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Dear readers,

It is with great joy that I introduce my book, 'Angel.' This work, born from my personal journey, is a testament to the light and warmth that spirituality can bring to our souls. Some of you, who know me primarily as a scientist and physician, may find it surprising that I've ventured into such a subject. For those who are new to my work, this book offers a unique opportunity to delve into my life and experiences on a deeper level.

So, why "Angel"? Why a spiritual work that resonates with my soul and, hopefully, touches yours, even if not everyone's? Why not another scientific treatise filled with facts and research? Or a collection of humorous stories and poems? The answer lies in the contradictions within my life, just as in yours. There are experiences, events, and truths that demand to be expressed, no matter how complex or personal they may be.

Reflecting on these moments and sorting through my thoughts, I realized that keeping these insights locked inside was no longer an option. Some of what I share may seem unusual, mystical, or even unscientific. Yet here I am, offering you my soul, open and vulnerable, along with everything I've experienced. It's a leap of faith, a trust in you, my readers, to understand and accept me.

At the same time, I cannot erase these events from my life or pretend they never happened. Nor can I create a more "acceptable" version of myself just to fit into someone else's idea of normalcy. These experiences are part of who I am. And I know, with complete certainty, that I am not alone in this. Many of you will understand and support me.

Many of you believe in God, prophets, and saints or follow religions and spiritual traditions. This is a natural part of human life. For me, "Angel" is just as natural, a small yet meaningful piece of my life, and it deserves to exist exactly as I share it with you. My knowledge and life experience can benefit many, and the positive emotions and feelings I offer bring balance and renewed confidence to those in need.

As I penned this book, my heart was light, my face adorned with a smile, and my soul at peace. I hope that as you embark on this journey through its pages, you find not just joy and relief, but also faith and hope, love and light. May this book serve as a source of solace and inspiration, guiding you toward a renewed sense of purpose and confidence.

Thank you from the bottom of my heart for not passing this book by. Your interest and support mean the world to me. I wish you a meaningful and uplifting journey alongside me and the Angel.

With love, Olena Berezovska
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Every creative endeavor demands time and resources, often significant ones, and inevitably, our lives revolve around the creation process. This journey, in turn, impacts the lives of those around us, especially our closest family and friends. For that reason, I want to express my deepest gratitude to my family, my husband Yuriy, and my children, Yulia and Alex, for their patience and understanding during the times when "mom was glued to the computer, and it was best to leave her undisturbed."
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Let’s start...
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Finally, we met again. He sat alone on a bench in a vast park, smiling. Was he smiling at himself or the World around him? I couldn't tell. The gentle melody of birdsong filled the air, and a soft breeze stirred the leaves. He radiated a deep, serene peace, leaving me feeling tranquil.

"Why here, of all places?" I asked.

"Wasn't it you who imagined this place?" the Angel asked quietly.

"That's true," I admitted. "But does that mean all of this, and you, are just figments of my imagination?"

The Angel smiled softly. After a brief pause, he replied:

"Are you sure that reality itself isn't filtered through imagination?"

"Every person experiences their version of reality," I answered, feeling like a student eager to impress her Teacher. "It's a reality shaped by how we perceive the world, through the lens of our self, both body and consciousness."

"Then it's possible," the Angel continued, "that what some consider to be reality may be nothing more than imagination, and the opposite might also be true."

"We'll talk about that another time," I said.

I sat down beside Him without really knowing why. It wasn't a decision; it felt natural, like I belonged there, sitting quietly beside the Angel.

"Do you have a name?" I asked Him.

"I do," the Angel replied calmly.

"And are you an angel?" I continued with a hint of doubt in my voice.

"You don't truly doubt it. So why ask?"

"Because, for many people, angels are nothing more than imaginary beings from some otherworldly realm," I said.

A warm, radiant smile spread across the Angel's face.

"My dear, there is no 'otherworld.' There is only the World. The Universe and more beyond it. All of it is whole and interconnected," the Angel explained gently.

"I understand," I murmured.

"And so, we return to the imagination. If someone imagines me as a winged, genderless being, that is what they wish to see in their mind and their reality."

"But I didn't expect to see you as a man," I objected.

"It's easier for you to see me this way. Opposites naturally attract. If I had appeared as a woman, you would have called me a fairy, a sorceress, or..."

