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“Change your life by reading this book.… Once I turned the first page of this compelling story, I could not put it down. It reads like it was written by someone who was there. The author tells us it’s a past-life memory, but it is so crystal clear, full of human emotion and mystery: it is a real page-turner. Filled with sweetness and sorrow and most of all a message of hope and human passion to serve and survive, this is one read you won’t want to miss. It is an inspirational story par excellence.”

—Maureen St. Germain, author of Reweaving the Fabric of
Your Reality: Self-Study Guide for Personal Transformation

“Angel of Auschwitz is filled with inspirations and wisdoms, which we can all draw on in this unpredictable and catalytic period of life on Planet Earth. The author reveals her own deep understanding of the dark forces, which have prevailed on our planet—the shadow side of the cosmos that creates, by intention, situations that invoke fear and keep us under their control. Germany in the time of Hitler is probably the best historical example of such a dark intervention.… Her cosmologies of the interplay between dark and light precisely matched [my] understanding.”

—Wynn Free, principal author, The Reincarnation of Edgar
Cayce?: Interdimensional Communication and Global Transformation

“Brilliant storytelling combined with moving spiritual insights and truths. I highly recommend Angel of Auschwitz to anyone seeking a deeper understanding of the nature of love and forgiveness and how it can change our relationship to God, ourselves, and to all of humanity.”

—Isaac George, author of What Really Matters:
A Guide to Spiritual Awakening

“Angel of Auschwitz is magnificent. Natasza’s story awakens our sense of soul, knowing that love, forgiveness, and compassion are true stepping stones on the path to peace. The Sisters of Light remind us that it is through unity of spirit that healing happens. Tarra has created a literary work that holds the potential to deepen our understanding of one another. Through this book, we are reminded that our soul is eternal and that we come forward in each life to be of service in the highest possible way in every single moment.”

—Laurelle Shanti Gaia, author of Be Peace Now: A Course for
Peaceweavers and president of the Infinite Light Healing
Studies Center, Sedona, Arizona

“If each one of us would follow Tarra’s vision and practice harmlessness, be more loving, and live more peacefully, the vibration of the collective consciousness would in time reveal the truth of this benevolent universe.”

—John Randolph Price, author of The Abundance Book
and The Jesus Code

“I find Angel of Auschwitz to be an instrument of reconciliation and healing. It is the story of the age-old struggle between good and evil played out against the backdrop of Nazi Germany—right up there with Corrie ten Boom and Anne Frank.… Tarra uses her beautiful writing to bring forth the Holocaust as an archetype of oppression. Then she shows how compassion, forgiveness, and understanding can break down the walls of prejudice and hatred and bring diverse peoples together. This book transcends barriers and will contribute to right human relations, goodwill, and hopefully world peace.”

—The Reverend Marian Breckenridge, cofounder,
Northwest School of Religious and Philosophical Studies,
Coeur d’Alene, Idaho
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Invitation

THE LIFE STORY OF Natasza Pelinski, child of the Holocaust, has been offered in grace to the peoples of the Earth. It offers to humanity the opportunity to heal from the scars of oppression and persecution throughout history.

You are now invited to place the light of your awareness on these pages before you. You are being called to participate in a collective healing for humankind. You can claim your power and accept this invitation to forgive the past and birth a new world. The fire of your consciousness can burn up the imprint of trauma, freeing humanity to bring in more Light.


Foreword

AS YOU READ THE pages before you, open your mind to new ways of seeing. Allow the story of Natasza to take you on a journey of self-transformation. These writings contain keys to unlock doorways to healing for those whose hearts have been yearning to be free. This book speaks to your soul in a language that transcends thought.

Take time to reflect on the messages, images, and teachings. As each one of you moves through your individual healing process, the whole of the collective consciousness is uplifted. As you focus your attention on sending light to Auschwitz, expand your vision to include the wounds of oppression and victimization suffered by all races and religions throughout history—Native Americans, Tibetans, slaves from Africa, the people of Rwanda and Darfur, the Kurds of Iraq, and others. Call forth your intention, envision each people and nation, and send them light. Hold them in your heart and envelop them in a field of healing love.

Natasza represents the unsung heroes and heroines of all time: everyone who has stood up for truth and freedom, who has dared to confront the forces of oppression.

Your light is needed. Let us light the way forward for humanity. Join with readers around the world to birth the new consciousness upon our blessed planet Earth.


Introduction

THE UNFOLDING OF THIS story began with a past-life regression. I was seeking to heal physical and emotional afflictions that appeared to have originated from traumas endured during a previous lifetime. To my amazement, I was able to remember my life as Natasza at Auschwitz with depth of feeling and vivid recall. This therapy session became the catalyst that unlocked the floodgates of my soul memory. As I began to record the details of Natasza’s life adventure, the writing of Angel of Auschwitz was initiated.

Soul Memory

Carrying forth these memories from one lifetime to the next was part of the plan for my present life. My psyche has been impregnated with Natasza’s feelings and desires. I was born with the gifts of hands-on healing and clairvoyance, and I am continuing on with her mission, bringing light to the Earth and ministering compassion as a path of planetary healing. I was born feeling her pain and her struggle, and with illnesses similar to those known at Auschwitz. As I pursued a path of self-healing, I have come to grips with the causes of human suffering and have learned that spiritual freedom is discovered in the silence of one’s heart and is independent of the circumstances of the world.

Guidance from the Masters

As my gifts of inner sight developed, I began to realize that I had not been writing Angel of Auschwitz alone. All along, the Masters of Light had been sending thoughts and visual images into my mind. Without fully understanding the deep meaning of their communications, I intuitively trusted the integrity of the information received. The messages They have presented to me are addressed to the needs of humanity and do not necessarily represent my personal views or beliefs. It is my responsibility to remain in a state of neutrality, free from opinions or assumptions, while bringing forth knowledge from the higher realms. Channeling is not a completely accurate process. Whether the source is soul memory or spirit guidance, an interpretive process is involved because it comes through the brain and mental filters of the receiver as it is translated into words.

Interwoven with guidance from the Masters is inspiration from my soul and God Self. The words emanate a transmission of Light that can raise consciousness.

As the writing progressed, I established telepathic conduits that connected me with the souls of other victims who had died during the Holocaust. I was able to access knowledge that would complete the picture for areas where Natasza lacked direct experience. I have not done outside research on the Holocaust. Nor have family members or survivors ever discussed this subject with me. My purpose has been to demonstrate the authority of “inner knowing.”

The value of this book lies in the wisdom and lessons learned. It is not intended to present a historical account. The story of Natasza conveys the spirit and feeling of each character and event. I cannot guarantee the hundred-percent veracity of every name, place, date, and fact. As you resonate with the vibration of Truth, you will be able to discern what is true for yourself. Trust your own inner knowing. It is your greatest ally.

Intention

The light of your consciousness can contribute to the healing of the world. You are being called to assist in releasing the pain of past human suffering, which is being held in the collective unconscious of humanity. By reading these pages with the intention that healing take place, you are adding your light to the collective psyche of many thousands of readers participating in the process of spiritual transformation. Trust that your intention will work for you even if you do not fully understand it. Do not underestimate the power of focused group intention to change our world.

Intention is a power of mind propelled by the force of will. Our intention directs currents of thought-substance and creation energy to manifest what we envision and desire. By bringing light into the darkness, we serve as alchemists, transforming negative into positive. Let us shine the light of our consciousness into all enclaves of evil in the world and into the shadow side of ourselves.

History continues to repeat itself until races, nations, and peoples release their attachments to the past and resolve their anger and grief, their guilt and their shame. We can heal the wounds of time by living in the heart in a state of unconditional love, by forgiving ourselves and our transgressors, and by learning our lessons, both individually and as a society. As we heal the past, we are clearing the way for the birth of a new consciousness.

The Healing Power of Love

The power of love is the source of miracles. Evil is redeemed by love, and darkness is transformed into light. Love has the power to heal because it is the very essence of God. By the grace of your love, the world can be healed.

If it feels right to so do, imagine threads of golden light going from your heart to the hearts of every reader of this book. Imagine a web of hearts linked together, all sending love to the characters you will meet in the story and to all people who have suffered from oppression.

[image: ]

Prepare yourself as you begin to read a graphic portrayal of survival in a Nazi concentration camp. You may find some passages unsettling or disturbing. If you feel distressed by any of the explicit descriptions, pray for healing and take some time alone. Focus your attention on your heart center and immerse your consciousness in that place of stillness within you. Then invite emotions triggered by the reading to come forward and open to experience them fully within that space of inner peace. The divine essence of your being can dissolve any disharmony, and the light of love can help you see with greater clarity.



PART ONE
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My Early Years




Come with Me

PREPARE YOURSELF TO JOIN me now for a journey back in time. The past is calling us, beckoning us to travel together along the byways of history. Come with me, and see the forces of destiny at work as a madman’s dream sets Europe on fire. Walk by my side, watch through my eyes, and be witness to the lives of many long forgotten.


“I Am Natasza”

I AM NATASZA. I WAS born in Poland in a village near Kraków the 22nd day of December 1927. It was a time when the blue skies of peace graced our homeland. It was a time of respite between the great wars of our world.

I came to Earth on a mission of service to humanity. I came to be a healer and a minister of love. I came to bring in light when darkness ruled the hearts of mankind.

I was born to Jewish parents. My pure Jewish bloodline sealed my fate.


Family Life

I WAS BORN THE THIRD of six children, with two older brothers, Simon and Abraham, and three younger sisters, Sarah, Alena, and Andrea. A strong bond of love united my family. I was very close to my brothers and sisters.

We were blessed with a secure and comfortable life, free from worry and want, insulated from the cares of the world. I wondered if the gentiles of our village resented us because we prospered while they struggled to put food on the table.

My family celebrated the art of living and reveled in the festivities of our Jewish culture. We appreciated the refinement of taste provided by a classical education. My older brothers spoke Hebrew and studied the Torah. My younger sisters took piano and singing lessons. Little Sarah played Schubert on the piano while my sisters sang in harmony. My mother instructed us in the domestic arts of dressmaking and embroidery.

Our favorite time together as a family was during those long winter evenings when Mother told her stories. She was a master weaver of words into fabrics of tales from long ago. We gathered in the living room and listened in rapt attention to enchanting narratives of myths and legends from the Early Time. Her stories helped us connect with our ancestral roots and Jewish heritage.

Far removed from the maelstrom of impending war, we felt only ripples from the rising tides of troubles in the world, as waves of despair swept across the shorelines of nation after nation. The souls of mankind cried out in the night.


A Man of Honor

MY FATHER, BENJAMIN, WAS our teacher and protector. We trusted him to look out for our needs, and felt safe and secure in his care.

Father was a kind and gentle man. He wore a curly reddish-brown beard that stood out because he was beginning to bald, even though he was in his mid-thirties. With a gleeful twinkle in his eyes he played outdoor games with us, and he taught us sportsmanship and moral values.

Father lived his life with a compassionate heart. He understood human nature and was ready to forgive. He played the game of life with honor and integrity. The elders of our village respected him, and the younger men looked up to him. He was an example to all that success can come to an honest man.

Father celebrated life. He savored the wine of the present moment, and danced in step with the rhythm of life.


The Seer

MY FIRST MEMORIES ARE of my dear mother, Nadia. She wore a kerchief tied under her chin that accentuated her chiseled facial features. She was calm and aloof, with a gentle smile.

As a child my sleep was troubled. Many nights I lay awake, tossing and turning in my bed. Feelings of foreboding overtook me. On the far side of the horizon a dark storm was brewing. The sunshine of my childhood would be blotted out by a torrential rain of terror.

Pulling back the covers, I got out of bed and tiptoed to the parlor. Standing in the arched entranceway I peeked into the tranquil room. In the quiet of the night I saw my mother, contemplating. She was seated in a high-backed chair, a quilt folded across her lap. A candle flickered on the bureau, light chasing shadows across her face. Mother gazed out the north window, entranced by the sparkling starlight, in awe of the wonder of God’s creation. The stars spoke to her in the silent language of the universe. What was she doing? Receiving messages from the stars? My child-mind wondered what the stars were telling her. The stars are her teachers, I thought. They are teaching her the Language of Light.

