
The Astral Explorer



A story over view.

When Rich ard at tends a lec ture by Egyptologist Trevor

Zwiegelaar, it con firms that ‘The Wars of the Gods’ re veal par a -

doxes to which rea son alone can not give all the an swers. While Rich -
ard is pre par ing his own lec tures on his cho sen sub ject about the

mys ter ies of the Sphinx,  im ages from an cient times come to life

through the songs that have been trans lated by Theo, his dis ap -

peared brother, from the 22 an cient em bossed gold foil sheets they

had dis cov ered together.  

Rich ard joined a group who are in ves ti gat ing phys i cal as cen sion 

but his life is truly en riched when he meets Sascia, the daugh ter of

Ing rid (writer of the first level of the as cen sion jour ney). A caul dron of in -

trigue that trig gers ma jor trans for ma tion in the lives of peo ple who 

ap pear in the star-map (see p.428,9), leads to high drama.  The link

be tween the Star-map paint ing on Annelies’ wall, with the one at

the In sti tute for Mo lec u lar and Cel lu lar Evo lu tion be comes

clearer. 

More as ton ish ing rev e la tions come to light when, due to an ex -

plo sion un der the con struc tion site at the Val ley of the Gods re sort 

in France, an cient un der ground tun nels are dis cov ered. Im bed ded

in the rock walls pic to graphic script fore tells a fu ture that seems to

have hap pened in the past.
 A di vi sion be tween old and new par a digm think ing on the

planet cre ates ma jor con fu sion in peo ple’s lives from 2009

onwards. 
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Dedication

This visionary novel is dedicated to the
Soulmates who share this life with me in

order to fulfill our destiny.



Preface

I will once again pres ent Rich ard’s sec ond as cen sion jour nal, like

Ingrid’s, to the el ders on my home planet dur ing our earth time in

the form of a novel. The rea son why  is that through a novel I could
aim for telling a story that has the power to transport the reader to -

wards a ‘ higher evolved re al ity’. To raise the story to a level of  re al ity 

be yond the read ers ‘eye view’ can never have a real end ing – be cause

their in ner spir i tual life goes on – but be ing an ob server has the

power to trans form ones ‘re al ity’. 

It has been my soul pur pose to re-cre ate the as cen sion jour nals

into works of fic tion that is not re al ism or fan tasy, or a novel of

ideas, but more a pro jec tion of a re al ity that cal i brates on a level my 

el ders like to per ceive our ‘manifestations‘ on Earth can as cend to -

wards.  

Our so lar sys tem is sit u ated in what would be con sid ered an

anti-uni verse. My Group-Soul fam ily be longs to the 7th Astrael

Di vi sion and serve as guard ians of this so lar sys tem. Planet Earth is 

very im por tant to us.  Our Sitonian di vi sion will never again visit

planet Earth in force, for this would be vi o lat ing one of the most

cher ished laws of the Twelve Plan ets that were im ple mented, af ter

they left this planet 6000 years ago. 

My ‘fa ther’, who is one of the Ga lac tic Su pe ri ors that over sees

the fed er a tion of the Twelve plan ets, is in reg u lar tele pathic con tact 
with my soul part ner and me dur ing our lives on Earth as Hans and

Liesbeth.

An in ter ces sion was de cided on by the Coun cil of Nine  and

both Hans and I were cho sen to be come what is known as walk-ins 

to over see the awak en ing of the Jaarsma Group-Soul. The spokes -

per son for this group soul known as POWAH would em body be -

tween 25%-75% of its di vine soul en ergy through 144 in car na tions 

on Earth in or der to ac ti vate the as cen sion pro cess be fore planet
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Earth’s cos mic shift. 

If the Outer worlds (dark forces) have their way and rob planet

Earth of her valu able min er als, it would have se ri ous con se quences 

in both our uni verses.  Un for tu nately the Outer world forces, as we 
call them, have found a way of get ting around this. In stead, man on 

Earth will do the plun der ing for them!   It will then seem that the

Outer worlds had noth ing to do with it.

 When I take on the task of writ ing my jour nal on the fourth

level, I will share with the reader how we are all Di vine be ings who

are par tak ing, on a phys i cal level, play ing an Evo lu tion Game. 

Rich ard's jour nal may help read ers to see how they too be long to

an in di vid ual-soul, Over-Soul and a Group-Soul.  

Dur ing Earth's as cen sion pro cess many group souls will awaken 

in or der to par take in the jour ney home with the help of The Lan -

guage of Light sym bols that were left be hind by our an ces tors, who 

were seen as gods who orig i nally came from our lo cal So lar Sys tem.

Both Hans and I have over seen the ed it ing of the first eleven di vine

songs in or der to syn chro nise the lat est in ter pre ta tions with the an -

cient Sumer ian texts that have been found in the Mes o po ta mia re -

gion… 

Namasté

Tulanda

Preface VII



Prologue

T
o you the reader, I Am that part of you who IS and 
KNOWS. With deep re spect I sa lute all you spirit
sparks for the cour age to have in car nated dur ing

the clos ing of this com ing cos mic cy cle. The plant, 
an i mal, bac te rial and min eral life forms who have
all cho sen to ex plore a phys i cal re al ity with the
help of the four great el e men tal be ings within your 
uni verse, have all re quested to as cend.   

For many who are on the as cen sion jour ney, these
times are not easy.  In or der for hu man ity to take a 
leap in con scious ness, I was sum moned to par tic i -
pate in the trans fig u ra tion of your so lar sys tem. 
Al though Spirit has al ways re sided through out ev ery 
cre ation, it has now cho sen to lift the veils that
have kept its pres ence on this realm from be ing
fully known. It is out of love of Spirit that the
forces of light are now in fil trat ing this earthly
sys tem. Be cause each hu man be ing con tains the whole 
story of our uni verse within their soul li brary,
re flect ing all that ever was or has been, each in di -
vid ual hu man soul is faced with its own awak en ing
through the phys i cal form.

When your planet started to in te grate her first
144 Lan guage of Light tonal fre quency qual i ties,
these ideographic sym bols showed us two path ways.
One di rec tion was of a re gres sive na ture and the
other a for ward evolv ing path way. The  plan e tary
soul had started on her res ur rec tion pro cess, be -
fore the as cen sion begins. Like wise the reader will 
also stand at the brink of great changes. Like hu -
mans, the Earth’s plan e tary soul is re flect ing all
that ever was or has been through its five-sen sory
form. It knows that ev ery ac tion is a cause that si -
mul ta neously cre ates an ef fect.

The Ma trix

T
he ma trix is an intercellular sub stance orig i -
nally cre ated by the Power of One. This love
force is known in your di men sion as Ether. This

creative en ergy force links all con scious  life
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streams, or spirit sparks as one - al ways evolv ing. 
Thought forms on all fre quen cies use this love
force to evolve, or regress.  When your planet came
into a col li sion with an other plan e tary be ing, it
sur vived but re gressed as a three-di men sion vi bra -
tional planet, which re sult ed in the drift ing of
her con ti nents and of her oceans. The plan e tary
soul frag mented, and there af ter ex pressed it self as 
nine par tic u lar as pects of the whole through the
seven Rays that over see your phys i cal gal axy. 

Many plan e tary bod ies in your uni verse had to re -
align them selves in or der to em a nate a par tic u lar
fre quency to wards your planet; to stim u late cer tain 
char ac ter is tic sig na tures. These 12 sig na tures be -
came known as the 12 ar che types. The evo lu tion game 
be gins once more when the ma trix is of fered back to
the Power of One. Your early an ces tors un der stood
this. That was how your sci ence of as trol ogy was
born.

