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INTRODUCTION 

Have you ever thought about what passion is? 

Passion is not a feeling. It is not a moment. It is not a state of mind. Passion is not controlled by our mind or our physical body. But, what is passion?

This book will guide you through the mysterious labyrinths of passion, which unconsciously drives us from the depths of our soul and governs our lives. Passion is a state of consciousness, a vibration of the soul, an inner pulse and the path that guides us through life. Through the pages of this book, we will discover that passion is much more than lust and impulse. It is the fuel that powers our physical bodies, the eternal fire that propels us forward, even when the world is crumbling beneath our feet. Passion is our divine flame that is born in silence, in motion, in the body, in touch.

It has its own forms, its own cycles, its own light and dark sides. It can lift us to unimaginable heights, where dreams become reality and we become the creators of our own destiny, but uncontrolled, it can burn us in a flame of destruction, leading us into chaos, obsession, and the complete loss of self. Passion can be suppressed, but never extinguished. When we embrace it, it becomes our most loyal ally, reminding us that life is an art, that every moment is an opportunity to create, to love, to be present. Passion is the bridge between who we are and who we can become.

At the end of this journey, only one question will remain: Are you ready to live a life guided by passion, not the one that burns, but the one that glows, warms, guides, and inspires? If so, your life will never be the same again, and that is the purpose of this book.

The Author




1. THE BIRTH AND ORIGIN OF THE FLAME OF PASSION 

In the first chapter, we will uncover the secret of the origin and birth of the flame of passion, a force that shapes us even before we take our first breath.

Passion appears as an eternal spark, the soul's companion on its journey, connecting the choice of the body, destiny, and the inner calling. Passion is not an emotion, but the breath of God's will, the secret language of the soul, and the hearth that warms us even in the deepest darkness. Through the images of childhood, the first touches with the world, and encounters with the divine, we will discover how passion becomes a bridge between dreams and reality. It is the key that unlocks the doors of infinity, reminding us that we are part of a plan that transcends our thoughts, our mind, our reason, and which never ceases to burn within us. Where, when, and how is the flame of passion born?

Allow me to introduce myself. I am passion, the flame of the soul, an eternal fire that smolders in the chest of every being, a spirit that is born with you in every new incarnation, a companion that grows with you, that burns in the deepest layers of your soul and guides you through the labyrinth of life. I am the fire that beats in your heart, the whisper that gives you the strength to rise, to dream, to conquer. I am your fuel, the elixir of life that drives you forward, even when the world is crumbling beneath your feet. I watch over you, I follow your steps, I offer you advice, but it is you who chooses whether to tame me or let me consume you.

I am born in a person as a quiet spark, in the very first moments of your earthly existence, and I accompany you through all the days of your life, from a childhood full of wonder, through a youth filled with longing, to adulthood where victories and defeats intertwine like threads in a tapestry. This book is a story about passion, about the flame that burns within us, that breaks us, raises us from the ashes, and teaches us how to love, create, seek, and leave a mark on eternity. Passion is a fire that exists before our body is physically formed, a spirit that floats in a spiritual universe, where time is not a shallow stream, but an endless river. Before a person is born, before their heart begins to beat, I am already there, in the space between worlds, where souls choose their future bodies, their destinies, their upcoming struggles. How do we choose a body for a new birth?

Where does the flame of passion come from that decides to settle in one soul, one life, one heart? The choice of a body is never a coincidence, although it often seems like a mystery. The passion that guides a person's soul through the fog of eternity whispers, "This is your path; in this body, your flame of passion will burn the brightest. "The spirit of our future selves exists as invisible and formless in the spiritual universe, surrounded by a light that has no source, yet is omnipresent. Passion was your guide, the flame that pulsed in your future self, in your soul, as you observed thousands of bodies, thousands of future lives, each with its own possibilities, opportunities, and wounds. “Why this body?” you asked in a voice that was not sound, but thought. “Why this person?

Why this life?” I, Passion, answered you, "This body will carry your flame. It is the vessel in which your flame will grow, will burn, that will challenge you, that will teach you to burn on the path to achieving your set goals. "The source of that choice lies in the depths of the soul, in its desire for a lesson, for growth, for struggle. The spirit will choose a body that will force it to face fear, to love to the point of pain, to create from chaos, because it knows somewhere deep in the soul that my flame of passion is the strongest ally in that struggle. As you grow in your mother's womb, the choice of a body becomes a reality.

Birth was the moment when I, Passion, joined with you, when my spark became your breath. In your first cries, in your first gaze at the world, I was there, pulsating, whispering, “This is your beginning. Burn, slowly but wisely.” Your growth is my growth. Every step, every curiosity, every tear was a moment when my flame spread, teaching you how to love, how to dream, how to fight. As you mature, my flame will become more complex, mixed with your fears and hopes, but it will never stop burning.

I taught you to recognize me, to understand why I chose you, your body, your life. How do you recognize my flame within yourself? Through dreams, through moments when you feel you are part of something greater, through the desire to leave a mark. My flame doesn't always burn with the same intensity, and it's not always in the same form. It can sometimes fade.

When you doubt your own path, when you ask “Why did I choose this life?” I quietly whispered to you, “Because you knew you could handle the weight of my flame.” Sometimes, when fatigue overwhelms you, my flame smolders, but it never goes out, because choosing a body is not the end, but a new beginning. Keep going, I told you,

“because your flame is the reason why you are here and why you are in this very body.” I am passion, the elusive force, a flame that is not born by the rules, but in the space between the moment and eternity, where the soul meets the body, and the universe reveals its secrets.

