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Evita Maurmane

“Can a book open your heart and sow the seed of love? Now I
know that it is possible. In this story, the author does not ask for pity
and sadness, but instead teaches acceptance of the greatest loss as
transformation. This is the teaching that the moment of death is as
special as the moment of birth, which is a celebration for the Soul.
After reading this book, everything resonated in my body – because
I have my own personal experience of the moment that the most
beautiful love is born in the midst of pain, and all the artificial veils
preventing you from hearing the voice of your conscience fall away.
Thank you, Evita, for sharing your pain and happiness, darkness
and light. This story serves like a beacon on a stormy ocean and is
like a light showing the path home – to God’s home, where we are
always welcome.”
Artūrs
“To collapse, to dissolve into the tiniest dust particle.
Simultaneously, to descend into the underground, into the deep,
into the deepest abyss, then to rise and look at the world with
different eyes, to receive new eyesight and finally to actually see,
not just look. Sorrowful and painful to the bone, but a sincere and
truthful book on how to lose everything, but gain even more. A
thanksgiving for everything that has been, is and will be – this is the
real name to describe this story.”
Guna
“Thank you from the depths of my heart for this book. Step by
step, I walked in your footsteps, cried a part of your tears. Thank you!

It is through such an emotional roller coaster and behind such piles
of stones that serpents – healers live. From such dark forests the
witches appear, knowers of all the faces that death can provide –
these are the bringers of hope.”
Inga – psychotherapist, sand game therapist
“This story is surrounded by an unbelievably strong energy. It is
like a living, breathing organism. Our life is a story about running TO
and fleeing FROM. Until the moment when a painful event makes
us stop and shout internally: “What can actually make sense in all of
this?” This story is the journey of life itself – to truth and unification, a
path home. When reading this, I experienced a healing sensation –
a resonance in my quest. The story made me feel that I am not the
only one, that I have been understood and that there is light after
the darkness; as long as we allow it to enter into us and if we do
not define what it should be and how it should be. Listen to the
silence! What does it tell you? It speaks to you. There is life in silence.
Silence breathes in the truth.
These words seemed very strong: “This fragile and powerful
threshold room, in which all the small matters dissolve to reveal the
essential.” Lose everything to find the Universe inside ourselves. We
are blind until the moment we start to really see. How can I say this?
Because currently there is an earthquake in my life. The one who is
ready to join and open up will feel the truth in every cell of the body.
This story has its own heart. I felt the burden of life. It transforms.
The human path from ego (full of desires) to love (which does not
require anything and does not expect anything). Love exists. This is
a journey of the soul to the power of the Source within. What hit me
while I was reading? The raw truth!”
Dita

“So deep and personal. So many times you want to compare
it with your own life. I know how it is when it hurts and you do
not know how to go on. The realization that we are not the only
ones who are hurt, that we are not the only ones who cry, helps.
It’s almost 6 years, but the emotions of those times burst out while
reading. I hope that the book will help those who have suffered loss
to find their prayer and the strength to continue. I want to keep this
book near and from time to time remind myself that the angels are
with me.”
Ilze
“It was valuable for my soul to find out how different are the
stories of the survival of this transition between death and life,
and how the relatives can cope with this. This story is filled with
echoes of very painful emotions, and that is why it’s a powerfully
transforming one. I was told that the story is very real and personal.
I believe there will be many who will be referred directly to this
personal experience – pure, true and indescribable – and everyone
will find something worthwhile for themselves. I wondered why we
do not want to listen when our grandmother expresses her wishes
about how she wants to go. This is a great test topic for everyone
who is contemplating death. The end of the book led to valuable
reflections on the fear of death and conscious living. This coincides
with my inner feelings. This book invites everyone to think – what
is guiding one’s life? Fear or the soul’s voice? I also thought about
what makes it hard to let go of loved ones, to endure their passing.
There is little talk about this topic. Too little. I only see this now, when
I myself face the death of someone close.”
Ruta
“This is a concise, saturated and deeply personal story. The

story of how it is impossible to avoid yourself. Quite the opposite –
to give yourself the darkness, let it pass through you and accept
every lesson as a blessing. This is a story about how to work with
yourself and learn to shape your reality to find space for the soul’s
task. The story reveals how desperate striving for clarity and truth
opens the door to the space of the soul and the immeasurable
potential of it. When in real life everything seems to have collapsed
and become meaningless, it gives you the experience of how the
world of invisible light stands together to help a person to return to
reality with double the power, motivation, joy, and new meaning.”
Evita E.
“I read ... and for a few moments I felt like I had stopped in time
and space. I felt tears rolling down my cheeks from reading the
story that is the experience of your soul. Sometimes they flowed
like a quiet, slow river, but at times they rushed with the power of a
waterfall, preventing me from seeing letters and words, causing my
eyes to close, to stop and to pass through every finest and deepest
feeling and nuance. With each of these moments and each word
of revelation, it allowed all the veils and layers to disappear and to
see how one’s soul interacts directly with another soul. It is as if I am
surviving the experience of several realities, being so close to you
and with You and at the same time I am deep inside somewhere in
my soul, where each of your words becomes a message and healing.
This is the answer to the loud but unspoken questions that lie in the
deepest corners of the inner world, where we allow ourselves to
enter only when we are on the way to Him.”
Elina
“The book describes another way of perceiving death. This
reflection calmed me down and made it easier to accept the fact of

death. In part, it made me feel special because I had this privilege –
to be close to my friend, who recently died of cancer. Yes, we know
little about death, so we just conjure up our own assumptions,
not always the best ones. This story shows that everything that
happens to us has its own reason, and nothing is coincidental. It
was interesting to keep track of how the author, step by step, reveals
her own path, to find out where she was going at each moment.
The story is sad but very encouraging and stimulates reflection.
Thank you for the knowledge, revelations, and fortitude!”
Santa
“While losing a son and also looking for answers to the same
questions, I was aware of the fact that there are few books in
the Latvian language that would deeply and truly reflect similar
experiences and feelings that gnaw at parents who have lost
children. This book reflects very real and lifelong feelings that take
over after the loss of a child. After losing all the dreams you had
about them. Parents who are in this unpleasant situation, after
reading Evita’s message, will have an easier time understanding and
accepting their feelings and pain, and to see a ray of hope, that it is
possible to transform this painful experience and continue to live
further.”
Gunita
“Your experience comes to me as a revelation, as a sip of water,
to nourish the soul and look into it. Thank you for being here!”
Kristine

God has thought about each of us.
Every Soul is the fruit of God’s
love.
I bless the moment when I was
born in God’s THOUGHTS.
I bless my BEGINNING.
I bless the moment of my
CREATION − The moment when
I was created.
I bless the moment I was born
into this world.
I bless my parents in
GRATITUDE for my life.
I bless my roots and my
ancestors, thanking them for
their knowledge, wisdom and
strength.
I bless the future generations –
my children, grandchildren and
great-grandchildren.
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In the beginning was the Word,
And the Word was with God, and the Word
was God.
He was with God in the beginning.
Through him all things were made;
without him nothing was made that has been
made.
					
