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BARBRO KARLÉN was born in Sweden in 1954. Her first book, published when she was 12, became the best-selling poetry book of all time in Sweden. Over the next 5 years, 9 further volumes of her prose and poetry were published. She worked as a mounted policewoman for 18 years, and has trained and competed in dressage for over 30 years. She keeps a horse in Surrey, England, and visits regularly for training and competitions.




[image: ]


Barbro Karlen, aged 14




AND THE WOLVES


HOWLED


FRAGMENTS OF TWO LIFETIMES


BARBRO KARLÉN


[image: ]




To my dear family, who have always given me much love and support




Clairview Books


An imprint of Temple Lodge Publishing


51 Queen Caroline Street


Hammersmith, London W6 9QL


www.clairviewbooks.com


First published by Clairview 2000


Second edition 2000


Translated from Swedish by Julie Martin


Originally published in German under the title


‘. . . und die Wölfe heulten’, Fragmente eines Lebens


by Perseus Verlag, Basel 1997


© Barbro Karlen and Thomas Meyer 1997


Barbro Karlen asserts the moral right to


be identified as the author of this work


All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be


reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted,


in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical,


photocopying or otherwise, without the prior


permission of the publishers


A catalogue record for this book


is available from the British Library


ISBN 978 1 91299 219 5


Cover by Andrew Morgan Design


Typeset by DP Photosetting, Aylesbury, Bucks.


Printed and bound in Great Britain by


Cromwell Press Limited, Trowbridge, Wilts.




Publisher’s Note


And the Wolves Howled is the autobiography of Barbro Karlen, the Swedish writer, policewoman, dressage rider and instructor. Her story is told in the third person, under the guise of Sara Carpenter. All the names of the principal players in the drama have likewise been changed, as well as some minor details of the narrative. Karlén’s reason for using this literary device was to create a greater objectivity with regard to the traumatic events in her life. Essentially, however, this is her true story.


As a child, Karlén became something of a literary sensation in her native Sweden. Between the ages of 12 and 17, 10 books of her verse and prose were published to widespread acclaim, swiftly becoming bestsellers. In spite of the media fuss that surrounded her, however, only her close family was aware of the young Barbro’s inner torment—her dreadful memories of a previous existence on earth. As recounted by Karlén here, from an early age she had powerful recollections of a life as the Jewish girl Anne Frank, who achieved posthumous fame as the author of the famous Diary.


Anne Frank is an icon today—a heroine who symbolizes the strength of the human spirit in the face of evil. It is not surprising, therefore, that Barbro Karlén’s connection to this historical figure—which she personally experiences as fact— has proved problematic to some. Following the first publication of this book in German, both author and publisher came under sustained attack. (See further in the Afterword by the Swiss publisher.) Karlen was of course aware of the possibility of such reactions, and thus the decision to publish these memoirs was not easy for her. The string of events which led her to take the step are described in this book.


Despite the adverse reactions by some people to the original publication of this work, we have decided to publish the English version essentially unchanged. It should be stated clearly, however, that neither author nor publisher seek to cause offence, least of all to those who have been affected in any way by the barbarous Nazi regime of the twentieth century. And the Wolves Howled should be taken for what it is: an individual’s personal testimony. Yet although personal, it has a universal relevance as one of an increasing number of reincarnation stories which are emerging from around the world today.


SG, January 2000, London
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Memories from the past


The darkness closes tighter and tighter around her, she is weeping and afraid. Her little body is shaking and she is drenched in sweat.


She can hear them running up the stairs, the shouted orders pierce her body like knives. Dogs are barking and with a crash the door is kicked in.


She wakes up. It is almost light outside. The birds are singing and everything is quiet. Still not quite out of her dream she dries away the tears from her face.


