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2 The Awakening Clan

A story over view.

Ing rid Barendse is dumb founded by bold text that ap pears on her

switched-off  com puter.  She knows of  no tech nol ogy that can do what she 

wit nesses.  The mes sage from POWAH, a mys ti cal voice from Cyberspace, 

is both un nerv ing and in spir ing.  She then joins a group of  peo ple who are

in ves ti gat ing the sci ence be hind im mor tal ity. POWAH’s twenty two ex -

cerpts start  to confirm as ton ish ing facts about humanity’s origin.  Through 

ge netic de cod ing ex er cises in Annelies’ as cen sion work shops, Ingrid starts

to un der stand why age ing, dis ease, and a short ened life-span was never in

the orig i nal blue print of  the hu man spe cies.

Ing rid meets a phi lan thro pist who has a pas sion for build ing global

com mu ni ties.  Their tele pathic com mu ni ca tions awak en mem o ries from

other  life times.  While the world around them breaks out in a caul dron of

in trigue be tween the en er gies of  dark and light, Ing rid’s life’s pur pose is

awak en ing.  While at work Ing rid is shown close ap er ture ra dar foot age of

a con struc tion site in France.  From far off  it looks like an im print of  the

eye of  Horus, but it turns out to be long for got ten tech nol ogy from an an -

cient civili sa tion which starts to be re ac ti vated due to the in crease of  fre -

quen cies of  the earth. The awak en ing has started for the souls that form

the Jaarsma clan. They now must stick to gether through great up heav als

un til the year 2012. 

Other books by Nadine May:

My Love We Are Go ing Home – Ing rid's jour nal (2001) Or phan age of

Soulmates – Rich ard’s jour nal (2003) The Lan guage of  Light – Mind-draw ing

through the higher self. ( 2003) Med i ta tions on the Lan guage of  Light  – On our

Soul Qual i ties (2004) The As tral Trav el ler – Rich ard’s jour nal (2007)
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Prologue

1888 – 2012 –2020

It is early Spring on Earth, the winter has
passed. The change indeed shows the magic of 
elemental creation in action. The warming rays of
the sun are gently stroking many hearts in order  to 
awaken the plant kingdom and its inhabitants to a
new cycle of growth.

My mission started in the year1888. I was granted 
permission to act as a Guide, and activate
individual consciousness, just as the Sun with its
warmth is activating a new day in this time zone.

Times are changing rapidly now. You the reader
chose to be present here on earth in order to
experience the most significant opportunity of all
your many lifetimes. 

I came from the dimensional realm, which some
call the Power of One. This primal void or source of 
One that cannot be named surrounds all creation. 
In this realm time does not exist and I observe your 
reality as a happening in only just one moment.

The part of you that exists in a physical form
seems cut off from the source therefore I have a
deep admiration for the many billions of Spirit
Sparks that have had the courage to  incarnate over
and over again through the ages.

However, through that process many have fallen
asleep to themselves.

I have been given permission from the inner realm
of soul consciousness to ‘nudge’ you all through
love. Because you are all part of me, the feeling from 
many that have a need to return home has been noted.

You are still somewhat trapped in the patterns of 
human activity, which is part of the resistance
that attracts  you to the outer tonal, third
dimensional world.  The five senses are still
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preventing the full flow of soul energy from being
manifested into the physical.

I AM the love, the light, and the life of
creation, penetrating into this earthly density
externally expressed through your technologies,
activating the WHITE LIGHT within all.

          1888-2012-2020

The Jaarsma Group Soul incarnated as an idea on
Earth in 1888. My Oversoul's energy explored the
possibility of full awakening through many
incarnations. Until the year 2008 the I AM's of
many individual souls needed to be nudged to
awaken, for they had chosen to partake in the
transformation — which became known as Programme
Planet Earth. The following story was the result of  
what happened when action is taken before the
events leading up to the year 2012.  Ingrid's story
happened in the same moment it was created, and
you, the reader, are part of it.