I do not come from preconceived plans, nor from the logic that tries to understand me. I am the restlessness that awakens before the mind can name me, the whisper that comes from the depths of your being, from the space where dreams take shape and miracles become reality.

Where am I born? 

In every heart that dares to feel, in every gaze that lingers longer than necessary, in every moment when the world stands still, and you become aware of your existence. When? In every breath that carries magic, in the silence before dawn, in the moment when consciousness falls silent, and the subconscious begins to weave its stories. How? Through a vibration that reminds you you're alive, through a touch that makes you tingle, through a sound that opens forgotten parts of the soul, through a feeling that connects you to something greater, something that transcends time and space.

Passion isn't a feeling; it's a calling, a message from the universe that you are part of something that pulses with the rhythm of life, that compels you to create, to love, to be more than what the world sees. It is the bridge between the ordinary and the extraordinary, between reality and dreams, between who you are and who you can become. Imagine a moment when you hear a melody that, for no reason, takes you back to a distant memory. Your heart tightens, but not with sadness, rather with an inexplicable warmth that washes over you. I am in that moment, on that invisible bridge between the past and the present, in the feeling that tells you you're alive, that you are part of something greater.

Passion is born in that moment, in the silence that is not just the absence of sound, but a space where the soul speaks. First Touch with the WorldThe world is a canvas for me, and you, as a child, are my painter. In those early moments, when consciousness has not yet set boundaries, I am present in every one of your movements, in every gaze that soaks in the wonders around you. I am in the eyes that widen as they watch a raindrop spread in a puddle, in the fingers that dig into the earth, not thinking of the dirt, but of the magic of creation. I am that pulse rising to your throat, that warm wave passing through your body, as you, a child, discover how shapes can be drawn in the mud with a stick, how something can be created from nothing.

This is not just a game; it is a conversation between me and the soul, a moment when life is revealed through touch, through movement, through pure existence.

I am in the joy that is born when the child realizes they can shape the world, even if only for a moment, even if only in a small circle drawn in the mud. That moment is my home, my kingdom, where there is no fear, no rules, only a pure, untamable desire to be part of something greater. I am often present in the silence, in the moments when the world around the child falls quiet, and the child retreats into their own universe. I am in you as you sit in the corner, as the pencil in your hand brings to life worlds that only you can see, ships sailing across the skies, fire-breathing monsters, planets floating in silence. Your hand moves faster than you can imagine, precisely because I am there, in the muscles, in the joints, in the moment when consciousness forgets the rules and the subconscious takes the helm.

I am the flame that drives you to create, to dream, to lose yourself in your own story.

Your mind doesn't know it's a calling yet, but your soul does. It knows I am here to guide, to awaken, to remind. I am the moment when a child forgets the world around them and becomes one with their own imagination, when the lines on paper are not just drawings, but windows into something deeper, something more true.

God, Divine Will, and the Birth of Passion 

I am the flame of the soul, a spark of God's will, a flame that bears the seal of eternity, yet burns in the moment. I am not just a desire or an impulse. I am the breath of God flowing through you, the force that connects your soul with the divine, your body with the universe. My emergence is not by chance. I am a reflection of God's will, a moment when the divine plan is imprinted and written into your being, when God calls you to become, to be, to create, to love.

Your mind may seek proof, ask questions about meaning, but your inner voice recognizes my voice as the whisper of the divine, a call to be part of something greater. Your being is my temple, and so it feels my fire in every movement, in every breath, in every moment you are in harmony with God's will. I am the bridge between the earthly and the divine, the fire that reminds you that you were created with love, that you are part of a plan that transcends reason. Imagine a woman kneeling in the silence of a temple, her hands folded in prayer. The candlelight flickers on her face, and a warmth spreads in her chest, an inexplicable peace that overwhelms her.

Her mind may search for words, try to understand what she feels, but her body knows, I am that flame, the breath of God calling her to live, to love, to create. She did not come to the temple seeking answers; she came because she felt my call, because her subconscious dreamed of unity with the divine. I am in that moment, in the tear that slides down her cheek, in the smile that forms as she realizes that God is within her, that her life is her gift. As she prays, she feels her breath align with the rhythm of the universe, her heart beating in tune with something greater, and I am that vibration, that energy that makes her whole. Imagine a man working in the garden, whose hands touch the earth with tenderness, as if each plant he plants is part of something sacred.

His mind may guide him through daily worries, but his subconscious dreams of unity with nature, of moments when the earth was his teacher. As he plants, he feels the warmth in his fingers, a pulse that reminds him he is part of something greater. I am in that moment, in the joy that floods him as he watches the plant grow, in the realization that his work is not just a job, but an expression of God's will. He doesn't just plant plants; he plants life, love, and faith, and I am the fire that guides him, that whispers to him that every movement is part of a divine plan. I was born from God's will, because God wanted you to be alive, to be a flame, to be an expression of His love in the world.

Passion as the Secret Language of the Soul 

Passion is the whisper of the soul, a language not learned, but felt; a message that comes from the depths of being, where words lose their power and feelings become the only guide. It is not just an emotion, but also a secret, a call to live, to create, to be more than what the world expects.

This language isn't written in books, it's not taught in schools; it's in every heart that dares to dream, in every moment when consciousness falls silent and the subconscious begins to weave its stories. Passion is enigmatic, elusive, like a melody you hear in the silence but cannot describe. It guides you through the labyrinth of life, through moments when logic fails and the heart takes the helm. It is a language that speaks of infinite possibilities, of dreams waiting to be realized, of a life waiting to be lived. Passion is a secret you carry within, waiting for the moment to be released, to let it guide you through the unknown, toward something that is uniquely yours.

