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DEDICATION

To myself — the girl who kept faith through silence, the woman who discovered that love and courage begin within, and the soul who learned that the veil between heaven and earth was never meant to separate, only to protect.
To every child who prayed in the dark — may you know that your whisper was heard. To the ones healing — may your stillness become your sanctuary.
[bookmark: _heading=h.ahkpaz3fkot5]WITH DEEPEST GRATITUDE

For Marcos, my precious guardian — who loved me unconditionally and stood beside me through it all. Your strength and tenderness were the ground beneath my healing.
For Poppy, my dear little companion — who follows me around the house, sensing my energy, embodying every trait I ever wished for in a dog but never spoke aloud.
For Pamela, my beloved sister — your love and compassion have been a quiet refuge through every season of my life.
For Emily, my soul sister — with whom I share the alchemy of pain, and who understands my struggles like no other.
For Patricia, who encouraged me to write — I hold your faith in me close to my heart.

For Lovepreet and Kuldeep, who stood by me when things grew difficult at work — your kindness and strength will never be forgotten.
For Mercedes, who stroked my hair while my heart shattered into a thousand pieces — you are my soul grandmother, and your presence is pure grace.
For Rachael, my Canadian mamma — who showed love to the little girl inside me that she had never met before and for all the elders at Golden Dawn Senior Citizens’ Home — those who are still here and those who have crossed over. You are precious to me beyond words.
You each hold a piece of my heart, and my gratitude for you fills every page of this book.
[bookmark: _heading=h.45vt2v36q4yy]AUTHOR’S NOTE — THE VOICE THAT ROSE FROM SILENCE

There was a time when I believed the veil would never lift —
 when remembering hurt more than forgetting,
 and silence felt like a punishment rather than a place of refuge.
But silence, I learned, was never my enemy.
 It was the womb of transformation.
 Inside that stillness, something sacred had been speaking all along —
 softly, patiently — waiting for me to listen not with fear, but with tenderness.
What you have read is not the story of trauma.
 It is the story of return.
A return to breath.
 A return to truth.
 A return to the self that survived by disappearing and later healed by reappearing.
Each vision, each prayer, each night of despair became a language my soul invented to endure what my body could not yet name. And when the words returned — trembling at first, then steady, then luminous — they carried not only my voice, but the voices of many: every woman who has ever rebuilt herself from broken light, every heart that has ever whispered, “There must be more than this.”
I no longer speak to God as a child begging for rescue.
 I speak to Him as a companion in my becoming —
 one who understands that love is not the absence of pain, but the freedom to grow through it.
The Divine is not distant.
 He breathes through creation itself — through art, through color, through the laughter and tenderness that now rise without fear. This realization became the foundation of Anika’s Gift Shop — a living altar where symbol, story, and color become offerings of hope.
Each mandala, each fairy, each intentional stroke of color is my way of saying:
 “I am here. I survived. And I am creating again.”
The child of the veil has spoken.
 Not as an echo of pain,
 but as a woman who found her voice on the other side of silence.
If these pages held you, mirrored you, or breathed hope into your own story, then this memoir has already fulfilled its purpose. May it remind you that silence can be holy, healing is a dialogue, and love — once chosen freely — can never be taken away.
And wherever you are in your own journey, may you know this:
The veil does not stay forever.
 Light always finds a way through.

— Paula Verneque (Anika Amugo) Lion’s Head, Ontario
Autumn 2025
PREFACE

This book was born from the need to understand myself — not as the world saw me, but as God held me through each hidden moment. It is not a complete account of my life, nor a portrait of others, but a path traced through faith, fear, and grace. For many years, I tried to see life through other people’s eyes — through their judgments, expectations, and silence. But memory has a language of its own. When I started writing, I realized that my life could only be told through the lenses I wore in each season: the child who sought God in music, the girl who prayed through confusion, the woman who fought to remember who she was. These pages do not seek pity or perfection. They are a mirror of how I learned to listen — first to the world, then to the Spirit, and finally to my own heartbeat. The act of remembering has been both painful and sacred. Faith runs like a river beneath every scene. It is the pulse under my skin, the quiet companion through fear and change. If you find yourself somewhere in these pages — in the solitude, the resilience, the small prayers whispered in the dark
— I hope you’ll know you are not alone. For me, The Child of the Veil is not about what happened, but how God never stopped weaving light through the cracks. It is a letter to my past self, a promise to my future one, and a record of how grace can turn even silence into a song.


















[bookmark: _heading=h.wh8q3681x5fu] PROLOGUE — THE BREATH BEFORE THE WORD

The air in the chapel was thick enough to feel on my skin—warm, scented faintly of lilies and rain-soaked concrete. Ceiling fans chopped the silence into slow, uneven circles. I stood beside the casket with my music folder pressed to my sternum, trying to remember how to breathe in a body that suddenly felt borrowed.
Light from the stained-glass windows fell across my hands, making them look smaller, almost childlike. Behind me, someone sobbed into a handkerchief. In front of me, the pastor prayed words I couldn’t hold onto. Grief and humidity blurred the edges of everything. Even my name felt far away.
When they asked me to sing, I stepped toward the keyboard on shaking legs. The bench creaked beneath me. My fingertips hovered above the keys—not yet touching, already trembling. The first chord came out thin, like a thread pulled through cloth. I tried again. This time the sound deepened, filling the room with a vibration I recognized from childhood: the quiet ache of trying to be faithful when your body is collapsing under memory.
Halfway through the hymn, a pressure bloomed beneath my ribs—not pain, not quite emotion, but something older than both. A flash came with it: a corridor narrowing around me, a funnel of light and shadow pulling upward, as if time itself had once tried to lift me from a life I didn’t yet understand. I blinked hard and stayed where I was. But the memory lingered—a vision of ascent I had never fully named.
When the final chord faded, the chapel exhaled. People whispered amen, not to me, but to the silence that followed. Outside, thunder rumbled behind the tiled roofs. My purse sat on the bench beside me, heavy with folded visa papers. The ink was still fresh from the consulate. In my chest, something answered—a tremor of fear, a flicker of hope, a breath that felt borrowed from somewhere higher.
I didn’t know it then, but this was the threshold.
The last moment of the life I had learned to carry,
and the first moment of the life that would carry me.

⭐ PAULA’S NOTE TO THE READER

There are moments when the soul begins speaking before we know the language. This prologue is one of mine. Trauma researchers like Bessel van der Kolk say that “the body keeps the score,” and I believe the spirit does too. Sometimes the first sign of awakening is not clarity but trembling—an inner shift we feel long before we understand.
You may be standing at your own threshold as you read this: a place where grief and hope sit side by side, unsure which one will speak first. If so, I want you to know this—nothing in you is broken beyond hearing. Even silence carries instructions when we learn how to listen.

⭐ READER LANTERN

Breathe once, slowly. Notice what rises without forcing meaning.
Your story, like mine, begins with a tremor.

⭐ MICRO-DECISION 

And so, with trembling hands and a heart I could no longer hide from God,
I stepped into the unknown and whispered the smallest surrender:
“I’m listening.”
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[bookmark: _heading=h.7f0cxuv98kft]CHAPTER 1 — THE VISION IN THE FUNNEL

The first thing I felt was pressure—soft at the edges, then narrowing, tightening, shaping the air around me. It wasn’t a dream. Dreams dissolve when you touch them. This held me, as if the world had become a long funnel with a wide mouth below and a single bright point above, pulling me toward it.
The walls of the funnel shimmered with a strange geometry—light folding into shadow, shadow folding into memory. I rose slowly at first, then faster, as if being lifted by something that knew my weight better than gravity did. The higher I went, the more my chest tightened. Not fear. Recognition.
A whisper threaded through the pressure: You’re at the end of a stage.
I tried to speak, but my voice stayed inside my body. Below me, the wide mouth of the funnel churned like storm water. I sensed—not saw—the chaos there: fragments of a life, muffled voices, rooms where secrets had been stored in silence. My limbs trembled as something like understanding pressed against the edges of my mind.
And then the first flashback hit me—not a picture, but a feeling.
A tiny body curled inward.
A room too dim for comfort.
A presence I didn’t have words for then, but my skin remembers.
A child’s confusion hardened into stillness.
The vision tightened, pushing me upward, away from what I wasn’t ready to name. My throat burned as the air thinned. At the narrowest point of the funnel, I thought I might break under the pressure—until warmth touched the back of my ribs, soft as a hand placed gently there. A presence. Familiar. Steady.
I wasn’t alone.
The funnel burst into light.
Suddenly I was standing in my own body again—feet on cold floor, breath loud in the room, heart beating like a drum calling me back to the living. The vision was gone, but its imprint pulsed beneath my skin. A message without words, an ending without explanation.
I sat on the edge of the bed, legs trembling. Dawn was still hours away. The house was quiet, but inside me something had begun.
A stage had ended.
And I was the last to know.

⭐ FLASHBACK 

Later that morning, as I washed my face, another fragment surfaced—my mother’s voice correcting my posture, my father’s sigh filling the room before he did. Not cruelty, not kindness. Just the familiar weight of being shaped by people who loved through control and silence.
I dried my face and stared into the mirror. Something in my eyes looked older than the night before.
The funnel had shown me something:
the body remembers the truth long before the mind is brave enough to speak it.

⭐ PAULA’S NOTE TO THE READER

Trauma researcher Peter Levine writes that “the body is the unconscious mind.” I didn’t know that when this vision first occurred, but I felt it. Spiritual experiences often echo through the nervous system long before we understand their meaning. This funnel wasn’t just a vision; it was my body reenacting years of survival—rising from chaos into coherence, from fragmentation into witness.
If you have ever felt sudden pressure, unexplained trembling, or the sense of being pushed into a new stage without your consent, you are not unstable. You are awakening.
This chapter begins with a vision, but truthfully, it begins with the moment I stopped outrunning my own story.

⭐ READER LANTERN

When pressure rises inside you, ask gently:
“Is something ending in me?”
Endings are often disguised as breathlessness.

⭐ MICRO-DECISION
I didn’t understand the vision, but I made a quiet choice—small, almost invisible:
to stop dismissing what my body was trying to say.
It was the first step out of silence.






[bookmark: _heading=h.r97djgn7pnkv]CHAPTER 2 — HOUSE OF THIN CURTAINS

Before I ever learned the vocabulary of trauma, I learned the language of thin walls.
Our house breathed other people’s moods. Sounds slipped easily through its bones—the clatter of dishes, the swish of a broom, the sharp inhale before an argument. Even the curtains were made of a translucent fabric that shifted with every draft. They let light in, but they also let everything else through.
In the mornings I would lie still and wait for my mother’s footsteps.
Heel.
Pause.
Sigh.
She had a way of moving that announced her worry before she spoke it. When she opened my bedroom door, her eyes always made a brief sweep over me—as if checking for something she hoped not to find, though she never said what.
My father, by contrast, didn’t need to open doors to enter a room. His voice did it for him. Even when he whispered, it carried the weight of “my way is the correct way,” a certainty that shaped the air before it shaped my behavior. He loved me, I know that now, but it was a love edged with control, a love that hovered like a rule.
I became a quiet child not because silence was natural to me, but because it was economical. Words cost too much. Disagreement cost even more.
So I learned to fold myself inward—one corner at a time—until I took up only as much space as the house allowed.
The only place I breathed normally was in front of the upright piano in the living room. Its chipped F-sharp key sounded like a sigh too big for anyone else to hold. When I pressed it, the whole room vibrated with honesty. Sometimes, after everyone went to bed, I sat beneath the piano bench and watched moonlight rest on the keys, turning them into a row of silver teeth. In that glow, God felt close, not because I understood Him, but because the air finally felt wide enough for my lungs.
School wasn’t different. I erased answers before handing in tests, terrified of being too visible. Teachers praised me for being “well behaved,” but it wasn’t behavior. It was survival.
One afternoon, I overheard my parents arguing behind their bedroom door—my mother’s voice small, my father’s firm and final. I stood in the hallway, heart hammering, afraid to breathe too loudly. When the argument ended, the house returned to its usual hum, but something in me stayed suspended, half-formed.
That night, I slid the thin curtain aside and watched the neighborhood from my window. A streetlight flickered on. Moths circled it like creatures desperate for warmth. I envied them—their boldness, their instinct to go toward light even if it burned.
I pressed my forehead to the cool glass.
A soft thought rose inside me—nothing dramatic, just a question that felt older than my body:
Why does light make me afraid and hungry at the same time?
I didn’t know the answer.
I only knew that my house, with its thin walls and thinner tolerances, had taught me to live half-lit.
And I was already longing for the rest of the brightness.

⭐ PAULA’S NOTE TO THE READER

In emotionally unsafe homes, children learn to read the room before they learn to read themselves. Psychologist Alice Miller writes that “the child becomes what the parent needs in order to survive.” Silence becomes strategy, compliance becomes protection, and sensitivity becomes both compass and burden.
If you grew up monitoring footsteps, tones, sighs, or moods, please hear this:
your vigilance was intelligence.
Your quiet was adaptation.
Your sensitivity was your first intuition, not weakness.
This chapter is not about blame—it is about context. The nervous system you walk with today was shaped long before you had language for what you were surviving.

⭐ READER LANTERN

Place one hand on your chest and ask softly:
“What did I have to quiet in myself to stay safe?”
Let the answer come slowly.

⭐ MICRO-DECISION

That night at the window, watching the moths circle the light, I made a small promise I couldn’t yet name:
one day, I would let myself move toward the brightness—
even if it scared me.