The womenfolk took particular notice of my mother. They saw that she was different. They recognized that look in her eyes: she knew things. The village women called her “the Seer.” Her piercing eyes saw through illusion. Like a hawk, she watched over the landscape of life. But there was a blind spot in her vision. She did not see what was to come.

My path was laid out before me. By acts of grace, signs from heaven appeared to guide me. But Mother did not see her future fate. A vision of destruction would have tarnished the happy moments of the now.


Race and Nationality

ONE AFTERNOON I WALKED slowly home from school, troubled by the biased opinions voiced by my teacher, shocked by the anger expressed by my classmates. What had begun as a discussion about European history quickly escalated into heated arguments among the students. Sparks of anger ignited latent prejudices, and a sense of self-righteousness filled the air. My teacher was overwhelmed by the uproar, unable to maintain order in the classroom. The subject of our lesson was “race and nationality.”

I sought counsel from my mother. I found her working in the garden, watering flowers of many colors. She offered me clarity of vision that helped me see in new ways.

“Mother,” I asked, “The Bible says the Jewish people are chosen by God. My teacher says that in Germany, Jews are considered inferior, and the Aryans are the master race. Who is right?”

Mother answered, “Neither one is right in the sense that no race or people is superior to another. God loves all people equally. He does not care what color skin a person has or what religion he follows. He cares about what is in a person’s heart. Each race and each nation is like a flower, of a different kind and color, planted in God’s garden. He wishes for all to flourish.”

My mother had the courage to speak what she considered to be true. She listened to her heart rather than following the dictates of popular opinion.


A Sacred Mission

CARRYING A HARVEST BASKET of carrots and parsnips, Mother left the garden to prepare the evening meal. I sat down under my favorite tree, leaning against the strong trunk. Deep roots reached into the earth, and tall branches stretched out to meet the sky. As I felt the healing power of nature, I knew that I was safe in God’s kingdom. Sitting under the protective umbrella of leaves, I reflected on what had happened in class today. What had triggered the angry outbursts?

Entering the kitchen, I breathed in the aroma of fresh-baked bread. My mother peeled the roots of the vegetables, exposing to the light what had been buried underground.

“Mother, can a race have a purpose or a mission to carry out?”

“Why do you ask, young one?”

“Because the Nazis believe that they have a mission to accomplish. The students in my class today were arguing about racial superiority. They were so entrenched in self-righteousness that their minds were closed. Everyone was talking, and no one was listening.”

“What do you say, Natasza? Speak your truth.”

“In my own heart, I know that all people are one. The glorification of race and nationhood divides people and creates conflict. The day will come when people live in unity. Every nation must commit to a world of peace and an end to war.”

“Well said, young one.” My mother beamed at me as I basked in the glow of her love. “You are ripening quickly, my child.” Mother sat down at the kitchen table across from me. The late afternoon sun radiated golden light, filling the room with serenity. “You are ready to know the secret of what happened long ago. I will tell you a tale of our forefathers, and how they served the Light:

In the ancient days, before time began, the people of the Earth talked to the stars. They recognized the star masters as great beings of light sending love to humanity. Their hearts spoke to the stars, and the stars spoke to their hearts. All knew the universal language. It is the mother tongue of creation, called the Language of Light.

“The world was at peace until a Dark force attacked the Light. The Masters of Light held a council, planning for victory—for the victory of the Light. A plan was devised to safeguard the star language until the Darkness was defeated. It needed to survive the dark days ahead and be hidden from the evil minds. When the Earth is cleansed and a new day dawns for humanity, then the ancient knowledge will be restored.”

“How did they protect the precious language from the Dark Side?” I asked.

“The Keepers of the Light kept the Torch of Light aflame during the midnight hour. Love is the eternal flame that burns in the hearts of humanity.

“The Keepers watched the ways of the people. They knew of a wise man who was also a great king. He was a man of divinity who could be trusted by the Light. He was called David, the king of the Jews. Three of the Keepers met with King David in the Temple of the Sacred Flame. They made a covenant to uphold the Light. The star language was hidden from the eyes of the enemy, saved intact for posterity. It was translated into codes of light and hidden deep in the cells of the king, in his DNA. The secret codes were passed along through the lineage of the House of David. The light codes are seeds to awaken humanity. Like dormant seeds in the cold night of winter, they await the return of the light to take root.”

“Do I carry these ancient codes, this ancient wisdom, in my cells?” I asked.

“The secrets of the star masters will be revealed to you as you proceed forward on your path. Your commitment to serve the Light will activate the dormant codes. They will amplify your inner knowing and hasten the expansion of your gifts. The star beings know that you have a sacred destiny. They know who you are. You will carry the torch for humanity. You will bring in light to dispel the darkness, and love to heal the world.”

Thus spoke my dear mother, Nadia Pelinski. She was a storyteller of the Early Time, a visionary and messenger of the star masters.


The Shoe Shop

MY FATHER WAS A shoemaker. His shop was located on the main street of our village. The shoe shop prospered. Father blended the science of business with the art of human relations. While writing up an order, while measuring the size of a foot and drawing a profile of its shape, he was in fact sizing up the character of a person and assessing the shape of his finances. Accounts must be paid, and books must be balanced. Yet in cases of need, his compassionate nature led him to forgive a debt.

As a little girl, I sat on a wooden stool in the corner of the shop, hidden behind heavy overcoats and cloaks. The shop cat, Karina, curled up on my lap for a nap. The aroma of cured leather filled the air. I watched and listened as my father dealt with each customer in turn.

Whole families entered the shoe shop together, and Father treated each family member differently. By carefully observing my father interact with the customers, I learned that every person has a personality unique to himself, a special way of being in the world.


The Value of a Man

ONE DAY MY MOTHER went to nurse a sick relative in a nearby village. Since she would not be able to return home until early evening, she left me at the shoe shop for the entire day. As the shadows lengthened and the sun hung low in the sky, I heard racing footsteps on the pavement outside. My eldest brother, Simon, stormed into the shop, slammed the door behind him, and angrily threw his school cap onto the floor.

“Father!” he cried, “Ten grosze have been stolen from my pocket. Without money, I am worthless. Without money, I am not a man.”

Father pulled down the shades of the shop and turned over the window sign to CLOSED. He sat down on a high stool by his worktable and motioned for Simon to sit facing him, so they could look into each other’s eyes. It was time to talk father-to-son, to meet mind-to-mind. My father spoke to Simon kindly. “There is no scale on which the value of a man can be calibrated. The human heart is beyond measure.”

“Father,” asked Simon, “how do I know who is honest? Who can I trust?”

“Pay heed to the actions of a man,” answered my father. “Does he keep his word? Does he compromise his integrity in times of crisis? Does he honor his wife, respect his elders, and teach his children moral values? Is he compassionate in his relationships with all people? Pay heed to his demeanor. Does he look you straight in the eye, or do his eyes shift and wander about? Pay heed to how he handles his money. Does he give to the unfortunate? Is he fair and honest in his dealings? These are some of the considerations in assessing the character of a man.”

As father and son sat in conversation, I listened from my seat behind the overcoats. As I pondered the advice of my father, my eyes wandered over the row of leather working tools—awls, punches, knives—neatly laid out in a line on his worktable. I admired the precision and specific function that gave each tool its identity. I wondered if each person in the world had his or her own special function or task to perform, if each person had been given talents and abilities to fulfill a certain purpose in life. At the age of five, I already sensed that I was born to this Earth for a special reason.


My Moral Code

MY PARENTS TAUGHT ME many things—to keep my mind open, to tell the truth, and to develop self-discipline, perseverance, and determination. They taught me compassion and tolerance, kindness and gentleness. Most importantly they taught me respect and reverence for life.

Nadia and Benjamin Pelinski were independent thinkers, not conforming with the mainstream of Jewish thought. I was encouraged to think in universal terms beyond the boundaries of our religion and culture. It was not until years later that I realized the values and beliefs that laid the foundation for my moral code were considered unorthodox.

“Do not submit to outside authority,” Father warned me. “Do not give your power away to the printed word, nor be fooled by the clever rhetoric of politicians.”

“Go within to find the Truth,” Mother counseled me. “Listen to your heart.”


Uncle Jacob

THE GLORY OF MY childhood years was my relationship with Uncle Jacob and our family visits to his farm in the country. Uncle Jacob was respected as the elder of the Pelinski clan and venerated for his silent wisdom and calm composure. He was a wood carver and sculptor of statues and figurines. He took me into his workshop overlooking the Vistula River. The whirling currents of water washed clean his mind. He held his carving knife steady with astute concentration.

Standing on his workbench was a cast of village characters, exquisitely carved of oak and elm. They were players in the magic theater of life: the lamplighter holding his torch, the blacksmith working at his anvil, the village clown playing a prank, and the schoolmaster looking very serious. Watching the drama from a shelf above the workbench were carved animals of the wild: the bear and the fox, the owl and the partridge.

Uncle Jacob had a long white pointed beard and eyes that looked deep into things. He was precise and concise with his words. His terse phrases were punctuated by long silences in which one could rest. He made his point, and that was that. His sparse style of speech inspired me to fill in the blanks with my imagination, and I became a philosopher.


Silence Speaks

UNCLE JACOB WAS A widower. His wife Amelia had passed away on his fortieth birthday. After her death he turned to nature for consolation. The spirits of wild animals spoke to him and animated his wood carvings with their innocent perspective.

It was the joy of my life to be with him. He emanated a vibration that brought me great peace. We rarely spoke out loud; ours was the silent language of soul communion. In the depths of our being, we knew one another. It was a profound mystery how this could be. Uncle Jacob taught me to revere the silence.

“Be still and listen, Natasza dear,” he said as he looked at me with his tranquil eyes.

“I hear a hum,” I answered. “It goes Aum.”

“Nature is singing. It is the hymn of creation, the song of eternity,” he explained. “Listen to the silence, and you will experience inner peace.”

My eyes sparkled. I was thrilled to hear the sacred song of God’s creation. My sense of awe and wonder intensified in his presence.


The Gift of Healing

IT WAS THE HEART of winter, a cold day in mid-January. From far and wide, family members of the Pelinski clan traveled across the snow country to our annual get-together at Uncle Jacob’s farm.

Rosy-cheeked children greeted the white dawn with anticipation, eager for a new day of adventure. Assembling in a grove of oaks atop a nearby ridge, my brothers, sisters, and cousins gathered to sled down the steep slopes. Screaming with excitement, shouting with glee, boys and girls careened down the hillsides. Sometimes sleds collided. Other times there were near misses.

As the noise and commotion became too intense for my sensitive nature, I picked up my sled and walked over to the far side of the slope, away from the crowd. Faster and faster my sled slid down the steep hill. Startled by the cry of a hawk, I glanced upward to see the great bird as he swerved above my head. All of a sudden, I lost control of the sled and slammed into the trunk of a hoary oak. Tumbling down the hill, I rolled over and over. My knee was bruised, and blood seeped through my leggings. “Mommy! Mommy!” I cried out, but she could not hear me. I was alone. After a torrent of tears, I sat still in the awesome silence. A moment of peace, and my inspiration came. Intuitively I cupped my hands over the throbbing wound.

By some inexplicable act of grace, my heart opened to the love of God. My fear dissolved in the presence of love. A current of healing energy flowed from my heart, streamed down my arms, and out my palms. My hands began to tingle and radiate warmth. The bleeding stopped, and the pain subsided.

Hiking back toward the farmhouse, I pondered the miracle of healing. My young mind understood little of the gifts of God. Crossing over the crest of the hill, I sensed a presence I could not see. Silently, a voice spoke in my mind. “Child of mercy, awaken. You have been blessed with divine gifts. Destiny is calling you to minister to the House of Judah.” My eyes scanned the vast horizon, searching for the source of this message. Staring at me from the pinnacle of a lonesome pine was a black and gray hawk. His sharp eyes locked onto mine.

Who are you, talking bird? I wondered.

“I am a messenger sent to foretell your future. Birds and angels will be your allies as you share your gift of healing with your people. Your sense of purpose will give you the strength to survive. Rise above! Rise above!” With these words, the great bird spread wide his wings and let out a cry that shattered the silence like a peal of thunder in the night when the world is asleep.