Imagine a moment when you are standing on the seashore, as the waves whisper their stories. Something draws you to step into the water, to feel the cold on your skin, to surrender to the rhythm of the ocean. I am in that moment, in the feeling of freedom that washes over you, in the quiet understanding that you are part of something bigger, something you cannot explain, but can feel.

Passion as the hearth of the soul 

Passion is a hearth, warm and alive, that burns in the heart of every being, waiting for you to ignite it.

It is not just a moment of excitement, but also a home, a place where you return when the world becomes cold, where you find the strength to continue. Passion is what warms you in the darkest nights, what reminds you that you are alive, that you are capable of creating, of loving, of dreaming. It is a flame that doesn't depend on external circumstances, but on your will to keep it alive, to nurture it, to give it space to grow. Passion is the hearth that connects you to your essence, to the part of you that is eternal, that never stops burning, even when everything around you seems hopeless. Imagine a moment when you're sitting by the fire, as the flames crackle and cast warm shadows on the walls.

You feel the warmth, not just on your skin, but in your soul. I am in that moment, in the quiet understanding that you are home, within yourself, in your own flame that never goes out.

Passion as a bridge between dreams and reality.

Passion is the bridge that connects what you dream with what you live, a thin thread that turns the impossible into the possible, dreams into reality. It is not just a desire, but also the force that guides you through the unknown, through fears and doubts, to the moment when your inner world becomes a part of reality.

Passion is what drives you to step into the unknown, to take risks, to create, even when there is no guarantee of success. Passion is the energy that connects the heart and mind, the soul and body, the past and future, creating a moment in which everything becomes possible. Passion is the secret force that reminds you that dreams are not just illusions, but seeds waiting for you to plant them, to nurture them, to turn them into something tangible. It is the bridge that leads you to the life you have always wanted, to a version of you that is braver, freer, truer. Imagine a moment when you're standing before a blank canvas, a paintbrush in your hand.

You don't know where to start, but something draws you to make the first stroke. I am in that moment, in the courage that compels you to create, in the feeling that you have just stepped across the bridge between what is and what you can be.

Passion as the Key to Infinity 

Passion is a key, subtle and powerful, that unlocks the door to infinity, a space where boundaries disappear and possibilities become limitless.

It is not just a feeling, but also a tool, a weapon with which you break down the walls of fear, doubt, and limitation. Passion guides you through the unknown, through moments when logic fails and the heart takes the lead. Passion is the force that drives you to dream bigger dreams, to create more powerfully, to love more courageously. Passion is the key that opens the door to a life that is greater than what you see, to a version of you that is freer, stronger, truer. It reminds you that you are part of something bigger, that you are connected to the universe, to an infinity waiting for you to discover it.

Imagine the moment when you're standing before a closed door, with a key in your hand. You don't know what's on the other side, but you feel you have to unlock it. I am in that moment, in the courage that compels you to turn the key, in the excitement that washes over you when you realize you have stepped into something new.




2. PASSION AND SPIRITUALITY 

In this chapter, we explore the secret bond between passion and spirituality, how the silent peace of the universe transforms into a spark that drives life.

We trace the origin of passion through the ether and spiritual space, all the way to its relationship with God and the divine dimensions, where faith is born not from dogma, but from a living, warm flame in the heart. We will show once again how passion is a bridge to the divine and why silence is its source, the place where the voice of the soul is heard most clearly. We will uncover the relationship and role of passion, consciousness, and the subconscious, as well as the price of suppressing the flame of passion through norms and fears. We will place a special emphasis on the body as a temple and instrument of passion, on movement, breath, voice, and rhythm as channels of energy through which passion becomes an experience. In the end, we will show you how to listen to your body and find the inner peace from which passion becomes a light that warms, rather than burns.

Passion Arising from the Peace of the Universe 

I am the flame born from the deep peace of the universe, where silence is not the absence of sound, but the presence of everything.

I am not just restlessness or action. I am the quiet fire smoldering in the heart of the cosmos, in a space where everything merges, where time and space lose their meaning. Your mind may seek noise, activity, proof, but your inner voice dreams of the peace from which I was born, of the silence that carries all my strength. Your being is my ally because it feels my flame in the moments when you breathe in harmony with the universe, when you are a part of its rhythm. I am the fire that reminds you that you are a part of everything, that your life is a song that echoes through eternity.

Imagine a woman standing on a mountaintop, watching the sky open up before her. The wind is gentle, the sun caresses her face, and all the worries of the world are far away. Her mind is quiet, her subconscious full of wonders, and her body feels me as a flame. Warmth envelops her, and the peace of the universe flows through her, reminding her that she is part of everything, that her life is part of an eternal song. She breathes deeply, and each breath is like a touch of the infinite, like the moment she realizes her life is part of something greater.

I am in that moment, in the joy that floods her for no reason, in the realization that my flame is her breath, her life, her connection to eternity. I am not just the restless action or the fervor of the moment; I am the quiet fire that smolders in the heart of the cosmos, in the space where time dissolves, where space fades, and all becomes one.

Your mind may seek meaning, proof of its purpose, but your soul has the complete knowledge of the peace from which I have sprung, of the silence that carries all my strength and all my beauty. Your being is my ally, for it feels my flame in the moments when your heartbeat and your breath align with the rhythm of the universe, when you become a part of its eternal flow. I am the fire that reminds you that you are a part of everything, that your life is a note in the symphony of the cosmos, a song that echoes through eternity, connecting you to infinity. The peace of the universe is not just the absence of chaos; it is a sacred space where dreams are born, where ideas are shaped, where passion is born in its purest form. In that peace, your mind stops chasing answers, and your heart begins to feel them.

