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Excerpt 

 

Meeting with Meadya 

One thousand years with people passed unnoticed. Only some months were left. For 

this period Dreamer planned her next meeting with the elf. This time she chose to incarnate 

as a simple human woman called Meadya. As she did not have any initiation in this 

incarnation, she could not remember her higher being and only had some extraordinary 

abilities. At the time of the meeting with Elehar Meadya was a young office worker who in 

her spare time liked to go to clubs, meet her friends and have some dance. Time to time she 

experienced strong headaches, because human brain could hardly bear the multidimensional 

consciousness of the Chaos being without specific initiations into higher flows of energies. 

One of her beloved unusual talents was the ability to affect people by her voice. If any 

customer in the office would become too excited, Meadya would say in a slightly changed 

deep voice: “Please, calm down”, and a person would become quiet. If any admirer would 

annoy her too much, she would say in mischievous tone: “Just go to hell”. The man would 

lose his coordination for a short moment and then would go out as if nothing had happened, 

but would forget her at all. Meadya could not understand the mechanism of her hypnotic 

powers, but she simply enjoyed the fruits of this talent as well as of some other comfort of 

her life. 

One night she was sitting in a crowded club and having good time with her friends. 

Elehar had come to this city some days ago and now was also spending his time in this club. 

He noticed the young woman and became interested in her. On impulse he approached her, 

interrupted into their vivid chat and invited her to dance. Meadya was absorbed in the funny 

story one of her friends was telling. Without taking a closer look at the intruder, she 

carelessly refused and commented her friend with a smart remark. The group laughed out 

loud. Elehar felt insulted and his temper flared up. The young woman was not a beauty, but 

her inner power attracted Elehar and did not allow him to retreat. Unexpectedly to himself, 

the elf changed his voice and said with hypnotizing power: 

“Come and dance with me!” 
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A strange thing happened. The vibration of Elehar’s words did not affect a woman. On 

the contrary, she turned her head annoyed, looked at the elf icily and said her traditional 

words:  

“What do you want from me? Just go to hell!” 

She turned back without further interest in Elehar’s fate. 

The words hit Elehar hard – the surroundings started to turn around him; his body 

automatically staggered to the closest free sitting space and fell on it helplessly. A draught of 

cold air caught his consciousness and pulled through a long narrow tunnel into a dark, dense 

forest. Out of nowhere frightening monsters were edging towards him, thirsty for his blood – 

furious bears, irritated hesperides, hungry manticores... 

One part of Elehar’s mind knew that this is taking place only in his imagination, but the 

other part of his mind told him that all this is real and if he allows the monsters to touch him 

and tear his ethereal body, he would definitely die. This place reminded him of the stories 

his fellow elves told about the world of the collective subconscious mind of elves, to which 

they would go during the Initiation. How could it happen that a simple human woman could 

push him into this complex world where Elehar could not expect to survive without the help 

of the adult elf? 

He started to call his mother, and she immediately rose close to him. The elf queen 

dispersed the monsters with her willpower and took her son’s consciousness to the safer 

planes. 

“What has happened? How have you appeared here unaccompanied?” she asked him 

anxiously. 

Elehar did not want to tell mother of his behavior as she would have strongly 

disapproved of it.  

“Ah... I was curious to get ready for my Initiation and just wished to explore the 

surroundings,” he lied. 

“Stupid you,” answered the queen angrily. “It is dangerous, haven’t I told it to you? 

Stop kidding and return to your body. Wait until the real time for Initiation comes.” 

When he came to his senses, Elehar noticed that some hours had passed, although it 

seemed to him as a very short episode. He felt even angrier than before and decided to 

teach that stubborn woman. Many people were already going home. He waited for Meadya 

to go out too, then came to her closer, took her hand and told her in his hypnotizing voice: 

“Experience yourself were you forward others.” 