The birth of the plan e tary ego in flu enced all
liv ing ex pres sions as they en tered into her au ric
field. Di vinely in spired souls that ex pe ri enced the 
same frag men ta tions from then on, chose to in car -
nate be tween 25%-75% of soul en ergy into a phys i cal 
hu man form and through many other par al lel life -
times.  Due to the time zone band around the planet, 
hu mans trans lated the word par al lel as their past
or fu ture life times.  

In or der to em brace all 12 ar che types, the planet 
di vided into a northen and south ern hemi sphere so
as to ex pe ri ence its cre ation from two po lar i ties.  
Like wise in hu mans their or ganic brain di vided into 
a left and right think ing mode. The nine plan e tary
soul as pects had a men tal and emo tional ef fect on
the hu man pop u la tion — re cog nised by their
ego-driven char ac ter is tics that were linked to the
12 ar che types. 

Now that the plan e tary soul is evolv ing to a
higher key note, many life streams that re side on
and within her body will have to evolve with her un -
til global unity is reached dur ing her res ur rec tion 
pro cess. 

We of the Col lec tive Coun cil of Nine ob served 
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your planet's prep a ra tion for as cen sion,know ing
that in com pat i ble en ergy pock ets – man i fested as
un der cur rent fric tions – now be ing re leased would
cause great dis tress. These dis torted life forms
were left be hind in your Mat ter uni verse by var i ous 
group souls from Outer World gal ax ies.  Hu man oids
and other life forms. They pro duced con flicts
within the im mor tal etheric chro mo somes of the ge -
netic  blue print of the hu man race when they em body
them. In stead distortions on a cel lu lar level took
con trol over our hu man cre ation. 

I was one of these 'as cended mas ters' that could
not evolve fur ther un less the souls (our broth ers
and sis ters) that have em bod ied our hu man cre ations 
wake up!

We had reached the point where we thought we had
achieved ev ery thing; in stead, we over looked the
pol lu tion within the hu man en ergy field  that cor -
rupted cel lu lar mem o ries. When we found out, it was 
too late. We had not pro gressed to gether as a di -
vine  group-soul.  In our un aware ness we had sim ply
ex ploited the splen dour of our group soul’s knowl -
edge by shar ing it with other cre ations, who  were
al ready in fected with a vi rus. Many hu mans had be -
come tech no log i cal an i mals. Our karma was great.

 When the Coun cil of Nine granted your plan e tary
soul the op por tu nity to as cend to wards a faster vi -
bra tional uni verse, we saw that most souls that em -
bod ied a hu man form — our pride and joy — were
head ing for self de struc tion, just like the pri mor -
dial race many ages ago. Among many other group
souls – the Jaarsma Group-Soul was given per mis sion 
to em body 144 hu man forms with a soul in tent to ful -
fill the Di vine Plan for the hu man spe cie who are in 
and out of an em bodi ment and to re turn to the Or i -
gin, the Pri mary Source.

 
Love POWAH 
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Chapter 1

The Prophet’s Game

Holland (Utrecht)

Rich ard de Jong leaned for ward so as not to miss a thing.  His note -

book re sem bled a child’s scrap book. Scrib bles of sym bols that made 

sense only to him be came alive in his mind. 

“La dies and gen tle men,” the lec turer con cluded.  An elec tri fy -

ing wave trans fixed the au di ence as he con tin ued.  “We are col lec -

tively em bark ing on a great voy age in our time where we make

de ci sions that can re shape life as we know it com pletely.”  Mr
Trevor Zwiegelaar, who was a well-known speaker on al ter na tive

subjects held his au di ence in a men tal grip with his eyes, paused

and car ried on. 

“Through the de ci pher ing of the many an cient tab lets that have

now come to light we know that ‘the wars of the Gods’ re veal par a -

doxes which forced re search ers to ac knowl edge that rea son alone

does not give all the an swers. You as stu dents, teach ers, ar chae ol o -

gists and sci en tists will be chal lenged to re con sider all pre vi ous dis -

cov er ies, in clud ing  be liefs and dog mas, in or der to re gain true

free dom.”

Rich ard’s heart pul sated from awe. The rad i cal lec ture con -

firmed his own spec u la tions. The speaker had re sponded through -

out his pre sen ta tion with com pas sion and dig nity to some rather

blunt ques tions.  Many were re fer ring to the strife, war and vi o -

lence that had be come a global is sue and oth ers ex pressed ab so lute

dis be lief.   

“How for tu nate we are to ex pe ri ence these times,” the speaker



con cluded.  He made a per fectly timed dra matic pause by low er ing

his head as if deep in thought, the au di ence of var i ous ages waited

in sus pense.  At last he looked up and gazed straight into the spell -

bound as sem bly hall. 
“Let me dis close a rid dle, so sim ple that it hum bled me.”  He

turned and drew a big oval sphere on the whiteboard and in side in

the cen tre he drew a cir cle.  A buzz of be wil der ment filled the au di -

to rium.  Trevor Zwiegelaar waited for peo ple to quieten, drew

breath and his pow er ful voice ex pressed his de vo tion for the sub -

ject mat ter when he said;

“La dies and gen tle man, I urge you to en grave this sym bol on

the tem plate of your mem o ries be cause sci ence by it self does not

pos sess all the an swers.” Ev ery one waited in sus pense. Rich ard

was amazed how Trevor made his out ra geous the o ries so plau si ble.

“There will be a tre men dous ac cel er a tion in our aware ness of

be ing, due to the merg ing of phys i cal with the spir i tual sci ences. 

This un ion will trans form our world col lec tively for the ad vance -

ment of the hu man race.”

Mr. Zwiegelaar turned again to the white board and drew in the

smaller solid cir cle. A sym bol ap peared that be gan to look like an

eye.

“The great est se cret about our hu man spe cies lies in that sym -

bol.  Study your pa pers and know that only through the Power of
One can we as hu mans by pass the dis tor tion within our ge netic

blue print.  Ev ery cell within us con tains the in tel li gence of the

whole. There is only one pres ence, sourced from the in vis i ble

realms, which is hid den in our DNA’s in tel li gence.  The I AM di -

vin ity is al ways man i fest ing it self im par tially to wards the light. 

From the ONE and to the ONE we shall re turn again.  The rest is

pure con tem pla tion.”  The speaker strode pur pose fully off the po -

dium and out of the room while the crowd sat in stunned si lence.

Vinny Jaarsma peered silently at Rich ard over his wire-frame spec -

ta cles .
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“Well Rich ard, what  he said must have been right up your al -

ley?” Rich ard smiled when they shuf fled out of the lec ture hall.  He  

was known to his friend as the  lin guist who had a mis sion to ex pe -

ri ence first hand what had tran spired in an cient Egypt.  Still deep in 
thought while  his  tall, lean, strong body moved with ease in the

queue, as if time stood still, Vinny’s re mark con firmed to him that

his friend was still sceptical,  al though Vinny had made be wil der ing 

com ments dur ing the lec ture.

“I hope Mr. Zwiegelaar will have the time to look over my in ter -

pre ta tions.” The pub lic that left the au di to rium were all still in a

men tal daze.  Vinny was a psy chol o gist with a flair for ex tract ing

in for ma tion from the un con scious of his cli ents with a cun ning

charm, es pe cially with women. They had known each other from

high school days and stayed in con tact over the years.

 “Vinny, why did you re act when Trevor said — “Our ‘per -

ceived’ reality are tran si tory dream pic tures that are pro jected in

time and space by us?”  It took him by sur prise be cause Vinny had

al way been more in ter ested in what he called straight psy chol ogy.

“Oh, my fa ther seemed to think that we all live in a ho lo gram of

our own cre ation.  I was cap ti vated lis tening to his hy poth e sis. My

dad is quite a for ward thinker and lately he has come up with the o -

ries that made me re think some of the mis lead ing phi los o phies I

have al lowed my self to be sub jected to.” The buzz of voices al most 
drowned their con ver sa tion.

