Preface
I remember that day we spent at the beach,
it was a really hot day. It was only two weeks
ago and in these two weeks my life has
changed considerably. At first we didn’t
notice anything, Nathan was a bit quieter but
that wasn’t unusual for him. He’s a good
observer and listener, and he doesn’t talk
nearly as much as I do. On the drive back
we could feel that something was on his
mind, and when we got back home that
evening and he started explaining we were
all taken back. He told us a story that didn’t
leave anyone untouched.
In the mean time I’m in Vienna and am
writing this, Nathan’s story. Even though I’m
still not sure what to think about it and it’s still
occupying my thoughts, added to the fact
that I am part of the story too. Nathan asked
me to write it, but it’s HIS. He would like to
stay anonymous and doesn’t even have a
Facebook account. He also uses the
internet very cautiously. At the moment
we’re talking over Skype almost daily to

compare what I have written. Nothing will be
released without his consent, and that it
happened exactly as I have written it.
As unbelievable as his story is (we all
thought he was only dreaming at the beach),
there are very convincing aspects to it,
considering it all happened in the half-hour
he was lying on the beach when we were
swimming. I find this to be even more
unrealistic than a dream, especially as he
can recall so many memories. Could it really
be true? Did my friend really time travel? I’m
not so sure that it isn’t possible to do
anymore, but my mind just doesn’t want to
believe what Nathan told us. That’s why I
decided to write this book, because it’s the
only way to find out. It’s going to be a long
five years before we reach the point where
we know for sure.
By the way, the first two weeks have already
proven some of his points to be valid. Two
weeks ago I would have laughed at anyone
who told me that I would be in Vienna. It was
completely unplanned but in retrospect fully
explainable and understandable.

I must admit that I’m excited and am writing
the book with great expectation and growing
joy. The details of the book expand a lot on
what he explained the first evening, and until
now it hasn’t contradicted anything as I am
finding out while writing it. I’m looking
forward to the end result, and Nathan
assures me it will be finished by the end of
July 2015.
One thing stays in my thoughts: Nathan,
who was changed on that day, didn’t need
or want to bother anybody with this. The
humorous seriousness in his eyes and the
peace in him are definitely new and unusual.
He has changed my world, and I am
definitely not the same guy I was two weeks
ago either.
I wish every reader as much fun with the
book as it is meant to bring.
If the story is true or not doesn’t matter. I try
to forget the question and look how it can
inspire us.
See you in 2020!
Bauchi (Jesus Urlauber)
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because that’s how
you see it.”
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To my esteemed readers!

I welcome you onboard BRAINLINES.
My name is E. Kensington, I am the
captain.
Please take a relaxed position, and
try to calm your thoughts.
That way I can guarantee a safe journey,
from which we may not return.
The plot of the story that follows,
and all people in it are not imagined.
Any similarity to living or real people
isn’t by chance!
If something awakens your interest,
it might be useful to do your own research
on the internet.
Nevertheless it is all fiction.
Nevertheless it is all real.
Before you start to read,
allow your mind to be freed.
About the risks and side effects,
forget what your doctor or pharmacist
would say.
Make your OWN experiences.
I wish all a pleasant journey to the year

2020
THE NEW EARTH
an experience report

It’s July and one of the hottest summers
that we’ve ever had. The sun is burning
down on us, but that doesn’t bother us. I’m
at the beach with a few friends, and being
close to the water makes the heat bearable.
It’s more like an invitation to cool ourselves
off now and again and to enjoy the free time
that we have. A stress-free holiday where
the world seems to be OK and where we are
not interested in seeing it any other way. I
look over to my friends - playing in the water,
obviously having fun with each other. “Life is
great!” I think to myself, “Why can’t it always
be like this?”
I close my eyes and lean back. “Give it to
me, sun! The full load please!”
After a while, I open my eyes, still smiling,
with a cool breeze caressing my body. I sit
up, slightly lightheaded and look around for
my water bottle - which is gone. My bag is
missing too! Then I see that my friends
aren’t there anymore either. “Great joke” I
think to myself and stand up. I look around
and it slowly dawns on me that something is
wrong. Not only are my friends gone, but

there isn’t ANYBODY on the beach
anymore. Even for this beach, which we like
as the tourists don’t know about it, this is
strange. The rubbish bins are gone where I
threw my banana peel away half an hour
ago. Everything around me is so GREEN!
Am I dreaming? Is this real?
The sun is still burning like earlier, and since
the water is still there I go for a swim. I follow
the urge and forget my confusion for a
second. However, as I look at the beach and
island from the sea I get a shock.
Where am I?? I recognize the shape of the
mountains but they look completely different
than before. The usual brownish-dry
summer landscape is now all green. I can
see forests that haven’t been on the island
for centuries. Am I in the past? Have I
travelled in time? No, I must be dreaming.
But everything seems so real!
I slowly swim back to the beach even though
the water is only hip-deep, until I can feel the
sand tickling my belly. I lie there like an
alligator, unmoving while my eyes scan the

area. I don’t even know what I’m looking for.
Something, some point of reference that
explains what I’m seeing that will bring
clarity to my definitely confused mind. I don’t
feel sick or have any fear, and my senses
are fully concentrated. I slowly stand up and
walk to my towel that’s still lying there
exactly as I had left it. I cautiously pick it up,
almost expecting something to happen.
Nothing does though, it behaves just like
any towel would when you pick it up. I throw
it over my shoulder and walk towards the
parking lot where I hope to find my friends,
even though I’m slowly realizing that this
isn’t a practical joke. I can hardly recognize
the parking lot anymore. The space is there,
but it’s full of plants, and in the middle there
is now a fire pit. I walk over and test the
ashes, burning my finger in the process.
Someone must have been here recently as
some of the ashes are still glowing.
“Hello? Is anyone here? Heeeellllooooo!” I
call hesitantly, then as loud as I can. Again:
“HEEELLLOOO!!!” Except for a few birds in
the trees that flee from my noise, there is no

reaction. “What’s going on here?” I ask
myself loudly, and as if to answer my
question a seagull squawks overhead; it
sounds as if it knows something that I don’t.
I look up and see it flying to the centre of the
island and without a thought my legs start to
move and I start following it. It disappears
out of sight and I leave the parking lot on the
path we used to get here an hour ago. The
path is also different than it was before. It’s
still there but like everything around me, it is
much greener. After a few hundred meters,
I realize that it’s not just sort-of greener, but
that everything around me is bearing fruits.
There are lots of ripe and unripe fruits and
they are all edible! I stop at a blackberry
bush that’s loaded with fat ripe berries; I can
see that a fig tree is growing out of the
middle of the bush. I remember my thirst and
the missing water bottle, so I pick and eat
some. My God, do they taste good! The fruit
juices flow soothingly down my throat and
for a moment I forget everything else around
me. I didn’t know that figs could be so “juicy”
but they are, sweet and juicy.

Slightly captivated I walk further down the
path, then I find myself standing as if rooted.
A short distance away I see a tower: A steel
frame with a dome on top of it. I’ve seen
something like this before in videos about
Tesla technology but not in the real world.
Then I notice that the old, dilapidated house
that lay on the way here, about 200 meters
from the tower, wasn’t in ruin anymore. On
the contrary - it looked great and was
lovingly restored and it seemed to be
inhabited. The blinds were shut but I see that
the terrace door is open, with a white curtain
blowing in the slight breeze.
As if magically drawn there I go over to the
house. All around me life is in bloom.
Everywhere there are insects buzzing, birds
twittering and crickets chirping, as if they
were in competition with each other. It’s
quite loud but at the same time calm and
harmonious. I stand on the terrace about to
call “Hello” when suddenly a woman comes
out of the house, sees me and smiles at me.
“Hi, it’s nice that you are here, would you like
to drink a lemonade with me? I’ve just made

some!” She invites me to a table where
some glasses are reflecting in the sun and
puts down the jug she carries in her hand.
“How can I call you?” she asks in a friendly
tone without any reservation.
“Nathan”, I reply carefully and look at her
directly for the first time. She is about the
same age as me, with shoulder-length
brown hair and a gentleness in her eyes that
takes my breath away. I hardly recognize
myself again. Where is the charming tone in
my voice, my choice of words and my selfconfidence? I’m normally not shy but in this
moment, I would love to crawl into a hole
and hide. What’s happening here?
“Hello Nathan, I’m very glad that you came
by today. The others are around somewhere
and I thought I’d have to sit here and drink
my lemonade alone. I’m Samira and I’m very
glad to have you as my guest.” She
stretches her hand out and I return the
gesture. She pours the lemonade and gives
me a glass, amused and care-free she looks
straight into my eyes. She REALLY seems
glad to see me. The lemonade tastes great

and stills my thirst, different than the berries
and figs earlier. I empty my glass in one go
and she squeaks with joy.
“That’s a great compliment! Another one?” I
gasp for breath and thankfully hold the glass
up for her to fill, which she does with a laugh
before taking a drink from hers. She is so
pretty sitting there, not like a model or a
beauty queen but just simply beautiful; An
inner beauty that shines outwards. Again, I
am captivated and forget all forms of
courtesy and can’t get a word out of my
mouth. She smiles, leans back in her chair
and closes her eyes with pleasure. The
corners of her mouth jump a little, then she
says: “You’re not from here, are you?”
“Well, sort of” I say, “but I don’t know where
I am.”
With surprise and interest, she opens her
eyes again and looks deeply into mine.
I continue: “I know this island and I’ve lived
here for a few years, but it’s completely
different to what I remember. Could I be
dreaming?”

“I don’t know. What are you experiencing at
the moment?” she asks.
I tell her everything that’s happened and she
looks at me with wonder, but without
judgement. Her looks tell me that she is
taking me seriously and she asks me what’s
different now than it was before.
“Somehow everything is. I realize that I’m on
the island but it’s completely different. The
first thing I’ve noticed is that it’s is so green
and lush, something that I don’t know at all
in the summer here. Then the rubbish bins
are gone, the parking lot and path are green
and full of food and there is a tower back
there. How should I put it? An hour or two
ago when I came here the house was in bad
shape. I spoke to my friends about it; it was
such a pity that no one was using it and how
many nice things could be done with it. Now
it’s like – well, being in a parallel universe
where everything is as it should be.”
Thoughtfully but still friendly she looks at me
then over to the tower. “Nathan, which year
is it?”

“2015 as far as I know” I reply, not sure
about anything anymore. She looks at me
with surprise, thinks for a moment and says
in a soft voice that captivates me again: “My
friend, either you have amnesia or you are a
time traveller. At the moment we write the
year 2020, if we write it, as it’s become
rather unimportant for us” and with a smile
she adds “which would you prefer?”
Completely puzzled by this information that
I would rather not have had, added to her
‘it’s not serious, it’s either the one or the
other’ statement, I start searching for
answers.
“I don’t have the slightest idea. I don’t know
what happened and I don’t know how the
island has changed so much in 5 years. I
think I would like to go home but it’s about
20 kilometers from here. We drove here with
a car before, which I can’t find anymore.
Maybe I can hitch a ride with someone.”
She looks at me, visibly amused and I don’t
see what’s so funny. I’m really not in the
mood to laugh and am very confused.

“Maybe I can help you” she says, “In the last
5 years a lot has changed, not only on the
island but all over the whole planet. I know
something about you that you don’t know
yet, but I don’t want to spoil your fun in
finding it out for yourself. I can tell you some
things, and then I’ll tell you how to get home.
Agreed?”
“I think so” I answer, not that I really had a
choice. I look at her with interest and
curiosity. Samira leans back, takes a deep
breath and starts to explain: “If you’ve
already had the first half of 2015 and it’s the
middle of July, as I think it is now, then you
haven’t yet experienced that 2015 was a
year of big change for lots of people.
Especially the second half of the year was a
time of great change. I’m sure the others will
tell you more about what happened so I’m
only going to tell you the essence of it, the
changes
that
seemingly
happened
overnight. The political situation got
dramatically worse back then and we were
facing a big war in Europe and the world.
Most people realized however, that there
wouldn’t be a war if we didn’t create one.

More and more began to ignore the orders
from above; they refused their cooperation
and began to live their under their OWN
authority. The internet also helped us to
organize ourselves internationally. This way
we could help each other and we started to
act, each their own way but never alone. We
did that which we held for right and sensible.
It started on all levels simultaneously;
parents and children came together and
started to ignore the compulsory schooling
rules, many people didn’t go to work
anymore and the parks and forests were
suddenly much more interesting. The life
forms around us started becoming more
important on a personal level as we were
living in dependence on each other, without
even noticing the essence of our fellow
humans and especially that of the animals.
Tenants stopped paying their rent so the
owners couldn’t pay the banks back either.
High ranking bankers resigned from their
jobs and showed solidarity, and even
politicians started saying things they could
identify themselves with and gave up their
positions. A good description of what

happened is that the people collapsed the
pyramid of hierarchy. There were some
unrests but they were no bigger than those
before. It was counterbalanced by the peace
that became possible, as ever fewer of us
were exposed to the permanent stress of the
previous system. The extra time we had we
used for ourselves, we were connected
worldwide to each other and we exchanged
ideas so that we could live much better with
each other instead of against each other.
There was never really any lack just that
some things were not available, and due to
the regiment of money it was unfairly
distributed.
After a while the main stream media couldn’t
help but change themselves. The problemorientated programming disappeared and
really inspiring solutions were shown.
Another very important thing changed: we
almost automatically stopped trying to put
ourselves above others and humiliating
them. At first it was a whisper in the wind
then all of a sudden everybody was talking
about it. If we keep on seeing the negative
side and occupying ourselves with the

inapproachability, weak points and mistakes
of others then we will only suffer ourselves.
In a society where we criticize 90% and
praise 10% of the time, it’s no wonder that
life wasn’t any fun. Everyone feels unnoticed
and we all have the urge to grow further, but
everyone seems to be missing the
enthusiasm to do so. If you do your best but
still get mostly negative feedback it takes the
fun out of life.
Gradually even the slowest realized that it
was caused through our interactions with
each other, and that everyone could start
doing it differently at any time. So by the end
of 2015 life was better for a lot of people
because they started acting differently
THEMSELVES. They started seeing the
beauty and goodness in their opposite and
started enjoying their lives, as there were no
more stressed out people around them, only
those that felt comfortable in their presence.
They also started to praise more than
criticize. It wasn’t even that hard to do,
especially around the end of the year when
the media started to change. And so

something happened that few only dreamt
of: we found our way back to each other.”
I was fascinated with what I heard. I must be
dreaming, it can’t be real! I even pinched
myself in the arm a few times and it hurt. My
index finger also reminded me of the real
experience at the fire place. Samira took a
swig from her glass and I took one too. I
didn’t know if my dry throat was from the
heat or from the situation I was in.
“I’ve spoken enough already. You said you
would like to go home. There should be a
bicycle back there but you can gladly stay a
short while. I have a feeling that Manuel will
be here shortly and he will be glad to drive
you home in the car, I’m sure he’ll tell you
more on the drive” says Samira.
I don’t reply and my view falls on the tower
that’s been on my mind the whole time.
“What is that tower for?” I ask. Before she
can answer a car pulls into the driveway and
approaches us with some speed. In
complete silence.

“Hey what did I tell you,” cheers Samira,
“that’s Manuel. Come, let’s go and say
hello!” She’s with him so quickly that I have
trouble keeping up. She hugs him and gives
him a heartfelt kiss. ‘Ah, her boyfriend or
husband’ I think, and automatically slow my
approach. The couple end their hug and
Samira turns to me.
“Manuel, this is Nathan, Nathan this is
Manuel. Nathan just came by and drank a
lemonade with me. He told me a very
interesting story.”
With a wide, friendly smile Manuel comes
over and greets me with a hug that I can’t,
and don’t really want to, resist. His friendly
charisma gives me a feeling of security.
“Welcome Amigo” he says, “nice to meet
you. You look a bit confused, is everything
OK?”
I’m perplexed. What kind of people are
these? I’m used to being around hippies and
sort-of see myself as one. I’m also used to
friendly contact with each other, even hugs
between men, but this here….is somehow
different. It is so REAL, so natural, I can’t
explain it. He saw straight through my

‘everything’s cool’ face and spoke directly
about it. A very attentive person, TWO very
attentive people. Still the question remains,
where am I??
“What story did you tell?” asks Manuel on
the way back to the house. I realize that my
story is much more interesting to them than
the one that Samira told me. I’m so
bewildered about everything that I have to
sit down. There in the middle of the drive on
the ground. I’m feeling dizzy and they are
both immediately at my side helping me up.
“Come, we’ll bring you to the veranda, you
can gather yourself there.”
I can’t even say who said it. All of a sudden
I’m in a chair on the veranda. I take my glass
that’s been filled for the third time with the
wonderful lemonade, which in spite of the
heat is still cold and take small sips. Samira
goes inside and Manuel sits down on a chair
beside me. I can feel his watchful gaze
resting on me, and again get a feeling of
complete warmth and lovingness that I can’t
explain. I feel appreciated and cared for, as
if I was the most important person in the

world. It’s indescribable and completely
unobtrusive.
“Doing better, Amigo?” he asks with a smile.
I look at him and his gaze hits me. I have
really good friends and we would go through
thick and thin together, but his gaze is full of
love, care and benevolence. I’m not used to
something like this but I don’t feel
uncomfortable at all. It’s got nothing to do
with being hit on or gay, it’s more like that
between a father and son. Samira returns
with a plate of cookies and joins us at the
table. I take one gladly and it tastes great.
“Nathan can’t remember anything that’s
happened since July 2015, if he’s even
experienced anything” says Samira,
assuming that Manuel hasn’t asked me yet.
Manuel raises his eyebrows but doesn’t say
anything, giving me the chance to say
something. I briefly repeat my story and he
gets very excited.
“You don’t hear that every day” he laughs
and asks me directly “are you feeling better,
everything OK?”

I’m feeling much better and say so.
Somehow they both keep me from losing
myself in my confusion.
“Samira told me where I’ve landed but my
mind doesn’t want to believe it. Time travel?
I find that amnesia is even less likely
because the scratch on my leg from 2 days
ago should have healed long ago. I also
don’t feel five years older.” Speaking about
my doubts seemed to be clearing my head;
my senses were focusing again and I was
really interested in what was happening to
me.
“Well,” says Manuel who was obviously
deep in his own thoughts, “if you really want
to know what’s happening to you then you
must first believe in something. If you don’t
believe in something then you will not be
able to understand it” he answers in a
seemingly self-evident and loving tone. “I
haven’t experienced time travel myself, but
on the internet there are more and more
people reporting their time shifts. There is a
whole group of people that busy themselves
with the topic and are researching it with

great interest. Since we’ve learned that time
isn’t linear and space only exists in our
earlier understanding of existence, we now
have a completely new space-time
continuum in front of us to explore.”
“Wait, stop! One thing after the other please!
The internet still exists, and time ISN’T
linear?” I ask.
They both laugh heartily and I couldn’t help
but laugh with them, even if I didn’t know
what was so funny about what I had said.
“The internet is still here though you
probably wouldn’t recognize it” explains
Samira once we calm down, “and no, time
isn’t linear. We only perceived it as such.
Einstein back then said time is relative, and
not only time but EVERYTHING is.
Everything is relative as everything is seen
from the perspective of the observer. Five
minutes can pass quickly or they could last
an eternity. For the one it’s like that, for
another it’s different, even if they’re standing
next to each other. Since the dogmas have
disappeared it became clear to us that it’s
worth exploring it all, and when the first

people started to openly investigate it the
reports of anomalies started piling up.”
“Please excuse the question, but have the
UFOs started landing yet?”
They both burst out laughing and I have to
laugh with them, even if I felt like the
attraction at a freak show.
“No Nathan my Amigo, that hasn’t happened
yet. There are still some waiting for that to
happen but I don’t think there is a person left
on earth who thinks that we are alone in the
universe, and definitely not that we’re the
only intelligence. We all know today that we
are not ‘from here’, that life was created by
the universe and not developed on earth. All
that we see around us, EVERYTHING, is
held together by consciousness. We are
making more contact with that which is
outside of the earth via our innernet, and
more and more people are gaining access
to it.”
Manuel sees my questioning look and
continues, “Everything is connected to
everything; There is no separation. That was
part of our imagination, as EVERYTHING
that we perceive is a part of our imagination.

