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What people are saying about


Talking with Angel about Illness, Death and Survival


Honestly, I was very moved by the story’s emotional power and the depth of the teachings it conveys. I found the story gripping from the very beginning, but I think what hit me the most was the account Evelyn Elsaesser wrote, in epistolary form, of James’ near-death experience. It is simply one of the best and richest accounts (even if it is fiction) of an NDE I’ve ever come across. I don’t think it is saying too much to claim that in itself this bit of writing is a masterpiece.


— Dr Kenneth Ring, Professor Emeritus of Psychology, University of Connecticut


This is an accurate and sensitive novel about life after death, written from the perspective of a dying girl. Her discovery of what anyone can now discover, namely the amazing Near-Death-Experience evidence for continued consciousness, will help all readers, old and young, in their approach to what will it seems turn out not to be our final moments. It will move you and it will help teach you how to face death.


— Dr Lance Butler, Professor of British literature of the 17th, 18th and 19th centuries, Université de Pau et des Pays de l’Adour, France, Chairman, The Sir Arthur Conan Doyle Centre, Edinburgh, Scotland


From her acknowledged position as one of the world’s most well-known researchers and writers on the near-death experience, Evelyn Elsaesser produces an evocative and moving story about dying. Elsaesser’s triumph is in providing a genuine resource — not simply for all children and parents desiring education about death and dying, but as one of the few books in the world one can put into the hands of a child who is facing a life-threatening illness.


— Dr Allan Kellehear, Professor Emeritus of Palliative Care, University of Bradford, UK


Evelyn Elsaesser has written a beautiful book that I will recommend to my colleagues and, when appropriate, to clients. It is not only well written, but the content is insightful and education. At one point it brought tears to my eyes. I’m confident it will be heartily welcomed by many professionals and non-professionals alike.


— Dr Louis E. LaGrand, PhD, CT, Distinguished Service Professor Emeritus at the State University of New York


In this very good and most important and comforting book, Evelyn Elsaesser uses a totally new and emotional approach by confronting the reader with the spiritual lessons to be learned from NDEs by becoming intimately involved in the story of a girl facing leukemia, and her transformation during the progression of her disease.


— Dr Pim van Lommel, author of Near-Death Experience In Survivors of Cardiac Arrest: A Prospective Study in the Netherlands, The Lancet


Talking with Angel is a courageous book that forces us to confront our worst fears. In the end, however, Evelyn provides us with a sense of hope, a peace of mind, and an invitation into a realm of possibilities that is more beautiful than we can even imagine. Talking with Angel is a triumph for the human spirit.


— Dr Allan Botkin, author of Induced After Death Communication: A New Therapy for Healing Grief and Trauma


With her vast knowledge of NDEs, Elsaesser has succeeded in demonstrating how NDEs can be helpful to those facing death. Although sad at times, this book highlights the spiritual growth that can be achieved as a result of contemplating one’s own mortality. A lovely book, useful for those facing a life-threatening illness, and also for their carers, nurses and doctors.


— Dr Penny Sartori, Former Intensive Therapy Unit Nurse, Researcher, Lecturer and Author, UK


Talking with Angel provides an experiential rollercoaster. Reflection on completion of the book enables me fully to appreciate the journey taken by the reader and the spiritual awakening it provoked. This book is for anyone with questions about the fairness of who lives and who dies, or about life after death. It is also for health professionals wishing to engender hope in people who are faced with death. This book will provide valuable insight and wisdom long after it is put back on the shelf.


— Dr Susanne Becker, Lecturer in School of Nursing and Midwifery, University of South Australia


Gripping reading. The only other book that it calls to mind is Tolstoy’s The Death of Ivan Ilyich, although Ivan does not achieve the wisdom displayed in this book. The format is a tour de force. The simplicity of the narrative structure provides the vehicle through which spiritual wisdom is formulated and transmitted in an eminently palatable fashion. Once you read this book you will understand why human life is such a gift and can be passed on to those in need.


— David Lorimer, Scientific and Medical Network, Galileo Project


Talking with Angel is a powerful story of a young girl who becomes a woman during her intense struggle with a life-threatening illness. I recommend this book highly to everyone who values personal growth and spiritual transformation.


— Bill Guggenheim, author of Hello from Heaven


I just finished reading Talking with Angel this morning, and had a good cry (shame on you for making a grown man cry!) Bravo. It is a wonderful, page turner of a story which imparts the very essence of the NDE without falling into the trap of being overtly expositional. I loved it.