Soon you, the reader, will enter space, the
in–breath of your evolution; taking back with you
all that you have learnt into the oneness and
connectedness.  Feel the presence of this light as
an aspect of the real you.

Let Ingrid's journey awaken your memories and
call forth the remembrance of being eternal
omni–dimensional beings. Every embodied soul knows 
the connecting link with the manifested and the
un–manifested and as you walk through the embodied
state of existence in your life cycle, know that
you are a creation in motion.

Beloved, it is all a matter of consciousness,
therefore, think no more that you are separated
from other spiritual beings.

Soon you will abide in the impersonal realm,
where all power, all wisdom and all love are
manifesting as the threefold nature of the idea of
our creator that expresses through all of us.

With love and light.

P O.W.A.H
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Chapter 1

Mental Telepathy?

Apeldoorn - Holland.

Are you awake?”  The pop u lar CD ‘As cen sion’ play ing on her
car ra dio was ask ing.  A hid den smile dim pled her cheek as she re -
called the mys ti cal en coun ter from the pre vi ous  night.  The song
‘Are you awake?’ made her heart soft, re in stat ing her en thu si asm for
life that crisp Tues day morn ing.  Strong, res o lute hands hold ing the
steer ing wheel started to drum with the beat. Ing rid’s silk blouse un -
der her el e gant suit por trayed a grace ful, sen sual woman, ma ture but
still youth ful.

Apeldoorn’s busi ness cen tre hummed with ac tiv ity.  A big sign in
a newly-opened book shop called ‘The Power of  Words’ ad ver tised:  
As cen sion work shops!  Start ing soon.

Good grief  how in trigu ing. The word ‘as cen sion’ raised her spir -
its even more.  She dashed around the cor ner through the wide glass
doors of  Plea sure Parks mod ern of fice build ing. The tall palms in
the foyer half-hid Ula, a vi brant red head.  Her bouncy, thick curly
hair re flected an en ter pris ing per son.  As the el e va tor door’s in fra red 
de tec tor re sponded to her body heat, her col league Carla, who
looked like she’d just fallen out of  bed, came rac ing in af ter her.

“Hi! Stun ning suit!  Try ing to daz zle some one?”  
Carla, was both clever and fun-lov ing with a good sense of  hu mour.
Ing rid loved her job. She ad min is tered the main te nance of  twelve 

hol i day re sorts through out Eu rope, out lined ar tis tic im pres sions for
their new de vel op ments and did some PRO work. All this kept her
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from be ing bored. The chief  at trac tions of  Plea sure Parks re sorts

were the ex otic fan tasy gar dens with a wide-range of  bath ing and

suntanning beaches com bined with wave pools, gym na si ums, health

clubs and shops ga lore. These ex ten sive fa cil i ties were sit u ated un -
der one big glass geo de sic dome that as sured a sub trop i cal cli mate all 

year round. 

She had been look ing for the right job for some time. Then eigh -

teen months pre vi ously this po si tion be came avail able and her three

grown-up chil dren en cour aged her to ap ply for it.          

Her move to the out skirts of  the hol i day town ‘Apeldoorn’, af ter

her hus band Jan’s death, had been very dif fi cult. Leav ing the har bour 

city of  Rot ter dam she had shared with him for 23 years, closed a

chap ter in her life.

Ing rid glanced through the glass par ti tion of  her of fice. Marijke,

her down-to-earth as sis tant, who pro grammed and in voiced the hol -

i day book ings from the ANWB VVV of fices all over Hol land into

their da ta base, was late.

Marijke had lost her lit tle boy, Kees, in a car ac ci dent four months 

pre vi ously and she had great dif fi culty com ing to terms with her

loss.  Her grief  still hung around her like glue. Think ing about Kees

made Ing rid rec ol lect her own griev ous times af ter Jan’s death, but 

her mys ti cal en coun ter the pre vi ous night marked a turn ing point.