"Or Baba Yaga!" I burst out, laughing before He could finish.

"Do I look that frightening?" the Angel asked with playful concern. "Ah, yes, it must be the black."

"Why black?" I asked, curious now.

"Less dirt sticks to it," He replied with a sly smile, then burst into laughter. "I'm just teasing. Black absorbs everything while reflecting nothing. But we can appear in any form, wearing anything."

"With wings or without?" I asked.

"Either way. Wings, if you prefer."

"And yet... what's your name, Angel?"

"Just call me Angel because I am not alone; there are many of us," he said gently. As for my name, it doesn't matter right now. Someday, if you need to, you'll know it."

Being with Him felt so right, calm, and peaceful. I didn't want to go anywhere or say anything, yet my mind buzzed with a flurry of new thoughts.

***
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I RECALLED OUR FIRST meeting... But why do I call it the "first"? It likely wasn't. I must have forgotten many others. My mind, overwhelmed by an endless stream of information, most unnecessary, had become a vast, cluttered warehouse, with some shelves buried in the dust of time. Occasionally, fleeting images from past lives flash before my eyes, though many of them are lost to memory. Yet, one thing I've never forgotten is the moment of my fortunate non-return — the time I almost didn't return from the place I came from before entering this earthly world.

Yes, fortunate non-return is the right way to describe it. When I tried to go back there, I was sent back because there were important reasons for staying. And thank God I returned. It wasn't my time yet. The relief and gratitude I felt upon realizing this were overwhelming, a reassurance that there's still more to experience in this earthly life.

To be precise, I chose to return, though, for a long time, I thought otherwise, believing I hadn't wanted to return. But I was wrong. A powerful bond connected me with many people in my earthly life, a bond so deep that it wouldn't allow me to remain in that other realm. It was this profound connection, this web of relationships, that pulled me back, making me realize the power and importance of human connections.

God never forces us to return against our will nor compels us to leave if we genuinely wish to stay. Such are Their laws, a profound understanding of which can enlighten us and guide us in our journey through life.

***
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IT WAS A SIMPLE, ROUTINE operation, yet it left a profound imprint on me, turning my life upside down. The anesthesiologist, stifling a lazy yawn, administered the anesthesia. I was convinced I wouldn't fall asleep. But then, my eyelids grew heavy, and before me stretched an infinite expanse of emptiness, not emptiness, but a vast, black void.

I found myself drifting through this space, which slowly began to fill with billions of shimmering stars. Then, a tunnel appeared, its far end illuminated by a brilliant light, not blinding but irresistibly warm, drawing me closer with its comforting embrace. The deeper I ventured, the more everything felt right, as if peace itself was welcoming me.

I became aware of two beings accompanying me, flying beside me. They exuded kindness, their forms composed of some unknown, plasma-like essence, both strange and yet strangely reassuring.

Then, I was enveloped in a state of pure, boundless Bliss. It was unlike anything I could ever describe — no language, no words in the world could capture it. It was a profound feeling that once experienced, it became impossible to forget.

Suddenly, a sharp turn to the left led me through an unexpected doorway in the tunnel. Though calling it a "door" doesn't quite fit, it doesn't matter now: I found myself in a room with no visible windows or doors. And I wasn't just me anymore. I could see myself from the outside, suspended as if lying on an operating table, though no table was there. I saw everything around me with perfect clarity.

Four humanoid figures stood near me — two by my arms, two by my legs. They weren't human, though they had human-like forms, their gender indiscernible. Their silver suits emitted a soft, diffused glow, blending seamlessly with the soothing white Light radiating from the walls.

What remains etched in my memory are their Eyes and Smiles. They radiated pure kindness, genuine warmth, and love, shimmering with compassion.

And then, silence.

"What is all this?" I thought. "Why have I been stopped? Who are we waiting for?"

Only silence greeted me, broken only by the warmth in their gaze.

"How long must we wait?" I wondered again.

Then, a Voice, calm, kind, and neither male nor female, spoke directly into the core of my awareness:

"Let her go. It's not time yet."

I felt my body shift, drawn back toward the tunnel, descending slowly...

"Nooo!" I kept screaming, pulling farther away from the Bliss, the peace slipping beyond my grasp.