— Peter Shockey, Writer / Producer


I have just finished reading your lovely book, Talking with Angel, and I certainly found it to be a fascinating and lovely way of describing what you’ve learned in all your years of studying near-death experiences. I think your book would be very comforting to anyone facing their own death or that of a loved one, and helpful to those seeking to learn more about the NDE experience as well. So I am pleased to recommend it to my clients and colleagues at Hospice of the Valley, as well as to visitors to my Grief Healing Website.


— Marty Tousley, APRN, BC, CT, Bereavement Counselor


I consider Talking with Angel one of the most powerful and helpful books I have ever read. I am sure it will help countless numbers of people understand and accept their eventual journeys to that wonderful “new dimension” of life that awaits us all.


— Rev Richard Southworth, Austin, Texas
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For the sick children everywhere and for all persons who will die one day









Life is eternal;


And love is immortal;


And death is only a horizon;


And a horizon is nothing save the limit of our sight.


Rossiter Worthington Raymond, 1840–1918









Foreword


Plato taught that the whole purpose of philosophy—his dialectic—was to prepare us for death. Nothing, in his view, was more important than this, and nothing has occurred in the more than two millennia since he lived to suggest otherwise. Death, and whatever may follow it, if anything, is still the great, seemingly unfathomable unknown, and the very thought of it continues to instill the deepest dread. And how much greater, then, the terror for someone actually facing an imminent descent into the void, the nothingness, of death. How can one possibly “prepare oneself” for the end of everything?


Plato, of course, gave us his dialogues to help enlighten us, and Evelyn Elsaesser, the author of this emotionally riveting book, following in this tradition, has now furnished us with what is effectively a kind of monologue on this same subject. But just as Plato’s dialogues make for engrossing reading because of the liveliness of the interplay between Socrates and his interlocutors, so, too, has Evelyn hit on a literary device that compels from the start our deep engagement: she has written what appears to be a novel, or perhaps one might say more modestly “just a story”, but in fact it is something else entirely. Just what it is and what it aims to accomplish is my task to explain in this introduction.


On the surface, Talking with Angel is the story of a young girl, told in the first person, who has contracted a serious disease. But don’t be under any misconception, perhaps suggested by the title, that this is still another story of sentimental claptrap designed merely to tug at the reader’s heartstrings. Or that it is a book about the supernatural intervention of angelic beings who bring inspirational messages of spiritual uplift and bland comfort. No, something else is going on here as we follow our unnamed heroine’s journey during the course of her illness—a journey which, thanks to the author’s literary skill and psychological insight, we also find ourselves taking with her.


Now, before going further, I need to note that of course it is not customary for a “novel” to require an introduction, and because this book has a novelistic form, it would be a disservice both to you and to the author if I were to divulge anything of the narrative line of the story that will unfold as soon as you start the book itself. However, because this book is not what it would at first blush appear to be, I can at least take a few liberties here to give you a sense of what this book is really about.


To begin with, we are in the mind of the narrator, the young girl, and from the outset, we are gripped by the drama of her illness. We enter her mind stream, her thoughts and feelings, as her illness develops. It is as if we become her diary—she is writing, she is confiding her innermost thoughts, to us. She draws us into her illness and its vicissitudes, and thus it is that we find ourselves sharing her journey and becoming intimately connected with her—and with the people in her life. Ultimately, her anguish becomes our own—but so, too, are the things she learns during the course of her struggle to understand and come to terms with what has happened to her. And these insights, the knowledge that comes to her, we come to see are the most important things. They are really what the book is about and what the book is designed to teach us.


The girl could be anyone—hence she is not given a name and we know very little about her, not even her age—but at the same time, there is something special about this girl. At the beginning of the story, she is seemingly quite ordinary, but as her illness progresses, so does she—in her knowledge, in the depth of her character, and, ultimately, in the profound degree of spiritual wisdom she attains as she confronts the possibility of “the end of everything”. In short, this young girl goes through an accelerated course of personal and spiritual maturity so that by the time the book closes, she reminds us of someone like Anne Frank and we realize that we have been privileged to read another young girl’s diary we will not soon forget.


During the course of our own journey through this book, we also come to appreciate that it is not a novel at all, notwithstanding its memoir-like form and the predominance of its interior monologue (although there is spoken dialogue as well). No, this is essentially a book of wisdom teachings— specifically, teachings about death and the possibility that something profound transcends death and can cast its light back on the living so as to transform them. And, just as with Plato’s dialogues, so Talking with Angel is at bottom a mind-stretching philosophical undertaking dealing with one of the great perennial issues, but from a completely new contemporary perspective.


