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From My Soul to the World

This book was never just mine.

It was seeded by love.

Watered by loss.

And guided by the unseen hand of something greater.

It came to awaken remembrance.

To whisper to those who long for eternal, unconditional love.

To gently hold those who are grieving –

and quietly teach them

how to keep living, loving, and listening.

I did not plan to write this book.

The book asked to be written.

And so I said yes.

May it travel far and wide.

May it cross borders and languages, touching hearts and lives.

May it offer peace where there is pain,

and hope where there is doubt.

This is not just a book.

It is a soul contract fulfilled.

A bridge between worlds.

A real-life P.S. I Love You.

If it found you, it was always meant to.




Before You Begin

We never truly said goodbye.

We just learned to speak without a voice –

and love in a different way.

– Johanna

I don’t believe in coincidences. If you’re holding this book, something meaningful brought you here.

Maybe it was grief. Maybe it was your interest in deep, slightly mysterious love stories, or curiosity about what might remain when the body is gone. Or maybe it was a quiet ache underneath a life that looks whole on the surface, but still feels as if something essential is missing.

Whatever the reason, you’re very welcome here.

This book is a lived story – a memoir – but also a guide through grief, including illustrations of the most important scenes and signs I experienced along the way.

It’s a story that begins with loss and slowly opens into something I never expected to experience:

A love that didn’t disappear.

A presence that didn’t end.

And a way forward that revealed itself one step at a time.

This is also a book about listening to and following the gentle nudges that life sometimes gives you. It’s about the small, quiet but deeply meaningful moments we begin to notice when we slow down enough for it. About signs that don’t shout, but simply wait to be seen. And about learning to trust the heart when the mind has no map.

Living through all of this changed how I understand love and loss, and what it means to keep going when life breaks open. The pain of loss is part of the human experience, and that’s why it unites us. Not necessarily because the experience is exactly the same or because our journeys will look the same, but because it’s something we recognize in each other. On these pages, I share what happened to me when I allowed myself to stay present with grief instead of turning away from it – and how, slowly, a new life began to take shape – just when I thought everything was over.

You don’t need to believe in anything to read these pages. You don’t need to agree with my interpretations, or share my language for what I experienced. I know that some might call this story strange. Some might call it coincidence. Some might call it imagination. Take it as you wish, as long as it serves you.

This story is not rooted in any religion or belief system, but rather in what I noticed, felt, and lived through as my life unfolded. Most of the story happened in Rhodes, Greece, where religion is tightly intertwined with everyday life, so I have simply done my best to describe how I felt living in this culture, and how I experienced the Greek Orthodox religion and its mourning traditions as a Finnish woman.

If you’re not grieving – or if you don’t believe in signs, messages, or anything beyond the veil – that’s okay. You can simply read this as a soul-deep love story – one that didn’t end after we said goodbye. All I ask is that you bring your curiosity and your humanity.

My words may reach you in your own life – in your pain, in your longing, in your feelings of emptiness, or in your questions about who you really are, deep down.

If these pages offer you companionship, comfort, or even a moment of recognition, then they’ve done what they were meant to do. And maybe they will help you remember what a part of you already knows:

Love never leaves us in the way we fear – it simply learns new ways to stay near.

Welcome to the journey.

With love, <3

Johanna
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1. A Life That Began to Crack Open

– Before the Love Story Began

“I want to die.”

It was fall 2021, 6:30 a.m. My alarm clock rang, as it always did, and I woke up exhausted. The familiar thought of wanting to leave this world looped in my mind again – not necessarily because I planned to act on it, but because I didn’t want to get up and go to work. The weight of the world had begun to feel unbearable.

This wasn’t ordinary fatigue. It wasn’t the kind of tiredness that sleep could fix. I felt exhausted by life itself, by the constant struggle of endlessly trying to figure things out, by waking up day after day into a quiet emptiness inside me.

At the time, I was working in senior HR and leadership roles in Helsinki, Finland. I had grown up in a culture that valued hard work, external success, and the famous Finnish sisu – extraordinary determination, guts, the ability to push through, endure, and perform even when it feels impossible.

I had all of that.

After graduating from the Helsinki School of Economics as one of the top one percent of students of my year, I built a career that looked excellent on paper. I was competent, trusted, well paid, and often praised for my performance. I lived in a beautiful apartment in one of Helsinki’s wealthier areas, in a relationship that was safe and kind. I exercised regularly, dined at good restaurants, and functioned well in the world.

On the outside, my life looked stable. Even successful.

But on the inside, I was slowly dying.

If I had to describe my life at the time with one word, it would be simply suffering. And decades of it – mental, physical, and emotional.

I came from a broken home that left a deep imprint on my nervous system. My childhood was shaped by unpredictability and fear. My parents did their best, and I love them with all my heart, but their own personal struggles created an environment that never felt safe. I grew up doubting my self-worth, carrying layers of trauma and shame that followed me into adulthood.