Thrilled with my newfound ability, I wanted to try out my healing hands on the animals of Uncle Jacob’s farm. As I entered the barn, the horses and goats gathered around me. They became my first patients, so eager to experience human love. Next, I entered the chicken coop to work on the hens. I wanted to see if the healing energy would make them lay more and bigger eggs. I wondered if the baby chicks would grow up smarter than their mothers.

Returning to my village I sought out volunteers to receive my healing touch. Birds with broken wings, sick dogs and cats, wounded ants and spiders—all became beneficiaries of my gift. When my mother had a headache or a school friend had a fever, I felt an inner calling to offer help. Healing became my passion: I was overjoyed to see the sick get well.


Life Restored

IT WAS ALREADY DARK and I was undressing for the night. Looking out my bedroom window, I was surprised to see a young child opening the gate to our yard. He stepped onto the back porch and knocked on the kitchen door. Mother promptly answered and invited the newcomer in.

“I am Aron, son of Filip and Marta,” the child introduced himself with eloquence and candor. “My sister Petra is dying of pneumonia. You daughter, Natasza, has a reputation among the people of our village. We have heard that she works miracles of mercy with her healing hands. Please ask her to save my sister from the jaws of death.”

Mother came to fetch me from my upstairs bedroom. I was eight and a half years old, too young to venture out alone. Walking by Aron’s side, mother and I traversed the quiet lanes and tree-lined avenues, passing through our neighborhood of well-kept homes and tended gardens, and arrived at a ramshackle house on the far side of our village.

As I answered the call to service, I was led away from the safe and familiar and out into the unknown. Opening the front door of Aron’s house, I was assailed by the odor of must and decay, shocked by the lack of cleanliness and order. A lone kerosene lamp flickered by the stove. Two small children stepped out from the shadows and came forward to greet us. I wondered where the parents were, but I did not ask.

Aron lit a tapered candle and showed me to the room of the sick child. While I was ministering to Petra, Mother sat in the kitchen with the little ones and told them stories of long ago. In the beginning, as I was learning the art of healing, I preferred to work alone. I wanted to develop my concentration and ability to sense the flow of energy. I tiptoed to the bed, surveying the face and body of the child by candlelight. She appeared to be sleeping soundly. Her breathing was labored and shallow. Her skin was an unearthly shade of blue.

“Dear heavenly Father,” I prayed out loud, “thank You for honoring me by bestowing upon me Your sacred gifts. May I infuse the spirit of life into this ailing child. May I be a channel of healing love, an instrument of Your grace. Amen.” Then, closing my eyes, I communed with her essence. “Yes, I want to live,” shouted the voice of her soul in my mind. “I have much yet to do with my life.”

Then I placed my hands over her heart. They moved spontaneously across her body, guided by an unseen force. They rested in one place for a while and then moved to another. I could feel the power and pulse of the healing rays course through me. I could see light emanating from my palms. My heart was open and so full of love that tears streamed down my face. As I stood beside young Petra, I heard the sweet song of angels serenading the sleeping girl. As the night progressed, color returned to her face, and her breathing deepened. She did not awaken during the entire treatment. Closing the door to her room, I gave thanks for answered prayer.


The Flaming Torches

FAR FROM THE QUIET of the Polish countryside, in the heart of Germany, a madman rose to power. He proclaimed the superiority of a master race, and determined to exterminate the Jewish people from the face of the Earth.

Four abreast, the brownshirts marched down the streets of Berlin, carrying burning torches in the night. The spectacle of the torch-lit marches stirred the blood of the bystanders, triggering subconscious memories of ancestral pagan rituals—of blood sacrifice and fire magic.

The torchbearers headed to the great square, where a big rally was underway. The crowd stretched out as far as the eye could see. Giant loudspeakers hung from the rooftops, blaring patriotic songs. There were many long-winded speeches by the elite of the Nazi High Command. Then Hitler stepped forward. “Sieg Heil! Hail Victory!” A million eyes fixated in spellbound fury on the Führer as he glorified the triumph of the Aryan nation. As everyone shouted “Sieg Heil! Sieg Heil!” a surge of electric emotion amped up the crowd. The energy was intense. The audience was mesmerized. Like a black magician, he used the power of his words to cast a spell on the group mind.

Inflamed by the fire of his oratory, the crowd got caught up in his passion, determined to serve the Third Reich to the bitter end. Some people recoiled in horror as they watched friends and family members overtaken by the mad frenzy. Those who listened with their hearts were less easily manipulated.



PART TWO
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The Secret to Hitler’s Power




The Less Visible Front

WORLD WAR II BECAME one front in the battle between the army of Light and the forces of Darkness enacted on the global stage. On a second, less visible front, a war is being waged for control of consciousness through the use of mind control and genetic manipulation. These subjects are explored in Part Two, which presents stories about the past lives of Adolf Hitler. In these lifetimes, he developed his mastery of occult powers, which he exploited as the Führer. The politics of Nazi Germany provide a backdrop for the story of Natasza at Auschwitz.

The origins of mind control and ritual abuse go back to the cult ceremonies of the Atlantean era. These practices have evolved through the centuries, were perfected in Nazi Germany, and continue in the world today.
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If you wish to continue reading Natasza’s story, you may bypass Part Two and go directly to Part Three: My Ministry.


Hitler’s Path to Power

IN HIS YOUTH AND past lives, Hitler studied metaphysics and the occult sciences. He studied the mythos of ancient cultures—the chants of Atlantis, the mystery schools of Egypt, and the pagan rituals of the Celts and the Druids.

Atlantis

Before the advent of recorded history, millennia before the Christian era, the civilization of Atlantis flourished on a grouping of islands in the North Atlantic Ocean. The people of this island culture had learned to use the power of thought to create a technologically advanced civilization. Even though they developed magnificent machines and ingenious inventions, their level of spiritual maturity lagged behind their attainment of mental powers.

It was the misapplication of power using crystals that caused a catastrophic end to this civilization. A terrible explosion rocked the Earth, and the islands sank beneath the sea. The world will continue to face the threat of destruction until humanity learns to place the mind in service to the heart.
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As a girl incarnating during the Atlantean time, Hera—Hitler in that lifetime—was initiated into a cult of young women. They gathered together under the dark cloak of night at a sacred meeting place deep in the forest. The leader of the cult was a high priestess of ritual magic. The young girls were in awe of her power and wanted to take some of it for themselves. Hera was impressed with the leader; she observed and studied how to wield power.

The women watched the heavens and the cycles and seasons of nature. The stars foretold the timing of the opening of the portals when the gods and demons from the other side could enter their reality.

The priestess began to chant. The young women joined as one voice in a chorus, echoing her intonations. The voices reached a crescendo, creating a force field of group emotion. A bonfire burned in the night, the sparks flying into the darkness. Firelight reflected off the stone slabs where the victims lay in bondage. The slabs were the altars of sacrifice to the gods. The slayer held up her ceremonial dagger, slowly running her fingers down the long blade, along the sharpened cutting edge. The ebony handle was carved into the shape of a serpent’s head. The ruby eyes of the snake glowed in anticipation of the drinking of the blood. The high priestess invoked the deities, the demons of the Dark. Then the slayer let out a piercing shriek as she stabbed the first victim. Intoxicated by madness, she went from captive to captive, unleashing the fury of her knife until all lay dead.

After the killings, branches were strewn across the warm bodies. Holding a flaming torch high above her head, the priestess called forth the god of fire and lit the pyres. Standing in the flickering light of the bonfire, the women passed a goblet from hand to hand. Sipping the blood of the innocent, they ingested the sacred substance of spirit.

The cult was Hera’s classroom; the priestess was her teacher. Here she learned black magic and the dark side of power. She learned to use sound to manipulate the group mind. As she observed the effects of tones on the psyche, she observed how the chanting of her cultmates triggered the slayer to kill. Rhythm and repetition induced a state of trance that opened the subconscious to being programmed.

During these ceremonies, she became acquainted with the gods who directed the cult. They were spirit beings of another dimension, the astral counterparts of the snakes, reptiles, and lizards known to man. They were psychic vampires who received sustenance from the energies released by sex and death.

The allure of cult magic seduced young Hera. She developed a craving for power, an ambition to surpass her teacher. Someday she would become the high priest of a new religion of the blood.

Egypt

Fourteen centuries before the Christian era, Abduhl—Hitler in that lifetime—incarnated in Egypt, continuing his quest to find the secret to power. It was the time of the reign of Pharaoh Akhnaton and his queen Nefertiti, who established a new religion of the sun. Akhnaton taught the people that there is only one God, the Creator and Father of life.

As a child, Abduhl was impatient, restless, frustrated with the boredom and monotony of his days. He felt that his life was empty of meaning. He looked around every corner, searching for clues and signs that would lead him on a path where he could find answers to the questions that tormented his soul. He was anxious to grow up, to escape from the doldrums and restrictions of insular village life. Finally, the day of his emancipation arrived. At last he was old enough to leave home. He waved good-bye to his mother and set forth with his father on a three-day journey by oxcart.

Riding through the desert, they came to a bend in the river and stopped to rest. The ox was tired and eager to drink of the fresh clear waters. Far in the distance they saw their destination, an enclave of monks where young Abduhl would live and study.

At the age of fifteen, he joined an order of monks who worshiped the sun. Through communion with the soul of the sun, he received some of its wisdom and power. The sun became his teacher and transmitted sacred knowledge to him.

Once again the young man became restless and bored with his circumstances. Driven by his quest to find the secret to power, he ventured on foot to the holy city of Amarna, capital of Egypt. Walking through the streets of the city of white stone, he was dazzled by the beauty of the alabaster temples, by the ubiquitous gardens decorated with ponds and shrines. After visiting the sights of the capital, he dared to climb the steps of the palace and knock on the door of destiny. Wearing the woven robe and sandals of his order, he was led by a courtier into the great hall, where he was introduced to the pharaoh of Egypt.

For seven months, Pharaoh Akhnaton, guided by Thoth, mentored the young man. He taught him the fundamentals of metaphysics, numerology, sacred geometry, astrology, and magic. The pharaoh was a teacher who understood the philosophy of the Tao: the balance of opposites, the synergy of light and dark. At first, Abduhl applied himself diligently to his studies, spending long afternoon sessions with his teacher. As time passed, he grew tired of the intense curriculum, arriving late for his classes with a half-hearted attitude. Being of a rash and impetuous nature, Abduhl abruptly abandoned his studies and ran off with a young beauty from Thebes.

Reincarnating as Hitler, he betrayed the sacred trust of occult knowledge. He took the gift from the Light and used it for the Dark. He forsook his oath of Truth, and abused his power, applying the laws of the universe to implement his evil agenda.

The Swastika

During his Egyptian lifetime Abduhl met the immortal Ra, god of the sun and Lord of Light. Ra introduced him to the ancient symbol of the swastika. Originating from one of the first civilizations on our planet, it has become an archetypal symbol held in the collective unconscious of humanity.

The swastika represented the sacred power of the sun with its life-giving rays. Four arms converged and rotated in harmony with the forces of nature. Tampering with the natural order of the cosmos, Hitler altered the design of the ancient symbol for the sun. He reversed the direction of the ends of the arms, causing it to spin counterclockwise. The rays of sunlight were bent backwards, turning nature against itself.

Hitler astutely recognized the hypnotic power of this symbol for accessing the depths of the German psyche. It evoked feelings of mystical power, of the divine right to rule. It brought forth primordial images of a golden age when Teutonic supermen ruled the world. It triggered racial memories of the era of Nordic sovereignty, genetically encoded in the Aryan bloodline. These were the days of the warrior nation, days of glory, prowess, and conquest.


The New Religion

A CHARISMATIC ORATOR, HITLER SEDUCED the minds of the masses. His serpentine tongue charmed the German people into hypnotic submission to his will. His words vibrated with passion and mystical power. The Führer became the messiah of a New Religion based on the magical properties of the blood. The blood of the people carried the soul of the race.