(John 1: 1-3)
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I wrote my story down so that it would provide a selfhelp and relief book for people who have lost loved ones
and also for those whose friends or relatives are mourning.
The book is intended for mature individuals and therapists
who work with people in mourning.
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I am grateful that my children chose me as their
mother so that I could learn to love and become aware of
unconditional love. Children are my path to God, the key
to the door that leads to truth and power, and also to the
ancient wisdom and talents that my soul possesses.
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Until the age of thirty, I lived a normal life. I studied – I
got a bachelor’s degree in education and a master’s degree
in business. I worked as an advertising project manager. I
had grand plans for my career, and I achieved several of
them. At that time, I belonged to a group of people who
would come in through the window if they could not get
in through the door. There were happy moments and less
happy moments. I was always on the move. Always. With
this restless desire, I was sometimes harsh towards myself
in the face of constant movement. At that time, I could not
stand silence.
At the age of thirty, facing the death of my child made
me stop, reassess my life and priorities, and let go of all my
grand plans. I felt like I had just woken up from a strange
dream. I had the feeling that some kind of a veil, through
which I had previously looked at my life, had been lifted
from my eyes. I started to see and feel.
When meeting with other parents, who had just
experienced the loss of a child, I realized that it was not
important whether I had spent just a moment of time,
one month, ten or fifty years with my child. The important
thing is that we were lucky enough to be together at all
and had the chance to change each other, by touching
each other with the wings of love.
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The world and life suddenly seemed too fast and too
loud. In this noise, my ears hurt, and my whole body was in
pain. All of a sudden, silence became something healing
and blissful. I felt the huge difference between the voice of
my ego and the whispers of my soul. Previously, I did not
even suspect that the soul had a voice. Many life events
and processes suddenly shone in a different light. With my
questions and prayers, I turned to God, who is light and
darkness, mother and father, heaven and earth, giver and
taker, the beginning of it all, who has counsel, wisdom,
and glory. From these conversations, revelations came into
existence. About life and its patterns. About love. About
time. About birth. About death. The memory of my soul
was awakening. (In 2015, I published my first revelations
from my conversations with God in the booklet “Whispers
of the Soul”.)
When our child died, I looked for articles and books in
which people shared their experiences of losing a child.
I was desperately searching for answers to the question:
“Why?” I wanted to know how to go on living, because
it seemed like life was over. There was a feeling that all
movement had ceased in my body, that there were no
signs of life, no pulse. I looked for books that could give
explanations on the afterlife, that is, where the human soul
goes after death. I found these books, and they gave me
answers, hope, and understanding. This understanding of

6

the afterlife gave a very deep meaning to my existence and
attached a different meaning to life’s events. One Christian
said that she believes that the soul comes to the Father’s
home where it feels well and cozy, that this is the only life
the soul has. No! I cannot accept this answer. It led me to
a dead end with regards to the meaning of life, of human
suffering, of death, and the meaning of my existence. It
did not help me comprehend why I exist.
Through our lives, time and time again we experience
birth and death in different areas of life. These are natural
life cycles, as in nature, everything is cyclical. We destroy
and we build, we lose and we acquire, we cry and we
laugh, we mourn and we celebrate. The path of life is
ever changing. Our lives’ purpose is to change and to
experience change within our hearts. This story is about
how I experienced change in my heart and mind. I did
not believe in hell and paradise, but I believed that there
is a God somewhere – an austere Father and judge, who
is just waiting for the moment in which I will err and sin.
At that time, I imagined God to be exactly that puny and
that great. That all turned out to be a lie. This is a story
of death and dying, of the desire to leave the body as
swiftly as possible and give up on life. This is also a story
of resurrection, where a little seed of hope grows and a
plea is made from the depths of the soul: “I want to live!
Please let me stay! I want to be whole. I want to laugh. I
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want every cell in my body to live and be healthy. I want
to inhale the lovely Latvian winter, spring, summer and
autumn air in my lungs so deep that I never forget this life,
this unique experience.” If I were an artist, then my soul’s
story would be expressed in paintings; if I were a poet, I
would tell it in poetry; if I were a composer, I would speak
it in notes and music. I am a writer. Deep from my heart
and soul, there are words and inspiration arising that allow
me to talk about this experience. I believe that my story
will light the flames of hope, faith, and love in the heart of
those who will read this story, its message, and the lessons
that come with it.
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When the LIGHT of my soul
shines upon yours,
the joy of HOPE will pour
into you.
It doesn’t matter that you
lost the Light Road.
Your return is what
matters.
Your return to YOUR SELF.
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The evening of June 3, 2010 was beautiful and sunny.
The sky was clear, warm and golden. I was taking a walk
with my husband, when a call came from the hospital to
tell us that our newborn son had died. After 39 painful
days of apprehension, I was ready to hear these words.
We knew Rainer would not live long. Nevertheless, every
time the phone rang, I feared it would be a call from the
hospital.

