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Dedicated to everyone who loves the Goddess, 
and especially to my Beloveds.￼
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Introduction
Welcome, dear reader, on a journey that will touch the soul 
and open the heart. In "Dancing with the Goddess," I invite 
you to see life as a beautiful dance with the divine, a 
metaphor for the eternal cycle of birth, death, and rebirth 
that connects us all. The Goddess, in all her forms and 
manifestations, represents the sacred in the mundane, the 
holiness in every moment and every breath.
This journey is one of awakening, an expedition into the 
deepest chambers of our being, in harmony with nature and 
her inexhaustible source of wisdom and strength. It is a path 
that teaches us to embrace life with all its shadows and light, 
reminding us of the rich tapestry of experiences that make us 
human.
At the core of it all stands Love, the most powerful force in 
the universe, capable of healing the deepest wounds and 
uniting the most diverse hearts. It is Love that guides and 
transforms us, Love that teaches us that every encounter, 
every challenge, and every joy is an opportunity to come 
closer to our true essence.
"Dancing with the Goddess" is not just a story; it is an 
invitation to participate in the grand adventure of life, to 
acknowledge and celebrate the sacred in our existence. 
I invite you to take the steps with me on this path of 
connection, healing, and love. Let us dance together with the 
Goddess, and open ourselves to the wonders that await when 
we tune our hearts to the melody of the universe.
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Part 1: Ayna Hears the Call of 
the Goddess
 
1. The Call of the Forest

A
yna lived on the edge of the forest, where the wind 
whispered through the leaves and sunbeams played 
between the branches. She was a child of nature, with her 
hair as wild as the ivy and her eyes as green as the moss.
In a clearing, where ferns swayed in the wind, she met her 
best friend Eva. Eva, with her blonde curls and a laugh that 
could outshine the sun, was Ayna's opposite.
"Ayna, come dance!" Eva called, her arms wide open.
Ayna smiled and closed her eyes. She felt the wind in her hair 
and the sun on her face. The music of the birds filled her 
ears. She began to dance, her feet rhythmically moving on 
the soft forest ground.
"Do you remember," said Eva, as she jumped between the 
trees, "how we used to build huts out of sticks and leaves?"
Ayna nodded. "And told stories about the elves and fairies 
living in the forest."
"And we sang songs to the moon," added Eva, her voice as 
soft as a breeze.
They stopped dancing and looked at the sun shining through 
the leaves.
"I love the forest," Ayna whispered. "It feels like I'm home."
Eva put her arm around Ayna's shoulder. "Me too. It's a 
magical place."
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Ayna looked deep into Eva's blue eyes. She felt a deep 
connection with her friend, a bond stronger than words.
"I don't know what I'd do without you," said Ayna.
Eva smiled. "And I don't know what I'd do without you."
They embraced each other, surrounded by the silence of the 
forest. At that moment, Ayna felt happy and complete. She 
knew she would always have a home in the forest, and that 
Eva would always be her best friend.
But there was something Ayna didn't know. There was a 
secret hidden in the forest, a secret that would change her 
life forever.
The call of the goddess was soft, but Ayna could not 
ignore it.
This was just the beginning of her journey.￼
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T
he sun slowly descended behind the horizon, painting 
the sky in shades of gold and rose. The wind whispered 
through the leaves, and birds flew in formation to their nests. 
Ayna and Eva sat on a fallen tree trunk, their feet in the 
moss.
"I still miss them," Ayna whispered, her eyes fixed on the 
setting sun.
Eva nodded, placing her hand on Ayna's shoulder. "I know. It's 
hard living without parents."
Ayna was ten years old when her parents died in an accident. 
She was left alone, with only her grandmother Ilke for solace. 
Ilke was a wise woman who lived in a small house at the 
edge of the forest. She taught Ayna much about nature, about 
the power of herbs and plants.
"The forest is my home," Ayna said, her voice soft. "Here, I 
feel close to them."