Elehar believed that she was a simple human. The collective subconscious mind of 

human was like two dimensional drawing in comparison to the rich and multidimensional 
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subconscious mind of elves. He expected that he will be able to control the dark creations of 

her fears, and she will have a good lesson. He was wrong. They found themselves in even 

more complex world than that of elves. Energies got mad, time waves started to break 

down, the elf and the woman themselves would appear and disappear in fragments, their 

consciousness cracked into pieces unable to perceive itself, floating and strolling around like 

thousands of tiny millipedes... 

First time in his life Elehar felt scared. Everything was going on wrong this night. He 

started to call his mother, but instead of her help only her weak voice could reach his ears: 

“I can not find you! Where are you? Concentrate on the will to get out of there immediately. 

And stop playing with multidimensional realities. It is not for you yet!”  

Elehar told the instructions to Meadya. They both tried hard to collect the run away 

consciousness back and concentrate on the desire to return home. Somehow they must have 

managed, as suddenly they found themselves leaning at the wall of the club, panting and 

exhausted. 

The last visitors were leaving the club and were passing by them indifferently. To 

strangers’ eyes, Elehar and Meadya looked like a couple giving each other the last hug, but 

they not at all felt like that. They both were confused. All the time Meadya knew that those 

sent by her to hell would experience a slight shock, but she never worried about it. This time 

a young man seemed particularly shaken, so she wandered where she had sent him and 

who he was. On his turn, Elehar was also wandering where he managed to take them both 

and who might be this woman with such complex subconscious mind, some kind of beings 

from upper worlds, even if she does not remember herself. 

Meadya felt herself very bad. From the experienced tension, her head started to ache 

so strong that she hardly could see or move. With Elehar’s help she managed to come home 

but there she felt on the sofa in delirium. The elf sensed that her consciousness is again 

breaking into fragments. He felt a need to help her with his hypnotizing voice and began to 

recite words urging her to keep her consciousness integral. With the help of his willpower 

Meadya rose up to the gates of the Chaos world and stood there looking round. She wished 

to go through the gates, but the guardian stopped her and told her to go back, as the time 

had not yet come for her to return.  

The elf could not see this, he only felt that the woman’s consciousness rose to the 

levels unreachable for him, and kept repeating reinforcing words inviting her to return to her 

body. Meadya’s journey to the upper realms took one night and one day. Earlier that short 

moment would have seemed like a twinkling of an eye to Elehar, but this time, with the 

overwhelming tension of all his inner powers, it seemed like the eternity.  
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When Meadya came to her senses she not at all felt thankful to Elehar and was still 

angry at him. She listened to his excuses indifferently and stopped him from further 

conversation resolutely. 

“Could you just go out right now,” - was her only reply to his introduction. 

“But you do not know who you are!” exclaimed Elehar in despair. “I can help you to 

learn your higher self...” 

“Leave my home immediately and not show yourself any more!” she repeated angrily 

pointing to the door. 

The elf left, but he was too stubborn to obey anything except his own desires. He 

settled down in her neighborhoods and was waiting for the chance to continue their 

acquaintance.  

Soon Elehar found out that Meadya was jogging every morning in the nearby park. So 

he took the same habit at the same time. As if accidentally he would pass her, gently 

nodding with a friendly smile but not talking to her. Meadya would haughtily ignore his 

greetings. That tall, handsome, blond, tidy man still annoyed her. “Seemingly spoiled, too 

well dressed for jogging – what is he thinking of himself!” – she would think indignantly 

every time when they met. 

 Morning after morning, Meadya got used to Elehar’s greetings and once smiled him 

back unconsciously. After some more time she even stopped to chat with him a bit, and their 

relationship smoothed down. One day Meadya, more pale than usual, told to Elehar: 

“I feel my next fit of headache is approaching. Usually it may take some days and I lay 

on my bed in delirium until the fit passes by.” 

“May I help you?” Elehar risked offering. “I have some healing powers.” 

“Oh yes, I remember,” - Meadya smiled mildly. 

She thought for a while and then nodded approvingly. 

“If you could give me some healing right after we return home, as I already start to 

lose control of my thoughts,” she suggested, and they slowly turned back.  