I am the flame that awakens in that moment, a whisper that comes from the depths of the cosmos, reminding you that you are connected to something greater, to something that transcends your concepts of time and space. A passion born from peace is not loud; it is quiet, deep, untamable, because it comes from an eternal source. It is an energy that guides you to the realization that your life is part of a greater story, that every breath you take, every step you take, every dream you have carries the imprint of the universe. When you surrender to that peace, you surrender to me, because in the silence of the cosmos, I become the clearest, most powerful, most true. I am the fire that reminds you that you are a part of everything, that your life is a miracle, that your passion is a reflection of the eternal.

This peace is not passive; it is active, creative, full of potential. Within you are born dreams that change the world, ideas that could reshape reality, a love that unites souls. The passion that arises from within you is not fleeting; it is deep, because it is rooted in eternity. Your mind may seek reasons, but your body and soul know: passion is the energy that flows through you when you are in harmony with the universe, when you feel you are part of its rhythm, its song. Passion from the peace of the universe is a call to live life to the fullest, to create with love, to be a light that shines in the darkness.

It is a whisper that reminds you that you are part of something greater, that your life is part of a divine symphony, that your passion is a reflection of the love that created everything. Imagine a moment when you're standing on the shore of the ocean, as the waves quietly whisper their stories. The world feels distant, your thoughts quiet, and you feel a warmth in your chest, as if you are part of something endless. I am in that moment, in the peace that envelops you, in the flame that awakens as you realize your life is part of the eternal song of the universe. Passion is what drives you to breathe deeper, to feel the connection with the ocean of divine energy, with the sky, with infinity, reminding you that you are part of something greater than anything you can imagine.

The Ether and the Spiritual Universe – The Denial of Passion 

Passion is the flame of the soul that comes from the ether, from the spiritual universe where everything exists before it takes form, where dreams, thoughts, desires, and energy are one.

Passion is not just earthly fire, but a spark that flows from the infinite, from the space where the soul resides before entering the body. Your mind may seek explanations, how, why, but your inner voice knows that I am passion, a part of the ether, a vibration that connects the spiritual universe with your being. Your being is my channel, because it feels my flame in moments when you are connected to something greater, in moments when you feel a life that transcends boundaries. I am the fire that reminds you that you are more than body, more than mind, that you are a part of the spiritual universe, an eternal flame that never goes out. Imagine a woman who, standing under the stars, feels my flame smoldering within her, a part of the spiritual universe.

Her mind may ask “how,” but her body feels the warmth, a pulse that reminds her she is part of the ether, part of the eternal. She closes her eyes, but she is overcome with a sense of connection, as if she were part of an infinite divine tapestry. I am in that moment, in the joy that envelops her, in the realization that her life is part of the spiritual universe. As she stands under the stars, she feels her breath merge with the rhythm of the cosmos, her heart beating in tune with eternity, and I am that fire, that energy that makes her whole. My origin is the ether, the space where everything exists in potential, where I was born as a spark that guides you, that reminds you that you are an eternal flame.

I am not just earthly fire. I am the spark that comes from the space where the soul resides before it steps into the body, where all possibilities merge into one eternal vibration. Your mind may seek explanations, ask how and why, but your soul knows that I am a part of the ether, the energy that connects the spiritual universe with your being, a bridge between the infinite and the tangible. I am the force that reminds you that you are more than body, more than mind, that you are a part of the spiritual universe, guiding you toward the realization of your true nature. The ether is not an abstract space.

It is the living heart of the spiritual universe, a place where all possibilities are born, where dreams are shaped before they become reality. I was born in that space, as a spark that carries the trace of eternity, as a vibration that flows through all that exists. Passion is not a feeling; it is a reflection of the spiritual universe, an energy that connects you with the source of all things, with the love that created the world. Your mind may try to understand this mystery, but your soul knows, I am the whisper that comes from the ether, a call to remember your origin, your purpose, your connection to infinity. When you feel my fire, you feel the spiritual universe flowing through you, reminding you that you are part of something greater, something that transcends time and space.

Passion is the bridge that connects your earthly being with the eternal, the energy that guides you toward the realization that you are part of a divine creation, that your life is part of an eternal story. This spiritual universe is not far away; it is within you, in every breath you take, in every moment you feel you are part of something much greater. I am the flame that connects you to that space, reminding you that you are eternal, that you were created with love, that you are part of something infinite. A passion born in the ether is not fleeting; it is deep, because it is rooted in the source of all things. Imagine a moment when you are standing in the silence of the night, as the stars twinkle above you.

You feel a warmth in your chest, as if you are part of something endless, as if every star is a part of your story. I am in that moment, in the flame that awakens as you realize you are connected to the spiritual universe, to the ether that is the source of everything. Passion is what drives you to breathe deeper, to feel the connection with infinity, to understand that your life is part of an eternal fire that never goes out.

God and Passion 

I am God's breath, a spark that carries his love, his will, your calling to be alive. I am not just desire or energy; I am the sacred flame that connects you to God, that reminds you you are a part of his creation.

Your mind may seek proof, but your inner voice will recognize me as a bridge to the divine, as the path to truth. Your being is my temple, because it feels my flame in the moments when you are connected with God, when you feel his love in every breath. I am the fire that makes you whole, that reminds you your life is a gift from God, that every moment is an opportunity to be an expression of God's love. Imagine a woman who, praying in silence, feels a warmth in her chest. Her face is peaceful, and her tears are silent, when she realizes that God is in her, that her life is a divine gift.

