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Dear Reader,

You hold in your hands more than a book; you are holding a mirror. This is not the story of one life; it is the awakening of many. What unfolds in these pages is not a biography, embrace it as an invitation to remember your own truth.

This is a journey through consciousness, through the landscapes of trauma and transcendence, through the valleys of despair and the peaks of divine recognition. It is written in the language of the soul, for those who have forgotten how to speak it and for those who never stopped listening.

The author of this work, Carlos Ruben Lauthier Wendt, did not set out to write a book. He set out to answer a question that haunts every conscious being: Who am I, really? Not the name given by others, not the role assigned by society, not the identity forged in survival, but the essence that existed before words, before wounds, before the world told us who we should become.

In these pages, you will encounter raw honesty. You will witness the unraveling of a life built on false foundations, and the painstaking reconstruction of a self-anchored in truth. You will read of abandonment and awakening, of institutional cruelty and cosmic grace, of the intellect’s rebellion and the soul’s surrender.

More than that, you will feel something stir within you. Recognition. A resonance. A whisper that says: This is also my story.

Rumi once wrote, “The wound is the place where the Light enters you.” In Ruben’s narrative, you will see how every fracture became a doorway, every trauma a teacher, every moment of despair a seed of divine remembrance.

This biography is not linear because consciousness is not linear. It moves in spirals, in echoes, in repetitions that reveal new depths each time they return. The author intentionally repeats specific themes not out of forgetfulness, but out of reverence. Truth must be heard more than once to penetrate the layers of conditioning that shield us from it.

The tone you will encounter is unlike a conventional biography. It is philosophical, poetic, and sometimes sharp, what the author calls “a blade of truth.” It cuts through illusion not to wound, but to liberate. It speaks with the voice of the mystics, the prophets, the philosophers who understood that authentic teaching must sometimes disturb before it can heal.

As you read, you will recognize yourself in unexpected moments. You may feel uncomfortable, moved, or awakened. This is intentional. This work was written to provoke remembrance, not to provide comfort. It was written to ask you questions you may have been avoiding, and to offer silence where you expected answers.

The journey begins in Puerto Varas, Chile, in 1950, with a child born into rejection. It spirals through a naval academy and existential crises, through Australian exile and spiritual awakening, through the death of false selves and the birth of authentic presence.

And ultimately, it arrives here, at this moment, where you and the author meet in the space beyond words, in the silence that speaks louder than any doctrine, in the remembrance that you are not who they told you to be.

Welcome to this journey. Welcome to yourself.

The Universe has brought you here for a reason. It is time to stop asking who others think you are and start remembering who you have always been.

​​
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I, Carlos Ruben Lauthier Wendt, was born in Puerto Varas, Chile, on July 5, 1950, at 5:30 in the evening, a baby, a child without a home, rejected because of my mother's illnesses and the terrifying, despotic nature of my father. Now, at seventy-five years of age, those images remain vivid and alive in my memory, not as scars that have healed, but as experiences that stand as living testimonies to the architecture of consciousness itself.

I learned early to accept what could not be changed and to flee when necessary, always protecting my older brother. These were not conscious decisions at first; they were survival mechanisms encoded in my nervous system before language could name them. Before I understood the concept of family, I understood the sensation of being unwanted. Before I learned the word “love,” I knew the weight of its absence.

I should start without rehearsed introductions and jump directly into reality. Belt up, as they say. Prepare yourself, because what follows is not a polished narrative designed to inspire false hope or manufactured wisdom. What follows is truth, unvarnished, uncompromising, and unafraid.

From my earliest years, I witnessed the contradictions of human nature, the shadows lurking behind well-structured words and rehearsed smiles. Society teaches us to present a face to the world, a mask of acceptability, while our true selves wither in darkness. I saw this early, and I refused to participate in the deception.

I still recall the phrases they used, even after seventy-three years: “What do we do with this one now?” or “Where should we take him this weekend?” These were not questions born of concern; they were logistical problems to be solved and administrative tasks to be managed. I was not a child to be nurtured; I was an inconvenience to be relocated.

The intellect remembers emotions well; it stores them with precision, catalogs them, and retrieves them when triggered. And my intellect was sharp from the beginning, as I observed, recorded, and analyzed. I saw what others refused to see. I accepted and learned from every experience and dealt with them in the best possible way. It was like owning a vast library without knowing how to read the information it contained, a library whose knowledge was inaccessible through conventional means.

I felt what no one dared to touch. I did not hide it or apologize for it. I accepted it as part of life, as part of the human experiment I had been thrust into without consent. My mind searched for answers beyond the reach of the adults around me, who seemed content to repeat patterns without ever questioning their origin or purpose.

I studied behavior with the intensity of a scientist. I questioned authority with the fearlessness of one who has nothing left to lose. I rebelled against the false morality disguised as education at a very early age. They called me a “naughty boy,” a label that complicated my mental understanding even further, because I knew I was not naughty. I was awake. And in a world that values obedience over awareness, awareness is the greatest transgression.