My son lived for 39 days. This number has now
become special for me. These days changed
my life, making me fall into the bottom of the
deepest abyss, to reveal in there the divine
spark, courage, inspiration, and inexhaustible
creative potential that dwells in the depths of
the soul.
As long as the death of my child had not become my
reality, I could neither imagine, nor did I know how I would
react at that moment and how would I take it. Although
I was ready to hear this news, when I received the phone
call from the hospital, at the moment when the nurse tried
to gently convey it to me, everything seemed to stand still,
my breath, my heartbeat, my blood flow stopped. I could
not breathe, so I asked the nurse in a half-toned voice:
“What should we do next? How will we take our child?” She
explained what to do and where we would find the little
baby. After a couple of days, we saw our little son – so tiny,
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and fragile, with no wires and tubes, with no breath and
no pulse... This picture was so etched into my mind that,
for a long time, whenever I saw a soundly sleeping baby, it
caused me to panic. I wanted to touch and check that the
baby was breathing, to feel its warmth. And it took even
longer until I got this picture out of my subconsciousness.
Mummy, when you look at the sky
on a starry night,
I will be one of those stars...
I sent the following message to my closest friends:
“Our little boy, like a yellow butterfly, has flown off to God’s
heavens.” When I last visited my child, lying in an incubator,
I no longer knew what to ask for, therefore, I told God: “Let
it be whatever is best for the child! Let Your will be done!”.
Thirty-nine days had gone by since April 26, when our son
was born. During all of this time, my emotions changed
from the expectation that everything would be alright to
total powerlessness. And so, it went round and round time
and time again.
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What does a person, who is
in a bed with an incurable
illness, pray for?
What does a person, who is
on the verge of death, pray for?
What does a mother pray for
for next to a dying baby?
What does a child pray for
while saying goodbye to their
father or mother?
What does a person, who has
lost the meaning of their life
and their inspiration, pray
for?
Blessing? Grace?
Let Your will be done!
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Now that the pain is over and all the wounds have been
healed, when my soul has been brought back together in
wholeness, at last I can speak of a vision that has evolved
over the last eight years. When I was expecting Rainer, our
eldest son Robert was two years old. After Rainer, came
Elsa and Eduard, which seemed completely impossible
and incredible after all that had happened. My body
needed to heal in order to release it from the deep pain
and fear that had accumulated in it. When I was expecting
Rainer, the doctors struggled for several months to sustain
this pregnancy from miscarriage, because I had placenta
previa. The efforts to save this pregnancy began at week
12. One night, when I was once again hospitalized at the
Riga Stradins Hospital, preterm labor began during my
28th week of pregnancy. I was supposed to be going
home the next morning, but that did not happen. That
night there was a full moon. Several women had gone
into labor. I woke up at three o’clock in the morning, in
a huge pool of blood and warm amniotic fluid – the
placenta has begun to separate. A quick cesarean surgery
was performed. I could not reach my husband who was
at home with our two-year-old son during the night. The
doctors did their job, without concerning themselves
too much with my mental welfare. They had no time for
that. There was a large lamp above the operating table,
through which I saw how my child was taken out of me.
What was happening seemed so unnatural. My body was
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not ready to bring the little human child into the world.
My heart broke when I saw the small and delicate body.
When a baby is fully developed, the mother’s body opens
up for the baby to be born. This time, it did not happen
so. It felt like the baby was being taken away from me. I
was not ready for that. Seven days filled with uncertainty
followed, and I spent them at the Riga Stradins Hospital’s
Neonatal Intensive Care Unit, not knowing if our little boy
would survive. I also struggled with postoperative pain.
A woman, whose scheduled time of giving birth was
approaching, arrived in the hospital ward. She made a
ruckus about suddenly not being allowed to smoke, even
though she had been doing it all through her pregnancy.
I could not believe what I saw and heard. She begged to
smoke. I prayed for my son to live. My husband and I both
felt completely powerless. We were convinced that this
had only ever happened to us. But this misconception
quickly faded when, after a week spent in Riga Stradins
hospital, we were taken to the Children’s Clinical University
Hospital. I walked through the neonatal intensive care
unit, and my image of an ideal world crumbled into dust.
There was a two-floor unit with premature babies and
slightly older children. I looked at everything as if I was not
really present, watching other mothers, listening to their
hopeful or hopeless tales, and my heart was torn to pieces.
I could not believe what I was seeing. A newborn baby was
lying there with a broken leg in plaster. One woman had
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abandoned her son, so he had been there for six months
now. The little boy was a darling to all the nurses, but it
was time for him to go to the orphanage. The ground sank
under my feet, and often I did not feel it at all. That whole
time Rainer was in the intensive care unit. He came into
the world with a congenital heart defect, while every day
pneumonia accounted for new scars in his lungs. I felt in
me every jab that my child received. Every manipulation,
even the heart surgery done by the doctors and nurses to
save our son, I felt them on my skin and in my whole body.
It felt like were both part of one whole. The pain was so
intense that I connected with the Holy Mother and was
looking as if through her eyes at the crucified Jesus Christ. I
let this pain pass through me. It was a short, heartbreaking
moment that seemed to be an eternity. It is not possible
to describe the whole range of sensations that took place
in my heart, body and mind during those thirty-nine days.
It was a struggle, it was prayer and despair, followed by
loss.
After thirty-nine torturous and mind-bogglingly
painful days, the struggle for our child’s life was over. We let
him go. I let him go because I no longer had the strength
to pray, to believe, or to hope. No matter how harsh this
sounds, but the death of my child came as a release. All
this time, every day, my brain and my head were spinning
with different thoughts and probabilities. Standing at my
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little boy’s incubator, I was happy during the moments
when the doctor did not ask to speak to me because
that meant the situation was not changing. These silent
moments were better than listening to the doctors about
the changes that crippled and destroyed any last glimpse
of hope.
The child’s death cleared all my wounds, opened
my eyes and ears, and sharpened my senses. The pain
of this indescribable loss demolished the foundations
of reality in an instant, freeing me from misconceptions,
from various fears, from all stereotypes and standards that
I had carried around so blindly and shortsightedly. The
bathroom became my favorite place. Its floor could not
hold the flood of tears. The pain was raging and tearing
up my soul. At that time, my husband suddenly became
unemployed. He went to job interviews and tried to seem
happy, but he was also mourning. The world was falling to
pieces. At times, both of us managed to pretend in front of
our friends and family that everything was fine, and all was
clear, that we were fully conscious, even though everything
was going in the completely opposite direction. I did not
know how to stop this avalanche. The most insane thing
happened, we also began to pretend with each other
that everything was fine. We said that we had two sons,
Robert and Rainer. We considered Rainer to be alive as
well. I was totally confused about what was true and what
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was not true. I learned at a church camp how painful all
this was for my husband. It was a month after our son’s
funeral. We decided that it would be good for the family,
so we went to our congregation’s camp. I remember that
there was a practical lesson during which we worked in
groups. I do not recall the specifics. Each group made a
presentation on a stage with a microphone. I did not see
the presentation, but I heard everything. Suddenly I heard
my husband speaking. I heard him cry. John broke. There,
in the middle of the camp, on stage, in front of many
people, my husband could not hold it together and began
to cry. He said more or less the following words: “Also in
our family, for a short time, a precious guest visited…”.
There was complete silence. It seemed that even the earth
stopped breathing for a moment. My heart was wrenched
seeing his pain, his struggle, and his helplessness. I so
often struggled with my own emotions that I did not see
that my husband was mourning as well. He did not speak
much about it. I was the first one to stand up. And only at
that moment, I was able to help my husband deal with his
sorrow, get free from the blame, the guilty feelings, and
other suppressed emotions. While we were mourning,
we did not know how to get out of this valley of death. I
prayed to God. I asked for grace.
At that time, our house stank of depression and of
life that had lost its meaning. Our oldest son, Robert’s
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health deteriorated. A sequence of visits to doctors,
examinations, and the pharmacy began. He was given a
wide range of diagnoses, asthmatic bronchitis, allergies to
pets (at that time we did not have any), abdominal viruses,
and pneumonia. Every month, blood platelets and other
blood measurements had to be checked. After some time,
we managed to put an end to this. It happened a lot later
than anticipated, but it did happen. When we gradually
began to recover from the mourning (and also the
financial situation improved), Robert became noticeably
better. I burned up all the medical prescriptions and my
son’s disease history. I began to look for information on
how health problems are related to the psycho-emotional
states. I read a lot. I read several books at the same time –
both during the daytime and in my dreams. There were
moments when it seemed like I was reading a page of a
book that came from the depths of my soul. At night, in
my dreams I often read old books and scriptures; in my
dreams, my great grandmother passed onto me various
numerical codes and words of power. We were both
sitting near large and old chests.
I started to use my soul’s knowledge of how to change
the flow of thoughts, thereby improving both health and
well-being. Gradually, I created my reality as I wanted it
to be. I began to recognize the power of words. When I
started my day and its routine, I often used affirmations