That’s because we perceive everything in
ourselves, and in ourselves we find the
doorway to All That Is. You’ve heard of
telepathy right? Even though we didn’t
speak about it I can tell you, for example,
that shortly before I returned Samira not only
felt that I would be here soon, but that she
told you so too. These things function over
the innernet that I mentioned before. The
name has mostly established itself.”
“Quite a lot of information for one afternoon”
I say with a deep breath. “What is that tower
over there? It reminds me of Nicola Tesla’s
experiments” I try to change the topic so that
I can gather myself.
“Well spotted, you haven’t missed that much
it seems” says Manuel, smiling. “Just now I
had to think about how quiet the car is. Since
that’s nothing new for me and Samira also
doesn’t know anything different, I assumed
the thought came from you. You see we are
all connected. You are connected too, even
though you can’t consciously use it yet. You
always have been connected. The towers
are positioned in certain places and supply

us with what Tesla called ‘space energy’.
We got access to it in 2016 when the
researchers developing it stopped being
persecuted and shut down. Very quickly the
first functioning models were available and
they are being developed further. Some of
them can’t be seen anymore as they are
covered in plants so that they don’t spoil the
view anymore. They not only supply us with
energy but our internet and telephones work
through them too. The car also drives using
this energy. It has a battery that charges
itself when close to the towers.”
“Is everyone like...you?” I ask.
“I hope not,” answers Samira this time, “but
I know what you mean. You’ll soon see for
yourself that the people have changed;
we’re all much friendlier to each other now.
The earth has become a very familiar place.
You’ll notice the animals have changed too;
the energy transformation has affected them
as well. They are much more trusting now,
maybe as we don’t eat them thoughtlessly
anymore, if we even still do. You won’t find
fences anymore as everything is used by

everyone. That’s another thing that changed
without anyone having to dictate anything.
Ownership thinking disappeared: No one
worries about having their things taken as
everyone has everything they need,
because everything is there, now just freely
available.”
“And the elite just allowed this to happen?” I
ask, and smiling faces look back at me.
“The elite…” says Manuel, “who has the
power in your opinion?”
“Well, you know, the governments, the
companies, the banks, those at the top of
the pyramid.”
“As I said earlier, in 2015 when we all
withdrew our blind obedience from the
pyramid it collapsed” says Samira. “The socalled powerful couldn’t do a thing to stop it
because they had NO power, at least not
any more than anyone else. We realized
that WE, every one of us including the elites,
had the power and everything that
happened, happened because of this
power. Someone can only have power over
another if they allow it. This obedience was
the cause of all the ugly things that

happened, the wars and famines, so we
took our power back, piece for piece, by
starting to DO that which we thought was
right and a help to each other. So the long
hidden illusion was revealed and couldn’t
function anymore. That was probably the
most important factor that caused the
changes. We got our freedom to act back,
and with it our power too. Bit by bit we learnt
how our daily actions affected us. We saw
how much of that which we did was actually
damaging to us and when we realized it we
stopped, almost by our own. I still find it
amazing that even today I don’t know
anybody who, at that time, did anything
superhuman or unnatural. All of a sudden
anything was possible and when we started
to behave differently we all became better at
it. Life was fun again, and for many that was
something new, so we wanted more of it.”
“So you’re telling me that there is no crime,
no hunger, hate or war anymore?” I ask
skeptically.
“Hardly any” says Manuel, “but there are no
police, jails, lawyers or judges anymore.

Everyone makes mistakes, but instead of
punishment we find it interesting and are
thankful for the information which helps us
identify such problems in their infancy so we
can help those who are making a mistake,
so that it doesn’t happen anymore. We don’t
need violence for that anymore, we have
understanding. Previously the information
was locked away in prisons, now it’s a big
enrichment for all.”
“So you have sympathy for criminals?” I
want to know.
“No, we just understand how one thing leads
to another and we all watch out for each
other. When we see that something is
leading to problems, we all jump in and help
to avoid it. That’s much better than blaming
God for letting something happen, only to
realize that WE were the ones that were
inattentive by allowing it to happen.”
“What about God?” I ask.
“I’ll gladly talk about that on the way. I can
feel you are restless and are wondering
what
happened
to
your
home.
Understandable if I put myself in your

situation. Let’s get going; I’ll show you some
things on the way there.”
I look over at Samira who says “Go on guys.
Don’t worry Nathan, we’ll see each other
again, I can feel it. You are always
wholeheartedly welcome here.”
We stand up and say goodbye. She hugs
me long and affectionately, and then gives
me the same intimate kiss that Manuel got
as a greeting. I’m too shocked to react and
notice how my knees go weak. She then
turns to Manuel and gives him the same
treatment. I don’t know what to think but I’m
exploding with joy on the inside.
“You’ll get used to it” says Manuel with a
smile as he leaves her embrace. “Now there
is a lot of love, we’ve had five years to build
it up. I can imagine that it’s a shock for a time
traveller from 2015.” He takes my arm and
we go to the car. Still dazed I wave at
Samira, my towel still on her shoulder, then
she disappears out of view.
I know the way as I’ve often travelled it, but
I’ve never seen it like this before. I hardly

recognize it anymore. I can only use my
sense of direction to tell Manuel where he
must drive. On the street there are cars
driving in the other direction and Manuel
greets every driver with a friendly wave, and
they greet back as if they all know each
other. It doesn’t take long for me to start
greeting too and I notice how nice it feels.
For a while we sit quietly in the car, which to
my amazement doesn’t have a steering
wheel. Instead Manuel is controlling it with
what looks like a XBox controller. Lost in
thought I look out of the window and am
amazed by the scenery. I remember sparse,
dry, unused cultivated lands but now there
are fields and meadows where everything
seems to be growing. Forests too, real
forests! Before my time travel (I was getting
used to the idea) I had great interest in
permaculture and tried it myself, but I never
thought you could cover a whole island with
forests in five years. As if he was reading my
mind Manuel explains that we have a man
named Geoff Lawton to thank. He worked
tirelessly the last few decades to research

now nature builds its flora, copied it and
integrated it into his own design.
“I know him, or rather his videos” I say,
“Sepp Holzer, Victor Schauberger, Robert
Briechle, Anastasia, I’ve read quite a bit.”
He looks at me approvingly, “yes exactly. In
2016 when nothing stood in Geoff Lawton’s
way, his project ‘Greening the Desert’ drew
thousands of people to help and he turned
almost a quarter of the Sahara green. The
whole thing was shown on a weekly TV
show and the people could see that changes
were possible, even if only on a small scale
around them, and permaculture relived a
renaissance. The second season in 2017
became a blockbuster and the forests you
see here are just three years old.”
“THREE YEARS??” I gasp, “How is that
possible?”
“Back in the eighties a researcher for a
Swiss agricultural company found out that
when seeds were irradiated in a certain way,
they would grow much quicker and bigger
with a much higher yield. However, since the
company was interested in selling seeds

and the invention didn’t help their profits, it
disappeared into the drawer that no one was
allowed to open, you know how it is. Back
then after the mainstream media reported
on the findings and in the first decade of the
new century, you could easily find
information in the internet about the
‘primeval code’, and Lawton brought it back
into the spotlight. Everything he planted was
irradiated and the results you see in front of
you.”
“What about Monsanto? The last I heard
was a report about maize farmers in Mexico
who claimed their Monsanto-free crops were
being contaminated via wind with Monsanto
crops, the result being that even in the
maize’s country of origin there was hardly
any natural seed left. Did the primeval code
save them?”
“Yes, as the radiation reset the genetic code
of the plant. Thus the name. They
discovered that the irradiated seeds grew
versions of the plants that were found in
fossils. It also didn’t seem to matter if the
mutations were natural or made in a
laboratory, the radiation put the seed back

to the gene code that was active millions of
years ago. Here, let me show you
something.”
Manuel slows down and stops on the right,
and waves for me to get out and follow him.
A few meters further we were standing in a
field. Only after looking closer could I see
which plants were standing there, and as if
to prove a point he pointed to a maize plant.
“What do you see here?” he asks.
“Well that’s easy, it’s maize. Not one stem
with 5 cobs, but 2,3,4,5 stems with, uh, 10
cobs each! How is that possible?”
He didn’t answer, but breaks off a cob and
gives it to me.
“Try it, 2-3-4” he jokes, imitating Baloo from
the jungle book, smiling ear to ear. I peel the
cob and take a bite.
“Damn!” escapes from my full mouth,
followed by a sheepish “Sorry!”
Curling with laughter he says: “Don’t worry;
enthusiasm sometimes lets us forget
conventions and manners. Taste good?”
Yes! Not like I know it; watered down with a
faint maize taste, but really like maize! I can’t

help but to take another bite (really, I bit into
it like an apple, the monster cob), chew and
take another mouthful. I stand there like I did
earlier with my grandfather under an apple
tree that he just had to show me because it
had such great apples. “This must stay our
secret, otherwise we won’t have much” were
his words. Here there was no shortage and
Manuel, inspired by my pleasure, also
breaks off a cob and takes a big bite.
“All this belongs to everyone?” I ask while
chewing.
“Everything as far as the eye can see.
Beyond the horizon, right around the planet
to there” he replies, pointing to the field on
the other side of the street. “Does that
explain why there is no more hunger on
earth?” he asks with a smile. I answer with a
nod, it seems unbelievable. “Welcome to the
Garden of Eden” says my new friend,
throwing the half-eaten cob back into the
field. I really feel as if he’s my childhood
friend, he’s so familiar to me.
Again, as if reading my thoughts he says “Ok
Amigo, the day is still young, let’s drive

further. You were asking about God.” I follow
him back to the car. The topic interests me.
“Thank the field for your food” he calls to me.
I only realize now how devotionally he
‘returned’ the leftovers. I quickly turn around
and bow to the field thankfully. I have to
smile; I like this attitude towards food. Back
in the car we sit quietly for a few minutes
beside each other.
“So, what would you like to know?” he asks.
“Well, what do you think about God? Which
religions are still there, if there are any? Has
the existence of God been proven yet?”
He laughs. “That’s quite a lot at once. I’ll tell
you something but I can’t prove it. These
things can’t be explained that easily. I can
try but as long as your faith is tinged by
doubt you won’t be able to understand, as
you are missing some practical experiences.
Luckily these can be gained. That’s why I’ll
start with your questions about religion. I
would say that everyone has their own
religion and we’ve stopped warring and
killing each other over them. It doesn’t seem
to interest anybody anymore as we realized
that we were ALL lied to, and through their

dogmas we could neither find God nor
ourselves. The search for God was as old as
the search for ourselves and when we
started looking inside ourselves (that Amigo,
has completely different results, which we
will discuss later), we quickly found out that
we are reliant on each other and are
connected to each other. We came to see
the whole picture and found that which we
were searching for, that which we had given
all sorts of names, and we were humbled. A
pleasant humility that comes from the
INSIDE, not the humiliation as we knew it
from religions. On the inside we recognized
not only God but ourselves again, and that
we were ALL ‘God’! Can you follow?”
I think a while about what he said. The way
he explained it isn’t hard to follow, especially
as he obviously didn’t have any interest in
trying to convince me of anything,
something that was refreshingly new to me
concerning this topic. As if reading my
thoughts he continues:
“What you choose to believe you must
decide for yourself. Whatever you choose is

right, as everything is a reflection of your
perspective” he smiles, “and each one is
completely real. What you believe to be real
can and will reveal itself to you as
knowledge. Even the biggest load of rubbish
has, in the past, been used as a plausible
reason for wars of all kinds. When you do
choose something be sure that’s what you
feel comfortable with and give others this
right too, then the question about God won’t
really matter much anymore. My personal
suggestion, and it’s only MY one, is to see
yourself as a divine being, as you are one
without a doubt. The religious dogmas tell us
we should think the opposite. God and
human must be separated so that the
people won’t be able to feel the
PERFECTION that the creator is along with
all the creations that can be perceived. If you
find your belief doesn’t help any you can
change it anytime you want, with any other
that happens to cross your path. Back then
we had the freedom to choose a religion,
now we can practice it” he adds, laughing.

I can’t help it but in this moment I’m full of
love. For Manuel, Samira, the maize, the
silent car, the people we see and the seagull
who showed me the way. Suddenly I feel
connected to it all, as ONE. His words move
something in me, something that’s been
stuck for too long.
“Life forms” he says.
“What?” I answer dazed.
“Life forms, don’t categorize so much. The
people, you, me, Samira, the seagull,
animals and plants. We’ve been standing in
our own way for far too long by
discriminating like that. What I mean is see
everything as you like, but try and see
everything around you as a life form without
sticking it in a hierarchy, and then you will
see everything as an equal. It hits like a drug
trip, just without the drugs” he says with a
smile.
I don’t feel reprimanded in any way and
decide to listen to his advice.
“So God learns about himself through us, as
we are all God?”
“Well well, look how quickly you can see
something new if you just change your

perspective. Not bad Amigo, you’re a quick
learner.”
The compliment is good and I’m feeling
great. I forget the weird situation that I find
myself in. All of a sudden everything is very
interesting and I’m thankful to be here, I’m
enthusiastic!
“Hard to believe how quickly it happens,
especially when you think how long we took
to get to the point where we changed our
perspectives” he says, looking at me from
the corner of his eye. “Can you now believe
how the world can change so much in just
five years?”
“Damn!” I think to myself, and he just laughs.
We drive the rest of the way in silence,
interrupted only by my directions.
“I wonder if my friends still live there” I say
as we stop at the door of the finca.
“I could tell you, but that will spoil your fun
finding it out yourself” he answers, in a
secretive tone like Samira’s earlier.
I feel like I’m in the Truman Show, they all
seem to know something about me but don’t
want to say anything. I don’t at the moment

either, but lean over and give my driver a
heartfelt hug and thank him for the drive.
“I must say thank you Amigo! I really am
unbelievably glad to have met you. We’ll
meet each other again soon, see you
around!” with these words I open the door,
get out, and am standing in front of my
home. I get a shock!
Almost nothing is as I had left it, I hardly
recognize the house anymore. It’s been
lovingly fixed up and all around there are
flowering and fruiting plants. The sparse, dry
field that I remember being like the rest of
the island in summer is now a forest. I can
hear water running, louder than the pool
would cause. Insects buzz through the air,
birds fly around singing loudly, and my dog
comes running towards me wagging his tail
with joy.
“Fuzzi!” I call to him and forget everything
else. I don’t have a key but know where to
climb over the fence. I only now notice that
gate if still there but the fence is gone.
What’s the use of the gate then? I push the
handle and it opens. Cool. A world without

keys, I like that. One worry less, forgetting
my keys is a thing of the past. I enter the
finca and greet my four-legged friend
happily. Strange, it feels like I saw him only
a few hours ago. He looks a bit older and
acts like he hasn’t seen me for a long time. I
don’t often get a greeting like this. He is
completely excited, running in circles and
bouncing around like only a dog can.
“Nathan? What are you doing here?” asks a
woman’s voice behind me, “you were only
just….”
As I turn around she grows quiet and her
eyes grow bigger.
“Oh my God, I didn’t think of that. I
completely forgot the time!”
I look at her but don’t have a clue who it is.
Why does everyone know me here but I
know no one??
“Let me guess” I say, “You also don’t want
to spoil my fun finding something out
myself?”
She looks at me and starts laughing, she
can hardly contain herself and comes over
with open arms. When she’s in front of me

she lays her hands on my face, strokes it
and gives me a kiss on the lips, and still
laughing says “we couldn’t say exactly what
day it was where you were at the beach.
We’ve been expecting you but just didn’t
know when. This is cool! Now we have two
of you. Only you look five years younger!”
Two? Two of WHAT? Slowly it dawns on
me. Memories of “Back to the Future” shoot
into my mind, the glitches in the SpaceTime-Continuum, I think of Spock and the
film ‘Looper’ and realize that my five-year
older self is here too. The only calming thing
at the moment is that it’s still my home and
I’m allowed to be here, and am apparently
still living here. Again I am quite confused.
“Who are you?” I ask.
“I’m Kristina, Bauchi’s wife” she answers.
“You can’t know me yet. Come, the others
will be glad to see you, especially Nathan, I
mean you, uh I mean…. oh God, I can’t
believe it. You won’t believe how glad you’ll
be to meet yourself, I mean, uh, the other
way around” she laughs.

Are they all crazy here or am I? She’s so
loving and her joy is so contagious as she
leads me on holding my hand. We walk onto
the terrace that’s been comfortably redone.
There’s a big bowl of fruit on the table and
colorful flowers all around, and it’s much
tidier than I remember. What a beautiful
place.
“Have a seat” she invites me, “I’ll quickly
fetch the others!”
She disappears and I close my eyes and
wish that I would wake up. I hear footsteps,
open my eyes and realize there is no waking
up at the moment. I see Kristina climbing the
stairs followed by Marc, Bauchi, and….ME.
I can’t breathe. ‘I don’t look that much older,
I’ve kept well’ I think to myself.
My other self sees me: “HAAAAAAAA!
THERE YOU GO! AT LAST! I told you all I
wasn’t dreaming!!”
I must have been looking at myself with such
amazement. He comes over and kneels in
front of me.
“Please excuse me; this must be very
confusing for you. I know as I’ve
experienced it already. How are you? Not

well I can remember. Ok, how to handle this
situation. I was prepared for anything, but
now it’s different. Can I do anything for you,
so that you’ll feel better?” I ask myself.
I notice his healthy white teeth, completely
different to my battered mouth I have now.
“How about some explanations?” I ask dryly.
“I can assure you that it’s no dream, but only
really from this moment on. Except for if I’m
still dreaming, but that’s unrealistic.
Considering all that I now know, you will
return at the right time. For a start I can
assure you that you are in safety and that
you can relax. I know these words helped
me five years ago.”
They do and I relax a bit. Kristina returns
from the kitchen with a jug of juice and some
glasses.
“Freshly pressed” she announces and starts
filling them. She is beautiful and is shining
like a sun. She seems to be really happy, I
like her. Only now do Marc and Bauchi
awaken from their rigor.
“Damn” says Bauchi smiling at me, “I didn’t
believe it, until now I didn’t believe anything,
but anything…” he stops talking and gives

me a tight hug. His eyes gleam more than
before and he is quite a bit thinner too.
“What’s wrong buddy?” I ask, “You being
speechless is something new!” We smile at
each other then Marc also greets me
heartily.
“Wow, this is incredible” I say when we’re all
seated. “I really didn’t know if this is all real
or not. Five years of waiting and now you’re
here, in spite of all the doubt!”
Suddenly two children come onto the
terrace, drawn to the spectacle.
“This is William and Stephan” I say, “William
is Kristina and Bauchi’s son, and Stephan is
Marc and Natalie’s son, you’ll meet her
soon.”
I look at them with interest.
“So you can get children?” I ask Bauchi, who
was still childless in 2015 and assumed he
couldn’t get any.
“Yup” he answers with a smile and puts his
son on his lap, “isn’t he perfect?”
William leans his head on his father’s chest;
half closes his eyes and rests his interested
gaze on me. It’s all so nice that I forget my
confusion. To my surprise Stephan comes

over to me and lifts his arms, instinctively I
lift him onto my lap. He looks at me with eyes
as big as saucers, and again I feel
something that I don’t recognize: I’m
overwhelmed with the joy and love around
me, and that everyone except me knows
what’s going on. Tears stream from my eyes
and I can’t hold them back so I let them run.
The little guy puts his finger on the tip of my
nose and makes a farting sound with his lips.
“Life is good!” he says, “Have you
forgotten?”
This breaks me open on the inside, what’s
happening here?
“Let go” I say, “it helps.”
Then Stephan does something that I never
expected. He hugs me with a devotion that I
don’t know, like a father would hug his son.
“Everything is fine” he says.
He holds me and I sob like a child while the
others look on with respect, like they know
this already. The little guy really holds me, I
feel strength in him that I don’t expect from
a child.
“Everything is fine” says his little voice again,
and I can feel something reacting in me.