“I must ad mit, I’ve never taken to the idea that we hu mans

might have been vis ited, or were orig i nally vis i tors from an other

so lar sys tem se ri ously, but now af ter hear ing Mr. Zwiegelaar’s as -

tound ing ev i dence, I’m not so sure any more where I stand in all

this.” 

Rich ard waved at some peo ple out side the hall when he thought 

he spot ted Wim, Zola’s part ner from a decoding work shop he had

at tended.

“Where are you off to now?” Vinny asked
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“Back to Apeldoorn. The cof fee shop is get ting busy. Thank

good ness I now have a very ca pa ble as sis tant who is run ning it part

time for me; so I can pre pare my four-part lec ture on the mys tery

of the Sphinx, start ing on Wednes day.  And you?”
“You’re kid ding, the fac ulty rented a lec ture hall to you? Gee,

I’m im pressed.” Vinny looked at his watch. “I’m meet ing Sascia  in

Am ster dam in two hours, I must hurry. She’d at tended a talk on the 

pho ton belt and the so lar flares that has ev ery one spec u lat ing. 

She’s great com pany. This time I sure hope I make out with her to -

night!”  Vinny grinned, slap ping him on the back.  His friend’s typ i -

cally jo vial ca su al ness did n’t fool him. When they ar rived at the car

park of Utrecht’s Parapsychological in sti tute of the State Uni ver -

sity in Utrecht, Vinny’s cell-phone rang.  

“Dr. Jaarsma speak ing” as Vinny opened his vin tage sports car

door he was glow ing when he re sponded with: “Hi gor geous, how

was the talk?” Vinny’s new girl friend must be spe cial. Their con -

ver sa tions on women had guided him through his di vorce. Mar -

riage? Never again. To com mit to one women had only given him

grief. Vinny smiled broadly when he passed his cell phone to him.

“Rich ard tell Sascia what Trevor Zwiegelaar was like will you?” 

Pity that Vinny’s cell phone was an old model. It showed no vi sual

por trait of the caller..  

 “Vinny… what are you up to, did you go to Trevor’s lec ture?” 
He waited for more juicy ques tions but none were forth com ing. 

“Hi Sascia, Vinny has been brag ging about you. What do you

want to know about Trevor’s lec ture? ”  Her voice trig gered him

into ac tion and in or der to pro long the con ver sa tion, he sprinted to 

his yel low Honda.

“Was the lec ture re ally about time travel?”  Her voice car ried a

charm ing  but a some what in tel lec tual tone.  He threw his note pad

on the back seat of his un tidy car and closed the car door just in

time, be fore his friend could grab his cell phone back. He grinned

at his own slick move.
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“Is that what he told you?  Well, that is not far off the mark, call

it in ner space travel. Vinny told me that you at tended a talk on the

pho ton belt.  He said that’s your in ter est. I’ve not met any other

women that are.” He ig nored his friend who was knock ing on the
car win dow as he set tled in com fort. 

“Good ness, many of my friends are in ter ested to learn about

geo mag netic storms. Where is Vinny?”  He laughed at his friend’s

fran tic be hav iour out side. Slowly he opened the win dow. 

“He’s try ing to get his cell phone back but he must beg first.”

“You are Rich ard the Egyptologist aren’t you!”

“That’s me. What was the lat est out come on the So lar flares?”

he was gen u inely in ter ested.

“A pos si ble break down in our tele com mu ni ca tions and that

more Earth quakes, floods and fires could erupt around the world.” 

Sascia re plied. Then Vinny got hold of his cell phone. 

She sounded like an in ter est ing girl that could prob a bly hold

stim u lat ing con ver sa tions. Good luck to his friend. 

 “Sascia, I’ll see you in two hours, I prom ise.”  Vinny’s eye brows 

rose  at her re sponse.  Rich ard would love to know what she had re -

plied. Te lep a thy would have come in handy.  He asked Vinny

where he had met a girl that was in ter ested in so lar cy cles. They

were the last left in the car park.  Dark clouds drifted across, dark -

en ing the pave ment. 
“Sascia?  At the open ing of Carla’s first sculp ture ex hi bi tion. 

Gor geous girl, tall, slen der with just the right pro por tions.  Yep,

she’s the one.”  Vinny glowed with an tic i pa tion of the com ing eve -

ning.  Lucky fella, es pe cially when he thought of Carla Visser, 

Vinny’s first wife , whom he had di vorced by mu tual agree ment. 

Not like him, his four year mar riage ended up in ar gu ments and

strife. Af ter their di vorce his only re gret was that he hardly saw his

lit tle girl Sammy.

“What about the nurse you told me about?  Vinny re minded

him. His eyes were rov ing over the park ing lot, search ing for Wim,  
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he had spot ted in the lec ture hall. 

“Deb bie, lovely girl but not for me. She too se ri ous for my lik -

ing.”

“Are you wait ing  like I have been for the light ning to strike?  I
tell you, that’s a myth.” Vinny’s tone made him re call his friend’s

wed ding story. Two years ago Vinny had been caught by sur prise

when he spot ted a stun ning blonde while he was danc ing with

Carla,  his new bride!  When their eyes met, he ex pe ri enced a depth

of emo tion he’d never known ex isted – as if light ning had struck,

were his own words. Vinny had claimed that it had not been a su -

per fi cial in fat u a tion.  He could n’t make it to Vinny’s wed ding be -

cause his brother had been di ag nosed with ter mi nal can cer. That

had plunged him into a deep de pres sion. Af ter Vinny’s di vorce his

friend ad mit ted for the first time that the dance floor in ci dent at his 

wed ding had oc cu pied his mind far more than he thought – say ing

that that was why his mar riage to Carla had dis in te grated within six

months. Af ter his own di sas trous mar riage he had no il lu sions

about love at first glance.

“What makes you think Sascia is the one?” Since Vinny had

blamed his di vorce on the fact that he had con stantly been think ing 

about the mys tery girl at his wed ding party – con fid ing that af ter

his mys te ri ous en coun ter some thing hap pened that had cre ated a

sense of loss.
“I know, don't remind me.  I’ve never found out who the girl

was from the dance floor at my wed ding. She was gone be fore I

could probe.” 

Over Vinny’s shoul der he spotted Wim, climb ing into a green

Opel. He would love to have chat ted to him al though he was a

mys te ri ous dude. Very quiet, not like Wim’s girl friend Zola de

Boer, a flirty light hearted fe male who could dress to kill.

“Rich ard, life goes on. I do want to set tle down and have a fam -

ily now that the prac tice is es tab lished. Strangely enough Sascia re -

minds me of her, not that they look alike at all, but”...  his friend
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was half mut ter ing to him self as he climbed into his vin tage sports

car and waved good bye. 

Sud den hun ger pangs re minded Rich ard that he had skipped break -

fast and now lunch.  He would have to get some thing from Utrecht’s 

sta tion mall be fore driv ing home. 

Af ter he col lected his lec ture sched ule at the fac ulty of fice his mind

drifted back to the talk.  Gosh, if what Trevor Zwiegelaar had ex -

plained held truth, he’d better look over his own re search ma te rial. 

Rich ard took the A1 to Apeldoorn while the thought-pro vok -

ing topic on ‘Cham bers and Pas sage ways into the Fu ture’ still lin -

gered. The same Trevor had spo ken over the ra dio a few weeks

pre vi ously. Oc ca sion ally Theo, his brother, had men tioned the

name Trevor Zwiegelaar when they used to have a beer on the bal -

cony of his flat in Apeldoorn.  The mem ory of Theo’s pass ing

made him turn on the ra dio to dis tract his mood. 

Heavy rain drops started to hit the car roof when the ra dio an -

nouncer  in ter rupted the pop u lar hit tunes from the nine ties with a

spe cial bul le tin...

“Build ing de vel op ments at the Plea sure Parks con struc tion
site in France have come to a full stop due to the kid nap -
ping”....