She was not yet five years old, but she had been living with these dreams for as long as she could remember. She had tried telling people about what happened to her at night but no one seemed to understand how in some strange way she was living in two worlds at the same time. Her parents insisted on calling her Sara, even though her name was really Anne. She thought that was odd. She had often tried to explain to her mother why she didn’t respond when they called out ‘Sara’. She hadn’t got used to her new name yet.


Sara soon realized that it was not natural at all to those around her, like it was to her, to remember the life they had lived on earth before they were born to this one. For her it was quite natural to remember her family from before. She missed her father, whom she loved and looked up to, but whom she hadn’t seen for a long time.


To begin with she thought she was perhaps just on a short visit to the kind people she was living with and who for some strange reason she was supposed to call Mummy and Daddy. But as time went on Sara realized she wasn’t Anne any longer and that her father from that life was not going to come and fetch her. She tried to talk to the grown-ups about how weird she thought this was, but she noticed that they just became frightened and that her questions upset them. So she stopped talking about it and kept her questions to herself. It must be a bad thing to remember who you were before, she thought to herself. And as she pushed the memories to the back of her mind, the feeling that she didn’t belong in her existence as Sara gradually receded.


But she could not get rid of the dreams. No matter how many years went by, they returned again and again. Almost always with the same fear.


She is trying to hide hut is pulled out by a man in uniform. She calls for her father hut there is no answer. There is a terrible racket going on. Things are being thrown around the room, furniture is overturned and there are men in uniform everywhere. In her dream she is desperately clutching a hook with a red cover, hut it is torn from her hands as she is taken away.


Even though she knew that these horrors belonged to another time, she could still not overcome the fear which certain things in everyday life aroused in her: people in uniform, taking a shower, playing hide and seek. Not to mention that to have someone chase her for fun was one of the worst things she could think of. Even though she knew it was a game, she always panicked and began to cry. It was just as embarrassing every time it happened!


Nor could she bring herself to eat certain things—brown beans for instance. She could remember clearly the strange look her mother had given her when she had told her why she couldn’t eat brown beans: ‘I really ate myself sick on them last time.’ Her mother, who had never offered her daughter brown beans before, had just shaken her head and taken the awful beans away.


Sara herself didn’t think there was anything strange about these memories at all; she knew where they came from. But her parents were all the more worried. In the end they were so worried that her mother took Sara to a psychiatrist to see if he could possibly explain her behaviour, which was so peculiar sometimes, to say the least. Her mother wondered whether perhaps she had an imaginary friend she called Anne?


The psychiatrist was none the wiser either. Sara was careful not to say a word about her dreams or about her memories from the life she had had before this one. She knew that he wouldn’t understand. Just like all the other grown-ups he would only get irritated and try to silence her. So she was perfectly ‘normal’ when he talked to her. After the examination he could only say that Sara was just like any other six year-old!


When Sara started school she learned to read and write quickly. Now suddenly a whole new world opened up to her. New and yet familiar. It seemed perfectly natural to write down all the thoughts that went round and round in her head. She woke up at night, got up, sat down and wrote until the early hours of the morning. She wrote poems and stories. And she wrote in her diary, which she could talk to about everything.


She threw away a lot of what she wrote. Not because she wasn’t satisfied with what she had written but because the idea of writing it was just to pour out all the thoughts there were inside her head. The idea that anyone might want to read it never crossed her mind. She liked school and had lots of friends, but she kept her writing to herself.


When Sara was ten years old, her parents took her on a trip round Europe. They were going to visit the big cities like Paris, Brussels and Amsterdam. Paris and Brussels were a bit frightening, she thought, so big and alien. But when they got to Amsterdam she felt as if she had been there before. But she didn’t say anything to her parents; they would have been uneasy about her strange ideas.


When they had settled into their hotel, her parents wanted to start by visiting Anne Frank’s house. They wanted to see what the place where the Jewish girl had hidden with her parents looked like, and where Anne Frank’s diary had been found.