She was about to switch her com puter on when sud denly she
froze... A mes sage had ap peared on her screen!  The ques tion  was

very bright and clear!
<Would you like to take part in the Awak en ing Pro cess?>

How weird!   Her com puter!  It was NOT ON!  How was that
pos si ble?  She sat for a mo ment like a statue. No body took any no -

tice of  her. Marijke ap peared, apolo gis ing for be ing late as she

popped her head round the door.  Look ing back at her screen the

words were still there, very bold and clear, but her mon i tor was

NOT ON!  She grabbed the mouse and at that mo ment the screen

went blank!  HOW WEIRD! Had she re ally seen it,  heard the song



on the ra dio  ‘Are you awake’ Seen the new book shop that ad ver tised 
a work shop on as cen sion.  Was this a co in ci dence?

The loud mel ody of  her desk phone jolted her back to the re al ity
of  the work place.  It was some one from the Tree Fern Land scap ers &
Con struc tion firm. Her thoughts were still som er saulting while she
stared at her dark screen. 

“To whom am I speak ing?”  she asked, since a man’s pen e trat ing
voice  brought her back to the pre sent.

“Toon Haardens. This firm has changed hands, I see that we do a
lot of  busi ness with your com pany.”  In a self-as sured man ner he
car ried on speak ing to some one in the back ground who had just
walked in.  When he handed her over to Nel, his re cep tion ist, she
picked up on his ir ri ta tion with Nel. Glanc ing at her desk phone the
dig i tal time dis play said nine twenty, Ing rid felt the man was jus ti fied.  
Af ter giv ing Nel the in for ma tion Mr. Haardens wanted she was
about to switch on her PC  when her screen lit up again, like it did
when a fa tal er ror  oc curred.  But the words!
<I asked you a ques tion? Do you want to take part in
the Awak en ing pro cess?>

She jumped off  her chair as the adren a line surged through her
blood stream.  Were the words meant for her?  Slowly she sat down
again, star ing at the large yel low let ters on a blue screen.

<Who are you?> With trem bling fin gers she typed in re sponse,
see ing to her amaze ment her own text ap pear ing un der neath the
ques tion.  Some one must be play ing a trick on her, surely? Or her PC 
must be on!
<No.  No body is play ing a trick on you.  I asked a
ques tion!  And... I am you: a  mul ti di men sional spir i -
tual be ing.>

That re mark! With whom was she...? Ev ery one was work ing at
their com put ers as if  things were nor mal. Well, things were, but
what was go ing on in her mind?  Then the text changed.
<I am your mind.>
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That stunned her!  Who was read ing her mind?

<Ex plain to me what you mean by: my mind?> Her own text

showed again un der neath the large bold caps.
<Your mind and the mind of the col lec tive mind are all
the same!>

<Oh, sure!  Mean ing what?> Her heart was pound ing.
<You live in an in tel li gent and be nev o lent ho lo -
graphic uni verse.  Have you for got ten?>

What did that mean, ho lo graphic?  Who was this?
<Truly, I speak  be cause you are al ways ask ing ques -

tions; and you are en ti tled to be told the truth.  You
asked to live this life to your full po ten tial, did you
not?  The time is crit i cal!>

She stared spell bound won der ing how on earth some one could

know her thoughts?  Her heart raced,  with shak ing fin gers she ... 

<Are you real? Let me know HOW you can ex press your self  

on my com puter when it seems to be switched off>

Marijke stuck her head around the of fice door.  

“Ing rid, are you busy?  Have you got a min ute?”

“I’ve got my self  into a mud dle; I’ll be with you soon.”  She re -
pressed her tone in a soft, calm voice, but in side she felt elec tri fied

with cu ri os ity.  Ing rid was good at view ing life ob jec tively, but this!
<I am the wind, the ocean and the air;  If you have a

need to call me by a name, you may call me  P–O–W–A–H.>ap -
peared on her screen.  

It was real!  Her com puter  was off!  ...There was no task bar, no
icons, just what looked like a test screen. Was she the only per son

see ing it?  She was not in a trance.  She could hear all the noises

around her.  No body had taken any no tice of  her.  Was she ex pe ri -

enc ing a higher fre quency of  thought? What was go ing on?  Her be -

wil der ment was once again in ter rupted by Marijke.