Much of Evelyn Elsaesser’s life over the past decades has dealt with the phenomenon of the near-death experience, on which subject she is already recognized as an international authority. Her previous books and her many lectures have indeed gained for her a reputation as one of Europe’s leading figures in this field. So, it is not surprising that it is the perspective of the near-death experience (or NDE, for short) that informs this book— and the life of her narrator (though in an unexpected way). But what Evelyn has done here is completely different from anything she has done before.


Her first book on the subject, On the Other Side of Life, was a scholarly and entirely academic treatment of the subject and consisted chiefly of interviews with various professionals in a number of diverse fields of specialization in which they commented learnedly on the NDE from the perspective of their particular disciplines. In her next book, Lessons from the Light, on which she collaborated with me, the focus was on what interested readers could learn from studies of the NDE so that they might be able to apply their implications to their own lives. But in Talking with Angel, Evelyn departs completely from the world of the academy in order to tell a heartrendingly beautiful story that any person, even a child, could understand, relate to and learn from. Yet it is the special accomplishment of this book that everything essential about what the NDE teaches concerning what death is and about how life is meant to be lived from this understanding is conveyed so that any thoughtful reader can glean these insights and be transformed by them.


Which brings us finally to the questions of who this book is written for and how to make use of it. Clearly, from what I’ve already indicated, this is not “a children’s book” or even one that is intended chiefly for teenagers or young adults— though readers from all of these groups could profit from it. Nor is it specifically intended for young persons who are ill or even facing death—though, again, such individuals are an obvious audience for a work of this kind. Similarly, one could highly recommend this book to parents of children suffering a serious illness since it provides such a vivid and compelling account of one young person’s ordeal with the trauma of such a condition—and yet, once more, this category of reader is not necessarily the one that is most likely to benefit from reading the book.


I think you can see where I am heading with this. It’s not that this book is meant for any one type of individual or for those in a special set of exigent circumstances. We are all death-bound, and we are all clinging to life; we are all in the same condition and we all will undergo the same fate. This book is for anyone who wants to break free of the cold grip of death. This is a book about liberation and how to attain it. Who could not be interested in it?


The book’s method is not didactic, though there are teachings embedded in it. It is instead experiential. You learn from identification, through the natural power of empathy. The story will carry you: all you need to do is allow yourself to enter into the narrator’s frame of reference, and together you two will do the necessary work. The narrator is not a fictional person— she is you. Becoming her, you will find yourself—and your way home.




Kenneth Ring, Ph.D.


Professor Emeritus of Psychology, University of Connecticut (USA)
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“Where’s Angel?”


“I don’t know.”


“I can’t go without her; we’ve got to find her.”


“All right,” says Mum with a sigh, “I’ll look for her, but then we must go.”


It’s three o’clock in the morning. I’ve been praying that it will be a false alarm, but my temperature is so high I have to accept that I shan’t get away with it this time round. In spite of Mum’s forced smile, I can tell she is worried stiff. And I am, too. You could say that this has become our normal state of mind, except you never get used to it. My little case is always ready, it only needs my sponge bag which Mum has just put in. I get dressed with difficulty. I feel weak, burning hot and in despair, but Mum doesn’t give me any time to think about it. She gives me Angel who she found on my dressing table behind a pile of books, and we hurry out to the car. I sit on the back seat. Mum brings me a cushion and a thin blanket. When I have a high temperature, I go from intense sweating to violent shivering, and that is what is happening tonight. We don’t even have time to take my temperature, but it must be more than 39 degrees. The car travels fast along the motorway. Usually Mum is a cautious driver, rather obsessive about speed limits, but when we go on these journeys to the hospital at night, she turns into a racing driver. I know that nothing will stop her getting me to the doctor as quickly as possible. It takes about one and a half hours to get to the hospital and I try to rest, because I know what is waiting for me there, but I can’t sleep. I think over the year that has just gone by, and the beginning of the nightmare comes back into my mind.