When I opened my eyes, the sterile and bright ceiling of the operating room swam into view. Around me, the doctors moved busily; the procedure was already finished.

"Wake up! It's all done!" someone chirped.

"Do you know where I've been?" I croaked, my voice rough and dry.

A few chuckles rippled through the room.

"I was on my way There," I said with conviction, though my tongue felt thick in my parched mouth.

More amused chuckles followed.

"Yeah, everyone flies off somewhere," the anesthesiologist quipped with a grin.

I shifted my gaze to a doctor standing nearby, and his thoughts appeared as clearly as if they were written before me.

"You'll make it to lunch, don't worry," I said with a small smile, knowing that food was the only thing on his mind.

Beside me, a young intern stood quietly, holding my hand. I'd known her for years. She enjoyed being near me, though I had never considered her a friend. Something was always missing — that deeper connection that true friendship requires.

I looked at her now, and her thoughts unfolded as clearly as spoken words.

I tried to keep my mouth shut, but at that moment, my conscious and subconscious minds were entirely out of sync.

"Why are you always jealous of me?" I blurted, unable to stop the words. "Look at me! I'm lying here, weak, useless, and forgotten. I've lost my child. And you? You've always had more than I ever did, more than enough. What more could you possibly want?" My tongue moved freely, without any control.

The nearby nurse glanced at the young doctor and said dismissively, "Don't mind her. People say all sorts of nonsense after anesthesia and surgery. She'll be back to normal soon."

Am I not normal? Or am I not their version of normal?

They transferred me to a hospital room. As I lay on the gurney, wheeled down the corridor, I caught sight of the old professor at the far end. I was supposed to take a critical exam tomorrow. Still, I only wanted to close my eyes, feel Bliss, and see that Light again. "Why? Why? Why?" I kept asking, though the question wasn't directed at myself but at Them, those who remained beyond this world I had been forced to return to. "I don't want to be here! I don't want to come back!"

Too late, my dear...

The old professor rushed toward me when he spotted me on the gurney. He entered the room just as the nurses were helping me into bed. I lay there, half-conscious, frustration and disappointment weighing heavily on me.

"What happened?" the professor asked the nurse standing beside me. "I hope it's not an ectopic pregnancy."

For some reason, the thought came to him that I, his student, must have fainted during a procedure due to a suspected ectopic pregnancy. It was the first diagnosis that would naturally cross a gynecologist's mind upon seeing a woman in such a dazed, semi-conscious state.

"Didn't anyone teach you to knock?" I snapped, my voice was sharper than I intended.

Immediately, regret flooded my mind. "Dear God, that's not what I wanted to say. How could I speak like that to my old professor?" But the words had already escaped, and my tongue kept moving.

"Leave me alone! Just leave me alone — everyone!"

I squeezed my eyes shut, desperate to disconnect, drift off, or at least escape into oblivion —anything to see that Light again and feel that Bliss. But instead, I tumbled into a vast, black void where there was nothing to see or hear — only silence.

For a long time, I struggled with the burden of returning to this world, constantly replaying the experience of my journey into another dimension. The memories of that otherworldly flight lingered, haunting me. It took time, but eventually, I began to understand why I had been sent back.

One day, as I watched my two little ones playing, I realized that I couldn't leave them. They needed my love, my care, my warmth. How could I have wished to leave this world where my children deeply needed me? How could I have longed for some distant, otherworldly bliss when the truest Bliss was before me, the sparkling laughter of my joyful children?

Paradise isn't somewhere far away, beyond this life. It is here, in the moments we live and cherish, in the love we give and receive, and in the joy we find when we fully embrace every moment of our lives.

***
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I RUSHED INTO THE LARGE room, where the only light came from the flickering flames in the fireplace.

It was a quiet winter evening. The Angel lay comfortably on a soft leather sofa, a book resting in his hands.

"Sorry I'm late," I said, settling onto the plush rug by the fire.

The Angel looked at me with a gentle smile. "How can you be late to your own home? Besides, there's no such thing as 'late.'"

"Really?" I asked, intrigued. "Then what is there?"

"Everything unfolds in its own time," the Angel replied, his words carrying the weight of quiet wisdom.

"And time is relative..." I murmured, trailing off in thought.