“Sorry, Ing rid, but I have a cli ent on the line.  She wants to book

her hol i day bun ga low  in Tilburg for July but she wants to know if

there are any but ter cups or cup of  gold creep ers grow ing at the new

Mental Telepathy?
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com plex in Tilburg.  She’s very in sis tent. She read some where that
those flow ers are very poi son ous and she’s wor ried about her small
chil dren.”  She would have to find that out from Nel, whom she had
just spo ken to and whose firm han dled the landscaping.  

“Marijke tell the cli ent that you will look into it and phone her
back.  That will keep her happy.” 

Ing rid peered at her now blank com puter screen.  The text had 
clearly stated that she had asked to live this life to her full po ten tial. 
Now who would know her own pri vate thoughts? She turned the
com puter on and af ter a mo ment her fa mil iar taskbar and icons ap -
peared.  She re sumed typ ing on her key pad to who ever it was while
her blood was pul sat ing in her throat.

<POWAH?  Where are you from? You say  you are me!   Do
you mean you are my own mind?>  This was so silly!  What  was
she do ing?   <I have a feel ing that you are sep a rate from me. 
Why is that?> Noth ing hap pened!  That felt even more un nerv ing. 
Was she talk ing to her self ?  Was this all hap pen ing in her own imag i -
na tion? 

Gosh, while staring at the ter mi nal she recalled the ex traor di nary
ex pe ri ence of  last eve ning.  

<How do you know what  I want?> If  some one was play ing a
trick on her, she had fallen for it big time.
<Do you know what you want  Kitty?>

<YES, I do! But...how did you know my nick name?> Her
amaze ment in creased
<Mmm ...What ex actly do you want to know, and why?>

Af ter that ques tion she just sat there trans fixed.  Why?  She
wanted to know the truth about life! She would then un der stand life
better and why things hap pened.  Her mind raced as new text
jumped sud denly back onto her screen:
<Kitty, you have the right in ten tion, and that is ev -
ery thing in life.  You want to ex pe ri ence things, to
know things.  From now on we will have a work ing re la -
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tion ship.  You will grow in aware ness with the ‘cod ing 
sys tem’ we are work ing on to gether.  It’s time to pre -
pare you and oth ers for your awak en ing pro cess   Love
P–O–W–A–H>

Her screen now re verted back to the screen saver.  Who was read -

ing her mind?  That was how it felt.  What could have been meant by

‘a cod ing sys tem’?  What was she get ting her self  into now?  Who was 
com mu ni cat ing with her on her com puter?  How?  From where?

Ing rid won dered who POWAH was.  Could the five let ters re ally

be a name?  Was it all hap pen ing in her own mind?  Her whole body

was in turmoil.  She found it dif fi cult to con cen trate on work for the

rest of  the day.  Ing rid kept things to her self  a lot and al most for got

to phone Nel about the but ter cup flower de tails Marijke was wait ing

for. She di alled Nel’s of fice before going home.

“Tree-fern Land scap ing.”  The same res o nant voice she had spo -

ken to be fore re plied.  Where was Nel?   She cleared her throat, as

if...why was she so ner vous?

“Hi, I’m Ing rid from Plea sure Parks. May I speak to some one in

con nec tion with the type of  plants you use in the land scap ing of  our

re sorts?”  She had never heard of  ‘but ter cups’ grow ing in Brabant’s

heather fields, where Tilburg’s hol i day re sort was built. 

“I spoke to you this morn ing.  What would you like to know? 

Per haps I can help?”

“We have re ceived a query from one of  our cli ents.  She asked if

there are any but ter cups or cups of  gold creep ers grow ing in our
new Tilburg com plex.  Ap par ently they are very poi son ous. Do you

have any idea?”   She won dered if  he knew any thing about plants.

There was a si lence....Did she ac tu ally hear...or feel... him chuck ling?