18

and prayers to keep my consciousness in the present. I
chose the affirmations from the Bible. It made me realize
that we live in programs and that the events of our life
and its reality reflect our own subconscious programs. My
reality reflects what I believe.
Two-year-old Robert asked me a number of questions:
“Mummy, why did it happen? How can it happen that a
baby dies? Only old men can die…and then they are born
again.” The only thing I could explain to him was, “Your little
brother was born sick and we did not manage to heal him.”
My husband’s, my own and our two-year-old Robert’s ideas
about death and suffering were transformational during
this time and revealed themselves in a different light.
I was first trained as an educator. When our eldest son,
Robert, was born, I began to lead classes for mothers with
babies. While I was expecting Rainer, I still led classes for
mothers with babies up to one and a half years old. I really
loved this work and I did it with great enthusiasm and
satisfaction.
When I tried to return to this work after Rainer’s death,
it caused anxiety within me. During my time of mourning,
I could not stand infants, especially their scent. It suddenly
became the most unpleasant scent in the world. To spare
myself and escape the pain, I often turned my senses off. I
started to reach a point where I was and was not present,
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both at the same time.
During this whole time, our family had a very real
issue regarding survival and livelihood, as our income was
zero. Immediately after Rainer’s death, a big fat negative
came into the family, as my husband’s company was hit by
a severe financial crisis. The creditors who called (and they
had all the right to do so) were not interested in the fact
that we had just lost a child.

Where can one get the energy of LIFE?
From live food.
Being in NATURE.
IN MOVEMENT.
By creating instead of destroying.
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We experience loss, not only
when we experience the
death of a loved one, but also
when our worldview dies
or we go through a divorce,
when we suddenly lose that
which we are too attached to.
Something is demolished, and
something new can be born
instead– a new life, a new
person.
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The death of my child completely changed our life, it was
shaped into a different quality. For the first time, I was at the
funeral of an infant. It was my child, whom we laid under the
ground in a small, light blue coffin. The closest friends and
family members had gathered. The moment of farewell was
led by our friend and pastor Linards, who made this painful
moment brighter and easier, with his words giving Rainer’s
life a profound meaning. Then followed a funeral reception.
I wanted my son to have a good farewell. Even though I was
present, I still watched it all, as if looking from the outside. I
wanted everything to be just a bad dream. I clenched my fist
so tightly that I felt oppressively hot.

No. This, unfortunately, was not a dream,
but a reality from which I could not escape.
I stumbled through this experience until my
bones ached from the pain, joining together
in thought with many other people who have
suffered the pain of loss.
We buried our son in the Ķesterciems Cemetery, by
the sea. At that time, I wanted to give myself up to the
sea and my heart cried out: “This is against the laws of
nature! Why? Why, God!” But still, I continued to stand
and watch. The whole great storm took place in my inner
silence. Quite often I experienced this feeling – I am here,
I am watching, it hurts, and at the same time, a stormy sea
rages within my soul.
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Robert, who was then two years old, did not attend
the funeral. At that time, I was not ready for it, I was
not that strong. Now I know that it would have been
a blessing for him because it would have helped him
manage the mourning for his brother. My son often tried
to comfort me: “Mummy, do not worry! He will come back
soon.” I grieved and blamed myself for not being a normal
mother, and was often unable to participate adequately
in Robert’s life. It was like a mad carrousel, from which I
desperately tried to get off. But I fell back into this crazy
carousel seat more often than I stood firmly on my feet.

People around me spoke too loud, everything
happened too fast. Life seemed like a farce. I
could not understand why I should eat; why
should I move? I tried to with a great deal of
self-inspiration because I had a family and
children, but I was still sinking in the mire
of depression, which, like a cunning fox,
wrapped me into its reality. It was not my
truth, but I could no longer distinguish it, and
I began to believe that I was someone that I
was not. I was never alone. The voices, spirits,
and beings were always in the surrounding
space that was created by the great deception
of depression. I did not want to meet with
friends or relatives, I was unable to participate
23

in conversations, I was unable to celebrate life,
I wanted to get away from everything, and I
wanted to get away from this world. I often
laid on the floor and waited for it to happen,
but it did not happen. A person cannot get rid
of depression by their own strength. Support
is needed.
Two weeks after we said goodbye to our son, I went
to my family doctor to get some sleep medication. The
doctor sent me to a psychotherapist. When a person is
in a crisis, they do not see and feel it themselves, just like
an addict does not recognize addiction. It is therefore
important that the doctor or friend helps them to see and
shows a possible way out of the pain or depression. There
were times when I used to take sleep medication or some
kind of tranquilizer. However, that felt odd, so I chose to
live without medication. And that meant loose wounds
on the soul without trying to relieve the pain or to lull
yourself. A great help for me were the conversations I had
with a pastor ,who is not only a pastor, but rather a close
friend to many parents who have lost a child. These were
healing conversations, during which his heart radiated
infinite love. I felt acceptance, not fear. He understood,
allowed me to mourn and complain, he did not judge.
There were also friends nearby – caring without judging.
For all of us, this time was tough. I did not know if it would

24

ever end. My friends did not know how to give support
or what to say. In light of this event, any words seemed
empty and useless.
At the beginning of the crisis, psychotherapy was
very important. This therapy was complete thanks to my
psychotherapist’s attitude, human love, and sincerity. I
am grateful that she did not just feed me pills. She did
not lull me but tried to open me up. I’ve heard a lot of
experiences. Some examples were also close to home.
My father numbed himself for most of his life with sleep
medication. During the atrocious Soviet era, no one
was interested in human feelings, the soul’s pain or the
cause of it. I spent time with my dad during the summers.
There were times when I saw the consequences of his
madness. In the process of therapy, all my experiences
were awakening in me. During the sessions, I often felt
despair and was angry. I really did not like the feeling after
the session when something was brought up from the
dusty layers of the subconscious, it seemed – it would
never end. At such moments, I fell into self-pity. And yet
it was valuable. I did not want to hear and see what these
sessions awakened. I did not want to open up, but the
death of my son released my soul. The things I saw did not
flatter me, it seemed more like rotten potatoes that had
been kept in a plastic bag for a long time. Suddenly, this
bag was open and I looked at it all. That was who I was.
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I felt like a complete loser and a failure. I watched those
lucky people whose children never got sick, who had
both parents alive, people who visited and themselves
organized themed parties, in short, they celebrated life. I
wondered, how do they manage to be so lucky?