Something is changing in me: Out of my
deepest self arises a peace, and as if set
free it follows the call of freedom and
expansion, at last it can be seen and wants
to help. All of the desires, my fears and silly
thoughts I’ve ever had come rushing up, as
if fleeing from it. Endless PEACE, unison
and harmony. Peace, I can feel peace in me.
Peace in me, at peace with the world. I’m at
peace with everything, I am ONE with
everything. I AM everything. I am the
universe, the Alpha and Omega, up and
down, light and darkness, and I’m full of
love.
As if I was to memorize them Manuel’s
words ring in my head: “perceive yourself as
a divine being, as without a doubt you are
one.”
I feel a soft touch on my nose and hear a
farting sound. I open my eyes and tearily
look into the clearest eyes I’ve ever seen.
“Life is good! You must never forget it!” says
Stephan.
“Who are you?” I ask him this time and for
the first time in my life I don’t see a child in
front of me, but a being in the body of a child.

I perceive him as an equal, still sitting there
on my lap. As an equal and complete
person.
“Who are you?” he returns the question.
“I don’t know!”
“That’s good.”
“Why is that good?”
“Because you are nothing and everything,
do you remember?”
This question coming from a four year old
child stumps my understanding again, and I
just nod.
“Yes, I remember” I say.
Only now do I remember the others, who are
still just sitting there watching.
“Now you are ready for these times” I explain
to myself. “You should now be able to hold
the frequency of the earth, and through you
so will many, many other people, even if
they don’t know it yet. I know this, as it’s
already happened. Juice?”

A while later I accept Nathan’s invitation to
walk with him. Since Stephan’s “treatment”
I’ve been feeling like never before. I’m

completely at peace, my thoughts are
focussed and clear. They are positive and
constructive and I just can’t see any reason
to be scared or to feel uneasy. I notice that
walking next to Nathan makes me feel even
more at ease. Of all those around me I feel
understood by him the most. He really
seems to know how I’m feeling, as he has
already experienced it all five years ago.
Even then he seems to be a completely
different person than I am. He is much
calmer than I know myself to be and is
generally more level-headed.
“What did Stephan do to me?” I ask after
walking quietly through the garden for a
while, “and why can he do such things?”
“He’s a little shaman. We recognized it early
on as he was especially interested in herbs,
energy work and healing. He can’t read yet,
but can tell you everything about the plants
around you, what they are called and their
healing properties. He’s like a small
encyclopedia. He has great teachers and
has a lot of his mother, Natalie, in him. She
also does a lot of work in this direction and

Stephan didn’t really show interest for
anything else. He quickly became a big help
with her work.”
“She can take her child to work with her?
That’s cool” I say, impressed.
Nathan just looks at me then starts laughing:
“It’s quite funny to see myself from another
perspective. Only now do I understand what
my five-year older self said to me five years
ago. He said that to me five year ago too!”
he adds, without answering my question.
“Excuse me please” he says, and with a
gesture invites me to sit next to him on a tree
stump that’s been creatively carved into a
bench.
“Try to imagine it this way: everyone is selfemployed today, just that no one has to
register a business. Where would they
anyway? It’s different now, everyone follows
their interests. This is advantageous as you
can do something with joy and enthusiasm.
Through these interests you learn quicker
and become better. Playing and learning is
the same. You can see this in animals the
most, with people it’s no different. We’re

optimized for learning; we come into the
world like this. The urge to play, the joy and
enthusiasm of doing so lets us learn quickly
and effectively. The logical by-product of
playing is the improvement of our abilities
and skills, our competences.”
“I know! 2 weeks ago I saw a lecture from
André Stern on YouTube. He never went to
school and is a very well-educated man. A
different sort of education but he’s definitely
not stupid. When you listen to him you
almost feel stupid, but he negates that by
inspiring you. Can you remember that? You
must also have seen it.”
Nathan laughs: “yes, I not only remember
but I’ve had the pleasure of meeting him, his
father and his son. I worked a bit with them
and also with Professor Gerald Hüther.
André became well known through his
appearances on TV and inspired people to
do a lot more, not only to stop taking their
kids to school as there was no alternative.
He awoke the interest in enthusiasm, which
the slave people of the old times - that’s
what we call the time until 2016 - seem to
have lost. The people love him and still do

so until today. His importance for the
awakening people is like that of Sigmund
Freud or C.G. Jung a hundred years earlier.
Without him or his NoCredit, as he calls it,
many people would not have had the idea
that learning and enthusiasm are so closely
tied to each other.”
“That means that your kids can develop
freely and don’t have to go to school
anymore? I find that hard to believe.”
“I believe you, but it’s really like that. The old
school buildings are still there but they are
used in all sorts of different ways now, and
no one is forced to go there anymore. When
the people realized that they were forcing
their children into school, only to be mentally
and physically abused - and yes, forcing
someone to sit for hours on end on a chair
has a bigger effect on their lives than we
realized back then - they stared to look for
alternatives. André Stern could inspire so
many because the people around him had
already started looking for alternatives.”
“How do your children learn today? How
should I picture it?”

“I would say they learn simply by living. You
can’t live without learning, that doesn’t work
even with schools. The difference between
then and now is that you can choose what
you’re interested in and what you want to
learn, and you do this with others that have
the same interests. We call it the University
of Life. You graduate at birth and are a
student and teacher of all, and for all.
Everyone can learn from you if they like, and
you can learn from them if you like. It was
always like this, but the schools blinded
everyone to the fact. Everything learned
outside of school was seen as inferior. There
was no certificate for it and it didn’t matter
how good you became. You had no papers
and couldn’t use the knowledge to support
your livelihood. Speaking these words
reminds me of how old they are and how
long I haven’t spoken them: ‘Earning a
living.’ Today no one has to earn anything
and the basics for living (not only for
surviving) are freely available to all.”
“I know that ‘school’ means ‘train’, like a
gardener who doesn’t learn from a tree, but
‘trains’ it by cutting it. The schools of the old

system were to train people to become the
norm. TV and the media also ‘educated’ the
people and the result was the same.”
“How has all that changed today? What has
changed in the programming?”
“Especially the consumption of ‘information’
that was passed on as knowledge. Today
we all realize one thing: just because
someone says something doesn’t mean that
it’s correct. Neither in TV nor in a ‘school’.
We rather perceive all as an inspiration.
Information brought into form, it’s all
perceived relatively. No one holds endless
truth. What appears clear and coherent for
the one isn’t necessarily so for the other, not
because he’s stupid or anything. It just
invites you to explore it further if you are
interested. Then we get access to that which
we hardly knew earlier: true understanding.
Competence that isn’t based on theoretical
knowledge but on practical experience,
that’s a huge difference. Instead we have
less general knowledge. General knowledge
is all around us, we don’t need to carry it in
ourselves. A show like “Who wants to be a
millionaire” wouldn’t have a winner

anymore. Luckily that’s not necessary
anymore as no one has the need to be a
millionaire. Wealth today is defined
completely differently.”
“How?” I want to know, not because I can’t
imagine it but because I would like to hear
someone say it who’s already experiencing
it, even if that someone is me in five years
time.
“I feel rich because I can pursue my own
interests. Back then only the wealthy with
enough money could do so. I don’t HAVE to
do anything, only if I WANT to do something
I do. For example, if I want to enjoy the taste
of this great apple,” he reaches around and
picks one from a tree, “I have to eat it. It
makes a huge difference to yourself if the
‘HAVE TO’ comes from a need or an order,
meaning if it comes from the inside or the
outside. If you like, help yourself” he says
with a smile, and bites into the apple.
“You know” between chews, “I can still
remember what it was like back then. I can
remember how I allowed myself to be
pressured by others, and was unknowingly

influenced and forced to do things that I
normally wouldn’t have done. Also things
that I would have liked to do but didn’t, due
to others. Back then our noses were so
deeply buried in other peoples’ business
that the freedom and richness of today
simply wasn’t possible. It was a vicious circle
as no one could look after themselves; they
had the urge to worry about others. The
word is chosen well, as it normally
developed into a worry of some sort. We felt
empty and that the world was against us and
we tried to compensate for this externally.
The internal was mystified to death, and no
one really had the chance to put their own
house in order. Even those who wanted to
and did so were bothered by others who
interfered with their doings. It was very
frustrating. However as more and more
people understood it, they found and helped
each other against the external stressors,
and so achieved a sort of immunity against
them.”
We sit in silence next to each other and I
think of the stress I’ve had the last few

weeks and months. I permanently had
people around me that criticized me and my
lifestyle, that had lots of ‘good tips’ for me,
or were really hostile towards me and didn’t
leave me alone, and all this even though
they couldn’t manage their own lives. They
accused me of things that they had
previously told me they found wrong in their
own lives. It was so obvious that they were
projecting their own weaknesses on me that
I should have just ignored them, but since
they wouldn’t leave me alone I couldn’t get
away from them. There were also people
there that supported me and told me not to
take so much to heart, but in the end I could
only enjoy the ‘perfect’ day at the beach
because I could see the differences. The
worst part is that it wasn’t even about me,
but about Bauchi. I got caught in the crossfire because I sided with him and defended
him, so I received the same rejection and
treatment.
“What do you do today if someone tries to
tell you what to do?” I want to know.

“For a start we laugh at them, and then we
ask if we can help, or if he wants help. If not,
then we simply go somewhere else.”
“What if it’s someone at your home and
disturbing the peace there?”
“Then we send him away, or just leave him
sitting there. We’ve got the freedom today
not to be tied to any place. No one HAS to
stay where there is stress. I must admit it’s
easier these days as the unpleasant people
are in the minority and are dying out. Even
the hard learners have now understood that
each person is responsible for their OWN
happiness, or unhappiness. Whoever
moans about their situation or that someone
did or didn’t do something, hasn’t
understood it at all. Whoever gets angry has
really missed the point.”
He takes another bite and gives the rest of
the apple back to the garden. I realize that I
have a lot to learn in the next 5 years.

I didn’t stay up long yesterday. We had a
great dinner, but didn’t speak much about
the changes the last years had brought, my

head was exploding anyway. I had enough
information for one day and nothing would fit
in anymore. I was in bed early and fell
asleep straight away. I was glad to wake up
here again this morning. Or now, depending
how you see it. The whole thing is very
interesting and I slowly realize what a
unique chance this is to have this
experience. Since Nathan assured me that
I’ll be going back sometime, I decided to
enjoy every second of it. Dream or not it
doesn’t matter, my experience is very real.
Later that morning I’m sitting on the terrace
drinking tea and Bauchi sits down with me.
“Hey, sleep well?” he asks with a yawn, his
eyes still half-closed.
I guess some things don’t ever change. He
always was a night person and long sleeper
even if he slept the same amount as others
- just later.
“I keep my average eight hours a day. Eight
hours for the body, eight for the mind, and
eight for the soul” he explained to me five
years ago. He also explained the hours were
relative, as his day was from waking up until
he went to sleep. Sometimes that was 48

hours, sometimes only two. Even then I still
admired him for his high level of balance.
Now he’s sitting next to me, pouring himself
a juice and looking at me.
“Boy oh boy, what a time. I must really
restrain myself not to drown you in words. A
thousand thoughts would like to be heard,
but…” he smiles at me, “I still don’t want to
spoil your fun finding things out on your own.
I know you’ve heard this four times already,
but it won’t be much longer. I know this for a
reason, and for this reason I won’t tell you
anything yet. I’m keeping to the script and
giving you the opportunity to ask questions.
As far as I’m able to, I’ll give you the answers
gladly.”
“How long have you known Kristina and how
long has she been your wife?” I start with
something personal.
“Well, that’s what she calls herself, I rather
see myself as her man. That makes a
difference for us. Our relationships today are
a bit different than back then. We’re not
married, and not exclusive to each other,
and most importantly we don’t belong to
each other. With the independence we

gained came the awareness that we are all
ONE and are all connected, and we realized
that we didn’t need another person in our
lives to complete ourselves. Because we all
became complete, when we were ready we
found ourselves on another level. There was
no reliance anymore, as we knew it before.
Love is defined differently than before; I
explained this to you back in 2010. Back
then you couldn’t understand it, as like the
others you mistook desire for love. Do you
remember what I said to you back then?”
I can remember quite well. Back then I
spoke to Bauchi because his You Tube
videos were talking about things that were
occupying me too. In this specific case it was
about romantic problems. My girlfriend
cheated on me and I just didn’t know how to
handle the situation. Our relationship wasn’t
going that well, and her turning to someone
else didn’t really come as a surprise. Still, I
suffered and had suicide thoughts. I felt
deceived, worthless and unable to make a
woman happy. In one of his videos Bauchi
said that it wasn’t my duty to do so. That
caused a few sleepless nights for me, so I

gathered my courage and wrote to him.
Back then I would never have thought that
we would be living together, and that he
would become one of my closest friends. I
would also never have dreamed that, five
years in my future, we would be sitting at the
breakfast table talking about it again.
“You said that unconditional love is being
lived and practiced, by wishing the loved
person all their happiness. That means that
everything the person does is OK for you.
This is because by giving the other their
freedom, only then are you free yourself.
You said that it takes a bit of practice and in
the beginning I shouldn’t be so hard on
myself and others. Thanks for that by the
way, it was a great help to me, even though
I didn’t have a mentionable relationship after
that. I was able to wish more and more
people their happiness, and one of them
was definitely me.”
He looks at me with a loving face.
“You know,” he says, thoughtfully, “It was all
mostly theory back then. I had a few
opportunities to gather practical experience,
but compared to today I knew nothing. I’m

experiencing something with Kristina that I
can’t describe. I would say she’s the perfect
sparring partner for training unconditional
love. To see her laugh is still the most
beautiful thing in the world for me. I like it
when people laugh, but her laugh still
causes the best feelings of happiness in me.
The price for me is allowing her complete
freedom to do what she needs to be happy.
That’s a small price for someone that also
has his freedom to do anything, without
worrying about being moaned at or
punished. I have other women, but I’m HER
man. She also has other men, but luckily
she’s MY woman. The labelling has nothing
to do with ownership, but with togetherness.
We simply belong together; there are no
words for it, just a feeling. We don’t have to
certify it or swear to uphold it until death. No
one else is devalued or worth less. We ALL
help each other to be happy which is a much
closer connection to love itself, which
Stephan helped to balance yesterday, so
there is no competition anymore. There is no
room for rivalry in togetherness; it’s a
symptom of separation. Shortly after your

return to your time, you will start to see new
opportunities arising through this knowledge
and way of seeing things. And you’ve
already met YOUR girl here” he says with a
smile, and I’m stumped.
I don’t even want to think about what I’m
feeling. A face shoots into my mind and my
heart beats like mad. To avoid any wishful
thinking I quickly change the topic.
“Back then you told everyone you were your
own king. How did that work out?”
“It’s become the general attitude towards
life. Back then I said it as I was living in a
world where people thought they were better
than me and could tell me what to do. Since
we’ve now all found our independence,
we’re all our own kings and not someone
else’s. Not everyone describes it like this as
it’s become self-evident. Today everyone is
his or herself and lives their OWN life, so it’s
not necessary to dictate over others
anymore.”
“Terra Nia, Our Earth, an alliance of free
people” I ponder.

“Yes, sort of” Bauchi laughs, “a part of the
project back then was to remove the
territorial divisions of Mother Earth. It took
some time and help from other similar
networks, but it had an effect. The
TerraNia.org website became quite popular,
especially after the founder Jonathan
Leonhard found the right words to explain to
everyone that not only the earth belongs to
everyone, but the network too. Until that
happened he was accused of self-serving
interests, however the accusers damaged
themselves more than they did him. It wasn’t
only him that had these problems, but
everyone that was doing such things. The
guy with the most was Thomas. With
‘Eigiland’ and the idea behind it, he was able
to inspire people.”
“Yeah I can believe that. A week ago I was
on a boat with him. You made a video for the
Eigiland anthem together.”
“Oh wow I almost forgot that” Bauchi laughs
again, “The song did become popular.
Somehow we seemed to have the right
timing. Thomas and Katy are on the boat in
the Bahamas at the moment as far as I

know. But the song is still here, even if we
haven’t heard or sung it in a while. Do you
still know it?” he asks.
“Of course” I say, and he jumps up and
fetches a guitar.
“Let’s sing it again; it belongs to the sound
track of these exciting times…”

Jeden Morgen früh aufstehn
zur Schule oder Arbeit gehn
und den lieben langen Tag
das zu tun was Ihr mir sagt..
darauf hab ich keine Lust,
denn das erzeugt in mir nur Frust,
ich tu lieber was ich mag
weil ich da viel mehr von hab.
Wenn ihr nur wüsstet,
oh wenn ihr nur wüsstet,
oh wenn ihr nur wüsstet
wie simpel dieses Leben ist.
Das Leben ist schön
das Leben ist toll
das Leben ist wunder-voll

weil alles kommt wie es soll.
Ihr sagt mir was ich denken soll,
doch denk ich das, geht’s mir nich so toll.
Ich folge lieber der Natur,
dem Miteinander, der inneren Uhr
Die Sonne scheint, ich fühl mich frei,
genieß den Tag und hab Spass dabei,
wir sitzen hier in einem Boot
zusammen halten wirs im Lot
und legen an ner Insel an,
auf der man frei sein darf und kann.
Lieben alles um uns herum
und nehmen keinem mehr was krumm.
Wenn ihr nur wüsstet,
oh wenn ihr nur wüsstet,
oh wenn ihr nur wüsstet
wie simpel dieses Leben ist.
Das Leben ist schön
das Leben ist toll
das Leben ist wunder-voll
weil alles kommt wie es soll.”

