
Client #2

I want to be remembered as someone else.
My spirit is not at home in my body.
Every time I look in the mirror, I don’t see me. 
I see a black man, that I’m not. 
I am white.

My new life started after I left Curaçao. My family situation was always very normal. I was 
raised by my guest mother and family. In scientific terms my biological family, but since our 
souls are not connected, I call them my guest family. My guest mother is very religious. I was 
raised to fear God. I kept dreaming about my body not fitting to my soul. Every time I saw a 
different version of  myself. I needed to look for answers, the reason I was trapped in a dream-
world. I didn’t understand why I was so happy meeting the first white Dutch person, why I felt 
so trapped in my own body. But after I left Curaçao, the chain that held me was gone. I was 
free. Free to fly. I was a student of  life, so I had to keep studying in order to find out who I was.

The puzzle pieces started to fit together when I heard about the philosophy of  reincarnation. 
More and more I started to elevate from my body. But the story became too big for me, so I got 
in contact with psychiatrists. Over and over again I was tested. Therapy. I was afraid to be 
confirmed as a lunatic. My mirror image doesn’t fit. 

Now that I know that reincarnation exists, I see everything different. Human kind is more than 
just brains. The spirit is a parasite of  the body, that wants to return to the physical world as 
soon as possible, because it wants power. Every once in a while the spirit picks the wrong body. 
The soul is conscious about its race, gender and personality. The spirit decides over its identity. 
Karma doesn’t exist. Colour and race are naturally connected to the identity of  the soul, to 
which it normally returns - to which I am the exception, which is why I need to change. The 
soul usually returns to a body with a similar conscious, it knows exactly what it wants.

I don’t know what other people find difficult about it, I only see the privileges. In previous 
times transgenders were very unusual - now this is. 

I always have to come for a talk, they want to know everything. I’m trying to convince the 
sciences that there is something like a soul. Doctor Schreuder came to me from the start. ‘I 
am one hundred percent behind you Patrick,’ she was willing to help. She made these tests of  
changed pigment on my arm, but they failed as you can see from the spots. The psychiatrists 
made her fear. If  she would continue treating me the way I wanted, she would get in court. 
And then I thought, ‘No, people. Doctor Schreuder is no charlatan, she is just here to help me.’

Now doctor Donkers, my new doctor, says ‘I’ll go after it.’ To see if  there are dermatologists 
that can help. ‘Wait, Patrick, now you’re going a bit too far,’ is what they usually say. Friends of  
mine don’t want to hear anything about it, they actually don’t want the doctors to help me the 
way I want to. But I have the right, as a human being. It’s a tough fight, but sometimes I enjoy 
it. Some people might have given up, but for me the fight is interesting. To see if  what I want 
can eventually become truth. It’s fun to see that you can get a ‘yes’ from a ‘no’.

I will reach my final goal, even though the road towards it is a long one.
In the end I will live the way I want to, by erasing my negro features and sharing my story with 
others. I want to bring faith and science closer together. I want to be remembered as someone 
who stood up for his own rights and duties in life. A person with his own identity; my own 
confirmation of  living. I just have a mask, that I see every time I look in the mirror.



Client #3

I’m dying every day.
In this world we suffer, but that’s also the reason we create art.
I want to fly away, but people keep on cutting my feathers. 
I’m a vagabond. 
I knew hunger, I was starving, death was around me all the time. 

You know that feeling when you see a book and know that you have written it?
People thought I was paranoid, but no, I wasn’t, I just KNEW. I worked in their department, I 
knew what was going on. They diagnosed me with post traumatic stress disorder, so they kicked 
me out.

I did so many things, I started it all. I made my own digital art platform, people started seeing 
Jesus in the clouds in my work. I initiated everything, but never got the recognition. Just like 
with the story of  the Dalai Lama, you see? But because everything was owned by Google, they 
could block it off easily.

Then I was a man. My work travelled throughout 154 countries, being a woman and a lesbian 
could get me killed. Then they put me in a rathole, a dump on the border of  Germany. Why 
did they put me there? I was starving, I was bankrupt. I didn’t have a degree, so I did my work 
for free.