“Ing rid, I have my doubts whether this firm has used ei ther of

these plants in the past, but I will in ves ti gate the mat ter. Shall I come

back to you on this?” His mas ter ful tone sounded amused. Ing rid

was very re cep tive to emo tional un der tones in peo ple’s voices, and

with this man she was pick ing up a lot more than with most peo ple. 

Mental Telepathy?
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She re pressed a stir ring feel ing of...what?
Be ing nat u rally cu ri ous she asked. “This cup-of-gold creeper,

what plant is it?  I have never heard of  it.”
“I am not sur prised, Ing rid, some spe cies of  but ter cup flow ers

grow in the moun tains. But the cup-of-gold creep ers are sub trop i cal, 
very spec tac u lar, with yel low flow ers in a cup-like shape.  The big
sub trop i cal types could have nar cotic prop er ties. Your cli ent is prob -
a bly mix ing it up with a large shrub called an gels trum pets, which is
poi son ous,” he voiced in a knowl edge able way.  Mr. Haardens was
very in for ma tive, charm ing but some what im pos ing. They seemed
to have an  un der cur rent men tal con nec tion.  She thanked him for
his en light en ing chat about the flow ers, ask ing him to phone back so
that she could give the cli ent an an swer.Some thing about his voice
was al most fa mil iar.  But what was it.  Why did he make her
feel...what, in ter ested?

“That I will Ing rid,” She was puz zled by his change of  tone, al -
most play ful, when she heard mu sic play ing in the back ground, it
was the song from the ra dio that morn ing with the ti tle  ‘Are you
awake?’

Ing rid longed for the sum mer to ar rive but in stead heavy  clouds
were build ing up. Her floor-to-ceil ing of fice win dows looked out over 
Apeldoorn’s main shop ping street.  Many peo ple hud dled up in rain
gear re minded her that Beekbergen had a mar ket  on a Tues day.   On
the way home she would make a de tour to buy fresh gro cer ies.

When she closed her  of fice, an  in ner joy... a sense of  rap ture was
still with her due to the rather baf fling di a logue with POWAH.  

She was the last to leave. When step ping out of  the lift Ula, the re -
cep tion ist re marked on her cheer ful am bi ence with a spec u la tive
glance, ask ing her if  she had a date as she ti died her desk be fore go -
ing home her self. If  only Ula knew!  She did feel dif fer ent.  Would n’t
any one, af ter  what she had ex pe ri enced to day and last eve ning?  

“Ing rid! You just missed a very creepy caller, ask ing af ter you, he
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re fused to give his name.” Ula’s frown showed dis com fort.  She did -

n’t know any one you would call creepy.

“I’m sure, he’ll phone back if  it is im por tant.”  Ula proudly showed 

her ring , smil ing again. She was go ing to meet her fi an cee’s mother
for the first time.  Ula’s boy friend was a de tec tive like Marijke’s hus -

band.

She de cided to visit the new book shop to gather more in for ma -

tion on the but ter cup flower and to in quire about the as cen sion

work shop.

The young girl be hind the coun ter in formed her that it was their 

open ing day. The shop had a big se lec tion of   books and an es o teric

sec tion.  Post ers of  the Dutch painter Anton Pieck were dis played at the

door.

“I’m Con nie.  My mom went out for a mo ment, so I’m stand ing in

for her.  What can I do for you?” Con nie looked as if  she was ex pect -

ing her.

“I would like to look up some thing in a plant book if  I may.

And... about this as cen sion work shop you ad ver tised, do you know

any thing about it?”

 “Some thing to do with ge netic de cod ing of  your blue print

through sound.  Have you been asked to write the first jour nal?” 

Con nie spec u lated.  

“What jour nal are you re fer ring to?” Ing rid’s mind leaped in amaze -
ment.

“Oh, I over heard my aunt Annelies in form ing my mom. She said

that a lady of  your de scrip tion would ask about the as cen sion work -

shops while brows ing in our book shop to day. This lady would write

the first as cen sion jour nal.” 

“Who’s Annelies?  I have no idea...what ...”  Ing rid was per plexed.  