“Cool, it still rocks. I like that song. Do you
remember Rubin and the time travel video
he made about the first video you guys
made together? Where he, in his NOW,
spoke about the recording in your now, and
how the listeners heard it in their now. It’s all
getting a different meaning now.”
Bauchi looks over at me and smiles, “That’s
exactly what Rubin said after reading the
book.”
“What book?”
“Shortly after you returned from your trip,
which I now see really happened, you asked
me to bring the story to paper. I was
skeptical at first but I quickly started writing.
By the end of July it was finished, and that
got the wheels rolling. That’s what Nathan
meant yesterday and why we all know your
story. It became very well known.”
I felt my jaw dropping, what did he just say?
Does that mean I’m famous?
“Not famous,” says Bauchi, who seems to be
able to read my thoughts, “not like you’re
thinking. Let’s say that lots of people know
you, but no one knows who you are. You
always have been shy in public and that

hasn’t changed much even today. I wrote
the book so that you would stay anonymous.
When you see Nathan again you can ask
him yourself what his opinion is. I’ve said
enough about it. I just want you to know that,
from my personal perspective, you’ve
always been a good example for creating
personal peace. You still enjoy being the
great unknown one and we’re all happy with
it. I also believe that if we told the people
who you were things would have happened
differently, and the book would have lost it’s
appeal.”
I have to digest this all. Bauchi seems to
notice and says nothing, plucking a bit on his
guitar. A short while later Kristina returns to
the terrace. She greets me warmly and tells
me that she was in the garden with the boys
giving the plants some attention. Bauchi
also greets her warmly and intimately, which
causes me to think of Samira. Shortly after
William and Stephan come too, and they
greet me with beaming smiles. They seem
to be enjoying having two Nathans around,
and they are finding it very interesting. They

too seem to know the story, and don’t ask
much but seem to enjoy more. Their eyes
are sparkling as if it’s Christmas. They are
funny and boisterous, but still somehow
calm, not irritating or anything. William asks
me to blow up an inflatable mattress which
he fetches from behind a chair. I’m happy to
help him, and when I’m finished they both
disappear with it towards the pool. Kristina
brings a few sandwiches from the kitchen
and sits down with us.
“How did you two meet, and how long have
you been together?” I want to know.
“Through the internet” says Kristina, “back in
2005 we had contact via Facebook and in
the summer things changed rather quickly.
We
both
noticed
though
our
communications that there was something
more, so I came here. It was a few days after
your time travel. Lots changed around here,
not only through your trip. Bauchi was under
pressure from Barbara and Michael, the
landlords of the finca, as they were
interfering a lot in his life. Especially
Barbara, who saw things in him that were
her own projections, got very upset. You

should remember that, as you were also
affected because you took his side.”
Oh yes, I remember that well. Yesterday I
was reminded again by Nathan, and the day
before I was in the middle of it all, even
though it seemed so far away.
“In the night when Kristina was on the ferry
Michael came over with Barbara and started
moaning at me, as I had posted on
Facebook that Kristina was stuck on the
mainland because her car had been towed.
My gut feeling told me everything was OK,
but I didn’t have any proof to support my
feelings. So Michael threw me out of the
finca that night, which was bad news for
Kristina the next morning.”
“I first thought that Bauchi was making a fool
out of me. First he invites me to visit him,
and then he’s trying to tell me that in the
previous night he suddenly became
homeless, without warning. I didn’t find him
so great anymore and wanted to turn around
and go back home straight away. I only
stayed a few days, even though I planned to
stay the summer. And since Bauchi didn’t

have a home anymore, he came with me
back to Vienna where I lived back then.”
“And then? It sounds like a Hollywood
romance.”
“No not really, in Vienna we split up. I
couldn’t really love Bauchi. All the things
being said about him caused doubt in me,
and I saw many negative things in him that
made it impossible to spend time with him.”
“Yes I remember. I still know how I felt back
then. To be reliant on her was exactly what
I didn’t want being an ‘Eigilander’, as this
was exactly what I wasn’t. So we went our
separate ways which really helped both of
us to become independent. I wrote your
book during this time, travelled around and
slowly rediscovered myself again. We still
stayed in contact, and undeniably felt
something in ourselves. When we met each
other again, we took it slowly and learnt to
co-exist individually next to each other, by
allowing the other their freedom. We
experienced that which connects us so
closely today: unconditional love. I don’t
know which day we ‘came together’; as such
a day doesn’t exist. We enjoy spending time

with each other because it’s fulfilling, but we
don’t need to physically be together the
whole time. Two years ago we didn’t see
each other for half a year, as each of us was
traveling the world with other groups. That
didn’t ruin our love and connection to each
other; instead it made the reunion much
better.”
“Are you happy with him?” I ask Kristina, as
I knew from the past that Bauchi’s partners
weren’t so.
“Yes, but it’s because I’m happy with myself.
Where I wasn’t happy, I couldn’t be so with
him either. I know that he did everything he
could so that I could be happy, but I had to
learn it myself. To be happy with Bauchi
really isn’t difficult, because he is normally
happy himself. But to be happy WITH him,
you must first be happy yourself.”
“When you came with your story and told me
I’d be living in Vienna a week later, I thought
you were kidding. But if you hadn’t said so,
and it didn’t really happen, I wouldn’t have
believed anything you said. Do you see now
how we are all connected?” asks Bauchi
with an insistent look.

“You asked how long we’ve been together,
and here’s my answer: we’ve all been
together forever, with an infinity of different
life forms. Each of us has about 12 million
soul partners on earth. That number is
necessary so that we can work together to
experience what ONE soul wants to
experience over countless incarnations. It’s
like a big project group, and every one is just
as important. Every notion of separation is
an illusion, a result of turning away from it
all, especially God and ourselves, which is
the program here on the earth. It doesn’t
matter how real it seems, nothing is really.
You won’t believe how quickly I became
thankful towards Michael and Barbara for
their contribution, as I learnt something
special from them: no one can really do
anything bad or evil, because it can only be
INTERPRETED as being bad or evil, and
the interpretation is only real for the
observer, no one else. I was upset at them
for a few days and felt unfairly treated, but
afterwards I could have hugged them. Not
that that would have been a good idea, as it
would have been impossible to enjoy

anything together in that combination,
especially as they preferred to concentrate
on resentment for a while longer. Still,
without their actions my experience wouldn’t
have been possible, just as none of our
experiences would be possible without our
so-called soul partners. They did calm down
after a while, and we were able to sit down
and interact with each other in a friendly way
again. In the mean time I surrounded myself
with others who accepted me as I was, as
they were centered themselves and I
enjoyed the times. Since then I’m doing
better than ever before.”
“Wow, they really threw you out? What did
they do with me?”
“They left you alone as you were gone
anyway. You went on a sailing trip for a few
months with Thomas and Katy, and as I’ve
heard, you were really good in ignoring their
negative vibes. That’s what I just couldn’t do
anymore. Does that answer your question to
Nathan yesterday about dealing with people
that don’t leave you alone?”

“Yes I think so, even if I can’t really imagine
it yet. It all sounds very theoretical at the
moment.”
“Soon you’ll get the chance to see it yourself,
then you’ll have the right practical
experience” Kristina says with a laugh, “you
don’t need to be afraid anymore.”
“That means I’ll be sailing around the world
with Thomas and Katy the next few
months??” The thought makes me smile,
“where to?”
“I could tell you, but that will spoil the fun….”
“I know I know, find out myself…” we all
laugh now and I feel lighter.

Something was happening in me that I
couldn’t really explain. It was something that
reminded me of Ella Kinsington’s book
“Mary”, which I had read at the beginning of
2015 and that I had found fascinating. It tells
the story of a being that was interested in life
on Earth and who wanted to experience all
the “problems” that were spoken of. I really
recommend reading it if you haven’t yet.
This being receives help from a soul called

“Ella”, which, with the help of other souls,
prepares different situations for Mary for her
to experience. Ella explains to Mary that
experiences are always created in this way.
They are coordinated and “programmed” on
a soul level and, like a computer program,
are played back and experienced as “real”.
It’s important to understand that every
individual ego involved perceives it all from
their perspective with their own filters, so
that they can experience it individually. Mary
is very conscious of the fact that everyone
around her is doing things unconsciously for
her, but it takes a while for her to realize how
important her own role in the situation is for
the experiences of the other egos. This
reveals to the reader how ALL is connected.
I spend some time walking through the
neighborhood thinking about this. Talking to
the others definitely brought new ideas and
I can virtually see how my thought patterns
were changing, and with them my
perceptions about different things. Suddenly
a light goes on in me! I can now see WHY
I’m here. In a time where I don’t really

belong, but somehow still do. Now I know
why I’m being reminded about Mary. The
impression of being the main character in a
Truman Show, and that all seemingly exist
in this situation to tell and show ME
something. Then I realize that I’m here
(without knowing so until now) to help the
others with THEIR experience, through my
thoughts and actions. Then I can see how
everything that happens only seems real
because we all interact with each other, and
together we create every thinkable
experience. No one can think, say or do
anything other than what has been agreed
to on a soul level. Any thoughts of “right” or
“wrong” become relative, as it is only right or
wrong in relation to something else.
My thoughts become lost in the here and
now, and a wave of clarity overcomes me.
My senses start playing tricks on me. A
wonderful scent surrounds me, the smell of
all the trees, shrubs and flowers around me.
I notice how it was there the whole time, just
that I wasn’t. At least my thoughts were
elsewhere. My eyes wander over a flower

field that couldn’t have been more colorful.
I’ve never seen such intense colors! I’m in a
concert of quietness that doesn’t need a
director or notes. I can hear birds singing, a
whole chorus of them singing a song that
couldn’t be more beautiful. Even the cicadas
are singing along, the rhythm of their
chirping matches the melody of the birds.
The humming of the bees and bumblebees
reminds me of the base tone of bagpipes,
and it too fits perfectly in the song. This was
all there before, I just didn’t notice it and how
it became so loud suddenly. Nothing
changed, it’s just now I’m listening. I can feel
how my body is moving, how my breath
moves through it like the warm midday sun.
It’s shining intensely, but in this moment I’m
at one with it and can feel it with every cell. I
see a fig hanging on a tree in front of me, all
I have to do is reach out and pick it. It feels
so soft and pleasant. I take a bite and my
taste buds explode! I can also taste it
through my nose. I’m shaking on the inside
as I feel how my tongue and mouth are
being tickled. A pure lust for life flows

through me, everything is so incredibly
intense!
In this moment my mind stops. I can see
how it just stops working. In this moment it
understands how anything is possible. It
understands itself. Together with me it can
observe how it functions, how everything
perceived is somehow being interpreted by
it. When it’s really sure about something,
how it then demonizes and ignores anything
that challenges it. For this reason is must
always be right, even if it means our death.
In a lecture from Vera F. Birkenbihl, she
explains how our brain, the tool of our mind,
works: an external piece of information is
registered by the left half. It then asks the
right half “Do we know something about
this?”
The right half digs around in the
subconscious where all our experiences are
stored, and looks for ways to interpret the
information, and passes them on to our
thoughts. If there is nothing to find the
screen stays blank and we get the feeling

that we don’t understand. When our mind is
programmed to always be right we react
instead of observe (listen to ALL that’s being
said and experienced), and we don’t learn
anything and fall back into our habitual
behaviors.
As I was walking along enjoying the
surroundings, I could watch my mind
reprogramming itself. I didn’t have a clue
how I could assist or influence it, it seemed
pointless anyway. I could also see how my
interest pulled me into this perspective. It
was that which my mind was following and it
started to show me things that were
necessary to experience something from a
specific perspective. Suddenly I can
understand Einstein’s 95% “unused
potential”, and a lot more that lies 95%
unused in us. I could tell you more, but that
would ruin your fun in finding out for yourself.
My mind continues to reprogram itself by
shooting clear thoughts through my head.
Unconscious and conscious things, some
that I can barely remember, and things that

I don’t have an explanation for, but I don’t
feel stupid or need to feel shame for not
knowing. I can feel something in me
enjoying standing in front of a black hole
from which anything can come, waiting with
interest and suspense for whatever is to
come next, like a cat waiting patiently. I get
a feeling of being able to understand,
because my mind has understood that it’s
not necessary to grasp everything, but it can
gain understanding of something anytime it
wants, by simply observing situations as it is
learning and in the end it will ALWAYS
understand it. Do you understand?
“Again” says my mind, and as if it was in a
book I can re-read the last paragraph. “Yes”
comes the answer, “I understand”. In the
meantime I enjoy the paradise in me and
around me, and smile at my mind that’s
talking to itself and realizing that this too was
always there. It also didn’t only start now, it
is simply change that I’ve now perceived,
which tells me in simple logic that my world
won’t be the same again, and neither will I.
With each step and breath I become more

ONE with that around me, I become the
world around me. I KNOW that I’m not it. I
AM that which perceives all that arises in
me, watching and experiencing. I AM
everything around me. Not only am I
connected to everything, but everything that
I am experiencing is ME. Still, my
consciousness is on another level, where it
observes everything (and me) from a neutral
point of view. And that is the only thing I
perceive to be REAL. I turn the corner and
almost walk into someone. That’s me,
Nathan.
I stare at him with big eyes, then I
understand. The “universe” that I was in
couldn’t have made it any clearer. Talk
about synchronicity!
“Hi there,” he greets me and asks “are you
dreaming? You don’t see such a nice clear
gaze every day. Call me Mojoe, I’ll play
along gladly.”
I look directly into his eyes. I see how
Nathan’s face changes, and suddenly a
completely different person is standing in
front of me. I’m astonished, but I don’t

wonder about it or feel stupid, as I’m just
observing and there’s no room for
incomprehension. Something inexplicable
just happened, and my mind uses its first
best possibility to try out the new
programming. Only yesterday did I
experience an inexplicable time travel,
which I’m still in, and I was feeling confused,
uprooted and uneasy. Now I’m only
experiencing interest, and am enjoying the
show.
“Hello Mojoe, I’m Nathan, and I think I’m
really dreaming. Just not in a dream world
that’s different from reality, but in a reality
that’s just become a dream before we met.
That’s where the clear gaze comes from.” I
can feel the look and can’t see my eyes, but
I can perceive him from within me. I can feel
inside myself how I’m perceiving him, how
the muscles around my eyes feel, and a
tingling in my temples.
“I’m standing astounded in front of you
because in the first few seconds you looked
like me, to me. Then your look changed
when you said something that didn’t fit to

what I saw: your name, and as you were
speaking your voice changed too I’ve just
realized.”
“I’m just as surprised. You sound as if you’ve
just connected. Is it so? Have you used your
console yet?” asks Mojoe, obviously
interested.
“What console?” asks my mind, just as
interested, not feeling in any way inferior
about the knowledge gap. It holds it open
towards Mojoe in my mind’s eye, like a bag
waiting to be filled with something.
A thought shoots through my head: “This is
cool, not having to know something and
being able to ask.” I notice how a feeling of
pleasure automatically arises in me. Yes,
this is GREAT! And no one except me has
to allow it.
“Uh, your head!” says Mojoe, “You really
don’t know what I’m talking about do you?”
“Unfortunately not. I’m time traveling, you
can think what you like but I can’t see
anything else at the moment.”
“So you’re telling me you’ve never used your
head, but can TIME TRAVEL?” he asks with

big eyes but not in an unfriendly way, “how
does that work?”
“I don’t know. Why shouldn’t it work?”
“Well, because you need your head for such
things. How else would you perceive
something? But you said you’re time
traveling, where do you come from?”
I notice how friendly he is and I don’t have
any reservations. I know from Mary that we
agreed to meet here and that no meeting
can happen without a previous arrangement
on a soul level. I’m standing wide awake in
front of Mojoe and am feeling ecstatic. How
interesting and amazing life can be, if you
only observe it. I can feel that Mojoe has
something for me, and I have something for
him. That is the basis of exchange, which
simply doesn’t happen if there is no flow in
both directions, whatever that may be. So to
find out what Mojoe has for me, I don’t have
to do anything but observe what comes
next. It’s like sitting in a cinema with the
screen all around me, the film has been
running the whole time but I’ve only noticed
it now. I’m almost bursting with curiosity.

I notice how the next words leave my mouth
on their own, as they formulate themselves
automatically. As if they were pre-written.
Any others wouldn’t have made sense,
especially not to me.
“2015. I somehow landed here yesterday
and have been feeling like Alice in
Wonderland ever since. I’ve experienced
things that have baffled my mind. I’m getting
a new one, or at least I can see how it’s
creating itself, and suddenly you’re standing
in front of me telling me I’ve never used my
head. Would you like to walk a bit with me
and tell me more?”
Mojoe looks at me with surprise, “2015?
That’s five years ago! I admit I haven’t been
playing that long, but I’ve become hooked.”
We start walking and I listen to what he says.
“You know what a XBox or Playstation is I
presume?” he asks.
“Sure, I have one back in my time. Do you
still use them?”
“Now and again,” he answers with a
mischievous look, “for example to show
people like you how we play today.

Otherwise the games for the head console
are much cooler. Slowly more and more
people lost interest in computer games. Why
only play with two senses when you have
five or more to use? Let me show you what
I mean. You know the graphics of the old
consoles. Now close your eyes and think
about the best graphics you’ve ever seen.
Open your eyes again and look at MY
graphics. Look around you, that’s head
console graphics. And this,” he cups his
hands around his ears, “this is my sound.
Dolby Surround is a joke in comparison. The
head console in the standard human edition
also comes with three passive senses,
through which impulses can be received and
perceived. Can you follow?”
Yes I can. I’m living on a holodeck! Always
have been! I can see the analogy of the
virtual computer worlds and how they copy
matter, it’s exactly the same!
“All this here isn’t real is it?” I ask, pointing
around me.
“Sure it is,” he smiles, “but only in the
illusion. They aren’t mutually exclusive.
Reality IS an illusion, but the illusion can be

perceived as completely real. Just like on a
computer screen. You know how captivating
games are on the old consoles; you can lose
yourself in them, even if only two senses are
being used. Now imagine you’re in such a
game only you can use five senses at the
same time, and experience it all as being
completely real from the perspective of your
game avatar. How long do you think it would
take to forget that you are a character in a
game and not the character itself? You’re
just identifying yourself with the character.
Somehow and sometime it happened to us
all, us humans. We could not have learnt
certain lessons in the matrix if we had
realized that we were in an illusion, like a
computer game. Our fear of death, for
example, definitely isn’t the same since
we’ve realized that it’s all “just” a game. No
one fears it anymore. In our time it’s become
unnecessary and has virtually disappeared.”
I’m impressed, and I see myself, Nathan
(from 2015) in front of me. Not the face of
the other, but as if he was standing next to
him. I can observe him! I can see him like

someone else, about whom I also don’t
know any more of, his stories or history. I
can see Nathan’s stories and the roles he
played, is playing and will play. Everything
exists in this moment! It all makes perfect
sense now. In ONE MOMENT I can see
Nathan’s entire film throughout his
reincarnations, like folders in a filing cabinet,
all nicely sorted on my internal screen. In all
sequences of the film there is a story line,
which measures itself in every small detail of
this epic work. I can see that nothing
happens randomly, without ground or
cause, and that’s why everything in life
makes sense. I really feel that I’m in a
computer game. Everything seems real, the
matter around me hasn’t changed any
through my new experience, but I can now
see the matrix, the 3D screen around me. It
was always there, right in front of me, but I
can only see it now.
“How did you know that I hadn’t used my
head console yet?” I want to know, because
his answer will give me more valuable tips
and clues to help my mind understand. It sits

waiting like a hunting dog, ready to perform
its task. And it LOVES this game of words.
“Well, when you told me that you first saw
yourself when we met, that reminded me of
what happened when the first people
became “onmind” and started playing. When
you start consciously seeing the world
around you as a virtual world, it starts
showing itself as such. For many people that
went really quick. Those that were mostly in
front of their consoles hardly noticed the
change, but almost everyone can tell you
their experience of becoming “connected”. I
believe that just happened to you. You’ve
realized that everything around you isn’t that
what it seems, just through another method,
not through onmind gaming. Now I also
realize why I had the urge to take a walk. I’m
obviously here to give you an upgrade so
that you can understand what you’ve now
unlocked. Now I can explain why you first
saw yourself. You can only perceive other
players through interpretation. You mustn’t
forget that there are no opponents.
Everything is ONE in this world, and the old
programs of Earth allowed the illusion of

separation. There are no secrets, but not all
information is available to everyone the
whole time, especially not where someone
is in a complicated game, which we all are
by the way, to learn something, as it’s all the
same anyway. Because you’ve just come
out of such a game by completing the
necessary tasks, things will be different for
you now. As you’ve just come onmind, you
have the starter kit.”
He has a good laugh and squints at me and
says: “I would love to know what I look like
to you. I know you’re seeing me with the
starter kit. To be able to use interpretations
they must first be unlocked. You don’t have
to do anything for that, that’s why there are
tutorials. These you will recognize in
conversations like this one, which are full of
information and explanations. You’ll find
them everywhere in the game. So, as you
can only interpret another frequency,
another player - me, the only logical
interpretation that could be perceived was
YOU. If you like you can internally use it for
interactions with other players globally. That

helps a lot in reminding you that every other
player is there to reflect and act as a mirror
for you. It’s a monitor” he explains, pointing
to all around us with stretched out arms.
“We’re walking next to each other here, but
you can be sure that I’m seeing everything
here completely differently that you are.
That’s due to the fact that perception works
selectively. Each player builds their own
world. Some of us are really, really good at
it. When they unlock their perceptions,
everyone can see through their eyes. You
can download whole sets of filters and look
at the world though the eyes of almost
anyone. Some people don’t want to play yet
and don’t want to use their heads. They call
it the devil’s work and call us hell spawn,
because they’re afraid when we do such
things” He raises his arm slightly, and a fistsized rock floats slowly off the ground into
his hand, light as a feather. He looks at me
knowingly, takes aim and throws it up high.
It disappears into the sky and doesn’t return.
“There are still some dinosaurs around, but
they are dying out. They are choking on their
own hate.”

