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“Angels and deceased loved ones are always with us”


I have seen my angel and would like to tell you all about it. With this book I also wish to thank my guardian angel for the unique and unforgettable gift he has given me.


This book is dedicated to my father who died on January 31, 1984. I did not have the chance to bid him farewell, but he shows me again and again that he is still here in those moments I feel sad.


We are only on earth to love each other and to do good. If we do not understand this, we have to return once, twice, three times, as often as necessary until we have finally found out what our task, our purpose is and fulfil it. So let us begin now! Today!




Preface


I spent a long time wondering if I should really write this book. Because everything a person cannot see with his own eyes or feel it himself, is often regarded as crazy. But thoughts do exist and we certainly cannot see them either! Looking back on occurrences of the past years: September 11, 2001, earthquakes, heavy floods, or the war against Afghanistan and Iraq has given me the courage and strength to write about things which may help many other people to become aware of God again and his helpers, the angels, and to believe in the fact that lost loved ones are not dead.


Never before in history were nations so split when it came to the decision of beginning war against Iraq or not. I too, was more than confused; I felt paralysed when war started without a UN mandate. I prayed for weeks that all involved would give in, but my hopes and those of many others were shattered with the beginning of the war on March 20, 2003. Every day I saw innocent children, women and men dying on TV. I saw the pain of mothers in the USA, England and among other allies, and the people in Iraq as they found out that they had lost their loved ones, their children – and for them they had only wanted the best.


The politicians, they too, only wanted the best. But how can it possibly be the best, if it brings so much pain to so many people? President Bush and Saddam wage war in the name of God! But God is not war at all; God is love, peace and forgiveness! There is always a solution for everything, including keeping peace. But how and when are politicians prepared to find a solution? First of all they see their own interests and then embellish them until they see no other possibility left than to start a war. People demonstrate for peace, but they are simply ignored. Governments follow their own interests without consideration for others. And we, the people, are the ones affected, we have to see it all going on, helpless and powerless.


What kind of wars are they, where old men send young women and men to war, who still have their life in front of them? Shouldn’t commanding politicians be in the front line of a war? No, the politicians hide away and are far away and safe from any enemy attacks. Look at Saddam or Osama bin Laden. Their people are dying, but they are in good health. Is this what we really want?


On December 26, 2004, the heavy seaquake in Asia took more than 250 000 lives and touched our hearts deeply. We mourn together with all nations who have lost people they love and ask God to take the dead souls to himself. Great pain moved us to tears, even those people who hardly ever show emotions, showed their feelings. This time nature was the terrorist or rather the arm of God and we all had to watch a paradise turning into a heap of rubble, but still everyone asked again: “Where was God? Why did he let it happen?” First I didn’t want to respond, but it hurts me when people doubt God and his goodness. God loves us! And all people we lost these days are now in paradise - in his paradise! He is our kind and gracious God, never would he punish a small child, simply because it has done nothing wrong. He especially loves children; they are now with him and are well. They are better off than we are; we still have to suffer through a valley full of tears, what we call earth. Our life is a never-ending struggle to survive.


Now I would like to give you an honest account of the experiences I had in Thailand a few years ago. I also write guidebooks and intended to write one about that paradise. I spent a few vacations there and every time I returned home, my heart was filled with disgust.


I shuddered already on the plane, facing the fact that there were only four women on board. All other passengers were men and not one single spare seat. After I had arrived in Thailand, I saw old men buying young women. I saw men renting a woman so that they would have a sex slave for the next three weeks. After I had written about AIDS, I decided not to write a guidebook about the country, although I had already invested quite a lot of energy into the book and many chapters had been completed. I could not arrange with my conscience to send people to this beautiful country, although it is beautiful. There is too much going wrong there. In Bangkok, women sit behind display windows with numbers, and are chosen and rented for sex by men. For me, it was terrible to see how humans are treated as if they were objects. I could see young Thai women in company with older men looking the other way with disgust, when they thought no-one was watching them. At that time, I thought to myself: how long is God going to watch this? Women are bought just like we buy bread at the bakery or meat at the butchery. Has God endured and seen enough? Did he have to send us this misery as well, to enable us to see the misery of the Third World? Prostitution certainly cannot relieve misery; it can only make things worse.