Of course Sara had heard of both the house and the diary, but it had always seemed very strange to her to talk about Anne Frank in school. She couldn’t understand how other people also knew that there had been an Anne Frank. And she couldn’t bring herself to read the diary they talked about. Sara felt that she wanted her memories left in peace. She wanted to be absolutely sure that she wasn’t ‘remembering’ anything which in fact she had read somewhere.


When her parents were going to ring for a taxi, Sara could not hold her tongue any longer. ‘We don’t need a taxi at all, it’s not far to walk from here.’ She was so dead certain that it didn’t occur to her parents to object, they just meekly followed her as she walked off.


‘We’ll soon be there, it’s just round the next corner.’ Sara herself wasn’t at all surprised when they arrived, but her parents stood there speechless and just looked at one another. ‘That’s strange,’ said Sara when they stood in front of the steps up to the house. ‘It didn’t look like this before.’ She looked wonderingly and her parents didn’t know what to say.


They entered the house and went up the long narrow staircase. Sara, who had been so carefree when showing them the way, suddenly went quite white in the face. She broke out in a cold sweat and reached for her mother’s hand. Her mother was quite horrified when she felt Sara’s ice-cold hand in hers. ‘But darling Sara, what’s the matter?’ Her mother stopped and hugged her. ‘Don’t you want to go in? Shall we go back?’ Sara shook her head wordlessly and continued up the stairs hand in hand with her mother.


When they entered the hiding place the same irrational terrors overcame Sara as she had experienced so many times in her dreams. She found it hard to breathe and panic spread through her body. She had to summon every ounce of her will-power so as not to rush out of the room. She felt so cold that she was shaking even though it was high summer, and she couldn’t let go of her mother’s hand for one second.


When they went into one of the smaller rooms, she suddenly stood still and brightened up a little. She looked at the wall in front of her. ‘Look, the pictures of the film stars are still there!’


Her mother stared at the blank wall and couldn’t understand this at all. ‘What pictures Sara? The wall is bare!’ When Sara looked again she saw that this was true. The wall was bare! She felt confused. She knew that the pictures had been there. She had seen them just a second before. But now there was nothing there.


Her mother was so confounded that she felt driven to ask one of the guides whether she knew if there had perhaps been pictures on the wall at one time? Oh yes, they had only been taken down temporarily to be mounted under glass so that they wouldn’t be destroyed or stolen. Sara’s mother didn’t know what to say.


‘How in the world could you find your way here first of all, then insist that the steps outside were different and then see the pictures on the wall when they weren’t there?’ Sara’s father was full of questions and really rather irritated. But Sara was quite incapable of saying even a single word. She just wanted to get out of there, she felt that she couldn’t stand it a moment longer. She asked to be allowed to go out before her parents and when she promised to wait for them outside they let her go.


Her legs felt like jelly as she went down the stairs. She had never before in her life felt so wretched. The tears ran unrestrainedly down her face, and her legs would not carry her. When she reached the bottom step her legs folded under her and she fell.


For a fraction of a second she saw a man in uniform bending over her. He raised his arm to hit her and Sara instinctively covered her face. When she took her hands away she saw some Japanese tourists standing there looking astonished and staring at her. She got up, embarrassed, and went out into the street. It felt as if she couldn’t get enough air. She took long deep breaths and tried to calm herself.


When her parents came out they found her sitting by a tree. She was staring, her eyes red with weeping, at the canal which ran past the house. At first she didn’t notice them but when her mother bent down and placed her hand on her arm, she threw herself into her mother’s arms. She was so shocked by her experience on the stairs that she tried, sniffing and incoherent, to explain what had happened.


Her parents listened and tried to comfort her but they could not in any way begin to understand Sara’s ‘memories’. The idea that one might live more than one life was completely alien to them, but after the visit to that house they were obliged to admit that Sara must have been there before. Since they knew for certain that she hadn’t been there during this life, must it then have been during a previous one?