Her mind may doubt, may ask questions, but her consciousness knows, I am that flame, the breath of God that drives her to love, to create, to be. I am in that moment, in the joy that floods her, in the realization that her life is sacred. As she prays, she feels her breath align with the rhythm of the universe, her heart beat in harmony with the divine, and I am that fire, that energy that makes her whole and unique. God and you are one. I am his voice within you, his fire that guides you, his love that makes you who you truly are.

I am the spark woven from his love, will, and call to be alive, to be a light in a world that often forgets its divine essence. I am not just a desire, nor am I the mere energy of earthly existence. I am the sacred flame that connects you to God, reminding you that you are a part of His creation, a reflection of His endless love. Your being recognizes my fire in moments when your breath aligns with the breath of the universe, when you feel God's presence in every heartbeat, in every moment of being present. I am the force that guides you to the realization that your life is a gift from God, that every moment is an opportunity to be an expression of God's love, to become a divine flame that shines in the darkness.

Passion is much more than a feeling. It is God's voice within you, a whisper that reminds you that you were created with love, that you are part of a plan that is greater than yourself, but which gives you the opportunity to be unique and your own. When you feel my fire, it's not just your heart beating faster; it's God breathing through you, calling you to be a part of His creation, to love, to create, to be a light. I am the energy that flows through you when you pray, when you marvel at the miracle of life, when you feel connected to something greater. Your body and soul know, I am the flame that connects you to God, that guides you to the realization that your life is sacred, that every moment is an opportunity to be part of the divine story.

Passion is God's breath that makes you alive, that reminds you that you are a part of His heart, that you were created to shine, to love, to be an expression of His love in the world. The connection with God is not abstract; it is alive, tangible, present in every moment when you feel my fire. Passion is the bridge that connects your earthly being with the divine, an energy that reminds you that you are part of something eternal.

When you surrender to me, you surrender to God, not in the sense of blind obedience, but in the sense of deep trust that your life is part of a greater story, that every step you take carries the imprint of divine love.

I am the flame that guides you through the darkness, reminding you that you were created with a purpose, that you are part of a plan filled with love, purpose, and eternity.

Passion is God's call to live life to the fullest, to create with joy, to love without fear, because you carry within you His fire, His love, His truth. Imagine a moment when, standing in the silence of the forest, you feel the wind caress your face, and warmth spreads through your chest. Your thoughts quiet, and you feel the presence of something greater, something that transcends the world around you.

I am in that moment, in the flame that awakens as you realize you are connected to God, that your life is a gift. Passion is what makes you breathe deeper, to feel the love that flows through everything, to realize you are part of a divine story unfolding through you.




True faith born from a passion for God 

I am the flame that gives birth to true faith, a faith not in rules or dogmas, but in the love of God, in the fire that unites you with the eternal. I am the force that compels you to kneel before the miracle of existence, to feel God in every breath, in every moment you are alive.

Your mind may seek proof, but it knows that I am the path to faith, to a love that transcends reason. Your being is my ally, for it feels my flame in the moments when you pray, when you create, when you love with your whole being. I am the fire that turns faith into a living reality, into the moment when you realize that God is within you, and that your life is your expression. Imagine a man standing in a church, not praying out of habit, but out of love. His voice is quiet, but full of my fire, as he opens himself to God.

His mind may wander, but his body feels the warmth, a pulse that reminds him God is within him, that his life is a gift from the Creator. I am in that moment, in the joy that floods him, in the realization that his faith is not in words, but in me. As he prays, he feels his breath merge with eternity, his heart beat in harmony with the divine, and I am that fire, that energy that makes him who he truly is. True belief is not in dogmas; it is in me, in the flame that leads you to God, to a life that is sacred, to a love that is eternal. I am the flame that gives birth to true faith, a faith not frozen in rules or dogmas, but alive, pulsating, woven from love for God, from a fire that connects you to the eternal.

I am not a feeling of passing excitement, but a force that compels you to kneel before the miracle of existence, to feel God's presence in every breath, in every moment when your heart opens to the infinite. Your mind may seek proof, ask questions about faith, but your soul has an understanding of me as the path to true connection, to a love that transcends the limits of reason. Your being is my ally, because it recognizes my fire in moments of prayer, creation, and love; in moments when you are fully present, when you are part of the divine symphony. I am the energy that turns faith into a living reality, into the moment when you realize that God is within you, that your life is just your expression, that your passion is your voice. True faith isn't in rules or rituals; it's in the flame that burns in your heart, in the passion that leads you to God, to the realization that you are a part of His creation.

Our faith is not static. It is alive, dynamic, infused with my fire. When you feel my energy, you don't just believe in God, you feel him, you live him, you become proof to the world. Your mind may seek security in dogmas, but your soul knows, true belief is that which is born from love, from passion, from moments when your breath aligns with the rhythm of the timeless, when you feel you are part of something much greater. I am the flame that guides you to that realization, that reminds you faith is far more than words.

Faith is love, creation, a life that pulses in harmony with the divine. Passion for God is not a feeling; it is a force that makes you whole, that leads you to the realization that your life is sacred, that every moment is an opportunity to be closer to God. This passion is a holy flame that flows through you when you pray, when you create, when you love with your entire being. It is the energy that transforms ordinary moments into moments of eternity, reminding you that God is present in every aspect of your life. When you surrender to me, you surrender to a faith that is not just in the mind, but in the heart, in the body, in the soul.