Envy awoke in me. The one that is gnawing
steady and silent until the job is done,
one starts to believe that others are more
successful, smarter and more beautiful.
I definitely was offended by my unlucky life. After a
while, acceptance and forgiveness came. I forgave myself.
When experiencing the death of a close relative, we often
close up and harden our hearts, although the deepest
meaning for this event is just the opposite. To open the
heart.
During psychotherapy, I came to the conclusion
that I have not thoroughly dealt with my mother’s death.
Although ten years had passed, I carried this pain in my
heart, I was angry about how my mother dared to die and
leave me and my brother alone. I tried to take on the role
of a mother so my brother would not feel so much pain,
despite the fact that I was only eighteen and I needed
my mother because I hurt too. For a long time, the whole
house had Mother’s scent. We ate her jams for another two
years. For many years, my brother wore Mum’s scarf and
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did not wash it. Like many children who lose their parents,
I also blamed myself for my mother’s death, although my
mother died of cancer, and there was little I could do. I was
ready to become the best and most obedient daughter
in the world, so that if only Mum would awaken, and we
could laugh together again like when I dyed her hair violet
(which was stylish at that time). It did not happen... I also
felt that I had not been a good enough daughter. We did
not say to each other: “I love you.” Yes, it was felt, it was
captured in pies and gingerbread, but was not spoken
aloud. That is why I remind my children of this several
times a day. Our family’s daily routine is very dynamic, so
it is important that we stop for a moment and talk about
love, gratitude and the essentials.
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Forgiveness is liberating and
healing. Forgiveness creates
space for love. I see my parents
and grandparents, their eyes,
hair, language, character, and
talents in my children. These
moments, split seconds, when I
see it all in one of my children–
these thrill me to the depths of
my heart, letting the roots of
my tree sprout again and again
in the most fertile ground.
This is the tree whose roots we
can see with our inner vision,
which have suddenly received
a new life force, rooted deeper
into the earth. In what ground
is your tree rooted? Do you feel
your roots? Are your branches
fruitful?
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With the pain of the loss of my child, all of my childhood
resentments, fears, and anger towards my parents came
into my attention. It was all that I had experienced and
what I could not understand or accept at the time. First of
all, that I myself chose these parents and the experiences
that come with them. My parents divorced when I was
three years old. My stepfather came into my life, and along
with him a lot of pain in my heart. Then suddenly the past
rolled over me like an avalanche. I could not stand it. I was
down on my knees, felt lower than the grass. I had pain
in my heart, soul and each cell of my body. Humility, in its
deepest sense.

In this humility and helplessness, I again
connected with the infinite Universe and
began to see the limited space where my
mind was carrying on. Many questions
became insignificant, doubts were dispelled,
fear transformed into light and love. This
inner helplessness opened the door to trust
and controlling the soul.
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At that time, I often woke up during the night because
my body was shivering because of the cold. During the
day I watched myself from a distance, unable to see if I was
on the ground, or between heaven and earth. My eyesight
suddenly was so sharp that I was able to see the structure
of my body’s blood vessels. I cannot explain it with the
mind, I sat on the the bathroom floor and saw into myself.
The wall between the tangible and the ethereal world had
become as thin as a most delicate veil of silk.
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I prayed to God, “Please carry
me in your hands.” Every
day, in order to be able to
stay in this reality, I recited:
“I can do all things through
THE power that makes me
strong.” I breathed it in with
every breath, drank it with
every gulp of water. It gave
me strength and faith to
withstand this moment, this
life, and this experience.
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We went to England. We joined those Latvians who,
led by illusions, went there in search of a job. I agreed
with my husband just because I saw the opportunity to
escape the mourning and all that reminded me of what
had just happened. However, I so longed for Latvia, for my
motherland, that I returned after just two months.

Will the tree, which is uprooted, be able to
root itself again in another soil as deeply as
before?
I did not want to and could not do it. For a long time,
I had to try to convince my husband that all things would
be possible for us here in Latvia. And so it happened. It was
not at all easy. Every evening I wrote a letter of gratitude
to God listing all that was good on that particular day. But
in the morning, I wrote what I wanted to experience that
day. I compiled daily, weekly, and monthly plans. I wrote
prayers to God and my guardian angels. At first, it was
only about health and peace of mind. Later on I also wrote
about where and how I wanted to live, what kind of work
I would like to do. I acted and believed and changed the
course of my life by one hundred and eighty degrees. I
had to work hard, revise and clean up on the cellular level
to bring about the changes in my body, mind, and life. It
required a great deal of discipline and clear awareness. For
two years, I had lived on a daily schedule, like an athlete
preparing for the Olympics. It brought about radical
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changes in my consciousness, lifestyle, and attitude
towards life and people.

When we live in alignment with the laws of
God and nature, we are able to make our world
more colorful and live a fulfilled life. Our own
life. Without comparing, without competing
with or judging anybody else.
I had a lot of questions. I asked God these questions.
I prayed a lot. The power for my soul came from reading
the Bible, Psalms and the New Testament. Through various
practices, through movement, meditation, and diet, I
began to revitalize my physical body and heal my soul.

I am everything and I am nothing.
I realize that I cannot lose anything.
Every fall is a stepping stone.
One night, when the pain and despair reached their
catharsis, I experienced another great coldness in my
body. I met Jesus that night. We were still living in England.
For about a month, chamomile tea and a slice of bread (or
something as modest as that) were our food, and there
was no sign of a possible change in the near future. At
this stage, I realized how little I actually needed to live. I
was analyzing my feelings. Throughout my lifetime, I had
already enjoyed luxurious dinner tables with five course
meals. And now it was a time for frugality.
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A feeling of gratitude for
living, for life awoke in me. I
saw my life and its events as
the greatest gift. Contentment
and humility. Humility and
gratitude before HIM, who
allows my soul to experience
all this, knowing that it is
painful, knowing that I will
experience deep winters and
hopelessly dark nights, so that
I can fully wake up.

34

I met Jesus in a very brightly lit room. He was tall. The
golden white robe was infused with a dazzling light that
seemed to have no limits. His voice sounded firm and
gentle at the same time. And he said: “God bless you and
your family.” Totally confused in the black of night, I opened
my eyes, without even knowing where will the road of our
family and the story of the resurrection of my soul lead from
now on. Precisely described as just now, I met Jesus a few
more times, then I felt him as an energy. I very often connect
with him through prayers and meditations. Whenever I feel
that I am not in my body, I pray for Jesus’ presence.

When the energy of Christ surrounds me, it
is the softest and safest feeling I have ever
experienced on earth. It is the most healing
and powerful energy in the entire universe.
You want to embrace the whole world, and
through the heart there flows a river of joy and
gentle love that does not require anything
and does not expect anything. Love because I
am, and because you are.
My previous understanding of Jesus turned out to
be incomplete, twisted, naive, and constrained. This was
another Jesus who stood in front of me, spoke and did
away with all the ideas that were created by the Church
and Christianity. Until I met him, I often doubted whether
he was real. When I read the New Testament at school, I
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felt that there was something missing in it. And it is true.
Jesus reminded me of MERCY, love, and IMPARTIALITY,
and said that he did not need to be worshipped (as many
people do) because we are equal – none of us is superior
to the other. He is a friend and a healer. Jesus spoke with
me firmly and carefully, while pointing out the red lines of
the road and revealing the creative potential of free will.
Soul scars that burned so much that it seemed that I was
no longer capable of feeling pain, were gently healed with
the strongest and softest energy in the universe – with the
energy of Christ. My soul received the water of life, and
there was a connection through the heart of Christ with
the infinite space of LOVE of the universe.
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I connected with the earth
and the sky, with the smallest
dew drop and the finest grain
of sand. We were one. My eyes
began to see more clearly than
ever before. I saw many of life’s
events, processes, and people
in a different light− God has
created this world as a whole.
Everything is thought-out
and relevant.
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At the age of thirty-three, I began to paint for the first
time. I did not even know that I was able to do something
like that. Then I noticed how harmonious nature is, there is
nothing superfluous. The great artist has thought through
every small brush stroke, every tone and color nuance.