~


It all started last year just before the summer holidays. I was really looking forward to them, because for several weeks we’d been getting ready for a trip to a Greek island called Zakynthos. A friend of Mum’s had stayed there for several years. She had talked about it enthusiastically, describing such fabulous scenery that Mum had persuaded Dad to spend the whole month of July there. We had never gone away for such a long time. Dad wouldn’t agree to it at the beginning because of his work, but Mum talked him round—and in the end he gave way, as he usually does. Mum showed me a brochure about the island. It was very beautiful, you could see little white houses, and the sea was a bright blue that merged into the sky along the horizon. I wanted to go there at once. Dad promised to hire surfboards and to teach me how to do it. I told him that it would be more likely to be me teaching him because we all know that he’s not sporty and in fact quite clumsy. He had the grace to admit that this was probably what would happen. I was really excited at the thought that there were only three weeks of school left before we went.


Four days of school went by and I was tired and nervy without any apparent reason. On top of that my elbow hurt, but I couldn’t remember having knocked it. I heard Mum telling Dad that evening when he came back from the office that I had been a nuisance and irritable all day. She didn’t seem to be complaining about me, just stating a fact. I seem to have lost my appetite some time ago. My parents said that I ate like a sparrow. I thought this was a stupid expression, but it’s true that my white jeans were too big, so I must have lost weight. The next day my right arm kept hurting off and on and I was so tired in the evening that I didn’t make my usual protests to watch TV a bit longer. When Mum said, “Come on, love, it’s bedtime,” I sank on to the bed and fell asleep straightaway.


The next to last week of school was a real pain. Especially the Thursday because I quarrelled with Nicole, my best friend. The argument started without any real reason. Nicole had quite simply got on my nerves. When I got home, I was crying, firstly because Nicole had gone off without trying to make it up, secondly because my arm still hurt, and finally because I was so tired that if anyone annoyed me in the least little bit, I felt tears come into my eyes. “You really do need a holiday, love,” said Mum kindly. “Let’s get this month over and set off for Greece.” I was looking forward to it as well, but I kept wondering how I was going to manage to do surfing with my aching arm. What’s more I had a very puzzling bruise on my thigh, and I came to the conclusion that I must have moved around and bumped myself in the night while I was asleep.


~


The week dragged on and I got no pleasure at all from going to school. My arm hurt all the time and so did my right knee. I just couldn’t understand it, nothing like this had ever happened to me before. What’s more the teacher had worried me by saying that I was dreadfully pale and that I looked as though I really needed a holiday. I made up the quarrel with Nicole, but got annoyed with David. To my great disappointment he seemed to have become as stupid as the other boys, and I told him so. “That’s not true,” he said, “I’m just the same as ever, it’s you who’s changed. You’re always jumpy and in a bad temper.” Who knows, perhaps he’s right, I told myself in my heart of hearts without admitting it, of course. It was true I was irritable and I had had enough of having such an aching knee.


There was only the weekend and the following week to go. I knew that at school we would watch videos and play games because we never do any work the week before the summer holidays. That was lucky because I was finding it impossible to concentrate on what the teacher was explaining, especially in maths. In the whole of my life, I had never felt so tired. One morning I told Mum that my arm was hurting again. “Which arm?” she asked. “This one, my left arm,” I replied. “Last time you were complaining that your arm ached, it was the right arm. We need to know...” She answered like this, rather dryly because she had enough of my “irritability” as she called it. For the past two weeks nothing had been the same, and I couldn’t understand what was happening.


The next day was Sunday and I didn’t wake up until midday. Mum let me sleep in, but she was worried when I finally appeared in the sitting room. It’s true that normally at the weekend I’m the one who gets up first. “How do you feel?” asked Dad, “You look very pale.”


“My ankle hurts,” I replied. “Yesterday it was her left arm,” Mum explained to Dad. “I think she’s got growing pains. That would explain these pains in her bones, her tiredness and the paleness. What’s more, she’s eating so little I wonder if she has lost weight.”


“Get on the bathroom scales tonight before you go to bed” she told me. “You’ll have to buck up this time next week, you little imp,” said Dad, “especially if you’re meaning to teach me to surf...” A sudden wave of joy swept over me. It was true, we were off to Greece, to the sun, the sea and surfing. I wished I was there already.


~


Since the day before, I had been limping because my hip hurt. Mum was starting to get quite annoyed. She had never seen me like that before, edgy, tired and complaining first about one part of me and then another. The previous day we had gone shopping and Mum had bought me the most beautiful swimsuit that I’d ever seen. I decided to take it to school the next day to show to Nicole. While we were doing the shopping, I was very tired and I limped all the time. In the evening when we got back home, I’d stopped limping because it had stopped hurting. Mum commented in an irritated tone that either your leg hurt and you were limping, or it didn’t hurt you and you weren’t limping, but you had better make up your mind. She added that she didn’t know what I was playing at. I didn’t know either.