Hitler took rituals and ceremonies from ancient times, from the Atlantean era, from the Celts and the Druids, and reformulated them as induction ceremonies into the new state religion. The ceremonies were held in stadiums and assembly halls in the cities of Germany. Igniting subconscious memories induced a trancelike state that was necessary for installing mind-control programming. During rallies and public speeches, key words, sounds, symbols, and gestures were employed to act as triggers to activate the new programs. Mind control was used as a secret method for controlling people without their being aware of it.

Hitler knew how to tap into the race mind of the German people, access subconscious emotions, and use them as a motivating force. Ancestral memories of battle, blood, and warfare became the psychic fuel to drive the Nazi war machine.

Hitler was a great visionary who wore a dark robe. The world watched in horror as a fanatic’s obsession with creating a master race set nation against nation in violence. The blood of the innocent was shed as the forces of Darkness rushed to conquer the minds of mankind.


Secret Rituals

WHEN THE STARS WERE auspicious and the moon was full, members of the Nazi High Command gathered to perform secret rituals. Deep in the Black Forest of Germany, in the hinterland of the Reich, a ceremonial site was prepared by the agents of evil. Like a mystical order they donned hooded black robes and lit shining black candles. Standing side-by-side in a circle, they recited ancient incantations, then sang Atlantean chants.

As the first syllables of doom were pronounced by the men in black, a call of alarm resounded throughout the forest. The nighthawk warned: “Beware! Beware!” All the animals fled the scene. Rats and rabbits burrowed deep into their underground tunnels, and shut tight the openings to their holes with stone doors. From the crown of the treetops, the wise owl looked down upon the spectacle below. “Woe to mankind,” he lamented. “God save the world.”

From far and wide, evil spirits and demons came to celebrate the demise of love and the subjugation of will. With the rhythmic rise and fall of tone and timbre, a trance state was induced in the chanters. Hypnotized by repetition, they opened themselves to control by the dark spirits lurking in the night.

Next, the Ring Master came forward and stepped into the center of the circle. From a covered flask, he poured the blood of the Jews into a golden goblet. Red blood was savored as wine by the Sons of Darkness. The children of Abraham had been sacrificed on the altar of evil.

“To the Lord of Darkness,” the Ring Master pledged allegiance. “To death, despair, and destruction,” he proclaimed.

The goblet of blood was passed around the circle of satanists. Like the vampires of old, they drank the blood of the innocent. Blood was believed to be a sacred substance. When ingested, it was thought to bring forth supernatural powers and augment psychic abilities.

The ability to forecast the future gave an advantage to the Axis powers, for the timing of surprise attacks, for the planning of battles. Occult knowledge was harnessed in service to the Dark.


Strategies to Control the World

Genocide: An Assault on Feminine Power

INDIGENOUS PEOPLES INSTINCTIVELY CONNECT to the heart of the Earth mother. Deriving power from the Earth and the forces of nature, they were considered a threat to the absolute authority of totalitarian rule. The plan of the Third Reich called for the subjugation and extermination of the dark-skinned races of the world. They were the practitioners of the Earth religions who held our planet sacred and lived in partnership with nature.

Nature is a source of healing and inspiration for humanity. The heartbeat of the Earth affects the pulse of the people. Communion with the natural world develops the feminine side of our nature—sensitivity, intuition, and receptivity. Communion with nature keeps the psychic portals open. The truth cannot be hidden from clairvoyant eyes.

The priests of the Earth religions expanded their consciousness beyond the limits acceptable to the Controllers. Supernatural powers practiced by shamans and medicine men were considered subversive to the authoritarian control of the New Religion. All psychic powers not under state control violated the ethos of fascism. Seduced by the powers of the occult and the use of magic and sorcery, the Nazi elite viewed practitioners of the Earth religions as adversarial.

The genocide of the dark-skinned races of the world is an assault on feminine power. For the advancement of the human race, the masculine and feminine principles must come into balance.

Mind Control

For thousands of years the church and the state have instilled fear and guilt to maintain control of the masses. To subjugate the will of the German people, the techniques of mind control were used to gain access to the subconscious of the populace. Covert psychological weapons proved to be more effective in fostering obedience than the overt restraints of guns, laws, and police.

The Ministry of Mind Control was created as a church of the Reich. With its godlike powers it assumed dominion over the realms of Truth, using its authority to reinvent the truth according to its sinister intentions. The Bureau of Information served the ministry. To the bureau was delegated the authority to select which bits of information to release to the public, which to alter, and which to withhold.

The Genetic Code

For state control of the group mind, control of the bloodline was essential. Encoded within the strands of DNA was the racial blueprint for thought and behavior. The genetic coding carried a record of the history of the race, as well as perceptions, tendencies, behavior patterns, and abilities. Control of the genetic code was the doorway to the subconscious mind of the race. Since most behavior is subconsciously driven, the scientists of Nazi Germany had at their disposal the master key to world domination.

Hitler believed that the original race of men on Earth were superior beings possessing great powers. He was convinced that they were Nordic supermen who became the ancestors of the Germanic nation. He felt it was the destiny of the Aryan race to rise to glory once again in a new golden age, to rule the world and its inhabitants.

To become masters of their destiny, the Nazis realized that control of human evolution was the key. A new genetic template was needed to create a race of god-men. Purity of the bloodline was essential. Selective breeding would ensure the optimum genetic makeup. It was a crime for an Aryan to mate with a non-Aryan. Inferior genes would contaminate the genetic pool of the new species. Crossbreeding with other races would break up the Aryan genetic code, undermining the ability of the Reich to manage its citizens. Genetic purity ensured that only state-approved kinds of thinking and behavior would be allowed to exist.

The evolution of consciousness rests on the template of the genetic code. The transformation of the collective consciousness is predicated on the transmutation of the DNA. The genetic code carries the vibration of all members of a species. For millennia, the Light and the Dark have sought to direct the course of human development by altering the genetic code. The Dark Side wants to limit human potential by preventing access to the higher functions of our DNA. The Light has periodically upgraded our DNA to stimulate the expansion of consciousness. The tiny nucleus of the cell is a hidden front in the struggle for global sovereignty.



PART THREE
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My Ministry




Iron Men

POLAND HAD A RUDE awakening when the Nazi army invaded our homeland. I remember the victory parades as the conquerors marched through the streets of our cities. Precisely and mechanically they marched, like metal robots, like iron men, walking in perfect unison. I heard the click clack of their boots and the echoes of their footsteps on the cobblestone streets.

I called them the iron men because their hearts were cold. Like Aryan androids, they functioned as the human hardware of the Nazi war machine.


Arrival

A WAVE OF FEAR SWEPT through the Jewish community. Months after the Nazi invasion, the Jew hunters began searching for their prey. They raided nearby towns and hamlets and scoured the countryside. We reckoned our village could be next.

Our flat lay on the second floor of an old stone-faced townhouse. The front parlor windows overlooked the street. Mother and I were in the kitchen, preparing the noonday meal. The aroma of fresh-baked bread mingled with the melodies of Mendelssohn as Sarah and Abraham played a duet, she on the flute, he with his violin. The harmony of music brought peace to our household.

Lulled by rhapsodies of love, we were unaware of the comings and goings of traffic on the street below. Suddenly, an alarm sounded in our hearts. We heard hurried footsteps pounding up the stairs, and then the iron men kicked down the door. As I ran to hide, a big bully grabbed me by the arm and pulled me down the steps and out to a waiting van. I was separated from my family and never saw any of them again.

They put me on a passenger train that was crowded with other Jews. The old coach car swayed to and fro and rattled down the tracks. Everyone sat in silence, with heads bowed, eyes downcast. All were contemplating their fate. I wondered what kind of lives they had been living. What were they leaving behind? Where were we going?

The brakes screeched and the old train jerked to a halt. One infinite second of sudden silence, and seven guards stormed onto the train. They poked us with the barrels of their rifles and kicked us as they forced us to disembark. We were assembled in an abandoned ryegrass field west of Kraków. They herded us together like farm animals, like cattle and sheep. We were forced to march through the night, across hard ground baked dry by the hot August sun. I tripped over rocks in my path, stumbled over brush, and was poked by thorns.

As the first rays of light shone over the horizon, we arrived at the main gate of the camp. Guard towers loomed menacingly overhead. The sight of twisted barbed wire made me cringe. The name of the camp was Auschwitz. I was twelve and a half years old, just entering puberty.


The Silver Brooch

THEY HERDED US DOWN dirt roads and through alleys, passing by rows of barracks and outbuildings until we reached a huge assembly hall. Here we waited and waited. As the hours passed by, my apprehension grew. I was filled with anxiety; my future was tenuous. How was I going to survive? The steel net of reality had captured my fleeting innocence. My cloistered childhood had ended. It already felt like I was living a horror story, and this was only the introduction. I knew I needed to learn how to fend for myself.

Exhausted from the long march through the night, I sat down on the hard floor. My feet hurt from sores and blisters. Leaning my back against the wall, I closed my eyes. I needed to rest, to gain strength for what lay ahead.

I must have dozed off. Suddenly, I heard the rustle of clothing and the scuffling of shoes as people began to move about. I quickly got up to get my bearings. I saw a short man holding a stack of papers that listed all of our names. As he barked out commands, his subordinates scurried around, dividing the crowd into small groups. I was ushered into a side room with forty or so other women and girls. There were no windows in the room, and the air was thick with the odor of sweating bodies.

We were ordered to disrobe. My tender young body was naked and exposed; I wanted to hide my awkward femininity. Hunching forward, I looked down in shame. I hid my rosebud breasts from lustful leers by crossing my arms over my chest. I stood alone in a crowd of strangers—women who would soon become my closest allies.

We placed our clothes in one pile, our shoes in another, our coats and hats in another. In one corner of the room was a square wooden bin. We were told to walk in a clockwise circle around the room, passing by the bin. As each woman or girl stood in front of the giant bin, she was ordered to put her jewelry and most precious possessions into it. Then our naked bodies were searched by the gorilla bullies; even our mouths, even our private parts.

I held back the tears when my turn came to stand in front of the bin. It was filled to overflowing with the treasures of each woman’s life. I took the silver brooch given to me by my mother and gently placed it on top of the pile. I had cherished this brooch above all else since I was a little girl.

In times of trouble I sought solace from my silver brooch. At its center was an oval amethyst stone, radiating the violet ray. I believed that within this gem dwelt an innate intelligence. I spoke to the stone, asking for insight, for the revelation of the secrets of the universe. It became my sacred source of wisdom and guidance. I peered deeply into its essence as I held it in the sunlight. As I turned it around and around, its many facets sparkled light into my mind. As I attuned my energy to the emanations of the stone, my psychic gifts were enhanced, especially my ability to see into other realms. The brooch carried the vibration of my mother and my ancestral line of grandmothers who had passed it on for generations.

As I parted with my silver brooch, the last physical connection with my mother was severed. Without the stone in my hands, I would need to learn how to find my own inner strength and spiritual power.


Barracks 12

I WAS ASSIGNED TO THE women’s barracks number 12. As I opened the front door, I hesitated in the doorway, leaning against the door jam. After being out in the bright September sun, my eyes needed a moment to adjust to the darkness of the room.

I walked down the long central hallway, passing cot after cot on either side of me. Standing beside each cot was a woman. I could dimly see each face and form. These unknown women were to become my friends and sisters, whom I would share my life with. The floorboards creaked and sighed under my feet as I walked down the long hall. Rays of light peeked through cracks between the boards and through knotholes in the walls. When I reached the far corner of the room, I sat down on my cot. Above it was a small window, covered with dust and broken cobwebs. Stepping onto a small wooden crate I peered out the window, which faced barracks 14.

As I lay down, the cot sagged beneath me. Even so, I was grateful to be in a sheltered place and to have a bed to sleep on. I was worn and weary from the long journey and sleepless nights.


Gretta

AFTER A CATNAP, I sat up on my cot. I instantly sensed that someone was staring at me. Turning around, I met the eyes of a woman in her late thirties. She sat down beside me and placed her right hand crosswise over my right hand in a symbolic gesture of greeting.

“I am Gretta Goldberger,” the woman introduced herself. “Welcome to Auschwitz.”

I was surprised to see her blond hair and fair skin. Obviously, not all prisoners were of Jewish descent. As she held my hand and looked deep into my eyes, her warm touch made me feel safe. She gave me hope that somehow I might be able to survive this madness. Maybe I had a future waiting for me after all.