This meeting and friendship with Jesus
opened my heart’s eyes so that I could see,
hear, and feel. Not only that which our hands
can feel. Not only what we can prove and
explain. The tenderness in which he wrapped
me, in such a way that the injured soul can
withstand the pain, is as deep as the sea and
as endless as the universe. This great love
cannot be expressed in words. It can only be
felt by coming into contact with HIM.
When I returned to Riga, Latvia, I was looking for peace
for my soul, God, and truth. I arrived in different places and
became involved with different groups of people. I learned
how colorful Riga is, and how diverse the seekers of God
and truth are. I meet both those who are searching and
those who know. I observed people. I wanted to know
whether these people, religiously dogmatic Christians,
pagans, passionate Krishna and Buddha worshipers, had
God among them. At that time, that was how I called it. Now
it should be worded as follows, was there love between
them? After some time, I concluded that people focused
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too much on rituals or superstitious actions, and not on
the essential, their own hearts and a true desire to connect
with pure and clear consciousness. Rituals with devotion,
sacrifice, and worship seemed to me to be artificial and
unnatural. I did not want to belong to any of these groups
of people. I wanted to find out and remember about God
myself.
It took a long time to change thoughts, habits and old
patterns of behavior. At this stage of my healing, my love
for plants and saunas began. The sauna played one of the
main roles in the story of the healing of my soul. Since my
childhood, I have been in close contact with nature, but
now I connect with nature so much more since I have a
deepened understanding of its cycle, and the rhythm
of the earth. The same happens in nature as in humans:
spring, summer, autumn, winter. It now seems self-evident
and natural to live according to the rhythm of nature and
the sun.

Our senses, abilities, and inabilities are
influenced by the sun, the moon, stars,
cosmic processes, as well as the individual
internal mental and biological cycles and the
processes of change.
In the moment when the desire to live awoke in me,
I felt a great influx of inspiration to change my destiny.
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An indescribable force was born in me to follow my
own path. I wanted to break out of the environment in
which everyone knows how things should be and how to
achieve them, where you can trample with muddy boots
through the souls of other people, hurting them by words
and deeds. I wanted to get rid of this curved mirror reality
where false impressions increase suffering and poverty,
where the blind can see, but the seeing are blind.
All boundaries of timelines disappeared. I began to
remember all the events and experiences of childhood,
and the experience of many of my previous lives, I began
to realize that I saw beyond the tangible reality. Since
childhood, I have very sensitive ears and nose, I hear every
sound, hear how the spirit, breath, and energy move; I feel
the energy of every place and home. Today, I feel the scent
of energy and see its color. Each energy has its own color,
scent, and numerical code or structure. At first, I was afraid
to tell anyone out loud that I saw the intangible world,
trying rather, to hide it. However, I gradually opened my
ability to other people. There were times when I pleaded
with God to take away this vision. But I was told that it is who
I am and these are the talents of my soul. This is my way.
The sauna became my workplace. I began to remember
how the energy of the plants heals the experience of the
soul and opens the human heart. If I did not say what my
soul was feeling, there was a feeling that I did not fit into
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this world. One night, right after falling asleep, I saw myself
as on a big screen, it showed my attitude to my life’s task. I
also saw that I have no choice whether to accept this path
or not, because here ends the boundaries of my free will. I
have been brought into this world for a specific task
.
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And then I made the choice, “I want to see,
hear and feel. I will give my life to God and
trust in Him.”
I wrote these words on a page. The choice was not
easy; again it was a struggle between mind, ego, and soul.
The soul cannot forget its skills and talents. Through
life, the soul develops them. If I had to tell someone who
I was and what I was doing, I was ready to buried under
the ground, so that there was no need to say the words, “I
am a healer.” Today, I accept my own path because I have
healed the various experiences of the soul, relieving it of
pain, fear, and humiliation. While working in the sauna, I
began to remember everything that involved healing,
energy management, joining with the elements of nature,
plant and flower energy because my soul knew and
understood it. After the sauna ritual, called bathing, for my
daughter Elza, I carried out the first ritual for my friends −
“The Evening of the Songs of Power”. Bathing is a prayer
of blessing for a newborn baby so that the newly arrived
soul’s journey is filled with wisdom and counsel from God.
The mother asks for the blessing of God and the protection
of the angels of light, so that the soul of the child may live
on earth in love, affection, and prosperity.

I believe that every soul is the fruit of God’s
love.
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It is important that we each awaken the memory of
our own souls in order to remember their unique nature,
connecting with the deepest knowledge and the source
of their power. To be able to see the treasures that the soul
wants to materialize on the earth − knowledge, skills and
other qualities.