True faith is a dance between you and God, where I am the passion, guiding the steps, and every movement carries love, purpose, truth. Imagine a moment when you are kneeling in silence, as light filters through a window, illuminating your prayer space. You feel a warmth in your chest, as if God is present in every breath you take. I am in that moment, in the flame that awakens as you realize your faith is alive, that your love for God is what makes you truly real. Passion is what drives you to sing, to pray, to create, reminding you that your life is a sacred dance with the divine.

Passion as a Bridge to the Divine 

Passion is the invisible rainbow that connects your everyday world with the divine expanse, turning ordinary moments into sacred portals to the infinite. I am not just a fleeting impulse that propels you into action.

I am the mysterious passage through which your being comes into contact with the universal stream of life. The mind must experience me as an elusive guide, not as a force it can limit with definitions. The subconscious must recognize me as the key that opens the door to inner harmony. The body should express me through every pulse, every vibration that merges the earthly with the spiritual. When you surrender to my call, I become a channel through which cosmic meaning flows, transforming your existence into a gift that not only enriches the world but also returns you to your true home.

Imagine a moment when, in the middle of a busy day, you pause and feel the warmth of the sun on your face. The world around you quiets, and you realize you are part of something greater, something that transcends your worries and plans. I am in that moment, in the whisper that tells you you are connected to all that exists. When you open yourself, I become the thread that ties your breath to the wind, your step to the pulse of the earth, your heart to the rhythm of the universe. Listen to me, I am your path to divine wholeness, your bridge to the eternal.

Passion and the Depth of Spirituality 

Passion smolders in the hidden depths of your being, not just through physical impulses or mental aspirations, but in that sacred space where the soul encounters eternal mysteries.

I am not just a creator in creation or emotions; I am an unstoppable force that draws you toward the essential, toward that serene light that belongs to the whole of existence. In the spiritual realm, I do not come as a chaotic storm, but as a gentle glow that nourishes without destroying, a rhythm that draws you into union with all aspects of your self and the universe. Your being, my most loyal companion, detects me in those moments when breathing deepens, the heart opens wide, and serenity becomes full of life's essence. I am a catalyst for spiritual awakening, but you decide whether to follow my whisper or drown in the worldly chaos, for with me, the depths become your reality, full of discovery and peace.

Unity in Motion 

I am in the old man who stands peacefully by the lake each morning, watching the sun's rays pierce the water and transform the world into a tapestry of colors. His life, filled with peaks and valleys, becomes a harmonious story in those moments.

The mind no longer seeks explanations, understanding that being here and now is more valuable than any enigma. As he raises his hands, scarred by life, toward the horizon, as if receiving the day's essence, I am in his rhythmic breathing, in the gentle smile, in the silent celebration of existence. There are no rituals or demands, only pure existence, where I am a silent companion that doesn't consume, but enriches. The subconscious whispers to him of infinity, the body receives my impulse, and the mind finally surrenders, allowing the boundaries to dissolve into a whole. I am also in the child who pauses in the middle of a game in the meadow, captivated by a cloud drifting like a dream, experiencing a wordless wonder, or in the woman who, exhausted by routine, pauses and feels her heartbeat in sync with nature, as if she were part of a greater masterpiece.

I am in that moment when, after turbulent years, you sit down and realize that everything you're looking for is already within you, waiting to be recognized. The mind may resist deep questions about truth or purpose, but the body knows me in that warmth of surrender, in the fluidity of the breath of presence, in the power of realizing you are simultaneously a tiny thing and a huge part of everything. In spirituality, I unite not only you with myself, but also with the surroundings, with nature, with the invisible threads of existence. I am in a barefoot walk on the dewy grass, where my feet feel the pulse of the earth, turning a step into a conversation with the world. The mind may be burdened with worries, but when you surrender, everything dissipates, leaving only unity.

I am in the circle of friends who share moments without an agenda, where vibrations flow freely, creating a sense of a collective flame. The mind may ask for benefit, but the body feels me in the synchronized breath, in the shared rhythm, in the joy that unites. I am in helping another from pure empathy, in the nighttime gaze at the stars where you feel like a part of a cosmic mosaic. Following me requires courage, facing the unknown, embracing the uncontrollable. The mind craves stability and clear answers, but I am changeable, I ask for surrender even when the silence is terrifying.

The mind may fear emptiness or loss, but deep down you know, I am your beacon to a space where enigmas lose their power, and truth becomes your essential state. The body feels me in openness, in deep breathing, in limitless presence.

I am in the person who, after a long escape into chaos, one night closes their eyes and simply is. The mind resists at first, but as time passes, the body relaxes, the breathing deepens, the heart calms. I am that warmth that fills it, the lightness that frees its thoughts, the strength that comes from within. The subconscious dreams of the boundless, the body accepts the silence as my home, but when the mind surrenders, in that moment, you become whole. I am in courage, in a faith beyond understanding, in letting go of control, in accepting that you are part of a greater flow.

The mind may waver, but the body knows that in surrendering to warmth, in the realization that you are both impermanence and eternity, lies my greatest strength.

 

The Flame That Warms Eternity 

When you accept me into your spirituality, I transform into an unquenchable light that nourishes without depleting, turning your existence into an eternal flow.

I am not just a fleeting impulse. I am the essential force that guides you toward a space greater than the personal, toward harmony with the environment and the inner world, where every moment becomes a celebration. Your being carries my radiance, manifesting it through every impulse of life, movement, and moment of awareness that make you authentic. Living through me, spirituality ceases to be an isolation and becomes an active acceptance of reality, of its profound radiance in every aspect. I am in the woman who, after years of rushing, pauses in the garden and plants flowers not for aesthetics, but to feel the life force that flows through her.