He al most did n’t see the car in front mak ing a last min ute de ci sion to 

slow down to make a left-hand turn.  He pushed his brake pedal flat

on the floor to avoid a col li sion. The word ‘kid nap ping’ still lin gered

when his adren a lin rush set tled down. The wind screen wip ers

worked fe ro ciously through the down pour when ra dio Utrecht filled 

his car in te rior again.

 “This vi o lent in ci dent has been the re sult of trou ble that has
been brew ing for a while. These new events will prob a bly ex -
pose many dis turb ing facts about the whole area of the es -
tate, which is now un der in ves ti ga tion by Inter pol and the
Green Peace move ment.The ru mours of high de pos its of
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gold that had shown up in the read ings of two ge ol o gists re -
cently could have trig gered the lat est de vel op ment.”  

Gosh! Ing rid Barendse worked for Plea sure Parks. He had met her

at the ge netic de cod ing work shops he had joined in April. This made 
him re call the ae rial photo on the CD she had given him to look at a

few weeks back.  

A stu dio guest was an nounced as a call on his cell-phone muted

the ra dio, so he missed the in tro duc tion of Trevor Zwiegelaar.

Damn!  

“Rich ard speak ing.”

 He now needed all his wits about him – driv ing through a tor ren -

tial down pour. He was side tracked by the elec tronic bill board that

flashed the re volv ing words – Phi lan thro pist shot; fight ing for his

life!, when Con nie’s voice came over the car speak ers.

Con nie de Wit, a vi brant nine teen your old was his as sis tant in

the cof fee bar The Pannekoek that he man aged for his aunt Mien

Jaarsma, who was away on hol i day in South Af rica.

“Thanks, I’ll try to col lect Nel, our cook’s re quest, on the way

home, see you to mor row.”  When he switched over, the ra dio

sprang alive again....

“There is a full-scale man hunt in prog ress for the kid nap pers
and for the mo ment the con struc tion of the size able
dodecahedron-shaped dome has been post poned.”  

Trevor’s mas ter ful voice was filled with dis tress.

“Mr Zwiegelaar, have the kid nap pers made any de mands yet
that will ex plain why” .......

He lost the rest of the con ver sa tion when a truck hooted a loud

warn ing to a cy clist who was about to cross the in ter sec tion in the

pour ing rain.

“We wish to make our lis ten ers aware of the im pend ing
changes in Earth’s elec tro mag netic en ergy flow.  There is a
lot more at stake at this par tic u lar site in France and what has
hap pened now with the...”
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His ra dio again dis con nected, re gard less of an in com ing call he had

blocked....It was Con nie again, he could see it by the num ber.  Oh

well he’d phone her from the flat.

”...We will ex pose many con spir a cies that have in ge niously
been hid den from the gen eral pop u la tion. Such changes will
af fect the whole of hu man ity in due course. It is our wish to
bring in for ma tion to the con sciously aware pub lic who are
ques tion ing the many bi zarre prac tices peo ple have en gaged in
for cen tu ries.” 

Rich ard knew what the man was re fer ring to, but what had Plea sure

Parks com plex to do with the whole af fair?  He had spo ken to Ing rid 

over the phone about this new build ing site.  His ra dio was af fected

by the thun der storm be cause it started to crackle. 

“So you are say ing that a ho lo gram is land is go ing to be in -
stalled at the re sort and that it will trigger quan tum en ergy
waves which will awaken vis i tors to new aware ness?  This is
the first time that…” 

 ...Oh no! His ra dio crack led again, now that some thing in ter est ing

was asked…

 “In or der to ex plain the or i gin of your cur rent source of chi,
which is elec tro mag netic en ergy in na ture, we must delve a
lit tle into Earth’s his tory.  Mil lions of years ago, earth’s en ergy 
sup ply was only mag netic in na ture”...

Out of frus tra tion he turned his un sta ble car ra dio off as he knew it

was af fect ing his driv ing. The CD Ing rid Barendse had shown to

him on her lap top at the cof fee bar stored a photo that had been

taken from a great height. It showed a kind of crop-cir cle pat tern on

the ground that clearly re sem bled the Eye of Horus,  a well known

Egyp tian sym bol. It ap par ently cov ered the whole es tate where Plea -
sure Parks hol i day re sort con sor tium was build ing the new lei sure

com plex. The photo had aroused his cu ri os ity. 
The enor mous geo de sic dome, like they had in Cornwall, would 

cover the whole im age of the eye. When Ing rid spoke to him last
week she men tioned  that there were prob lems with the dome and
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that her boss Mr. Brinks’ house had been bur gled. He won dered
what con nec tion it had with who ever was kid napped?  He switched 
the ra dio back on when he ar rived in the street where he lived to
hear the ra dio an nouncer thank ing Mr Trevor Zwiegelaar for his
will ing ness to talk at such short no tice.  

At Theo’s flat he stum bled over a pile of clothes for the laundrette,
all he could think of was the ae rial photo with that sym bol.  A pen e -
trat ing ring ing sound was muf fled by clothes, books and more pa -
per work.  Gosh, he re ally did need to clean up!  Which re minded him 
of Nel’s juice ex trac tor he’d for got ten to col lect. 

“Rich ard speak ing,” he gasped af ter lo cat ing the por ta ble
phone un der the pile of pa pers. All he heard was heavy breath ing. 
For one mo ment he sensed some one swear ing...then the line was
cut off....That was all he needed, a wrong num ber!  

His whole body was stiff from sit ting at the com puter for four
hours.  He al most knocked his cof fee mug  over his key board. He
de cided to check his e-mail and go to bed. He was fin ished. When
his mes sages down loaded, he was star tled see ing the name T.
Zwiegelaar.

——- Orig i nal Mes sage ——- 
From: “T Zwiegelaar” 
To: <R de Jong:;> 
Sub ject: Thank you

Dear Mr de Jong

Thank you for the in vi ta tion to your lec ture on the sev enth of this month. 
I’m sorry that I can not at tend as I will be in Zu rich that day.  First of all, I
should like to ex press my sad ness on the de par ture of your brother  Theo
de Jong whom I greatly re spected.  He was a dil i gent re searcher and an
ex pert in his field.  A rel a tive told me that you are fol low ing in his foot steps. 
I was ex tremely dis ap pointed to have missed your trip to Egypt dur ing Oc -
to ber last year.  I heard it was very well or gan ised.  I met your fa ther a very
long time ago in Egypt and would like to get ac quainted with you soon.  I
will con tact you in the near fu ture to dis cuss your very in ter est ing in ter pre -
ta tions. Thank you for shar ing your un usual in sights.

Re gards.
Trevor Zwiegelaar.
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Talk about co in ci dence, the man knew both Theo and his dad!  He

sud denly re mem bered that Annelies’, from his de cod ing work shop, 

maiden name was also Zwiegelaar. It was a very un com mon name.

They must be re lated.
Af ter mak ing him self a late snack, he went back to his brother’s

PC.  The rain had stopped and the sounds of frogs that were ap -

plaud ing mother na ture trig gered his spirit of ad ven ture.  He would 

love to re ply to Trevor but his in tu ition told him to go to bed, so he 

dis con nected his phone.  

When ever the an tic i pa tion of a dream jour ney over came him, he

knew that he would meet Theo dur ing his‘astral trav els’.  This year

most of his his tor i cal re search was done dur ing the early hours of the 

morn ing af ter he had written his dreams down the mo ment he woke

up.  

These days he moved out of his body quite nat u rally com pared

to the first time.  