Gretta told me her story: She was a political prisoner, accused of the crime Landesverrat (treason) for aiding an enemy of the state. Jews, gypsies, and other dark races were considered to be inferior. It was a crime to have a relationship with a person of an inferior race. It was a crime to hide a Jew in your home.

Gretta did not believe in God. She was an intellectual par excellence. Gretta called herself a moralist and considered herself a philosopher. She zealously lived her life according to guiding moral principles. Fundamental to her ideology was the precept that all people were equal, including children, criminals, crazy people, and imbeciles. Even though we were of different skin colors, races, and creeds, we all belonged to one human family. It was the duty of the strong to protect the weak and helpless. Her green eyes flashed fire as she pontificated on the responsibilities of a moralist.

Beneath her fierce facade lay a broken heart. Muffled sobs during the night alerted me to Gretta’s secret grief. When she was arrested her only son, Konrad, had been taken from her arms. He was just five years old. She had no idea of his fate.


The First Night

MY FIRST NIGHT AT the camp I was awakened by the feeling of sharp pricks across my neck and face. In the quiet of the night I heard little feet running and scurrying and the sounds of scratching and chewing. I realized that the field mice had made comfortable nests in the pilings under the building. They scampered across my face, climbed up the walls, and ran along the rafters.


Dawn Patrol

I WAS AWAKENED FROM A dream by the creaking of wagon wheels rolling along the alley. To take a look at the scene I stretched on my tiptoes from my bed and peered out the dusty barracks window. Parked outside was a long flat wooden cart drawn by a very tired-looking horse. Strewn across the deck of the cart were corpses still warm from life, twisted and disheveled, arms hanging over the sides, their mouths gaping open.

In the mornings just after dawn, the death carts rolled through the camp. Soldiers went from barracks to barracks, gathering up the bodies of those who had passed over during the night. The old cart creaked and swayed as the feeble horse pulled the weight. Prisoners working as gravediggers waited alongside the edges of the open trenches. When the cart stopped they tossed the bodies into the pit, lives thrown away without a prayer.


The Latrines

I DID NOT NEED TO ask for directions to the latrines; my nose led me to them. The foul stench of excrement was carried on the wind. Approaching closer, it became harder to breathe. It was a hot day in September, and the air was pregnant with spores and microbes.

As I sat down in the stall, wasps and horseflies somersaulted around my half-naked body. Rats ran to and fro beneath the floorboards. Flies walked on the feces, then crawled across my face. I watched a fly with big green eyes as it walked down the wall. It landed on the end of my nose and looked me in the eyes.

“Welcome to Auschwitz,” proclaimed the fearless fly. “Spread your wings. Hear this message: Rise above! Rise above!”

The fly knew what I needed to learn: I must rise above to survive the struggle of the days to come. I decided to learn from the example of the fly. He seemed to be happy even though his life would be short. Even if my life were cut short, I was determined that it would still have meaning and value.

Spiders

Lurking in the shadows, black-and-yellow spiders hid in the dark recesses of the stall, waiting to pounce on their prey. They were predators like the Nazis as they attacked innocent victims and ate them alive. Their yellow bellies grew fat as they devoured black beetles, green-eyed flies, and brown wasps. I admired the spiders for their cunning, for the carefully crafted webs they designed to catch the unwary. Like the Nazis, they were experts in the art of deception.

I admired the rats for their strong stomachs. They fed on garbage and putrid flesh. The rats thrived and multiplied in sordid conditions that made people sick.

The creatures that inhabited the latrines were masters of survival. They had many lessons to teach me about life and death.


Old Mother

THE NEXT MORNING, I squatted under the eaves of my barracks, chewing on a crust of hard bread. From the anonymous mass of people in the yard in front of me emerged an old grandmother, making a beeline in my direction. She walked toward me bent forward, wearing a frayed gray shawl wrapped around her hunched shoulders.

“Don’t eat all of that bread!” She scolded me in a sharp tone. “Tear off a piece and save it. Wrap it in your handkerchief and keep it in a hiding place. When there is no food, then you will not starve.” After this curt greeting, the Old Mother moved even closer. She peered at me through squinted eyes, straining to see me since she wore no eyeglasses. Her lined face showed years of struggle. Her eyes had been blinded from the pain she had witnessed.

“You are the new girl to barracks number 12. The bed where you now sleep is where the girl child Janas died three nights past. She was age three, shortchanged of her life. The child died from cholera. The drinking water is unclean.”

Hearing this warning from the old woman, all of my instincts went on alert. I felt a rush of adrenalin, and my heart beat faster. I must be wary of unseen dangers. The same fate could befall me.


Reconnaissance

BEHIND A FENCE OF barbed wire my people were held captive, their souls crying out for freedom. Waiting in limbo they watched the wheel of fortune spin out of control.

The shockwaves of my arrival sent me reeling. The consequences of becoming a prisoner at Auschwitz were beyond the limits of my understanding. My very survival was at stake. I needed to get my bearings, to make a survey of the camp. A quick reconnaissance would give me some perspective. The rhythmic motion of walking would calm my mind and help me think more clearly.

The ground felt hot under my blistered feet. A sudden wind stirred up the dirt and blew it into my eyes. A long hard road lay ahead of me. I didn’t know what to expect. As I walked through the sea of strangers, my heart broke open. I saw the scars of war on the faces of young children. I saw women weep and old men pray. Each person had their own story to tell, their unique destiny to meet.


Jezra

AS I TURNED THE corner of a stone-gray building, I came upon a young girl sitting on her haunches. Holding a pointed stick in her hand, she was drawing pictures in the dirt. In this way she entertained her imagination. Dreams and fantasies fed her soul.

The artist girl looked up at me: a freckled face, then an elfin grin. Her front tooth was broken off at an angle. Her hair was straight and sandy brown. Jezra stood up to greet me. Placing her palms together in prayer position, she bowed her head and then lifted it in salutation.

She was so very thin, so pale, yet her spirit danced like a fairy princess. She appeared like a playful woodland sprite from the nether realms of make-believe. Amidst the desolation and deprivation, her inner life sustained her. Surely this child had mastered the art of survival. Her creativity was the wellspring of her strength, attuning her mind to a higher plane.

Jezra and I became fast friends. The healer in me resonated with the artist in her. Our energies harmonized as spiritual sisters. As children of the Light, we cast our dice before the gates of hell. As her trust in me grew, Jezra told me her story.

She came from the north, from an industrial city of steel and stone. Her father Isaak was a wealthy entrepreneur, revered by the Jews, reviled by the gentiles. Two years ago her life had changed forever. As she stood by his side, her father was murdered by the Nazis. The endless echo of that shot resounded in her mind. She felt numb inside at times, like a mannequin; it was her way of coping with that grief.

She had learned to survive at Auschwitz for thirteen months, and she taught me the ropes of survival.


Psychic Mind Link

UNTYING THE STRING OF her cloth pouch, Jezra began to play “the stone game.” Inside her pouch were more than fifty small round stones, about the size of marbles. Each stone was a precious treasure from the earth. With the tip of her stick tool, she shaped little holes in neat rows in the ground. Carefully sorting through her stones, she picked just the right one to fit into each hole. These precise stone arrangements were her secret code, like hieroglyphics.

Then it was my turn to make up a new game. I took the drawing stick and designed symbols, tracing them from my mind’s eye. The fun part of the game was to have Jezra guess what I was thinking about from looking at each symbol. In this way, we developed our telepathic abilities and the psychic link between us.

As Jezra drew her pictures in the dirt, her sleeve flew back in the breeze, exposing a long cut across her wrist and forearm. It was not healing due to abscess and infection. I asked her permission to place my healing hands over the wound. She felt my love for her and acquiesced. “OK,” she agreed, “at least let’s try.” I closed my eyes and said a prayer. I focused the healing energies as I had done before when working with my family and animals. As my hands became warm, I saw Jezra sigh and relax. As she closed her eyes we harmonized with each other. Opening her eyes, she exclaimed, “It doesn’t hurt anymore.” I could tell that she did not understand, but she trusted me.


I Meet the Professor

“ACCLAMATIONS!”

I was surprised to hear a voice speaking to me. It entered my mind as a stream of pure thought with neither pitch nor timbre. I looked around but saw no one who might be addressing me.

“Very good, Natasza. I congratulate you on your talent for healing. You shall be a help to many with your ready hands.”

I strained my eyes and looked around once again. Then I relaxed and refocused my eyes, seeing with the inner sight taught to me by my mother. In this way, I was able to discern the figure of a man with light shining through him. He was a ghost!

At first I stared at him in disbelief, which quickly turned into curiosity. After my initial shock at seeing a ghost, my emotions settled down. I attuned my psychic vision and looked him over very carefully. He appeared to be a rather stoutly built man in his mid-sixties. He walked toward me, hunched over, leaning on a cane he held in his right hand. His hair was gray and pulled back tightly, and he wore a handlebar mustache.

“Let me introduce myself, young woman. My name is Boris Brozinski. For quite a while, I have been observing you. Now you have ripened. Your telepathy is finely tuned; you are able to see and hear me. It is time for me to show myself to you.

“I appear before you now to ask you to listen to your heart. Feel your heart as it moves with compassion. Hear your heart as it speaks with wisdom. The voice of your heart is calling you to walk your destiny path. You are being called to serve humanity. You are being called to minister to the House of Judah. You have been chosen by the Most High, and have been blessed with the gifts of Spirit to carry you through.

“Answer the call of your heart. As you commit your life to serve our people, I will assist you as your spiritual guardian and mentor. I will protect you from danger, and show you how to overcome anger. I will teach you more about the art of healing and the science of medicine. This knowledge is necessary for your future life work. I can no longer carry this burden alone. I need someone with your gifts and abilities to work in partnership with me.”

Who was this ghost who had been secretly watching me? How could he know what my calling was going to be? I had never seen a ghost before. Since leaving the security of my home and village, the roots of my reality had been tossed into the wind.

“What drives you with such passion?” I questioned the ghost-man. “What motivates you to help people?”

“As a child,” he answered, “I was very much like you are now: sensitive and psychic. But I denied my feelings and ignored my intuition in order to develop intellectual prowess. I excelled in my studies and was considered brilliant. I was appointed professor of history and Jewish studies at the University of Warsaw. I was looked upon as an erudite scholar and was lauded and respected by my peers. After climbing the steps of the stairway of knowledge, I hid away from the world in my ivory tower of illusions. Reverberations from gunshots rocked the tower, and I awakened from my dream. I woke up to witness the horror of the Nazis invading our homeland and brutalizing our people.

“I must make amends for my arrogance. I regret burying my head in books like an ostrich. I feel overwhelmed by guilt and remorse for turning my back on suffering humanity while I vainly sought the hollow honors of mental power. My young wife and two sons were taken to the slave-labor camps. They transferred me from camp to camp; I was labeled a troublemaker because I took risks to help my people. Finally, they shot me for defiance. They murdered my body, but they could not destroy my spirit.”

“Why did you choose me, professor?” I asked. “Why me?”

“In your heart of hearts, you know the answer. Your heart has already chosen. Are you willing to devote your life to serve God and humanity? Are you ready to answer His call? Your bright light shines like a beacon of hope through the fog of oppression. The mercy of your love softens hearts that are hardened. You speak the truth despite the consequences,” Boris praised me. He continued, “I need the assistance of a human counterpart. We have many souls to save, many bodies to heal. Let’s make an agreement to work together for the good. Let’s make a deal now. There is no time to lose.”

Should I consort with this ghost who seemed so insistent? What did he mean by “saving souls”? Healing Jezra’s wound was one thing; saving souls was another. “Professor, I need time to consider your offer. I will answer you tomorrow—when the black crow lands atop the north guard tower.”


Heaven

ANOTHER ONE OF MY beliefs about reality was shattered. I did not realize that dead people could work as hard as living people. I thought that in heaven you rested, contemplating and praising God. I imagined that when I arrived in heaven I would learn to play the harp, frolic with fairies, and gather golden rosebuds to make garlands of glory. It didn’t occur to me that my spirit might have a job to do after I died.


