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Chapter X:  Hook-Ups in Bali 

Satan Is a Patient Fisherman 

 

   What you're about to read is what has 

actually been happening in the past few 

years, keep an open mind. This story begins in Thailand and dates back 4 years for me, 18-22 

years for her, or 8000 years for us, depends who's counting anyhow. While traveling through 

South-East Asia with my small family, we landed on an small island of Koh Samui, where I got 

the first call. In the beginning of the year 2011, I got a sudden message from an old friend that I 

didn't quite understand on that time. The message goes like this:  

"Let him talk. Talk to your ear. Let him speak what is not his. Take it as it would not be you. 

Move him so he can liberate. Leave him and embrace the void. There is a gap between that takes 

him over. No indifference. No crowd, just you two. Light-bodies. Immortal light of the souls. No 

regrets. No hope. Leave it for once. Leave it for all. It's been here before. We have been in this 

before. It is this time to do it right. Re-member! Let go! Go to the wise. Do You Hear The 

Message In The Blood? Seek for the wise. One can't take without giving" 

   I wasn't completely sure what's going on, but universe seemed to know better and indeed it's all 

connected. I was shifted to the island of Bali, Indonesia, in pretty fast tempo and straightly after 

that I broke up with my ex husband. The 

circumstances of that event were like planned 

before. It all came to me as a shock as I as 

suddenly alone with my five years old son on an 

island I knew absolutely nothing about. Everyone 

in my family told me to come back home to 

Europe, but something inside of me decided to 

stay and face the journey that was about to begin.  

   We were living in a little apartment with Balinese family in Ubud at the beginning. Everything 

seemed to be rolling good, I had volunteer stuff to do to make myself busy. But I was too curious 

about the magical island. My curiosity led me into trouble very fast. I was asking way too many 
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questions about the Black Magic that they practice on  the island of "Gods". My first 

unexpectedly visitor from the realms of the wicked was something very similar to Rangda (the 

queen witch of demons) herself. One night, around 12PM at midnight I heard weird sound from 

outside screaming for help. It sounded like some Caucasian (European) woman was trapped 

inside of a house, trying to get out. She was screaming "HELP!" and banging the door. I tried to 

look outside but there was no one, so I took my flashlight and went outside. First, I turned left, 

but there was a big black dog barking at me with huge shiny teeth, that I've never seen before. So 

I turned back and thought I'll take my motorbike and pass the dog. When I got to my bike there 

was another small and much cuter dog with dots. It was 

trying to talk to me and was showing me to follow him. I 

thought I was going nuts but I followed the white small 

dog. It took me to an empty yard with trash. Suddenly 

the dog disappeared. The voice of the woman 

disappeared. And there was a massive dark energy 

rushing trough me. I got terrified and ran home. After 

that there was a month or two that the nuisances took 

over my home. There was rats dropping to my bed, huge 

bugs size of my hands and weird voices every night. I 

couldn't sleep, I was an insomniac for the next 12 months and lost around 10kg on the way. Once 

I left my Skype open and when I came back, a friend that I was having a session with was scared 

as hell. He said that some ghost was talking with him trough Skype. I replied that yes, might be, 

I'm having a situation here. I'm also sure "they/she/it" poisoned my drinking water. I couldn't eat 

at all, even a tiny shrimp. And all that came out of my body was purple. I decided to move. 

   I was living with my son in Gili Trawangan, Lombok for a while. All seemed again coming 

back to "normal" (well, minus one occasion when a local beach boy wanted to poison me with a 

fish just because he got jealous). I returned to Bali on 2012 on a search for materializing my 

dream. I was long dreaming of making a community house with self-sustainable solutions and 

funky people around. I had done my homework and was looking around for places. January took 

me to the island of Java. Through a mutual friend I was suggested to visit an old artist, Sony 

Santoso, that had a massive art space in Magelang, next to a world famous Borobudur temple. 