“At the beginning my mind gets teeming with flashes of different episodes of my life,” 

she continued to explain. “It may take a day or two. Then, usually in the evening, I start to 

feel strong pulsation of energies which start to pull me about. At that time my head starts to 

ache hard and my body temperature rises. For the following night and day I stay in a state 

of strange, vivid visions of mysterious worlds and creatures which become as real to me as 

my natural surrounding. Earlier it would happen once or twice a year, but this year it gets 

more frequent and I start to get tired of it. I’m afraid that one day I shall get mad or do not 

return to my body at all.” 
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“You should pass an Initiation and get into connection with your higher 

consciousness”, Elehar thought but did not dare to say this loud. She was in a human body 

and he did not know what kind of human initiation could help her. 

At home, with his hypnotic voice, the elf created the atmosphere of integrity and tried 

to persuade Meadya’s consciousness to stay in one during her ordeal. The fragmentation still 

took place but with Elehar’s help it was weaker and shorter. When Meadya felt well, the elf 

took courage to talk to her about the subtle realms. 

“I think, you have incarnated from higher levels of existence and should pass some 

initiation process to remember yourself,” he told Meadya. “Only this way you may save your 

integrity from the fits.” 

This time Meadya seemed interested. 

“How do you know that?” she inquired. “Are you a kind of magician or priest of some 

occult belief?” 

“I am an elf, and came here for a thousand of years to study human way of life,” 

Elehar decided to be sincere, only skipped the piece of information about being a prince, as 

this might have sounded too pompous. “This is a part of my Initiation process. Now it is 

almost time for the last act of it – going through the channel of collective subconscious mind 

of elves. Into which you managed to push me at the club,” he smiled. 

Meadya though that her altered state of mind is still on. She could hardly believe that 

she met a subtle and wise being of some thousand years old. She run through all she knew 

about Elehar - their unusual meeting, strange place into which they got trapped, his ability to 

heal and influence by voice... “It might be truth”, she decided and felt herself minuscule and 

unworthy to be in his presence.  

“Sorry for mocking you,” she murmured ashamed. 

“Forget it,” laughed out elf, seeing that she could not catch her own uniqueness.  

A rebellious thought came to his mind. 

“Listen, Meadya, would you like to try and pass my Initiation together?” he offered, his 

face lit up with a new adventure. “We have visited the channel of your native collective 

consciousness and saw that it is much more complex than mine. It means that you should 

be able to pass with me and it may help you to remind of your higher self.” 

It sounded unrealistic to Meadya. Still, she had nothing to lose in the presence of her 

fits getting more frequent. Her curiosity won. 

“How is it going to happen?” she wandered. 
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Elehar explained the structure, goals and suggested actions of this Initiation. When 

they both felt ready for it, Elehar took Meadya’s hand and said resolutely: “I wish to go 

through the Maturity Initiation”. Meadya repeated the same.  

 

The Maturity Initiation of elves 

... A draught of cold air caught their consciousness and pulled through a long narrow 

tunnel into a dark, dense forest. Out of nowhere frightening monsters were edging towards 

them, thirsty for their blood – furious bears, irritated hesperides, hungry manticores... 

This time the elf did not get confused and was ready to act. He concentrated his 

thoughts and visualized an image of a peaceful, large garden. To the help of his thought, 

Elehar used his creative voice. Soon Elehar and Meadya found themselves standing in a real 

alley among sunlit trees and bushes. The woman felt strange: she knew this was not her 

story, not her subconscious mind, but still she could say that the surrounding was real. She 

could feel the warmth of the sun beams, kind breathing of the wind, soft touch of grass by 

her hand, smell flowers, hear birds singing... As she agreed to go through Elehar’s initiation 

together, everything became real to her, too. 

Elehar continued his preparations. By his voice and willpower he created a reservoir of 

positive energy for the emergency case. Unexpectedly some energy parted from the main 

mass and took a form of Elehar’s double. It was a concentration of all positive features of 

the elf – gentle, good natured, smart and helpful, he was standing in front of them and 

smiling. Elehar felt annoyed by this mirror.  

“What’s the matter?” he asked his double impolitely. “Why are you here?” 