Beyond the Grave

GROWING UP AT AUSCHWITZ I saw the many faces of death. I awoke each morning knowing that this day could be my last. The challenge of facing death transformed my view of life. I learned to be present in the moment. I learned to be grateful for the smallest things, and to thank God for every blessing. Although I was barely thirteen years of age, I was becoming wise beyond my years.

Until I met the ghost-man, I had not considered the possibility of the afterlife, nor wondered what happens to us after we die. To me, Boris Brozinski was “real” proof of the eternal life of the spirit.


Exodus

SHOULD I MAKE A deal with the professor? I was faced with a decision that could change my life. I prayed for guidance, for clear seeing and knowing.

Searching my memories for inspiration, a scene from my childhood came into focus in my mind’s eye. I saw my elder brother Simon sitting in an armchair in the parlor of our flat. As my family sat around him, he read to us from the Holy Book. The afternoon sun shone through the parlor window, surrounding him with a golden halo. His voice became animated as he read the word of God. His face was radiant, and a peaceful presence filled the room:


God spoke unto Moses: “Bring law to the people. Teach them the sacredness and sanctity of life.”

Moses went to the Pharaoh of Egypt. “Let my people go.” After plagues and pestilence were smitten upon the land, the Pharaoh summoned Moses in the night. “Go now, your people and your flocks.”

Moses led the exodus of the Jewish people from the land of slavery. When they reached the Red Sea, the Army of the Lord was waiting. His lieutenants stood in a line from shoreline to shoreline, watching for a signal from Moses. As he stretched his right hand over the Red Sea, the waters began to churn and roar and rush apart. The crowd of astonished onlookers gasped in awe.

“It’s a miracle,” they cried. “Praise God.”

The lieutenants of the Lord held up the churning walls of water, and bare ground appeared. The people ran down the long passageway, fleeing the wrath of Pharaoh.

Moses delivered the Israelites into the land of freedom.



Simon closed the Holy Book and sat in contemplation. Lost in thought, I reflected on the story of Exodus. I admired Moses for his unwavering faith and service to God. I will learn from his example, I promised myself. I will trust in God to guide me through the dark days ahead.


Angel of Deliverance

THAT NIGHT I HAD a dream. I saw myself climbing up a very steep mountain. The slopes were slippery and sharp, and the rock was brittle and crumbled beneath my feet. The climb was torturous and slow. I had to rest in caves where bats hung upside down. A few times I lost my balance and fell backward down the mountain. I was losing strength, and my determination was failing. I prayed for deliverance from my ordeal.

Then an old black crow flew above my head. The flapping of his wings disheveled my hair. Old Mr. Crow cawed out to me, “The angel of deliverance awaits you.” Then I heard the clatter of racing hooves behind me and saw a white stallion with angel’s wings galloping up the side of the mountain. He flew up the mountain and quickly came upon me in my struggle. “Hop on, Natasza!” The stallion beckoned to me with his handsome head. “The time of your deliverance is now. Choose between suffering and freedom.” The white stallion nudged me to get on. On his back was a golden saddle studded with rubies and emeralds.

I could be a princess flying high in the heavens, or I could be a lost child struggling to find my way out of the darkness. I mounted the celestial steed, took the reins in my hands, and rose above my trials and tribulations. “Wings of Spirit,” I cried. “Deliver me. Take me Home!” I stood on the golden saddle and turned around, waving good-bye to fear and pain. Then I faced forward and greeted my future in a flying embrace.

A shot rang out, and I was startled awake. I had been riding on the back of the angel of deliverance. Would God send His angels to help me and Boris? I heard shouting outside and wondered if Boris were a dream too. Was he a phantom of my imagination? Before I agreed to work with him, I must test him to see what he could do. Perhaps he was a hallucination brought on by my hunger and thirst. Maybe he wouldn’t even show up at the north guard tower.

I lay awake in my bed until first light, my mind seesawing between hope and doubt. Could I trust the ghost professor? What did he want from me?


The Holy Covenant

ANXIOUSLY, I DELIBERATED ON the proposal made by the professor. Fears and doubts raced through my mind. How can I trust this ghost? I wondered. Can ghosts be held accountable for their actions?

My mind stopped for an instant as I felt a sharp prick on the top of my head. Looking skyward, I saw Old Mr. Crow flying over me. He had dropped an acorn on my crown to get my attention.

“Hurry, Natasza. Hurry!” he telepathed to me. “Destiny is calling you. The moment of choice is now. It is time to meet the ghost professor at the north guard tower.”

This is the ultimate commitment, I told myself. There is no turning back. My life will be changed forever. Am I ready to make a holy covenant with God to minister divine love; to contract with a ghost to heal the sick and save souls, to speak the truth without fear?

Taking a leap of faith, I went forward in anticipation of this fortuitous meeting. As the tower came into view, I saw a black crow landing on its pinnacle. Seated on the ground at the base of the tower was the ghost professor. He sat hunched forward, apparently contemplating. As he turned his head and looked at me, the black crow flew from the tower and landed on my shoulder.

“Hail Natasza,” spoke the talking bird. “Honor my comrade, Boris the ghost.”

It was an auspicious meeting. I sensed a gathering of angels and spirit witnesses. I sat down in the dark shadow of the tower, facing the ghost-man. By my feet I found a twig, pointed at one end. To symbolize the consecration of the holy covenant, I drew a round circle in the hard dirt. A bolt of lightening crackled and thundered down as the hosts of heaven applauded.

“I have three requirements for you to fulfill,” I said, asserting myself. “Only then will I agree to work with you. First, how can you protect me?”

Mr. Crow volunteered, “I will be part of your early warning system. When you are in jeopardy, I will caw out Danger! Danger!”

“As you can see, I have enlisted the aid of our airborne allies,” said the professor. “They want to serve us as members of the healing team.” He was proud to announce the healer-crow alliance.

“I have a repertoire of stratagems to outwit the guards. I can distract them and divert their attention from where you are working. I can confuse them by projecting alter egos into their minds. They may see you, but they will not recognize you. I can serve as a spy and an agent of intelligence. I can listen to strategic conversations and report back to you.

“Realize that being transparent has many advantages. I can merge with your energy field so the light will pass through you. I can teach you how to use the laws of physics to create a shield of invisibility. With my protection, you will be able to accomplish more than you ever could alone. Let’s make a deal now.” The old ghost knew many tricks for subterfuge and deception. He had accurately appraised my skepticism and was prepared to persuade me to work with him.

“Second, I have designed a test for you, Professor. Go to the officers’ kitchen behind the mess hall. Enter the pantry and steal for me five kilos of groceries. Bring me the sack of food tomorrow afternoon.” Hunger gnawed at my insides. I was always thirsty, but drank sparingly because the water was contaminated with typhus.

“I am free to come and go as I please,” he answered. “I can bring you whatever you want.”

“Third, is there anything else?” I said seriously.

The professor stood up. It was time to move on. “Let us bid au revoir to our bird allies,” he suggested. We began to walk, following the barbed-wire fence line. Leaning on his cane, the old ghost hobbled along. He walked hunched forward, like he was carrying the weight of the world on his shoulders.

Can I trust this ghost? I wondered again. Is he hiding something? “Now, old man,” I said, “Don’t hold anything back. Be forthright.”

Hearing these words the professor dropped his cane. Locking his eyes onto mine he stood up straight and tall. Stretching out his arms, his figure appeared like a crucifix. A golden light began to radiate from the cross as the ghost became transfigured by the light. A churning cumulus cloud appeared above each shoulder. As the whirling motion slowed, I was able to make out thousands of tiny faces floating within each cloud.

“Who are they?” I asked. “Whose faces do I see?”

“These are the faces of souls who have lost their way. They don’t remember who they are. They don’t know how to return Home to the Heart of God. They are the multitudes seeking salvation. They are the burden I must carry. I must assuage my guilt. I must make amends for forsaking my people.”

I watched in awe as thousands of tiny faces showed themselves and disappeared. I looked into their eyes, and they looked back at me. My heart broke with compassion to see the faces of the fallen ones. They were the spirits of the dead who had attached themselves to Boris. He walked hunched forward because he was carrying this astral weight.

“Sudden death is a shock to the soul,” Boris explained. “These souls that I carry are the spirits of the dead who have been wandering about, confused and disoriented. They are bound to the earthly plane by desire. At the moment of death they did not claim their freedom. They were unprepared for the journey into light.”

“How did they find you?” I asked.

“My guilt attracted them to me. The weight I carry is the price of my ticket to martyrdom. Have mercy on the souls of the dead. Natasza, you must help me. Thousands yet to die will need you. Your compassion will attract them like moths to a flame. Your spiritual power will sustain them. God has chosen you. God has placed you here. Answer His call.

“God in His mercy for suffering humanity has sent one of His angels to deliver His people. The angel of deliverance at Auschwitz is called Natasza.”


Shields of Protection

AS MY SPIRITUAL GUARDIAN, Boris protected me from danger. He helped me to perform my healing work free from the observation of the Nazis. To summon him I called “Boris!” with the force of my mind. As his astral form appeared before me, I telepathed, “I need your assistance, Professor. I don’t want the guards to witness my activities. I don’t want the women of my barracks to be aware of my absence. I want to be invisible. As a ghost, I surmise you have some expertise in disappearance.”

“My child,” he answered, “I have an exercise for you to practice. Soon you will grasp this technique and be able to disappear at will. Then you can carry on your ministry unseen by enemy eyes.” Boris’s eyes twinkled. He was delighted to have such an eager student. He remembered his happy days as a university professor, standing in front of a classroom, looking into all the bright eyes of students seeking truth and knowledge.

“Begin with a prayer,” he instructed me. “Thank God for honoring you by placing you here where the need is so great.”

“I have committed my life to serve God,” I replied.

“With this exercise, you will learn to use the power of your mind to raise the frequency of your energetic field. You will vibrate at a frequency beyond the range of human sight. To begin, command the molecules of your body and surrounding aura to spin in a counterclockwise direction. Become familiar with the sensation so you do not become disoriented. Then increase the speed of the spin. When the acceleration reaches its peak, you will feel lighter, almost like you can float away.

“This practice requires total concentration. Do not lose your focus for an instant. This is a warning: stay calm at all times. Do not allow yourself to be triggered by emotional reactions. They can sabotage your mission. Sudden changes, fright, and anger can upset your mental balance. One moment of lapse in attention is all that is needed for your energy to formulate into an image that can be seen. Do not allow emotional vulnerability to set the stage for your downfall.”

During the final years of his life, Boris worked diligently to develop those psychic abilities he had previously scorned due to his intellectual arrogance. He taught me how to control and direct energy so my work would be more effective. He showed me how to create shields around my body as a form of psychic protection. He taught me the practice of merging, as his astral presence blended with my physical form. If anyone looked in my direction, they saw a haze where I was standing.

He masterminded a repertoire of diversionary tricks to fool the guards, to distract attention and deflect observation, so that I could not be seen or recognized. By mental projection, he sent thoughts and visual images into the minds of onlooking guards to divert their attention. At times he would create a disturbance behind them so they would turn their heads away from me.

While I was doing healing work in other parts of the camp, Boris used mental projection to cover my absence. At my barracks, he sent visual images of my physical self to several of the women at once. Under the night sky I sneaked back to my bed and woke up with the others.


The Test

THE CAMP WAS SITUATED in the countryside of southern Poland. Many of the nearby farms were abandoned, the fields overgrown with weeds. Wildflowers reclaimed the land. Bees and butterflies savored the sweet nectar of nature’s harvest. Ground squirrels gleefully dug their tunnels, free from the harrow, the disc, and the destructive tools of man.

A few kilometers north of Auschwitz was an abandoned potato farm. Attached to the eaves of a ramshackle barn was a small hornets’ nest. Weeks earlier Boris had discovered the nest, and now he was ready to use it to its full advantage. Carefully he removed the nest and placed it in a box. He smiled as he anticipated seeing these angry hornets arrive at their destination. He did not worry whether the hornets got angry at him because a ghost cannot be stung.