He viv idly re called the first oc ca sion when he had ex pe ri enced
con sciously leav ing his body.  Just be fore he drifted off...the dot

within the cir cle came into his men tal view...then Theo,........and

his mem ory took over…

*              *              *

Some thing un usual was go ing on in side his body.  It seemed as if he

were loose.  He felt al most as if he were get ting smaller and yet an -

other part of him was get ting larger.  His body be came a tin gling sen -

sa tion.   The vi bra tional feel ings that pen e trated right through
ev ery thing star tled him at first…but...... when he found him self sus -

pended in space,  and saw his body still on the bed…feel ings of

shear ter ror  gripped him.  As he sus pected what hap pened he felt

his heart pal pi tat ing from pure as ton ish ment. He had read about as -

tral trav el ling but he was nev er the less  stunned.....

The room ap peared very bright, as if the sun was shin ing in
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the eve ning!  This weird aware ness grap pled him as he grasped

that he was see ing ev ery thing all at once!   Then, a very strong,

merry laugh from some where told him that he was not alone. A

grey substance…that took on a hu man shape…be came more
and more real.…For a sec ond he won dered, was he dream ing? 

Be cause Theo looked ex actly the same as he had when last they

had been camp ing to gether.  He some how sensed that Theo was

en joy ing his sur prise.

“What hap pened to me?  I surely did not die?”   The fig ure of a man

that looked like his brother came closer and placed his hands on

his fore head.  Theo’s hands – they felt very real and firm!  His

emo tions som er saulted, ques tion ing if this was for real! 

“Theo, is that re ally you?”  Feel ings of great joy over whelmed

him.  He was shak ing his brother’s shoul ders to sat isfy him self.  

Theo was alive!

“How are you?!  What are you do ing?  Why am I here? Did you help me 

get out of my body?”  His mind raced, not re ally com pre hend ing

what he was see ing.

“Hi buddy, I had to give you plenty of shuf fles hey! ... But don’t worry

I’m fine and hav ing a great time as you will see for your self.”  Had he

heard that... in words?  He again looked back at his own phys i cal

body on the bed. There he was ly ing, ap par ently asleep and

seem ingly un aware of what had hap pened!  Then…something
changed to his eyes! His body on the bed looked darker...and

felt...queer and faint.…as if noth ing was solid any more.  His

mind had to get used to new sur round ings, ad just ing.. he saw a

faint sort of lu mi nous glow com ing from his phy sique, which

spread through all the flesh and even the sheets be came trans -

par ent.  It was a weird sen sa tion.  He was star ing right through

his body!  

“Yep, this is how you would look if you al ready had X-ray eyes.  Clair -

voy ants, have these per cep tions de vel oped, and there are many de grees and

stages. Our fleshly form is con densed en ergy that moves in a grid of ver ti cal
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and hor i zon tal flow ing pul sa tions.”  When Theo placed his hands

over his fore head again, Rich ard saw that his body was get ting

fainter, more ethe real look ing and it ex tended fur ther out side

his skin which he found rather beau ti ful.  Some thing was in
con stant move ment while he heard a pen e trat ing beat of what,

his…heart? 

“Well...It’s your life force that you ob serve as a mov ing, pul sat ing cur -

rent.  This es sence of life as it flows through liv ing ether is like your blood that 

runs through your veins!”  He bent closer.  His body on the bed

started to look ghost like. The shim mer ing light-blue/green col -

our that was once his flesh be came tiny in ter laced threads that,

like a spi der’s web, took on a shape of a hu man form.  Peer ing

even nearer he saw mil lions of con duc tor tubes through which a

pale blue/green light raced back wards and for ward. Was that re -

ally him?

“You bet, ev ery thing that uses chi: hu mans, an i mals and plants all have

these life force cur rents that ac ti vate mat ter. Ev ery thing is en ergy!  This is

your dou ble or... let’s call it the etheric dou ble which acts as a con duc tor.”

With as ton ish ment he ob served the in cred i ble beauty of his

body but from a very dif fer ent view point. He was quite sat is fied

with his six-foot me dium-frame phys i cal form. He had an al most 

con stant-sun tanned look and women loved his thick and wavy

dark-brown shoul der-length hair, but this!  
“Theo, is my mind see ing this?  Where is my mind, in the past or...?”

Oh, all his book read ing had not pre pared him for this phe nom -

enon.  “Richie, learn to see your etheric form as an el e men tal be ing first.” 

He was so con fused, how real was all this?  “Richie, be fore I left I

was granted a vi sion. I  was shown how I would help you from be hind the

veil.” 

Did he re ally hear Theo speak?  With amaze ment he saw

clouds of grey mist shapes pass ing by in his bed room!

“Come I will show you. Let’s take your new ex pe ri ence slowly.” Theo

took his hand and al most pushed him in side one of these form -
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less shapes. He was star tled at what he saw.  A misty hu man

shape was ap pear ing in side this form less void. 

Like his own! What he saw must be the es sence of a be ing!  

“You’ve got it.  The etheric body con tains the sen sory or phys i cal body
like a core.  This es sence is the most dense in vi bra tion.”   When he looked 

back at his body,  sud denly ev ery thing looked smoky. What was

hap pen ing?

“Hey, now we are look ing like ghosts!” Gosh how weird!

“Richie, I will try to an swer all your ques tions and  in tro duce you to

POWAH, but you must first get fa mil iar with your in ner-space-travel ar -

range ments.  I’ll help you to stim u late your ho lo graphic sight, which is re ally

an ex ten sion of your phys i cal sight. Once your mind has ad justed, it will start 

in ter re lat ing what you ex pe ri ence from now on.”  He kept think ing how

he got to do it—hav ing an out of body ex pe ri ence. Was he in side 

his own dream?    

“Richie, you can come di rectly to this plane of con scious ness where I will

be wait ing.  Now you must look back into the etheric plane, which is di rectly

be low it, for want of a better term. Watch!”  Wow, ev ery thing seemed

to light up, like rays of col oured lights, in ter lac ing, mix ing, sep a -

rat ing, blend ing. It re minded him of ka lei do scope pat terns. 

Even the grey smoky sub stance was lit up. When he peered at

Theo’s as tral body which was com plete in ev ery de tail. Even

what looked like clothes was glow ing like a lightbulb.
“Are you go ing on a hike some where?  I see you are wear ing your hik ing

clothes?”  Was Theo for real?

“Oh, am I?  Gosh, I’ve given no thought to what I was wear ing,”  Rich -

ard mar velled at the way they con versed. It was as if he was talk -

ing to him self, but..........

“Theo, did I un know ingly make that up?”  The way they com mu ni -

cated as ton ished him.  

“Yep, on this plane your thoughts are im me di ately man i fested by your

mind.  It trans lates them into colour ful mov ing sym bols. So be aware!  Any

thought pro jec tion ma teri al ises in as tral mat ter but it’s not any thing like phys i -
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cal mat ter, it is much finer and of a much higher vi bra tion.  Here ev ery thought

cre ates as tral mat ter whereas on the phys i cal plane what one sees with your in -

ner sight – if em pow ered by a strong emo tion, turns into phys i cal mat ter.” 

Were those re ally his brother’s thoughts he heard?  He could feel
that his life force was pul sat ing from pure awe some ness.

“You are still ‘the doubt ing Thomas’ aren’t you?  Where do you want to

go?”
“Go where? 

“I don’t know. I’ll leave it to you,” no sound of words was heard

when Theo for mu lated them. See ing Theo very much alive

stand ing in his bed room gave him such ‘know ing’ that noth ing

was im pos si ble, but he was still re luc tant to move, for it might

not be real!  When he saw Theo leav ing through the win dow, he

hoped his brother did not ex pect him to travel along!

“Buddy, get used to the idea that on this as tral plane the force of grav ity is 

gone!”  He saw Theo’s swirl ing en ergy form shoot ing out colours

as he moved.  Theo laughed. Rich ard got used to the idea that his 

brother could read his thoughts.  He ob served that some colours 

moved with him as well.