“You created me for your assistance and I am ready to help you to reach the 

Decomposing Sea,” the double answered friendly and gave Meadya respectful bow. 

Meadya answered merrily and got into a vivid conversation with him. Elehar noticed 

that she liked the double, and he felt jealous. “He is not real, it is only a temporary means, 

only a part of my Initiation”, Elehar had to remind himself. 

“Should we go then,” the elf interrupted the two and started to pace down the alley. 

“Our aim is to reach the Decomposing Sea as quickly as possible.” 

At the end of the alley they could see a wall with small gates. The sounds of waves 

hitting the shore came to them out of the other side of the wall. The alley seemed short but 

its real length was always depending on an elf’s power of concentration to govern the 

unstable energies of the place. One might wander eternity, while for other it would take only 

some minutes to reach the gates. 
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Elehar’s concentration was powerful and it seemed that they would not last long to get 

to the point. 

The elf relaxed and felt proud of his abilities. 

“Quickly, quickly, go faster,” he urged his double that seemed to move cautiously, 

looking around. 

“Do not lose your vigilance,” calmly replied the double.  

“Come on, we are almost there,” Elehar lost his temper. 

The roaring of bears and a cry for help reached their ears from the left side of the 

garden. Through the trunks of trees they saw a young elf woman fighting with four bears. A 

manticore was helping her, but it was obvious that they will soon lose. 

Elehar forgot that this was only his imagination and that he could control the vision by 

his willpower. On impulse he dashed forward to help his kin ignoring his double’s advices. 

The elf fiercely attached the bears and killed two of them. The young elf woman overcame 

one more and the manticore hit the last. As the battle was over the elf woman came to 

Elehar smiling: 

“Thank you for being so much in time. Who are you?” 

Her eyes were deep blue and sweet as the northern elves’ mead; her smile was 

encouraging and charming. Elehar felt absorbed by this new acquaintance and fully forgot 

his main goal. 

“I am...” he started with a wide smile on his face, but the sudden noise behind the 

back startled him. 

The elf turned back and saw in horror that the garden had disappeared, more bears 

came out of nowhere and were attaching his double and Meadya. The double was using the 

reservoir energies to keep them both save, but his powers were reducing, his form was 

shivering and he was at the edge of collapse.  

Without any further explanation Elehar left the surprised elf woman and rushed 

forward. On his way he was urgently trying to recall the image of the peaceful garden. He 

was responsible for the wellbeing of Meadya first of all, as they both were undergoing the 

initiation. If something had happened to her, his initiation would not have been successful.  

When Elehar had finally managed to restore the garden and remove all bears by his 

creative voice, his double was gone and Meadya stood alone frightened but safe. She felt 

insulted by his inconstancy and unreliability and could not keep herself from bitter 

comments: 

“Thank you for choosing me to continue the journey with. At least your double knew 

his job well.” 
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Elehar felt guilty that he forgot his main goal and exposed Meadya to the danger, but 

could not stand listening to someone else’s reproaches, especially when being wrong.  

“If you have more experience on passing initiations, maybe you would like to keep the 

surroundings and ensure us the protection?” he retorted angrily as they renewed their way 

to the gates. 

The atmosphere got hot between them again. They both cast angry looks at each 

other and reached the gates in gloomy silence. 

Behind the gates they found themselves on the beach of a vast calm sea. The fresh 

wind brought its smell to their noses. The sand under their feet was soft and warm. The two 

forgot their quarrel and felt the seriousness of the approaching test. 

“Remember our main goal: to keep our consciousness integrity and to reach the other 

shore,” Elehar gave Meadya the last instructions. 

They dived... 

 

… Elehar’s consciousness divided into 

smallest particles... Someone’s soft and safe 

hands were gently taking him to the eternity, 

rocking and lulling to sleep... He relaxed and 

dissolved. There were no more thoughts, 

wishes, feelings, intentions – only silence, 

peace, tranquility for ever... 

In this blissful silence some distracting 

sound rose. It was getting louder and took a 

form of separate words.  

“Come back to yourself, concentrate the 

parts of your consciousness back and return 

to the sea shore!” 