Eva looked at the trees rising around them, their branches 
reaching towards the sky like the arms of giants. "Yes, the 
forest is a magical place."
Ayna closed her eyes and felt the wind in her hair. She heard 
the rustling of the leaves, the singing of the birds. She felt the 
power of nature around her.
"I know they're here with me," she whispered. "In the forest."
Eva smiled. "I'm sure they are."
They sat in silence, enjoying the beauty of the evening. Ayna 
felt peaceful, despite her grief. She knew she would never be 
truly alone, as long as she had the forest.
And she had Eva.
"Come," said Eva, extending her hand. "Let's go home."
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Ayna took her hand, and they walked together through the 
forest, the moon guiding their way. The stars twinkled in the 
deep black sky, as if smiling at them.
Ayna knew she had a difficult journey ahead, but she wasn't 
afraid. She had her friend, she had the forest, and she had 
the power of nature to guide her.
The call of the goddess had grown stronger.
Ayna was ready to answer.￼
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T
he scent of woodsmoke hung in the air as Ayna and Eva 
approached the small hut at the edge of the forest. A soft 
light shone through the windows, a beacon of warmth and 
safety.
"I'm so tired," sighed Ayna.
Eva laughed. "Me too. But I'm hungry!"
Ayna smiled back. "I've got just the perfect remedy."
They opened the door and were greeted by a snorting snout 
and a joyfully wagging tail.
"Sphinx!" exclaimed Ayna, as she bent down to hug the pink 
pig.
Sphinx was Ayna's pet, a gift from her grandmother Ilke. Pigs 
are intelligent animals, and Sphinx was the smartest of them 
all. He could recognize his name, perform tricks, and even 
follow simple commands. Ayna had named him Sphinx 
because of his wisdom and his calm, friendly nature.
Sphinx rubbed his snout against Ayna's leg and grunted 
contentedly. He was happy to see her.
"Come in," said Ilke, her voice warm and welcoming. "Dinner 
is on the table."
Ayna and Eva entered and sat down at the kitchen table. Ilke 
had made a delicious stew, with fragrant herbs from the 
forest. Ayna scooped a generous portion for Sphinx, who 
wagged his tail and began to eat with gusto.
As they ate, Ayna told Ilke about her day with Eva. She talked 
about the birds they had seen, the flowers they had picked, 
and the stories they had shared.
Ilke listened attentively, her eyes smiling. "The forest is a 
good place for you," she said. "It teaches you about nature, 
about yourself."
Ayna nodded. "Yes, I know. I'm glad I live here."
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After dinner, Ayna and Eva went to their room. They were 
tired but fulfilled. They crawled into bed and quickly fell 
asleep, with the sound of the wind in the trees as a lullaby.
Ayna dreamt of the forest, of the goddess, and of the journey 
that awaited her. She knew it would be a difficult journey, but 
she wasn't afraid. She had her friend, she had the forest, and 
she had the power of nature to guide her.
The call of the goddess grew stronger.
Ayna was ready to embrace her destiny.￼
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2. The Call of the Spring

T
he morning glow painted the sky pink as Ayna and 
Sphinx ventured into the forest. Dew sparkled on the 
leaves, and birds sang their morning song. Ayna carried a 
basket over her shoulder, ready to collect the medicinal roots 
her grandmother Ilke needed.
Sphinx sniffed the ground, his nose searching for the scent of 
the roots. He was a loyal companion, always alert and 
helpful. Ayna knew she could count on him.
They wandered deeper into the forest, along winding paths 
and over rocky outcrops. The sun filtered through the leaves, 
creating a stunning spectacle of light and shadow. Ayna felt 
the fresh air in her lungs, the power of nature around her.
When they reached the lake, Sphinx suddenly stopped. He 
lifted his snout and sniffed the air. Ayna followed his gaze 
and saw the entrance to a cave, hidden among the trees.
"What is it, Sphinx?" she whispered.