Two days later Mum made an appointment for me to see Dr Jordan, our family doctor. I thought she’d had enough of hearing me complain about my right knee, my left hand, my right arm, my left ankle... She admitted that I was indeed very pale, and she was a bit anxious because I’d lost two kilos. “Let’s have a little check up like a car having a MOT,” she said with a big smile. She was so pleased to be going to Zakynthos, and Dad was looking forward to it too.


Dr Jordan treated me kindly, as usual. I could see that Mum didn’t really attach great importance to my little aches and pains, and above all she wanted the doctor to convince me that there was nothing wrong, that I was all right, so that I would stop complaining all the time. “It’s true that she is pale,” he added. “She really needs a holiday. I’ve always said that the timing of the school holidays is wrong. The summer term is too long from Easter to the end of June, they can’t cope with it at that age. Enjoy yourself and have a rest unless you have something better to do,” he said to me with a big smile. “Don’t worry,” he added turning to Mum, “it’s true she does look tired, but I think she simply needs a holiday. If she’s no better in a month when you come back from Greece, we’ll do some tests, but for the moment I think it would be better to let her take full advantage of the holidays. I’m sure she’ll come back fighting fit.”
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We arrived in Greece on a Saturday morning. The three weeks before we left had been very strange, almost frightening because I felt all sorts of unusual pains and had experienced states of mind which weren’t like me at all. I was hoping to become myself again quickly and to forget these weeks of nervous irritation and confusion. The island of Zakynthos was really magnificent. Our hotel was very large, very beautiful. I had an enormous room all to myself with a balcony looking out over the sea, but in spite of all this, nothing was right. I felt so tired and weak that I refused to hire a surfboard, although Dad wanted to. What’s more that morning I had a nosebleed which had never happened to me before. At the time I was a bit frightened, but the bleeding soon stopped. Mum suggested that I sat in the sun for a minute or two, she didn’t like me looking so pale. In the evening my foot hurt so much that Dad had to support me when we went down to the hotel dining room. I wasn’t hungry and I hardly ate anything even though the food looked delicious. My parents looked really worried and none of us felt as happy as we should have done considering the idyllic place we were in.


I spent the whole of Sunday lying stretched out under a sunshade. Dad had hired a surfboard and was making a show of enjoying himself trying to remain upright for more than a few seconds before falling into the water with a splash. I knew he was acting the clown in the hope that I would join him, to try to bring me out of this weird state which was so unlike me. My apathy wasn’t intentional, but I was tired and sad, too tired and too sad to get up and run to Dad as I would have liked to. I was frightened, what was happening to me?