This old pirate looking artist had many hectares of space there, where the two rivers meet in 
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Eloprogo. Strangely, he was pretty alone there. He was the master of stories and such, very 

hypnotizing character. We seemed to 

connect pretty fast and in no time he told 

me about his old art house in Ubud, Bali 

(the place I lived before). He only had 

few old photographs of the house, but 

many fascinating stories. He told me his 

wife from France tragically died around 

ten years ago and he didn't want to live 

there alone. He as supporting my ideas 

about community house and was 

offering to sell his house to me for 1billion rupiahs. My curiosity got to me and went back to Bali 

to see the place. Indeed, it was an amazing place.  

   The place was really big and the building was a huge artist 

castle. It was all covered under vegetation on the time, but it 

just made me more and more interested about this gem of a 

find. Shortly I started to find how to invest this project. I 

managed to gather only 40% of the price by removing 

myself from my grandmothers testament. I told him that 

that's all I can get, so I cannot continue this deal. This artist 

told me, that he didn't want to sell it to anyone else to make 

it into a villa. As our visions of making the house alive 

again were very similar, I believed we can have a good 

companionship on this and connect to make it alive as an art house again. He told me, that it's ok, 

I' d just pay what I can and let's see in five years what happens, and that the price would never 

change. Sounded like a sweet deal, so it became. The worst wrong move I've made. I paid him 

400 000 000rp and got the right to use the land etc.  

   I moved in with my son and one other person on April the first (April fools!). Soon after that, 

the other person, Sadewa aka. Jack Sparrow, in the house attacked me on the stairs for no reason. 

Happily my son was away on that day. This person suddenly just clicked when I was asking if 
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we could go out, and he attacked me. He pushed me to the stairs 

and strangled me until I cannot breath anymore, while pulling 

me down of the stairs. I punched him into face and ran out. 

Strangely the neighbor lady was already waiting behind the 

door. This person was kicked out from the house after that. 

Strange events started to follow. I had a motorbike accident and 

a near-death experience twice, where I was almost crashed by 

truck.  I visited a Balinese healer, who told me I was hit by 

black magic and he "removed" it with a knife from my neck. Later another strange visitor called 

Dewa came and told to me suddenly that I'm number three. I was sure that whatever it was, It has 

must be from this guy who attacked me. I thought this issue was cleared as lot of holy water, 

knives and strange language was scattered around. 

   So there I was, in a huge empty house all alone with my son 

again. But I'm fearless, so I continued my dream to make it into 

n art house / community space. The next person, Iranian friend 

called Heil, arrived straight after that on the same time that an 

old Tantra teacher Mrs. Jwala, from Oshos crew moved in. This 

Heil's tale was very disturbing as well. For instance, he arrived 

to the house from Karangasem in 10-15minutes (it usually takes 

few hours). I didn't seem to pay much attention to that in the 

beginning and I focused on the house only. I was obsessed to 

make it alive again. I started to put all my time, effort, energy, 

money and love into the place starting from basics such as water and electricity. As I'm not a rich 

person, I decided to do all by myself and with the help of friends and some couchsurfers. The 

couchsurfers on that time helped me with pretty much everything from painting the walls to 

gardening. Little community was born.  

   On an seemly normal evening, when I was painting a small room upstairs, Heil comes and 

starts to open up to me. What he said was rather crazy. He told me he is the caretaker of the new 

planet earth on the age of Aquarius, something similar to Jesus. He told me that my two sons 

would rule the planet after the chaotic circumstances that are taking place right now, such as  the 
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sons of demons taking over and raping everyone and making terror to the human species. He said 

he is here to marry me and he will give me everything I'd ever desire. I would never work a 

single day in my life, I would have private jets, I could travel anywhere and I would have never 

ending supplies of money. I saw him trough, he was completely hollow creature with mirrors 

outside and in my vision, where he were saying to show me my 

future ith him,  I was standing on the altar alone wearing a queen 

Amidala costume. Yes, it was very weird experience. This Heil 

person also said he's here to protects me from evil...right. And 

suddenly a huge black spirit bat size of a big man appeared 

smashing it's wing to the window, it's almost like he brought it 

there with him. I freaked out a bit, but tried to find a logical 

answer for all of this. While my brain was doing hyper loops, I 

decided to visit my family in Europe. I made a stop in Dubai on 

Ramadan, with my "friend" Heil, who was explaining that there is a secret alien base in the 