Unfortunately the seaquake inferno hit innocent people, mostly children, old people, weak and poor people. This catastrophe has probably given rise to many thoughts, but in its wake some miracles happened too. A man managed to survive a week in the ocean, clinging to a branch. A small child drifted back to the shore and was found after several days. Another small child was found sitting on the road, the rest of the family was dead. One mother had to decide which one of her children she should rescue. She had to let go of one child, and found it afterwards only a few feet away. All were saved.


The Bible says in the Book of Job 12:15: If he holds back the waters, then they dry up; if he releases them, they destroy the land.


Does “they” mean the floods and earthquakes? I have thought about this statement a lot.


We exploit our earth out of financial reasons only, without being aware of the consequences. The cause for most floods can be found in the straightening of rivers and continuous wood clearing. When are we going to wake up? Most hurricanes and storms are due to the heating up of earth’s atmosphere. At world Climate Conferences the mighty ones do not feel addressed. Having their own interests in mind they refuse to protect our Earth, people, animals and nature. If the climate on earth continues to heat up, the sea-level will rise and a lot of paradises will be destroyed due to sea floods.


The terrible flood in Asia brought people together again. We opened up our hearts to those needing our help. We helped each other. The world’s largest humanitarian relief action began after this tragedy. More than forty nations took part in it.


God has found joy again due to us caring for others and helping them. May he give strength to all people helping in Asia, so that they are able to endure, what they have to face day by day. The things they have to do cannot be expressed in words.


I would like to tell you what happened to me, I have no idea what it means. I felt pain as I saw the misery in Asia. My first reaction was to pick up my pendant of the Holy Mother, holding it in my hands I prayed to her. I asked her to take those who lost their lives in the flood to her and to comfort their relatives. After my prayer the telephone rang and I answered. I could hear a lot of people speaking. I could tell by the sound of their voices that they were Asian people. I tried speaking English to them, but no-one took any notice of me. They didn’t seem to be unhappy, they were talking cheerfully. I didn’t dare to hang up, because I thought there must be a reason for the call. Although I didn’t hear anyone hanging up, the conversation ended after a few minutes. I was surprised, especially because I had just received a new telephone number a few days ago and nobody knew the new number yet, including me. I have a caller ID, but there was no number on the display. How can this be explained?


Behind one dead person there are about one hundred people or more who have to manage the pain of losing a loved one. These people are mothers, fathers, women, men, friends, neighbours and colleagues. That is why I would like to tell you what I experienced and many other people too, after the death of a loved one. Perhaps it will ease some of the enormous pain that gives us the feeling we cannot carry on in life. And if we become more sensitive and look out for signs, instead of considering things as mere chance, a lot more people would be able to contact the ones they lost due to death. They are actually waiting for us to do so!


They are waiting for us and will be there for us on the day we die. I hope and pray that God and my angels give me the ability and strength to write this book in their name in a comprehensible manner and to pass it on to you. Everything that cannot be seen, felt or touched is difficult to pass on. I do hope that I find the right words.




What kind of person am I?


Someone comes along and tells you in a book that angels and the souls of lost loved ones are right among us, but who is the person behind the book? My guardian angel appeared to me on August 28, 2002 for the second time, and I must say that it was one of the best moments in my life. This is the reason I wish and must pass on my experiences to you. Now I knew that everything I believe and have experienced is true. God does exist, the dead do rise again, there are angels and life is eternal! I am a person like everyone else; I am neither better nor worse than you are who are reading this book. I am a person with feelings and emotions, and most of all I don’t believe everything I am told. I am a very realistic person.