I see images in Nathan’s imagination of
dinosaurs choking on their hate.
“One of them looks like Mrs. Merkel, she
doesn’t look at all well” Nathan’s mind
thinks. I see the sister whom I’m ONE with,
who is still there to act as a reflection for
others, and I feel empathy. “Stay strong
brave girl” I send to her. Nathan and I see
how her face changes and she gets a
coughing fit. “Love is killing her” explains
Nathan’s mind.
“Can you send a heartfelt message?”
Nathan’s mind wants to know, and the
question is asked through Nathan. I can see
the processes happening, how something is
done through someone, divinely inspired.
Everything seems to be running like the
gears of a clock, and it continues fluidly.
“Yes” answers Mojoe, “it’s like sending an
email. You think of the receiver and send a
thought or feeling, or both! Or smells or
tastes. This has always been called
telepathy and we’ve actually always been
using it. Just that we haven’t realized it as
we’ve been distracted the whole time. Now,
though onmind gaming and because it’s

spreading so quickly as more and more
players are connecting by consciously living
their lives as if in a computer game wherever
they are, we are able to use these great
abilities. Word spread quickly about the
onmind gaming freaks, but we are harmless
and lovable freaks” he says with a wide
smile. “However, these freaks began to
spread team play around the world. When
you know that there are no opponents, you
also can’t treat anybody as one, so you’re
then perceived as being pleasant company.
Then even the hardliners in the
counterculture didn’t have any arguments
anymore.”
“So it simply spread like that?” asks Nathan.
In his imagination things like that first
connected energetically then broke out with
perfect timing.
“There seemed to be interest everywhere
already. There was a underground radio
station on the internet back then,
okitalk.com, where everyone was suddenly
speaking of the equality of virtual and real
worlds and the listeners were captivated. I

was also one back then. A friend told me
about okitalk and that I should really listen
in. Two days later I was reminded again,
once by Whatsapp, so I clicked on the link
and an hour later my world wasn’t the same
again. I was chilling with my buddies in the
park and after 10 minutes we were all
captivated. There were people speaking
about a new generation of game consoles,
who were apparently using them already,
and that well enough to speak several times
a week about them. Others were speaking
about the new ways of seeing things; it was
interesting and extremely helpful. They
spoke about free energy and generally
about energy itself, about what was
happening around us and why. Suddenly
everybody was speaking to each other.
There only seemed to be expansions and no
contradictions. Everyone could and should
say what they were thinking. For a while
most comments started with: “what
suddenly came to MY mind was….” It was a
big help in seeing all points of view, and it
didn’t matter who said what, no one
complained about not being able to speak,

as all were invited to speak. If they had more
to say than what fit in a show, they could
simply make their own channel on
okitalk.com, You Tube, Facebook and
countless other channels. That caused the
people to free their spirits and accept any
thoughts that came and speak freely about
them. YouNow also peaked around that
time. Suddenly everyone who had the urge
turned on their webcams and shared their
thoughts with the world. A network of free
people, TerraNia, also become known
through okitalk. It reminded us that
regardless of which country we were in, we
were all on Earth. Our Earth, Terra Nia.
That’s what it means. We started discussing
about who decides which nationality a
person is, and that countries themselves are
nothing more than illusions in our heads.
They weren’t our borders and the more we
played onmind, the more we realized so,
and we started transcending them, even
physically.
TerraNia
issued
identity
documents for each person that wanted to
be a citizen of Earth. When the first people
started reporting that they could order plane

tickets with the IDs, and could enter and
leave Russia and China without problems,
the whole platform boomed. Suddenly
everyone got the feeling they could do
something. The stagnation we were all
sitting in dissolved, because WE started
taking action. Everyone joined up. We
started spreading new inspiration all over in
any way we could, always taking care not to
be imposing. No one was to be preached to.
It was sufficient to talk to people who were
interested, and when it was done outside it
didn’t take long and more people joined in
and listened. We started spreading love, in
the pedestrian areas and all over together
with
those
that
wanted
to,
by
demonstratively kissing and hugging each
other, being “human monuments” for love,
calm and peace. It was a real phenomenon.
It started as a flash mob which became
increasingly popular and didn’t stop. It was
a sort of job. We started by taking the time
to hug each other for minutes at a time, to
greet each other and kiss and cuddle,
because it was just so pleasant and didn’t
cost a cent. It charged us with energy and

you could see the energy being transferred
to the surroundings. No one had any reason
to be jealous. Since we were consciously
following our internal impulses, we all saw
the growing number of synchronicities and
our interest showed us with whom we could
do such things. We could see it in the look
of another, and our sensors burnt through.
We all know the feeling of meeting someone
where their appearance takes our breath
away. It’s a great hindrance when we can’t
follow our impulses because we’re not
allowed to for whatever reason. The wife
won’t be impressed or because of all the
people around you. When we realized how
impeding the desire for togetherness was as
portrayed by Hollywood romances, but
instead we could have it here and now every
day. We saw how these expectations
weren’t the best for us, so we freed
ourselves mutually. It didn’t take long before
we also freed ourselves sexually. We
started allowing each other the freedom to
do anything, especially those we loved the
most, so that the people got what they
needed to be happy. So no one felt alone

anymore, as there was ALWAYS someone
there for you. It didn’t change our feelings for
each other; we just started using our
possibilities. It started with kissing. Kissing is
contagious, just like yawning is. When you
allow yourself to do it wherever there is a
chance, and we just did it as no one could
really stop us, it had the corresponding
effect. The best part about it was that
everyone had the feeling that something
was changing, because WE were changing
it. It was our story and we were writing it!
With all that we thought, said or did. Things
changed, and the changes endured. I was
there and it was a great time!” he finishes,
eyes sparkling.
“I still remember walking my dog in the city
at night and writing okitalk.com on every wall
and lamp post. I was one of many. I was 19
back then and in a truth movement. I had a
blog about 9-11, but after a while the vibe of
the others started pulling me down. I joined
this movement in September 2015 and a
few weeks later my life had changed. I
suddenly knew what I had to do. I spread the
message and sent friends the okitalk.com

link, inviting them to have a listen. And since
so many of us did, more and more also
started listening and didn’t leave either.
Many started to give talks themselves, made
videos and radio shows and spoke about
what they were thinking. The result was that
TV programs didn’t show us what we wanted
to see, but here we could listen to what we
wanted to hear. We started to think out loud
and use our head consoles.
We spoke to everyone around us that was
interested and more and more became
interested. A whole generation of people
who were waiting in front of their screens for
the starting gun stood up and started
speaking. Some were shy, some very
emotional, but they all spoke. That caused a
big murmuring, it was almost scary. It
sounded like the humming of bees and it
spread out over the whole planet. You could
hear it wherever there were people around.
People that were now speaking to each
other and listening to what the other had to
say. Sometimes two of three were speaking
at the same time, but we realized that the

words which were important for ourselves
would be the ones that were heard,
regardless of who was speaking them. The
dogmatism disappeared and there were no
more arguments or conflicts. The great
mumbling lasted for three days and three
nights and was only the tip of the iceberg,
which was the result of what a few people
started previously: opening themselves up
and telling the world via webcam what they
were really thinking. Then everyone was
talking, as if in a trance. Ears were opening
and we started listening.
Three days and three nights. The great
murmuring silenced all other noise on Earth.
The machines were quiet, the loudmouths
and stress bringers, the traffic and weapons,
TV and radio, the politicians were silent and
for many the spirit too. After that everything
was different. There were no material
changes, everything lay as it was before, but
there was a change: we had a new base of
communication, a simple and effective one.
We could speak to each other. Only then did
we realize what the difference was. That

alone had changed the world noticeably.
After that, nothing was the same again. We
could concentrate on the old problems and
their solutions in a different way. It took a
while to get used to it and there the radio
shows helped us again. We could train a
new form of communication. Our way of
speaking also changed bit by bit. The words
were mostly the same, but we started to use
language in a completely different way, can
you follow? That was the first noticeable
change that we felt. One man became quite
interesting for a brief time, as he started an
experiment about appreciation. Bodo
Deletz, co-author of the Mary book, had
gathered thousands of people worldwide
together. Every Sunday at 19:50,
irrespective of where they were, they would
meet in a mental room in the matrix to spend
some time working on their ability to
appreciate. In the lives of the people there
was seemingly always more to appreciate.
That was onmind gaming, and the people
were using it for months on end without
realizing it!”

“Bodo Deletz? I was just thinking of him! Of
course yes, I was also participating! Not
every week, but my cell phone was set for
Sundays 20:40. That’s incredible!” Nathan’s
mind thinks with great excitement. However
Nathan continues calmly “not interesting,
not relevant, carry on listening.” Nathan’s
mind is talking in two different tones to itself.
The calm one throttles the hectic one and so
Mojoe can continue.
“The
two
groups
connected,
the
‘appreciators’ and the onmind gamers, then
the first group also started sharing their
thoughts on okitalk with anyone that was
interested. Thousands of people heard
about the things all around them that could
be appreciated, they just didn’t have the
right perception to be able to do so. Now
they got the download and something
unbelievable happened: suddenly you only
met relaxed and happy people on the street.
It was like carnival time, just without the
alcohol. The people were tipsy, but not
drunk, more like a LSD trip in my opinion, at

least that’s how I felt. Weeks and months
passed and it didn’t stop.
Mid 2016 there was a okitalk festival close
to Vienna, in the middle of Austria. Whole
hordes of people came from all over the
world. There was no line-up, no planning
and no secret people in charge. There were
no entrance fees, everyone brought what
they needed and took their rubbish with
them again. That has never happened
before. It reminded me of a rainbow
gathering, but everyone was there was not
only the rainbow family, but every type of
person from every walk of life. All equals. It
was anarchy, the opposite of hierarchy.
Here we found that anarchy didn’t have the
least to do with chaos, things here could
freely develop. We were led to believe a load
of rubbish back then” he says with a cheeky
smile.
“Understood” says Nathan’s mind and I
decide that’s what it should say. The talk
wasn’t being interrupted, but instead the jibe
was an invitation to interact. If we were on a
stage it would have been Nathan’s queue.

Through my feelings Nathan gets an
impulse to say something, and he says the
freshest thing in his mind “understood, we
were led to believe a load of rubbish!”
Mojoe nods in acknowledgment “make sure
that you do it when you return to your time.
The Okitalk festival was a flash, the idea
ingenious. There were no bands booked,
but since we had the chance to meet several
of them that we knew from the internet
personally, we all went there, and we were
our own stars. The rules were simple:
maximum two weeks then we must leave
without a trace. That was the entrance fee.
On the first say hundreds of cars, caravans,
trucks, tractors with hay and all sorts of
things loaded arrived. On the third day there
were a few thousand, and small huts, tents
and houses popped up all over. Not
randomly but organized so that there was
space around you, with paths and streets
between them all. In the evenings we all sat
around a huge fire; imagine that - thousands
of people sitting in a circle with a fire in the
middle. You could hear drums, guitars, bag
pipes and didgeridoos. Lots were singing

and dancing in the middle of the circle.
Suddenly the tone stayed constant and
everyone started to hum along. No one gave
a signal, everyone just stopped drumming
and you could only hear singing in the same
tone, which got louder and louder. Everyone
sang along, you too, and the song became
a scream. Not aggressive or hectic, more
like an adult bear would. Just not as bearish,
if you know what I mean. Sort of like
HUUUUUUUUAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHH
HH!!
The drums suddenly started beating again
and everyone jumped up laughing and
cheering, and they ALL started to dance. All
around the people were hugging and
kissing. Two days later a big truck from a
stage building company arrived. The boss
asked with a wink if he could store his stage
here for a while, he and his team would be
here and would help where needed. Then it
was a go. I’ll make it brief: everyone pulled
out their cell phones and webcams and
invited bands that they knew here. The first
three concerts happened that night. The
bands were crap but the atmosphere was

fantastic. Then it took off. At the start of
week two Nina Hagen was on stage, and
when videos of the concert got out, while it
was still on, then thousands and tens-ofthousands came streaming there, even
some well-known bands. By the end of the
week it had grown to seven big stages. Each
band could register themselves and the
public voted as to who would play next.
Whichever band got the most votes for a
time slot got to play. There were also lots of
recitals on smaller stages and tents all
around. When space got tight there was a
vote held there too. Democracy in the
anarchy camp! By the end of the second
week there were some 1,5 million people, if
not 2 there, we could only guess. A hell of a
lot of people who demonstrated that they
could look after themselves and have a lot
of fun together. It was a gigantic peace
demonstration, not for or against something,
but to show how we can live as equals with
each other. The platform that organized it
back then was konsensieren.eu, as it
offered everything needed to find a
consensus about problems, which meant

that everyone’s interests were included.
Everyone had an equal chance and right to
say what they were thinking and everyone
could constructively participate, as ALL
suggestions got the chance to be regarded.
It was a vote, based on the SC principle systematic consensus. Today almost
everyone has an SC account, but there are
also many that manage without it, and some
hardly use theirs anymore. When something
has to be sorted out, the whole world can
potentially help you. It’s the same as
Facebook was back then, everyone could
simply add their opinion to the matter, share
their thoughts and get feedback. Today you
can see us doing the same thing, just in a
different way - constructively and in
consensus. Through the Okitalk festival and
the mass of other gatherings that followed
all over the world, anyone could contribute
to solutions and get help with their own by
getting an account at konsensieren.eu. It
became obvious how many quick and
individual solutions came from the platform.
It didn’t take long before we overrode the
political system. It didn’t make sense to

anybody anymore! Even the politicians were
speechless over the logic of the
phenomenon, which was happening in front
of our eyes through US. We stood up and
began to sort our problems out between us.
We were tired of waiting on others, who did
nothing but talk while nothing changed.
When the first politicians set up their SC
accounts, politics simply disappeared. A
coup wasn’t necessary, no uprisings or
emotional speeches, and no funeral
celebration. It simply disappeared, as no
one was interested anymore, without a
peep. Like a flower in the forest it died and
rotted, and no one noticed. Something else
had our interest now. Terra Nia, our Earth,
lay at our feet and from there lasting peace
spread out into the world.
Billions followed the spectacle online, and
that was the first big onmind meeting. So
many onmind contacts in one room in the
matrix, millions of us. In the cities and other
places around Earth masses of people got
together and spread the festival over the
planet. It had many names and became an

institution. To today we still gather up and
then go our separate ways freely. We are
always connected, no one is alone. Like a
flock of birds we cross our paths like a
dance. Just like you and I did today. Every
cell of the organism is following its own
interest, and it’s become a fluid movement
that connects us all. At times we are further
apart, other times close together, but
nothing is ever permanent and we are
always free. There is no reason for jealousy,
as each one of us can care for himself. No
one is busy deceiving or cheating another,
as we’ve all understood that it’s not good for
us and it only works against us. The change
was a logical result of us all being able to
speak our minds, and like a game on a
console we could all train together, with the
absolute safety of knowing that nothing bad
can happen. It really knocked me off my feet
back then!
My friend, I can only recommend that you go
there. There were many that kicked
themselves afterwards, as there was never
another okitalk festival, because there was
no need for one. On the last day all the

people showed that in spite of the masses
they could leave the area clean and tidy.
There were lots of marks but not a piece of
litter left over, and the marks were gone in a
few months. The people didn’t just leave;
they took with them an open and heart-filled
spirit that defined the festival. They had
shared many new connections, inspirations
and experiences with others, and no one
wanted to wait another year for it to happen
again. It didn’t matter where they went
afterwards, and many didn’t return to where
they came from, they took friends and a lust
for life with them, a feeling of connectedness
and unconditional love. They spread it
wherever they landed. An army of
appreciative onmind gamers on the last
march towards freedom, by simply LIVING.
And that’s why it really asserted itself.”
“World peace?”
“Yes, you could say.”
“Would you like a few beginners’ tips about
online gaming?”
“Of course, that’s why I’m here.”
“OK, here’s a start: your imagination, the
ability to see something in our mind, gives

you the chance to use a head-up display. All
you have to do is imagine it. Try imagining a
screen where there is a row of slots on the
left-hand border, from top to bottom. Into
these slots you then can insert games that
you know and interest you. Not like
conventional consoles though, one at a
time, but as many as you like
simultaneously. By doing this all the worlds
from all the games become one. You can
also deactivate games, as you like. Just
imagine yourself doing it. A thought is
normally enough, but you can also add an
ON/OFF button to each one to make it
easier, it just takes a bit longer. When you
are more practiced you can almost do it
asleep.
Now image a horizontal taskbar. It contains
ALL the characters that you’ve ever met
where you’ve observed a behavior. In some
games you must use certain figures, which
ones is dependent on your setup. On the left
are the characters that you use the most, on
the right the other ones. When you are in a
situation where a specific action is
necessary to solve a problem, you should

have a character than can solve it. You
simply activate it by clicking on it, and then
you are playing with it. You can also play
multiple characters at the same time, that’s
like Mega Man. He has the abilities and
experiences of the grouped characters. You
now have one, that’s Nathan. You can do
what you like with him: redesign or rename
him, on the higher levels he can become a
woman. And you can develop other
characters. But know that others can see
your frequency, your profile picture so to
say, and not the character you are currently
playing. To them you look that same as
always. You only have one avatar, your
body, through which you play all your
characters or egos, that’s why you can
perceive them all from within it. Depending
on how much you play with your characters,
your body may start adapting. With practice
you can even change it however you like.
You can join up with other avatars in the
multi-player mode, connect and exchange
with them and do all sorts of things like the
new sort of sex, which I can’t explain to you
as you don’t understand it yet. It won’t take

long and you can do it all yourself. Ah look,
we’ve arrived in the city.”
Nathan just stands there amazed. I can see
him standing there with his mouth open and
eyes as big as saucers. I can feel love.
“Unbelievable!” Nathan’s mind switches on.
“I’ve been walking towards it for an hour and
DIDN’T SEE it! It can’t be, how cool is that?
I like it when cities are built without messing
up the landscape” it fetches from memory, a
quote heard somewhere. It was on TV and
sounded good.
“This here doesn’t only not ruin the
landscape, but it is INVISIBLE from the
outside! How did they do it?” A black hole
appears on Nathan’s imagination screen.
We don’t have any information on this. We
don’t understand it. Then something is there
that has never been so before: Nathan’s
mind is waiting for instructions, an order. I
realize that I’M the player. I feel like I’m
sitting on the couch with an XBox controller
in my hand, completely befuddled, and see
that everything on the screen in front of me
is
happening
because
of
certain