“At the mo ment you are mud dled up be tween my aura and yours, but 

I’m im pressed with yours. I see that you have n’t romped with the right girl -

friend yet.” Theo’s right girl friend re mark made him men tally

squint in tently into the at mo sphere. 
“Tell me, what do you see?”, while al most try ing to dis tin guish be -

tween the ed dy ing colours of his own light bub ble and the bril -

liance of his brother.

“Richie, on the higher as tral planes your soul blends with the men tal and

emo tional planes. Those colours you see min gling, they are your emo tions.  You

will learn all about that in the de cod ing work shop you will be join ing. Come

along, let’s go.” He felt Theo’s hand in his.  Sud denly the sen sa tion as 

if they were trav el ling at high speed fol lowed.  As they moved

away many form less shapes passed by. 

 “We call them earth souls, leave them for now.  There is much to ex plore
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al ready.” Then a void of noth ing ness en gulfed him.  He clutched

on to Theo for dear life.

“Theo I would like to get back again!”  Hop ing his brother would

un der stand.  
“You are at tached to your phys i cal, bud, aren’t you.  Stop wor ry ing,

look!”  a thin glow ing coil danced be hind him like a kite tail in the

wind.  So it was true!  This was the sil ver cord he had read about! 

The sense of amaz ing speed, for there was no head wind or any

re sis tance at all, abruptly stopped!  He sensed a se ri ous ness com -

ing from Theo.  

“Be fore we go any fur ther, I want you to think and ob serve, then ask your self, 

‘Who are you?’”  For a sec ond he felt numb… then he knew.

“I’m all of this, si mul ta neously!”  Theo’s eyes filled with love.  He

in tu itively knew he’d  passed a test.  

“Yes you have, it’s of the utmost im por tance that you are awake to this

state of be ing.  If you were not, your soul would not have been strong enough to 

travel in these in ner spir i tual realms.”  As he heard those thoughts he

felt him self glow ing, as if he be came light it self.

“Buddy you have just cre ated a light body to travel in, con grat u la tions.”

Re ally?  How did he for mu late a light body?

“It’s through a love force. You must first strengthen this ex pe ri ence in or -

der to re call the ad ven tures of your spir i tual jour neys.  Let’s go!”  Again a

sen sa tion of speed over took him.
“Yeah,  as tral mat ter  must give your mind the im pres sion  of ter rific

speed. Here it makes no dif fer ence at all be cause we travel by thought!”

“Whose thoughts?” he pon dered when sud denly he ob served

tall houses over... Rot ter dam!  He rec og nised the har bour!  But

the time pe riod was wrong.  The streets re minded him of old

pho tos.  And should it not be dark?  Af ter all, it was eve ning.  

“Now, now come, there is no night or day here.  What you see is as tral light. 

Those in phys i cal em bodi ments, their as tral part is asleep when they are awake in 

the sen sory world. Soon you will be join ing the as cen sion work shop of Annelies

and learn more.  For now let’s go and do some in ner space ex plor ing,”
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This woman Annelies must have been a very spe cial friend.

He won dered if Theo could see into the fu ture, be cause look ing

around him it looked like a scene from the past?  

“Gosh Richie, there is no con cept of time, time is an ad ap ta tion to speed! 
Past and fu ture aren’t sep a rate lo ca tions.  Our Over-Soul stores our ge netic

re cords of a phys i cal in car na tion with the akashic re cord keeper, which is our

higher self.  This gets pro grammed into the ma trix in or der to im pulse yet an -

other in car na tion".  As those thoughts pen e trated his mind, he

won dered if his soul was as aware on this realm like he was aware 

on the phys i cal. Theo men tally re plied.

“Annelies’ decoding work shop will help you to ob serve your own akashic

li brar ies in or der to con sciously re-con nect with your ge netic lin eages.  Her

work shop is all about a card game with a dif fer ence; it’s to awaken starseeds,

lightworkers and  walk-ins. Grad u ally I will ex plain the dif fer ence be tween

the three con scious em bodi ments and the many other di men sions there are. 

Don’t ask any ques tions just yet.  Let’s first see how well you can move your

butt in the as tral.”

Wow, he mar velled how real it all ap peared. The har bour

city’s pave ments were crowded but this did not seem to make

any dif fer ence to Theo as they joined other pe des tri ans. When -

ever he wanted to jump out of the way he kept los ing his sense of 

bal ance.  Theo just walked through peo ple!  He had to try it, but

the idea was strange!  He saw a woman walk ing to wards him in a
hurry, whoosh!…he did it!…It felt as if he were pass ing through

a small form less cloud of mist.  One min ute he was in it, then

through it!   He was slowly get ting the hang of it!

When Rich ard peeked at Theo, he ob served a dif fer ent set of

clothes!  His brother grinned. 

“So you no ticed? I was won der ing how long it would take. I changed be -

cause the mo ment one thinks of an out fit, it is im me di ately man i fested.”

Rich ard thought of his ex Ellie who was ob sessed with clothes. 

Gosh, she would have had fun here!

“That is prob a bly where she re mem bers it from,”
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“What do you mean?”  Did oth ers do this but never told him?

“Ev ery one vis its dif fer ent lev els of the as tral planes dur ing sleep de pend -

ing on the aware ness level of the dreamer, but most don’t re mem ber any of it

be cause the soul is mud dled by the first nine lev els that are rather com pressed
with dis torted thoughts. That’s why night mares or con fus ing dreams dis cour -

age the soul from in ves ti gat ing.”   Rich ard knew that when he re called

dreams or just the sym bols, it could mean many things but to ex -

pe ri ence it like this made it so much more real!  

“Richie, I’m pre par ing you for our com ing as sign ment.  Don’t ask too

many ques tions, just ex pe ri ence what you per ceive for now.  Later it will

make more sense.  Re mem ber, time is not an is sue as ev ery thing hap pens in

the mo ment.” Theo had placed his hands over his eyes again in or -

der for him to fo cus with his men tal eye, as he called it.  Sud denly 

he was drawn in side a tu bu lar vor tex, again mov ing at a ter rific

speed.  

“What I’m show ing you is from the akashic re cords of an in di vid ual soul

within our an ces tral lin eage.  We are ob serv ing the re cords of one em bodi ment 

upon the earth plane.  Just ob serve”……He saw a stocky man in old fash -

ioned min ing gear bend ing over what looked like, mum mies? 

“That’s right!  Dur ing the sec ond world war in the early for ties mum mies 

were sto len from the royal cem e ter ies on the west bank of the Nile across the

river from the mod ern town of Luxor.“  Where was this old dark and

dusty work place, not in the Val ley of the Kings surely?  He won -
dered what was so spe cial about these rows of mum mies? It was

awe some to be an ob server. The old man was care fully re mov ing 

the ban dages!

“Watch for the gold foil sheets that were hid den un der neath. This Eng -

lish ar che ol o gist knew that the sym bols on these very an cient frag ile sheets,

which dated be fore the orig i nal Sumer ian pictographs, con tained im por tant

in for ma tion about our ge netic lin eages.” very care fully the man re -

moved the foil. It was so brit tle, how he ever was go ing to de ci -

pher what was em bossed on it puz zled him. The man clearly

did n't have the equip ment they had to day. Did Theo mean that
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these mum mies dated back to be fore the Ar chaic times? 

“Yes! Re mem ber that I was al ways search ing for any re corded scripts on

what hap pened dur ing the last cos mic clo sure?

“No, not re ally. He recalled an old, what he thought was an
his tor i cal re cord – scribed on palm leaves – that their dad had in -

her ited. What he thought he saw now was noth ing like it.   

“All these em bossed sheets have the Lan guage of Light sym bols en graved

in them that we now know are dated from an ear lier age, even be fore the old

Bab y lo nian di a lect was re corded.” Theo’s ex cite ment was con ta gious.