[bookmark: _heading=h.r1i0e2v78kyt]CHAPTER 3 — CAGES & KEYS

Some homes teach you how to dream.
Mine taught me how to edit myself.
The rules weren’t written anywhere, but they lived in the air between my parents—unspoken, unquestioned, and somehow more powerful for their invisibility. Love arrived in our house wearing the clothes of advice, correction, duty. It felt less like warmth and more like instruction.
At dinner, my father often led conversations the way conductors lead orchestras—every cue beginning and ending with him. Even when he spoke softly, his opinions filled the room before the rest of us had the chance to breathe. He believed he was guiding us. I believed silence was safer.
My mother, meanwhile, lived in a cycle of self-sacrifice and exhaustion. She carried her worries like rosary beads—counted, repeated, never resolved. Her affection came in gestures, not words: a plate of fruit left by my door, a newly ironed school uniform. But whenever the conversation shifted toward my feelings, her gaze drifted, as if emotion were a subject she had no translation for.
Neither of them intended harm.
But intention doesn't soften impact.
I learned quickly that my value rose when I was obedient, agreeable, unproblematic. My questions made the air tense; my preferences complicated dinner; my sadness felt like an inconvenience. So I trimmed myself down—like pruning a tree before it could cast too much shade.
At school I blended in. At home I disappeared. In church I performed.
The first time I consciously hid a truth from my parents, it felt like swallowing a stone. The weight stayed in my throat for days. I wasn’t lying to deceive; I was lying to fit the shape their love seemed to require.
In the quiet hours before bed, I wrote in my journal—the only place where my voice had room to stretch. I used pencil, erasing entire paragraphs if the words looked too dangerous. What would they say if they knew I had opinions, desires, disappointments that didn’t fit the script?
One evening, after a small disagreement at dinner—about nothing important, just how long I should practice piano—I went outside and stood behind the iron gate. The streetlight flickered overhead. Moths orbited it like fragile planets refusing the gravity of darkness.
Something inside me ached to join them.
Not the light, exactly—
but the freedom to move toward something without permission.
The gate was cool under my fingertips. I felt the metal imprinting faint vertical lines onto my skin. That’s when it struck me: this house, with all its instructions and expectations, was a cage carefully built from love, fear, and habit. Not malicious. Just tight.
Behind me, my father called my name, his voice carrying that familiar blend of concern and authority. I stepped back inside before the moths could finish their dance.
But as I closed the gate, my hand curled around the latch a second longer than necessary—its shape cold, definite, key-like.
A quiet thought flickered:
If a cage can be built, it can also be unbuilt.
I didn’t know how yet.
But the awareness itself was a door.

⭐ PAULA’S NOTE TO THE READER

Children adapt to the emotional architecture of their homes. They learn which feelings fit and which ones must fold themselves smaller. Psychologist Gabor Maté writes that “children choose attachment over authenticity—because they must.”
This chapter is not an indictment of our parents.
It is a recognition of ourselves.
If you grew up in a home where safety depended on silence, compliance, or emotional invisibility, your nervous system did exactly what it had to do. You survived by becoming small. You stayed connected by disappearing parts of yourself.
Healing begins the moment you notice the cage—not the moment you break it.

⭐ READER LANTERN

Ask yourself:
“What part of me did I hide to keep the peace?”
Say its name softly if you can. If not, whisper:
“I know you’re there.”

⭐ MICRO-DECISION

I turned away from the streetlight that night, but a tiny shift had already taken root inside me—
a willingness to imagine a life that wasn’t measured by how quiet I could be.
It was the first glimmer of a key.
[bookmark: _heading=h.yild8dmwts27] CHAPTER 4 — WHEN SERVICE HURTS

Sunday evenings had a particular heaviness—almost like the humidity itself was following us into the sanctuary. The air always smelled of dust, deodorant, and leftover hope. People arrived early, carrying their own instruments and their own unspoken needs. Children ran between pews. Fans whirred lazily overhead, moving the heat from one corner to another without ever cooling anything.
By the time I sat behind the keyboard, sweat had already formed beneath my collarbone. The fluorescent lights flickered, tinting everyone’s skin a pale, holy blue. I stacked hymn sheets beside me, careful to keep them straight. Disorder made my stomach tighten.
When the microphone squealed—a weekly ritual—it shot through my body like a sudden electric command: brace.
We began with a simple chord progression. My hands moved automatically, the way hands learn to move when the heart doesn’t have permission to complain. The drums entered. Then the guitar. Then the voices rising with conviction I couldn’t access. My smile performed its part, but inside, everything felt painfully hollow.
People lifted their arms. Some swayed. Some cried. I watched them the way a person watches a window during a storm—wanting to feel the weather, unable to touch it. The notes I played echoed across the sanctuary, but none of them came back to me.
God, please show up, I whispered between chords. Not a demand. Not anger.
Just the tired plea of a child still trying to earn affection.
My wrists ached. My breath grew shallow. The room hummed with devotion I couldn’t feel. The more I tried to open myself, the more something inside me tightened—quietly, desperately.
After the final song, the pastor declared the night a blessing. People clapped. I lowered the keyboard lid and stared at my reflection in the glossy black surface. My face didn’t look sinful or rebellious. It looked tired. Thin. Almost translucent.
Everyone left for fellowship. I stayed seated, letting the empty sanctuary settle around me. The smell of sweat and floor polish mingled with the faint sweetness of someone’s forgotten perfume. My fingers hovered above the keys once more—not to play, but to remember the only place I had ever felt seen.
At home, I kicked off my shoes and sank onto the cold tile floor. The hum of the refrigerator echoed like a low, tired hymn. My body trembled—not from worship but from the effort of pretending. I lifted my palms to my face. They were shaking.
I had nothing left to offer God but breath, and even that came uneven.
In the shower, water ran down my back in hot ribbons. I leaned my forehead against the wall and whispered without sound, If You’re here, find me.
The tiles answered with silence.
But something else—something patient—stayed in the room with me.
Not triumph. Not revelation.
Just Presence, waiting for me to finish collapsing.
The next day, I returned to church.
Because obedience felt safer than absence.
Because routine felt safer than honesty.
Because I had not yet learned that God’s love wasn’t a wage I had to earn.

⭐ PAULA’S NOTE TO THE READER

Many of us learned to confuse performance with spirituality. In church contexts, especially for sensitive or traumatized people, obedience can become a mask rather than a relationship. Dr. Bessel van der Kolk reminds us that the body always tells the truth—even when the soul is trying to be polite. I didn’t yet understand that my exhaustion wasn’t rebellion. It was a signal.
If you’ve ever served God while feeling empty, ashamed, or secretly numb, there is nothing wrong with you. Your system is speaking. Your heart is not faithless—it is tired. And tired hearts deserve rest, not reprimand.
Worship that costs your worth is not worship. It is survival.

⭐ READER LANTERN

Ask yourself:
“What part of me have I been offering that is actually asking to rest?”
Let that part breathe.

⭐ MICRO-DECISION

That night in the shower, with water hiding my tears, I made the smallest, quietest choice:
to stop pretending that exhaustion was holiness.
It would take years to understand that this, too, was worship.





[bookmark: _heading=h.9sj1x0n2lbap]CHAPTER 5 — COUNTING THE COST

The night before we left Brazil, sleep would not come. The air felt too thick, as if the walls themselves were holding their breath. Suitcases sat by the door—silent, square witnesses—each one filled with choices that felt heavier than clothing. Marcos slept lightly beside me, the rise and fall of his chest steady, while my heartbeat thudded like a second clock in the room.
I rose quietly and walked to the kitchen. The floor tiles were cold under my feet, grounding and foreign at the same time. On the table waited a cup of coffee gone lukewarm, its surface reflecting the small kitchen light like an eclipse in a spoon.
Beside it lay the envelope containing our visa documents.
I ran my fingertips along the sealed edge. The paper felt fragile, almost holy. Every number calculated in spreadsheets—tuition, flights, fees, tiny miracles woven into receipts—had been distilled into this thin rectangle. It held the price of every goodbye.
A ache bloomed low in my chest, not regret, not fear—something in between. Something like mourning.
Leaving did not feel like adventure.
Leaving felt like a small funeral for a version of myself I had outgrown.
Around me, the familiar sounds of nighttime Brazil breathed softly—the hum of a distant motorcycle, a dog barking two streets away, the metallic clicking of the ceiling fan. Life continued, unaware I was stepping out of its frame.
Are you sure?
The question rose uninvited. I wasn’t sure. Faith was quieter than certainty, and that night it felt like walking in the dark with my hands outstretched.
My throat tightened as I glanced around the kitchen. The mug with the chipped handle. The calendar with my mother’s handwriting. A stack of plates we would leave behind. I touched the back of a chair, remembering my father’s voice, my mother’s sighs, the weight of their hopes and their limits.
Part of me wanted to stay—wanted familiarity, predictability, approval.
Part of me wanted to leave so badly I could taste it like metal at the back of my tongue.
Both parts were true.
When dawn arrived, light pooled through the curtains with the same softness it had every morning of my life. I touched each wall before leaving the house—as if blessing them goodbye, or asking them to bless me.
Outside, the air smelled of warmth and exhaust. The taxi driver loaded our suitcases as birds announced the day with the kind of confidence I lacked.
At the airport, the line for check-in stretched long and slow. Over the speakers, announcements blurred into a language of urgency I wasn’t ready to translate. I clutched my passport like a prayer bead and tried to quiet the shaking in my hands.
When the officer finally stamped our visas, the sound was small—barely a thud—but it reverberated through my ribcage like prophecy.
I had counted the cost.
Now the cost was counting me.
We boarded the plane. My breath trembled as the engines roared. When the wheels lifted off the ground, I whispered a single word—not confident, not bold, but willing:
“Yes.”
It wasn’t triumph.
It was surrender.
And sometimes surrender is what faith sounds like before it becomes courage.

⭐ PAULA’S NOTE TO THE READER

Leaving a season, a country, or a relationship often feels like betrayal when you grow up in environments where loyalty is survival. Trauma therapist Pete Walker says that “healthy risk can feel like danger to a nervous system shaped by fear.”
That’s what this chapter is about—the moment your soul knows it must grow, while your body still clings to what is familiar.
If you have ever stood at the threshold of a new life and felt both terrified and drawn forward, you are not divided. You are expanding. The heart can carry grief and hope at the same time; this is the shape of transformation.

⭐ READER LANTERN

Ask gently:
“What am I afraid to lose, and what deeper truth is calling me anyway?”
Let the answers sit without judgment.

⭐ MICRO-DECISION

As the clouds opened beneath the plane, I let my shoulders fall and chose—just for that breath—to trust that not every departure is a wound.
Some departures are the beginning of return.



[bookmark: _heading=h.sxbgwb2axkj9]CHAPTER 6 — Be Still / Act

The first breath of Canadian winter hit me like a question I wasn’t prepared to answer.
When the airport doors slid open, a wave of icy air wrapped itself around my face, sharp and immediate. My lungs tightened—not painfully, but in the surprised way a body reacts when it crosses a threshold it cannot yet name. Marcos pulled his jacket tighter and laughed under his breath, a warm sound swallowed quickly by the wind. I didn’t laugh. My body was still in another country.
The sky was a pale, washed-out grey, the kind of colour that makes time feel slower. Snowflakes drifted lazily from somewhere high above, landing on my eyelashes like silent punctuation marks. Everything felt unfamiliar: the cold, the smell of diesel and frost, the way my breath turned to smoke in front of me.
“Welcome to Canada,” the taxi driver said with an accent I couldn’t place.
I nodded, gripping my backpack—a small anchor in a vast new world. Inside it were the only things I felt confident carrying: a Bible worn at the edges, a notebook, and the fear I didn’t yet know how to speak aloud.
As the taxi pulled away from the airport, the landscape unfolded in muted whites and deep greens. Pine trees lined the highway like quiet guardians. Cars moved more slowly here. People signaled politely. Even the silence felt different—less heavy than Brazil, but more spacious, as if there was too much room for my thoughts.
That first week in Lion’s Head, the cold settled into my bones. The house we rented stood on a quiet street lined with bare trees. Inside, the floors creaked in a way that made me feel watched, though not by anyone unfriendly—more like by the walls themselves, curious about the new rhythm of our footsteps.
I spent long hours sitting on the couch with my legs tucked under me, listening to the wind whistle through the window frame. It felt like God was whispering something I couldn’t yet decipher.
Be still.
But my nervous system had been trained in urgency.
Stillness felt dangerous.
Silence felt like a trap door waiting to open.
So I did what survival taught me:
I acted.
I unpacked with military precision.
I scrubbed the counters even though they were already clean.
I cooked meals I barely tasted.
I applied for jobs before my fingers thawed from the cold.
Every action was a thread tying me to safety.
Every still moment felt like risking unraveling.
One afternoon, as snow fell in soft, deliberate flakes, I stepped outside to check the mailbox. The street was empty. The quiet was so complete it made my ears ring. I stood there, listening to the slow sigh of pine branches bending under their icy burden.
Something in that sound opened a small, unfamiliar space inside me. Not peace, exactly—more like a question:
What if everything doesn’t have to be earned?
What if something in you is allowed to rest?
The wind brushed my cheeks as if agreeing.
I held the mailbox door open and stared into the small, dark cavity. No letters. No news. No instructions. Just emptiness.
For a moment, I let myself breathe all the way down into my ribs. The air was sharp, but it was honest. And honesty felt like the first real warmth I’d felt since arriving.
Inside the house, Marcos was tuning his guitar, humming softly. His presence was a quiet anchor. I sat beside him on the floor and leaned my head on his shoulder. He didn’t ask what I was feeling. He didn’t need to. My breath told him everything.
“Maybe we don’t need to figure everything out today,” he murmured.
His words felt like a blanket placed over a shivering child.
Maybe stillness wasn’t failure.
Maybe action didn’t have to come from fear.
Maybe Canada was a place where I could finally exhale without waiting for permission.
But my body wasn’t convinced yet.
It carried too many memories of vigilance, too many years of adapting to weather that had nothing to do with climate.
Still… something small softened.
Snow continued falling outside the window, slow and steady—an invitation written in white.