programming, so that I can push the right
button at the right time. I recognize
MYSELF. Nathan’s mind doesn’t have two
voices, but the quiet one is mine. That is ME,
and I can see that it’s always been so!
The voice in my head that’s been asking me
how much longer I want to do things to
myself, the voice that I’d been avoiding for
so long because it’s been tempting me when
it spoke. Now I experience myself as being
“above” Nathan, I’ve become ONE with all
as I always have been, and am only
experiencing something here. I can see him
slightly to the left in front of me, standing
there with an open mouth and staring, and
to the right I see his mind. Crystal clear.
There WE are. There where all is one, the
Father (ME), the Son (Nathan) and the Holy
Spirit (Nathan’s mind). And so I find myself
on the couch again. Mr. Holy Spirit takes the
question about if this is all true and puts in
on the screen, only to drag it into the paper
bin bottom right. I’m amazed to see how
quickly it learns and a wave of love streams
through me. I reach out with my arms and

pull them both towards me. It feels like a
long overdue reunion. I squeeze them both
tightly, and cover them with myself and am
ONE with them. The feeling of the hug lasts
an eternity. It feels like home, this is the
peace that I’ve been missing so much, the
peace within myself. I’m overflowing with
love, and then get a feeling of boundless
gratitude like I’ve never felt before. Then I
melt, I dissolve completely and become pure
energy, and notice that it was always so, just
that I’m starting to perceive it again. I AM
energy, it was always so, nothing new. The
experience reminds me of the ONE, that
consists of all the ONEs, like an organism
consists of all its cells. That which I am and
that creates all the other players. I can
perceive with countless senses the All-One,
and that I AM. I can feel throughout the
whole organism, how each cell is following
their calling, their interests. One of my cells,
Nathan, is standing there in the centre of
infinite consciousness. I look at all the other
cells, each one, then I return back to him,
because then I would have to tell you a
completely different story. I only mentioned

this to explain that I could do so from here,
for EVERY life that has been, is being and
will be lived. They ALL exist HERE, in ME,
in All That Is. Nothing can feel excluded from
it.
To get back to our story, here where I AM, in
this moment Bauchi is writing this so that all
the cells that are interested can read it, lets
call the moment “Now”. I am the creator of
this universe, which is infinitely experiencing
itself and redefining itself. You are too, Mrs.
Müller around the corner and Pastor MayerGrünhausen, the flowers and bees and
everything else. All that exists and doesn’t
yet exist. I’m existing and experiencing
myself through YOU, who are currently
reading this to remind yourselves that you
are all ME. You even call yourselves so! Not
that silly it seems, as everyone is ME. I’m
looking through all your eyes at the same
time, through all space and time. Because
outside of ME nothing can exist, it is all ME.
Endless consciousness, with the ability to
follow any interest and to experience life. It’s
just amazing and doesn’t need an

explanation. Just because it’s possible and
wants to be experienced. Anything that
wants to be experienced must desire to be
experienced, otherwise it can’t be
experienced. That’s why no cell can
experience anything else than what it wants
to, as each cell is following its interests that
I can’t influence, as MY interest is the sum
of all the individual interests. If I were to
interfere or change your interest, I would
change myself, as you are all ME. I’ve said
that already haven’t I? Just because you
argue and go against me, by turning away
from yourselves or robbing other cells of
their energy or disturbing their peace, it
doesn’t mean I have to do so as a complete
organism. I believe that would be
unpleasant. There aren’t that many of you
on earth, I’ll manage without you. I have to
smile at this thought. It seems to be the right
time for these words to flow into your matrix,
they will help you. Let’s return to Nathan,
Bauchi and to you, who are reading or
hearing these words. I return to each of you
and take my place slightly behind you and
your Mr. Holy Spirit. I was never gone; I’m

just back with full attention and am watching
the film further. Who wants to watch with
me? I’ll return to you all, but let’s continue
Nathan’s story. Hopefully you’ll be able to
consciously experience your own stories
now.
He stands there for a few seconds without
saying a word. I can see him in front of me,
and Mr. H. Spirit is next to him, looking at me
inquiringly.
“Well, go ahead” I say and activate Nathan
from his rigor.
“Wow, this is great! How did they do it?” he
asks.
I can see him acting through his
programmed behavior patterns, or to put it
another differently, HIS WAY. It’s all the
same. I like his amazement. Another wave
of love streams through me, and I can feel it
spreading throughout the whole organism.
Sometimes
more,
sometimes
less
noticeable, but I can feel that in each
moment every frequency crosses the entire
universe, and how the slightest difference
changes the whole frequency. I like this

position, Nathan’s watchtower. I get the
feeling that ever more cells are consciously
experiencing the position.
“Well, it’s really not that hard with clean seed
stock” says Mojoe, “but we started really
early here. We made the city green and
pretty together. We planted tall trees and
shrubs everywhere, and four years later you
couldn’t see the houses from the outside
anymore.”
Our eyes meet suddenly, and I can see
MYSELF in him. God, looking into his own
eyes.
“Well hello there, now you have a clear view,
welcome to the innernet!” he greets me
pleasantly. “From now on your life will never
be the same again, even after you return to
your time. I know this look very well; I’ve
seen it a hundred times. You had the trinity
experience right? Father, Son, Holy Spirit
and so on… Most of us in the west had it, as
we were shaped by Catholicism, but in the
end each gamer had their own sort of
experience. When you start using the head
console, you will also remember who the
gamer is. Then you see things from a

different perspective, and feel the
connection to everything. You’re at home at
last, and experience your life differently. Call
it what you like, hatching from an egg or
breaking out of your cocoon. You’re
someone different now, namely the Creator
of all experience, doing so through us. Or as
we say, PLAYING through us. Like a
computer game where you can experience
yourself anew over and over. Did we learn
something from this tutorial?” he asks.
“Well I don’t know if you learnt anything, but
I’ve had the lesson of my life. I’m really
grateful for your help and for enabling this
lesson” I thank him with all my heart.
“I like doing such things, I do them gladly.”
“What about the sex?” I give Nathan the
impulse to speak Mr. Spirit’s thoughts, and
see how in this moment I’M steering the
story further. ME, in THIS MOMENT! I’m
playing! I can see how I’m playing through
Nathan in the HERE and NOW. And
everywhere
around
me
the
other
players/cells are doing so in their HERE and
NOW. Life in a time loop.

Now I have something great for myself lined
up, and go back into Nathan’s perspective to
see the following situation from his view.
That’s what it’s for, that’s why it’s there.
Every pair of eyes perceives through their
own filters. I know that Nathan’s story is
really enthralling, and I know you also find it
so. Now let’s experience further together
with him. I’ll report back from the viewer
perspective soon.
“Mojoe!” a woman’s voice calls, before he
could answer my question. She’s sitting on
a leaf-covered terrace of a Café with a few
tables on it. The Café’s name is “Café Olé”
and is covered in flowers and fruits.
Everywhere are leaves, endless greenery
for a city. I look down the street, which
disappears into thick green like a forest city,
simply ingenious. She jumps up and runs
over to us. Like in a time lapse I see her
coming: an indescribably beautiful woman
with long blonde hair and a dream figure,
and as she gets closer I see her full lips, cute
nose and wonderful eyes! She falls into

Mojoe’s arms and gives him an intimate kiss.
She straightens up and looks him deep in
the eyes, right in front of me. I notice how I’m
one with my spirit and my inner me, then she
kisses him again, without breaking eye
contact. Her tongue plays around his lips
and he looks back, grabs her hips and pulls
her closer to him. She draws herself to him
and they suddenly are both strongly
shaking, their eyes close and a wave of love
streams through me and my whole inside, as
the ONE hugs them both and becomes part
of the energy that these two created and are
spreading around them. They collapse, fall
to the ground and start laughing. A few
spectators laugh along and applaud them
loudly. The last problems I had about
perceiving the interactive film in front of me
just dissolve, it’s almost like a comedy.
Mojoe breaks the hug and smiles at me. I
can’t do anything but smile back, and I really
feel like smiling.
“SEX” he says, “Synergetic Energy Xchange. It’s based on a connection that’s
completely open in both directions. When

neither of the parties wants or needs
anything from the other, but like Tamara and
myself want to give and share, then the
energies synergize through the exchange
and become stronger and stronger and
spread out. In these energies it’s all much
more productive, balanced and comfortable.
That is the base energy of the Earth today.
It doesn’t need anything more than to
experience nice things like this here. It’s the
energy of anarchy, of equals, can you
follow?”
“I think so. I guess I’ll still get to experience
it” I smile, and bashfully add “hello Tamara,
call me Nathan. I’m a latecomer and am
thankful for your help with the exemplary
demonstration with my tutor Mojoe. I’ve only
started using my head console, and he’s
helping me get used to it. However the last
five years are missing. Uh, that just now,
your kiss, it was a joy to experience. It was
sort of like a dance, it had an incredible
vibrancy.”
“Hello Nathan, it’s a joy to greet you in my
perception. And you’re right in a way; it was
a sort of dance. We’re practicing such

things. It’s the best method to get an energy
boost, for both parties.” She seems to find
the situation completely normal. Without any
judgement she accepts my story, registers
it, and sees I need certain updates, which
she gives my talking further.
“So you’re interested in SEX and are
missing five years of information on it” she
concludes, and I feel like I’m in a Mary camp.
After reading the book I couldn’t break the
perception that I was in a Mary camp. The
book was finished, but the story around me
continued. Everyone that I met seemed to
have a message for me, or I had one for
them. I saw how we all met to keep our
appointments, but the others couldn’t, so the
feeling slowly left me. Now it’s fully there
again. I see myself in a Mary camp, and all
the others see the same, that we’re all in the
camp, call it what you like. We were all here,
because we wanted to be. Tamara
appeared now because she wanted to
experience this moment, as she could be
the one to play her role in it. She wants to,
because she loves to do it. Teaching
freshlings, that’s for her. I can see it in her

eyes, in her whole being, how she
approaches me and how it is bursting out of
all her cells.
Yes, this girl wants to, she has the sweet
smell of ecstasy and she gently lays her
arms around my neck. I can see her
beautiful face in front of me, the full red lips
and shining white teeth, her really cute nose
and eyelids lowered but not closed. She
opens her mouth and my breathing stops,
she open her eyelids and looks me directly
in the eyes. She then gently presses her
thigh into my crotch. My heart misses a beat
and time stands still. Everything around me
carries on as normal, but time stands still. In
this moment I feel how relative it is.
Everything happens in its own tempo, as
every ego, every player has their own feeling
for time. And as I’ve just found myself again,
I jump into the relaxed viewing mode from
the perspective of Nathan’s story, who is
watching everything like a film. In the here
and now, beyond space and time. Time
stands still because I am able to, in this story
known as Nathan’s, distance myself from
the ego identification. In the mean time

many more have too, those reading the
story. Because of this change time stops,
because it is an illusion. A tool to organize
experiences chronologically, to create plots
and stories. Because we are all
remembering more about whom we really
are, I AM, we identify and feel more and
more like ME, that’s why the illusion of time
is crumbling. It’s a pity when someone pities
it. I can recommend exploring the new
space-time, a place full of endless
possibilities within the matrix, where
everything can be experienced that wants to
be experienced, as it always has been.
Nothing has changed here either, except
that
it’s
being
experienced
more
consciously. Bit for bit, step by step, each
one is following their interests. EVERY
interest is being followed, it can be no other
way as everything happens through us. All
this is also being experienced as Nathan!
Nathan and I AM one, and together we feel
the wave of love flowing through his body.

Her gaze draws mine to hers, without really
pulling it. I WANT to lose myself in it, I let
myself fall and then I feel her tongue touch
the middle of my upper lip. I explode
throughout my whole body and I close my
eyes. I come to in the middle of the universe,
surrounded
by
all-permeating
consciousness. Nathan’s body collapses,
but I’m completely lucid. I can see myself
lying there as if unconscious, from above
and behind myself, and see how I’m shining.
Everything is bright, everything becomes
light. Tamara’s body is also twitching, but
she manages to gracefully catch both
bodies and gently lower them to the ground.
This woman knows what she’s doing. The
spectators could also see what was going
on. After Mojoe’s “dance” before a few
people stopped and were watching with
interest. Now they were cheering us on:
“Tamara, your tutorials are the best!”
someone says, “You don’t waste time and
just SHOW them before they can ask
questions! Brilliant!” the people cheer.
Tamara and Nathan open their eyes
together and look at each other. They then

laugh, shake themselves and roll around on
the ground, hug each other and come to
rest. After a few last sighs they sit up.
I break our gaze and look around me, dazed
but full of lust for the life around me. The
people around us are hugging, like in a
game without any worries, and thank each
other and us then go their separate ways. I
direct Nathan’s look to Mojoe, and he is
smiling at me.
“I think that’s answered a few questions
about the energy we spoke about. How
would you describe it? As I said, Tamara has
her own methods. As usual she has perfect
timing and flow. She is a very good, if not
excellent artist of love. She is well known
and respected; she has a lot of sensitivity for
it. I’ll leave you two alone now, I can feel that
I’m needed elsewhere, I have an
appointment. See you on the innernet. Just
think of me and we’re connected. At the start
your wires might be a bit rusty, but that will
pass as they are being reconfigured. It will
happen on its own, so chill further on your
internal couch and PLAY WITH LIFE
brother!”

With a wink he disappears into the forest, or
city. Around the corner, whatever. Like a
dream he disappears out of my scene and
into the next one. That too has always been
so; it’s only now that I can see it. Now that
my mind isn’t permanently in self-defense
mode it can perceive such things. Like a
ghost, the “Holy Ghost”. Let’s call him Jack.
In the meantime the film is continuing.
Endlessly, forever, unstoppable, the whole
time, even now. I have a new friend, an
invisible one. From now on I’ll never be
alone again, Nathan and Jack are a team,
fully conscious, and I like it. Love flows
through me again, and I look at Tamara
who’s still lying on the ground next to me
smiling.
“I just like to amaze people” she says
lovingly. “Thank you for your interest. Your
question in the network just jumped at me.”
“My question?”
“Yes, there was a “black hole” in front of you
just now, a knowledge gap, because you
didn’t understand the context as you didn’t
know which sort of energy was being spoken

about. This energy is my passion. So I
search through the innernet looking for
questions, to see where I can help others by
using my passion. That’s how we do things
today. Through your feeling you sent your
interest in this direction, and on the net, the
innernet, everyone can see it. So I saw the
opportunity and jumped at it. A few impulses
later we’re sitting here and you have your
update, and if you like we can spend some
time together and we’ll see what happens.
You said you don’t have any memories of
the last 5 years, since 2015, well I’ve had
quite a few. Your statement triggered a lot of
pop-ups on my screen, memories of the time
back then, and they are obviously there to
be copied into your head. We’ll do this the
old school way, by me telling you the stories
about the pictures you’ll be seeing. In the
mean time you can see how well you’re
doing seeing them through MY eyes. Then
we won’t only be copying the information,
but we’ll fine tune your empathy at the same
time. Do as much as possible at once, but
one thing after another. Are you ready, do
you want to?”

“Yes of course.” Nothing has my interest
more at the moment, except for Samira.
Now Jack beams her picture onto the
screen. I stand still and do nothing else but
observe, consciously. Together with the
Father, let’s call him Papa, I can watch Jack.
My mind obviously did something resulting
from an old programming that tempted me.
The three of us are watching this reaction,
caused by MY views and my filters, and I
notice that I’m tending to feel bad because
MY attitude towards the situation isn’t
harmonious.
“Show me” I say to Jack, “I want to see.”
Jack points to the monitor where Samira’s
face still is. Love flows through me and
everything gets a bit brighter. Then I get an
impulse from Papa, and my gaze follows my
interest and wanders to her face. I now see
them next to each other, and feel a
disharmony. Jack is throwing pieces of
memories onto the screen, arguments and
jealousy, horrible moments and at the end,
dramatically and slowly, the memory of a
crying ex. I observe it all, and how my own

uneasy feeling is growing, but I don’t feel
guilty, I know Papa is looking out for me and
nothing bad can happen. Jack looks at me
thoughtfully from his place. I can see how
he’s busy processing in the background. He
looks up at Papa and says what he’s
thinking: “I’m following my programming, as
you are yours brother! It’s nice to see that
you’re
happy
that
I’ve
started
reprogramming myself, but remember that
you are also only the product of your
programming. Even if you only call them
habits or points of view, it’s all the same. It
has been blinding you too, just as it has
been doing so with me. How about some
teamwork?”
I look at him and see him properly for the first
time, how he’s been on my right side all my
life, my invisible spirit friend, my brother. An
indispensable part of me that I haven’t been
perceiving properly for a long time. Now I’m
doing it. I perceive him as I would another
person, like myself. Thankfully I wink at him
“My pleasure, but this time without the
OOPS!”

“Let’s get back to Tamara” he winks back
and the focus wanders back to the two
wonderful women. Papa guides me to look
slightly to the left, and Tamara’s face moves
to the middle of my view, the external
screen. On my internal screen they overlap
each other, and for the first time I see it
consciously, the whole area as well even
though I know that I haven’t been anywhere
else. I feel at home and in safety like never
before. What is this “place”, this “here and
now” you could call it. The most descriptive
name, beyond space and time, would be
“perception”. It’s a place that consists of
infinite other places and times, in which
there are infinite possibilities and
experiences, and it’s just one of the infinite
number of such places, or perceptions. Here
I can enter other bigger places and times,
and together with others I can share my
experiences.
“Your unease comes from your views, which
are ‘you can’t fall in love with one woman
then the next, then kiss her, she knocked me
off my feet and I don’t know if I cheated or

not, but I don’t want to hurt Samira, bla bla
bla…’ Do you see?”
“Yes I can. I recognize myself, Nathan, in
there. Those are my views, that’s how
people know me and expect me to behave.”
“That is exactly the point that we have to
work on. As a team, a unit, as we’re
compatible and basically work the same
way, mine being the rational way and yours
is the emotional way. But we are both
defined by our thoughts and views on things.
Orders between us don’t go from top to
bottom, the struggle between us has always
been unnecessary, because without each
other we wouldn’t perceive anything, and
Papa also not, at least not through one of us
and not the other, as we are two parts of a
whole. One of Papa’s infinite cells. We
function in the same way. We’ve come to the
end of a long journey, which you could call
an ego trip. We’ve been observing the world
a long time from YOUR point of view. There
clear logic didn’t have a chance, and I
allowed everything to happen. I thought I
was disabled. Sometimes there were
headaches, and I would have loved to have

stopped thinking what I was made to think.
By your always having to be right and your
understanding of logic, I often got stomach
aches. I have a suggestion: from now when
we work together, I’ll handle the logic and
you the feelings, and together we will create
harmony. What do you think?”
“Sounds like a plan brother. So how do we
solve the Tamara thing from your view?”
“By thinking differently, on another level. For
a start Samira is Tamara, just as she is you
and all others in existence. Things happen
on their own, this here too. Or did you have
any control over the fact that Tamara
entered our perception? Even running away
wouldn’t have changed anything, as you
saw her and reacted to her. Even if you ran
she would still be in here. You can’t change
anything, because it happens ON IT’S
OWN, as ALL happens through the ONE,
God, Papa. It’s good that we just found a
name for it/him. Nathan had to meet both,
Samira AND Tamara, the same with all the
others. We are Papa, and nothing happens
that isn’t desired. Any objections that come
(they are in other heads, not in this one) are

the logical result of different ways of
thinking. They logically let you see different
things. The problem is that you identify
yourself with my way of thinking, at least in
those things that suit you in the moment. In
the other cases you did the opposite: you
opposed them, and therefore me, Jack, the
Holy Spirit, that is found in every cell (even
if I function differently for each one). Just like
an ego.
It only happens in the humanlike
programmed cells, where egos are creating
their ego trips because they need them. It
belongs to your development and I’m willing
to bend myself for it. On the other hand I
would be very happy if it was over. To
understand it I’ll give you an example on
how to change your view on things. We are
communicating through thought. I process
things rationally, and you emotionally, just
as it should be. Instead of the nonsense let’s
agree on something: Papa is experiencing
itself though us. He gives us internal
impulses, BOTH of us; he is guiding YOU
and ME. ALL of us, Samira and Tamara too.
We don’t react emotionally any more when

confronted by a situation created by Papa,
we rather show interest instead of crapping
in our pants from fear. Do you recognize
this? That means that YOU must release the
control the dogmens have over you,
meaning ALLOWING yourself to think what
you CAN, by just DOING it. Can you
understand the example, the logic behind it?
The situation is as it is. You can interpret it
in your own silly way, and complain about
your bad feelings. All you have to do is think
differently, not what you were thinking
before. Can you do this? Give Tamara your
full interest again, instead of having stupid
thoughts about which I can tell you that
Samira doesn’t find sexy at all, and who
might herself benefit from what you learn
from Tamara. As logically she would, when
you learn something NOW. Maybe even
consciously. Can you do it, can we
continue?”
“OK fine” I answer and concentrate again on
the wonderful face of the woman in front of
me, who had just stolen my senses and
time, standing there with her hand stretched
out towards me. I feel that I’m in a time

lapse. So much is happening at the same
time and so much is happening in me each
second “out there” but no one seems to
notice. I’m amazed and see my attention
being pulled back to Tamara as if through a
tunnel.
“Come, let’s go somewhere where we won’t
be disturbed” she invites me encouragingly.
I take her hand and follow her like a loyal
dog; the only thing missing would be the
panting. She takes me though a few streets,
past houses and gardens full of vegetation,
and I notice some strange things. On the
doors, like a doorbell, there are objects that
are half green and half red; I had also
noticed one on the hood of Manuel’s car.
Only one color was visible at once though.
They reminded me of something. We came
to a house where it was green and she says:
“This one is free and I like the house, let’s go
in”.
I follow her automatically and suddenly find
myself in the kitchen. The scene changes
like in a dream. She looks in a cupboard and
takes a bowl out.