Sphinx grunted softly and then walked towards the cave. 
Ayna hesitated but her curiosity prevailed. She followed 
Sphinx into the dark cave.
The air was damp and cool, the only sounds the dripping of 
water and the echo of their footsteps. After a few meters, the 
path sharply descended. Ayna had to lean forward to 
proceed.
Sphinx stayed close, his body pressed against her legs. Ayna 
felt his warmth and reassurance.
At one point, the path became too narrow for Sphinx. He 
stopped and looked at her with his faithful eyes.
"Go ahead," Ayna whispered. "I'll find my way."
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Sphinx grunted softly and turned around. He disappeared 
into the darkness. Ayna continued alone. The path was now 
barely wider than her shoulders. She climbed on hands and 
knees, the rock wall damp and slippery.
After a long climb, she reached an open space. The cave was 
vast, with high arches and glittering crystals casting a 
magical light.
In the center of the cave was a spring, clear and pure. The 
water bubbled up and flowed into a small lake.
Ayna stared in amazement at the spring. She felt an 
irresistible force drawing her towards the water.
At that moment, she heard a soft melody. It sounded like a 
flute, or bird song. The melody filled the cave and enveloped 
Ayna in a warm bath of sound.
Ayna closed her eyes and let the music guide her. She began 
to dance, her movements fluid and graceful. She felt the 
energy of the spring flow through her body, giving her 
strength and vitality.
The melody grew stronger and Ayna's dance wilder. She spun 
and leaped, her body in perfect harmony with the music.
When the melody suddenly stopped, Ayna stood still, her 
heart pounding in her chest. She opened her eyes and saw 
that the cave was empty.
The spring had vanished, the crystals had dimmed. The only 
traces of magic were the echo of the melody in her head and 
the feeling of power in her body.
Ayna didn't know what had happened, but she knew she 
would never be the same again. The call of the spring had 
changed her, opened her up to a new world of magic and 
power.
The journey of the dancer had only just begun.
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3. The Power of the Shakti

A
yna returned to the hut, her mind full of questions. She 
found Ilke in the kitchen, making tea.
"Grandmother," said Ayna, her voice still trembling from the 
experience in the cave. "I saw something..."
Ilke smiled. "Tell me everything," she said, her eyes warm and 
wise.
Ayna told Ilke all about the spring, the melody, and the 
dance. Ilke listened attentively, nodding occasionally and 
patting Ayna's hand encouragingly.
"What you experienced," Ilke said when Ayna was finished, 
"is the power of the Shakti."
"The Shakti?" Ayna looked questioningly at her grandmother.
"Yes," said Ilke. "The power of feminine energy. It has many 
different names, in different cultures. Shakti, Shekinah, 
Sophia, Isis. But its power is the same everywhere."
"And what is that power?" asked Ayna.
"The power of creation," said Ilke. "The power of life and 
death. The power of love and transformation. The Shakti is 
the source of all power."
Ayna felt a shiver go through her body. She understood what 
Ilke was saying. She had felt the power of the Shakti in the 
cave.
"But how can I use that power?" she asked.
"The Shakti is awakened by the journey of life itself," said 
Ilke. "It's a path of initiation, with ups and downs. But with 
every step you take, you become stronger and wiser."
Ilke described the steps on the path of the Shakti in beautiful 
images. She talked about the inner journey, about letting go 
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of fear and ego, about connecting with nature and with the 
power of the moon. She talked about tantra, the sacred art of 
love and sexuality, as a way to deeper connection and self-
exploration.
Ayna listened with bated breath, fascinated by her 
grandmother's words. She felt that Ilke was entrusting her 
with a precious secret, a secret that would change her life 
forever.
"The Shakti is a powerful ally," Ilke concluded. "But she is also 
a demanding mistress. Be aware of the responsibility you 
carry when you enter her path."
Ayna nodded, her heart full of courage and determination. 
She knew the journey ahead would not be easy, but she was 
ready to face the challenge.