Illness came early as well. At age six, I contracted whooping cough, which evolved into pleuritis. I was isolated from all human contact, confined to a dark room for three months, alone with my body’s rebellion and my mind’s relentless questioning. My health remained delicate for six months or more, a period during which I frequently separated from my sense of self. My body and my intellect disconnected, operating as independent entities, in other dimensions.

In those altered states, I saw, felt, and touched an entirely different reality. I saw my body and the place I occupied from above, as if observing through a glass ceiling. I witnessed physical reality from another dimension, a perspective that conventional understanding cannot encompass. This “activity” repeated itself throughout my life, uninvited and undeniable.

The materialist worldview asserts that consciousness arises from the brain, suggesting that we are merely biological machines with an illusion of awareness. However, I knew from childhood that this was not true. I had experienced the separation, the observer witnessing the observed, the consciousness that exists independent of the physical form.

Did anything like this happen in your childhood? Have you ever stood outside yourself, watching your own existence from a vantage point that should not exist? If so, you understand what I am describing. If not, you may dismiss it as fantasy, as the fever dreams of a sick child. Dismissal does not erase the truth; it merely reveals the limitations of those who refuse to see it.

Society does not tolerate those who think differently. This is not a new observation; philosophers from Socrates to Galileo to Tesla have faced persecution for challenging consensus reality. I grew up under merciless rules, in an environment where obedience mattered infinitely more than understanding, where conformity was valued above individuality, where silence was safer than speaking the truth.

Between physical punishment and emotional threats, I learned to observe in silence, to protect myself in the solitude of my thoughts. The body could be controlled, while the mind remained sovereign. Knowledge became my refuge, a desperate search for meaning amid chaos, for pattern amid randomness, for light amid the darkness of institutional cruelty.

I began reading in secret around the age of nine and jumped between Buddhist texts, Islamic teachings, Christian doctrines, and ancient philosophies. I was searching for the common thread, the universal truth that different traditions express in different languages. I was seeking the essence beneath the form, the consciousness beneath the conditioning.

I particularly remember Father Larraín, a teacher of religion who possessed the remarkable ability to visit bars and brothels with equal enthusiasm. I, being a naughty boy with eyes that saw too much, observed him retreating to his dwelling with ladies of the congregation. I concluded they must have sins to confess in private, sins that required personal attention behind closed doors.

While philosophy was interesting, what the priest was doing was more instructive. I read Socrates and absorbed sentences from Plato, like: “An unexamined life is not worth living,” “The measure of a man is what he does with power,” and “Ignorance, the root and stem of all evil.” I consumed Pablo Neruda, who wrote, “You can cut all the flowers, but you cannot keep spring from coming.”

I found no satisfying answers in any of the texts. It was better to look at the night sky, watching unidentified flying objects traverse the darkness, reminding me that reality is far stranger than any religion admits. There was no logic in human responses, in religious doctrine, or in philosophical arguments. I had more than philosophy to discover; I had reality itself waiting to be experienced directly.

One concept persisted throughout my childhood, returning like a faithful companion: divinity and the profound statement “I Am.” It was the only relief from the harshness of physical existence, the only sanctuary in a world of cruelty. I spoke with someone who gave me strength, an ever-present being who offered security when everything else seemed to pose a threat.

I discovered I was not alone in my silence and loneliness. As I grew older, I recognized five distinct entities that provided constant support. I saw them clearly, spoke with them in an internal dialogue, and felt their presence as tangibly as I felt my own body. Can you imagine that? Did something similar happen to you?

Have you ever questioned mental logic with your intellect’s learned experiences? I mentioned this once or twice, which was already too many, as the answers were more than scary. The adults responded with horror, with threats of psychiatric intervention, with accusations of demonic influence. So I learned to keep silent, to protect my inner life from those who would seek to destroy what they could not understand.

I trusted these entities completely because their teachings made sense, a coherence that human instruction lacked. Years later, that certainty evolved and became the foundation of my work. The exploration of multidimensional consciousness and the quantum entanglement of observer and observed ceased to be abstract ideas and became my lived reality, my daily experience, my way of being in the world.

There are no adequate words to explain the understandings and concepts of God in my life; they are as natural to me as breathing. Have you had similar experiences? What was most meaningful in your youth?

For me, adapting to society, family, and the system was a deeply complex process, built on truths that shifted depending on who enforced them and why. My family was harsh, confrontational, and daring, a learned style passed down through generations. I do not blame anyone; they were who they were and surely had their reasons, shaped by their own traumas and limitations.

I practiced those same harsh patterns, perhaps out of revenge, perhaps out of ignorance, perhaps out of competitive survival within an unforgiving social structure. I was educated under a rigid system: no forgiveness, only punishment and threats. That was my reality, and I learned to navigate it with whatever tools I had.

It is what I came to learn in this life as a human being. And I conclude, with certainty born of direct experience, that I have lived many lives before, not two or three. The memories surface unexpectedly, fragments of other times, other places, other versions of myself learning the same lessons in different contexts.