⭐ PAULA’S NOTE TO THE READER

Trauma creates a nervous system that equates rest with danger. When we arrive in a new place—emotionally, geographically, or spiritually—our body often reacts before our mind can make sense of it.
Somatic therapist Resmaa Menakem reminds us that “the body is where we live, and it carries the stories our mind has forgotten.”
My body remembered scarcity.
My spirit was learning abundance.
Both needed time.
If you’ve ever struggled with stillness, or felt guilty for resting, know this: your resistance is not a flaw. It is a survival skill you once needed.
And now you are learning a new way of being in the world.

⭐ READER LANTERN

Place both hands on your thighs and feel the weight of your body.
Whisper: “I am allowed to slow down.”
Let the truth land where it can.

⭐ MICRO-DECISION

That evening, as the snow fell in silent devotion, I made one quiet promise to myself:
to try—just try—to let stillness be something other than fear.
A small promise.
A beginning.
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[bookmark: _heading=h.vz50x3yaqig5]CHAPTER 7 — THE LAMP AND THE OCEAN

The first time the vision of the lamp came to me, it wasn’t during prayer or worship or even sleep. It happened while I was washing dishes, standing barefoot on the cold kitchen tiles, hands submerged in warm, soapy water. The window above the sink framed a slow, grey afternoon. Snow fell in weightless flakes, drifting sideways in a quiet dance.
My thoughts were loud that day—spiraling, disorganized. A sense of unsettledness lived beneath my ribs, a restless fluttering I couldn’t name. Immigration papers, job applications, the fear of winter driving, the shame of needing help from strangers—it all swirled inside me like an ocean with no shore.
I turned off the tap and closed my eyes.
That’s when I saw it.
A small, golden lamp—shaped like something ancient and simple—resting on calm water. The ocean beneath it stretched endlessly in every direction, but the lamp didn’t move. It floated with unwavering stillness, a soft circle of light radiating outward as if teaching the water how to breathe.
The vision lasted only a second.
But my breath stumbled when it disappeared.
I pressed my palms to the edge of the sink, grounding myself. The cold of the countertop contrasted sharply with the lingering warmth of the vision.
A lamp on an ocean.
Light held by something unstable.
Stillness resting on movement.
It felt like a message, though I didn’t know the language yet.
Later that night, after Marcos fell asleep with his guitar still leaning against the mattress, I lay awake replaying the image. I tried to interpret it the way I would a Bible passage—context, symbolism, meaning—but the lamp refused to be reduced to metaphor.
It wasn’t a lesson.
It was a mirror.
I, too, was an object of light trying to stay afloat on waters that moved beneath me without rhythm. My entire body felt like a contradiction—impossibly tired and yet unable to rest, longing for stillness but afraid of what might surface in the quiet.
The vision returned over the following days—not always visible, but sensed like a flicker behind my eyelids. Once while folding laundry. Once during a walk in the crunching snow. Once while sitting on the couch, feeling the weight of winter settling inside me like a second skin.
Each time, the lamp remained steady.
Each time, the ocean beneath it softened.
It was as if God was teaching me a new kind of seeing—not grand, not spectacular, but deeply intimate. A language that spoke more through images than words.
One afternoon, as I sat by the window watching the snow fall in the same slow devotion as the lamp’s golden glow, the realization came quietly:
Stillness is not the absence of movement.
Stillness is trusting you won’t drown.
My chest relaxed.
My breath deepened.
I put my hand over my heart and felt, for the first time in weeks, a pulse that didn’t feel like it belonged to fear.
The lamp was not a command to be calm.
It was an invitation to stop gripping the water.

⭐ PAULA’S NOTE TO THE READER

Sometimes guidance comes as imagery long before it becomes language. Jung wrote that “the psyche speaks in pictures long before words.” When trauma shapes us, our nervous system often needs symbols—it needs gentleness—to approach truth.
This vision of the lamp became one of my earliest teachers. Not because it answered any question directly, but because it revealed the way my body held fear: tightening, bracing, trying to predict every wave.
If you have ever felt like you’re floating on an ocean that shifts beneath you, please know this:
you don’t have to steady the water.
You only have to notice the light that refuses to go out.

⭐ READER LANTERN

Close your eyes and imagine a small light resting on your inner waters.
Ask softly: “Where is the stillness in me trying to land?”
Let the image come, even if faint.

⭐ MICRO-DECISION 

As the winter deepened, I didn’t yet know what the lamp meant.
But I made a delicate, almost hidden choice:
to stop fighting every wave.
It was the smallest surrender—
and the beginning of hearing God in a new language.


































[bookmark: _heading=h.lx2p3rq0jvnd]CHAPTER 8 — THE THREE VISIONS

The first vision came on a night when sleep felt impossible.
Not because of thoughts—those had their own familiar chaos—but because my body held a restlessness I couldn’t soothe. A low vibration pulsed through my legs as if something inside me was pacing, waiting.
I sat on the floor with my back against the bed, knees folded to my chest. The small bedroom was dim, lit only by the warm glow of a string of fairy lights Marcos had hung across the window. Their soft yellow shimmer made the room feel less foreign, though my heart still felt exiled from itself.
I closed my eyes.
The air shifted.
Not physically—nothing in the room moved—but something in the atmosphere changed texture, like fabric being smoothed by an invisible hand. My breath deepened without my permission. My chest felt warm, then warmer.
And then the first vision opened, gentle as a curtain parting.

⭐ VISION ONE — The Mountain & the Chariot

I stood at the base of a massive mountain, its peak hidden by swirling clouds. The air smelled of minerals and storm. Behind me, I sensed movement—hooves on stone, wheels cutting through dust.
A chariot.
Not adorned, not threatening—simply present, waiting.
The horse attached to it was enormous, its mane dark and alive, its breath forming clouds that rose into the cold air. It wasn’t a symbol of power I was meant to fear. It was strength I wasn’t used to associating with myself.
A voice—not external, not internal, but somewhere between—whispered:
There is more strength in you than you have ever allowed yourself to see.
I reached out to touch the horse’s neck, but the vision dissolved like ash in wind.
I opened my eyes to the dim bedroom. My hands trembled—not from fear, but from recognition.
Strength had always terrified me because in my childhood home, strong emotions were dangerous. Strong opinions, strong needs, strong truths—they all threatened stability. But the vision showed a different kind of strength: steady, grounded, patient.
A strength I was allowed to claim.
I exhaled shakily and closed my eyes again.

⭐ VISION TWO — The Throne of Light

This time, the transition felt like sinking into warm water.
I stood in a vast hall made entirely of light. Not white or gold—more like transparency illuminated. At the far end sat a throne, but it wasn’t ornate or intimidating. It looked… familiar. As if it had been shaped by compassion rather than authority.
A presence sat upon it—not a face, not a body, just an essence. Light concentrated into a form the way meaning concentrates into memory.
The atmosphere around me felt safe, impossibly safe—so safe that my knees weakened under the relief of it.
You are seen, the presence seemed to say.
You are not invisible here.
Tears streamed down my face. It wasn’t awe that undid me. It was being seen without being evaluated. Without being compared. Without being corrected.
Just seen.
When the light dimmed back into darkness, I pressed my hand to my chest. My heartbeat felt deeper, heavier, more anchored.

⭐ VISION THREE — The Weight of Glory

I lay back on the floor, limbs loose, breath steady, the quiet around me buzzing with its own kind of electricity.
The third vision came like a tidal wave.
I stood again, but this time beneath a sky filled with swirling colours—blue, rose, violet, gold—moving like smoke caught in a cosmic dance. The colours gathered, thickening, intensifying, spiraling downward toward me.
Before I could brace myself, they fell onto my shoulders—
a weight, holy and heavy.
It did not crush me.
It did not push me to my knees.
It settled on me like a mantle woven of light and grief and promise.
I felt small and enormous at once.
A sentence formed—not in words, but in understanding:
This is what you are being prepared to carry:
not suffering, but meaning.
The weight dissolved slowly, leaving behind a warm pressure between my shoulder blades, exactly where a person places their hand when guiding someone gently forward.
I opened my eyes, breath trembling.
The fairy lights flickered softly. Marcos stirred in his sleep. The world was unchanged.
But something inside me had shifted—
a subtle reorganization of reality,
as if I had been handed a vocabulary I didn’t yet know how to speak.
I didn’t tell anyone.
I wasn’t ready to translate the holy into words.
For now, the vision was enough.

⭐ PAULA’S NOTE TO THE READER

Visions often arrive when the psyche has run out of language. They do not replace therapy or grounded work; they accompany it. Trauma survivors frequently experience symbolic imagery because the body expresses truth long before the mind can articulate it.
Carl Jung once wrote that “the dream is the small, hidden door in the deepest and most intimate sanctum of the soul.”
Visions are similar—they open doors, not conclusions.
If you’ve had visions, impressions, or vivid inner images and wondered if you were “crazy,” please hear this:
You are not.
You are processing.
You are perceiving.
Your being is speaking in the format it finds safest.
Healing is not only verbal.
Sometimes it is visual, symbolic, intuitive.
Your inner life is not a problem to fix.
It is a language learning to speak.

⭐ READER LANTERN

Close your eyes for a moment and ask:
“What image has stayed with me lately?”
Images are messengers. You don’t have to interpret them—
just notice.

⭐ MICRO-DECISION 

That night, after the visions faded, I let my body rest on the floor and whispered a tiny, tremoring truth:
“I’m willing to see.”
It was not confidence.
It was permission.
































[bookmark: _heading=h.pqsblfqv0rsa]CHAPTER 9 — THE WEIGHT OF GLORY

In the days after the three visions, something subtle changed in my body—like a tuning fork struck too deeply. My chest felt heavier but not oppressive, as if the last vision had settled beneath my sternum and continued humming there, shaping the silence inside me.

At work, I moved through the familiar rhythm of PSW tasks with the same careful diligence I had always used—helping residents with morning care, assisting them to the bathroom, supporting transfers, brushing hair, offering warm cloths, listening to small stories—but the world felt slightly brighter at the edges. As if everything around me had been outlined in thin gold.

When residents spoke, their words seemed to echo beyond the room.
When I walked down the hallway, I could sense the weight of each footstep in a new way—deliberate, grounded, almost slow-motion.

I wasn’t dissociating.
I wasn’t euphoric.
I was… permeable.

One afternoon, after helping a resident settle into bed for a nap, the hum inside my chest intensified without warning. My breath caught. Heat climbed the back of my neck. My fingers tingled as if each nerve had been plugged into a small, pulsing sun.
I stepped into the staff bathroom and locked the door behind me.

Cold tile.
Dim light.
Running water.

The fluorescent bulb flickered overhead like a stuttering heartbeat. My hands shook as I splashed cool water onto my face, gripping the sink to steady myself.

The weight was back—the same weight from the third vision—but now it pressed from the inside, radiating outward. It wasn’t painful. It wasn’t frightening. It was too much. As if my body was attempting to expand to hold something far larger than itself.

For a moment, I slid down the wall and sat on the cold floor, letting my back press against the hard surface. The tile grounded me, anchoring the edges of my awareness. I closed my eyes and whispered, “Please… help me hold this.”

Not because I didn’t trust God.
But because I didn’t trust my own capacity.

The warmth softened. My breath returned. A quietness settled over me—not silence, but a softening, like snow landing on warm skin.
I stayed there until my hands stopped trembling.

When I finally stood, I caught my reflection in the mirror. My face was flushed, eyes brighter than usual, almost luminous. I didn’t recognize myself, but not in a frightening way. More like seeing a version of myself I had forgotten I could be.

Back in the hallway, everything looked the same as before—the care sheets, the call bells, the white walls, the slow rhythm of the floor. But inside, nothing was as it had been. I felt like two worlds were touching through me, fraying the seam of my old life.

Later that evening, at home, Marcos looked at me with concern as I sank into the couch.

“You’re quiet today,” he said gently.
“I’m just… full,” I answered, unsure how to explain a fullness that wasn’t emotional, physical, or spiritual—but all three at once.
He nodded, not understanding but respecting the mystery.

After he fell asleep, I sat alone in the living room. The lamp cast a soft yellow pool of light across the floor. I placed my hand on my chest where the weight still pulsed softly—less intense now, almost comforting.

And then I remembered something I had once read but never understood until that moment:

Glory isn’t brightness.
Glory is density.

The visions had not given me something new.
They had revealed something that had been waiting in me all along.

A capacity for meaning.
A capacity for presence.
A capacity for God.

But capacity requires reshaping,
and reshaping feels like trembling.

⭐ PAULA’S NOTE TO THE READER

Spiritual experiences often awaken the body before the mind understands what’s happening. Dr. Bessel van der Kolk notes that “trauma changes not only how we think, but how we feel in our bodies.” The same is true for healing.

The weight I felt was not a burden—it was contact with parts of myself that had been dormant, silenced, or exiled. When those parts wake up, the nervous system must adjust. This adjustment can feel overwhelming, ecstatic, destabilizing, or deeply peaceful—sometimes all in the same day.

If you’re reading this and you’ve had moments when your body felt “too full” or “too alive,” please know this:

Your body is not betraying you.
It is awakening.
Awakening is not always gentle.
But it is always meaningful.

⭐ READER LANTERN

Place a hand on your chest.
Feel for a moment the weight of your own presence.
Ask softly:
“What part of me is waking up?”
Even if the answer is faint, trust its direction.