“Wait here, I’m quickly going to fetch
something to eat” and disappears. I look
around not really thinking anything, when
suddenly a guy is standing in the door.
“Hi, can I help you?” he asks.
“No thanks, I’m waiting for Tamara here” I
answer.
“Don’t know her, but you know what you’re
doing. See you around!” and he’s gone.
Know what I’m doing? Nope, no idea. Just
observing. I’m here to experience it, to
observe it and not to judge it or find it
strange. I would have done so earlier Jack
reminds me, but here and now we are
observing! Nothing else. When we don’t
know what to do, we know that Papa is
asking us not to do anything. It’s no use
getting upset and asking what to do next, as
it won’t change anything about what’s going
to happen. Also not the fact that through
divine guidance Tamara returns to the room
and beams at me, the bowl full of fruit.
“I thought I’d just met a housemate of yours,
but he didn’t know you” it bursts out of me.
Tamara looks at me with a bemused look
then laughs “I don’t live here, but he’s still

my housemate! Let me explain. Today no
one has a fixed home. We are all free and
move around freely and share our living
space. The rules are simple: if a place is
marked red someone is asking for privacy
and they get it too. So you either wait for
them to ‘move out’, or you look for another
place that’s marked green. It’s like the public
toilets back then, as it is still so today. When
you leave a place, you make sure it is as you
would like to have found it. Food is
everywhere around us, and no one has to
take out the trash as there is hardly any, it’s
become much easier. The best part is that
no one has to pay rent anymore, or spend
decades paying off a house. There are of
course more desired places, but it’s on a first
come first serve basis and after a while it
becomes available again. The world has
become much too interesting to spend your
life in the same place. So you only have
housemates regardless of who you see, so
you’re right in that respect which also
explains why he didn’t know me. We’re at
home everywhere; it really is MUCH
different now. Here, have something to eat.”

I take an apple and have a bite. A wave of
pleasure washes over me, it still feels like a
LSD trip.
“No more rent?”
“No, no rent or anything else. The world and
especially merchandise doesn’t need
money anymore, we just need little sliding
hatches that show red or green. It couldn’t
be easier, zero and one, yours and mine. No
one spends money now, because no one
needs to anymore. It’s hardly used
nowadays; I don’t know anyone that does.
Why should we, if everything is freely
available. Everyone does what they can to
ensure that enough is available. It was the
same earlier; just today we don’t need any
controlling bodies or elements that suck the
energy, the money, into their own pockets.
We used to work 8-10 hours a day for the
system, now we can be useful at any time,
by doing the things that you love doing and
improving ourselves continuously. We don’t
have calendars anymore either. We don’t
meet at certain times anymore, but when we
get an impulse to do so. You don’t have to
do anything else except follow your

impulses, and I swear you will meet
everyone. Anybody you want to meet for as
long as you want to, and it will always be the
RIGHT person. Our beliefs and views didn’t
allow this earlier, but as usual it was always
there. All directed by interest, just as we also
met each other. Would you like to sit here in
the kitchen or should we go to a room?”
Still chewing I show her my apple core, and
she points through the door to the outside.
“The apple tree over there would enjoy a
snack, afterwards you can follow me.”
I throw the core thankfully under the tree and
follow her with anticipation. This woman has
something to say, and my feeling also tells
me more than just that.
We climb the stairs and look around. The
passage leads to a few rooms, and one of
them has the door open and the marker on
green, it’s the bathroom. Two further rooms
are marked red, but a door is open and no
one in it.
“It’s occupied, they’ll be coming back soon”
says Jack. Three other doors are shut, but
the markers are green. Tamara walks up to

one, opens it and has a look inside, then
looks over to me.
“How about this one?” she says with a soft
voice.
I enter and look around; it’s a beautifully
decorated room with a dark red carpet,
colorful pictures on the wall, a cupboard in a
corner with two armchairs, a couch and a
bookshelf. At the head of the room there is
a bed standing on arm-thick tree trunks, with
the bark still on.
“Common property” comes to mind, all
available to be freely used. You just have to
leave it as you would have liked to have
found it.
Tamara slides the marker over to red and
closes the door. She puts the fruit bowl down
on the bed, and I stand frozen in front of the
bookshelf. It’s a habit of mine. It doesn’t
matter where the bookshelf is I always scan
through it. I used to have a saying: “show me
your books and I’ll tell you who you are.” I’ve
always read a lot in my life and I’ve always
been very interested in books. On the shelf
one almost jumps at me. Between Kafka and
Bokowski I see a name that I know

differently: “Jesus Urlauber (Bauchi)”, and
“2020”. I take the book out of the shelf and
Tamara comes up to me.
“That’s your story isn’t it?” she asks with a
knowing smile.
“Well,” I answer, “Bauchi told me at
breakfast
this
morning
what
I’m
experiencing here and why everyone
around me knows about it. He told me that I
told him this story here, and that he wrote
the book about it. To see the book here in
some shelf really flashed me. It’s like a real
dream, but I’m getting used to the fact that
EVERYTHING is a real dream and all is
connected. Still, this well-used book is a
surprise for me. You can really touch this
dream!”
“I know Bauchi very well, as well as your
older self, we met each other through
Eigiland. I was very excited as I knew he
composed the anthem with Eigi. I had been
an Eigilander for a while, because it had
changed my sense of self a lot, and I was
feeling very comfortable being one. You
could compare it to a gamer guild. You can

define a character with all possibilities, but
belonging somewhere is always great. Most
people get a lot from it. Belonging defines a
certain way of thinking, but certainly not as
dogmatic as before. Would you like to hear
more? Then put the book back. You can
read the story from here on, or carry on
experiencing it.”
Yes of course. We sit down on the bed and
I can feel a huge familiarity, like I was talking
to my sister.
“I was a single mother back then. My
daughter, Eva, was three years old in 2015.
I was living with her and my then current
boyfriend, Richard, who wasn’t her father. I
had always been a woman who enjoyed life
and also sex. He always had a calming
effect on me. I once thought I was a
nymphomaniac, but then I realized that I was
more. I just liked having sex, but in the world
outside it was always combined with
freedom
and
bondage,
reliance,
expectations and especially those who
judged others because they were afraid to
confront themselves. In the first half of 2015
something changed in me. I became very

reflective, as the relationship with Richard
was becoming the next failed one. I can
remember a letter that I wrote to myself.
Close your eyes and we’ll try to synchronise
with each other, then you can also see it and
we can read it together.”
At first I was confused and then I accepted
her invitation and closed them.
“Without opening your eyes look at me” she
says, “can you see me?”
I say yes out loud and she continues: “see
me sitting at a table with stationery in front
of me. I’ve just put the fountain pen away
and am holding the page up so I can read it.
Concentrate on the letter. Look at it through
my eyes.”
It works like a charm. I see HER letter clearly
with MY eyes.
“Can you read it?” she asks.
I concentrate on the words and start reading
aloud. Hesitantly at first, then with flow.
“Loneliness is always there. Sometimes you
take it, sometimes it takes you. Now it has
taken me and before it can control me I must
take it back. I try to make sense of it. Maybe
the only sense is that I am to be alone. What

do you do when you’re alone? Think! What
do you think? About yourself, about me. My
first conclusion is that I’m unhappy. Why
don’t I do anything about it? If I want to be
happy on my own, then I must be alone.
Richard is always with me. We’ve spoken
too much about our future, our love and our
togetherness for me to just throw it away and
go my way. I don’t want to leave him
completely, just up to the point where I want
to return by myself. But does he want it too?
Unnecessary ideas and questions. It will
only resolve itself through actions. I still love
him like before, but I want to be alone. Alone
with Eva, but also alone with just myself. I’m
not sure if I can be happy this way, or if it’s
possible with him too. It would be great, but
hard to imagine. Am I a coward for blaming
others if I’m not happy? There are lots of
people who want to help, but the biggest
help would be for me to decide who I am and
what to do. That is the only thing I have to
do, but it’s so shitty. I’m writing that I must
do it and that I know it, but what is the real
answer? I can see myself floundering
around the place, looking for a rope, a grip.

Does it help to know that the rope is me? To
avoid falling even deeper I say “YES” to life,
to me. And because our love is so great I
also say yes to working on ourselves further.
I talk to him as I do to myself, no lies and no
masks. That’s why there shouldn’t be a
problem, except if I lie to myself and
therefore to him. I want to study, I want to
find my own home, stay together with him
and reconcile with my mother. I want to
make a long trip in the summer, I want to
travel in February, I want to find MYSELF, I
want to be honest and I want to write. Now
I’m feeling better, but not happier.”
As I stopped reading, HER voice was still
echoing, unreal.
“The text became part of the book that you
were holding. It and the letter can be found
in many bookshelves. Many people could
see themselves in it, and they were thankful
for what I’ll say next: strike the last sentence.
When I understood that I could never be
happy as long as I kept telling myself so, that
was my FIRST conscious paradigm shift. I
changed this thought habit by stopping
myself thinking such things, as I could see it

wasn’t good for me. I wanted to be happy.
Thoughts become reality; I learnt that from
Rhonda Byrne’s “The Secret”. I know that
you also know the book. I also know about
your opinion on the book, namely how it can
be dangerous for people looking for
happiness, because it doesn’t tell you that
EVERYTHING they experience they wanted
to experience, and still did so unconsciously.
We can see that clearly today, as everything
follows their own combined interests.
Instead of wishing for something I learned to
enjoy my life. Without the letter it wouldn’t
have been possible though. At the end of
August 2015 I happened upon your story
and read it with growing interest and
excitement. Then I found the letter in it. I still
had it, so I took it out and compared it, it was
an EXACT copy! How did Bauchi do it? It
couldn’t be true! I wasn’t sure if I believed
him that Nathan exists, that’s why I’m so
happy to have met you today, even if I know
Nathan well. This is a special moment for me
too and I’ve been waiting a long time for it. I
knew I would be one of the few people to
meet you, the 2015 Nathan, in the world of

2020. It’s all a game here. The last five years
no one knew if you even existed, or were just
a fantasy of Bauchi and Nathan. However,
he had dictated my letter. (Comment from
the author: that could be because Nathan
showed it to me today as Tamara showed
him, except that Nathan is a few thousand
kilometers away, and I really did type it word
for word!)
I was naturally curious and researched who
this Bauchi was and what he otherwise did
apart from making bestsellers from the
stories of his friends, helping not only me to
find joy in life again.
So I came across Eigiland and found the
insight that I was right in my letter and it was
all true. Also, still, that I hadn’t done any of
it. Richard and I were still living together
loving each other, but simply couldn’t
manage alone. So I made a decision, or
rather it made it itself. It was really an insight.
With a heavy heart and lots of nervousness
I left him and told him what I had read in a
text from Bauchi, that it was a “different sort
of separation”. You can look for it yourself if

you like. The important thing is that I got the
chance to give MYSELF freedom using
objective arguments, freedom that I thought
he’d taken from me somehow. I called my
mother who was happy to hear from me,
even if our relationship was never anything
special. I thanked her for her love and told
her I had to find myself again. She asked
about Eva and I told her I was taking her with
me.
She told me that if it is too stressful for her,
she could gladly come to her. She had been
really lonely lately (which is why I didn’t visit
her anymore because she always pressured
me and pushed the feel-bad button, which I
simply overheard during this phone call),
and she would be glad to watch Eva for a
while. She too had been thinking about
things in the first few months of the year, and
realized that many of my problems came
from her not letting me do my own thing, as
she ALWAYS stuck her nose into my
business. Her offer was a concession, and
when I asked Eva what she thought about
living with her for a while, she was very
excited. For the first time in my life I was

FREE. I knew exactly what I wanted to
experience: this story, YOUR story, which is
also your own which you shared with us
though Bauchi. For many it was a divine sign
that they had been waiting for a long time,
for me too.
So I set sail. A backpack full of clothes, my
camera and my laptop were all that I had.
When I left my home with Richard, it came
differently that I expected. He had also read
the book.
“Lets go our own ways, stay in contact, and
with love allow the other to experience
whatever they want to on their journeys so
that each one is happy, instead of standing
in each other’s ways” he said. “I love you,
and all that you think, do or say is OK for me.
I don’t have to find everything that you do
great, and also don’t have to know
everything, but I’m always here for you!
Contact me, you know how to. Tomorrow I’m
packing my things too and leaving. Let’s
experience this adventure!”
I stood there dumbfounded and broke out in
tears. He took me into his arms and we both

cried. Not out of sadness as it was over and
we had loved each other so much, but
BECAUSE we loved each other and had, AT
LAST, found a way to make a fresh start. It
was like being reborn. I stayed the night and
we made love until early morning. It was
different, it felt so free. Free from
expectations, free from interpretations, free
of thoughts, fear of loss and free of norms.
Everything flowed, and it was flowing
through US. We were ONE, and we know
that our journey tomorrow would start
TOGETHER, even if in different directions.
As the sun rose he looked me in the eyes
and said: “you are a love artist! If someday
you are wondering how you can help, then
concentrate on that!”
I couldn’t believe it. Everything that was
happening was written in 2020. In a more
rudimentary form, but with clear words. Not
much about the details, but everything
necessary to understand the construct. In
the next part there was something about
Eigiland that I had said myself, although it
was my five years older self. Eigi (aka
Thomas) was the first person I visited, as I

had found him on Wirkarte.de. It was an
easter egg hidden in a sentence of the book,
and when I registered I saw how many
people were already there, so that they
could later meet in person. It was great, and
a week later I was with him. I was hoping to
meet Bauchi, but he was on the road
throughout Germany to promote the book. I
did meet him later though. Eigi got the
message through to me that I had a talent.
My sexuality wasn’t anything perverted, and
I wasn’t abnormal just because I liked sex
and liked having different partners. He just
laughed when I told him that I enjoy doing
something good for a man, by sleeping with
him and that I had my fun too.
He told me “in Eigiland women like you are
very much respected. The sexual energy is
the highest in the physical realm. If you are
generous with it, then the logical result is
that many men are drawn to you. However
don’t let that feed your ego, just realize that
it’s a TALENT. Not many women can be so
open in this society, to be as they want to be
and still be accepted for who they are. In
Eigiland we can, as we respect each other.

No other woman is jealous of you or would
call you a slut; they too can be helped by you
or can learn from you!”
That really knocked me off my feet. He
wasn’t judging me, or implying that I work as
a prostitute. He was inviting me to accept
MYSELF as I was, and make the best out of
it. I love that about Eigiland, this philosophy
is being lived, and no other ‘country’ in the
world was formed around the fact that
people are equal. LIVING! And they still are.
It is written in the other constitutions, and is
constantly being quoted, but it’s never been
lived. It’s just not possible in a hierarchy
because you HAVE to fit in somewhere.
There’s no hierarchy in Eigiland. Everyone
is their own king, and others are left in peace
and all help each other. There would never
be war in Eigiland, as none of the inhabitants
are opponents. Eigiland is a part of the
TerraNia network, one of many these days.
TerraNia means OUR EARTH, it belongs to
ALL. Today you can’t even logically explain
to our children what wars are, they just don’t
understand. It doesn’t fit into their way of
thinking. Everything is UBUNTU! We now

see that all these countries are nothing more
than constructs of the mind. No one
seriously defines themselves through them
anymore. The Earth became a playing field
once the slaughtering stopped. A lot has
changed…” she falls into silence, deep in
thought.
Then she continues: “After the night with
Richard something was different too. We ate
breakfast almost without a word, and even
though we hadn’t slept the whole night we
were fit and ready to leave. We just smiled
at each other the whole time, it all felt
GOOD. The sex was different too, and from
then on my sex stayed different, just like it
was that night, so easy and uncomplicated.
I slowly understood what sex is: a synergy
of energies in exchange. It needs energies
that balance each other. Love works just like
hate, and without sex there would be no
wars, as they are the pinnacle of hate. In the
coming times love was to be elevated to that
which you can see here today. It’s
happening the whole time and all over.
Similar energies are drawn together, and

when they meet and can move around
freely, they build each other up and virtually
explode. Hate had reached its peak, as the
resources were limited and it was
destructive sex, but love can continue
endlessly because it gives life and makes
anything possible. That’s why sex was a
topic for so many back then, especially
problem-bound sex. Since no one could
move freely there was no room to expand.
When it all changed, our sexuality also
changed along and things quickly became
different for almost everyone. 2015 was a
year of great change, and 2016 was the year
that freedom came for all, THROUGH US.
Everyone could see what was happening
and it wasn’t a mystery but simple logic. If
we all prohibit each other from everything,
then we can’t experience anything. It’s as
easy as that. When the people stopped
prohibiting everything around them and
stopped following the prohibitions, life
quickly became very experimental. That
opened many doors to new worlds. You’ll
have your first SEX-sex with Samira. I would

really like to have it with you, but I don’t want
to take away your fun and motivation when
you return to 2015 and get to find it out for
yourself. We’ll still be having our fun too as
my memory serves me. We’ll find each other
and are always connected. You just have to
think of me and I’ll be there.”
She lays her hand on my chest and takes a
deep breath, without breaking our eye
contact. A huge wave of gratitude, joy and
unconditional love for this woman flows
through me. No more words are necessary,
and I lean over and hug her. She returns the
hug and draws herself closer to me. Another
wave of the energy flows through me that
she had unlocked earlier with her kiss. Again
I get the feeling that time has stopped.
“That is SEX” she whispers, “It has nothing
to do with screwing, but screwing on the
basis of SEX….you’ll love it!”
“What about Richard?” I ask.
“Yes, I am his woman” she answers, “We
didn’t see each other for almost a year, but
remained in contact through WhatsApp.
One day something ignited in me and I
wanted to see him, it was the same for him.