The Shakti had awakened in Ayna.
The journey had only just begun.￼
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4. The Hunt for Sphinx

T
he sun shone brightly on the lake, its surface glittering 
like a million diamonds. Ayna and Eva ran laughing to 
the shore, their hair flying in the wind. They jumped into the 
cool water and swam like mermaids, their bodies gracefully 
moving through the waves.
On the grassy bank, they enjoyed a picnic with colorful spring 
flowers and fresh fruits. They laughed and talked, their 
friendship stronger than ever.
Suddenly, they heard rustling in the bushes. Two young men, 
with rifles slung over their shoulders, emerged. Their eyes 
were hard, their faces tense.
"Wild boars," one of them growled. "We need to exterminate 
them."
Ayna's heart pounded in her chest. She saw Sphinx, 
innocently sniffing at the edge of the forest. He was in 
danger.
Without thinking, she jumped up and called out, "Sphinx! 
Come here!"
Sphinx looked up and saw the men. He ran to Ayna, his eyes 
wide with fear.
The men aimed their rifles at Sphinx. Ayna and Eva screamed 
in protest.
At that moment, a regal woman emerged from the bushes. 
She had long blonde hair and a cool look in her eyes.
"What's going on here?" she asked sternly.
The men lowered their rifles. "Mother," they said with 
respect. "We were going to hunt the wild boars."
Fira looked at Ayna and Eva. "And who are you?" she asked.
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"Ayna and Eva," said Ayna. "We live nearby."
Fira looked at Sphinx. "Is this your pig?" she asked.
Ayna nodded. "Yes," she said. "He's my pet."
Fira gave Sphinx a second look. "He's a fine animal," she said. 
"Pity he's a pig."
Ayna felt anger rise within her. "What do you mean?" she 
asked.
"Pigs are unclean," said Fira. "They don't belong in the forest."
"Sphinx is not unclean," said Ayna. "He's my friend."
Fira smirked. "You're a child," she replied. "You have so much 
to learn."
She looked at the men and said, "You can go. I'll take care of 
this matter."
The men nodded and left.
Fira turned to Ayna and Eva, continuing with feigned 
kindness, "I am Fira, advisor to the Trade Guild of Albon. In 
the city, you can learn a lot. You're welcome to come to the 
annual fair. It's next week."
Ayna and Eva exchanged glances. They knew they couldn't 
accept Fira's invitation.
"Thank you," said Ayna. "But we can't come."
Fira's smile faded. "Why not?" she asked.
"Because we disagree with your opinion about pigs," said 
Ayna. "And because we don't associate with hunters."
Fira's eyes narrowed. "Be careful," she said. "The forest is not 
always a safe place."
She turned and walked away.
Ayna and Eva looked at each other. They knew they had to be 
cautious around Fira. She was a powerful woman, and she 
clearly wasn't going to change her views.
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But Ayna was determined to protect Sphinx.
And she knew she wasn't alone.
She had Eva, and she had the power of the Shakti.
The journey had only just begun.￼
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5. The Cycle of Life

T
he flames of the hearth fire danced in the evening air, 
their warmth enveloping the small circle. Ayna, Eva, and 
Ilke sat close to each other, their faces softly illuminated by 
the glow.
Ayna gazed into the flames, her thoughts heavy with the 
day's events. "Grandmother," she said, her voice soft, "is all 
life sacred?"
Ilke smiled. "Yes, Ayna," she said. "All life is sacred, from the 
smallest insect to the largest tree. We are all connected, to 
each other and to nature."
Eva nodded. "But what distinguishes life from non-life?" she 
asked. "Does a stone also have a soul?"
Ilke chuckled softly. "A stone does not have a soul like you or 
I," she said. "But it does have its own energy, its own power. 
Everything in the world does."
Ayna pondered her words. "So, Sphinx has a soul?" she 
asked.