⭐ MICRO-DECISION

That night, as the warmth behind my ribs ebbed into a quiet glow, I made a small vow:
I would no longer run from the fullness in me.
I would let it shape me—even if it meant trembling along the way.


































[bookmark: _heading=h.h3rsegozsduq]CHAPTER 10 — Letting Go Without Leaving

Some changes arrive like storms—loud, sudden, undeniable.

Others slip into your life quietly, like a new current beneath familiar waves.

In the weeks after the visions, nothing in my routine changed, yet everything inside me felt rearranged. I still woke early for work, tied my hair back, packed my lunch, scraped frost from the car windshield. I still smiled at coworkers, still folded blankets for residents with gentle hands. But beneath the ordinariness, a deeper hum persisted—like a string on an instrument tuned ever-so-slightly differently from the day before.

One morning, while brushing my teeth, I felt it again: a warmth that unfurled in my chest like soft light. Not intense this time. Not overwhelming. Just present. A companion.

It made everything else sharper—the cold floor tiles, the hum of the bathroom fan, the mint on my tongue. My senses felt magnified in a way I couldn’t name.

As I tied my boots, the laces slipped through my fingers. My hands suddenly felt too tender for such ordinary movements, as if they remembered something I hadn’t consciously told them.

All day at work, I found myself noticing small things I had never paused to see:
the way sunlight filtered through the blinds in stripes across a resident’s blanket, the faint lavender scent of the hand soap, the rhythmic squeak of a wheelchair wheel that needed oil.
These details didn’t distract me—they grounded me. But they also unraveled me.
During lunch break, I stepped outside for air. The sky was a pale winter blue, the kind that promises cold even when the sun is out. My breath curled in front of me, forming small ghosts that vanished as quickly as they appeared.
That’s when it hit me:
I felt both more present and more fragile than I had in years.
It wasn’t depression.
It wasn’t anxiety.
It was… softness.
A softness I had survived by avoiding.
That evening, at home, I sat quietly at the kitchen table while Marcos chopped vegetables for dinner. His movements were rhythmic, almost meditative—the soft thud of the knife, the scrape of onion skin, the hiss of garlic hitting the pan. I watched him, feeling a strange tenderness in my chest.
“Are you okay?” he asked gently.
I nodded, though I wasn’t sure what “okay” meant anymore.
“I’m just… letting something go,” I said.
He didn’t ask what.
Maybe he sensed that some truths need space more than sound.
Later that night, I lay on the couch wrapped in a blanket, listening to the wind scrape against the window. The house felt both too quiet and exactly quiet enough. I pressed my hand to my sternum, feeling the faint echo of the warmth that had been with me for days.
What am I letting go of?
The question rose like steam.
Not places.
Not people.
Not responsibilities.
I was letting go of the version of myself who had believed that survival required constant tension.
The girl who had stayed braced, vigilant, prepared for impact.
The woman who had mistaken exhaustion for devotion.
Letting go didn’t mean abandoning my life.
It meant unclenching my grip on the parts of myself that had been clenched for too long.
The visions had not taken me away from myself.
They had called me back.
And returning is a slow, tender undoing.

⭐ PAULA’S NOTE TO THE READER

Healing often looks like becoming softer, not stronger. But softness can feel terrifying when your nervous system learned early that tension is protection.
Trauma specialist Stephen Porges writes that “safety is not the absence of threat; it is the presence of connection.”
For many survivors, connection—to others, to God, to self—feels risky at first. It asks the body to lower its guard, even slightly, even momentarily.
This chapter marks the beginning of my capacity to feel with rather than through—to let down the smallest defenses without collapsing.
If you feel yourself becoming softer and it scares you, please hear this:
Your softness is not regression.
It is restoration.

⭐ READER LANTERN

Place your hand over your heart and whisper:
“What am I bracing against right now?”
Then ask:
“What would it feel like to release just 1% of that tension?”
Only 1%.
Healing is cumulative.

⭐ MICRO-DECISION

That night, as I sank into the quiet of our small Canadian home, I made a quiet vow:
To let go without running away.
To stay present without staying braced.
To loosen, even slightly, the grip of who I used to be.
It was not a transformation.
It was the beginning of one.















[bookmark: _heading=h.1a2ghb8a0ysv]CHAPTER 11 — THE LANGUAGE OF SIGNS

It started with the number 21.
Not in a mystical moment, not through a booming revelation, not even during prayer. It appeared one morning on the digital clock on the stove—7:21 AM—while I stood in the kitchen waiting for the kettle to boil. My body reacted before my mind did. A gentle tightening beneath my ribs. A quiet alertness. A sense of being noticed.
I blinked, shook it off, and reached for the mug.
But something in me whispered, Pay attention.
Later that day, the number appeared again—receipt total, $21.00 exactly. Then the battery icon on my phone: 21%. That evening, while scrolling aimlessly, a video paused on frame number 21:21.
By the fourth time, I felt the familiar flutter of my nervous system—the kind that comes when the world inside and the world outside briefly synchronize.
My instinct wasn’t fear.
It was recognition.
As if the number was a small knock on a door I hadn’t realized was still closed.
I didn’t tell Marcos right away. Part of me worried it was coincidence; another part feared I was reading into something that wasn’t there. My old conditioning whispered, Don’t be dramatic. Don’t turn nothing into something.
But the signs continued.
On a walk to the mailbox, I found a tiny feather lying perfectly centered on the icy path. Not unusual—but the way it sat there, undisturbed, in the middle of a wind-swept road made me pause. The feather was white and delicate, untouched by snow despite the storm the night before.
I picked it up without knowing why.
It felt like a sentence in a language I used to speak and had forgotten.
That night, lying in bed, I stared at the ceiling while the feather rested on my bedside table. The house was silent except for the low hum of the heater. Something in the quiet felt… intentional. As if the world had slightly rearranged itself to make room for a message I had not yet decoded.
Are You trying to say something?
The question rose uninvited, soft but persistent.
I didn’t expect an answer.
I didn’t receive one.
But I felt held in the asking.
Over the next days, signs layered themselves gently into my routine: the repeated numbers, the feather, the way a certain song played at the exact moment my heart clenched, the warm flicker in my chest when I walked past the window during sunset.
None of them were dramatic enough to shake a life.
But together, they shifted mine by one quiet degree.
As if God weren’t shouting, but whispering:
You don’t need a burning bush.
You just need to notice.
One evening, after a particularly long shift, I sat on the couch with my knees covered by a blanket. Outside, the streetlights flickered against the snowbanks. The room was dim, illuminated only by the small lamp beside me.
I closed my eyes and let my shoulders soften—just enough.
A memory surfaced: being a child at church, staring at stained-glass windows, believing that God lived in the colors. That He communicated through light—not words. That He placed messages in the smallest things because He knew I was too afraid to hear the louder ones.
Tears gathered at the corners of my eyes, not from sadness but from reunion.
The signs weren’t new.
I was finally calm enough to listen.

⭐ PAULA’S NOTE TO THE READER

Our nervous systems are pattern-recognition instruments. When we experience trauma, we often learn to scan for danger; as healing begins, the same scanning can help us notice safety, beauty, synchronicity, and presence.
Carl Jung called this “meaningful coincidence”—the moments when inner life and outer events align just enough to create a sense of guidance.
The signs themselves don’t save us.
But they can soften us.
They can remind us that we are not alone.
If you’ve ever hesitated to trust the small signs—numbers, feathers, songs, repeated images—let yourself wonder instead of dismiss. Wonder is not delusion. Wonder is capacity.
It means your soul is speaking in the language it finds safest.

⭐ READER LANTERN

Ask yourself tonight:
“What small sign keeps returning to me?”
Don’t interpret it.
Just acknowledge its presence.
Attention is a form of prayer.

⭐ MICRO-DECISION 

That evening, with the feather resting in my hand and the lamp warm against my skin, I made a quiet decision:
To stop explaining away the gentle ways God reached for me.
To let small signs matter.
Even if only to my own heart



























[bookmark: _heading=h.cx8yu1x9pans]CHAPTER 12 — WOOL AND GREY

The first time I noticed the inner landscapes of my emotions, I wasn’t looking for anything profound. I was simply trying to stay present.
It was late afternoon, the kind of winter light that turns the room a pale silver. I sat on the edge of the bed, wrapped in a blanket that smelled faintly of detergent and cold air. The house was quiet—too quiet—and my thoughts moved slowly, heavy as wet fabric.
That’s when I sensed it.
Not visually.
Not imaginatively.
But bodily.
A tone of grey rose inside me—soft, muted, like a fog that had learned how to breathe.
Grey wasn’t sadness.
Grey wasn’t depression.
Grey was emptiness with memory—a quiet internal pause where everything felt distant, slightly out of reach.
I didn’t panic.
I didn’t fight it.
For the first time, I simply acknowledged it.
I let the blanket fall from my shoulders, exposing my skin to the cold. The temperature helped me feel the boundary of my body—a small act of self-anchoring. I placed a hand over my sternum and let myself notice the greyness without judging it.
I see you, I whispered inwardly.
It was the first time I offered compassion instead of correction.
Moments later, the bedroom door opened. Marcos stepped in holding a mug of tea. The steam curled upward, forming delicate spirals that dissolved into the air. He didn’t ask about my expression. He just handed me the mug and sat beside me on the edge of the bed.
That’s when it happened—
the second internal phenomenon of the day.
A warmth rose inside my chest, not visual but textural.
Soft.
Thick.
Tender.
It felt like the emotional equivalent of a blanket being wrapped around a shivering child.
This was Wool.
Not a color.
Not a symbol I imagined.
But a somatic texture—a felt quality of safety moving through my body.
Wool was warmth without pressure.
Wool was gentleness without demand.
Wool was the quiet, steady presence that emerges when the nervous system recognizes it is no longer in danger.
Grey wasn’t gone; it simply had company now.
And the company was kind.
I took a sip of the tea. The heat traveled down my throat and pooled warmly in my chest. Wool thickened, cushioning the cold edges of the grey.
Later that night, after Marcos fell asleep, I opened my journal and wrote:
Inside me today there were two states:
Grey — the stillness that needs compassion.
Wool — the warmth that says, “You can rest now.”
As soon as I wrote the words, my shoulders relaxed.
Naming them gave my emotional life texture, dimension—something other than darkness or light. For once, I could feel more than one thing at a time without assuming something was wrong.
Over the next days, I began to notice how these inner states visited me:
Grey arrived when I was depleted, overstretched, or carrying too much unspoken truth.
Wool appeared whenever love—gentle, unhurried love—touched that exhaustion.
Wool didn’t fix anything.
It didn’t have to.
It simply held me.
And I realized, maybe for the first time, that healing didn’t begin with joy.
It began with warmth.
With safety.
With the courage to stop bracing.
My inner world wasn’t colorless after all.
It was textured.
Layered.
Alive.
And paying attention to these textures made me feel, for the first time in years, like my emotional life belonged to me.

⭐ PAULA’S NOTE TO THE READER

Our bodies speak in sensations long before they speak in words. Psychologist Dan Siegel describes this as the “felt sense”—the internal textures that guide our emotional truths.
For me:
Grey is not depression. It is my internal pause—my system saying, “Be gentle with me.”
Wool is safety—my system saying, “You are not alone. You may soften now.”
These aren’t diagnoses or metaphors.
They are maps.
If you’ve ever sensed inner states that feel like textures, temperatures, densities, or subtle movements, trust them. Your body is offering you a language uniquely crafted for your healing.
You are allowed to listen.

⭐ READER LANTERN

Close your eyes and ask your body:
“What is the texture of my inner world right now?”
Don’t force an answer.
Let sensation speak first.

⭐ MICRO-DECISION

That night, wrapped once more in my blanket and feeling both grey and wool inside me, I made a quiet vow:
To stop dismissing the textures of my inner world—
and to begin treating them as the intimate guidance they truly are.