desert. Might be, might not, but curios person as I am, 

looking my ways around the planet to know the truth of all 

there is, I went to the desert of Dubai in United Arab 

Emirates. I couldn't stand the heat so I returned to the city 

and only alien technology I spotted was a graffiti: "All roads 

lead to Sirius" with a triangle. While being in Europe I had 

some free time to calm down my nerves and visit long missed friends and family. 

   I packed my last pieces of this and that and returned to Bali with my son on autumn of 2012, 

just before the so called Mayan Armageddon.  I was 

alone again. With my another Iranian friend Donya 

(which literally means "the World") keeping me 

company sometimes. Then along came Woro. He as 

an Yogjakartan artist, who was supposed to live in 

the small house in the property. The community 

started growing and there were usually around 20 

people living and contributing in the house. It was 

all going fairly well for a while. The people came across the globe and some of them were 
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spectacular. It became like a university of Universe for me with such a wide range of people 

coming and going from all corners of the world. On 2013 things started to change again. The 

house was doing great and most of the broken things were fixed. It started to look really nice 

with paintings from all over the world. But this owner of the house, the original artist from 

Eloprogo became more greedy. He wanted more money and fast. I also understood that he's now 

taking care of the first guy who attacked me, Sadewa, 

in his magical rivers in Magelang. The pressure 

started to raise.  

   I shockingly understood that our agreement with 

Sony Santoso is not fully legalized yet and I could 

lose everything I've built so far. The artist started to 

threaten me to sell the place to someone else if I don't 

pay fast. I was supposed to have 5 years to come up with the rest, but instead I had around 1 

year. I was trapped and brought back to the reality that nothing is as simple as that. So I panic 

and started to find the missing 60%. Stressed up as hell, I finally found a way on autumn 2013. I 

took a bank loan with my family. Me and my mom started to pay together 6million rupiahs every 

month. The house and all my effort was saved - I thought. We made a proper notary sale, with lot 

of trickiness included from him. But I got the certificates. 

   Straight after I thought I could now breath, the shit hit the fan 

again. This Yogjakartan artist Woro had an transformation to 

become Sony look-a-like (as did Sadewa before him, and that as 

happening to Heil aswell, he was about to make dreadlocks) and 

went insane in the house. He was crawling on the rooftops and 

doing all sorts of crazy things. Stealing eggs from the fridge one 

by one and screaming "Revolution, all foreigner must go! I hate 

bule! I'll bomb you!" in his sleep. Also I saw his eyes changing 

and he said: "You think you're an eagle? You think you can see everything?". I called another 

healer. A Javanese man with a multidimensional contact methods came along with his Wayang 

cards into the house. Yet again I was told that there was black magic involved and that Woro 

could not see me. The magic was supposed to involve a rich white woman. But he wouldn't tell 
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me the rest as he said it would hurt me. He also flipped some Javanese tarot on me and showed 

that I need to go through Sigotaka, to close all the steps and the end of the journey there would 

be a holy cow coming. He also gave me a homework, to do something spiritual every day. Then 

he went off to his way. But nothing on my world was ok. I was trying everything possible under 

the sun. Lot of incense as burned, salt threw on the floors, Hindu mantras, Muslim rukiyahs, 

Finnish shaman drumming, Ashrams, fasting.. God, I 

tried it all. From the walls started the dark matter 

appear and they wanted me to sign a book.  It was an 

old book without any words. No, I didn't sign it.   