My academic achievements were not remarkable by conventional standards. I attended a German school in Chile for primary and secondary education, learning just enough to move forward. Latin and German studies at a private school provided insight into communication, though I did not fully master either language. Languages remained tools, not treasures, means of exchange, not ends in themselves.

At fifteen, due to my father's decisions, I was “imprisoned.” I use this word deliberately because weeks would pass without leaving the Naval School, a rigid, unforgiving institution where I completed both secondary and higher education under conditions that can only be described as punitive.

​​
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At the age of fifteen, I was inducted into the Chilean Naval Academy. It was not a calling; it was incarceration disguised as opportunity; imprisonment dressed as honor. The Naval Academy operates under the motto “Por la razón o la fuerza” (“By reason or by force”); in practice, it leans overwhelmingly on force. Reason is reserved for propaganda; force is the daily reality.

The Chilean Navy represents a system that borders on institutionalized cruelty. Rigid schedules designed to break individuality. Illogical hierarchies that reward compliance over competence. Punishments without compassion, designed to correct and dominate. In that environment, survival became my only strategy, my singular focus, my consuming obsession.

I buried myself in studies, in sports, in any activity that offered even a moment of respite, of breath, of escape from the suffocating reality of institutional control. I learned to exist in a state of perpetual survival mode: do not think, do not feel, do not question, survive.

The chaplain, a man my family knew, took an interest in reshaping my concept of God. We spent long hours in theological debate, conversations that saved my sanity during those dark years. He loved my logic, appreciated my questions, and often admitted with admirable honesty that he had no answers to offer.

Who was molding whom in those exchanges? He would often say, “Next time, I’ll bring you a response,” but when he arrived next time, he had more questions. My questions were simple in form, yet devastating in implication: If God is omnipresent and lives in heaven, then He is not here. But if He is everywhere, then this must be heaven too. So, where is He really?

These were not academic exercises. I was a fifteen-year-old boy trying to reconcile the concept of a loving God with the reality of institutionalized abuse, trying to understand how divinity could exist in a world designed to crush the human spirit.

I devoted myself to academics and athletics with single-minded intensity. The education was excellent by any objective measure. I excelled in mechanical engineering, navigation, and ballistics. The intellectual content was rigorous and comprehensive. However, the environment was toxic, filled with arrogant superiors, bullies who used their rank as a license for cruelty, and a culture of sarcasm without mercy.

I learned by doing their work, by taking on tasks beyond my station, by demonstrating competence that threatened those above me. It was easy for me to achieve academic excellence, and it was also endless. I had little time for myself, for reflection, for the inner life that sustained me.

[image: ]In sports, I found a rare outlet for the energy that had nowhere else to go. Track and field. Rowing. Physical exertion as meditation, as prayer, as the only acceptable form of rebellion. At the age of eighteen, I won a national gold medal in the Shell 8 rowing competition. I represented the Naval Academy in the South American Rowing Championships in Peru and Uruguay, carrying the flag of an institution I despised, even as my body performed feats my spirit could barely witness.

In the military ceremonial structure, I became an apprentice “Tambor Mayor,” the lead drummer, the ceremonial figure who marches at the front of the formation. That was too much, another burden, another performance, another mask to wear.

My days began at 5:00 a.m., from June through November, with rowing practice in the bay of Valparaíso before breakfast. The cold water, the rhythmic pull of the oars, the silent communion with dawn, these were my moments of peace. Evenings ended at 7:00 or 8:00 p.m. in mandatory study halls, under fluorescent lights that hummed with institutional authority.

At nineteen years of age, my body finally rebelled against me. I collapsed. Two weeks in the Naval Hospital, my system shutting down from exhaustion, from the relentless pressure, from the impossibility of maintaining the pace they demanded. Six months later, I recovered physically. Spiritually, I was broken. I threatened to leave if they did not release me voluntarily, or I would escape by any means necessary.

On May 20, 1970, after multiple interviews with admirals, directors, and corrupt officials who saw me as a problem to be managed, they finally accepted my discharge. It was not granted out of mercy or understanding; it was given because I had become more trouble than I was worth, a liability rather than an asset.

On June 13, 1970, Australia adopted me with open arms. A nation gave me what my family never could: welcome, rights, potential citizenship, and most precious of all, open doors. For the first time in my conscious life, I saw the possibility of building my own doors, creating my own path. A path without a predefined destination. A path without chains. Chains that had wounded me from the moment I first became conscious of my own existence.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

THE CHAINS THAT SHAPE US
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"We arrive naked, and leave dressed in someone else's idea of who we were."

Let us examine this truth with unflinching clarity: we do not enter this world with beliefs, prejudices, or predetermined identities. We arrive as pure consciousness, naked awareness wrapped in flesh. And then the conditioning begins, layer upon layer of should and must, of right and wrong, of acceptable and forbidden.