The patient and serene Angel seemed to wait, allowing me space to explore my reflections.

"Because people create obstacles and limitations for themselves," he said finally. "They dramatize their experiences, making events seem more final than they are."

"I would, but it's too late to change anything now," I mused aloud. "I hear that all the time."

"That's just an illusion," the Angel explained. "As long as one hasn't built a mental barrier, shutting themselves off from possibility, 'too late' does not exist. Time limits only appear when the mind invents them."

"Exactly. It's just a word we use to mask our dishonesty — toward others, but never ourselves," I added.

The Angel smiled. "You're both a good student and a good teacher. So, tell me, what do you mean by dishonesty? Toward others or oneself?"

"No one deceives themselves," I said. "Deep down, people always know what they do or do not want. 'I want' cannot be conditional. But out of fear —of seeming selfish, unkind, or irresponsible—people claim they would like to do something, all while constructing excuses: time constraints, external obligations, self-imposed barriers."

"Have you considered," the Angel asked, "that many people want and fear something simultaneously? That contradiction creates an inner conflict, making it difficult to choose, even to admit the struggle to oneself."

"In the end, people usually follow whatever aligns with their strongest impulse. Rarely does anyone choose against their true desires, no matter how selfish or what it may cost."

The Angel listened intently, nodding.

How often do we confine ourselves within imaginary boundaries — rigid and sometimes utterly absurd?

It is never too late to open the door to someone we love, if that desire is genuine and not merely an empty sentiment. It is never too late to help someone in need — so long as the need is genuine and not an illusion of our own making.

But what about death? What about irreversible loss? In those moments, we say it is too late. Yet, is it? Or is it simply no longer the right time?

What feels like 'too late' to us may be perfectly timed from another perspective — one beyond our dimension of space and time.

"Why won't you tell me your name?" I asked the Angel, breaking the silence.

"A name is just a word people choose for various reasons. A name means 'one,' but as I've told you, I am not one. I don't have a physical form; everything you see merely manifests through your imagination."

"Or is it imagination taking form through materialization?" I asked curiously.

"Not quite," the Angel replied, his wisdom shining through. "Could you perceive Us in everything around you without needing the form in which you now see me?"

"It's hard to imagine holding a conversation with thin air," I said, laughing as the thought of talking to nothing and no one amused me for a moment. In some ways, many people may talk to themselves after all. But any conversation, at its core, requires at least two: one to speak and one to listen to."

"Every person's name carries a unique meaning," said the Angel.

"And what about the names of Angels and other non-human beings?" I asked.

"They carry no meaning. We communicate on the level of informational energy, where names are unnecessary. We have no names and never did. But explaining this to people is nearly impossible. They assign us ranks, titles, degrees, and positions — labels that mirror the structure of their human world."

"I know what my name means."

"Olena. It means 'Chosen.' But it holds many other meanings as well."

"Yes, it comes from Greek. For the longest time, I couldn't understand what or who I was chosen by," I said.

"And now? Do you understand?"

"Yes! I do. Chosen by Life, by You, by Myself. Just Chosen. But aren't all people chosen?" I asked the Angel.

"All people are chosen at birth, though most forget it," he replied. "For many, that sense of being chosen becomes irrelevant, replaced by imitating others they believe to be chosen."

"Chosen by whom? God or people?"

"By everything and everyone."

"Are you saying you choose even negative ideals?" I asked, my curiosity burning inside me.

"People themselves often create negative ideals because what is negative to you might be positive to someone else," the Angel answered. "You see only negativity, forgetting that every coin has many sides."

"Many, or just three?"

The Angel smiled and replied,

"Why don't you count?"

I cherish these moments, perhaps hours when I can be with the Angel, though, in truth, He or They are always nearby.

"I want to write a book about You," I said.

"Did you mean about us?" the Angel asked gently. "About all of us, including you."

"I want to share the knowledge I receive from You," I explained. "But so often, I just don't have time to write it down... and I struggle to remember it, too."

"You don't need to remember everything," the Angel reassured me, his patience a comforting presence. "You already know how and where to find this knowledge. And you know whom to ask any question, and you will always receive an answer. We respond to every question people ask; the problem is people don't always know how to listen. Much of what you seek is already written down. People call it 'human wisdom' or ‘the wisdom of civilizations’.”