Trauma flashbacks were the hardest. They could hit anywhere, sometimes even in the middle of a business meeting, leaving me internally collapsing while trying to appear composed on the outside. Somehow, I learned to hold myself together. No one saw the cracks.

For nearly two decades, I also struggled with bulimia and mild depression, before finally recovering in my early thirties. My eating disorder was never about food or weight. It was all about emotional regulation – numbing anxiety, releasing feelings I didn’t know how to process, and surviving the relentless stress of studies and work.

Despite years of therapy, inner work, and exploring various healing modalities, I still found myself questioning the purpose of life itself. I felt empty and restless.

If life brought along this much suffering, what was the point of it all?

Was life really nothing more than constant work, self-doubt, physical pain, injuries, heartbreak, trauma flashbacks – and the persistent feeling of being lost?

It often felt like I was living in a movie I didn’t belong to.

Deep down, I sensed I was meant to do something else – something more purposeful, something that made me feel truly alive – but I couldn’t quite grasp what it was. Over the years, I had trained to become a group exercise instructor, yoga teacher, and nutrition counselor, yet each attempt to pivot faded, and I found myself reverting back to HR: more bureaucracy, more processes, more conflict resolution, and aligning people practices with business goals.

Years of waking up at five in the morning to study, doing high-intensity exercise, and later working long hours in fast-growing organizations took their toll. By my late thirties, I had already experienced several burnouts. Each time I promised myself I would slow down, listen to my body, and choose differently.

And each time I returned to the same recurring pattern: performance, over-responsibility, achievement.

I was very good at performing.

And very bad at resting.

My unresolved traumas burned like flames inside me, whipping me to do more, be more, and simply smile through the pain. Looking back on it now, I can see that one thing I certainly did not do was love myself. I didn’t like who I was, and in many ways, I was trying to outrun that feeling through work, achievement, and being useful to others.

Performing well became a way to survive and be valued when I couldn’t value myself.

Somewhere beneath all of it lived a quieter part of me – a sensitive, intuitive part that had always been there. I had been interested in meditation, mindfulness, well-being, nature, alternative healing, and spiritual and self-development literature for as long as I could remember. My bookshelf overflowed with worn, dog-eared books I had read again and again, searching for answers to questions that never left me:

Why am I here? Who am I, really?

I wasn’t seeking spiritual enlightenment as an achievement. I was simply trying to understand life – and to find relief from suffering. By spiritual awakening, I didn’t mean converting to a religion, but rather seeking answers to life’s deepest questions, finding truth, and seeing through the illusions my mind had created.

However, this softer side of me stayed mostly hidden.

Angel cards were not the kind of thing you could bring up in a life of management team meetings, business suits, and performance reviews.

Mindfulness and yoga became my lifelines. My suffering had always been generated in my mind – by relentless thinking, self-criticism, and doubt. As Eckhart Tolle writes, the mind is a wonderful servant but a terrible master.

Mindfulness helped me see thoughts simply as thoughts – not as truth nor my identity. Yoga helped me return to my body, to just sense rather than analyze.

Slowly, I realized that it wasn’t about fixing the mind but rising above it. About discovering the awareness behind the thoughts. I wasn’t the thinker – I was the observer. The presence that noticed the mind.

I also learned that living in the past or the future created suffering. The mind prefers those places. The present moment is where its control gets loosened.

By my early forties, I had gathered many tools – enough to keep me functioning, breathing, and searching.
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When My Old Life Fell Apart

Then, in early 2022, something inside me broke.

Or rather – something opened.

After years of asking for life, or the universe, or anything that might listen, to end the suffering and show me who I truly was, something did indeed begin to shift. It felt as if my plea had finally been heard. The old version of my life that was rooted in structure, achievement, and surface-level stability began to fall apart.

In early February, I began a new consultancy project – one I was fully qualified for. On paper, it was perfect. The company imported well-known international food and wellness brands – health drinks, olive oil, raisins, tuna. The project itself focused on HR development. It had clear goals, and the compensation was good. Everything aligned neatly with my experience and interests.

And yet, already before the first day, something in me hesitated.

I remember sitting on my bedroom floor a few days earlier and contemplating this new project. My mind listed reasons to say yes. You need income. This fits your CV. It’s only temporary. You’re good at this. But underneath that reasoning, there was a quiet resistance. A subtle tightening in my chest. A question I didn’t want to fully face: What if I don’t want to do this anymore? Not just this project, but HR altogether.

In the end, my head won, as it usually did. I signed the contract.

On the first morning, I walked into the office determined to be the competent professional I had always been. The building was modern and cozy, and I felt warmly welcomed by my new colleagues as I was introduced to a few team members. We didn’t shake hands, since the Covid-19 pandemic was still ongoing.