‘I don’t for one minute believe in that reincarnation nonsense, but I can’t deny that you must have been there before.’ Sara’s father felt very ill-at-ease with what had happened. This was outside the bounds of normality and he didn’t like it. He decided not to talk any more about it. But Sara’s mother tried to understand and comfort her as well as she could. She hugged her little daughter and held her on her lap until she had stopped crying. ‘Sweetheart, I don’t know and I can’t understand what you have been through, but you never need to be afraid again. I promise you that I shall always be there and always help you. You are the dearest and best thing in my life and I love you above everything else in the universe.’ Sara’s mother’s words caressed her soul and her spirits gradually lifted.


They continued their journey, but the incident in that house was not mentioned any more. Sara’s mother tried to bring the subject up again after they got home but Sara calmed her fears by saying that she felt fine and that she wasn’t going around thinking about what had happened at all.


This was only partially true. She knew what she had experienced and what horrors she had undergone. But she knew now that it was a time long past, and that there was no danger of her having to go through that horror during this lifetime on earth.


She had no idea then that there were other people from that time alive again too, and that their paths would cross hers once more.
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‘Child prodigy’


Sara continued to write. One day a good friend of the family came to their home and caught sight of a piece of paper lying crumpled up on the floor in her room. He picked it up, smoothed it out and read:


Enmity, hatred and nastiness


are maggots which bite deep,


a big black hole in the heart


which will not heal.


Kill all hatred


and help kindness to live.


Help all good, listen not to evil people,


evil people are maggots


who destroy all the good.


Lies are friends of the maggot,


they bite deep,


kill all lies,


let truth and kindness live.


The friend found more and more poems and stories. There was quite a pile by the time he had finished. ‘May I take these and show them to a publishing company?’ The friend was full of enthusiasm and Sara let him do as he wished. If she had known then what would come of it, she might have given a different answer.


A few years earlier Sara’s parents had divorced. To Sara this was a great sorrow, even though she and her mother had a good life together. She wrote about everything, including of course what it was like to be the child of a divorce:


I came into the world


to a father and mother


as a person


in the land of people


for I am a part of both


father and mother


but even so I am not whole,


I feel I am broken


in body and soul


I feel that I have no hope


I want to be part


of a whole family.


Who was it who said


split up?


I think that mother


and father and child


are one,


I did not ask to have life,


maybe I was an uninvited guest,


but my parents


are nonetheless best,


yet now they each have


a home of their own


whilst I have nothing at all left.


Two half homes


can never become one,


I wish


life had never been mine.


There was one consolation in this misery and that was Sara’s horse, her very own horse, Brownie. She had been riding at a riding school for many years and when Brownie, a wonderful mare, was to be sold, Sara’s heart had almost broken. And then her mother had bought Brownie as a surprise for her! Sara was of course over the moon about her horse. Brownie was her very best friend and when she was with the horse the thought of her parents’ divorce was easier to bear.


It was when she was around seven that Sara’s love of horses had really blossomed. She was absolutely fascinated by these marvellous animals. It seemed almost unbelievable to her that such a big heavy animal could move so gracefully. And it was a fantastic experience to be able to control the horse without taking away its natural desire to move. With her horse Sara felt in perfect harmony.


It was soon apparent to Sara that in spite of her size Brownie was a very sensitive and sharp-eared creature, like the wind at the gallop and yet aware of everything around her. Getting close to this creature, being able to offer it love and security, was her greatest joy. Even though she was only eleven years old, she was absolutely certain how important it was always to behave calmly, firmly and with inner strength when she and Brownie were together. The horse had to know that she could always trust Sara no matter what happened.


Shortly after Sara’s twelfth birthday something happened which was to change her life almost overnight. The poems which their friend had collected had been accepted by a publishing house and suddenly a published collection of her poems was a reality!


Sara, who wanted to be a child, just like any other, now found herself drawn into a dance which simply whirled faster and faster. Reporters rang up. There was an interview here, another one there. They wanted her on TV, in debating programmes and in entertainment shows. She was suddenly being called a ‘child prodigy’ everywhere.


