarcely had words for the world of the 'gods', because they could not 

understand, could not experience. They have inherited the earth, struggling for 

existence, memories of the world of the 'gods'. The few 'gods' that survived have 

civilized mankind. They are the users and founders of the Indo-European language, 

the language the "gods" used to communicate with humans. They themselves knew 

no spoken language in adulthood, when they had already fully developed their 

mind-speak. They, the survivors, have set out to civilize humanity, in the hope of 

one day resurrecting development and rebuilding a global civilization. 

Unfortunately, mortal man's short life spans leave them unable to see beyond their 

own short lives, placing our planet in a fate that would have been impossible under 

the civilization of the 'gods'. The unity in love, as is self-evident for the spirit-

communicating, feeling each other, 'gods', is lacking in present-day humanity, 

seven billion islands in love, duality, ego, and too little brains for a complete 

overview. Our present global civilization is like a headless body. It looks like we too 

will end, not because we don't want to, but because we can't. And she weeps for the 

earth, her pearl of unbelievable worth. 
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