   Around November when I had enough of all the 

craziness and all the ghosts and sleep paralyzes I was 

starting to get in the house, so I called my close 

friend to take me to Amed to clear my mind. So 

came along my future husband, Dendy. We left my son in the delightful care of Ananda and 

Siddartha in the house, and headed to Amed with lava running down from a volcano as a 

background. We took 3 days off, while Woro was sending us threatening messages to come there 

and beat the hell out of us and what not. When I got back home the hell rushed trough. My future 

husband was gone and I was alone in my room. Everything turned into fire and it started 

whispering "Don't trust him, he's a devil" about my future husband. It was insane, I could clearly 

see the fire. It became so real, almost touchable. I thought I'm going completely insane. I called 

Dendy and asked if he's a demon, and well, of course, as you might guess, he answered "No". At 

the same night the local village police called "pecalang" came in flashing their flashlight asking 

money of course. I was shaking like a rabbit. The local Manggu (a priest from the neighbor 

temple) helped me out a bit and took care of 

explaining my project to the village. The community 

was still running good and many good people came 

along. The spirit kept strong. Gladly, the others din't 

really even know what's going around me. The 

energies kept balanced. Many miracles happened and 

people were very supportive and awesome. 
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   On the meantime Woro, who was already out of the house, started to make more genius plans 

to destroy us. He rented a room next to our house and was keeping a close eye on us all, also he 

told the neighbors highly uneducated thief of a son to block my road into the house, he would 

even provide all the bricks needed. I remember him saying on that time "You're the first one who 

can see me trough", which I did. Hes eyes turned blind and completely white and I could literally 

see his vampire like succubus-teeth manifesting infront of me like hologram crazling into reality 

of this space-time continuum. I was living in non-stop pressure, while I was trying my best to 

take care of the artist community of love and light. The neighbor also had a great idea to do some 

kind of a ritual in front of the door by  putting rotten eggs there underground. Brilliant. The 

sabotage had begun. The pipes of the water pump were lifted at night and there was plastic inside 

of a closed water tower to close all our water. Everyone 

around seemed to have an agenda of their own, mostly 

coming to the point that they want the house. The lady, Ibu, 

next door as always whining about the "Poor Ibu" story. She 

used to own the land before this artist and she apparently 

wanted it back. What came to the actual paperwork, all was 

correct so I became very tired of that story. It was confusing 

times, gladly I got lot of help from my first manager Imanez 

on that time, I couldn't handle the house by myself anymore. 

Not long after that, he left to work with Woro. 

   There was more stories about the history of the house as the 

veil started lifting. Stories of the wife's sudden death and many 

other weird synchronities. The puzzle was shaking. This artist 

had bought the land from the neighbor just on time when the 

neighbors husband was very sick, so he got a good deal about the 

price and the neighbors husband dropped dead after the deal was 

made. That was 18 years ago. The wife was a psychologist from 

France (I'm a bachelor of psychology, from Europe as well). The 

wife of the artist had paid the whole fun of the huge colossal 

building and got terminally ill fast after that. She got a lung cancer and died pretty much after the 

house project was done. There was also a creepy story about the artists brother, who was 
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supposed to build a swimming pool on the land while the couple was in France. But the brother 

got all sneaky and put half of the money into his own pockets and built a pool that cannot hold 

water. He got mystically killed right after that by a mirror falling down and cutting his neck.  

   Back to the end of 2013 and beginning of 

2014. Out he goes Woro and along came the 

Sultan Rizky. In the end of 2013 I met a 

innocent looking person from Sumatran 

Sultanate (in the middle of the picture), he 

called himself a prince, who had been in Bali 

for a while and had already open a learning 

center for the village kids to promote self 

sustainability in the village. I was fascinated about helping the kids, so in the very beginning of 

2014 a new group moved in and a Yayasan (NGO - Nonprofit organization) was made. I thought 

it's going to be great! I can help the whole community trough this. The house started to have free 

English lessons for the local kids (34 of them), do workshops for them (including art, dance, 

Balinese games, gardening, chocolate making etc).  