We often make decisions based on unknown
impulses. They also affect our behavioral
patterns and standards that guide us in living
and creating this reality. The origin or root
of these unknown impulses can be found
not only in our childhood but also in the
experiences of previous lives.
I could not accept the path of my life that started to
move in the other direction after the death of my child, I
could not accept my vision and gift to feel the ethereal
world because in several previous lives my soul had
experienced various humiliations about its abilities and
knowledge − both burning at the stake and imprisonment,
and much more. I got healed when I survived a burning
experience in a dream during a night − I was in the middle
of the flames, I heard the sound of fire, I remembered how
I left my body, and all the pain was transformed into a
blissful feeling.
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My soul’s memories
- A witch has a son! A witch has a son! –
screamed a mad and enraged crowd. They do
not know if this woman is really a witch, they
have not participated in her capture, but the
crowd is incited and kept in fear long enough
so that every word that the soldiers throw at it
echoed and repeated.
Humiliated. Laughed at. Cursed.
- I’m not a witch! Give me my child! I’m not a
witch! Let me go!
The despair and injustice that prevails over this
place and moment cannot be described in
words. Insensitive powerlessness takes over the
young woman. She is tired, hiding for a long
time in the mountains and in the forest, running
and avoiding all those who do not want to give
a voice to what the woman preaches to people.
She is considered dangerous because she does
not obey the existing power and ideology. The
woman has a fiery heart beating in her chest,
she has a clever soul that cannot believe in lies,
and intimidation cannot change anything. No,
she will not resist her truth, then it is better to
burn at the stake, that will also happen later.
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- God is the Christ! God exists!
This woman is dangerous because she knows,
she is asking questions, and her thoughts are
stirring people’s minds with her questions. If
anyone starts believing, tyrants and oppressors
lose one more of their victims and thus lose their
power over the human minds and destinies.
How insensitive and dulled people have to be
manipulated and played with like rag dolls?
How great should the fear be that takes over the
human soul and fetters it so that it no longer
sees and does not hear itself with its own eyes
and ears, does not feel with its senses? Fear is the
most powerful weapon of all time, which casts
the human soul and consciousness to sit in a
cage and not ask questions, to act like a zombie.
- Why? Why?
Despair. Injustice. Every cell of the woman’s body
cries:
- Let me out! Give me my child!
All the screams hit the thick walls of the prison,
fall and crumble in small pieces and mix with
blood and amniotic fluid.
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On the fortress city of Villefranche de Conflent,
where a women’s prison was in the years 1681
to 1789, she was taken captive and tied up. No
one was worried that the woman was expecting
a child. Her whole body was sore from the rope
marks. In the most inhospitable place in the
world, in the midst of insanity and cruelty, a new
life came to the world − she gave birth to a son.
After childbirth, the woman was bleeding, but
in that prison nobody cared. The woman’s spirit
was very strong, it kept her alive for several more
days, destined to torment for many hours. It was
a complete frenzy. The experience and anger led
the woman to psychosis. She cried out and wept
about the newborn baby who was taken away,
shouted for freedom and righteousness ... while
the rats had arrived at the funeral feast.
Why was the child captured and taken away?
Why was I stoned? Why was I laughed at and
humiliated?
Because she did not step down and was not
afraid to live in her own way. Because she did not
believe in lies, but believed that God is love, God
is the Christ. And also, because she was a seer.
The sword that struck her solar plexus silenced
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the tears, the wailing, and the questions… Her
body, along with other women’s bodies from
a nearby prison, were placed on a pile in the
central square of the city fortress. In Villefranche
de Conflent the witches are burnt – those still
alive and those tortured to death.
What is a witch? It is a woman who does not obey.
She knows where the source of life and power lies.
A Woman Creator! The burned women ended up
in a life full of rejection, ridicule, contempt, and
humiliation. They were strong − with their spirit
and courage, they created resistance, showing
others that no lie should be taken in blind faith.
For most people, life was driven by fear, it was
easier for them to submit, rather than stand up
to the wicked. The lives of the burned women
were over, leaving deep traces in their souls,
and would bring back memories of themselves
for several further incarnations on this earth.
Frequently fear will not allow us to approach the
source of truth. And yet, at a time when the soul
will again aspire to spread its wings for a free
flight and will desire to drink from the source of
truth, resurrection and healing will take place.
An opportunity will be given.
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The Villefranche de Conflent Fortress in Southern
France, the Pyrenees (Pyrénées Orientales) between 1681
and 1789 was a women’s prison. Today, this city is visited
by many tourists. In 2015, I also went on tour to Southern
France. When I entered the prison cellar, I connected with
this experience of my soul that described above. All the
pain and memories awoke in me as alive and breathing.
Being aware of this, I realized where the cause lies for a
number of my beliefs and also my greatest fears. It was
necessary to heal the traumatic experience so that the fears
of the Southern Fatherland incarnation would no longer
direct me. Such experiences of pain, injustice, humiliation,
shame, and fear of punishment are in the soul’s memory
of many women and also in the collective consciousness.
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On another night, I went into an infinitely wide
area. A voice resounded, firm and gentle at
the same time, so close and dear: “All people
need to reach Christ’s consciousness.” I asked
the question: “What is Christ’s consciousness?
How can this be achieved?” The answer came
as follows: “When the soul is awakened and
Christ is born in each of us, we are united
with the heart of Christ, we rejoice in Christ’s
consciousness. The energy of Christ can flow
through and ground in each of us. It is time
for every soul to realize its divine nature and
the divine qualities of the soul.”
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Our notions of death are completely deformed. We
perceive many elements of natural life as if seen in a curved
mirror. We are opposed to this natural cycle because we are
afraid. The fear of death sits in the subconscious because
we have no idea and we think, paradise or hell? These ideas
have been imposed on us for centuries. At a time when we
realize that hell and paradise are not so far away, but right
here on earth, created by ourselves with our thoughts,
deeds, and attitudes towards nature and people –
the great work begins. Work with yourself, your thoughts
and consciousness. No penalty. No death. There is only
experience and transition from one dimension to another.
During my life I have been to many funerals, including
my parents’ and my child’s, I have also said goodbye to
a close friend. I saw my grandmother’s grief, whose son
died at the age of fifty. I was together with the best friend
of my family when the sudden departure of a loved one
shook the foundations of life and beliefs. I have met and
talked to parents whose children left too early. These
experiences have raised and continue to raise questions in
me. Coming into contact with the pain of relatives not only
raises questions but also makes us very observant. Aware
of life and its developments. Aware of humans, animals,
and nature. The death of a child makes us particularly
disoriented in time and space.
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Every time our ideas are shattered, we suffer.
This is also the case with the death of a child.
We have carefully planned how our child must
come into the world, we are so enthusiastic
about how he should look and what kind
of education we need to pursue, that if the
unexpected happens, we cannot accept the
choice and path of this soul, because it does
not coincide with our expectations.
In this context, the issue of farewell or a funeral is very
important. What is our attitude towards the death of a
man and the moment of farewell? Do we have knowledge
and understanding of how the soul moves to a different
dimension? If you do not have your own tradition, ritual, or
understanding of this moment of transition, you may be in
complete confusion. In so many funerals, I have watched
people being driven by fear and ignorance. It is written on
their faces. Fear, when will my time come? The unknown,
where has my dear friend gone? How can it be that he is
no longer here?
How can we help the soul, who leaves the earth to
move easily from this world to another, without making
the transition so difficult? This awareness also poses
further questions. How do I want to die? What will be my
farewell time? I want to be allowed to go when I choose.
Our baby was resuscitated and kept alive with the help of
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machines. It made my brain and common sense go awry.
I no longer had the understanding where the boundaries
are between when life is saved and when there is a denial
and complete non-acceptance of the soul’s choice. As
parents, we felt completely powerless. I bought some
clothes in the store, I wanted our child to be buried with
honor. In the changing room, I wept with tears because
the salesperson asked with a smile, who is the lucky one, a
boy or a girl. I have often prepared clothes for a deceased
person, and this has made me ask myself the question,
how would I want it to be?
I want my body to be treated with respect, to be
washed with herbs and wrapped in white linen. I would
like people I love to connect their hearts in a quiet prayer
and uplifting song. The light of these hearts would create
bridges to move the soul to another dimension.