I was born into rejection. Not metaphorically, not as poetic exaggeration, but literally. A child without a home, without welcome, without the warmth that every infant requires for healthy development. My mother was ill, though whether her illness was the cause or effect of her circumstances remains unclear. My father was a man of fear and fury, ruling through intimidation, creating an atmosphere of perpetual threat, never with time to play.

I learned early that survival meant silence, that protection meant running, that safety was something you created for yourself because no external authority would provide it. I ran often, for my brother, for myself, always moving, always escaping, never settling into the false security of acceptance.

From the beginning, before language could articulate what I perceived, I saw what others refused to see. I felt what others successfully buried. My mind operated as a vast library of truths I could not yet read, but I knew they were there, waiting for me to develop the capacity to access them.

I questioned everything: authority structures, moral frameworks, religious doctrines, and even the very nature of love itself. I did not rebel to destroy for destruction’s sake. I rebelled to understand, to penetrate the surface of things and grasp the essence beneath.

Philosophers throughout history have recognized this pattern. Socrates was executed for asking questions that threatened social stability. Bruno was burned at the stake for perceiving truths that contradicted dogma. Galileo was imprisoned for observing what the Church insisted could not exist. The pattern repeats: consciousness that sees beyond consensus reality must be suppressed because it threatens the structures that depend on collective blindness.

I will repeat myself throughout this narrative, as I often will throughout the book, to ensure the message penetrates beyond intellectual understanding into cellular recognition. Illness came early, not just physical illness; it was an existential crisis. I separated from my body, from my intellect, from my sense of continuous self. I entered other dimensions, not imagined, not hallucinated, very real. I saw what is, beyond what appears to be.

I felt the presence of something vast and intimate at once. I called it “I Am,” the divine declaration that precedes all names, all forms, all manifestations. It spoke to me across the void. It guided me through the darkness. It never abandoned me, even when every human relationship failed.

Society punishes difference with systematic cruelty. I was taught to obey without question rather than to understand the reasons behind the commands. I was beaten into silence, threatened into conformity, molded through violence into an acceptable shape. But something in me refused to break entirely. Something preserved its integrity despite all external pressure.

I found refuge in knowledge, not in the approved curriculum. I did it in secret knowledge, forbidden wisdom, the texts and teachings that threatened established power. I read in secret, by candlelight, under the covers, in stolen moments, absorbing Buddhism, Islam, Christianity, ancient philosophy, mystic poetry, and revolutionary thought.

I searched desperately for logic in a world built entirely on fear. I found none in conventional sources. Every system of control ultimately relies on the threat of punishment, the promise of reward, and the manipulation of hope and fear. None of it made sense. None of it cohered. None of it reflected the more profound truths I could sense.

The chains that shaped me were invisible but heavier than iron. Chains of expectation. Chains of inherited trauma. Chains of cultural conditioning. Chains of language itself, which give us the power to name reality but simultaneously limit our perception to what can be named.

Breaking these chains would become my life’s work, not just for myself, and somehow, for all who feel their weight and long for liberation.
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​​REBUILDING IN EXILE
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"Australia didn't save me. It gave me the space to save myself."

I arrived in Australia in 1970 with the accumulated weight of my past and an almost feral hunger to begin again. The silence here was qualitatively different from the Chilean silence, less threatening and more spacious, offering room for breath, thought, and choice.

Trauma does not vanish with geography. Anyone who has experienced deep psychological wounds knows this truth: you can change continents; the pain travels within the luggage, encoded in our nervous system, embedded in our reflexes, recurring in our dreams. I was still running from the Navy, from my family, from the ghosts of Chile that whispered in Spanish during sleepless nights.

Yet something in me knew, with the certainty that precedes rational understanding, that if I did not stop running, I would never truly arrive anywhere. Running can save our life; it cannot build one. Survival is necessary, yet somehow insufficient. At some point, survival must evolve into living.

I worked multiple jobs, including construction and factory work, as long as they paid a decent wage and didn’t ask too many questions about my credentials or background. I studied English in a workplace environment where insults for not “speaking English” made learning slow and humiliating. Every mistake was an opportunity for mockery. Every mispronunciation invited contempt.

I questioned everything, including my decision to come here, including my worthiness to occupy space in this foreign land. I built a life from fragments: a job here, a room there, an acquaintance who might become a friend if enough time passed without betrayal.

I found people who saw me not as a threat or a problem to be managed; I found those who saw me as a possibility to be explored. These encounters were rare and precious, moments of genuine human connection in a landscape of isolation. I began to speak, not merely to survive through basic communication, I dared to be heard, to express the complexity of what existed within me.

Australia was not a paradise. Let us dispose of that romantic notion immediately. It was a crucible, a testing ground, a harsh teacher. I faced racism, the casual kind that expresses itself through jokes and exclusions, and the overt kind that expresses itself through threats and violence. I faced isolation from being foreign in every sense: linguistically, culturally, and spiritually.