With fas ci na tion he stud ied the walls of the cave. Where were

they? It felt as if he was some where where cen tu ries of  ex per i -

men ta tion on hu man and an i mal bod ies was doc u mented on the

wall of the cave.  Gold painted glyphs that por trayed part hu man

and an i mal fig ures were ev ery where. 

Look ing back at the old man, the dust and grime of cen tu ries

was gently re moved from a bro ken sheet un der the bright flood -

light of the miner’s lamp that was strapped on the man’s fore head.

“Ev ery hu man soul that is pas sion ate to awaken through the phys i cal form 

will ac ti vate their own orig i nal blue print.”  That sounded like a mam -

moth task.  He won dered if the ar che ol o gist knew they were

watch ing him?

“No, but  noth ing is re ally a se cret.  Look, closely.” His men tal eye

could see around the bend ing man a yel low ish mov ing mass that
merged with other darker colours mixed with flecks of grey and

black.  

“As you can see his au ric field is cor re spond ing to ev ery thought and feel ing as

it gath ers in for ma tion. Richie please, try to re mem ber what you have seen when

you wake up.  Prac tice re mem ber ing!   That’s the most dif fi cult chal lenge to mas -

ter.” Gosh, how was he go ing to know if it was not just a silly dream?

“You will in tu itively know. Learn to re call where you have been dur ing

dream time. When you travel back through the denser dis torted maze of

thought pro jec tions from other dream ers, the nearer you get back into your

fleshy butt, the thicker the dis tor tion.” Theo’s ex pla na tion en cour aged
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him to touch the frag ile look ing gold foil sheets. For a split sec -

ond a deja-vu re flec tion flooded his mind when he saw one of

the sym bols.

“You will find that the sym bols were of a pri mal seed lan guage. We never 
took into ac count that they were songs.” Had he seen those gold em -

bossed sheets be fore?  

“Yes you have.”  

 At once Theo made him recall the pho tos! They had sud -

denly ap peared, so Theo had said.  Gosh, how could he have for -

got ten how labouriously they swot ted over them to gether. His

emo tions ac cel er ated.  

“Richie we were re call ing our very own ex pe ri ences from a long-gone world.

It with stood the test of time.” What stood the test of time?  Did Theo

find out what was em bossed on the gold sheets? He felt him self

drawn back to his body when he re called his child hood.  From the

day his fa ther had taken him into the great pyr a mid at Giza and

other tem ples when he was only four and Theo six teen, Rich ard

had been fas ci nated by an cient pic to graphic lan guages but... it felt

like he knew the mes sage!  He heard Theo’s men tal chuckle. 

“You will know it at the right time I prom ise. First you need to  re mem -

ber that the in for ma tion on these first six an cient gold sheets was orig i nally

stored in the pur est of crys tals that were shaped look ing like a hu man skull.

Now it was get ting more fan tas tic. Crys tal skulls! If Theo knew 
the mes sage why did n’t he…  

“These crys tal skulls carry the codes of this cre ation. Their in for ma tion will 

awaken you to the reali sa tion of who you are, and who you are not.  Richie, this 

is the as sign ment for both of us that will start soon.”   

He was still mull ing over Theo’s men tal voice when he was

back in side a spin ning tube again, trav el ling at a ter rific speed…

As he moved to  a near awak en ing aware ness he re called that

Ing rid had spo ken about a guide named ‘POWAH’ who had

con tacted her through the com puter, of all things!  But she had

been very shy to re veal her ex pe ri ences.  They were all hav ing
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cof fee at the Pannekoek af ter one of Annelies’ as cen sion work -

shop classes.…  

He be came aware that he was float ing above his body and

with a ter rific jolt he slipped back.…  

As he stretched while look ing at the clock – which said 7:30 a.m, he
was stunned about his dream!  It all came back!…The old fash ioned
clothes of the man, the mum mies!  Had he ex pe ri enced an al most
iden ti cal dream but had not re mem bered it be fore?   Gosh, a lot had
hap pened since that first as tral travel ex pe ri ence, es pe cially when his
brother had in tro duced him to POWAH a …mem ber of the Al pha
and Omega coun cil who was the spokes per son of the Ninth sec tor.
That’s what Theo had said.

He re mem bered viv idly that he had seen and heard Theo but the

rest was vague.  All he re called was Theo tell ing him that his as sign -

ment on the sec ond level of the as cen sion jour ney had be gun…

Traf fic noises from early ris ers pen e trated his mind while ly ing be -
tween his rum pled sheets. He still pon dered in ab so lute dis be lief. He 
did it! He knew that the vi bra tions that feel like goose flesh worked! 
It had truly sep a rated him from his body! He won dered how many
other peo ple used a sim i lar tech nique?  

He took a deep breath and tried the re mote view ing skill Theo
taught him, in or der to re mem ber what he would call a lu cid dream.

The clear im age of hi ero glyphic sym bols em bossed on the

golden sheets stirred his brain into ac tion. 
Three years ago Theo told him that he had re ceived six pho tos

through the post. There was no sender ad dress but he re called that
they both had swat ted for hours over each photo taken of an en larged
palm leaf with sym bols that they thought were of an cient Egyp tian or -
i gin. Was the text un fa mil iar be cause it was a seed lan guage?  He now
re mem bered that each photo was num bered and that Theo had filed
them away. 

That thought got him mov ing. He got up, stum bled to the kitchen,
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switched on his juice maker and peeked through the ver ti cal blinds, it

was sunny.

Af ter search ing in Theo’s files on the built in book shelf in his of fice,  
he found it!  A piece of pa per with Theo’s hand writ ing was stuck at

the back ti tled ‘The Prophet’s Game’
Tablet 1  

The Prophet�s Game

a If they who find these tab lets de ci pher my mu si cal in ter pre ta -
tion—the trans la tor has found the ge netic cod ing of the eye
of cre ation.

b Many path ways branch in ev ery di rec tion, show ing that the
uni verse  is truly a  cos mic game—con cep tual ised by the chil -
dren of man who are linked to the cos mic mainframe.

c I give freely my mem oirs within these 22 tab lets for the per -
fec tion of the whole—so that thy etheric blue print will soon
sing like an il lu mi nat ing carol. 

d May ye who res o nate with these vi bra tional notes—take my
mes sage to heart to awaken thy as cen sion codes.

e Through the hu man form will thy soul find the path way back
to source—For wis dom is all within thy genes that went off 
course.

f For thou who wish to rediscover thy musical language of 
light— Ye will truly awaken thy soul's illumined might.  

g Lis ten with thy heart, for truth like the sun light shines for all—
Fol low thy in tu ition for thy soul’s pas sion will wipe away the
illusional.

h Once full of knowl edge, have re spect for all life— Be kind to
the ig no rant for in ner wis dom is hid den through their strife.

i If thou un der stand the mean ing be yond these rhyth mic
notes— Thou must link thy ge netic map to thy as cen sion
codes. 

j Ye will be heard through thy Lan guage that vi brates of
Light— We will re-con nect while re leas ing the vi rus with out a
fight.

y Med i tate on the Lan guage of Light's as cen sion
notes—though hid den from men they res o nate to thy blue -
print codes. 

Trans lated by Theo de Jong.
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Wow! he was flab ber gasted.  It had taken them ages to trans late each

sym bol, but they could never make any real sense of it.  As he read it

over and over again, he was riv et ted by the  ge netic map re fer ral that

he thought to be the palm prints in ev ery one’s hands!  The sym bols
looked fa mil iar.  

They re minded him of last year when he par took in a

mind-draw ing course with Tieneke de Beer. She of ten men tioned

the Lan guage of Light. 

His an a logue draw ings started to look like the pic to rial sym bols

from the Egyp tian tem ples, but he could still not link this mes sage. 