I was only six and my brother three years old, when my parents had a divorce. We were divided “fairly”. My brother was allowed to live with my father in France, and I lived in Germany with my mother. Living close to the French border we could see each other quite often, but when we met we would fight each other. My brother would say “your mother” and I would say “your father”. I never saw us as one family, and a feeling of “we” or “us” never existed. My father tried to win my love, but I just could or would not give him my love. He had left our good mother and destroyed our family with his unfaithfulness, so he was the bad one for me. I held him responsible for the miserable state of our family, and I would not let him find the way to my heart. He wanted us back and didn’t pay child support, so my mother had to work every day to provide for us. My brother was brought up by a nanny. As an independent entrepreneur my father was away from home most of the time, and often enough he didn’t send my brother to school, but took him to work instead. The older I grew, the less I understood that. My father, however, thought it was best for my brother, so he would learn to run the business that he would have to take over some day.


My grandparents were upset about the fact that my mother had to work every day and I was a latchkey-child. They were willing to take care of me and offered me to stay with them from Mondays to Fridays, and to spend the weekends with my mother. It was a hard decision for me and I felt sorry for myself. It meant no father, no brother and only spending the weekends with my mother. I shed many tears. I was told it would do me no good having to provide for myself all day, and how important it is for children to eat a warm meal regularly. Finally, those facts and conversations we had, convinced me.


My grandparents, whom I both loved deeply, were happy that I needed them and they had found a new responsibility. They both influenced my new life. They were very religious and I led a different, Christian life from then on. Every day began with a prayer to God and the Holy Mother Mary. My grandmother went to mass every day, and I would accompany her as often as I could without moaning. Now my life was filled with God, and my grandparents raised me to do well and not to hurt other people. They often said that the world could be changed for the better, entirely by prayer. Even today, I can recall my grandmother saying: “If anyone hits you on the right cheek, offer him the other as well.” Being her favourite grandchild, she wanted me to become a nun one day.


Then my parents hatched a plot behind my back. From now on I was to attend a secondary high school, a French convent school, which changed my attitude towards religion completely. After we had gone through all formalities of the school, I had to bid my parents farewell and begin a new life in France. The last days before I went to the school were terrible, I cried again and again. If I had known what awaited me at the school, I surely would have run away. I never imagined there could be such inhuman people under the guise of a convent school. A place, where one expects to find love, strength and sympathy, was full of hate and resentment. The time I spent there was the worst time of my life. There I had to grow up without any love and sympathy. That institution of God probably separated me from my deep faith in God and the church for many years to come. The parcel, which my grandmother had packed with love to help me through the first days, was taken away. They divided the contents between them. Surely, there is nothing wrong with sharing things, but the parcel meant more to me, it reminded me of my grandmother.


I was shown to my room, a dormitory divided by curtains. I had to share the dormitory with 20 students and a night sister. At 9 pm it was bedtime and lights out. The night sister made sure everything stayed quiet and in order. The first night I cried myself to sleep. At 5:30 am, the cruel whistle of the nun woke us up, worse than any alarm clock. We had to wash in the dormitory, with only eight sinks for all of us, and make our beds. The nun whistled again at 6 am and we had to be ready for breakfast by then. Someone showed me my seat in the dining room. There was a drawer in front of me containing cutlery and a napkin. I took out the cutlery and napkin and was going to put them on the table, but the nun shook her head and told me to put it back. That is weird, I thought. Then the whistle was blown again and all students opened their drawer and placed the things on the table. Coffee, milk, white bread and jam already stood on the table. We drank “Café au lait” out of big cups, the way French people do. On this first morning I didn’t have much appetite, and I jumped when the nun whistled, reminding us that breakfast was finished. Everyone had to stop eating, if they had finished or not. Is that how Christians should act, throwing away food that had not been eaten, giving it to the pigs? After breakfast, we all went to mass and school started at 8 am. It was the same procedure at lunchtime and in the evenings. It was like a prison to me. I tried to talk about my feelings with one of the girls, but she whispered: “Be quiet, otherwise we get points!” “What do you mean, we get points?” “I’ll explain it to you in our break”, she answered, looking rather nervous. When I was called to the Mother Superior, I had tears in my eyes. She handed me a uniform, for me to wear at school and on our outings. Her gaze was evil and her voice cold as she told me: “I am the Mother Superior and you must address me Bonn Mére!” Translated it means “good mother”. This woman had nothing motherly or good about her. I secretly asked myself, if I would ever be able to address that woman at all. I avoided her every day, so that I didn’t have to address her. My mother or Mother Mary is my mother I thought stubbornly, but not this dissatisfied, sullen woman. Each day was a sad day, because laughter could not be heard at this school. We were educated in a strict manner and had to obey. Later I found out what points meant. If a student had 10 points, she was not allowed to go home for the weekend. I did my best not to get points, but I grew quieter and sadder over the months. On outings the nuns cut us off from the boys who followed our group, and the boys didn’t stand a chance of speaking a single word to us. Our schoolyard was surrounded by high walls with broken glass on top and wire netting. There was no possibility for the provincial Casanovas to come into contact with the girls.