I was handed a laptop. We discussed timelines, targets, organizational structures with one of the key people involved in the project. It all made sense and felt very manageable.

Nothing was wrong.

And yet something felt drastically off.

It wasn’t the people. They seemed polite and kind. It wasn’t the industry. It actually resonated well with my background in nutrition.

Realistically speaking, the project should have felt like a safe continuation of the career I had built.

But something inside me was resisting it.

Later that day, I had a remote meeting with the CEO. I sat alone at a large wooden desk in a mid-sized office, my laptop in front of me. His face appeared on the screen. He spoke calmly about the company’s direction, the expectations he had for my role, the strategic changes awaiting ahead.

I listened.

Occasionally, I nodded, hoping my face looked engaged.

But as he spoke, the feeling of something being off only intensified. My chest tightened. I felt immense anxiety. I felt almost dissociated – as if I were watching myself and the screen from a distance. I couldn’t fully absorb what he was saying. The words floated past me. All I could feel was a growing certainty: I cannot do this anymore.

Immediately my mind pushed back, saying:

Just do it.

You’ve always done it.

You can handle this.

Don’t be ridiculous.

I felt stuck between a rock and a hard place. My head said “yes” while my body screamed “no”.

And much to my surprise, my mind lost the battle. On my walk home from the office, I just knew I couldn’t continue – not this project, not HR anymore. It wasn’t just the project, but the entire career I had kept returning to again and again, even after burnouts, even after promising myself I would choose differently. My body refused to continue living that kind of life.

I was in shock and disappointed in myself, since I was known for my strong willpower – whenever I had decided to do something, I had managed it, no matter what the cost.

But this time, after just one day, I withdrew from the project.

Calling the consultancy company that had placed me there was one of the hardest professional decisions I had ever made. As a subcontractor, I knew I was disrupting plans. I knew it would make me look unreliable. I knew it might damage my reputation.

I felt ashamed. Afraid. Embarrassed. But I also felt something quite unexpected.

Relief.

But what I didn’t know at the time was that walking away from that project would soon give me time and room to face what had already started inside of me: a process that would rip me open internally and loosen the ego-mind’s ability to control my life. Until then, what I had thought of as my spiritual awakening had been slow and conceptual. Now it became fast and visceral.

I would come to desperately need that breathing room, because what followed was intense, destabilizing, and at times frightening.

About a month later, I attended a three-day silent retreat as part of my mindfulness training – a training I had enrolled in a few months earlier to deepen my meditation and presence practice with the idea of eventually becoming a mindfulness instructor. As the name suggests, it was literally a retreat where we practiced being in complete silence and presence for most of the time. No talking. No distractions.

The retreat was held in Kiipula, in Turenki, about an hour’s drive from Helsinki. The place was surrounded by nature, with tranquil paths nearby where we could walk between meditation sessions, the weather permitting. It was mid-March.

Most of our time was spent either sitting or lying on the floor of a large meditation hall in the main building. Sometimes we used the corridors for walking meditation, and we could also go outside. The days followed a clear structure: meditation sessions, meals, more meditation – with short pockets of free time in between. Natural light filled the hall during the day, and in the evenings we turned on the soft artificial lights.

Everything was scheduled. Everything felt simple. During those days, I didn’t need to worry about anything.

The silence was not difficult for me. I actually enjoyed it.

What felt more challenging was speaking.

Even though we stayed mostly silent, there were moments when we were invited to share briefly. Each time, I noticed an old pattern activating in my body – a sense of shame about my voice. I feared that my words might be wrong, unimportant, or somehow too much. Silence felt safe. Speaking did not.

But still, I chose to speak. I wanted to be stronger than my trauma.

On the final day, after three days of silence, we were allowed to speak more freely and pair up to share our experiences.

A man I hadn’t spoken with much during the mindfulness training program approached me and asked to be my partner for this exercise.

When he stepped closer, my heart suddenly began racing. My breath shortened, and I almost felt as if I had to slightly gasp for air. The reaction was physical and immediate, and I did my best to just observe it.

And then something even more unexpected happened.

It felt as though our hearts connected – not emotionally in the usual sense, but energetically. Something in my chest opened in a completely new way. My body reacted before my thoughts could interpret it. I remember thinking, in an almost surprised way, Aah. This is what a real heart-to-heart connection feels like.

His presence felt strangely familiar, as if a part of me recognized him – as if I had always known him. He felt safe.

Then came a brief internal flash – a sense of us together in another lifetime, married. It wasn’t a vision with much detail. There were no clear images. It was more like a powerful inner knowing – a sensation of shared history without a storyline.

It felt so real.

And yet, I smiled it off.

