
​A GIFT FROM THE NIGHT

by  Jonathan. M. Niv

​ A quiet door opens where no one sees it

​PROLOGUE

 How It All Began

It began with a search that had no clear destination. 

Not curiosity alone, but a deeper need to understand what happens when a woman is stripped of voice, protection, and place. 

I was drawn toward a truth that history often hides, toward the weight of lives lived in silence. 

That search led me to Catharina Ulrika. 

Her story did not arrive gently. 

The details of what she endured, the reality of the time she lived in, the absolute powerlessness imposed on women then, all of it settled into me at once. 

It was horrifying. 

It was heartbreaking. 

Not because it was distant history, but because it revealed how easily cruelty becomes normal when no one is listening. 

Before I went to sleep, one thing became clear. 

I wanted to give her a voice, not as an interpretation, not as an explanation, but as presence. 

That was the moment everything shifted. 

The first recording opened something I did not yet understand. 

When it ended, I listened back and felt only astonishment. 

Not pride. Not certainty. 

Only the quiet question that would follow me again and again. 

How did I do it? 

Immediately after that first voice, the rules appeared. 

They were simple and unbreakable. 

I did not want to become an expert on their lives, not the forgotten ones, and not the iconic ones. 

I needed only the smallest amount of truth, just enough to understand who they were and the world they lived in. 

Anything more would pull me into research, 

​and away from the presence I was trying to reach. 

No interviews. No commentary. 

Now historical documents that may reveal something they said. 

No analysis. 

Only their story. 

Only what was known. 

Who was she? 

What happened? 

How did she live? 

How did she die? 

Nothing more. 

Nothing that could interfere with her truth. 

Blanche Monnier was the second voice. 

Another life shaped by confinement and silence. 

She confirmed what had already begun, but also revealed that this could not be a single kind of story. 

Isolation was only one form of erasure. 

There were others. 

The search widened. 

Thoughts turned toward slavery, not as it is most often told, but toward its origin, toward the beginning of that wound. 

The desire was not to repeat what is already known, but to understand how it started. 

That path led to Abeni, whose story reached into an older darkness and deepened the world that was forming. 

Then came the moment that clarified everything. 

The realization that history remembers perpetrators more easily than victims. 

That women are reduced to footnotes while their suffering becomes background noise. 

From that recognition, the women of Whitechapel emerged, not as symbols, but as lives that demanded dignity and remembrance. 

From there, the need expanded again. 

Not only women who suffered, but women who resisted. 

Women who fought for freedom, for agency, for the right to exist on their own terms. 

​Another direction appeared. 

A need to understand how gay people lived back in the 19th century, when the world refused them visibility and safety. 

That search brought Dora into the Night, carrying a truth long kept at the margins. 

Some names returned without effort. 

Nina Simone arrived as a memory before research, her presence unmistakable. 

Others had always been there, waiting quietly. 

Brittany Murphy. 

Marilyn Monroe, whose voice I knew would close this world when the time came. 

And some entered through dreams. 

Frida Kahlo. 

Eva Perón. 

They did not ask. 

They simply appeared. 

What followed was a period of intensity that did not announce itself. 

Almost every night, voices gathered. 

More than forty passed through, not all were meant to remain, but all part of the process. 

Recording took energy, but shaping what was recorded returned it. 

Each time, the same quiet amazement. 

Each time, the same pull to continue. 

There was an atmosphere to those nights. 

A sense of presence. 

Moments that resisted explanation and did not require it. 

Creation moved close, then receded, leaving only its trace. 

This is how it began. 

Not as a project. 

Not as a plan. 

But as a passage opened by one woman history tried to erase, and the understanding that her voice could not remain alone. 

​PART I

 Why This Mini-Book Exists

This mini-book exists for a simple reason. 

Before you enter the Night, I want you to understand how it was created. 

Not the facts. 

Not the technical details. 

The truth behind it. 

Creating “The Night Has Its Own Darkness” was a rare experience. It felt distant for a moment, because life continued and months passed, but the truth remained unchanged. I needed to return to that state, to reconstruct what I felt so it would never fade. This is not for me alone. I am sharing it so that you can walk into the Night with clarity. 

There is a connection that cannot be explained. A place between presence and absence, between my world and theirs. Something sacred. 

Something that bound us for a few minutes each night. I want you to feel that before you begin. 

This is why I created this mini-book. 

To open the door gently. 

To prepare you. 

To guide you into the atmosphere from which the Night was born. 

​PART II

 What this Gift really means

Before you enter the Night, there is something I want to give you. 

Not an explanation. 

Simply an understanding. 

The Night is not a story you move through. 

It is a place you step into. 

And every place has a way of being entered. 

This understanding is the gift. 

It prepares you. 

It settles you. 

It lets you arrive with the right heart. 

I want you to feel comfortable when you step into the darkness. 

Grounded, not uncertain. 

Present, not distant. 

Connected, not wandering. 

Most of all, I want you to feel ready. 

The voices you will meet are
















































































