I also found mentors who recognized something in me worth cultivating. I found books that spoke to my condition, that addressed questions I had not known how to formulate. I found moments of grace, unexpected kindnesses, synchronistic encounters, and doors that opened precisely when I most needed passage.

I learned that healing is not a destination you arrive at and then remain in permanently. Healing is discipline, a daily practice, a continuous choice to engage with our wounds rather than flee from them. Within two years, I had adapted not just to the language and customs; I had moved into a new way of being. I learned to respond with grace and dignity to situations that once triggered rage or despair. My talents were finally recognized and rewarded.

I started to write, not for publication, not for others. I wrote for fun, to myself. Writing became a tool of sense-making, a method of giving shape to chaos, of transforming pain into narrative, of reclaiming the story that had been written for me by others without my consent.

The act of writing is profound beyond its practical utility. When you write your own story, you become the author rather than the character. You shift from being a passive recipient of circumstances to an active creator of meaning. Slowly, through countless pages filled with confusion and clarity in equal measure, I began to see the outline of who I might become, not who I had been forced to be, but who I was moving toward, who I chose to be.

This choice is the essence of freedom. Not freedom from consequence or limitation, but the liberty to define meaning, to assign value, to determine which aspects of our past will shape our future and which we will leave behind like old skin shed by a growing serpent.

Australia gave me geography. I gave myself the possibility.
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​​THE VOICE BEYOND THE NOISE
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"I didn't find God in a church. I found Him in silence, in suffering, in the space between thoughts."

I finally encountered a different understanding of divinity, one that was not the anthropomorphic figure in heaven with a white beard, meting out punishments for every perceived sin. The religious concept of God had always struck me as deeply hypocritical: “I love you,” the doctrine claims, “but I will destroy you eternally if you disobey me.”

What kind of love threatens? What kind of divinity requires worship? What sort of consciousness demands acknowledgment? These questions exposed the fundamental flaw in conventional theology, which projects human insecurity onto the infinite, human need for control onto the transcendent.

A genuine religious teaching would emphasize the “God within” as the immanent divine, consciousness recognizing itself, awareness awakening to its own nature. Even my friend Jesus of Nazareth called out the hypocrites with double tongues, profiteering through false teaching, constructing elaborate systems of control disguised as spiritual guidance.

Can you sense my frustration, which began when I was six? (Not years, tears. The age when crying becomes unacceptable, when boys are taught that emotions are weakness, when the authentic self must be hidden to survive.)

Australia gave me room to breathe. It was silence that gave me room to listen, not to external voices offering guidance, but to something deeper, something ancient, something that had always been present, patiently waiting for me to stop running, stop performing, stop trying to survive long enough to actually live.

I began to experience what others call mystical, although I dislike that term because it implies something exotic or rare when, in fact, it is the most natural thing in existence. I did not seek these experiences; they found me. In moments of stillness. In dreams that felt more real than waking life. In the ache of longing for something I could not name.

I felt a presence. I felt truth without content, awareness without object, existence without separation. I felt “I Am,” that statement that had whispered to me since childhood, now roaring with unmistakable clarity, undeniable recognition, and absolute certainty.

I studied the mystics who had walked this path before me: Rumi, who wrote, “The wound is the place where the Light enters you.” Teresa of Ávila, who described her soul’s journey toward divine union with unflinching honesty. Meister Eckhart, who proclaimed that “God is at home; it is we who have gone out for a walk.” The author of A Course in Miracles, which took me fourteen months to read,365 lessons, some of which corrected the confused doctrines I had been force-fed in childhood.

I saw my own journey reflected in their testimonies. The stripping away of ego. The surrender to something greater than personal will. The paradox of being simultaneously nothing and everything, separate and unified, individual and universal.

Religion had failed me, as it most likely has failed many, though you may not admit it even to yourself. Institutions had betrayed the very truths they claimed to preserve. And what about divinity? The divine never left. I am not the personal me with its history and wounds; I AM, consciousness itself that exists in the breath, in the question, in the unbearable beauty of existence that sometimes breaks through the noise of survival.

I did not need a priest to intercede between my awareness and the infinite. I did not need doctrine to tell me what I could directly experience. I needed the presence of the capacity to be fully here, fully now, fully awake to what is rather than lost in what was or anxious about what might be.

I began teaching, although I never sought the role or claimed any authority over it. Not doctrines, which fossilize truth into dead forms. Not answers, which satisfy only the surface mind while leaving the more profound questions untouched. I love showing that awareness is the capacity to see clearly, to feel completely, to exist without the protective armor we construct against reality.

I helped others see what they had forgotten: that they were not fundamentally broken, not irrevocably damaged, not alone in their struggles. That they were not their pain, not their trauma, not their history. I did this work always in silence, without being noticed, quietly, almost whispering so as not to attract attention or invite the punishment that had always followed visibility.

