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			Dedication

			For the women who rose after breaking.

			For the ones who were silenced—
yet chose to sing anyway.

			For my children—my roots and my wings.

			For my best friend and life partner in alchemy,

			who stands beside me with unwavering love,

			shielding, steady, and kind.

			Thank you for seeing me, for accepting me as I am,

			and for gently guiding me beyond my limits—

			into all that I was meant to become.
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			Author’s Note

			This is not just a book.

			This is a becoming.

			Alchemista was born from silence, from heartbreak, from the voice I buried for so long.

			It carries my journey—through lands and lifetimes, through loss and love.

			But it also carries something deeper: A remembering. A rising. A return.

			Each chapter begins with a poem—a whisper from my soul to yours.

			Each story is my truth, shaped by soil, fire, grief, and grace.

			But maybe, somewhere between the pages, it will echo something in you too.

			I didn’t write this to explain myself.

			I wrote this to set myself free.

			To alchemize pain into power.

			To turn memory into medicine.

			To let the silence speak.

			May these words meet you where you are,

			and gently guide you home—

			to your voice, your truth,

			your gold within.

			This is not the whole story. These are the moments that shaped me, the bones of my becoming. The rest will come when it’s ready.

			With love and fire,

			Elena Casaneanu
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			Invocation

			Awoken

			And now the strength and power come

			Your voice finally heard  unspoken

			All that it was has now transformed

			WOW look at this empty space

			You’re now AWOKEN

			A voice of a million silent souls

			A voice that’s been muted for so long

			But now it screams

			it wants to shout

			Let it all out

			let it be spoken

			A voice that carries love and duty

			That voice you’ve never heard before

			A voice so pure but full of power

			The voices of a million others from before

			Don’t silence now what needs to come to the surface

			You’ve got support from the unseen world

			And all the souls from times before

			So speak out now for those kept shut and muted for so long

			Awaken

		

	
		
			 

			 

			 

			“I came to turn the pain into poetry,

			the ashes into gold,

			the silence into song.”

			

			[image: ]

		

	
		
			Awake to Being

			Awake to being

			Awake to feeling

			Awake to loving

			myself and I a little more

			Life teaches you all sorts

			You have the choice

			to make it yours

			For you

			For me

			For all surrounding beings

			New pages to unfold

			on how you are going to evolve

			Today I am full of being

			Today I am full of feeling

			Today I just love more and more

			Myself

			My soul

			All that is my own

			When life becomes complexed and rushed

			a dead end will soon approach

			But a new direction now you’ll find

			Make sure it’s the one

			that makes you THRIVE
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			Chapter One

			The Soil and the Silence

			She was born among whispers. Not the kind that come from lips, but the ones that rise from roots—deep, unhurried, ancient.

			The land cradled her. A small farm nestled in the arms of Romania, where mornings smelled of hay and endings came with dusk’s hush. The rhythm was known. Seasons spoke the only language she needed: plant, wait, reap, rest, repeat.

			Her hands grew calluses before she learned to paint her nails. Her eyes knew the shapes of clouds before she knew how to dream beyond them. She learned the language of hard work through the quiet rhythm of simplicity—before sunrise, before school. Carry the water. Feed the animals. Stir the soup. No time for questions, only duties.

			Yet there was joy in the simplicity. Laughter between rows of corn and sunflowers. Bare feet in muddy fields. Summer storms and warm bread. Her favourite goats, Bobby and Betty, would bounce beside her—playful, innocent companions. She would whisper secrets to them, giggle at their jumps, and feel seen in their gaze.

			Yet even love came with sorrow. Come Easter, those same goats would be taken. Offered, butchered, served. A family tradition, an ancestral rhythm—but her heart didn’t understand it then. She cried in silence. She smiled through dinner.

			The soil taught her many truths: that everything grows, and everything is taken. That joy and grief often bloom side by side.

			And then, there were the nights.

			Nights by the fire, when her grandmother spoke. Not just stories—truths wrapped in memory. Tales of war, of hunger, of walking barefoot through fields while bombs fell in the distance. She spoke with reverence for the Germans who treated her with kindness, and with weariness for the fear that had crept through every village. But still—she survived.

			“We are made from fire and ash,” Grandma would whisper, braiding her hair. “But it is the earth that keeps us alive.”

			There were sweet memories of picking cherries from the great big tree in their garden, the whole family high in its branches, laughing, arguing, eating more than they were meant to. The cherries were for compote, a syrupy preservation of summer. But no one could resist their sweetness fresh from the stem. Even the sternest parent had cherry-stained mouths.