If it was possible, the media interest in her grew even more when she decided to write a letter to a well-known professor who spoke on TV about how afraid he was of dying. Sara couldn’t help herself, she was just frightfully upset about how such a clever man could sit there on TV and scare people. As a result she wrote the Letter to the man who was afraid to die.




I listened to a man on TV for a little while, he said he was afraid of dying. It’s just as well that man wasn’t as wise when he was born as he is now, because then he would have been afraid of being born as well.


Maybe it wasn’t so strange that he should be afraid of dying because this man thought that his whole self was dead for ever when his life on earth was over. I think that it’s very unfair to God to think such a stupid thought. He made people so wonderful. We can see, walk, lie down, run, speak, play, laugh, cry, work, be happy or sad, think, wish, travel—we can do so enormously much.


No one here on earth has been able to construct a real person so far. And yet there are people who think that all this disappears in one go. Dear, kind TV-man, you must realize that if we were going to come to an end so very quickly, God wouldn’t have needed to create us so precisely. He might as well have made us like tetrapaks which only have to be used once because cardboard is just thrown away anyway.





I would really like to take the TV-man out into the woods and just sit there quietly with him and look and listen to all the wonderful things. See how the small leaves tremble, but it’s not because they are afraid for they know that when autumn comes and they fall, they will live again next year and the next and the next. If that little leaf could speak it would probably say something like this: Poor, poor human man who’s afraid of dying. I am only a little leaf but I am just so glad we can be beautiful for people every single year. But perhaps people who are afraid can never really see us tiny little leaves who want to be beautiful for people. Perhaps the TV-man doesn’t believe God created us at all? So who do you think did create us then?


My father says that he believes in a higher power, but that people developed from just a single cell in the beginning. Mummy would dearly like to believe that there is a life after this one but I am sorry she only wants to believe.


Dear sweet TV-man, you’re so learned, surely you don’t ever need to say on TV again that you are afraid of dying. You must realize that you are frightening half of Sweden. Just think how many people there are who aren’t half as learned as you and they must think that everything you say is true. If you happen to read what I write, you would get really mad and say that that child jolly well doesn’t understand, and it’s true enough that I don’t understand a lot but I know that I think you should have talked about what you are educated in and not about something you don’t know. I don’t think any person needs to pass some great examination to know whether God exists or not. Flowers and trees and animals don’t have a school to go to but they are so incredibly grateful every time they wake up to a new life on earth and people surely can’t be less intelligent than animals.


Forgive me dear TV-man, but I was cross with you, but I feel much better now. And I just really wanted to tell you that you shouldn’t be afraid of dying because you’re not just a tetrapak but a lovely person who God has created.








The letter was never intended for publication but when it did come to the knowledge of the media they pounced on it. On news hoardings and front pages they trumpeted: ‘Twelve-year-old girl teaches professor a lesson’. ‘Well-known professor set right by child prodigy.’ Once again the publicity became almost insufferable for Sara. However, when she was invited on to TV to meet the professor face to face, she still accepted quite undaunted. But the professor didn’t want to take part. Instead she was interviewed by a reporter and then read her letter aloud. That episode was broadcast again and again in the news and everyone was talking about the girl who had dared to contradict a professor.


The publicity was enormous and Sara felt as if her world was not really her own any more. Of course she wanted to write and of course she was pleased that people seemed to want to read what she wrote, but it involved so much more that she was not pleased about: her friends at school, for instance, who had always been nice to her before. They now seemed to have a growing aversion to her and started calling her names: ‘the poet’, ‘the writer’. ‘So you think you’re something special do you?’


No, she didn’t think she was anything special. Why were they suddenly being so unkind?


After a while Sara realized that it was her writing and all the publicity which had brought about the change, but she could never stop writing, she knew that. It was as important to her as eating and breathing. Her writing and her horse were her comfort in her loneliness. She could always rely on Brownie. When she took her out and rode alone in the woods, it was as if all her cares blew away.