Remember I said that physical and emotional pain shape us for life? The early wounds create grooves in consciousness that become the default pathways for all subsequent experience. Now, with support that cannot be shaken and understanding that cannot be diminished, I have no mercy for bullies, hypocrites, and liars, not in the sense of seeking revenge, but in the absolute sense of refusing to pretend that their behavior is acceptable, normal, or inevitable.

This was not a conventional career. It was a calling, a remembering, a return to what I had always known, never forgotten. Service without compensation. Teaching without credentials. Healing without license. The work that must be done regardless of recognition or reward.
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​​THE MIRROR AND THE FLAME
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"I don't heal people. I help them remember who they are."

I never set out to become a teacher. That was not my plan, nor was it my ambition, nor was it my goal. I set out to survive. However, when survival is approached consciously rather than reactively, it naturally evolves into a form of teaching. Those who learn to navigate darkness become guides for others still lost in it.

People began to come to me not seeking answers, because answers are cheap and plentiful, but seeking presence. They came for the space to be seen without judgment, for the courage to face their own silence, their own wounds, their own truths. They came to find in my eyes a reflection of their own divinity, temporarily obscured by trauma and conditioning.

I taught in unconventional settings: living rooms where vulnerability felt safe, churches willing to host unorthodox perspectives, parks where nature provided a sanctuary that institutional religion could not, and quiet corners of the world where truth could be spoken without institutional filtering.

I spoke of awareness, the capacity to observe without judgment, to witness without identification, to see clearly without the distortions of desire and fear. I talked of breath, the most fundamental and overlooked teacher, the constant companion, the bridge between consciousness and unconsciousness, the reminder that life exists only in the present moment.

I spoke of the stillness beneath the chaos, not as something to be achieved through technique or practice, but as what we already are when the noise finally subsides. Not a destination, an act of recognizing. Not an attainment, an invitation to remembering.

I did not offer salvation, which would be arrogant and false. I offered attention, the rarest gift in a world of distraction, the most healing force in a culture of fragmentation. And that, I learned through years of witnessing, was enough. Not sufficient to erase all suffering, but adequate to transform suffering from meaningless pain into a purposeful teacher.

Healing is not a technique that can be learned from a manual. It is not a skill that can be acquired through training. It is a relationship with truth, with pain, with the forgotten self that still whispers beneath the noise of survival strategies and defense mechanisms.

I watched people shed identities like snakes shedding old skin. I watched them cry with the grief of recognizing how long they had been lost. I watched them laugh with the relief of finally coming home to themselves. I watched them collapse under the weight of truths they could no longer deny. I watched them rise with the strength that only authentic self-knowledge provides.

I did not fix them, which would imply they were broken. I witnessed them, which is what consciousness does: it sees, it recognizes, it holds space for what is, without demanding what should be. The mirror does not judge the face it reflects. The flame does not choose what it illuminates. Truth reveals what already exists. Experiences are teachers in disguise.

I became a mirror, not polished to perfection, not flawless in its reflection, an honest mirror. Mirrors do not lie. They show what is, not what we wish to see. This honesty can be brutal, especially for those who have constructed elaborate fantasies about who they are or who they aspire to be.

I reflected what people already knew in their depths yet had successfully buried under layers of conditioning, trauma, and social pressure. I asked questions with no easy answers. I held silence when words would have been easier, more comforting, more acceptable. I trusted the process of awareness itself to do its work without my interference.

Some called me a mystic. Some called me a fraud. Some called me dangerous. I did not care about labels, which are merely attempts to control through categorization. I was not building a brand, accumulating followers, or establishing an institution. I was building bridges, between the seen and the unseen, between the ego-mind and the soul, between the wound and the wisdom it contains.

This was not a profession in any recognizable sense. It is devotion, the orientation of one's entire existence toward truth, toward healing, toward the sacred that lives in every moment if we have eyes to see it. Not devotion to a deity or doctrine alone, but devotion to consciousness itself, to the divine that speaks through every genuine encounter, every moment of authentic presence.

The work continues. The mirror reflects. The flame illuminates. And those with eyes to see find their way home.
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​​DYING BEFORE DEATH
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"To live fully, you must die before you die."

Mortality was never an abstract philosophical concept to me. I felt death's breath early, through illness that separated consciousness from body, through institutional violence that threatened to extinguish the spirit, through the quiet despair that visits souls when they have been silenced too long, forced into shapes that cannot contain their true nature.

I do not fear death. What I feared was not living truthfully, arriving at the end of this existence having never fully inhabited it, having never spoken what needed to be spoken, having never become what I came here to be. That would be the real death, the true tragedy, the ultimate failure.

I began to study impermanence not as an intellectual concept but as a lived teacher. Everything changes. Everything ends. Forms arise and dissolve. Experiences come and go. Even consciousness moves through phases of expansion and contraction, clarity and confusion, presence and absence.

In that ending, in that constant dissolution, there is unexpected beauty. There is clarity that stable forms can never provide. There is freedom that comes only through releasing attachment to what cannot be held.