			These were the memories that built her—not just the land, but the lineage. Not just the soil, but the stories.

			And then—the world outside cracked open.

			December 1989, Christmas Day. Nicolae Ceaușescu—the dictator who had ruled her country with iron and terror—was executed on live television.

			She was seven years old.

			She watched it happen. The grainy screen flickered with disbelief as the man who haunted every household vanished in an instant. People celebrated. People mourned. But no one really knew what came next.

			Factories closed. Schools lost funding. Most parents lost their jobs including hers. Adults walked the streets with empty hands and emptier eyes. Her mother wept not from grief, but from panic and fear.

			They called it freedom. But it felt like chaos.

			By age ten, she had already mastered disappearance—the art of being small enough not to disturb, quiet enough not to provoke, good enough not to be punished. But the silence grew teeth.

			When she was thirteen, her sister and brother fled the country like many others, chasing the dream of a life elsewhere. A phone call came. They were in Ireland. It was meant to be the UK, but something shifted—a twist of fate, a rerouting of destiny.

			Ireland? Where the feck is that? she had thought, never having heard of it. A tiny island whispered into their lives by chance—but oh, what an emerald it would turn out to be. A place of kindness, laughter, hard beginnings, and soulful friendships. The roots of a new life were already stirring.

			She still remembers the day Princess Diana died. The news reached her soon after her brother and sister fled toward the UK—a place she barely understood, still believing Ireland and the UK were the same. Under communism, the outside world had been hidden from her; the idea of real royalty seemed like something from a fairy tale. Hearing that news as a child, she listened wide-eyed to the broadcast—not for the tragedy alone, but because it spoke of the UK, the place where her brother and sister had just gone. For the first time, the wider world was unfolding before her.

			It was the first time she truly felt the outside world in her bones. The realization that royalty existed—and that even royalty could die in the same brutal, random way as anyone else—stayed with her, shaping the way she saw the world beyond her village.

			She wept. Not only for Diana, but for the strange new truth of it all.

			In Communist Romania, the outside world didn’t exist. There was Romania, and nothing more. Controlled electricity. Propaganda alarms. Fear disguised as structure. But now, the veil was lifting. The world was bigger. Stranger. And heartbreakingly real.

			Teenage years came with sharp edges. And beauty—the thing everyone praised—became a curse. Eyes followed her. Hands tried to claim her. Rumours bruised her spirit before any boy ever touched her skin.

			And then—it happened.

			The thing girls are never supposed to speak of.

			The thing that makes everyone uncomfortable.

			He was older.

			More feared than respected.

			He belonged to the Gypsy community—

			something people whispered about in their town,

			but no one dared confront.

			He was twenty-eight.

			A grown man.

			His power was not only in who he was,

			but in the fear and silence that surrounded him.

			She was just fifteen.

			Still a girl.

			Shattered.

			She kept it a secret, but secrets burn.

			And the truth always finds its way out.

			When it did, nobody believed her.

			She became the problem.

			The liar.

			The girl with the story that made everyone shift in their seats.

			So she buried it.

			Deeper than the roots of the farm.

			Deeper than her own breath.

			When the girl became a woman, the silence shifted.

			The same eyes that once saw her as a child

			now lingered too long.

			The attention that once felt warm

			turned sharp—greedy, grasping.

			Beauty, once a gentle discovery,

			became a weapon turned against her.

			She did not yet have the words for what was taken—

			only the weight that settled into her bones,

			the shame stitched into her skin,

			the confusion curling like smoke in her chest.

			She became a stranger to her own body.

			Bullied for being too much.

			Too noticed.

			Too silent.

			Too different.

			Her innocence became a mask she could no longer wear.

			Her soul, once free like a field in bloom,

			folded inward.

			Hid in corners.

			Waited for a safer season.

			And then came death.

			First, a friend—bright-eyed, full of daring. A childhood game among the cows and cornfields ended in an unspeakable moment: a flash of light, a scream, a body falling from an electricity tower. The sky never looked the same after that.

			Then, her father—the protector, the pillar. Gone in silence. She found him lifeless when she was sixteen, and the world lost its shape. Grief became a fog she walked through for years, pretending she could still see the path.

			The farm no longer felt like safety.

			It felt like a graveyard of everything she had loved—

			and lost.

			And yet
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