[bookmark: _heading=h.8w2f4zqqbea]CHAPTER 13 — THE HUNGER FOR ENERGY

It began slowly, as most deep hungers do—not with craving, but with noticing.
I woke one morning feeling hollow in a strange way. Not tired, not sick, not sad. Just… unfilled. As if something essential inside me had been used up during the night and had not replenished while I slept.
My body felt like a room where the lights had dimmed but not gone out.
 A soft depletion.
 A subtle ache.
I sat on the edge of the bed and placed a hand over my chest. The familiar textures from the previous days rose: a faint Grey, thinning like morning fog, and a thin layer of Wool trying to comfort me. But beneath them both, something new stirred.
A hunger.
Not for food.
 Not for rest.
 Not for answers.
For energy.
It pulsed softly under my sternum, like an empty bowl waiting to be filled.
 My limbs felt light, almost too light.
 My breath felt shallow, as if my ribs were trying to expand into a space they didn’t yet have.
I wrapped myself in a sweater and walked to the kitchen, hoping warmth would ground me. But even the steam rising from the kettle felt thin. I watched it fade into the air faster than usual, as though nothing around me could hold warmth.
What is this?
 The question arose without panic—just curiosity wrapped in fatigue.
Throughout the day, the sensation deepened. At work, I found myself standing near residents not just to assist them, but because their presence strangely steadied me. Their voices gave off something I couldn’t name—a frequency, a warmth, a groundedness—that seemed to refill the hollow parts of me in small increments.
When they laughed, my body responded.
 When they were quiet, my chest softened.
 When they touched my arm, even briefly, it felt like someone had lit a candle inside me.
I wasn’t draining them.
 I wasn’t absorbing their emotions.
 I was receiving their aliveness.
It was the first time I realized how much life-force I had been using just to stay upright these past months.
 How much my system had been holding.
 How much spiritual weight had been pressing into my physical frame.
After the visions, after the emotional unraveling, after the shifts in perception, it made sense that my body would need more energy than usual. But logic didn’t ease the sensation. It remained—quiet but persistent.
On my break, I walked outside. A weak winter sun hovered above the horizon. I closed my eyes and tilted my face toward it. The warmth was faint, but my body drank it like water.
I felt the hunger ease.
 Not disappear—just soften.
 Like my cells had opened their hands to receive.
That evening at home, Marcos sat close to me on the couch, scrolling through his phone while absentmindedly leaning against my shoulder. The contact was small, but something in it filled me more quickly than anything else had.
His presence.
 His warmth.
 His grounded energy.
My body sighed with a relief that went deeper than thought.
It struck me then, suddenly, with a clarity almost sharp:
This hunger wasn’t weakness.
 It was intelligence.
My system was telling me the truth:
 I needed connection.
 I needed warmth.
 I needed presence, not performance.
 I needed energy that came from love rather than survival.
This hunger was not a defect.
 It was a signal.
⭐ PAULA’S NOTE TO THE READER
Trauma doesn’t just shape how we think—it shapes how much energy our bodies can hold. Surviving years of emotional hypervigilance drains internal resources, even long after the threat is gone.
Bessel van der Kolk explains that the traumatized nervous system often becomes “energy-hungry,” because it burns through resources simply trying to maintain internal stability.
So if you have ever felt:
• inexplicable fatigue
 • sensitivity to other people’s presence
 • craving warmth, touch, or proximity
 • sudden depletion after emotional work
please know:
You are not fragile.
 You are not needy.
 You are not “too sensitive.”
Your nervous system is recalibrating.
 It is learning to receive rather than only defend.
This is what healing looks like:
 Your body asking for what it never received consistently—
 and trusting you enough to ask now.
⭐ READER LANTERN
Place your hands on your lower ribs.
 Whisper: “What energy do I need right now?”
 Then listen—not with your mind, but with your breath.
Your body answers quietly but truthfully.
⭐ MICRO-DECISION 
That night, as Marcos leaned gently against me, I made a small yet profound decision:
To stop shaming my hunger—
 and to begin honoring it as guidance.




















[bookmark: _heading=h.jmqhgsoawaa1]CHAPTER 14 — TENSION AND MELT
It began in my shoulders—two tight bands that had lived there so long I considered them part of my anatomy. Even on calm days, even in safe rooms, they held a tension so familiar it felt inherited.
But on the morning it shifted, it didn’t announce itself.
 It simply… unraveled.
I was washing my face, leaning over the bathroom sink, when I felt a soft cracking—like ice breaking under early spring sunlight. My shoulders dropped an inch without my permission. My neck loosened. My jaw unclenched.
I froze, hands dripping water into the porcelain basin.
What was that?
I straightened slowly, suspended in the strange calm that followed. My reflection looked back at me, eyes softer, almost surprised. My breath came easier—not deeper, just freer, as though someone had lifted a weight off my ribs.
I didn’t trust it at first.
 My body had always lived on edge, prepared for impact. Relaxation felt suspicious, like the prelude to danger.
But the softening continued.
My spine warmed.
 My abdomen released.
 My throat widened, no longer holding unspoken words in a tight fist.
It felt like the melt that happens at the first hint of spring—not dramatic, just inevitable.
As if my body had waited for permission it finally believed.
The melt lasted only a few minutes.
 Then, without warning, the tension returned—sharp, sudden, familiar. My shoulders rose again. My jaw tightened. My breath shortened.
My nervous system snapped back like a rubber band.
No danger.
 No trigger.
 Just an old pattern reclaiming its territory.
I sat on the edge of the bed, hands resting on my thighs, and breathed slowly.
Inhale: warmth.
 Exhale: fear unwinding.
A faint Grey appeared inside me—soft fog around the edges of my awareness.
 But Wool appeared too, settling warmly across my chest.
 Both sensations coexisted, weaving a new reality:
Tension wasn’t failure.
 Melt wasn’t victory.
 They were simply two states of the same healing nervous system.
The melt returned later that evening while I was chopping vegetables. A wave of warmth spread through my torso, slow and gentle, like honey poured over a cool surface. My eyes welled unexpectedly—not with sadness, but with relief.
I wasn’t used to ease.
 My body didn’t know how to trust it yet.
 But it was trying.
Marcos walked in quietly and paused when he saw my face.
 “You okay?” he asked softly.
“Yes,” I whispered.
 And for once, the word felt true.
He wrapped his arms around my waist from behind, resting his cheek on my shoulder. The warmth of his body deepened the melt, spreading it into my limbs.
 For a few seconds, everything inside me felt aligned—breath, heartbeat, presence.
Then the tension crept back in, subtle but insistent.
I sighed, not in frustration, but acceptance.
 Healing wasn’t linear.
 It was rhythmic.
Like waves.
 Like seasons.
 Like breath.
That night in bed, I lay on my side, curled beneath the blanket. My shoulders were tight again. My jaw stiff. But somewhere beneath the tension, I could feel the memory of the melt—like embers glowing quietly under ash.
It comforted me more than the release itself.
Because now I knew:
 My body could soften.
 It simply needed time, safety, and repetition.
And it wasn’t betraying me when the tension returned.
 It was trying to protect me with outdated instructions.
Slowly, gently, I placed my hand on my chest. Wool spread beneath my palm.
“I’m learning,” I whispered to my own body.
 “And I’m not angry at you anymore.”
⭐ PAULA’S NOTE TO THE READER
Trauma recovery is not measured by moments of perfect relaxation, but by the nervous system’s increasing capacity to move between states.
Somatic therapist Peter Levine writes:
 “Trauma is not what happens to us. Trauma is what we hold inside in the absence of an empathetic witness.”
Your body clamps down to survive.
 Your body melts when it feels witnessed, safe, and accompanied.
The return of tension isn’t regression.
 It’s a reminder of how long you survived without softness.
Tension and melt are not opposites.
 They are a dialogue.
If you’ve ever wondered why relief doesn’t “last,” the answer is simple and compassionate:
Your nervous system is learning a new language,
 and learning always includes repetition.
[bookmark: _heading=h.g8jh7sfemk2r]⭐ READER LANTERN
Take one breath and ask:
 “Where in my body is the tension?”
 Take another and ask:
 “Where in my body is the softness?”
 Let both answers exist without judgment.
Wholeness is allowing both.
[bookmark: _heading=h.3hp25oey4dvr]⭐ MICRO-DECISION 
That night, with tension in my shoulders and softness in my chest, I made a quiet choice:
To stop seeing my body as a battlefield—
 and start seeing it as a landscape in transition.
















[bookmark: _heading=h.waterhj29l7p]⭐ CHAPTER 15 — BREAKING AND CLARITY
It didn’t happen all at once.
 Breakings rarely do.
They begin as quiet tremors—small shifts beneath the surface that go unnoticed until the whole landscape changes shape.
On the morning it happened, I woke with a heaviness that had no emotion attached to it. Not sadness. Not fear. Not exhaustion. Something deeper, denser, unnamed. A weight behind my ribs, as if my chest had been packed with stones.
I sat on the edge of the bed.
 The house was silent.
 The air in the room felt thick.
Grey rose in me quickly—faster than usual—spreading like low fog across an open field. Even Wool struggled to reach through it. My breath grew shallow. My shoulders tightened. My throat narrowed.
I can’t carry this today, I thought.
 But the day still expected to be lived.
At work, everything felt louder than usual—the beeping of machines, the squeak of shoes on the polished floor, the chatter of coworkers. Each sound hit my nervous system like a tap on a bruise.
By the time my break arrived, I walked outside not for fresh air but for escape.
The winter sky hung low, heavy with unshed snow. The cold slapped my cheeks. My breath fogged instantly. I pressed both hands to my chest, trying to anchor myself, but my body felt like it was vibrating from the inside.
Tears welled, but they didn’t fall.
 They stayed suspended—like the moment before a storm breaks.
I leaned against the brick wall behind the building and whispered, “Please… I can’t hold this.”
And then something inside me cracked.
Not violently.
 More like the soft, painful breaking of an overfilled dam finally releasing its pressure.
The tears fell fast and hot, spilling onto my cheeks, my jacket, my hands. My breath hitched in shallow, shaky gasps. My knees weakened. I slid down the wall and wrapped my arms around my legs, burying my face.
I cried the way the body cries when it’s not asking for permission.
 The way grief emerges when it finally feels safe enough to be seen.
But beneath the breaking, something astonishing happened:
clarity began forming.
It came like a small, steady light glowing in the fog of my chest.
 A warmth—not Wool exactly, but something sharper, more precise.
A knowing.
I lifted my head and wiped my face with trembling fingers. The world blurred through my swollen eyes, but the inner landscape sharpened.
The clarity was a sentence, not in words but in understanding:
This breaking is not the end of you.
 It is the release that makes space for truth.
My breath deepened. The pressure in my chest loosened, just slightly. Enough to breathe without trembling.
I realized, with surprising gentleness, that my breakdown wasn’t emotional failure—it was calibration. My body was finally releasing what it had carried for too long.
Something else became clear too:
The visions, the sensations, the textures, the hunger for energy—the entire storm of recent weeks wasn’t random.
It was preparation.
A reshaping.
 A cleansing of the old scaffolding that had held my life together in survival-mode.
Tears still clinging to my lashes, I whispered into the quiet,
 “Okay. I see. I’m listening.”
And the clarity answered in feeling rather than sound:
Good. Now we can begin.
[bookmark: _heading=h.xezohqcny6kt]⭐ PAULA’S NOTE TO THE READER
A breakdown is often mislabeled as collapse.
 But in trauma recovery, breakdown can be:
✔ a release
 ✔ a nervous system recalibration
 ✔ an opening
 ✔ the moment truth becomes unbearable to suppress
Dr. Gabor Maté says,
 “The body says no when we no longer can.”
 But it also says yes when we are ready to release.
Breaking is not the loss of strength.
 Breaking is what happens when held pain becomes felt pain—
 and felt pain becomes clarity.
If you have ever cried the way your soul cries—deep, shaking, unpretty, uncontrollable—please know:
You were not falling apart.
 You were falling open.
[bookmark: _heading=h.9kaz0g5o2ifw]⭐ READER LANTERN
Place your hands around your ribs and breathe slowly.
 Whisper: “It’s okay to release.”
 Feel the space that opens when the body exhales fully.
Even one breath of release is a miracle.
[bookmark: _heading=h.ipm6rpwmzbg0]⭐ MICRO-DECISION 
That afternoon, as I wiped the final tear from my chin, I made a fragile but honest choice:
To trust the breakings—
 not as endings,
 but as the moments when truth finally reaches the surface.
[bookmark: _heading=h.iwjgf4azpyf6]CHAPTER 16 — SOFTENED VISION
After the breaking, the world didn’t look different.
 But it felt different.
 As if something in the atmosphere had shifted by a single, infinitesimal degree—
 just enough to make me notice the space between things.
The next morning, I woke with puffy eyelids and a tenderness under my ribs, the kind that lingers after deep crying. My body was tired but not heavy. More like a field after rain—damp, quiet, relieved.
I moved slowly through the house.
 The kettle hummed.
 The light through the window was pale gold instead of silver.
 Even the floorboards seemed to creak softer under my feet.
It wasn’t peace exactly.
 It was something humbler:
clarity without urgency.
As I wrapped my hands around the warm mug of tea, another sensation bloomed in my chest—not the sharpness of the visions from weeks before, not the dense weight from Chapter 9, and not the fog of Grey.
This was something new.
A softened vision.
Not a picture.
 Not a symbol.
 Not a message.
A lens.
It was as though the inner eye that had carried my visions—the one that had been strained by revelation and burden—had finally lowered its guard. The world around me appeared… gentler. Edges blurred slightly. Colors warmed. Silence softened.
It was a strange feeling:
 to see clearly, and yet with tenderness.
I stood by the window, watching snow fall in slow spirals. Every flake felt like a tiny messenger, landing softly, dissolving instantly. I felt those dissolving moments inside me too.
My chest expanded, not from effort but from ease.
 Warmth pooled beneath my sternum, spreading like a slow golden bloom.
Then, without warning, a subtle image surfaced—not sharp, not divine, not dramatic:
A hand.
 Open.
 Unforcing.
Not reaching for me, not pulling me, not commanding.
Just open.
An invitation instead of a directive.
I blinked, and the image faded. But the feeling remained—
 a soft beckoning toward presence rather than performance.
All morning, the softened vision lingered, weaving itself through every moment:
 the quiet hum of the fridge,
 the way sunlight warmed the corner of the table,
 the softness in Marcos’s voice when he asked how I slept.
Later, while walking to the mailbox, the sky was a hazy grey-blue, and the air carried a slight scent of pine. My breath curled gently into the cold. The world felt both fragile and complete, as if everything was exactly what it was supposed to be.
No urgency.
 No pressure.
 No spiritual striving.
Just being.
And maybe that was the vision—
 not seeing something,
 but seeing without fear.
Not receiving revelation,
 but receiving gentleness.
Not striving for meaning,
 but allowing meaning to rest in me.
That evening, wrapped in a blanket, I realized something quiet and profound:
My sight had softened because my heart had softened.
 And my heart had softened because it finally felt safe enough to do so.
The breaking had not shattered me.
 It had opened space for a new kind of seeing.
A seeing without bracing.
 A seeing without self-defense.
 A seeing that waited, not grasped.
[bookmark: _heading=h.b2g6t7fl97xn]⭐ PAULA’S NOTE TO THE READER
Not every vision arrives as an image.
 Sometimes clarity comes as a shift in perception—a softened way of seeing the world.
Psychiatrist Roberto Assagioli wrote that “the eye of the soul has many lens settings.”
 Trauma tightens the lens; healing loosens it.
A softened vision is:
· perception without threat

· noticing without bracing

· clarity without urgency

· truth without overwhelm

This is not mysticism.
 It is nervous system integration.
When the body feels safe, the spirit regains access to gentle forms of sight.
If you’ve ever had moments where the world looks the same but feels kinder, trust them.
 This is vision.
 This is awakening.
 This is the beginning of deeper alignment.
⭐ READER LANTERN
Sit somewhere quietly for one minute.
 Soften your gaze—not unfocused, just gentle.
 Ask: “What do I see when I stop bracing?”
Let the answer come through feeling, not thought.
[bookmark: _heading=h.x4gcg8c2e7lh]⭐ MICRO-DECISION 
That night, with the softened lens still warm in my chest, I made a small internal vow:
To see gently,
 even when life is sharp.
