The day when all the things left over from
earthly life – like ashes – will connect in a
dance with the wind, air, and land; there will
surely be a great feast for my soul, just like the
in the moment of birth.
I have been looking for answers to these important
questions. I had to get free from the fears of death and
dying in order to grow in my understanding that death is
a beautiful transformation process or a sacred transition to
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another dimension.
The fear of death in me was caused by the fact that I
had forgotten − I am a soul who travels through life. When
I was eighteen and my brother fourteen, our mother died. I
could not believe the fact that she was not there anymore.
So simple – there she was and then, she was gone.
Now I know that this is not a philosophical issue or a
matter of faith. We travel from life to life so that the soul
lives through all kinds of experience through natural
cycles − ups, downs, and maturity.
I often meet my mum in dreams. It is always a beautiful
reunion. In the morning, I am very afraid to open my eyes,
I knowing that I would see that she is no more because
that is another reality in which we meet. During the years
in which I was a student, which was a time of survival, we
often met in dreams. Mum gave me strength and faith
that everything would be fine.
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When you realize that you
are an eternal soul that
experiences itself in a wide
variety of colors, you can see
a very splendid picture. By
accepting both the beautiful
and the ugly, both the
disruptive and the creative,
birth and death – all your
life processes – a beautiful
painting, a multidimensional
artwork is formed.
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We used both hands to close our ears when our
grandmother told us how her farewell day should be.
Failure to accept death and talk about it is also revealed
in the way we live and celebrate life. Is it not so that we
are not afraid so much of death and the fact that we are
coming to earth again and again, but are afraid of the
awareness of this process because at that moment we
have to take full responsibility for our lives and its events?
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Then you have to stop
playing victims and
tyrants, stop drawing scenes
for new drama episodes and
start WORKING. When
we see the great value of
our life and lives, there is a
natural desire to celebrate
this life, this moment here
and now and the desire for
gratitude arises.

The Universe is like the sea.
A man is like a grain of
sand, like a drop in the sea.
An important sand grain
and an important drop.
There would be emptiness
without you and me.
God has thought about each
of us by creating life on
Earth.
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This is the story of the awakening and resurrection of
my soul. Yours may be different. The path of each soul is
unique and forms a unique pattern in the Universal Space.
To go along the path of your own soul does not necessarily
mean that it will be rosy or it will glow brightly at all times.
There are also lots of thorns and darkness on this path, but
we are always given the opportunity to change our lives if
we ask, seek and knock to become better people who are
able to lead their lives getting rid of fear by changing that
which is destructive and disruptive. There is a saying, “Fear
has big eyes.” How big are our fears and where do they
occur? What are they based on? What are their benefits? If
my life was led by fears, then I would not have a family, and
I would not have children, I would never fly in a plane, I
would prevent children from crossing the street alone and
I would also be unable to love. Fear removes us from the
truth, from God, from the source of true existence. Fears
can be related to experience, but they are often not so
relevant to reality. People live in programs that are made
by their minds. For centuries, distorted concepts of God,
faith, and of what is holy have been spread.

The pride and arrogance of man is the reason
and the obstacle why many of us have forgotten
the power of prayer, the importance of gratitude,
and the deep nature of the prayer of blessing.
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Also, I had forgotten that inner change begins with
thoughts, words, and prayer. Faithfulness to God and the
true nature of prayer stand beyond all religions and all their
dogmas. For some time, religion can be a part of the road.
It depends on whether religion helps you to grow, change
and alter your heart, or it gives you new destructive and
limiting thoughts again and again. But the source of
everything is in our hearts and minds. We all have one way
to go now. This is a PATH TOWARDS GOD.
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It does not matter what
others tell you about God.
The only thing that is
important is what you
remember, your experience,
and what you believe in.
Do you remember?
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There is no greater joy for the soul as an
opportunity to return to a place where it
has once been very painful, and then bring
light to this place. In August 2017, I stood at
the Children’s Clinical University hospital’s
neonatal intensive care unit, putting my hands
on a baby’s body. (Today, I am a healer, that is
why I went there to heal Reinis. When Reinis’
mother Daina called me and I realized that I
needed to go to the hospital, my memory was
awakening in my mind and I did not want to
go at first. Then I decided to encounter this
place again.)
I prayed for God to breathe life into the lungs
of little Reinis and into every cell of his body,
asking the light of Christ to heal and give life
to a newborn boy. The fragile body of the baby
was surrounded by the gentle healing light
of Christ. The room was very bright because
there were many angels and light beings in it.
I thanked God for the blessing to be there and
to experience the special coming of this soul.
This moment for me was a great healing gift.
Seven years ago, I said that I will never step
into the neonatal intensive care unit. However,
I was here, and this place was revealed in
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a completely different light. A fragile and
powerful threshold space in which everything
of insignificance dissolves in order to make
way for the essential meaning and gift of life,
so that we begin to ask ourselves questions
that come from the heart and awaken for a
complete life. The circle was complete. I was
standing in the department and looking at a
small human being whose skin was as delicate
as a rose petal. Little Reinis has opened my
heart. Its space will soon be infinite. This event
has revived my personal experience. Much
of the memory had disappeared, but all that
happened once again flashed before my eyes,
recalling the time when our newborn son died.
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- Father, I want to go home!
- Home is within you, in
your heart!
- Father, why should I stay
on earth?
- Daughter, because you
know!
- Father, where are you?
- I am in your heart. Take
your whole sight and direct
it towards your heart.
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I am a therapist of conscious breathing and life coach.
I implement conscious breathing method and Rebirthing
breathwork as part of individual sessions with children
and adults, as well as in group meditations.
My instruments are based on my Soul knowledge,
experience and educational background. I hold a
Bachelor’s Degree in Pedagogy and a Master’s Degree in
Business Management.
My current fields of inquiry include the human
path, from the moment of birth (including creation) to
maturity, as well as reincarnation psychology, a person’s
true essence and personal growth by helping to integrate
each person’s unique talents in his or her life. I present
lectures and lead practical classes on these topics. I
am also the author of several books: “Dvēseles čuksti”
[Whisper of the Soul], “Laika grāmata” [Book of Time],
“39”, and “Māras Zeme Latvija” [Māra’s Land – Latvia].
www.evitamaurmane.com
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Thank you to the first readers of the book, thank you
to friends, the ones who share the view, and to supporters
of the process of creating this book, for their inspiration,
patience, attention and love – Daina Rozenberga, Linards
Rozentāls, Vija Plūme, Dārta Kalēja, Andrita Grīnberga, Dita
Elksne, Ērika Drāke-Lūse, Ingrīda Arāja, Evita Eglīte, Jānis
Brūns, Elīna Ločmele, Kristīna Ašaka, and Ilze Auniņa.
Thank you to my Family of Light on Earth and in
Heaven.
Thank you to my teachers for healing and for believing
in my Soul by waking its God-like essence and the sacred
knowledge of the Soul – Gunārs Savičs, Egons Helms and
Teacher Maya.
A very special thank you from the depth of my heart to
my soul mate and husband Janis Maurmanis for gentleness,
acceptance and love. Thanks for the experience which
changed our hearts and minds.
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My Soul experience is not
WHO I AM.
Open your HEART by
letting go of everything that
is not you!
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