More cus tom ers en tered the shop so Con nie at tended to them.  She did

not in quire any fur ther but would re mem ber the name ‘Annelies’! 

As the rain hur tled down re lent lessly it cut her vi sion to al most
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nil.The drive way of  the Prinsengracht Ho tel was upon her so fast
that she did not see the BMW in time.   In or der to avoid it she drove
into a ditch.

She rested her head on the steer ing wheel because her heart was
pound ing. The knock ing on the win dow broke her shock. 

“Are you all right?” A tow er ing fig ure asked as he stood there get -
ting drenched. Peo ple from the ho tel who had gath ered around the car
hid her guilty ex pres sion as she low ered her win dow to re as sure him..

“I’m so sorry, I’m re ally fine, please go in side. You will all get
soaked.”

“What a beauty”
When the man asked where she was head ing for she was

tongue-tied ... was she tele pathic? ....All she saw, was his mouth....
She dis missed her thoughts and re as sured him once again. His con -
cern re ally touched her. 

“Yolanda” He called to his com pan ion.  “Go in side.  I’ll drive be -
hind her to see if  she is okay, you go on.”  His dy namic voice caused
an up roar in her mind,  jolt ing her back to to day’s phone call...what
was go ing on with her?

He got back into his BMW and fol lowed her. When she parked
near the mar ket and waved at him, he paused, look ing at her, as
if...did he re call some thing too?  Then he hooted and drove off...  

At the food mar ket in Beekbergen, the rain had stopped, the fish
seller cried tune lessly  “Fresh her ring.”  His voice lunged at the min -
gling crowd hop ing to at tract  a buyer. Ing rid re flected on all that had 
hap pened that day, and the pre vi ous night.....

While soaking in the bath the pre vi ous night, she had had a strange 
ex pe ri ence of  hear ing a voice! She had looked around but knew she
was com pletely alone in the house.  She grinned as she re called look -
ing ev ery where af ter her bath to sat isfy her self  that she was alone. 
The words: “My be loved, can’t you re mem ber me?”  still rang in her ear.
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“Who are you?”   She had re sponded, but of  course there was no an -

swer.  Hear ing her self  speak ing to no body made her grin to her self. 

Her fa ther used to tease her about it.... But the voice was so real! 

Then she heard clearly;“Kitty!  Wake up, be still and lis ten!”  Ex cept that
it was dif fer ent!   Both phrases had been as clear as if  some one else

was speak ing in a nor mal way.  That is, if  one ac cepted con vers ing in

ver bal sounds as stan dard.

“Lis ten to whom?”  Her heart had skipped, spec u lat ing that if

some one was in the bath room with her, why had she not seen any thing.

Ing rid could still not ex plain to her self  what had hap pened, but

the feel ing of  rap ture, of  be ing in love, as if  she had never ever been

alone, was pro found.  Go ing to sleep af ter this most mys te ri ous ex -

pe ri ence had been dif fi cult....  

A sud den cloud burst brought her mind back just in time to reach

her car with her gro cer ies.  The traf fic was heavy driv ing home and

her car ra dio was in ter rupted by a voice say ing;....

“This is Apeldoorn ra dio, Rob speak ing.  We are in ter rupt ing
this mu sic for an im por tant bul le tin.  We re ceived a mes sage that
be cause of the dra matic in crease in the elec tro mag netic x–ray
flux of the sun, this boost of so lar ac tiv ity can cause poor trans -
mis sion. The pos si bil ity of an elec tric ity fail ure or a black out for an 
ex tended pe riod of time can not be ex cluded.  We are for tu nate to
have some one with us in the stu dio who is pre pared to ex plain
what is hap pen ing. Mr Haardens, can you clar ify to our lis ten ers

what is go ing on?”  The broad caster asked.....

Ing rid was im me di ately struck by the name ‘Haardens’!

 “There is no im me di ate cause for panic at all.  This has been
go ing on for a long time.  The ef fects of Global warm ing is start ing
to show. We know that our earth’s weather has been greatly af -

fected for aeons by the in crease in elec tro mag netic ra di a tion,” ...a 
deep, so no rous tone re plied.  