At Uncle Knut’s, who owned the stable where Brownie was kept, she could always be herself. There was no one there who expected her to behave like a ‘literary child prodigy’! There Sara had her ‘horsy friends’, other girls of her own age who also loved horses and didn’t care tuppence about whether Sara wrote books or not.


The ‘stable’ was actually a beautiful old farmstead which the expansion of the city had passed by. It lay like a heavenly island, preserved, with sheltering trees all around. Behind the trees was reality—industries, factories and cars. But Uncle Knut, although he was getting on in years, had fought the powerful developers and even more powerful local politicians to keep his farm. And so far no one had had any success when they had waved bank-notes temptingly in his face!


Sara admired Uncle Knut greatly. She could sit for hours and listen when he talked about the old times. The story of Tricko, a horse which Uncle Knut had once owned, was one she loved. Uncle Knut borrowed horses from the livery foundation; they were horses which could be called up if there were a war. All the farmers who had horses like that wanted real working horses who could draw the plough and do an honest day’s work. But Uncle Knut wanted a ‘real’ horse! One he could both ride and use on the land, so he had asked to have a real riding horse. That was Tricko. But the problem was that Tricko absolutely refused to pull the plough, no matter how hard Uncle Knut tried, so in the end he had to give up and send Tricko back.


A few years later Uncle Knut was sitting watching the Olympic games on television. Tricko was there—competing successfully in the Olympic show-jumping class!


‘Just think, I had an Olympic horse and I sent it back because it couldn’t pull the plough!’ Uncle Knut always managed to look as if it was the first time he was telling the story and every time he looked really aggrieved!





Every year for St Lucia all the girls and the one or two boys at the stable had a tradition of putting on a St Lucia procession for Uncle Knut. Very, very early in the morning, on 13 December, they crept in over the crisp snow with their candles and white robes. Beneath the window of the room where Uncle Knut lay asleep they would strike up: ‘Night comes on heavy feet …’ to the tune of Santa Lucia. And every year without fail, the window would be opened when they reached the second verse and Uncle Knut, spruced up in a tie and a suit and with his hair neatly combed, would look out and exclaim: ‘No, is that you, I would never have dreamt that you’d come.’ Then they would be invited into the warm, and the door to the best room, which was otherwise always locked, would be opened. There the table was laid and there was a little Christmas present at each person’s place!


Uncle Knut was a very good horseman and he taught Sara a lot about horses and riding. She was always all ears. She learned from the bottom up both how to ride and how to look after horses properly.


Uncle Knut also really understood the art of living and Sara was always filled with the same joy and laughter every time she saw him take a little skip for sheer happiness. It was when he thought no one was looking that he would sometimes skip just for the joy of being. Once when he noticed that Sara had seen him he at first tried to make excuses: ‘I’m sure you think I’m not quite right in the head, skipping around like that, an old man like me.’ But when he saw Sara’s smiling face he added, ‘Well so what, maybe it’s not so daft anyway; I’m just so happy and that makes my legs quiver and why shouldn’t I skip if I feel like it?’ Just to confirm it he took another, extra skip to prove that he was right. It made Sara think of Evert Taube’s song ‘Rönnerdahl’—all that was missing was the garland of flowers in his hair!


There was no let-up in the publicity surrounding Sara and it meant that she received masses of letters from various people. It was impossible for her to read them all herself, so her mother tried to help her. She read the letters, sorted them and gave Sara the ones that needed answering. And Sara tried to answer them, although it took up a lot of her time. But she didn’t feel that she could leave all the people who wrote to her with such warmth and love waiting in vain for an answer. There were young and old, healthy and sick, unhappy and happy people who wrote to her.


But when her mother passed over a letter and said it was from a German man living in Sweden, Sara signalled an abrupt halt. ‘I can’t write to him.’ Sara felt an irrational reluctance and her mother realized that there was no sense in persisting. But Sara’s mother, who had read the letter and had been moved by the German man’s story, decided to answer him herself. This led to their beginning a correspondence and after a while they also began to meet.