I sat with the dying, those whose bodies were failing, whose time was measured in days rather than years, whose final task was to let go of everything they had spent lifetimes accumulating. I listened to their regrets, their revelations, their final truths spoken when there was no longer any reason to lie. I accepted a path with a personal touch of experience, an individual experience.

I saw how death strips away the masks we wear, the performances we maintain, the false identities we defend. I saw how love, not achievement, is what remains when everything else falls away. I saw how presence becomes sacred when time runs out and every moment gains the weight of finality.

I taught people to die before they died, not physically, but psychologically, spiritually, existentially. To let go of false identities before the body forced the issue. To release the need for control before control was wrenched from failing hands. To embrace the unknown as a void that teaches, as a doorway, not as an ending but as a simple transformation.

I had practiced this enough in myself to recognize the signs in others: the moment when someone stops defending and starts surrendering; the shift from resistance to acceptance; the peace that comes when the war with reality finally ends.

There will be many who complain, “But why now? Why not when we were together, when there was still time?” My answer is simple, never comforting: I do not dictate timing. I had to build my own confidence from personal experience to ensure the teaching was clear, the understanding authentic, and the transmission reliable.

I also preached what I practiced. I let go of roles that no longer served. I released expectations that burdened rather than inspired. I loosened attachments that bound rather than connected. I learned to live in the now, not the romanticized now of spiritual marketing, but the raw now, the unfiltered now that includes grief and joy, silence and sound, surrender and strength in equal measure.

The now includes everything. The now excludes nothing. The now is always here, whether we acknowledge it or not.

Death became my ally not because I wanted to die, but because I wanted to live without illusion, without the comfortable lies we tell ourselves to make existence bearable. The most fundamental illusion is that we have time, that death is distant, that we can postpone truth indefinitely.

We cannot. Time is not our possession. Life is not guaranteed. This moment is all we have, and even this moment is already becoming memory as you read these words.

To die before death is to wake up to this truth while there is still time to live accordingly. To stop postponing authenticity. To stop waiting for the perfect conditions that will never arrive. To stop rehearsing for a life you might live someday and start living the only life available, this one, now, with all its imperfections and possibilities as encounters.

This is the teaching of every wisdom tradition, expressed in different languages: Be here now. Die daily. Let go. Surrender. Trust. Allow. Dying in this sense is silencing the intellectual mind.

And in that dying, that letting go, that surrender, life finally begins in earnest, without judgment. Survival, which we mistake for living, is not actual life. Actual life is vivid and immediate and utterly authentic.
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​​WHERE SILENCE BREATHES
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There was a moment when the Universe winked at me. I was forty-four years old. A lucid scene materialized the day silence became absence and presence, emptiness and fullness, void and mirror.

It was a heavy afternoon, the kind where the mind tangles itself in the dry branches of its own recursive thinking. My intellect, ever efficient, tried to help in its usual way: searching for solutions, imposing order, demanding logic. Amid recurring anguish, like old dialogues playing on repeat, I went out to find silence. Not just any silence, the kind that dissolves thought, the true intellectual silence that stops the perpetual motion of mental commentary.

In that tiny lapse, a fleeting image appeared. Someone passed nearby, no words exchanged, no conscious intention, that image with a vibration that paused the scene like a film stopping mid-frame. I watched with complete attention. I waited in a state of perfect receptivity. Something in this stranger resonated, then he disappeared. I lost sight of him. I searched, and in the distraction of looking outward for peace, I missed the mapless game unfolding within my own consciousness.

That scene, intimate, absurd, almost theatrical in its perfect construction, became a luminous anecdote, a teaching story I return to repeatedly. Today, I see it with tenderness for who I was then: someone chasing silence as if it were a person to be found, only to discover a reflection of myself in a very human interpretation of divine distraction.

And the magic? That memory, born on a dense day when everything felt impossibly heavy, now makes me smile. Because even when I could not find silence, I found myself searching, and that search, that longing, that movement toward truth, even when it eludes capture, is already the destination. The seeking is the finding. The question is the answer.

Can you, curious Reader, see yourself in something like this? Some vibrations shake us with thunder and lightning, announcing their importance with drama and spectacle. Others arrive like feathers or petals, soft and absurd distractions that leave us with the certainty that even in confusion, we are seeking something sacred, something worth finding, something that cannot be lost because it has never been absent.

My life has been a series of revelations, some painful enough to shatter, while others are liberating enough to rebuild. I have spent up to five days in states where I did not know where I was or who I was, lost in dimensions of consciousness that have no names in ordinary language. Pain, anguish, despair, the rebellion of an intellect that dominates what cannot be controlled, trying to understand what can only be experienced.

Today, my purpose is crystalline: to help others discover their own evolution, their own path toward emerging. Perhaps with you, through shared anecdotes and mutual recognition, not because I have all the answers, but because I know viscerally what it means to search without finding, to question without receiving answers, to live with profound uncertainty while still moving forward.