"Of course, Sphinx has a soul," said Ilke. "He is a living being, 
just like you and me."
"And do insects also have souls?" asked Eva. "Even those 
annoying wasps?"
Ilke smiled. "Yes, even the wasps," she said. "They all have a 
soul, a tiny piece of the Shakti power, connected in a group 
soul."
"So, plants have souls too?" Eva asked. "And trees as well? 
Because they create beautiful fruits with their Shakti power, 
right?"
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"Exactly," said Ilke. "Plants and trees also have a group soul. 
They are just as important as any other living beings."
"But what about Fira and her sons?" Ayna asked. "They think 
it's okay to hunt animals."
Ilke's face grew serious. "Fira is a good woman," she said. 
"But she is also a product of her environment. She grew up in 
the city, where people no longer respect nature."
"Isn't she married to that wealthy merchant, Manosh?" Eva 
asked. "He must know that hunting is not right?"
Ilke shook her head. "Manosh is a powerful man," she said. 
"But he is also a greedy man. He doesn't care about nature, 
only about his own gain."
Ayna felt anger rising. "It's not fair," she said. "Nature has so 
much to offer us, and we treat her so poorly."
Ilke placed her hand on Ayna's shoulder. "Don't be too hard 
on yourself," she said. "We are all human, and we all make 
mistakes. The important thing is that we learn from our 
mistakes and that we try to do better."
Ayna looked into the flames, her thoughts deep. She knew 
Ilke was right. They all had to do their best to respect and 
protect nature.
The Shakti power flowed through her body, giving her 
strength and courage.
She knew she could make a difference.
The journey had only just begun.￼
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6. The Wasps and the 
Vegetable Garden

T
he sun filtered through the leaves of the trees as Ayna 
and Eva walked through the forest. They relished the 
fresh air and the scent of the flowers.
In a clearing, they saw the carcass of a bird covered with 
wasps. Eva shuddered in disgust. "Get rid of those creatures!" 
she exclaimed.
But Ayna stopped her. "Hold on," she said. "Didn't 
Grandmother Ilke tell us that wasps are useful animals?"
"Useful?" Eva looked at her in surprise. "How so?"
Ayna thought for a moment. "They pollinate plants," she said. 
"And they help clean up carcasses."
"And they catch flies," added Ilke, who had just joined them. 
"Thus, they help prevent insect plagues."
Eva looked at the wasps with new eyes. "So, they're actually 
quite important," she said.
"Yes," said Ilke. "They are an essential part of nature."
Ayna and Eva continued their walk through the forest. They 
passed by the small vegetable garden where Ilke grew 
vegetables and fruits.
"Grandmother," Ayna asked, "how do you know what to plant 
where?"
Ilke smiled. "That's permaculture," she said. "It's a way of 
gardening that works together with nature."
"How so?" asked Eva.
Ilke explained how she planted the plants so they would help 
each other. The beans extract nitrogen from the air and add it 
to the soil, which is good for the tomatoes next to them. The 
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flowers attract bees and other pollinators. And the herbs help 
to repel harmful insects.
Ayna and Eva listened intently. They found it fascinating to 
hear how everything in nature was interconnected.
"Permaculture is a beautiful way of gardening," said Ayna. 
"It's good for nature and it's also good for people."
Ilke nodded. "Yes," she said. "It's a way of life that is in 
harmony with nature."
Ayna and Eva helped Ilke water the plants. They enjoyed 
working in the vegetable garden. They knew that by doing 
this, they were contributing a little bit to a better world.
The Shakti power flowed through their bodies, giving 
them strength and satisfaction.
They knew they were on the right path.
The journey had only just begun.￼
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7. Visit to the City

T
he morning glow painted the sky pink as Ilke called Ayna 
and Eva to the kitchen table. "I have a task for you," she 
said with a smile. "I need a new planting trowel for the 
vegetable garden. Could you buy it for me at the Albon 
annual fair?"