With the box nestled under his arm, he entered the pantry room of the officers’ mess and hid the nest in the spice cabinet behind the honey jar. Second duty cook Sergeant Drechsler gasped in surprise as he opened the cabinet door looking for oregano. A swarm of trapped hornets escaped into the kitchen and buzzed around the heads of the soldiers on kitchen patrol.

“Damn it!” Big brave Nazi soldiers ran out the door like scared chickens chased by a hungry wolf. Seizing this opportunity, Boris rushed into the empty room, grabbed a basket, and quickly began to fill it with potatoes, fruit, sauerkraut, brown bread, and biscuits.

When he arrived at the rear of my barracks, he was doubled over laughing. One of the soldiers had tripped over a table leg and had landed in the garbage. His blond hair was covered with potato peelings, and his chin was dripping with coffee grounds.


The Victory of Love

“PROFESSOR BORIS,” I SAID in earnest. “How do I know God?”

“Your concepts about the nature of God keep you from knowing Him. God is infinite and cannot be understood by the mind. To realize the Truth, you must give up all your beliefs. To truly know, you must surrender all knowledge. The path of knowledge will not lead you to the Truth. Knowledge is based on the past. Knowing is experienced in the moment, when the mind is still. Knowing takes place in the heart.

“To know God is to feel His presence in your heart. To know God is to see the beauty of creation. To know God is to recognize your Self in everyone you meet. To know God is to know that you are love.”

The Truth that I recognized as the voice of my heart reassured me of the ultimate victory of love. I knew that love is invincible because love is the essence of God. Boris spoke to me about the nature of love: “As a minister, you act as the hand of God reaching out to heal humanity. You serve as a channel of divine love in service to the world. The love we feel is God expressed through us. His love sustains all of creation.

“As a healer, know that love is the most potent of all medicines. Love is the greatest power in the universe, greater than the might of all the armies of the world. Hitler’s rabid assault on humanity will fail. The power of love will win the war by conquering the hearts of mankind.”


The Limits of the Mind

“I MUST KNOW THE TRUTH,” I told my mentor. “The Truth is my salvation.”

“It is your mind that is searching,” explained the professor. “The mind asks endless questions. In its arrogance it pretends to know answers. Realize that nothing can be known by the mind.”

“Oh, Boris, what you say makes no sense.”

“The mind is terrified of the unknown,” he continued. “It equates stillness with death and activity with survival. To escape its fear of annihilation, it creates thought after thought in an incessant stream. For the sake of security, the mind builds constructs of belief and edifices of knowledge. It believes that knowledge is power and that the accumulation of knowledge enhances the capacity to survive. Do you see, Natasza? The mind is grasping for something to hold on to. But the Truth is freedom itself. It cannot be captured by the mind.”

“Do you mean that the Truth cannot be understood by the mind?” I asked.

“Correct. It lies in the stillness of the depths of the infinite ocean, below the surface mind-waves of thought.”

“How do I discover the Truth?” I wondered.

“Dare to meet the terror of death and see what does not die. Surrender to the presence of eternal love in the silence of your heart. Dive deep into the unfathomable mystery, into the heart of all being. Divine grace will bless you. The Truth will meet you there.”


The Wisdom of Love

“THOUGHT AFTER THOUGHT, LIKE an incessant stream, my thinking mind goes on and on,” I complained to Boris. “I feel overwhelmed by the responsibility of my mission. My mind is searching for answers, trying to figure it all out. How do I find inner peace?”

Boris understood my dilemma. “The mind is a warrior god obsessed with survival,” he explained. “Wearing the armor of defense, brandishing the sword of offense, it fights the battle of life. “Who is your master, the mind or the heart?” he asked.

“My mind is in charge,” I answered. “It is the job of my mind to solve the problems I face. Like a rat racing on a wheel, my thoughts go round and round. What should I do, dear friend?”

“Let the mind rest. Surrender to love,” he advised me. “When the mind is still, you see the perfection of all things without needing to change anything. Let the wisdom of love be your guide as you do your service for humanity. The heart knows the Truth. Follow your heart.

“At the core of your being is the spiritual heart. Within a sacred chamber of the heart is a portal opening to all realms and dimensions. Divine love flows through the portal of the heart, bringing the sunshine of love to the world. The heart is the temple of the living God. In the Temple of the Heart, Love and Truth are one.”


The Voice of God

DEEP WITHIN THE SACRED center at the core of my being, I felt the living presence of God. His voice caused my heart to move and tremble as He spoke the words of Truth.

The Truth carried a vibration that I could feel and recognize. I was able to live the Truth in the world because I knew it from within. My union with God was my marriage to the Truth.

“I speak to you in the silence of the heart,” God said to me. “Seek Me first. See Me in all things. I am always with you, my daughter. I am the One who never leaves.”

“Dear Father, I am afraid of death.”

“There is nothing to fear, my child. You are eternal life.”

“What is the path of humanity?”

“To know Me.”

“What is the purpose of life?”

“To express love. The kingdom of heaven lies within the heart. Unconditional love is the key to open all doors. To love, be true.”


A New Day

DESPITE MY OWN SUFFERING and the agony endured by my comrades, deep in my heart I knew a higher truth. I knew that love is the answer, that love is the great healer that will set humanity free. I knew that the infinite power of love could overcome every challenge and heal all errors.

Through the grace of love, a new day will dawn when the world is reborn, the Day of Liberation of the human spirit. The day will come when the madness ends, when humanity awakens and says “no” to war. A new sun will rise over the land of the free. Godspeed to the Light! No one can hold back the dawn.


The Source of My Strength

MONTHS EARLIER, I HAD arrived at Auschwitz a shy and introverted child. The harsh reality of camp life quickened my maturation into adulthood. With the adept coaching of my mentor, I cracked open my shell of fear and emerged a defiant, outspoken rebel.

My cause was freedom—the liberation of my people. Every cry of woundedness broke open my heart. Every outrage and injustice rekindled the fire of my zeal. My sense of purpose and love for my people gave me the strength to carry on. Living the Truth meant honoring my commitment to God. In divine partnership, I walked the path of my destiny.

Words of inspiration flashed into my mind to help me rise above the unfolding human tragedy. “Natasza, you must forge a will of iron upon the anvil of your faith. Your faith will keep your spirits buoyant above the undertow of despair.”


The Sword of Truth

MY FAITH WAS CHALLENGED by adversity. My will was strong, and that sustained me. I prayed for increasing strength to survive the struggle of the days to come. I prayed for God to intervene on my behalf, to protect me from the force of evil.

A flash of lightening streaked above me, and a crash of thunder opened up the sky. An angel of Light descended from the realms of heaven. He wore a helmet and armor of gold.

“I am Michael, warrior angel of the Lord,” he introduced himself. “I fight for freedom and justice. I carry the Sword of Truth.

“Child of Light,” he said, “God has sent me in answer to your prayers. To those who serve the Great One, He offers a gift of grace. To those who serve in the army of Light, He offers a weapon to fight the Adversary. It is the gift of our Father to the brave ones who dare to speak the truth. Now, raise your right hand to receive the sword,” Michael instructed me. “As you use the sword, a mighty blue flame issues forth, giving you the power of protection. Sparks of blue fire will bounce off the blade when it comes in contact with negativity.”

“Thank you, bright angel,” I am deeply grateful,” I responded.

“Wield the sword to cut through lies and deception, to conquer ignorance and evil. All who use the sword amplify the vibration of Truth in the world. Spiritual warriors uphold the Light,” Michael declared. Holding up his flaming blue sword, he proclaimed:


Victory to the Light!
Victory to the Truth!



I held with love the Sword of Truth, a gift of grace from God. I took a stance to wield the sword, to stand up for the truth. I felt a fierceness of purpose, a fearlessness and sense of power. I was ready to battle agents of evil over who controls the Truth. I was ready to confront the forces of Darkness. I was ready for what lay ahead. Someday I would meet the Commandant. We would fight a duel with words. My sword would empower my words of Truth, to blaze forth at the midnight hour.


Magdalena

COMFORTING THE DYING BECAME the bedrock of my ministry. To understand the process of passing over, I was invited to witness the death of an old gypsy woman.

As the first rays of dawn’s light filtered through the dusty windows of my barracks, Boris’s transparent image appeared at the foot of my bed. “Wake up, Natasza. Come with me,” he beckoned. “Let us go now to meet Magdalena.”

Ever so quietly, I tiptoed down the center hallway, opened the door, and walked out into the cool mist of the morning. Boris walked next to me. As he merged his astral field with my physical substance, I became invisible.

Our crow allies awaited us. Ten black crows stood in a row on the roof ridgeline of barracks 14. Their black feathers glistened, reflecting the shimmering light of the rising sun. As we walked below the bird overseers, a scout crow flapped his wings and took off. Flying a short distance to the northwest, he landed on the roof of a barracks, designating the spot where Magdalena lay below.

Her time of transition was near. Her pulse was weak and her breathing shallow. A beatific smile graced her pale and wrinkled face. A halo of opalescent light surrounded her head and shoulders. She emanated sublimity and peace. I was amazed to see an angelic side to death. I had believed that death was a painful tragedy to be feared and dreaded. Now I realized a higher truth—that for souls that are ready, death is welcome. The imprisoned spirit is eager to break free from bondage to the flesh. The gypsy’s soul soared free like a bird gliding through the air.

During the days of my childhood my parents had shielded me from harsh reality. In family discussions the subject of death was considered taboo. No one before Boris had dared to show me that there were many faces to death, just as there were many paths to walk in life. Boris knew death intimately because he was a ghost. His spirit was alive in the astral world, the next step beyond our reality.

My ghost mentor explained, “Observe the difference between natural death, such as with Magdalena, and sudden death, death that was not prepared for. The multitude of souls that I carry on my shoulders died suddenly. They are still in shock and do not realize that they are dead. Rather than entering the realms of Light, they have become earthbound. They would be wandering about in confusion if they had not attached themselves to me.”


The Bedside Angel

FROM THEN ON, IN my work at the camp, I was aware of the needs of the soul as it made its transition. As I listened to the whispered words of the dying, my heart of compassion opened and felt their pain. I wept as they told their stories of tragedy and woe. At their behest I prayed for the salvation of lost loved ones. To assuage their fears I assured them of God’s unfailing love.

Sometimes I sat on the floor beside the bed to hold the hand of a grandmother. Sometimes I sat on the edge of the bed to stroke the forehead of a child. Sometimes I stood at the foot of the bed to pray for a wounded daughter. To those who could not be consoled by words nor comforted by touch, I sang songs that I made up specially for each person. The perfect words came to me as I looked deeply into their eyes. Uplifting melodies gave wings to their spirits.

I served as a guide for the departing spirit to the realms of Light. I learned to recognize the stages of the dying process, and the release work necessary to free the soul. Boris taught me to identify beliefs and emotions that the dying person needed to let go of. He explained, “Traumatic events cause wounds of the psyche. Rage, terror, guilt, and hatred become like lesions of the psyche, just as boils and abscesses are the lesions of the flesh. They become the baggage that one takes on the journey from this life to the next. They attach to the soul to bring about future learning and karma. You must teach the people about forgiveness,” he emphasized. “Forgiveness heals the heart and frees the soul.”

Boris nicknamed me “the Bedside Angel.” My comrades called me “the Angel of Auschwitz.”



PART FOUR
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Healing Apprenticeship




My Training Program

STRONG AND ABLE-BODIED ADULTS were hauled off to farms and factories to work as slaves for the Nazi war machine. It was left to the children, assisted by a few of the old women, to take care of the sick and injured.

As my spiritual mentor, Boris oversaw my ministerial training. Love was the essence of his teaching. He taught me the Divine Law of Love and Unity. “The diseases and afflictions of humanity result from violations of this one basic law,” he explained. “We are all part of one whole. We must call on feelings of love even for those who persecute us.”

I learned the art of compassionate counseling. “Listen with an open heart,” he advised me. “Be patient, gentle, and kind.” I discovered that the healing power of love was more profound than the wisest words. Forgiveness can heal the wounds of time.

As my gift of healing unfolded, I began to channel more energy. Hands-on healing draws out darkness and brings in light. Boris taught me to remain calm and centered in the heart. My temptation was to indulge my emotions. My challenge was to rise above the rage, the grief, the degradation.