This is the beginning of an invitation to question everything you have been taught, to open doors you did not know existed. To walk through them despite fear, despite uncertainty, despite all the voices that tell you to stay safely enclosed in familiar prisons. Learn to eliminate doors, they are a created concept, never a real barrier; walk through without opening them.

Fear builds doors, solidifies boundaries, and creates the illusion of safety through limitation. Truth dissolves them, revealing their insubstantial nature and showing that what appeared solid was always transparent.

My journey has been an exploration of something simultaneously intangible and deeply personal. Since childhood, I have been drawn inexorably to the expansion of perception and spiritual knowledge, to remembering things about who I am that soothed childhood discomforts that would otherwise have been unbearable.

That memory became the thread that led me here, to this moment, to this page, to this conversation between your consciousness and mine across the bridge of written language. You have most likely heard or read somewhere the term “Akashic records,” which refers to memories engraved in the Crystalline grid from timelines we inadequately call “the past.”

Through this book, I share revelations that transformed my perception and may serve as a guide, a companion, a mirror for those seeking to expand their vision of themselves and the Universe. I do not offer answers; only the opportunity to deepen your own questions, to make your seeking more precise, your longing more focused.

Every soul has its theme, its particular note in the universal symphony. This is mine. What is yours?

Take your time. Reflect on ideas, assumptions, your inherited beliefs. Question everything, including what I have written here. Truth does not fear investigation; only lies require protection from scrutiny.
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To my youngest daughter, who understands and shares similar themes, who speaks fluently of divinity without the corruption of institutional interpretation. We have long conversations about consciousness, about evolution, about the nature of reality itself. She often polishes my ideas, grounding them, of course, with her own influences, her own generation’s way of seeing, her own fresh perspective.

To those who have listened with genuine curiosity rather than judgment. My uncle Héctor Orfanos, ninety-one years old, has lived long enough to understand that conventional answers do not satisfy the more profound questions. And occasionally, someone who wants to know more, who feels the pull toward truth even when it leads away from comfort.

To myself, to the human me who struggled and survived, who was beaten and never broken, who was silenced and kept speaking internally. I thank my body for showing me, educating me, letting me experience dimensions of existence that pure intellect could never access. I thank my intellect, which, despite trauma and adversity, remained flexible, curious, and brave enough to explore beyond the rigid avenues of the past. Now, more often in silence, it observes and learns from me rather than trying to control me. We are now together, Me, I, and myself.

To the Universe itself, to divinity by whatever name, for the intensity of experience that led me to study the Bible with fresh eyes, to read A Course in Miracles with openness rather than skepticism. That book, written by psychologist Helen Schucman, who claimed to receive it through an inner voice, helped clarify much that had remained confused. I recommend it to anyone seeking to unlearn the corrupted teachings of institutional religion while still honoring the genuine spiritual truths those institutions were initially meant to preserve.

This book is a profoundly personal project born from countless reflections, interactions, and that indescribable inner message that is not exactly a voice, it is more like knowing. A question I did not know I had asked, answered from within by something that is both me and not-me, individual and universal, personal and transpersonal.

I have studied extensively the grave errors in revised versions of the Bible, the politically motivated edits, and the translations that distorted meaning to serve power rather than truth. I have investigated the miswritten history of what it means to be human, the lies we tell ourselves about our nature, our origin, our purpose.

This is my personal understanding, my individual theme, my particular expression of universal truth. Never “this is how it absolutely is for everyone.” Truth has many faces, many expressions, many valid perspectives. What I offer is one perspective, one path, one possibility among infinite possibilities. Be aware of yours.

I thank even the erroneous teachings of theologians, professors, and close individuals whose opinions, though limiting and damaging in many ways, pushed me to write, to clarify, and to articulate what they could not or would not say. Their rigidity cauterized minds that could have expanded into a more profound understanding. And for that lesson in what not to do, I am grateful.
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​​FINAL REFLECTIONS
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Topics like “I Am,” Innateness, and Intuition are simple in essence; these topics become complex when combined with intellect, learned behaviors, and echoes of past lives that permeate present consciousness. These concepts created profound confusion in my early years, leaving me stranded between what I directly experienced and what I had been taught was possible.

I gradually realized, through years of practice and observation, that we must teach the intellect and the body to use free will correctly, not to limit freedom but to liberate it fully. Free will is not the freedom to do whatever impulse suggests. It is the freedom to choose consciously, to act with awareness, to live deliberately rather than reactively.

As for my close family? Better left unnamed. There are three I honor with explicit recognition: my youngest daughter, spiritually advanced and accepting of who I am without needing me to be different; and my father’s cousin and his wife, who provided the moral and spiritual support I never received from my parents, who saw me as I was rather than as I should be, who loved without condition.

Me? Twice divorced. Relationships built on false foundations are inevitably doomed to collapse. Better to stand alone in truth than together in comfortable lies.

The impact of consciousness evolution has kept me on the margins of friendships that required conformity, of family that demanded performance, of society that insists on normalcy as the price of acceptance. Strengthening vision and purpose has been continuously shaped by
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