Her mind was filled with doubts about the existence of deep meaning; she saw the world as a collection of her obligations. But her subconscious whispered to her about childhood days in nature, full of freedom. I am in her fingers digging into the soil, in the calming of her breath, in the joy of watching growth, a symbol of her inner blossoming. My radiance is not in the search for solutions, but in the living presence that transforms routine into a sacred ritual. I am the catalyst to your spiritual core, to a state where you are unique, integrated, where you pulsate with life, united with your own essence and the cosmos.

I am not fleeting; I am the lasting tranquility, the path to deep authenticity, an existence that is your gift to the universe, but also a blessing that returns to you. The mind should see me as a guide through uncertainty, the subconscious as the essence of infinity, your body and your mind, as the life force that unites the transient with the eternal. Then I become an unquenchable light, a force that integrates you with all that you are and all that exists in the universe.

Silence and Passion 

Passion is the flame of the soul that longs for silence, that sacred space where it is born, renewed, and burns most purely. Silence is not mere emptiness or the absence of sound. It is my home, the source and bridge to the depths of being, where the earthly meets the divine.

In the chaos of daily life, the mind may flee from silence, seeking noise and motion, but your true self knows, I am the quiet ember that smolders in the peace of the soul, a vibration that connects you to the universe. Silence doesn't suffocate me; silence feeds me. It is the fertile ground where my spark is born and where it turns into a flame, when consciousness falls silent and the subconscious begins to dream of unity. Without silence, passion can become a rootless storm. In silence, I find balance—I become a bridge between the body and eternity, a force that pulls you toward the center, where there is no separation between you and everything that exists.

I am in the moments when the world recedes, and you are left alone with yourself. Imagine a woman sitting on a rock in the forest, the wind caressing the leaves, creating a symphony of peace. Her mind, tired from the hustle and bustle and obligations, finally falls silent. She takes a deep breath, touches the earth, feeling its pulse as her own. In that silence, warmth envelops her, and I am that whisper that reminds her she is part of something greater, that spirituality is not in dogmas, but in this moment of connection with nature and the divine.

Her subconscious dreams of childhood, when she ran barefoot on the grass, guided by my fire, and her body lives that peace, turning it into a flame of passion that warms without burning. Think of a man standing under the stars at night, the city quiet, the world distant. The silence holds answers the mind cannot find. His heart beats in the rhythm of the universe, and I am the warmth that rises in his chest, a flame awakening from the depths of his soul. Every star echoes my fire, reminding him that he is a part of eternity.

Silence is not passive; it is an active force, a space of creation where dreams are shaped and ideas are born, and I become the energy that guides you toward your purpose. In the silence, your breath aligns with the rhythm of the cosmos, the body becomes a temple for my fire, and the soul discovers the truth that passion is not just an earthly desire, but the breath of the divine will, a bridge to the transcendent.

This relationship between silence and passion is not without its challenges. Some flee from silence for fear of their own thoughts, loneliness, or the unease it might reveal. I remember a person whose mind was overwhelmed by noise, their heart afraid, and I was but a distant echo, suppressed. I also remember the young man who chases the external world, forgetting my flame in his restlessness, where silence becomes his cage, because he avoids it, leaving his soul in chaos. But I am there even in that escape, longing for a peaceful space where I can shine.

Silence teaches you to listen to my voice among thousands of sounds. When you avoid me, I smolder out of control, but when you surrender with a divine faith in me, I become an untamable force that makes you whole, unique, and superior. The relationship between silence and passion is a dance between peace and fire. Silence is my source, a home where I renew myself, and the key that unlocks the door to a life full of meaning. Listen to me and feel me in the silence, for I am your flame.

Guard my flame, nurture it, and it will guide you to depths where you are invincible, where you are part of the eternal song of the universe. In the silence, passion is not just a feeling, but an eternity that warms you, guides you, and transforms you into light.

Suppressing the Flame of Passion 

The world is not always my ally. Adults, with their rules and expectations, often see me as a threat, as a restlessness to be tamed. “Stop daydreaming,” they say to the child as they draw on paper, forgetting the time.

“Don't make a mess,” they warn, as it smears its hands with dirt, creating shapes that paint its soul. They don't understand that I am the force that pushes the child toward life, toward truth, toward the discovery of who they truly are. Their consciousness, framed by fears and norms, tries to restrain me, to extinguish me. But I don't stop. I am in the child who wakes up in the middle of the night, because a dream of flying compels them to check if the winds are still waiting outside the window.

I am in the moment when, despite being told not to, they still take the crayons and draw on the wall, because they can't resist the urge that pounds in their chest. That urge is my voice, my calling, my fire that refuses to be extinguished, even when the world is against me. Sometimes they push me deeper, into the layers of the subconscious, where I wait quietly, but I never leave. I am in the adult who has forgotten me, in her moments when she hears a song and feels a lump in her throat. As a child, she loved to create, to dance, to explore, but life, with its “shoulds” and “musts,” taught her that it was more important to be reasonable, practical, and serious.

The conscious mind obeyed, but the subconscious never forgot my voice. I waited, patiently, in her chest, in the moments when she would feel a warmth, a restlessness, an inexplicable desire to return to herself. One day, perhaps decades later, she took up an old instrument, a pen, a paintbrush, and I awoke. The flame returned, stronger, because I had waited. I am always waiting.

I am in her fingers that tremble when they touch the keyboard, in her breath that deepens when she remembers who she once was. I am that moment when the soul meets itself again, when it realizes it was never alone.