That voice!  Had she not just heard the same....?   
The tall fig ure in the BMW was, in a hurry...why?   To give this in -
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ter view.  The new owner of  Nel’s firm’s name was Haardens.  But
how would a man, who had just taken over a con struc tion firm, be
con nected to in ves ti ga tions in weather pat terns.

“Was that the only rea son for our hot weather, the global warm -

ing the ory?  ” the an nouncer asked.

“Yes, and we know that the shift ing of earth’s  mag netic field is
di rectly linked to this in creased so lar ac tiv ity.  In Aus tra lia and New
Zea land where the ozone hole is ex pand ing, the ef fect on bird life,

plant life and ma rine life is very pro found.” Mr. Haardens stated
with con vic tion.

“You are say ing that the sun is also af fect ing our warm
weather?” 

“There are var i ous changes cur rently tak ing place and we need
to as sess their full im pact on a global scale and look at what spe -
cific prep a ra tions are es sen tial. Any one who still doubts the on set
of global warm ing need only look at what's hap pen ing in the Arc tic
and Ant arc tic, where gla ciers are re treat ing and ice bergs calv ing
at a scary rate. 

“So the ris ing of tides has to be taken se ri ously?”

 “Yes, but even more so we need now to plan for al ter na tive liv -
ing strat e gies that might be nec es sary when we are faced with
black out con di tions, meaning no elec tric ity soon.”  

Ing rid won dered whether this could be the same man.  He cer -
tainly seems knowl edge able, but what con nec tion would a con struc -
tion guy have with global warm ing is sues.  

“That does sounds alarm ing. Which co mes first, flood ing of ma -
jor pro por tions or hav ing no power. What prep a ra tions do peo ple
need to make when there is no elec tric ity, not to men tion the wa ter
lev els?”

The im pli ca tions of  what the in ter viewer called alarm ing made
her sad. How many peo ple lis ten ing would won der where to go if
the sea lev els rose; es pe cially in a coun try where the sea lev els were
higher than the ground they all lived on.    

“We have pre pared a web site on the Internet for any one who
wants to find out more, and fur ther lec tures on the ef fects of this
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so lar ac tiv ity will start soon.”  

Mr. Haardens con tin ued in the same knowl edge able tone as the
man who had de scribed the but ter cup flower. The ra dio an nouncer
thanked Mr Haardens and told the lis ten ers that a programme on the 
sub ject would be sched uled later.

When Ing rid ar rived at her drive way, she stretched her still youth ful

curved body full length. She was try ing to get her sta bil ity back and re -
called the mu sic that had played in the back ground when she spoke to

Mr. Haardens.  There was some thing about his....  Was she sud denly

see ing and hear ing things?  Gee, first the voices, then the mes sage on

the com puter screen to day!  Could it all be in her imag i na tion?   She

could n’t tell any one, be cause who would take her se ri ously.

“Guess what, I am com mu ni cat ing  out loud with a voice in my

head,” she mum bled, grab bing her gro cer ies from the boot of  her car.

“Oh, re ally?” she mim icked when reach ing for her front door.

“Yes, and this voice texts with me through my com puter when it’s 

switched off!” She gig gled, and...it can read my mind! Peo ple would

re ally look at her, had she sud denly lost her senses?  Ob serv ing her -

self  made her feel real silly while scratch ing for her keys.

The next-door neigh bour waved while she dumped un wanted

goods at the curb for the gar bage col lec tion the fol low ing morn ing. 

She must be spring-clean ing.  Ing rid waved back.

Fluffball, her cat, was sit ting at the win dow mi aow ing. She side -

stepped her mail  in side the hall way as she

opened her front door.
While pick ing it up a smart blue en ve -

lope stat ing “Dear Kitty — Ex cerpt

one” fell out. The print ing seemed fa -

mil iar, so did the symbols, but not the

wa ter mark.



26

The Awakening Clan

Programme...Planet Earth

The As cen sion Card Game.