   On that time I started to become more aware of my own individual history as I was told many 

things about bloodlines and history behind it. I started to dig my own family tree, which funnily 

my mother started to digging up six years before, so all I really needed to do was to connect all 

the dots. My research of my own roots begun. On this time there 

was few healers involved with this as well, including the Javanese 

tarot man, who was smiling at my rebirth session, and two wise 

men that I called Selamat and Tit. Selamat had a tendency to call 

me "Maria" and he would reveal later that "my Joseph" is 

somewhere in Indonesia and I need to leave Bali and Tit man 

warned me about "them" (that's the word used as it is) trying to 

take my house, he also said that once the compass starts to twirl, 

there is no stop for it. It certainly is. Just like that. 
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   While the house was doing good with its Yayasan, the 

Manggu Agung - village priest and the biggest business man of 

the village - became jealous. He made a police report on us just 

to make a mess. So one morning at 6am we all woke up with 

dazzling 10-12 big guys from pecalang (village police), banjar, 

police and army inside the house. "Everybody up and IDs on 

the table!". The next two weeks we spent going back and forth 

to the police office explaining ourselves while the neighbor 

lady with her son used their time stealing small stuff from the 

house and telling ridiculous stories how they own everything. 

On that time I got to know the real Manggu behind the mask. 

This priest was running a huge prostitution center almost next 

door, "importing Javanese women for 50ooo Rp (5$) per fuck. 

The place was called "Puri Asri" (Puri means a holy place, or 

Royal house). He had lost that place for a Jakartan person in 

gambling, so the whole area looked like hell.  The Manggu 

also had a dept to the village and was cheating his own wife, 

who became so depressed that she actually locked herself in 

the fridge. I confronted the priest with my knowledge of his 

secret business and my problems with police seemed to 

magically disappear... For a week or so.  

   Then this Sultan, who made the Yayasan, showed his true 

intentions. He wanted his name on the house certificates so 

he started his part of the show. He raped me in the house, 

bit me, threatened to deport me (as his "Royal" family 

seemed to control all, including the immigration) etc. It was 

the biggest shitstorm of my life. I started to see him as he 

is. A demon. Or possessed into the maximum. His whole 

shape became very, very ugly and many times his eyes 

were changing into snake eyes in front of me (When I said I can see him, he just replied "So 

what?!"). He also knew the talent of telepathy and mind control. He said to me he's superior and 
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I can't do anything because he controls my son (who really liked this person). For all of you 

theorists out there who are looking for demons, reptilians, nephilims, iblis or annunaki or 

whatever you wish to call these guys, come to my home. He made all my biggest fears into 

reality. All of them. I don't even know where to start with this guy. He's manifestation of all 

perversion, control and bad things that you can imagine being in one biomechanical body. 

Fortunately my angels or guardians are very busy with me aswell. 

This is how he looked like after biting me into my face (picture 

on right). No, I didn't do that to him, the security guys in CP 

Lounge did. Proper smackdown until he fainted. I took him to 

hospital, but straight after that he went to police and made a 

report against me. He was obsessed to get me deported.  

   The Sultan was trying all he could to make me surrender to his 

will and as well to sign my life to his palm, but I decided to go to 

the mosque instead and converted into Islam on Ramadan 2014. 

Islam became a big part of my journey since that. I dived into the mysticism of the Sufi masters. 

Before that I was going trough basically all the world's religions and spirituality and Ashrams 

and sacred geometry and what not, but this seemed finally be the right way for the daily practice 

to keep my sanity at least somewhat focused. 

   This Sultan was pure evil, I don't know how to else put it into 

words. It got so bad, he forced me and my son to a car to drive to 

Sumatra, but kicked us out on the streets of Pati in East Java (you 

can call there to the police office and ask the records), while 

being fully loaded on drugs (LSD and weed on that time) and 

alcohol. On that night he also called the police on us and we were 

taken to hotel for safety. The next day me and my son headed to 

Yogjakarta on  a bus, but the game wasn't over yet, as this Sultan 

had my passports, bike papers and savings. I was afraid of my life 

and most importantly, my sons life. I couldn't tell anyone, as I 

was so paranoid of everyone at this point. And who would believe me anyhow? On same day 

prince charming was having loads of fun with prostitutes in same area. He had a hobby to take 