Finally Sara’s mother asked her to go with her and meet Erwin Kramer, as the man was called. For her mother’s sake Sara agreed but she felt incredibly ill at ease at the prospect of the meeting. She said nothing to her mother, who was delighted that Sara would finally meet Erwin.


In spite of Sara’s reluctance, after the meeting she was obliged to admit to herself that the man her mother had introduced her to was very kind and unusual. Erwin, who was an artist, had fled from Germany to Sweden in the middle of that terrible war. On a raft, with three friends, he had risked his life to get away. It was in the middle of winter and their chances of survival had been slim. But when things had looked darkest and the men on the raft had been exhausted with thirst and cold, help had come from ‘above’! They had been picked up by a Swedish fishing boat which took them to Sweden and safety.


Erwin told Sara how he had been forced to leave the country. He was forced to leave his brothers, sisters and parents to get away from the war. For him it had been absolutely unthinkable to go out and fight for Hitler. His only way out had been to flee. Sara had listened and understood that Erwin was a very special person. His story of how he had fled, how terrified he had been of being captured by the Germans, his own people, moved Sara deeply. She felt a kind of bond with Erwin after that.


Sara’s mother and Erwin continued to meet and after a couple of years they moved in together. Now Sara had two fathers and she didn’t have anything against it. Erwin was a real ‘dream father’. He always had time for Sara when she wanted to talk and her mother seemed much happier than she had been for a long time.


Sara, who was now thirteen, still found happiness in her writing. She still only really wrote for herself, but since a lot of people evidently wanted to read what she wrote and the publishers who had published the first book were putting pressure on her, she agreed to her work being published. Over the next four years one or two books were brought out each year. They all dealt with the same subject: with the love of animals, nature and people. And with good being strong, with the fact that good always conquers in the end.


Sara found a lot of her inspiration when she went out walking alone in the countryside or strolled by the sea. She sought solitude more and more frequently. Then she was able to sense how nature flowed through her whole body. It felt like brilliantly coloured waves. When she walked by the sea at sunset, alone and with bare feet, the murmur of the sea sounded like musical harmonies. She wondered what the forces were which gave her the ability to write.


The words came to her in torrents, they cascaded through her brain and she just had to hold the pen. Sometimes when she was writing they came so quickly that she could hardly keep up. It was a wonderful feeling when the words poured from the pen without her needing to think for one second about what she should write.


It was Sara’s wish that what she wrote should help people to understand how they should live in harmony with nature, animals and themselves. She wanted to tell people that there was no death. That everyone, without exception, was born again and again. She wanted to give people comfort and confidence. And she wanted to tell them that there was no avenging God, no God sitting on a throne and judging people. That they judged themselves.


‘As ye sow, so shall ye reap,’ it said in the Bible. It could not be put more simply. Sara knew that the world’s wars, greed, thirst for power and evil were the consequences of people being lost and ignorant. If people knew that they were born again and again and that you had to reap what you yourself sowed, the world would look different, Sara was quite convinced of that.


She thought a lot about the opposition between good and evil. In her books she often described the most beautiful of all worlds. Like in A moment in the Flower Kingdom:




‘I remember the first time I really thought deeply. It was just before I started school. Some of my friends and I were on the seashore. The huge, unfathomable ocean lay before us. Rocks, sandy beaches, stones, washed up bits of driftwood, gulls circling over the water and the occasional swallow or sparrow passing by as part of the universe.


I wanted to explain why I quite suddenly realized that perhaps I was different. I felt that I was at one with nature, with the universe, at one with the great wonderful world which just was there. An enormous feeling of happiness suddenly welled up in me. One of the girls said, ‘Shouldn’t we go home, it’s no fun any more.’