Life has of ten been com pared to a game, 
not so?  And what is the pur pose of any game?
Apart from hav ing fun. To evolve the rules of
the hu man game. The pur pose of Annelies' de cod -
ing card game is to ac ti vate and re-en code your
dor mant DNA strands, so that you can prove to
your selves that YOU CAN HAVE IT ALL!

Kitty, now is the time to pre pare.  Changes
oc cur ring on a ga lac tic level will soon in flu -
ence cli mate pat terns and your ac cus tomed life -
styles may never be the same again.

The jour nal you will be asked to write must
re flect the games you all play. Many will be -
come aware that they need to re-learn the uni -
ver sal rules of life.

Through your daily life, your re la tion ships
with your self and oth ers, through your
dream–travel jour neys and Annelies' decoding
work shops the re-awak en ing of your 22 frag -
mented as pects that are all you will be of help
you in or der to mas ter a new set of rules to
live by.

Many hid den parts of the real you that were
pre vi ously sup pressed will awaken. Be come the
ob server of your own role–play ing. 

You will meet many oth ers who have cho sen a new 
set of rules to live by, thereby let ting go of
old dis torted pat terns. Soon,when your plan et’s
vi bra tions have speed ed up you will be wel comed
into a dif fer ent di men sion where the unity of
your po lar i ties will re veal the‘Riddle’ of The
Prophet's Game. 

Love POWAH



Wow!  The same name she had en coun tered on her screen.  How

co in ci den tal, this ex cerpt also men tioned weather pat terns, just like

the ra dio.  The girl Con nie, in that new book shop had asked if  she

would write the first jour nal, had she not men tioned Annelies?  Now 
POWAH’s let ter was men tion ing a jour nal!  Was she go ing to write

about the twenty-two frag mented parts of  what?  Her self ?   Ing rid

needed to know who she was, and why she was here.  She un der -

stood very well that the peo ple in her life were re flec tive mir rors of

her self.  Had she asked for this,  know ing she had an in ner de sire to

at tract in di vid u als who felt as she did about the real mean ing of  be -

ing alive?

The pelt ing rain grew more in sis tent while Fluffball was purr ing and

whirl ing her self  around her legs.

Ing rid’s in ner tur moil cre ated a need in her to share her thoughts.  

She could just hear Jan say ing;  “Ing rid, you are get ting like your sis -

ter, Quincy.   More up in the clouds than down on earth!”  Had she

imag ined it all? Was it all just her own fan tasy?  If  only she could

speak to her clair voy ant sis ter, Quincy, who was on a tour with peo -

ple from a health cen tre in Delft.  Quincy had her own health shop

there.  

When the phone rang in the hall way, her friend’s face jumped in

her mind’s eye.  Ing rid had al ways been good at guess ing who was on 

the other end of  the line. 
“So you knew it was me?”  Liesbeth laughed.

“Yes! How did you guess? How are you? When did you get back?” 

Liesbeth worked as a free lance lit er ary agent and wrote ar ti cles for a few 

sci en tific mag a zines .  It had been a while since she’d seen her. 

“Ing rid, can I meet you to mor row af ter work at the Pannekoek,

near you?  A friend gave me a pam phlet about a work shop that is

start ing soon.  I’m sure you’ll be in ter ested. It is all about awak en ing

to unity con scious ness.” Her voice car ried an ex cited tone.

“You’re kid ding?  You mean these ascension work shops?  I’ve

seen it ad ver tised as well, in that new book shop close to my of fice
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build ing.  Wow, what a co in ci dence!”
She was tempted to share her ex pe ri ences with Liesbeth,  but be -

cause she could not re ally be lieve it her self  she kept quiet.  
Ing rid knew that she could fan ta sise peo ple into her life, rather

than deal ing with real life.  She also did n’t cope well with spon ta ne -
ous hap pen ings.

Af ter her shower, while she was brush ing her nat u ral styled hair, she
sud denly heard the voice …say ing!!  ”Kitty!  Be still and lis ten with your heart in or der 
to ex pe ri ence the magic of  who you re ally are!"

U
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