It is that simple! We so often speak more than we listen. Our tongue takes over when we talk, and our ears merely catch our voice. To truly hear another person, you need only stop and listen. To hear what they tell you, you must first clear your mind and free it of your thoughts and the countless answers you've crafted before the question is even asked.

"This will be my favorite book," I said.

"That's not true," the Angel replied with a gentle smile, his understanding embracing me. "Every book you write will be your favorite. How could you not love your creations, just as a parent cannot divide their children into loved and unloved? Every work you create is like a child; you pour pieces of yourself: your emotions, soul, life, and even material value."

How swiftly time flies for me, though not for the Angel. How can I learn to soar through time, so it remains still while I move freely?

"It's simple. Look at everything from the perspective of time," the Angel said, quickly reading my thoughts.

"Alright, then. I'm off! Until we meet again beyond time and space!"

***
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MY FIRST ENCOUNTER with 'otherworldly beings' happened long before I fully understood the world, and it was anything but pleasant. These beings, which I later understood as a manifestation of my subconscious, played a significant role in my journey of resilience and survival.

Despite the daunting combination of pregnancy and a sudden, severe lung inflammation, I refused to succumb to the neglect of the hospital's doctors. Each day, my condition worsened, but I clung to hope, not just for my health but for the well-being of my unborn child. This resilience in the face of medical neglect is a testament to the human spirit's ability to endure.

I was offered various treatments, but no one conducted a thorough examination. I refused the new, potent antibiotics, fearing they might harm my tiny baby, whose gender I didn't yet know and whose survival was still uncertain, as I was only 16 weeks along. My first pregnancy had ended in severe illness following the loss of the fetus, making this pregnancy especially significant to me, both as a woman and as a hopeful mother.

I was deteriorating rapidly, not by the day but by the hour. Something was compressing my airways, and I was gasping for breath during terrifying bouts of suffocation. Although I lacked the classic symptoms of pneumonia, I could occasionally feel the fluid shifting in my lungs whenever I changed positions.

The doctors usually listened to my lungs while I was lying down, resting, which made it difficult for them to detect anything. All they could report was "muffled breathing." A chest puncture was performed to extract fluid or at least provide some answers, but the procedure was excruciating and ultimately futile, leaving the doctors even more perplexed than before.

One day, a young medical student sat beside me, asking about my medical history. I suggested she try listening to my lungs while I changed positions. What she heard left her stunned; it sounded like the roar of a rushing river. Alarmed, she ran to the doctor's office, trying to explain her discovery. But instead of taking her seriously, they laughed it off, dismissing her findings as insignificant. Meanwhile, my condition continued to deteriorate with no improvement in sight.

A month passed, and a doctor approached my grieving parents and husband. "It would be best to take her home," she said, "so she can... pass away in familiar surroundings." That was the verdict, not mine, but theirs. The doctors had grown tired of a stubborn patient who refused a toxic dose of experimental antibiotics and insisted on keeping the pregnancy.

I asked the doctors, "If I agree to the antibiotics, what are the chances my baby will survive unharmed?"

"There are no such chances," they replied, "because these antibiotics are strictly contraindicated during pregnancy. But we're not thinking about your baby right now; it's unlikely to survive. You need to survive. The best option is to terminate the pregnancy."

"But performing an abortion during an active infection isn't safe, is it?" I protested. "That means I could die from the anesthesia since I can barely breathe on my own or from the procedure itself, given how weak I am. On top of that, there's the risk of a systemic infection spreading through my bloodstream and lymphatic system. What are my chances of surviving the abortion?"

"Very low, considering your condition," the doctors admitted.

"So, I could die not only from the pneumonia and pleurisy but also from the abortion and the risk of infection spreading?"

"Exactly," they confirmed without hesitation.

"So, what's the point of ending my baby's life if both of us have the same chance of surviving or dying?" That was my final question.

Even when the doctors gave up on me, effectively sentencing me to death, I refused to accept their verdict. I stood my ground, denying the abortion they recommended, and in doing so, I reclaimed my agency and my right to fight for my life. My defiance in the face of such dire circumstances was a testament to the strength of the human spirit, inspiring others never to give up.
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