Be cause they had fas ci nated him as long as he could re mem ber,

he dis re garded his mind-draw ings. Theo must have got it, but  he

never shared it with him. He knew that Theo ex plained it…

In his dream, was Theo im ply ing that ‘they’ wrote the an cient

sym bolic text?  He must have meant their swot ting two years ago! 

No won der Theo al ways ap peared so happy and con tented and had 

ac cepted his di ag no sis so eas ily.  He must have had a ter rific rev e la -

tion. When he in tu itively heard;

“Ev ery thing that has man i fested has a pur pose.” The lec ture of Trevor

Zwiegelaar kept re mind ing him that they were all par tak ing in the

prophet’s game of cre ation it self. 

In his mind he saw the mag nif i cent and colour ful Hi ero glyphic

draw ings on the tem ple walls of Nubia when he heard the words;
“Un dis puted ev i dence from a wealth of me tic u lously re corded sources ver i fies 

that orig i nally, the hu man race did not orig i nate on planet Earth…”

c
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The Awak en ing Clan - Ing rid's jour nal

  by Nadine May   ISBN 978-0-9802561-5-4
Nadine’s as cen sion nov els are  for her read ers to ex plore the sci ence of
con scious ness. The as cen sion plot 'fic tion ally' shows  the pos si bil ity of
chang ing the programme on Planet Earth.  

This first novel in Nadine’' as cen sion se ries is; Ing rid’s jour nal -
The Awak en ing Clan  Ing rid's  journal - starts with Ing rid hav ing
the DESIRE TO BECOME AWARE. This awak en ing pro cess is re flected
through out Ing rid's jour nal by her sud den men tal te lep a thy and  the
cos mic re la tion ship she ex pe ri enced. The ac ti va tion of her Eighth
chak ra (Causal Plane) res o nat ing with the el e ment of Ether, cre ates a 
vi bra tory pull to wards higher realms of aware ness in Ing rid. 

In this first as cen sion novel Nadine takes read ers into a pos si ble
fu ture where  peo ple who are lay ing the foun da tions for a new-par a -
digm life style awaken to the awe some pos si bil ity of reach ing full
con scious ness that could in the end lead to phys i cal as cen sion. 

This award-win ning vi sion ary novel awak ens in the reader the
pos si bil ity that a mag nif i cent plan, that was orig i nated from the be -
gin ning of time, has pro gressed pre cisely on sched ule be fore the next 
cos mic clo sure; start ing in 2012.



So much has hap pened from the mo ment Or phan age of Soulmates was
writ ten, Rich ard’s jour nal had to be di vided into two vol umes to in clude
the higher aware ness lev els about the as cen sion jour ney. This novel com -
pletes Rich ard's jour nal when he is - BE COM ING AWARE OF BE ING UN AWARE.  

Frag mented or dis torted en er gies have to be re leased when a
group soul entity em bod ies more soul aware ness into it's in di vid ual
ex pres sion as a hu man be ing. This is of ten called an “up grade”  a re -
birth, or a soul change ex pe ri ence. Rich ard has not been aware that
his own re quest to fully awaken dur ing this life time can bring about
great changes within himself. Like wise the plan e tary soul is go ing
through its own trans for ma tion, get ting rid of dis torted programmes, 
mostly cre ated by the hu man race. 

This sec ond novel takes place dur ing the cha otic times when the
Outer worlds (dark forces) are busy rob bing the planet of her valu -
able min er als, with the help of many hu man be ings that are un know -
ingly in fected by the vi rus called ‘greed’.   What has been proph e sied 
by many seers, that man on Earth will do the plun der ing for them and 
that the Outer worlds had noth ing to do with it; un for tu nately has
come true. What does it take for the Jaasma Clan to sur vive Ar ma -
ged don?

The Cos mic trav el ler - Rich ard's sec ond jour nal

by Nadine May      



But there is hope for the hu man race.
Annelies  in her jour nal shares how her in ner life has man i fested her
outer re al i ties in this in car na tion. She has also have to  LETTING GO OF

THE OLD AND come to terms with her own cre ated dis tor tions that
shaped her life. 

Her awak ened mas tery of clair voy ance, te lep a thy and her abil ity to travel
inter-dimensionally helped her to see how all the vis i ble worlds, cre ated
by  em a na tions from the “Su pe rior Be ings,” had all dis ap peared be fore. It
was then that Annelies awak ened to the rules of the higher worlds.  

The crys tal scull art ist shows her how the world as we know it will soon 
van ish but be fore that hap pens she learns how to re turn the right fre -
quen cies for the hu man body to over come the ag ing dis-ease syndrom. 

This aware ness must spread through out the world in or der for hu man -
ity to make the tran si tion to a higher di men sion.

Many peo ple awaken to the awe some truth that to sur vive phys i cally is
noth ing com pared to the the chal lenges to sur vive on a soul level. Outer 
worlds (dark forces) know that, but they lost their soul con nec tions a
long way back. They are head ing for their own ex tinc tion so they have
to oc cupy the souls that are asleep to them selves, in or der to go re turn
home - be cause soon our re al ity is no more.

The ris ing tides brought them to gether. The fi nal re union of the the
Jaarsma Clan is the be gin ning of the end.   
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Van ish ing Worlds - Annelies' 

jour nal - LETTING GO OF THE OLD

by Nadine May    

Annelies’ jour nal is rid dled with magic
from Hid den Worlds where our thought
forms be come real.
By now the Jaarsma Clan's group soul
en ergy has to con front its own ‘karma’ 
in or der to carry on the evo lu tion path
to wards en light en ment. The in di vid u als 
who are, ‘on a soul level’, be long ing to
the Jaarsma group-soul vi bra tion, have
a hard time ad just ing to the new in com -
ing par a digm. 



The Lan guage Of Light
mind draw ing through the higher self 
This cre ative work book  is full of
mind–draw ing ex er cises that will
guide the reader into their own in -
ner worlds. It also ex plains the
chak ra sys tem and how it res o nates
with our thought-pat terns.

The char ac ter Tieneke (from the as -
cen sion nov els) is the nar ra tor of
this work book. 

In Nadine’s first as cen sion novel
Tieneke teaches these art-an a logue
mind-draw ing classes in or der to
ac ti vate the Lan guage of the Soul. 

 Med i ta tions on your Soul

Qual i ties

This de light ful pocket size med i ta -

tion book holds the first 48 Soul

qual i ties  that have to be  em bod ied  

in or der to bring  Soul wis dom into

our lives. Each of them car ries an

ex pla na tion on what in flu ences

they will have in our world.

ISBN 0-9584493-8-4

Nadine  has suc cess fully com bined truth with vi sion ary sym bolic art
tech niques by teach ing mind draw ing tech niques to awaken the Lan -
guage of Light, the lan guage of the Soul.This first as cen sion work book 
will be a break through for many dur ing their ini tial stages of awak en -
ing. When the Light quo tient in our be ing is 33% we feel as though we
are open ing up our in ner senses. Te lep a thy, clair voy ance and
clairaudience etc. seem nor mal and nat u ral to us. 

ISBN 0-9584493-3-3

This book can be down -

loaded as an e-book, which

is in full col our.



In Nadine’s first as cen sion novel The Awak en ing Clan Annelies

teaches these de cod ing ex er cises in or der to ac ti vate the ge netic cel -

lu lar mem ory of her students. 
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The Body Codes of Light -

de cod ing of your orig i nal blue print
This de cod ing work book is full of
ex er cises in or der for the reader to
un der stand why ev ery atomic par ti -
cle, ev ery mol e cule and our  cel lu lar 
mem ory pro gram is re spon si ble for
our phys i cal hu man form.  In or der
to man i fests our body codes of
light, we need to re store our  cel lu -
lar mem ory back to the right fre -
quen cies . 

The char ac ter Annelies (from
the as cen sion nov els) is the nar ra -
tor of this de cod ing work book. 
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