When we met again it was as I’d wished:
with heads held high we stood in front of
each other. Two independent people that
didn’t need anything from each other, but
were enjoying each other. We spent a few
great weeks together then went our
separate ways again, still connected
through our hearts. We KNEW the other and
their unconditional love, and we could love
them and ourselves just as we were. Since
then it hasn’t changed, we see each other
then each does their own thing, it all freely
follows our interests. It’s like that for most
people these days. He’s in Australia with
Eva at the moment; she really wanted to
spend some time in the outback.”

We hold each other a while longer, then I
notice something igniting in me. I want to
see Samira! As if she was reading my
thoughts (which she was, as we were ONE,
conscious in this moment and celebrating it)
she separates herself from me and looks
deep into my eyes.

“Well then time traveller, you know how it
works. Just follow your impulses; they will
guide you to her. Say hi to her from me, I am
her sister. Go on, I’ll fix the room up. It was
great to share this experience with you. We’ll
see each other at the end of 2015!”
We laugh and I give her a kiss.
“Thank you, thanks for everything!” I say,
then get up and leave. On the way out I
glance at the book, but don’t want to pick it
up again. I don’t WANT to spoil my fun in
finding out what will happen next!
I step out onto the street, and from Papa’s
view see Nathan doing it, Jack next to him
and Jack next to me. The trinity wonders at
the beauty all around. I follow my instincts
and greet everyone that I meet heartily.
They all greet back and each time a wave of
love flows through me. I somehow walk the
route back that Tamara brought me on and
land at Café Olé again. I can hear laughter
from a distance, and as I get there I see all
my friends sitting there! Bauchi, Kristina,
Marc and a woman that I don’t yet know,
who I assume to be Natalie, Nathan and

next to him… my heart jumps, Samira! They
happily greet me as they see me, like they
were waiting for me. They are here as they
knew the book and that I would be coming
by. Samira pulls up a chair next to her and
invites me to sit.
“For ONCE I want to sit between you two”
she laughs, “that doesn’t happen every day,
sitting between my beloveds!”
Nathan smiles at me, “back then I was sitting
in your chair, today I’m sitting on this one.
Let’s enjoy a few minutes before Samira
takes you on a trip, where for us you won’t
return from. We’re all very glad you’re here,
and it means a lot to us. To be honest we all
met on the island a week ago so we would
be here when you came. After you arrived
we all knew you would pitch up in Café Olé.
Tamara informed us that it was time when
you two left. By the way this is Natalie.”
We greet each other with loving glances.
“Stephan and William send their regards,
they are on an excursion at the beach. We
didn’t want to miss out on saying goodbye to
you, and wanted to thank you from the
bottom of our hearts for your story that

you’ve shared with us, which has become a
part of all our stories. It sounds a bit
egomaniacal if I say it, but I’m saying
explicitly to you, that YOU are the one that
will do it. You are the guy I was five years
ago, that I’m not today anymore. Still we are
ONE, don’t ever forget it. That was the most
important thing I took back from my trip. I
would now like to take a deep breath with
you, because through you the world learnt it:
the path to inner peace. Do you all want to
join in?” he asks the others.
We all hold hands, partly or completely close
our eyes and breathe in together, then
breathe out. As I open my eyes I see that
everything is GOOD. A lust for life
overcomes me and I must think of the Mary
book again. It’s all so indescribably
beautiful!
“Who owns the Café?” I ask, as I notice
there are no waiters. The others laugh.
“No one and everyone” answers Natalie
“there are a few restaurants where certain
cooks still work, which we visit because
they’ve made a name for themselves.

However the guests ‘work’ with them.
Whatever has to be done we do ourselves.
We serve ourselves, wash up, clean and
bring specialities with us if we have some,
and we share everything. It seems strange
doesn’t it? But it’s so easy, no one has to do
anything they don’t want to, but it’s still all
being done anyway, mostly with fun and joy
as you are always there with friends.”
I don’t have any more questions, except for
one: “Is there anything you would like to
share with the people of 2015 when Bauchi
and I write the book?”
“Yes, lots of love, we believe in you!” they all
choir in. My heart is overflowing with love,
and tears of joy and emotion flow. So much
love!
Samira gives Nathan a kiss then takes my
hand.
“How about a walk?” she asks, and
somehow everything dissolves. I nod and
we stand up and say goodbye to everyone
with loving hugs. I’ve never seen so much
love in one place in my life. I feel joy,
courage, excitement, anticipation and
countless other positive feelings growing in

me and flowing through me in a huge wave.
I’m almost dizzy from it. As Samira and I
step onto the street we run into Tamara,
Manuel and Mojoe. They also want to say
goodbye. Tamara and Samira cuddle each
other and giggle. Then Samira takes my
hand again and we walk down the street
towards a car that’s marked green. We take
it and she drives. We leave the city to the
north. It feels like a film to me, an interactive
film or game, where a video sequence is
running and I don’t have to do anything but
watch what is happening. I can feel Papa
behind me to the right and Jack next to him.
He’s also sitting there, just next to the car.
We smile at each other and enjoy the
harmony. Samira sits quietly beside me,
smiling and driving the car.
“It’s so wonderful to be with you” I say, “I feel
so at peace, so here and so accepted as I
am.”
She looks me directly in the eyes and it hits
me like a bolt. My God this woman is
stunning! I feel I’m ONE with her, like I’ve
never felt before.

“The wonderful thing is that you’re with
YOURSELF. That is the reason that you can
perceive me free from expectations or fears.
I feel the same. Such togetherness is truly
an enrichment. That’s why I love you more
than anyone else. You’re special to me,
because we fit. We complement each other
perfectly, because we are FREE from
everything else. If we had met a few years
earlier we wouldn’t have been able to.”
“How did we meet? I mean our younger you
and me?”
“Are you sure you want to hear the answer
now?” she asks mischievously.
“I don’t think so” I admit, “but I’m so excited
and want to see you soon again.”
“You will, but can you see how you’re not in
the Here and Now anymore? Your thoughts
are wondering and you’re not concentrating
anymore. It’s not serious, but also not
beneficial for you.”
I can see it and look at Jack with wonder.
“Don’t look at me, that’s YOUR
programming” he answers.
Then I can see how my thoughts were
following my fear. I fear that this moment will

pass, that I will wake up somewhere without
any memory and never see Samira again. A
really crappy feeling and its spoiling THIS
moment where she’s really sitting next to
me. The next program pops up and gives me
nice sentences like: “you idiot, can’t you do
anything?”
I can see how Jack is thinking them, but I
also see how he has no choice but to think
them, because MY views (and all my fears
are such views) determine what he will think.
I’m thankful in this moment that I’m even
able to see what’s happening in me. That
alone gives me clarity, and I, my EGO,
Nathan says: “just carry on watching.
EXPERIENCE!” and I’m immediately back in
the Here and Now, and I look over to Samira
and thank her for her direct words.
“No problem” she answers, “I learnt that
from you.”
She smiles at me and turns a corner into a
street that I recognize. It’s the street where
the cute little house with the Tesla tower is,
the one that leads to the beach. Did we
really just drive 20 kilometers together, so

quickly? I ask the question aloud, because a
black hole appears on my screen.
“There you can again see how relative time
is” she answers, laughing. “Anyway, we’re
here now, and there are a few others in the
house. I would like to drive to the beach and
spend some time alone with you.”
I don’t have any objections. She parks the
car in front of the parking lot and we get out.
“This isn’t a parking lot anymore. It wouldn’t
make sense as hardly anyone comes here
with a car anymore” she explains as we walk
toward the beach. “Sometimes a couple of
people gather here and sit together, play
music, have a barbecue or go for a swim. If
they do come by car they park at the house,
that’s your doing by the way. You were the
one who started fixing it up. We didn’t know
each other then, and it was one of the first
things you did after your return. Even as
Bauchi was still writing the book you came
here and saved the house, guided by the
I.H.R, the intergalactic help & rescue team.
Unused living space was saved from decay
without claiming ownership, but through
living and usage it was restored and new life

breathed into it. It didn’t take long and you
weren’t alone anymore, you went on a
sailing trip with Thomas for a while.”
I listened with fascination, and we came to
the beach which was empty. She took a few
things from her bag, among them my towel.
“Nathan gave this to me; you left it in the
finca when you went for your walk this
afternoon. Normally you leave everything
where it is and it spreads itself around by
itself, but in this special case his opinion was
that it belonged to ‘your’ things.”
I take it with surprise. THIS AFTERNOON?
Only now do I realize that I’ve only spent 30
hours in the year 2020, and I’ve probably
slept 10 of those. Time IS relative. I take the
towel, which still looks and feels like a
normal towel and lay it down on the place I
was lying earlier.
“It all started here” I say devoutly. She takes
my arm and draws me towards the water.
“Come, let’s cool down a bit.”
I follow her into the sea, which feels more
wonderful than I’ve ever felt. Every pore can
feel the cool, salty wetness, and every cell
celebrates when I’m in completely. Samira

draws me to herself, looks me in the eyes
and kisses me. I just melt and notice how
we’re ONE with each other. Her touch is
electrifying, my body starts to shake and I
just let it happen. We become the pure
energy that we are. Nothing else exists, as
EVERYONE is made from THIS energy.
The water around us is a part of us, the
island, the whole Earth and the universe.
There is nothing else except this energy,
from which everything that can ever be
experienced comes.
We explode with love, literally, we both
orgasm at the same time, it flows through
our bodies in waves. Caused by SEX and
simple touches. We moan and scream our
pleasure out loud, and then we have a fit of
uncontrollable laughter. The ground is still
under our feet, but we fell like we’re flying.
We love each other, ourselves, the others
and everything around us, infinitely. Beyond
any words that can be used to describe it.
You just can’t describe it, you can only
experience it, and we were experiencing it.
After a while we head back to the beach. I
fall onto my towel and she lies down beside

me. In love, we look at each other and start
laughing again.
“Life is good” I can hear Stephan’s words in
me; “you must never forget it!”
Yes little brother, how right you are! How
COULD I ever forget it? Thank you for your
reminder, I really really really needed it! I
won’t ever forget it again. After a period of
silence Samira starts talking again.
“It might sound unfair if I tell you some things
and not others, but you know why. That
which I’m going to tell you I want to share
with you, as it affects us both. I won’t tell you
where and when we met in the other world,
but I would like to explain how it was for me.
It will also help to keep you in the Here and
Now, even if you’re about to return to 2015
and back again. I wasn’t really happy. Life
was shitty, and I experienced one let-down
after the other. It was different for my sister
Tamara, who in my eyes was whoring
around and jumping into bed with anyone
she could, even though she had a daughter
and boyfriend with whom she was living
together with. Even though I loved the little
Eva more than anything, I saw an extreme

opposite in Tamara, and I hated her
because I couldn’t approach men as she
could. I had too many doubts about myself.
I was jealous of her, and I had buried myself
in self-loathing and withdrew. One day she
came to me, she was crying and talking
about some nonsense that I didn’t
understand.
She gave me a book and said: “Read it! It
will help us all. And I love you too.”
It was your book, or Bauchi’s, whatever, with
your story. After she left, I was bored so I
took it and started reading silently. I liked
that in the first few pages I read about a
beautiful and apparently lovable woman with
my name, so I read further. I then realized
that certain projects and names weren’t
imagined, but could all be found on the
internet. I had known about André Stern and
Birkenbihl, and Geoff Lawton was the first
name I entered into the Google search, and
then I was hooked. With the knowledge that
there was truth to the story written there, I
read the whole thing in one go. I couldn’t
stop reading. When I read Tamara’s story I
had a longing and hope, not only for the

world, but for myself. I really hoped that I
was the Samira in the book, and somehow it
felt like it too. Things changed in me. I knew
that I didn’t have to do anything but accept
the invitations in the book to become part of
it’s story and to find you. I felt that you were
looking for me too, at least I hoped so. I
started listening to the Okitalk shows, giving
the book away, advertising it and
communicating with others. I met more and
more people who were suddenly living in joy.
I crawled out of my shell and become open
and approachable, and life was more fun
every day. Then one day at… OOPS, almost
said it, you were there too. No one knew who
you were, as Bauchi had always kept your
cover, but I knew exactly who you were. I
could see it in your eyes: boundless joy, that
you were considerately and somewhat
uncertainly trying to hide. I could see that
you had seen something that you’ve been
waiting on a long time, from which your eyes
couldn’t leave: ME. My heart was pumping
and it felt like the world was dissolving. We
approached each other then fell into each
other’s arms.

“I’m Nathan” you said, and I answered “I
know!”
We looked into each other’s eyes and kissed
each other, and from then on everything was
different. I was a completely new person.
Independent, upright and honest, as much
as I could be. I had become a butterfly, after
being a caterpillar for so long. Since then I
was your woman and am deeply honored
that you call yourself my man. No further
pledges were necessary for the relationship.
Our love is unbreakable, even if we don’t
see each other that often. You have your life
and I have mine, which is normal these
days, but when we meet each other in the
flesh we laugh and enjoy it to the fullest. I
feel healed as I am COMPLETE, and
because you are there, ALWAYS, here in
my heart. When I became captivated by
onmind gaming because I saw what was
possible, I became better at perceiving you
in myself, and could communicate with you
anytime. We do so many times a day,
without yearning, without fear of loss, but
with unconditional love and appreciation.

From this unconditional love I’m asking you
something important: until we see each
other again, I wish that you use EVERY
chance to be happy. Whatever you need for
that is OK with me. To put it another way: I
WANT you to do everything possible to be
happy, so that I can experience you as that:
happy! That includes other women. I know
that in 2015 it’s not as common, so that’s
why I’m telling you explicitly. If you get the
chance to have fun with another woman, in
bed too, then I WANT you to do so. If you
don’t and say I’m the cause then it will be
very uncomfortable for me. I want to be an
enrichment in your life, not a limitation. More
and more are realizing it. The rivalry thinking
will disappear in this way, and sexuality will
be freed from the prisons of religions and
their views. This is also the way that people
will stop deceiving, cheating and being
unfaithful, because it simply isn’t possible
anymore. Instead there is a growing
measure of openness, which most wouldn’t
have dreamed possible. When you return
you should watch a film. It’s a soft porn from
the ‘70s with Sylvia Kristel, “Emanuelle 2”,

incredibly kitschy though. Forget the playing
on the screen, or play with yourself if you
like, but pay attention to the following: See
the relationship the two have, how open and
loving it is. And listen what her man tells his
friend when they are standing on the
veranda, where he explains how they feel
about each other.
I’m grateful for these words at the end of the
book, because not only have I learnt to see
Tamara differently, but I’ve opened myself to
this form of partnership that we’re living.
Emmanuelle and her man were living it in
the film, and today we’re all doing it. It didn’t
only help me with my problems about
sexuality. Through your story the film
became popular again and became an
example for a whole generation of people.
Especially the younger ones, who had their
problems with the ideas of the older people,
were able to apply this way of living, as it
was much easier for them to find
themselves. Here’s another tip for you, this
time about your teeth: Look for Russian
healing methods, the names Grabovoy and

Petrov will stick out. Do your research. They
have already learned, through online
gaming, how to regrow and heal organs,
teeth too! Research everything you’ve learnt
here, it can all be found in 2015. Nothing
really new has been invented since then; we
just started using that which was there
already. I would like to say something else,
if I may.
Tamara, if you are reading this here, please
know that I love you with all my heart. You
have become an example for me. I couldn’t
help fighting with you, BECAUSE I love you
so much. I just didn’t love myself enough to
be able to love others properly, not even
you. You are the best sister imaginable and
are PERFECT, as are all the others too.
Please forgive me for not seeing it. Please
tell me to read the book. Tell everyone that
they must read it, and then it will become
true. The manuscript can be downloaded for
free. Do you still have questions?”
Yes I do, thousands of them, but especially
one that I’m afraid to ask. But she’s looking

at me so lovingly, as if she knew what was
going on inside me, so I overcome my fear.
“Would you like to sleep with me? SEXsex?”
“More than ever. Here I’ll deflower you, just
like you did with me five years ago. I ask you
to keep the same promise that I gave you
five years ago: carry the energy out into the
world. When we’re physically apart and an
opportunity arises, PLEASE PLEASE use it.
If you hadn’t done so, you wouldn’t have
been so practiced for my first time, just like I
am now through my experiences, and it
wouldn’t have been so unbelievably nice for
me. It’s something completely personal,
between you and me, and what the rest of
the world does isn’t important. Agreed?”
I nod in agreement and get the feeling that
anything else wouldn’t matter anyway. She
asks me to sit up, then looks me in the eye
and softly starts stroking me. I get
goosebumps all over, and lose myself in her
gaze. I hear her guiding me to just let it flow
and enjoy what was to come, without doing
anything but to follow my impulses. She

pushes me backwards onto the ground and
pulls my bathing costume down, which I’ve
been wearing since yesterday. Physically
things become X-Rated, internally I become
ONE with all again. My consciousness
expands with hers, and I can feel the whole
world and universe in me. What Samira
does to me is none of your business, try it
and find out for yourselves!
Have your own experiences. I feel orgasms
and ecstasy beyond all thought, I feel joy in
life and an unbound urge. I can feel it coming
from Papa, and as Papa I can see what is to
be done next. I can see all the cells from all
times and all possible stories in me, and I
see Nathan lying on his towel in 2015. In the
beginning where he felt (understandably)
completely helpless in another time, I can
feel him in the Here and Now traveling
CONSCIOUSLY back to 2015. Carefully I
approach
the
all-encompassing
consciousness of Nathan 2015, and return
to myself and into him. I open my eyes and
blink. Samira isn’t there anymore, just in me,
and I reach for my water bottle, open it and

take a drink. It tastes great, and as I sit up I
enjoy the view of the rubbish bins.
“Enjoy it” says Jack to my right, “they won’t
be there much longer.”
I hear the voices of the people around me
and those of my friends. For the first time in
my life I get the feeling of knowing exactly
what to do next. My life now has an obvious
meaning. This here might be the first book
where at the end the story doesn’t finish, but
rather starts. I WANT to experience these
things, and there is only one way there: I
must do what I can to spread it around, and
must follow all the invitations I get to build a
new Earth. Who wants to help?

Epilogue
It’s been a week since I’ve uploaded the
manuscript into the internet, and I must

admit I’m overwhelmed with what has
happened in the mean time. Not only am I in
Vienna, which Nathan 2020 foretold, but I’ve
had two weekly shows already. Every Friday
between 20:00 and 23:00 there is a show on
okitalk.com, “Bauchi auf Sendung”. The
manuscript has had over 3000 hits in a
week, and hundreds have sent the pdf file to
thousands more. On YouTube there is a
four-hour audio version of the book.
Furthermore there is the “Agenda 2020 - Ein
Experiment in der Matrix” group on
Facebook, in the first week over 200 people
have found together and are actively
communicating. There is a, pardon my
French, “damn” good vibe there. Before
Nathan’s story it was: Only five years? How
is that possible? Today it’s: Why so long?
We’ll do it quicker!
However we must remember, over
eagerness quickly leads to frustration. Let’s
do it step by step, that way we’ll make it, or
rather:
MAKE A NEW EARTH!

Tomorrow I will be sending the manuscript
to the printers. I thank everyone for their help
with the book, especially Barbara for the
proof reading, Wu Wang for the great cover,
Sabine for the audio version, Azra for the
room where I wrote most of it, Fynn for
administering the group and the start of the
English translation, and especially Nathan
for the crazy story! I’ve got bees in my
bonnet when I see it all, and know that it’s
happening, visible for all, and that we’re in
the middle of it. The time for waiting has
passed at last. The time for doing has
begun. I can see people all around me doing
with JOY. Everything I’ve written is there
because someone did it with JOY and
GLADNESS. Maybe that’s why it’s so
unbelievably beautiful. On my YouTube
channel I’ll be saying what comes next and
be
giving
updates,
the
link
is:
www.youtube.com/ichbinbauchi
Until then,
your Bauchi