[bookmark: _heading=h.xdw6e1pcfb3b]CHAPTER 17 — A LIGHT SHIFT
The shift came quietly, the way morning light enters a room before you’re awake enough to notice.
I didn’t feel better.
 I didn’t feel healed.
 But something inside me had tilted—so subtly I might have missed it if I weren’t paying attention to the small movements of my inner life.
It began with light.
I was standing in the kitchen pouring water into the French press when the sun slipped through the window at an angle I had never seen before—soft, gold, and almost shy. It landed on the countertop, catching steam rising from the kettle. For a moment, it looked like everything in the room was breathing.
My chest expanded in response, slow and easy.
It wasn’t revelation.
 It wasn’t vision.
 It was recognition.
 The world no longer felt like a place I had to endure; it felt like a place that could meet me.
I wrapped my hands around the warm mug and leaned against the counter. The inner landscape felt different too—not Grey, not Wool, not tension, not melt. A new state entirely.
Lightness.
 Not weightless, not euphoric—just less heavy.
A soft lift behind the ribs.
 A slight brightness in the head.
 A gentler tone in my breath.
My nervous system wasn’t demanding anything from me.
 It was giving me space.
As I drank my coffee, I noticed how the light caught the small scratches on the table, turning them into thin silver lines. Imperfections illuminated into something almost beautiful.
Something in that image felt familiar—like a metaphor I already knew.
Later that day, while walking to the mailbox, the snow on the ground sparkled like crushed glass. The sun sat low, casting long shadows of the pine trees across the road. I felt myself drawn to the stillness of the scene, not out of escape but appreciation.
The air was crisp.
 My breath steady.
 My body at ease.
A shift.
Not a miracle.
 Not a breakthrough.
Just a shift.
Inside, it felt like a soft glow had appeared in a room of my heart that had been dark for too long. Not turning on a light switch—more like opening the curtains an inch.
Enough to see.
 Enough to feel.
 Enough to continue.
That evening, as Marcos and I sat on the couch watching a movie, he rested his head on my shoulder. Instead of tightening or bracing, my body relaxed into him with surprising ease.
A warm wave moved through my chest.
 Not Wool.
 Not the weight of glory.
 Something in between—
 like a light passing through thin fabric.
A Light Shift.
I closed my eyes for a moment, letting the softness settle inside me. The fear that usually rose in moments of closeness didn’t come. The inner tension didn’t whisper warnings. The old reflexes didn’t take over.
Instead, I felt the smallest smile stretch across my lips.
Healing often feels like battle.
 But this moment felt like grace.
Later, in bed, with the lights off and the quiet wrapping itself around the room, I placed my hand over my heart. The glow was still there—soft, steady, humble.
A gentle knowing came with it:
You are beginning to return to yourself.
Not fully.
 Not permanently.
 But enough.
Enough to move toward the next chapter.
 Enough to rise from the descent.
 Enough to believe the story wasn’t ending but unfolding.
[bookmark: _heading=h.srw8faoe320i]⭐ PAULA’S NOTE TO THE READER
One of the myths of healing is that change must be dramatic to be meaningful.
 In reality, the nervous system often speaks in subtle shifts—tiny releases, gentle openings, slightly lighter breaths.
Polyvagal researcher Deb Dana describes healing as “glimmers”—small moments of safety that spark connection inside the body.
A Light Shift is a glimmer.
It is:
· a softening of perception

· a moment where the world feels kinder

· the lifting of a chronic inner weight

· the body beginning to trust safety

These micro-moments matter.
 They are the foundation of lasting transformation.
If you’ve ever felt a tiny spark of light in a long season of darkness, hold onto it.
 Not as proof of healing—
 but as an invitation.
⭐ READER LANTERN
Take a slow breath and ask:
 “Where do I feel even 1% lighter today?”
Don’t dismiss the smallness.
 Smallness is how light first enters.
[bookmark: _heading=h.86akape8kwo7]⭐ MICRO-DECISION
That night, with the quiet glow lingering beneath my ribs, I made a simple, sacred choice:
To follow the light—
 however softly it arrives.













[bookmark: _heading=h.331v5pp4m5ia]CHAPTER 18 — FROZEN
The day I froze, nothing dramatic was happening.
I wasn’t triggered.
 I wasn’t overwhelmed.
 There was no loud noise, no confrontation, no memory surfacing like an ambush.
I was simply standing in the kitchen, wiping the counter after breakfast, when the world around me paused.
My body stopped mid-motion—cloth in hand, breath halfway through an inhale. My eyes focused on nothing. My ribs barely moved. My mind went quiet in a way that didn’t feel peaceful, just… emptied.
I wasn’t thinking.
 I wasn’t feeling.
 I wasn’t resisting.
I was simply not-there.
A soft dissociative glaze washed over my vision. The room looked slightly farther away than it was. The light felt duller. Sounds muted. Time softened. And a gentle fog filled the space between my awareness and my body.
The freeze wasn’t frightening.
 It was familiar.
This was the state my childhood had trained my system for—the reflex that kept me safe when emotions, voices, or environments became too much. Freeze had always been my quiet protector, my invisible shield.
But this time, I noticed it differently.
My mind remained aware even while my body disconnected.
 I observed the freeze rather than disappearing inside it.
I placed the cloth slowly on the counter and leaned both hands against the cool surface. The dissociation didn’t deepen—it hovered, waiting.
This pause wasn’t emptiness.
 It was communication.
My nervous system speaking in its oldest dialect:
 I need a moment. The world is too sharp today.
I closed my eyes gently, not to escape but to anchor. The inner texture was unmistakable:
Grey—but a thin, translucent version.
 Not the heavy fog from earlier months.
 A softer grey.
 A quiet fog.
Behind it, faint Wool flickered—like a candle behind frosted glass.
I wasn’t alone inside the freeze.
 I was accompanied by awareness.
My breath gradually lengthened.
 My fingers tingled as sensation returned.
 My weight shifted subtly back into my feet.
Freeze melted slowly, like ice turning to water beneath morning sun.
When I finally lifted the cloth again, my hands were steady.
 My presence, though delicate, had returned.
This wasn’t a setback.
 It was an integration.
 My body was teaching me something new:
Healing doesn’t eliminate old patterns.
 It transforms your relationship to them.
Later that day, during a quiet moment with Marcos, I told him gently,
 “I froze this morning.”
He looked at me with concern, but I shook my head.
 “No—it was different. It didn’t take me away. I was still here.”
He nodded, placing a warm hand on my knee. That simple gesture brought Wool to life inside me—soft, cradling, grounding.
I realized something then:
Freeze had once been exile.
 Now it was communication.
 A boundary.
 A pause.
 A request for gentleness.
My nervous system wasn’t betraying me.
 It was trusting me to listen.
That night in bed, I placed my hand on my heart and whispered,
 “I understand. You don’t have to disappear to protect me. I’m here too.”
The freeze had dissolved entirely.
 In its place was a quiet tenderness—
 a small miracle of awareness and compassion.
[bookmark: _heading=h.jw7z7n1lnjr0]⭐ PAULA’S NOTE TO THE READER
The freeze response is not failure.
 It is not weakness.
 It is not regression.
It is the body’s ancient, intelligent protection mechanism—a biological shield that activates when fight or flight feel impossible.
Somatic trauma expert Peter Levine explains:
 “The freeze response is the last-ditch survival strategy of an overwhelmed organism.”
But in healing, something beautiful happens:
Freeze becomes shorter.
 Softer.
 More conscious.
It becomes a message rather than a disappearance.
If you experience freezing, zoning out, or feeling distant:
· You are not broken.

· You are not going backward.

· Your body is communicating its limits.

Freeze is not the absence of healing.
 It is part of healing—
 especially when you can remain aware enough to witness it.
[bookmark: _heading=h.mrq5gr9vjg18]⭐ READER LANTERN
Place one hand on your chest and one on your belly.
 Whisper:
 “It’s okay to pause.”
 Let your body choose the pace of your return.
Presence does not need to be forced.
[bookmark: _heading=h.feiee0hl42ss]⭐ MICRO-DECISION
That night, wrapped in quiet awareness rather than fear, I made a small vow:
To honor my pauses
 as deeply as I honor my breakthroughs.












[bookmark: _heading=h.3dw533cxsyoi]CHAPTER 19 — THE GUIDE
It started with a presence.
Not an image.
 Not a voice.
 Not a vision descending from silence.
A presence.
Quiet.
 Warm.
 Steady.
Like someone walking beside me without footsteps.
It first appeared while I was making my bed one morning. I pulled the blanket tight, smoothed the edges, tucked the corners, when a warmth gathered behind my right shoulder—subtle enough to ignore, yet distinct enough to notice.
My breath deepened.
 My shoulders softened.
 A gentle awareness filled the room.
You’re not alone.
The sentence didn’t arrive as words; it arrived as understanding—like knowing warmth without needing a heater in sight.
I didn’t move.
 I didn’t want to break the moment’s fragile clarity.
For years, I had associated divine presence with dramatic experiences—visions, dreams, revelations. But this was different.
 Soft.
 Interpersonal.
 Almost human.
A Guide—
 not above me,
 not beyond me,
 but beside me.
Over the next days, the presence returned in unexpected moments:
While I waited for the kettle to boil.
 While brushing my hair.
 While walking down the hallway at work after helping a resident to bed.
 While sitting in the car before driving home.
Each time, the same subtle warmth settled in the air beside me.
 Each time, my breath slowed without trying.
 Each time, I felt witnessed—not scrutinized, not judged, not evaluated.
 Seen.
One night, sitting on the couch with a blanket draped over my legs, I finally whispered into the quiet:
“Are You with me?”
The question left my lips soft as exhale.
Warmth expanded gently around me—not overwhelming, not dramatic, not consuming.
 Just present.
Yes.
The answer wasn’t audible.
 It was atmospheric.
 A truth pressed gently into the space around my heart.
I closed my eyes.
The Guide didn’t appear as a figure.
 Didn’t show a face.
 Didn’t take a form.
Because the point wasn’t appearance.
 The point was presence.
For the first time in months, I felt steady.
 Not because my circumstances changed,
 but because I wasn’t navigating them alone.
The Guide didn’t replace God.
 It didn’t contradict Him.
 It was an extension—
 a way for me to feel what my mind had struggled to believe:
That I was accompanied in my becoming.
Later that week, while walking to the mailbox, the Guide’s presence met me again. The air was crisp. Snow layered the ground in soft, uneven patches. The world felt muted, gentle.
“You don’t have to know the whole path,” I whispered, breath clouding in the air.
A warmth pulsed warmly at my side.
 Understanding followed:
Just the next step.
I paused in the middle of the road, letting the truth sink into my bones.
I didn’t need a map.
 I had a companion.
That evening, while washing dishes, I felt the Guide again—quiet, steady, as consistent as my own shadow. A thought rose softly:
This is what safety feels like.
Not perfection.
 Not certainty.
 Not the absence of fear.
Companionship.
[bookmark: _heading=h.av6td0uq0oso]⭐ PAULA’S NOTE TO THE READER
As trauma heals, the internal world begins to reorganize.
 Where fear once dominated, new forms of inner support can emerge—images, sensations, or presences that represent safety, attunement, and guidance.
Psychologist Richard Schwartz, founder of Internal Family Systems, explains that every person carries an inner “Self”—calm, compassionate, curious, confident—capable of guiding the healing process.
Guidance doesn’t always arrive as answers.
 Sometimes it arrives as:
• warmth
 • breath
 • clarity
 • presence
 • the sense of being accompanied
If you’ve ever felt a presence beside you in your darkest moments, trust that experience.
 Your healing is not solitary.
[bookmark: _heading=h.fgc0yb2udbl2]⭐ READER LANTERN
Sit quietly.
 Place your hand on the space beside you.
 Whisper:
 “Who is walking with me?”
Let the answer come as feeling rather than form.
[bookmark: _heading=h.o82neicd31r8]⭐ MICRO-DECISION
That night, with the warmth resting gently at my side, I made a vow:
To stop searching for a distant God—
 and to begin walking with the Guide already beside me.