However, I must also mention that one of the nuns was special. She had a warm and hearty aura. I always thought she was from a completely different world, but again and again I noticed the other nuns behaving in a hostile manner towards her. Even as a child I had a good sense of justice, and I started a special friendship with her. She gave some of the girl’s piano lessons, if required, and I also took piano lessons just to be near her. These were the only hours I felt comfortable. I shared my misery with her and told her I had noticed that the other nuns didn’t seem to love her very much. She even tried to protect them, when answering: “God will forgive them; they too, are only people like you and me. Even though they serve God and fulfil his commandments, they have their strengths and failings just like everyone else in this world.”


My time at the convent school came to an abrupt end due to a sad incident. My grandfather died and my grandmother couldn’t get over the loss of her husband, and she wanted me to live with her. She also knew that I was very unhappy and tried to help me. When I told my father about a girl who seemed more like a boy to me, and that she was always trying to kiss me, he said: “That’s enough, I’m not spending my hard earned money for you to be messed up there!” Several years later I was to learn that there is lesbian love, and I understood why my father had reacted so quickly. At the school, they regretted my departure; suddenly I was supposed to have been a good student who could subordinate herself very well. My favourite nun had to leave the school; she was expecting a baby from the local vicar. In my childish mind I told my father all about it and said: “Just let them marry and they will become friendlier and more human.” But he was shocked, and sadly said that it was like Sodom and Gomorrah behind the walls of the monastery.


My life instantly changed and the joy of life came back to me. I attended a state school again, and in my class a nun, too, was the teacher. Young readers might find it hard to believe that in the sixties, students were still hit by teachers, for example, for having dirty fingernails or forgetting something or because a bad mark had not been signed by parents. Stefanie, the nun, did like me due to the parcels I brought along for the nuns and the ministers, packed with love from my grandmother, but I was still among those chosen to be punished with a stick. If I talked too much during lessons, I had to stand in a corner with my face against the wall. Sometimes there were students standing in every corner of the room.


I am only telling you all this to show you how delicate and frail the human soul is, and the impact cold and unlovable surroundings will have on it, leading to a faithful person beginning to doubt religion and love. My grandmother could hardly believe I had changed in such a manner, I now always moaned when we went to church together. “Child, what have they done to you, you are not the same person.” She was right.




Is there life after death?


Today, I definitely say: “Yes there is!” I remember a holiday I spent with my father. We discussed whether there is life after death or not. Even now I can recall the place where our discussion took place. I still remember it as if had just been a few days ago. My father thought there must be something after death. I said: “That is what I once thought, that there must be something after death, but times have changed. When people die it is like sleeping for ever and it doesn’t hurt.” I told him that was the reason we didn’t have to fear death. But he didn’t share my opinion, and said: “What about our mind and soul? Shall everything we have done, our work, our love, been for nothing?” I always answered with a clear no, although he did recite the bible. This discussion took place thirty years ago. I was very young and inexperienced at the time.


Since then, everything I have experienced due to the loss of someone I loved, and the books I read, justifies the claim that there is life after death. It has been noticed that the body of dead people is lighter after death, they were weighed shortly before they died and after death. Does this mean our soul, or our soul and mind, left our body? Why did the body become lighter?