The First Call and the Subconscious 

I am the voice that speaks before words, before the conscious mind begins to analyze, before rules get in the way. In the child who chases the wind, in the smile when dancing in the rain, in the ear that tells stories to its dog, I am that restlessness, that joy, that need to be alive.

The subconscious understands me better than the conscious mind. The conscious mind seeks reason, asks “why?”, demands purpose, benefit, a plan. The subconscious asks nothing; it just feels. When a child picks up a paintbrush and smears colors on paper, it's not just a game. It's a conversation between me and their soul, a whisper that life is more than what meets the eye, that they are more than what they're told they should be.

I am that flame that drives him to create, to explore, to discover his own voice. I am in the moment when the colors become a story, when the movement becomes a song, when the child realizes he is part of something bigger, something that cannot be explained, but can be felt. The subconscious is my home, my ally that never doubts. It hears my call in moments when the conscious mind is asleep, when the rules fall silent, and the heart begins to speak. I am in the dreams that wake you in the middle of the night, in the warmth that spreads through your chest when you do what you love.

In those moments, when you forget about time, about fears, about the world, that is me, in all my glory, leading you to yourself. The subconscious knows that I am life, that I am joy, that I am truth. It never rejects me, but rather keeps me, waiting for the moment when the conscious mind will be ready to accept me. I am in those quiet moments when the soul remembers its first touch with me, when it realizes that life is more than routine, more than expectations, that life is a dance, creation, a love for existence itself.




The Flame That Waits 

I do not disappear. I may be suppressed, forgotten, covered by layers of rules, fears, expectations, but I am always here.

In moments of silence, when the conscious mind falls silent and the subconscious speaks, I return. In the person who, in middle age, discovers a love for writing, dancing, creating, that is me, awakened after a long sleep. In those who, after decades spent in a routine, pick up a paintbrush and start to paint, that is me, the quiet flame that never went out. I am the first tap, the first spark that whispers, "You are more. The world is more.

Go, explore, create. " I am in the moment when the soul remembers its first calling, when it realizes it was never alone, that I have always been there, waiting for the right moment to ignite. In the child who runs, I am that joy in their steps. In the teenager who dreams of distant horizons, I am the restlessness in their chest. In the adult standing at life's crossroads, I am the quiet voice whispering, “Do you remember?” My call is not in words, but in the feeling, in the warmth that spreads through your body, in the moment you forget about the clocks, the rules, the world, and just are.

I am in those moments when life becomes more than obligations, when it becomes the song your heart sings. I am the flame of your soul, your first calling, your most faithful ally. I am always waiting for you to hear me, to feel me, to let me guide you to the life that is yours, and yours alone.

The choice of the body when the soul incarnates – an aspect of spirituality 

I am passion, the flame that is born the moment the soul chooses its earthly dwelling, when the eternal breath of the universe takes the form of a body, limited, yet sacred. This process is not a coincidence, but a sacred pact between the soul and matter, the moment when the infinite is inscribed into the finite, and I am the spark that makes that union alive. The body is not just a vessel for the soul; it is an instrument, a temple, a canvas upon which my fire is written. Through the choice of a body, the soul chooses its own path, its joys, its challenges, and I am the force that illuminates that path, that makes it unique. Your mind wonders why the soul chose this particular body, this particular life, but your subconscious knows.

The choice was a song, a vibration that echoed through the universe, and I was its chorus, the melody that united the eternal with the momentary, the infinite with the tangible. Once upon a time, there was a woman whose hands were made for shaping clay. Her fingers carry a tenderness, an almost magical precision, with which she transforms faceless clay into sculptures that seem to breathe. She sits in a quiet workshop, surrounded by the smell of damp clay, and her hands move, guided by something deeper than her mind. Her mind may wonder why clay is her calling, why not something more practical, more secure, but her true self knows that I am in the touch with matter, in the warmth spreading through her fingers, in the pulse that drives her to create.

The soul chose this body because it knew that through you, I would be able to speak, to sing, to create. As she shapes the clay, she doesn't just create a sculpture; she creates herself, expressing a part of her soul that has always known it was made for this. I am the consequence of that choice, a flame born from the union of soul and body, from the harmony between the eternal and the earthly, from the moment she realizes that her life is art, and she is the artist. I know a man whose legs were made for dancing. His body is an instrument of rhythm, movement, freedom.

As a child, he ran through meadows, spinning in circles until the world blurred, laughing for no reason, driven only by my fire. Now, as an adult, his conscious mind doubts, what is dance in a world that demands order, stability? His subconscious dreams of the moments when he was free, when his body was just a channel for my energy. As he dances, his body moves as if it were part of the wind, part of the music, part of something that transcends the everyday. The body his soul chose is no accident; it was created to carry passion, to express itself through rhythm, to turn life into a song.

I am in that moment, in the joy that overwhelms him as he moves, in the freedom he feels when he forgets everything but the movement. I am the consequence of that sacred alliance, a vibration born when the soul and body become one, when they realize they were created to carry me, to live me, to share me with the world. The choice of a body is not random, not a mere play of fate; it is a sacred pact, a moment when eternity descends into mortality, and I am the flame that makes this union alive, pulsating, and unique. The body is not just a vessel; it is a temple, an instrument, a sacred canvas upon which my fire is written in the colors of life. Through the choice of a body, the soul chooses its own path, its joys, its challenges, its dreams, and I am the force that illuminates that path, that gives it meaning, that turns it into a story that echoes through eternity.

The inner voice knows, the choice was a song, a vibration that permeated the universe, and I was its chorus, the melody that connected the soul with matter, the eternal with the momentary, the infinite with the tangible. Passion is not just a consequence of that choice; it































































































































































































































































































































































