Eva's eyes sparkled. "Of course!" she exclaimed. "I've always 
wanted to go to the fair!"
Ayna looked hesitant. She thought of the haughty Fira and 
her encounter with her sons. "Are you sure we should do 
this?" she asked.
Ilke placed her hand on Ayna's shoulder. "Don't worry," she 
said. "The fair is a place for everyone. You'll see that you'll 
enjoy it."
She handed Ayna a small bag of money. "Here," she said. 
"This is more than enough to buy a planting trowel."
On their way to the city, they got a lift from Ravel, a farmer's 
son who was taking his load of pumpkins to the market. Eva 
and Ravel chatted all the way. Ayna watched them with a 
smile. She saw the sparks flying between them.
At the fair, they walked past stalls filled with fruits, 
vegetables, clothing, and handicrafts. Ayna kept her eyes 
peeled for a planting trowel.
At a colorful stall with gemstones, she suddenly stopped. A 
shimmering pendant caught her attention. "What is this?" she 
asked the young market trader.
The boy, with dark hair and eyes as warm as the sun, smiled. 
"That's a pendulum," he said. "A tool to use your intuition."
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Ayna was fascinated. She had never heard of a pendulum 
before. The boy, Omar, explained how you could use the 
pendulum to get answers to your questions. It answered by 
moving left to right or in a circular motion.
Ayna really wanted to buy the pendulum, but she didn't have 
enough money. Omar saw her disappointment and said with 
a smile: "I'll give it to you as a gift."
Ayna's eyes widened. "Really?" she asked.
Omar nodded. "Yes," he said. "I see that you'll be good with 
it."
The rest of the day flew by. Ayna and Eva walked past other 
stalls, tasted delicious delicacies, and enjoyed the hustle and 
bustle of the market.
On the way back, they talked about the boys they had met. 
Eva was clearly smitten with Ravel, and Ayna couldn't deny 
her feelings for Omar.
Back home, they told Ilke about their adventure. Ilke listened 
with a smile. "It seems those boys have captured your hearts," 
she said.
She put on a pot of tea and sang an old song about three 
witches while pouring the tea. In the song, the youngest 
witch fell in love with a prince. The eldest witch warned her: 
"Do not be captured by his beauty. The prince you seek lives 
in your own heart."
Ayna looked at Ilke questioningly. "Is that true, grandma?" 
she asked.
Ilke nodded. "Yes," she said. "The power of Shakti flows 
through us all. We just need to look inside to find the love we 
seek."
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Ayna pondered Ilke's words. She felt the warmth of the 
pendulum in her hand. She knew Ilke was right. The power 
of love was within herself.
The journey had only just begun.￼
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8. Sounds of the Soul

T
he sun set in the golden evening sky, coloring the clouds 
in shades of pink and orange. Ayna and Sphinx walked 
to the bridge, where on a warm summer day they always 
drank water from the stream.
On the bridge, with the babbling water beneath her feet, 
Ayna felt the familiar urge to dance. She closed her eyes and 
let the music of her inner voice lead her body.
When she opened her eyes, she saw Omar. He leaned against 
the railing of the bridge, a smile on his face. In his hands, he 
held a strange instrument, with strings that sparkled in the 
evening light.
Omar began to play. The sounds were soft and melodic, 
filling the air with a sense of warmth and harmony. Ayna's 
body moved instinctively to the music, her movements fluid 
and graceful.
The music grew faster, fuller, and Ayna's dance became 
wilder. She spun and leaped, her body a whirl of colors and 
energy. Omar improvised on his instrument, the sounds 
perfectly aligned with Ayna's movements.
When the music ended, Ayna was left breathless. She felt 
lighter and freer than ever before. Omar looked at her 
admiringly. "You're a beautiful dancer," he said.
Ayna blushed. "Thank you," she said. "Your music was 
magical."
They sat down together on the bank of the stream. Sphinx lay 
contentedly beside them, wagging his tail.