~


The next day Dad spent a long time on the phone talking to our travel agent and the airline with which we travelled to Greece. “It’s an urgent matter,” he repeated, “at all costs you must find three seats for us tonight, it’s absolutely necessary.” He spoke abruptly, his voice trembling with impatience, he who was normally so polite. But the flight was fully booked and so we were going to get the first plane next morning to go back home... Our holidays which were supposed to last a month were going to be over after only three days. I was lying down on my parents’ bed, terrified, trying not to move in case it started again. I dared not turn my head suddenly, not take a deep breath in or out, nor even speak. That morning the most terrifying thing I had ever experienced had happened to me. I was brushing my teeth leaning over the washbasin when I felt something running down my nose. In a fraction of a second the basin was red all over. The blood which was running down my nostrils was mixing with the water coming from the tap and swirling away down the plughole. I was so scared that I stayed there petrified, my toothbrush in my hand. The blood was gushing from both my nostrils in strong regular spurts. I would never have guessed that my blood was so red. I turned off the tap, but that made it worse because it seemed to me that the washbasin was filling up with my blood which was no longer diluted nor carried away by the stream of water, and seemed to be gushing out faster than it could run away. I went into a complete panic and screamed “Mum, Dad, come here! I’m bleeding, I’m bleeding,” but though their bedroom was next to mine, they couldn’t hear me. I moved away from the basin to get a towel. That was when the blood ran on to the floor and on the pale yellow carpet where it left a red trail. I grabbed a white towel which I pressed very hard against my nose. I rushed into my parents’ bedroom and took the towel away from my face to show them what was happening. I couldn’t speak. Blood was running all over my lips, on my T-shirt and on the carpet. The stream of blood was still strong coming out of both nostrils at the same time, so I was breathing through my mouth. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest because I was so frightened. Mum had turned very pale because she had realized straight away what was happening to me. She ran into the bathroom. Dad was just looking at me. That’s all he was doing, just looking. I could see surprise, incomprehension and panic come one after another into his eyes. Mum came back at once with a towel soaked in cold water which she put on the back of my neck. At the same time, she took my right hand and told me to pinch my nose with my thumb and first finger. “Press hard, harder,” she ordered. The authority and the harsh tone of her voice made me realize how terrified she was too. I sat on their bed and released the pressure on my nose slightly. In a few seconds the blood was spreading all over my T-shirt which already had red spots on it, and all over my white shorts and my legs. I immediately pinched my nose again as hard as I could. It was then that I felt something running down my throat and I was swallowing a warm liquid. It was disgusting and I started to cough which made me take my hand away from my nose. Instantly there was blood everywhere all over me, the bed, everywhere. I was sobbing and gripping Mum’s hand very hard, because I was so scared. She was trembling and mopped my brow with the wet towel she still had in her hands. The towel was red in some places, pink in others. I let go of my nose to try to breathe more than just through my mouth, because I felt I was suffocating. This was a mistake because the blood gushed out again, and ran on to my hand with even greater force. So, Mum pinched my nose hard, even violently. She put her other arm round me and pulled me towards her with a gesture so full of love and protection that it made tears come into my eyes. “Go down to the reception,” she said to Dad. “Ask them for some haemostatic cotton wool.”


“What sort of cotton wool?” stammered Dad. “Haemostatic!” shouted Mum, she who never raises her voice. Dad rushed out, and I leaned against Mum who pinched my nose very hard. I was breathing in gasps, through my mouth, terrified by all this blood and by this new thing which had come into my life so suddenly and unexpectedly. I knew by instinct that nothing would ever be the same again. Before this I had been carefree, I knew that from now on I would live in constant fear of it starting again, terrified of all this blood gushing out of my body, and by the certainty that death would be waiting for me when I had lost all my blood. I was still leaning against Mum who was pinching my nose very hard and I was swallowing the blood running down my throat. I could feel that Mum was tense and panic stricken, in spite of the comforting loving words she was whispering to me. I could imagine Dad at the reception asking for haemostatic cotton wool. “Yes, I said haemostatic, to stop the flow of blood. It’s for my daughter who is bleeding and losing a great deal of blood...” How many litres of blood do we have in our bodies? I told myself that if it didn’t stop, I would die. But how could it stop since I was bleeding more and more? I gripped Mum’s hand so hard that it hurt me. I couldn’t manage to speak because I was swallowing all the time... and Dad hadn’t yet come back. I felt very weak and at the same time, strange to say, I felt so good leaning against Mum. I had the impression that I was gently sliding towards the night. There was a black frame around my field of vision and I felt a deep peace and a great desire to close my eyes, to abandon myself to this attractive velvety dark. I was about to faint. If I could have died at that moment in my state of distress and at the same time in the great wellbeing which Mum’s presence created, I think I would have agreed, but Dad came back with the haemostatic cotton wool, and life began again with its panic. “She has been bleeding for a long time,” Mum said, her voice shaking, as she let go of my nose. I immediately took over and pinched it hard. My parents asked me to let go of my nose because they wanted to insert the cotton wool into it. I was too frightened at the thought of seeing streams of blood again, so I refused. So, they held my hand by force and put pieces of cotton wool into my nostrils. I was exhausted and the black edges closed in around my field of vision once again. I felt so weak that I wanted to close my eyes again. I was a prey to an unknown fatigue, a sort of resignation, as if I were abandoning this life. The call was at the same time gentle, tempting, and terribly dangerous. The pieces of cotton wool pushed into my nostrils had stopped the haemorrhage. I dared neither move nor speak. I couldn’t bear the thought of the bleeding starting again. I had never needed Mum so much, never been so frightened, had never felt so close to death, and that feeling would never go away. In one hour, I had become aware of the fragility of life, of the fact that blood could escape from my body and that I could die. I had also realized that my parents who I had previously looked on as very strong people who knew everything and who had complete power over me, and perhaps even over the whole world, even they could do nothing about my blood which was coming out of my body, spreading everywhere and making me so afraid, and which could cause my death.
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