After three days of observing thoughts and sensations without attachment, I treated this as just another experience arising in awareness. I didn’t create a story around it. I didn’t tell him what I had felt. I simply noted it internally and continued.

Later, during the final sharing circle, each of us was invited to speak.

As my turn was approaching, the old shame around my voice rose again. My heart rate increased – this time not because of the connection I had felt with the man, but because of a sense of vulnerability. When I began to speak, there was an unexpected surge of emotion and I burst into tears.

I was crying because I felt how deeply ashamed I still was about being seen and heard. Even in a safe environment. Even after years of inner work.

And yet, I spoke anyway.

That retreat marked a turning point for me.

Not only because of the man, but because something in me had opened.

The next day I knew that a deeper layer in me had awakened, but my mind struggled to keep up with it. It wasn’t that the world had changed overnight, but that my heart had opened, and I began perceiving life differently.

My inner world became suddenly alive. Nature felt alive in a way I had never experienced before. Colors seemed more vibrant. There were moments of bliss, as if I were in love with life itself. My stomach was filled with butterflies – there were so many that I could barely sleep or eat, and I lost some weight. Music went straight to my heart, and I found myself crying, being deeply touched by lyrics and melodies.

One moment from that time still stands out to me. I was sitting on the metro in Helsinki, my mind trying to make sense of what was happening inside me. I reached for my phone, and before I could even open any apps, a song started playing on Spotify – it was Soul Mate by Flora Cash. I had never heard it before, but both the melody and the lyrics felt beautiful and deeply touching. It was a song about love – about soulmates who live together through several lifetimes, always finding each other again. I felt tears rising, and I had to stare down at the floor so the other passengers wouldn’t notice. I didn’t know why the song affected me so strongly, but it felt as if it carried an important message I couldn’t yet understand. I kept listening to it over and over again in the following weeks, letting it touch parts of me that felt as if that song was helping them open.

I also began noticing patterns everywhere – repeating sequences of numbers that started to feel charged with meaning, offering guidance, and sudden words answering questions that I hadn’t spoken out loud, and symbols of love appearing around me. Hearts. Different shades of pink. The word “love” on walls, advertisements, sometimes even in my meditations.

It wasn’t just that I saw these things. Something in me responded to them. The meaning didn’t begin in my mind – it moved through my body first. It was a strong inner resonance felt especially in my chest – an intuitive knowing even before my mind was able to organize it into words.

When I began noticing these repeating number sequences, I didn’t immediately assume I understood them, but there was a strong feeling that they carried some kind of messages. So first I started to google them. I read different interpretations. And I noticed that certain meanings landed in my body with unquestionable clarity, while others didn’t resonate at all. Over time, I began to trust that internal barometer. Later events would often confirm the interpretation that had resonated most strongly.

It felt as though I had begun hearing a language I hadn’t even known existed – this was what I later came to call the language of the universe. Not a language of clear explanations or logical sentences, but one that moved through feeling, resonance, and symbols. It spoke through the heart before reaching the head.

I felt as if the universe, the source, or a greater intelligence – not as a religious concept, but as a way of giving name to the creative intelligence that moves through all of life – had begun to move through me as well.

It was magical and strangely stabilizing, just as the ground beneath me was beginning to move.

I didn’t know whether I was awakening or losing my mind.

In truth, I was doing both.

My ego-mind – the identity that I had lived through for decades – began to collapse. My heart – and what I would later come to understand as soul – took the lead.

My relationship ended.

I left the home I loved.

My income was suddenly uncertain.

My professional identity dissolved.

It all felt like chaos.

Terrifying chaos.
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The Grief of Facing the Truth

Along with the external losses came an inner sense of free fall. I cried every day for months – sometimes for minutes, sometimes for hours. It felt like I was mourning a life, a future, and a version of myself that was dying.

It was grief over something inside me shifting so profoundly that I could no longer move through life the way I once had. It was the grief of facing the truth, of choosing to follow my heart rather than playing it safe. My circle of friends became smaller. Whatever had begun inside me after the retreat seemed to draw me inward. I didn’t have the energy to meet that many people, and I felt that no one would really understand what I was going through – myself included.

I tried opening up just once. As I sat there crying and trying to explain that something in my life was shifting profoundly, a friend of mine gently suggested psychotherapy. It was a kind response, but I knew immediately that it wasn’t what I needed. What was happening inside me couldn’t be understood – or resolved – on a mental level.

After that, I became more careful about what I shared, and with whom.

And while some connections faded, the most painful loss of all was the love relationship I had to leave behind. For I was leaving a relationship that was genuinely loving, not escaping a bad one.

We had known each other for twenty years. We had been together for over a decade. He was kind, loving, and safe – someone who had walked beside me through many chapters of my life. And in many ways, I still loved him.

But after the silent retreat, something in me changed
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