Because I couldn’t accompany my father while he was dying, I decided I would be there should anyone among my family or friends need someone to help them through their last hours. When my mother’s partner, who had been with her for many years, was sent to hospital, I could finally pay back. At that time, I was actually working in that hospital and I spent every free minute visiting him and other ill people. I noticed I could actually smell death there. Every time I came to the ward I thought it smelt like death, and indeed the sister would tell me someone had just died. I tried to carry out the wishes of the old men and they were so grateful. One old man told me he would give everything just for a bottle of beer. I put my coat on and fetched him a bottle. Never before have I seen anyone radiating with joy after his wish was fulfilled, and nobody could tell if it would be his last beer, because he was very ill and the doctors had already given him up. A day before my mother’s partner died I could see an extreme change going on with him. He didn’t seem to be in our world any longer. I heard him speaking again and again to people who had died years ago, while I sat next to him. He talked to his dead mother, his father and brothers and sisters. I carefully tried to prepare my mother for his near death; he would probably die the same day. She didn’t believe me and asked me how could I know? I explained to her that some dying people are welcomed by lost loved ones before they die. The doomed one is already in the spiritual realm of the dead, even though his body still shows functions. That was the reason he mentioned names of dead people, his spirit was already connected to those on the other side.


Some doctors talk of Endorphins, which are found in the brain and have pain-relieving properties similar to morphine. Endorphins are supposed to be released in the process of dying. People, who explore death, see these things as I do. People who had a near-death experience were also received and welcomed by their relatives in the process of dying. We never die alone; we are always accompanied by helpers or angels, because they always await us. No soul is forgotten, even if it did not live a life in the sense of God. But that soul will have to return to learn to become a better soul. God will send this incomplete soul many tests.


But now, I am one hundred percent convinced that there is life after death. The cause for my change of mind lies in my father or rather his early death. Everything that happened afterwards leads me to the conclusion that there must be life after death. To make it easier for you to understand everything, I will have to tell you a lot of private things.




My life in South Africa


I spent many years of my life in South Africa, and I was very happy there. If it had not been for my parents, I would never have found the way back to my home country. I loved South Africa with its wonderful animals and plants. In no other place have I ever felt so near to God.


My husband and I were married in South Africa and our daughter was born there, too. We had to decide where we wanted to live before it was time for her to start school. We decided to live in Germany, to be near to our parents. It was hard for all of us to leave the life we had led and built up there.


When we had returned to Germany, I noticed that people had changed a lot. The warm and hearty attitude people showed us in Africa was missing here. Everyone just thought of themselves and the atmosphere was cold and impersonal. Everything only consisted of consumption and profit, nothing else seemed to matter. The bad weather was the final straw to make us feel sad and unhappy.


Perhaps that was one of the reasons why my marriage was divorced after being in Germany a short time. My second child was born here and my ex-husband, who was born in Lübeck, went back to Africa without even thinking of paying child support. I have never lived on social benefits and had to work hard to provide for my children and to ensure we all would have a good life, but my daughter still reproached me and said it would have been better if I had lived on social benefits, instead of working for strangers all day. Then she and her younger brother could have been with their mother and it wouldn’t have been necessary for nurseries, day-homes or au-pairs to take care of them. I thought a lot about what she had said, and I realised that time and love are much more important for a young human soul than presents, which are given to soothe the guilty conscience of parents for having to give their children away, for not being able to spend enough time with their own children.


The greatest gifts we can give loved ones can be seen in the time we give them, and showing them our understanding and love, caring for them as best as we can. This should have priority in our lives. If I could turn back time, I would only work in the mornings, be happy with less income and be there for my family instead.




My father’s last visit before he fell ill


My father came to see me and the children in Allgäu (Bavarian region) because he had business to do in Munich. He tried to persuade me to work for him like he always did. I rejected his offer; I couldn’t travel to installations with him and expect my children to do without me. I also had the feeling I would become dependent on him. During his last visit he told me he intended to dismiss an employee who had been working for him for many years, because she had changed, was always grumbling, dissatisfied with everything, often ill and forever criticising him. Still I advised him not to dismiss her, because of the long time she had been working for him. If people are ill, we have to be patient with them and cannot turn them out, a dismissal would be inhuman.