And then my cats were poisoned. Two out of  three. So I pulled the plug and took all my work 
off the internet. I was strangled. The guy tried to strangle me for ten seconds. I held my breath, 
but I saved his life three weeks before. He was dying on the stairs and I called the hospital, so 
when I reminded him, he stopped. 

They did this to me.
I constantly hear a radio noise in the back of  my head.
They did this to me.
People think I’m crazy, but I’m not!
People think I’m an anarchist, but I’m not! You don’t do things because you want to annoy, you 
do things because you think it’s good.

I want to be remembered as having existed, knowing love and having loved, that’s what it all 
comes down to. There is a divinity that guides us whether we want it to or not. It is about 
existing for just one person. Making a small change, just for one other. 

You open a door and people come in, sometimes the bad ones, but you can’t stop that. With 
every relationship you create a contract. Once you’ve learned all you had to learn from each 
other, you rip the contract. For the things we have yet to learn, we’ll return to life to finish those 
contracts. 

“If  you start to lose your wonder, seem to be faltering on your way,
 take a few moments, go watch the sages play.” 



Client #1

I think of  death every day, every moment.
I have a killer in my life, who is silent.
About one and a half  years ago, I went to the hospital because of  asthma. 
The doctor said everything was fine, but the radiologist suddenly saw something else, 
something that looked like cancer. After the biopsy they told me that I don’t have to live any 
longer with pain. 
But I didn’t have pain, I am normal. 
I don’t get cancer, other people loose their child, but not me. My first reaction was ‘shit’, other 
people get cancer, other people die, but I don’t.

First I thought I’m not going to do anything anymore, I’m just going to sit in a chair for the 
rest of  my life. But it changed everything, the result was the opposite. And then I really got a 
‘Fuck-it List’. What’s important in life and what’s not important? I became more selective, I 
only have a few friends now. I don’t go to meetings anymore. Spoilers of  my time. Or I come, 
but I will be gone in half  an hour, so in half  an hour, all decisions must be taken. And it works. 
Now I get to say, ‘No I don’t do it’. I’m not so pleasing anymore. If  you don’t like me, it’s fine. 
That’s also new. Fuck it.

Suddenly everything changed, this life became more beautiful. My family, me, my wife and my 
children, got much closer. We talk about essential things. We have a lot of  humour, 
tumor-humour we call it. Do I really have dreams of  wanting to stand on the top of  the Mount 
Everest? No. I want to put my life together again. I enjoy everything much more - suddenly I 
see sunlight, suddenly I am conscious about walking, that my legs move. My lessons are also 
different. I am not so perfect anymore. I want to bring joy and have fun.

Every nine weeks I have a talk with my oncologist. It is always horrible. It’s still getting better, 
every time. But I’m waiting for the moment…
I am scared, really scared.
I think a lot about dying. I never did that. I pushed it away.
As a child I passed a cemetery four times a day. That was death, it was normal. But nowadays, 
death is hidden away. You die in a hospital, with a lot of  equipment.
I am really scared. Especially about the pain. 

Life will continue after death, in another place. My spirit will go somewhere else. I have very 
strange experience with people who die, sometimes they visit me. It’s not very pleasant. 
Suddenly I saw my mother in law. She died and she came into my room. I was so shocked. So 
I am convinced that there is life afterwards. I am scared, but also curious. Dying is part of  life, 
you know?

I had a friend who died, I didn’t have contact with her anymore. I came to visit her every day 
in the last two weeks before her death. She was so obsessed with organising her funeral. And 
every time I thought ‘We’re still here’. She didn’t make contact, she was only organising. So 
when I came in, she said ‘No questions, no emotions, I want you to say this and this during my 
funeral. Also this and this, and that music.’ So during the funeral I had the feeling I was an 
actor in her theatre play. It felt very uncomfortable, I didn’t have any connection. 

For me it’s the opposite, I don’t care. I don’t want to control. 
When I die, I want to be in a piece of  textile. I want my ashes to be put at places where I was 
very happy. My wife can wear a jacket with holes in it, so the ashes can scatter on the floor.
I want a lot of  wine. A lot of  colours. A lot of  fun. Joyful music and humorous speeches. 
Funerals are for the living, I think it’s important to go. It helps you remember you’re still alive. 
And that you enjoy life, and the quality of  life.
That’s what I discovered, life is much more beautiful than I thought.