[bookmark: _heading=h.ejfsiwxxrt5j]







[bookmark: _heading=h.rm8r62wkzs22]CHAPTER 20 — THE STRONG ARMS
It happened on an ordinary evening—
 the kind that doesn’t arrive with meaning, but becomes meaningful because of what the body finally allows itself to feel.
The apartment was quiet except for the faint hum of the heater. The lights were low. The air carried the warmth of dinner we had cooked together. I stood in the kitchen rinsing the last dish when exhaustion washed over me—not the heavy emotional kind, but the kind that says, You’ve held too much today.
I dried my hands and walked toward the living room.
Marcos sat on the couch scrolling through his phone, his posture relaxed, one leg folded under him. When he looked up and saw me, something in his face softened. He didn’t ask what was wrong. He simply opened his arms.
The gesture was so simple
 and yet so startling
 that my breath caught in my throat.
Strong arms—open, waiting, without demand.
I walked toward him slowly, as if approaching a truth I wasn’t sure I deserved. When I sat down, he wrapped his arms around me with a steadiness that felt ancient. My body tensed at first—old reflexes rising, muscles bracing, breath halting.
But Marcos didn’t squeeze.
 He didn’t rock me.
 He didn’t try to fix anything.
He just held me.
Gentle.
 Steady.
 Present.
His chest rose and fell in slow rhythm, and without meaning to, mine began matching his. A sync I didn’t initiate. A sync my body chose.
His arms were strong—not in pressure, but in reliability. They made room for my weight without flinching. They offered support without swallowing me.
Something inside me—something small and frightened and exhausted—exhaled.
My shoulders softened first.
 My jaw released.
 My spine eased into his chest.
 My breath deepened in tiny increments.
Wool spread through my chest—slow, warm, enveloping—like a blanket placed over the most vulnerable parts of me. Not a color, but a texture. Not comfort as emotion, but comfort as safety.
Tears came without drama—quiet, clean, not from sadness but from the shock of being allowed to rest.
Marcos whispered, barely audible, “I’m here.”
The words landed exactly where they needed to—inside the place that had carried loneliness like bone.
For the first time in my life, I understood what it meant to be held without being handled.
 Held without being controlled.
 Held without being used.
 Held without being made small.
Held as a person—not a role, not a function, not a projection.
Just held.
I pressed my forehead to his chest as a realization rose from the deepest part of me:
These strong arms are not here to rescue me.
 They are here to remind me I’m not alone as I rescue myself.
When I finally pulled back slightly to look at him, he smiled—a small, soft smile that said he understood something had shifted, even if he didn’t have the words for it.
I didn’t speak either.
 Words would have broken the moment.
Instead, I rested my head on his shoulder and allowed myself to melt—not all the way, but enough. Enough for my nervous system to register that intimacy didn’t have to be dangerous. Enough for my heart to trust its own softening.
Enough for healing to continue.
[bookmark: _heading=h.5masyynan4qj]⭐ PAULA’S NOTE TO THE READER
Safe love—whether from a partner, a friend, or God—does not rush, demand, or invade.
It offers presence, not pressure.
 It makes room, not requirements.
Trauma therapist Sue Johnson writes:
 “We heal in connection, not in isolation.”
The strong arms in this chapter are not just Marcos’s.
 They symbolize what secure attachment feels like in the body:
• deeper breath
 • softened shoulders
 • a release of vigilance
 • permission to rest
 • tears that cleanse rather than drown
If you haven’t experienced safe arms yet, let this chapter be the memory your body can borrow.
 If you have, let your body remember it fully.
Healing happens when the body finally meets a presence that does not harm.
[bookmark: _heading=h.yrg09m8gfoaj]⭐ READER LANTERN
Place your hands gently around your own shoulders as if embracing yourself.
 Whisper:
 “I deserve to be held safely.”
 Feel how your body responds to the phrase.
This is the beginning of self-trust.
[bookmark: _heading=h.sukd2e69uxhh]⭐ MICRO-DECISION
That night, wrapped in the memory of strong arms and steady breath, I made a quiet decision:
To stop expecting closeness to wound me—
 and to start letting love teach my body a new story.






















[bookmark: _heading=h.zbf1byizapv5]CHAPTER 21 — WORKING BACKWARDS
Healing doesn’t always move forward.
 Sometimes it circles, spirals, pauses, rewinds.
 Sometimes clarity comes not from vision, but from hindsight—
 from looking at the pieces that once felt random and realizing they were steps on a path you couldn’t yet see.
I was sitting at the small table by the window, sipping warm tea, when the thought arrived:
You’ve been interpreting your life in the wrong direction.
The tea steamed upward in soft curls. Snow drifted outside in slow, soft patterns. Marcos was still asleep. The house felt like a paused breath.
I stared at the mug between my hands as the sentence sank deeper.
I had always analyzed life by moving forward—
 What does this mean?
 Where is this going?
 What should I understand now?
But the truth was simpler, quieter, and strangely liberating:
The meaning of anything could only be seen by working backwards.
I looked around the room—the blanket draped on the couch, the faint morning light, the quiet warmth inside my chest—and let my mind drift backward:
• to the strong arms that held me last night
 • to the softened vision that taught me gentleness
 • to the breaking that cracked me open
 • to the hunger for energy
 • to the tunnel, the lamp, the chariot, the throne
 • to childhood silence
 • to the girl who learned to disappear
 • to the woman who learned to see
Each moment had felt isolated when I lived it.
 Each one had been a single note—sometimes discordant, sometimes aching, sometimes luminous.
But sitting there in the quiet morning, I suddenly heard the melody they created together.
Not random.
 Not chaotic.
 Not meaningless.
Orchestrated.
Every moment—the painful, the mystical, the tender, the terrifying—was part of a sequence I was only now beginning to perceive.
Working backwards, I could finally see the shape of my transformation.
The visions were not spiritual theatrics.
 They were messages my psyche and my God delivered in images because language was too fragile to hold what I needed to know.
The breaking was not collapse.
 It was initiation.
The freeze was not regression.
 It was communication.
The strong arms were not dependence.
 They were repair.
The softened vision was not accident.
 It was trust returning to my body.
And the light shift…
 it was mercy.
When I mapped the pieces in reverse, the path unfolded like a constellation—dots scattered across a dark sky forming a shape I had never seen until I stepped back far enough.
A warmth pulsed through my chest, subtle but unmistakable.
 Not Wool.
 Not weight.
 Not clarity.
Coherence.
A sense that my life was not falling apart, but falling into place.
I exhaled slowly, deeply.
 The air tasted different—lighter, grounded, possible.
Behind me, the floor creaked softly. Marcos walked into the kitchen, hair tousled, eyes half-awake. He smiled, and something in his expression reflected what had shifted inside me.
“You look… peaceful,” he said.
I touched my chest lightly.
 “I think I’m finally understanding something,” I whispered.
“About what?”
“About… everything.”
He nodded, trusting me without needing an explanation.
 And for the first time, I trusted myself without needing one either.
[bookmark: _heading=h.3etwe96h93gu]⭐ PAULA’S NOTE TO THE READER
Healing rarely makes sense while it’s happening.
 The body, the brain, and the spirit each move at their own pace, rearranging the pieces of your inner world in ways that feel confusing, nonlinear, and sometimes unbearable.
Carl Jung wrote:
 “We live our lives forward, but we understand them backward.”
Working backwards is not dwelling on the past—
 it is discovering the thread that has always been there.
When you look back with new eyes, you begin to see:
· signs you missed

· protections you never recognized

· patterns that weren’t failures, but survival

· moments that carried meaning long before you were ready to understand it

Your past is not a graveyard.
 It is a map.
⭐ READER LANTERN
Ask yourself:
 “If I look backward gently, what moment now makes more sense?”
Don’t force meaning.
 Just allow clarity to come softly.
[bookmark: _heading=h.5zi0yx7lekmb]⭐ MICRO-DECISION
That morning, with steam rising from my tea and coherence settling in my chest, I made a quiet choice:
To let my life be understood backwards—
 and lived forward with hope.












[bookmark: _heading=h.nfquf4xi8kcg]CHAPTER 22 — THE ICE PRINCESS
The figure appeared—not in a dream, not in a vision, but in a moment of exhaustion when my guard was down.
I was standing in the bathroom brushing my hair before bed, the mirror fogged slightly from the hot shower. My eyes were tired, my shoulders heavy, my breath shallow. The day had been long, full of emotional echoes I hadn’t yet deciphered.
I looked at my reflection…
And for a moment, I didn’t see myself.
I saw her.
The Ice Princess.
Not cold in the cruel way.
 Cold in the protected way.
 Cold in the I have endured more than I know how to melt way.
Her hair fell in pale waves. Her expression was serene but distant, eyes holding the shimmer of winter—beautiful, controlled, unreachable. Her shoulders were draped in something that looked like frost woven into fabric. Her skin glowed faintly, as if lit from within by a soft, blue-white light.
She was elegant.
 Untouched.
 Untouchable.
But most of all—
she was frozen.
The realization hit me with a gentle ache.
 This wasn’t a fantasy character.
 This wasn’t a vision-gift.
 This was a mirror of my inner state.
A symbol of the girl who had learned to survive by becoming unreachable, unpredictable, unmelting.
 A girl who had learned to hold beauty and fragility in equal measure.
 A girl who had learned to remain composed even when breaking.
She wasn’t cruel.
 She wasn’t heartless.
 She was scared—and stunning in the way ice is stunning: powerful, brittle, and born of extreme conditions.
I blinked, and my own reflection returned.
 Same face.
 Same eyes.
 But something had shifted behind them.
I understood her.
The Ice Princess wasn’t who I was pretending to be.
 She was who I had needed to be.
To withstand chaos.
 To mask terror.
 To hold myself together when the world was too sharp.
 To keep the trembling parts of me hidden beneath a flawless surface.
She had saved my life.
But now…
 she was tired.
I could feel her fatigue like a cold ache in my ribs.
 A longing to thaw.
 A longing to rest.
 A longing to step down from her crystal throne and let warmth reach her skin.
I placed both hands on the bathroom counter, grounding myself.
A question rose gently from the quiet:
What if I don’t need her anymore?
Not rejecting her.
 Not destroying her.
 But letting her melt into something softer, truer, more alive.
I closed my eyes as a tear slid down my cheek—warm, startling, real.
The first crack in the ice.
[bookmark: _heading=h.59ol035izg8p]⭐ PAULA’S NOTE TO THE READER
We all develop inner personas—protective selves shaped by childhood conditions.
 They are not delusions or fantasies.
 They are survival strategies.
Internal Family Systems describes them as “managers” or “protectors” who shield the most vulnerable parts of us.
The Ice Princess is one of mine.
She:
· stays composed in chaos

· hides emotion to stay safe

· appears strong when she is actually exhausted

· uses perfection as a shield

· freezes instead of breaks

You may have your own version:
 • the Achiever
 • the Caretaker
 • the Invisible Child
 • the Warrior
 • the Joker
 • the Quiet One
These identities are not flaws.
 They are evidence of your brilliance.
But healing begins when we gently ask:
 “Do I still need this armor to survive?”
When the answer becomes no,
 the armor doesn’t shatter.
 It melts.
[bookmark: _heading=h.76rhdcjhtxky]⭐ READER LANTERN
Close your eyes and ask:
 “What protective self do I still carry?”
 Don’t judge it.
 Acknowledge it.
 Whisper:
 “Thank you. You helped me survive.”
Compassion melts armor faster than force.
[bookmark: _heading=h.4k2apcmc6dqo]⭐ MICRO-DECISION
That night, after the Ice Princess vanished from the mirror, I made a quiet vow:
To let her rest—
 so I could finally learn how to live unfrozen.
[bookmark: _heading=h.ad73g451hfga]





























[bookmark: _heading=h.fcibky66bjxv]CHAPTER 23 — HIGH PRIESTESS
It happened on a quiet afternoon, the kind where the world feels wrapped in soft cotton.
 Snow drifted lazily outside the window.
 The house smelled faintly of cinnamon from the tea I had just brewed.
 Marcos was in the other room humming to himself.
I sat at the kitchen table with my hands cupped around the warm mug, and without warning, a familiar inner stillness settled over me — not freeze, not Grey, not dissociation.
A stillness with presence inside it.
I closed my eyes.
And there she was.
The High Priestess.
Not a figure floating in mysticism, not a fantasy persona, not a dramatic vision.
 She arrived like memory — like a part of me I had met many times but had never named.
She sat in a calm, upright posture, draped not in robes but in composure.
 Her hair fell long and dark, not styled but natural, as if she had no need to impress anyone.
 Her eyes were steady, deep, and luminous — the kind of gaze that sees without invading.
She held no symbols, no objects, no ornate tools.
Her power came from knowing, not performing.
She was quiet.
 She was certain.
 She was mine.
The Ice Princess had been the protector — rigid, beautiful, cold.
 But the High Priestess…
 She was the interpreter.
She knew how to translate pain into wisdom.
 She knew how to sit in silence without collapsing.
 She knew how to hear God in the spaces between words.
 She knew how to read the emotional weather of a room without becoming it.
 She knew the truth without theatrics.
She did not freeze.
 She observed.
She did not defend.
 She discerned.
She did not hide.
 She illuminated.
As I sat there breathing slowly, she lifted her chin — not proudly, but knowingly — as if to say:
You have access to your inner temple now.
My heartbeat softened.
 My shoulders relaxed.
 Wool gathered gently around my chest.
The High Priestess didn’t replace the Guide.
 She didn’t overshadow Marcos’s loving presence.
 She wasn’t above God.
She was the part of me that could finally hear.
The woman I never knew I was allowed to become.
The one who reads her life with clarity instead of fear.
The one who knows that intuition is not instability —
 it is intelligence healed.
And then, in the softest way, she merged with me.
Not disappearing.
 Integrating.
Her posture became my posture.
 Her breath became my breath.
 Her steadiness became mine.
When I opened my eyes, the kitchen looked the same — the chipped mug, the dim winter light, the quiet hum of the fridge — yet everything felt different.
Because I felt different.
More rooted.
 More attuned.
 More… regal, not in ego, but in self-respect.
As if my soul had stepped out from behind years of fog and finally sat in the seat that had always belonged to her.
I whispered into the stillness,
 “I see you now.”
And she answered without speaking:
I’ve always been here. You just needed the light to find me.
[bookmark: _heading=h.c0pkjfrcxld2]⭐ PAULA’S NOTE TO THE READER
We all contain archetypes — internal states of wisdom, strength, and presence that trauma often buries.
The High Priestess is not fantasy.
 She is:
• intuition healed
 • clarity reforged
 • self-respect reclaimed
 • inner authority restored
 • the woman you become when you stop apologizing for knowing
Carl Jung noted that when the unconscious becomes conscious, we meet ourselves for the first time.
 The High Priestess is this meeting.
Many survivors learn to distrust their intuition — because abusers manipulated it, silenced it, or taught us to fear our perceptions.
But intuition is not a risk.
 It is a return.
[bookmark: _heading=h.a8s5x1ceb9xg]⭐ READER LANTERN
Close your eyes and ask:
 “What part of me knows the truth even when I’m afraid?”
 Let the answer come as a posture, a feeling, a breath, or an image.
This is your inner High Priestess speaking.
[bookmark: _heading=h.qvxkvytin44a]⭐ MICRO-DECISION 
That afternoon, with warmth in my chest and clarity in my pulse, I made a quiet vow:
To honor the woman who knows —
 and to stop dimming her voice.