A year later my brother and I realised it was exactly that piece of advice which led to us losing our inheritance. My father had been right, and I had misjudged the woman completely. That woman married my father when he was seriously ill, one could say on his death bed, without anyone in his family knowing about it. After he had died she told me: “I had to do it, otherwise I wouldn’t have been provided for.” She was provided for, but I still have to work hard today. If it hadn’t been for her taking everything my father possessed, I could have stayed at home with my children and we would have had a carefree life and no financial difficulties.


I really didn’t want to write about this topic, it takes up a lot of my strength and energy, because it is very, very sad, but if I don’t talk about it, the content of this book would be false. I didn’t write this book to get even with someone, my intention is to embody the power of dead souls, who are able to communicate their feelings and messages to us from afterlife in many different ways. It is not possible to understand everything that occurred after my father’s death, without having complete background knowledge of everything. For her own protection, I will call the woman, who married my father shortly before he died, Ute Mueller.


My brother phoned me to tell me that our father had had a stroke while he was in Spain. My brother intended to bring our father back to Germany in his car as soon as father would be able to leave the hospital. I was glad my brother was taking care of father, he still worked for him and they lived together. Besides that, Ute would look after him, too. A few weeks later my father was discharged from hospital. Unfortunately, his stroke had not been noticed straightaway, so now one side of his body was paralysed, he had difficulty in speaking and couldn’t remember details. Suddenly, he thought he was an employee of Ute, and if he didn’t get well soon she would dismiss him, he told my brother. Ute played the game and enjoyed the situation. When my brother, my father and Ute came back to Germany, she applied for the guardianship of my father, and it was granted to her in a surprisingly short time. Her brother worked at court and pulled the right strings for her. She administered everything my father owned. Our father’s firm became her firm. She dismissed my brother and threw him out of the flat he had shared with father. She had all door locks changed, so that he had no possibility of entering the firm or flat.


Ute made sure my father was hospitalised in a psychiatric clinic. Now things happened that could certainly not be understood by common sense, and court decisions were to let me doubt German jurisdiction and the decisions they made. When I visited father in the clinic, he didn’t seem mad or insane to me, he was just the opposite, and he was full of despair and fighting for his existence, for his own life. He cried like a child and said: “I think Ute has had me incapacitated.” I put my arms around him to comfort him and I said to him: “Dad, you don’t have to cry.” It was the first time I saw my strong father, a tough businessman, so shattered. “Why should Ute let you be incapacitated? There is no reason for it and only a family member can do that, anyway.” “But she has”, he said, “She told me that she now runs my business and everything else, she even took my money away from me.” I told him that legally it was only possible for his wife or children to claim the guardianship for him, but not an employee of his firm. “She still becomes her salary”, I tried to calm him down. “Well, we will soon be able to tell”, he said. He gave me a cheque amounting to 3000 DM, nowadays it would be 1500 Euro. “I’ll write your name on the cheque and you go and try to cash it at the bank.” I never thought my father could be right with what he said. I promised to bring him the money and I went to his bank. The bank clerk examined the cheque and exclaimed: “I am terribly sorry, but I can’t cash this cheque.” “Why not?”, I asked with dismay. “There is enough money in the account to cover the cheque, but I’m afraid Mrs. Mueller administers the account since a few days.” “Mrs. Mueller does what? My father might be ill, but he isn’t that ill that he needs a guardianship! Besides that, he has two grown-up children and enough brothers and sisters who could take care of his finances, if it were necessary at all.” I asked her to answer one question. “When was the last time you saw my father?” “That was only three days ago”, she replied. “Did you have the feeling he is insane? Please tell me the truth, even if it is painful.” “He seemed to be normal to me”, she said, “On that day he managed his own bank affairs and I wondered why a guardianship has been ordered so suddenly. Normally it takes much more time to get everything settled, because a close examination is necessary. I said to my colleague that something must be going wrong here. I am so sorry, but I’m afraid I have to keep to the arrangements the family court made, but I hope everything will work out fine for your father.”
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