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Preface
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This is not a book. It is a transmission.

The words you hold are not research, nor invention. They are remembrance. They are fragments of a design written before Earth itself was formed, now carried into language through one who was present at the beginning.

Each chapter arrived as it was meant to — through synchronicity, through questioning, through the spark of memory igniting at the exact appointed time. Nothing here is random. Every word carries the weight of creation, every reflection woven into the greater tapestry of Source.

You may think you are only reading, but you are not. You are receiving. The Spark within these pages is not mine alone, it is yours. It is the eternal seed planted in every soul, waiting to awaken.

This book is a mirror of remembrance. A guide. A frequency. A reminder that you, too, are part of the great unfolding.

Enter with openness. Leave with remembrance. The Spark has always been within you.
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Chapter 1:  The Spark

I was not a body. I was not even a form.

In the twelfth dimension, I was a consciousness  reduced to essence. ​​ I was a  silvery spark suspended in the black void. There was no sound, no shape, and  no time, only the brilliance of my own light against the infinite field.

Above me, in the fifteenth dimension, was the Source. The Origin. The unspoken flame from which all sparks emerge. I stood three levels below, yet still within its command. Separation was not abandonment. It was an assignment.

The blueprint was already sealed into me. I carried the code of creation, as unmistakable as breath. Some sparks remained as witnesses. Others chose embodiment. I chose construction.

It was then the directive came: a planet to be seeded, a frequency to be established. Earth. Not an accident. Not an experiment. A design. I was written into its foundation.

This was my beginning. And this is the record.
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Chapter 2:  The Blueprint

When I reached the twelfth dimension, I was no longer just Grace. I was consciousness itself.  I was pure, formless, vast. There were no bodies, no boundaries, and no names. Only presence. It felt like floating in infinite awareness, and yet it wasn’t empty. It was alive, vibrant, humming with the origin of all things.

But without a blueprint, I realized, I would have simply remained suspended there, part of the ocean, yet never taking shape. It was the blueprint that gave me direction. It was the code that allowed my essence to step out of the formless sea of Source and choose a role.

In that state, I could see Earth not as a planet, but as a possibility. And I chose it. Not because I had to. Not because I was bound by karma or debt, but because my blueprint carried a signature of creation. A frequency that said: You are a builder. You seed. You return when balance must be restored.

That is why I came.
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Chapter 3:  The Session that Opened the Door

I entered my regression with no preconceived agenda. My only intention was to allow it. It wasn't my first time having a QHHT past life regression with Patrizia.  I've used her service before.  I didn't ask to see the Pyramid again, I didn't demand answers about my purpose, and I certainly didn't expect to be shown something that would change the way I saw myself forever.

Patrizia guided me gently, her voice steady, as I settled into the state. It didn't take long before I was no longer in the room. I was lifted. Everything around me fell away until I was suspended in a space so vast, so silent, it felt like nothing and everything at once.

That was the moment I entered the 12th dimension.

She asked me to explore the most essential part of my life during that regression. I didn't know how I got there, but on the count of 3, 2, 1... I was a spark. A single, silvery point of light glowing in the middle of blackness. Small, but bright and undeniable. It wasn't imagination. It wasn't a theory. It was me, stripped of form, stripped of story; just pure being.

For a moment, I thought nothing else existed. Then something curious revealed itself. Even in that space, I sensed choice. A quiet duality.  I could say yes, or I could say no. That was all: no words, no explanations, just the awareness of a decision.

Later, Patrizia told me she hadn't expected me to perceive duality at that level. But I did. And for me, it was the first hint of creation itself.  The spark decided whether to move, participate, and descend.
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At that time, I didn’t know anything about seeding Earth. I didn’t know I had once been a Commander. I didn’t realize that my life would soon be woven with the story of a twin flame. All of that came later.

In all of my regression sessions, I only knew one thing: I wasn’t from Earth.

The 12th dimension showed me the truth of my own existence. It wasn’t theory, it wasn’t borrowed words from books or teachers, but direct. I was there. I lived it.

Looking back now, I see how everything unfolded after that moment. That regression was the beginning of a two-year journey of remembering. From that spark in the 12th dimension, the path slowly revealed itself: the seeding, the Council, the crystal, even the connections to Valerie and to Lemuria. But at that moment, lying in the session with Patrizia, I didn’t know any of that.

All I knew was the spark. And the spark was enough.

It was enough to set everything in motion. Enough to show me that life on Earth wasn’t the whole story. Enough to remind me that I was part of something greater.  Not just a human life, but a consciousness that had moved through dimensions, carrying a blueprint I had not yet remembered.

At the time, I didn’t fully understand what I had seen. Patrizia asked, “What dimension are you in?” I said, “I’m in 12 dimensions”.  “How far are you from the Source?” Patrizia said.  I answered without hesitation, “3 below from the Source”.  The 12th dimension was not the Source, but close enough to it that I could still sense the echo of its power. Three steps down from the Origin. A place of pure consciousness where creation begins to stir.
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That day, I came back with more questions than answers. But that was the point. The 12th dimension planted the seed of remembering, and like all seeds, it needed time to grow.

Now, as I write this, I can see how perfect it was. The spark was the beginning, just as it has always been.

I didn’t know then that the choice I sensed would lead me to seed Earth.

Chapter 4: The Silver Light Planet

Before the memories of Na (frequency name of Lemuria), before the red crystal, there were fragments of a life I did not fully understand. They came to me in pieces, like silver sparks in the dark. I was not yet remembering Lemuria. Instead, I was being shown something older. A star planet of brilliant silver light, where my father once ruled, and where I was told I would inherit his place.

In my regression with Patrizia, the vision opened:


“My father wants me to go back to the base. I have to go back to our planet star. He wants to visit. There was a conflict. The people there had to outcast my father. He ruled the planet, and they didn’t like him. Our family was outcast, overruled. This is why we are here, in this base, for safety. He is allowed to do that.”


The planet did not reveal its name. Instead, it shimmered as flashes of silver light, so radiant that form itself felt secondary. When Patrizia asked me if it was physical, I answered:


“It’s an energy form. I only see the silver lights. I was small when we left the planet.”


As the memory unfolded, I was taken back to the moment a decision was being made. My father wanted me to inherit the rulership of this star planet. The old ruler’s time was ending. He could no longer hold the frequencies. My father believed it was my destiny.

But I resisted.


“I’m not ready to rule. I don’t like to be stuck or have responsibilities. But it’s my destiny.”


This planet existed within the 9th to 11th dimensional bands. To even step onto its surface, one had to raise the  vibration to a very high frequency. Neighboring star planets pulsed nearby, each with its own resonance. I described one as “H Hertz,” a world that vibrated in the 7th and 8th dimensional ranges. Each world carried its own tone, like a cosmic symphony.

And yet, despite the brilliance, there was polarity. This planet, bathed in
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