It took only a moment before I walked away from the other girls, I felt that I couldn’t go with them. ‘No fun any more’. How could she say that? I began to wonder what it was due to. Couldn’t she see the mighty ocean, the blue sky with the fluffy clouds, the gulls’ proud flight. Or the little shellfish which had been tossed up on the beach. Or the wet sand which had small crests like little waves.


Surely everything had its own story to tell. I remember how I sat down, alone on the beach. I experienced the minutes of eternity. It felt as if the whole of nature was giving me its innermost self. The lapping of the waves was just like the beating of my own heart. The little shellfish lay just by my feet; I got up, took it and put it back in the water, back in its own world. I took a handful of the wet sand, talked to the grains of sand, felt that they too were at one with everything. I felt peace, love, communion with everything.


The sun began to sink, all the colours blended together—the sun, the sky, the sea. Everything, everything became one. I, a little human ant, was part of this unimaginably beautiful story. I remember that I looked around me, looked, felt, lived. Felt that I was a part of everything. I had bare feet, felt the wet sand under them, felt the earth’s own warm life beneath. I walked along the beach, it felt as if I were on a walk around the whole earth. It felt as if I was looking for something. But what was there to look for? I had found everything in a single great incomprehensible eternal present. Could beauty get bigger and more beautiful? Could peace be more complete?


No, but I will tell you what I was looking for. There was a yearning which came upon me suddenly. It just was there, inside the whole of me. It was in my head, in my heart, in the whole of me, in my hands, in my feet. I was looking for someone whom I could share all my experiences with, someone who could come to me as the whole of nature had come to me.


I felt myself divorced from the human world. I remember how my thoughts took shape. How I understood that it was a huge unfathomable gift which I had been given, to be allowed to open my senses to all unearthly beauty. I felt how I became conscious of higher worlds where everyone could live in peace and beauty. Where everyone could see true life.


I heard a voice which came to me from space, like music. It was as if the voice said: ‘You, little earth child—there are many mansions with our Father. In those mansions beauty never vanishes. Some human children can already catch glimpses of that beauty on earth, just as you have seen and experienced. The musical voice from space told of the Kingdom of Flowers, of innumerable beautiful worlds.


I promised the voice on the beach that I would write the story of the Kingdom of Flowers one day. Write about all the beauty, all the life, all the experiences which came to me.


But always, always I looked for someone to share my thoughts with. I always felt as if I was constantly on a quest, always expected to find another wanderer who spoke the same language as I did. I knew that there would be one. I felt it inside myself. I searched in the skies of heaven, in the stars, in the sea, in the wind, I searched everywhere.


Shall I tell you where I found what I was looking for? I found it on the ground. Footprints. Footprints of bare feet. Footprints which had trodden on the beach. Someone else who was also out wandering, who was looking. The footprints became clearer and clearer. They were almost fresh footprints. It couldn’t have been long since the wanderer made them. Now I had caught up with the wanderer who had gone before me. Suddenly I could see him towards the horizon. He was waiting for me. He had heard the sound of my footsteps, he’d stopped, he was waiting.


For a long moment we just looked at one another. Wordlessly, quietly, reverently. It was as if the whole of nature was holding its breath. The being standing before me was Everything I had looked for. This was the one I had looked for and waited for. He could tell me about everything beyond the hosts of stars on the Milky Way, behind the ocean’s unfathomable songs, beyond the eternal longing in a human heart. He could tell stories about the beauty of the worlds, He offered security and peace to a little earthly creature. He told me that He had always been there, that He had always left footprints behind. He promised me that I would be able to feel His nearness at any time. ‘Perhaps I am not always visible to people when I come close to you, but I shall always be in you and with you.’


I began once again to be conscious of time. I felt how the world, the people’s world, was coming back. Dazedly I looked around. The One who had come from Nowhere was gone. But gone only from my outer sight. Inside me He was there. I looked up. The last golden red rays of the sun painted a wonderfully beautiful picture for both my outer and inner sight.
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