Ayna looked at Omar. "Tell me about your instrument," she 
asked.
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Omar smiled. "It's a sitar," he said. "An instrument from my 
homeland."
"Your homeland?" Ayna's eyes widened. "Where are you 
from?"
Omar talked about his travels to distant lands. He spoke of 
the power of singing bowls and other musical instruments, 
and how he had learned that everything has a frequency.
"With music, you can tune into those frequencies," he said. 
"You can bring yourself into harmony, or you can use them to 
heal."
Ayna was fascinated. "Is that what you want to do?" she 
asked. "Help people with music?"
Omar nodded. "Yes," he said. "My goal is to be able to guide 
all frequencies in such a way that I can contribute to the 
happiness of the world."
Ayna sighed. "Oh, I would love to do that too."
She gazed at the sunset, which painted the sky in beautiful 
shades of red and purple. "Do you believe in Shakti?" she 
asked.
Omar smiled. "I believe in God," he said. "A force that 
underlies everything and connects everything. But I'm still 
searching for His name."
Ayna looked at him questioningly. "Can God also be 
feminine?" she asked.
Omar laughed. "Why not?" he said. "The power of God is 
infinite. It can manifest in all forms and frequencies."
Ayna pondered his words. She felt a deep connection with 
Omar, a sense of togetherness she had never experienced 
with anyone else.
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The sun disappeared behind the horizon, ushering in the 
night. Ayna and Omar got up and walked slowly back to the 
village.
Ayna knew she would never forget Omar. He had shown her 
a glimpse of a new world, a world of music, magic, and 
infinite possibilities.
The journey had only just begun.￼
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9. Tishiana

T
he morning glow painted the sky in shades of pink and 
orange as Ayna walked to the source of the stream. 
Dewdrops sparkled on the leaves of the trees, and birds sang 
their morning song. Ayna felt a restlessness in her heart, a 
deep urge to sing. She could no longer ignore the melody 
haunting her mind.
When she arrived at the spring, she saw a woman sitting 
there. She was dressed in a long white robe, her long copper-
colored hair braided with flowers. The woman seemed to 
bathe in the morning light, her face radiating a serene beauty.
Ayna felt a deep recognition. She knew she knew this 
woman, from somewhere deep within. It was as if she was 
coming home after a long journey.
"Ayna," the woman said in a soft voice. "I am Tishiana."
Ayna's heart pounded in her chest. "Tishiana," she said with 
tears in her eyes. "I am glad to meet you."
Tishiana smiled. "Me too," she said. "I have been waiting for 
you."
They joined their hands together and sang a song. The song 
was old and powerful, and it flowed through them like a river 
of light. Ayna's voice blended with Tishiana's, and she felt 
them merging into perfect harmony.
When the song ended, Ayna felt reborn. She was filled with a 
deep peace and joy. She knew she had found her calling.
"I want to go with you," she said to Tishiana. "I want to learn 
everything from you."
Tishiana smiled. "You are welcome," she said. "But it may be a 
long journey."
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Ayna thought of Omar's travel stories and how he was 
enriched by his experiences. She knew she wanted this too.
"I am ready," she said with determination in her voice.
They bid farewell to Ilke and Eva. They were sad to see Ayna 
go, but they understood that it was her destiny.
"Go with the flow," Ilke said. "And never forget where you 
come from."
Ayna and Tishiana embarked on their journey to the Land of 
the 1000 Springs. They knew it would be a long and 
adventurous journey, but they were determined to reach their 
goal.
Along the way, they sang songs and shared stories. They 
learned from each other and grew closer. Ayna learned about 
the power of sounds and the healing properties of music. 
Tishiana taught her about nature and the wisdom of the 
earth.
Ayna felt happy and free. She knew she was on the right 
path.
The journey had only just begun.￼
 
to be continued in the complete version of Dancing with 
the Goddess (50 chapters, 160 pages, edited by Healing 
Earth Publications: www.healing-earth.org)
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