These words, repeating and repeating 

again, did not allow enjoying the fullness of 

the being and hitting the blissful state of 

being with sharp needles. 

Somewhere inside of every separate 

particle of the consciousness a vortex of will 

started to rise up. This vortex was urging all 

particles to unite into one being and then 

... Meadya’s consciousness divided 

into smallest particles..., but somehow did 

not lose the ability to perceive herself. She 

felt relaxed and still knew where she was 

and what she had to do.  

In this state of unity she clearly 

realized that she was from Chaos and that 

this decomposing sea was only a far 

reflection of the Mother’s ocean. Meadya 

regained her memory about her true origin 

and task why she was here. 

She observed the dissolved 

consciousness of the elf and understood 

that he would not be able to return to his 

integrity without outer assistance. Meadya 

started to send impulses of her will to him: 

“Come back to yourself, concentrate the 

parts of your consciousness back and 

return to the sea shore!” 

She repeated this again and again, 

until she saw that the consciousness of the 
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swim towards the other shore. “This is not the 

time of the final decomposition,” a thought 

came, “it is only your Maturity Initiation”. 

“To the sea shore, come to the sea 

shore”, the resolute voice continued its 

invitation. 

Not trying to analyze the origins of the 

voice and the necessity of coming to the 

shore, the consciousness of the elf visualized 

the requested image and expressed the will to 

get there. In a moment he found himself 

stepping out of the Decomposing Sea on its 

other shore. 

 

elf waked up and slowly, unwillingly started 

to compose one being again. The particles 

of the elf came back as if not totally the 

same – they were enriched with the 

wisdom and creativity of the collective 

subconscious mind of the elves.  

“To the sea shore, come to the sea 

shore”, she resolutely called Elehar. 

Meadya left the sea only when she was 

sure that the elf managed to get out 

successfully.  

 

 

 

… They were lying on the shore and thinking of their experiences. Both felt more 

grown up than before. 

“We were told that no one is the same after crossing the Decomposing Sea,” 

dreamingly said Elehar. 

“Yes, that is wonderful,” slowly replied Meadya. “And it seems that I know who I am.”  

When Elehar heard that Meadya was from Chaos and her age could be counted in 

billions of years, he felt confused in the same way how she felt when she heard he was an 

elf. 

“If you are from Chaos, why could not you remember yourself in the human body?” 

wandered Elehar. 

“I am young and have not passed the similar Initiation yet,” explained Meadya. “I feel 

that the time for it is already approaching. After the Initiation of Chaos I will be able to have 

much more control over my consciousness.” 

“Do you mean that you are also going to have the similar journey through the channel 

of the subconscious mind of Chaos beings?” Elehar felt vivid curiosity. 

“Yes,” Meadya nodded approvingly, “the same difficulties to reach the sea and then to 

cross it. Only this sea, called Mother’s ocean, makes all levels of consciousness dissolve in it. 

One needs highest will of every particle of one’s being to be able to return to the previous 

personality again on the other shore.”  
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“Look,” Elehar could not stop himself from a new possible adventure, ”can you take me 

with you? I wish to have this extraordinary experience.” 

“Are you joking?” Meadya laughed out loud. “You are not a Chaos being and you have 

not got the necessary integrity of your consciousness to be able to cross the Mother’s 

ocean.” 

These arguments did not seem convincing to the self-centered elf. 

“Of course I shall be able to cross it with your help,” he replied stubbornly. “We have 

already been there and I survived.” 

Meadya wisely decided to smooth this discussion down. She definitely was not going to 

take him with her and should have been able to skip away from him in future. She also did 

not tell the elf that he was an experimental monad of her team – did not want to upset him 

now. 

“All right, we can talk about this later, can’t we?” she said briskly, standing up. “First of 

all we have to finish this Initiation.” 

“Oh, surely,” Elehar also stood up. “And after it, I would like to invite you to visit my 

homeland. My relatives and friends would be curious to meet a being of Chaos, who helped 

me here.” 

Meadya hesitated for a moment but decided that a short visit to the elf land would not 

hurt. 

 

 