[bookmark: _heading=h.ixjezlghep0a]
[bookmark: _heading=h.xxljkcxipyn2]CHAPTER 24 — THE JESTER
The Jester didn’t arrive in a sacred moment.
 He didn’t descend in light or whisper in silence.
He burst in.
It happened one late evening as I was folding laundry—an ordinary, mindless task. I was alone in the bedroom, the air warm from the heater, the soft hum of the dryer echoing through the hallway. My mind had been drifting, calm but tired.
Then suddenly—
 a ripple of energy shot through my chest, light and quick, like a spark skimming the surface of water.
I paused, a shirt hanging half-folded in my hands.
The air felt charged.
 Playful.
 Alive.
And then the sensation bloomed.
A mischievous, bubbling warmth spread through my sternum and into my arms, my stomach, even my legs. Not chaotic exactly—more like excitement. The kind a child feels before doing something bold, daring, harmlessly outrageous.
I laughed out loud before I even understood why.
It startled me.
 Me—laughing alone in the bedroom, for no reason.
And then I saw him.
Not with my eyes.
 With the inner sense—the one that perceives texture, tone, mood.
The Jester.
He was not a clown, not a trickster, not a caricature.
 He was movement.
 Spark.
 Unapologetic presence.
His energy danced rather than walked.
 He leaned forward as if always on the edge of something new.
 He radiated color—not visual color, but emotional lightness: bright, warm, fast.
Where the Ice Princess had been stillness,
 and the High Priestess had been clarity,
 the Jester was life.
Pure life.
A grin—that I could feel rather than see—spread across the space inside me.
You’re taking yourself too seriously, his presence teased, not mocking, but nudging.
I placed the half-folded shirt down and let myself breathe into the sensation.
 It made my shoulders loosen.
 It made my chest open.
 It made me aware that laughter had been absent from my life for too long.
He darted through my inner world like a sparkler in a dark room, illuminating corners I had forgotten existed.
The Jester wasn’t chaos.
 He was permission.
Permission to:
· play

· move

· surprise myself

· take emotional risks

· make mistakes

· feel joy without justification

· break the rigidity trauma had carved into my bones

I sat on the bed, suddenly aware of how rigid I had been even in healing—so focused on understanding, integrating, surviving, expanding that I had forgotten a crucial truth:
Life is not only heavy.
 Healing is not only solemn.
 God is not only stillness or fire.
 Sometimes He’s laughter.
The Jester bounced lightly in my chest again, shimmering, restless, delighted by my awareness.
Loosen, he whispered—
 not in words, but in vibration.
I felt my breath deepen.
 My spine straightened.
 Warmth curled through my abdomen like the beginning of a good, uncontrollable giggle.
For the first time in months, maybe years, I felt alive in a way that wasn’t tied to survival or pain or breakthrough.
Just alive.
Playful.
 Expansive.
 Bright.
The Jester didn’t stay long.
 He never does.
 His gift is in the spark—not the permanence.
But before his presence dissolved, he left one final message floating in the room like confetti:
Joy is also holy.
And as the energy settled, I realized:
I didn’t fear the light anymore.
[bookmark: _heading=h.e0672eug52r]⭐ PAULA’S NOTE TO THE READER
Many trauma survivors unconsciously exile their playful parts.
 They feel:
· too loud

· too risky

· too vulnerable

· too chaotic

· too unguarded

So the body protects itself by becoming serious, composed, controlled.
But healing requires play.
Trauma expert Donald Winnicott wrote:
 “It is in playing and only in playing that the individual discovers the self.”
The Jester is not immaturity.
 He is:
 • spontaneity
 • risk without danger
 • movement after rigidity
 • laughter after silence
 • chaos that does not harm
 • the return of joy
He is the antidote to paralysis.
If a playful part of you begins to stir—however small, however strange—welcome it.
 It is a sign your nervous system trusts safety enough to expand beyond survival.
[bookmark: _heading=h.s0qqjfexn7b3]⭐ READER LANTERN
Ask yourself softly:
 “What did I stop doing because life became too heavy?”
 Then whisper:
 “I’m allowed to have joy again.”
Even a spark is enough.
[bookmark: _heading=h.vgeulr736k32]⭐ MICRO-DECISION 
That night, with a lingering warmth still dancing beneath my ribs, I made a quiet vow:
To let joy enter my healing—
 not as an afterthought,
 but as a rightful guide.


















[bookmark: _heading=h.sj3nwleugec]
[bookmark: _heading=h.5pvqr6ip0lcp]CHAPTER 25 — THE MARRIAGE
The morning of the marriage, nothing extraordinary happened.
No visions.
 No trembling.
 No revelations splitting the sky open.
Just light—soft and pale—resting quietly on the kitchen table as I poured myself a cup of coffee.
 The warmth rose in gentle spirals.
 My breath matched it.
There was a steadiness in me I hadn’t recognized before—not certainty, not perfection, but alignment. A feeling that my insides were no longer pulling in opposite directions.
Marcos walked into the room, hair tousled, half-awake. He gave me a sleepy smile, and something inside my chest responded with tenderness rather than fear, softness rather than tension.
But this chapter isn’t about him.
 It’s about the marriage taking place inside me.
I sat down, wrapped my hands around the warm mug, and knew:
Something in me had finally said yes.
Not a yes to a person.
 A yes to myself.
 A yes to life.
 A yes to God’s presence inside my pain, not outside it.
The marriage was happening between the parts of me that had lived so far apart:
• The Ice Princess who had frozen to survive
 • The High Priestess who had risen with clarity
 • The Jester who brought movement and joy
 • The child who carried unspeakable fear
 • The woman who learned to breathe again
 • The body that remembered
 • The soul that refused to die
For years, they had lived like estranged relatives—
 connected by blood but separated by misunderstanding and fear.
But now, I felt them drawing closer to one another—
 not merging, not dissolving, simply sitting at the same table for the first time.
I closed my eyes.
Inside, I could feel a joining.
The Ice Princess laid down her crown.
 The High Priestess extended her hand.
 The Jester laughed softly, welcoming the new balance.
 The frightened child approached with caution but curiosity.
 The adult woman opened her arms.
And above them, through them, within them—
 the Guide stood like quiet light, witnessing the gathering.
This was the marriage.
 This was the reunion.
Not perfection.
 Integration.
Not erasing the past.
 Honoring it by letting it become something else.
My nervous system felt different too—
 less vigilant, less segmented, less at war with itself.
A gentle warmth, familiar yet new, settled behind my ribs.
 It was not Wool.
 It was not clarity.
 It was not weight.
It was home.
The place inside me I had spent my whole life searching for—
 through fear, through faith, through trauma, through visions.
It had been shaping itself slowly, quietly, patiently.
 And now, for the first time, I felt it fully.
Paula—the girl who survived.
 Anika—the woman who sees.
 And the Guide—the presence who walked between them.
Together.
 Aligned.
 Married.
Marcos sat down beside me at the table.
 I looked at him, and instead of seeing a savior or a shelter, I saw a partner.
Because I was no longer asking him to hold what I could not hold myself.
 I was no longer arriving in love fragmented.
I was arriving married—
 to my own soul.
He didn’t know the ceremony taking place inside me.
 But he saw the glow in my expression and placed his hand over mine.
“You look… settled,” he said.
And I smiled.
“I am,” I whispered.
 “For the first time, I truly am.”
Outside, snow fell in soft waves.
 The world felt gentle, possible, open.
And inside me, a vow formed with quiet certainty:
I will not abandon myself again.
This was the real marriage.
 The one that made all other love possible.
 The one that made faith feel embodied, not conceptual.
 The one that allowed me to walk into the future without the weight of the past dragging behind me.
Not a perfect ending.
 But a true beginning.
The beginning of living as someone whole.
[bookmark: _heading=h.7d82idbwtf49]⭐ PAULA’S NOTE TO THE READER
Healing is not becoming someone new.
 Healing is becoming fully yourself for the first time.
Trauma fragments.
 Love integrates.
 Presence completes.
Psychologist James Finley said,
 “Trauma is the experience of unbearable aloneness.
 Healing is the experience of safe connection.”
This chapter is about that connection—
 not with a partner,
 but with the self you lost while surviving.
Your marriage is coming too.
 Not when you fix everything.
 Not when the pain is gone.
 But when the parts of you realize they no longer need to be alone.
[bookmark: _heading=h.osiyv12ildk0]⭐ READER LANTERN
Place one hand on your heart and whisper:
 “I am allowed to return to myself.”
 Feel the body respond.
 That response is the beginning of your marriage.
[bookmark: _heading=h.46ctxtpty7xb]⭐ MICRO-DECISION
As the morning light warmed the kitchen and the vow settled quietly in my chest,
 I chose—with a steadiness I had never known—
to walk into the rest of my life as a whole woman.




[bookmark: _heading=h.et7c30u958w8]APPENDIX A — FINAL 25-CHAPTER LIST & INTEGRATION MAP
PART I — THE CALL (Chapters 1–6)
1. The Tunnel
2. The Angel of Pressure
3. The First Breath
4. The Doorway
5. The Cold Room
6. The Girl in the Hallway
PART II — THE DESCENT (Chapters 7–17)
7. The Flicker
8. The Lamp
9. The Chariot
10. The Throne
11. The Language of Signs
12. The Softened Vision
13. The Thread
14. The Weight
15. The Hunger
16. The Light Shift
17. The Triune Battle
PART III — THE INTEGRATION (Chapters 18–25)
18. Frozen
19. The Guide
20. The Strong Arms
21. Working Backwards
22. The Ice Princess
23. High Priestess
24. The Jester
25. The Marriage
[bookmark: _heading=h.l6u6ft45ygf8]APPENDIX B- SOMATIC STATES MAP
• Grey — Dissociation (Ch. 1, 3, 5, 7)
• Cold — Freeze memory (Ch. 5)
• Wool — Safety (Ch. 12, 14, 20)
• Pressure — Calling (Ch. 1, 2, 9)
• Weight — Trauma release (Ch. 14)
• Spark — Joy returning (Ch. 24)
ARCHETYPES & SYMBOLS MAP
• Ice Princess — Protective freeze (Ch. 22)
• High Priestess — Inner authority (Ch. 23)
• Jester — Joy / Movement (Ch. 24)
• The Guide — Spiritual companion (Ch. 19)
• Child Self — Origin of wound (Ch. 6, 13)
• Adult Witness — Integration (Ch. 18–25)
APPENDIX C- SPIRITUAL ARC MAP
• Call — Ch. 1–4
• Disorientation — Ch. 7–12
• Body Revolt — Ch. 13–17
• Revelation — Ch. 18–21
• Integration — Ch. 22–25
APPENDIX D- PSYCHOLOGICAL ARC MAP
• Fragmentation — Ch. 1–6
• Activation — Ch. 7–12
• Collapse — Ch. 14–17
• Coherence — Ch. 21
• Reintegration — Ch. 22–25
APPENDIX E- ATTACHMENT HEALING MAP
• Hypervigilance — Ch. 1–6
• Ambivalence — Ch. 7–12
• Collapse — Ch. 14
• Co-Regulation — Ch. 20
• Self-Trust — Ch. 23
APPENDIX F- READER TRANSFORMATION MAP
• “Am I crazy?” → Ch. 5–7
• “Is God safe?” → Ch. 12, 16, 19
• “Why am I like this?” → Ch. 6, 13
• “What is happening in my body?” → Ch. 14, 17
• “Can I heal without losing my faith?” → Ch. 16–20
• “Will I ever feel whole?” → Ch. 21–25

[bookmark: _heading=h.7tio1lwtsae8]BACK COVER BLURB 
She survived by disappearing.
 She healed by learning to see.
Paula grew up inside a silence she could not name—a silence woven from emotional neglect, spiritual confusion, and the unspoken tensions of a home where love was unpredictable. For years, her body carried what her mind could not remember. Only when the visions began—tunnels of light, pressing angels, voices of tenderness within the dark—did the truth inside her start to rise.
What followed was not madness, but awakening.
In this intimate and unflinching memoir, Paula traces the journey from a childhood shaped by quiet fear to a woman learning to reconnect with her own breath, body, and God. Through flashbacks, somatic revelations, and symbolic inner figures—the Ice Princess, the High Priestess, the Jester—she discovers that healing is not a single breakthrough, but a slow and sacred re-gathering of the self.
This is not the story of trauma.
 It is the story of return—
 to truth, to faith, to the body that never stopped speaking.
For every reader who has ever felt confused by their own emotions, estranged from God, or haunted by a childhood they cannot fully remember, The Child of the Veil offers a map: tender, courageous, and fiercely honest.
**A memoir about the silence that shaped her,
 the visions that awakened her,
 and the woman she became when she stopped running from
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