After these spiritual preparations, I was ready for the practical phase of my training. Boris taught me everything he knew and could remember about nursing, first aid, and medicine. He had studied these subjects at the University of Warsaw fifty years before. He taught me how to examine and diagnose, and how to treat the common ailments in the camp. I learned the basics of first aid and emergency care. We had no books, no charts to study. Boris focused his mind and projected into my third eye simple diagrams of the organs and systems of the body. These pictures I stored in my memory, my mental reference library.


The Wisdom of the Body

THE CELLS OF THE body exhibit a natural intelligence because the consciousness of the Creator is alive within them. The essence of God combines with the essence of the soul to create the sentience of the cells. The innate wisdom of the body functions best without the interference of the mind.

With its instincts for survival, the body can sense danger and protect and defend itself. Without supervision from the mind, the heart keeps beating and the lungs expand and contract. Without the responsibility of regulating biology, the conscious mind is free to explore and create. The mind can trust the wisdom of the body to govern itself.


Water

WATER IS MOTHER NATURE’S remedy for almost every condition. It is the universal elixir that purifies and heals. One liter of clean water could save the life of a small child dehydrated from diarrhea or night sweats. A damp cloth placed on the forehead could reduce fever. Water was needed to clean wounds and treat for shock and loss of blood.

Water for drinking was stored in large wooden barrels. As time passed, the water became stagnant and slimy green with algae. Flies and spiders crawled under the lid and drowned in the reservoir below.

As I lifted my drinking cup, I observed the teeming abundance of life and death floating around in my water. My scientific mind became fascinated with the different kinds of bugs and spiders and how their bodies had adapted for survival. Dead flies floated on the surface, their iridescent green eyes seemingly watching me. The insect wings and spider legs settled to the bottom of the cup, forming a fragile layer of broken bodies. As I examined the layer of insect parts, it occurred to me that if the water could be filtered with a cloth or mesh, most of the debris could be separated out. A portion of the microorganisms would be caught by the cloth.

Water for washing was in short supply. We were unable to keep ourselves clean. As I lay in bed before falling asleep, I learned to identify each woman and girl in my barracks by the distinctive smell of her body odor. Life in captivity stimulated my survival instincts.


Disease

THE LATRINES SERVED AS incubation chambers, fertile breeding grounds for all kinds of germs. The decomposing human waste attracted vermin and flies that carried the microbes of disease to the farthest reaches of Auschwitz.

Disease spread readily from person to person. Due to lack of sanitation and overcrowded living conditions, epidemics and flare-ups were part of everyday reality. Contaminated drinking water caused many to die, especially from dysentery, typhoid fever, and cholera. Overcrowded living conditions contributed to the spread of airborne infections. Sneezing, coughing, and close contact through touching caused many to come down with influenza, tuberculosis, and pneumonia. Lack of adequate water to wash and bathe resulted in outbreaks of hepatitis and cases of tetanus. Malnutrition, chronic fear, and victimization weakened the immune response of the body.

Stomachaches were commonplace, accompanied by nausea and cramping. I watched women run out of my barracks to wretch in the yard, to vomit the rotten food. Soon afterward, they came down with fevers or suffered from diarrhea and ailments of the bowels. Dehydration was a major factor leading to death among young children and the elderly.

Women and girls were vulnerable to the sexual perversity of the iron men. The ongoing threat of sexual violation caused their bodies to produce an excess of adrenalin. Chronic stress resulted in a state of adrenalin poisoning, accompanied by headaches, nausea, and vomiting.

As I comforted dozens of women and girls in the wake of sexual assault, I observed a natural purging response of the body. Within twenty-four hours of a rape, many of the victims threw up to vent their rage and purify themselves of the invasive male energy. The repercussions of rape carried some victims to their graves. Once they discovered sores on their private parts, they knew their days were numbered. It grieved me to watch my sisters suffer the shame and the pain of syphilis and gonorrhea, as I was unable to save them from the scythe of the grim reaper.


Life-Saving Supplies

BORIS WAS A VERSATILE ghost who could change roles readily. From his performance as a professor, he could quickly become a spy or thief. Because of our urgent need for medical supplies, Boris set forth on a mission to find the supplies we required. We prepared a list of what we considered the most necessary instruments and implements.

In the middle of the night, the camp ghost arrived at the officers’ infirmary. He searched the drawers, cabinets, and closets, returning to barracks 12 carrying a small metal box. To camouflage the box from the sight of the guards, he set up a force field of invisibility around it.

Opening the lid of the metal box, I was delighted to find a display of gauze pads, bandages and splints, scissors, surgical thread and needles, surgical knives and lancets, as well as iodine to disinfect wounds and alcohol to clean our instruments. This small box was a treasure chest of life-saving supplies.

I hid the box near my bed, where it would be easily accessible. Lifting a loose board from the floor next to the wall, I exposed a dark cranny, a secret chamber. Here I stored the medical box, a jug of water, a handkerchief with crusts of bread, stones and feathers that I found, and other personal items. I was grateful to have these healing tools, whose value was more precious than gold.


Jezra’s Apprenticeship

Now IT WAS MY turn to teach. I chose Jezra as my healing assistant. As girls close in age, we had developed a rapport and telepathic link. Jezra understood the consequences of our risk. As healers, we were acting in open defiance of Commandant Schuller’s orders. Camp policy was to shoot the sick and wounded, or to let them die without treatment. The punishment for disobedience was death.

The young girl demonstrated the saintly virtues of a sister of mercy—gentleness, patience, compassion, and humility. She wanted to do what was right and true, and acted with courage and conviction. Jezra was my soul sister, and I loved her deeply. Her sweet disposition and elfin grin melted my heart. Although slight of build, she was strong in spiritual qualities.

I asked Jezra to assist me as I made my daily rounds of the camp. She had to be cautious and discreet, since she had not yet learned how to become invisible. The ghost man led the way from barracks to barracks, bedside to bedside. Jezra did not appear to be aware of his presence, even though he was telepathically instructing me in patient care. I wondered when she would be ready to communicate with Boris. How would I introduce them? Would she be able to see him and speak to him as I did?

As we visited the bedsides of people with different kinds of illnesses and injuries, I taught her everything that Boris had shown me. If I left out an important fact, Boris acted as my prompter, interjecting specific instructions for me to convey to her. We had no pharmacy of medicines to offer. We depended on the divine remedies of love, prayer, and healing, as well as elementary first aid.


First Aid

GOING FROM BEDSIDE TO bedside, Jezra and I observed the personality types of our patients. We recognized a correlation between personality and illness. Bold and outspoken prisoners were punished by whippings and beatings. They suffered from bruises, lacerations, and broken bones. The more docile and compliant prisoners came down with fevers and infections. A sense of helplessness and powerlessness weakened the immune system in its ability to defend against disease. If the guards didn’t like you, if you annoyed or irritated them for any reason—watch out! Disobedient prisoners were cursed, ridiculed, and spit on. They were kicked and thrashed about like bad dogs.

After making our rounds of the camp, Jezra and I returned to barracks 12. We discussed the psychological needs of our patients and how their beliefs and attitudes affected their speed of recovery. She was a careful observer of human nature, paying close attention to the mental and emotional disposition of each person. Even when people could not speak, she was able to intuit their needs. She developed a compassionate bedside manner that brought comfort to many.

We studied the basics of first aid—how to stop the bleeding, how to clean a wound, how to treat for shock, set a bone, pull a tooth, lance an abscess. The ghost professor supervised our training sessions, prompting me when I faltered and telepathically instructing me so I could convey the information to Jezra. She practiced each technique and procedure until she was satisfied with her level of competence. I was overjoyed to have such an eager and ready assistant.


Two Hearts

IT WAS TIME TO teach my apprentice the basics of hands-on healing. I explained to Jezra, “We have two hearts: a physical heart that pumps our blood, and a spiritual heart that expresses divine love. Remember that a healer is an instrument of love.

“Let your spiritual heart open like a rose unfolding on a summer morning. Feel the love as it flows from your heart and streams down your arms to your palms. Allow the love to radiate out through your palms. Now hold your hands, palms facing down, a few centimeters above a wound, or place them directly on the body. Sense the flow of energy. Feel the warmth. It is easy to do. Just believe you can.”

As I practiced various hand positions on Jezra, another girl stepped forward and watched us with interest. “Why do you place your hands over Jezra’s head?” she asked. She had big brown eyes that looked wide open to the world. Her name was Aniela Aredarski. She was fourteen years old.

Aniela volunteered to play the role of a sick person so we could practice our healing techniques on her. I stood at the head of the bed and lay my hands on Aniela’s shoulders. Jezra stood facing me at the foot of the bed and placed her hands on the soles of her feet. Then we ran healing currents back and forth to balance the energy in her body.

Through the grace of God, many recovered from their illnesses. Wounds healed from the increased blood flow stimulated by the healing energy. Hands-on healing stabilized the vital functions of shock and trauma victims. It calmed the emotions and brought peace to the heart.



PART FIVE
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Bond of the Heart




Klara

DUE TO THE UNCERTAINTIES of camp life, our training sessions were erratic. We had to seize each opportunity as it presented itself.

One afternoon, as we practiced hand positions on Aniela, a sprite of a girl limped forward and sat on the edge of the bed. She carefully placed her palms across Aniela’s forehead.

“Let me help too!” she pleaded. “I know that I can do something. I want to be of use, even if I am just a little girl.” I noticed that her right foot was twisted, and she dragged it forward with each step. “My name is Klara Lieberman. I’ve been at Auschwitz for six months.”

While Jezra and I applied first aid and practiced hands-on healing, Klara came along as “the comforter.” She held the patient’s hand and spoke words of hope and encouragement.

Our school of healing was taking shape. In addition to me as the leader of our team, it consisted of Boris, the ghost professor; Jezra as healing apprentice; Aniela as healing assistant; Klara as comforter; and Gretta, on call for emergencies. We orphan girls had important jobs to do. The motherless daughters of Auschwitz became sisters of mercy. We welcomed Klara into our team of healers. Like a dove, she brought peace and calm with the gentleness of her touch.


Celebrate the Rain

WATER WAS NEEDED FOR almost every aspect of healing. To obtain a supply of water, Jezra and I devised a plan. We called on Boris to retrieve the following items: a bucket or pot to collect the water, a glass jug with a cork to store the water, gauze cloth to filter the water, and a bag full of salt. Our plan was to wait until the sun had set on rainy nights. Under the cover of darkness I would sneak outside my barracks and place the empty bucket at the juncture of the rooflines. Rainwater ran down the channel between the slanted roofs and drained into our collection pail.

Day after day, we scanned the sky for signs of rain. The first opportunity to carry out our plan came six days later.

“A storm is coming! A storm is coming!” Three black crows shouted as they flew over my head. I knew that they were telling me to get out the water pail. It was going to rain.

As the night passed, the roar of the wind and pounding of raindrops on the roof awakened me. I was filled with anticipation and excitement. Before the rosy fingers of dawn graced the morning sky, I got out of bed and went outside to retrieve the rain pail. Carefully, I picked up the heavy bucket of storm water and carried it to a place where Jezra waited for me. Here we filled the water jug and all the containers we had found. I was grateful to have keen night vision. I was accustomed to seeing by the stars.

The four sisters of our healing team joined hands in gratitude to celebrate the rain. We called it “holy water” because it was a gift from heaven.


Raindrops for Teardrops

AS THE MOON WAXED and waned and the sun made circles in the sky, the girls of our sisterhood journeyed through puberty and grew into young women. As our bodies developed, we experienced new feelings and desires. As our bond of kinship deepened and our monthly cycles synchronized, we shared a common time to bleed. The blood was scant because of hunger and exhaustion, but our emotions were intense. As motherless daughters of the Holocaust we struggled to make sense of our sexuality and feminine nature. Every one of us had witnessed the rape or sexual assault of a friend or comrade. We knew our growing breasts advertised our incipient sexuality. As our bodies matured, we became increasingly vulnerable to the leers and lust of the iron men.

To honor each young woman for her dedication to healing, we decided to create a simple ceremony. It was our way of claiming our power in spite of confinement and subjugation. As we began our moon time, Jezra, Aniela, and Klara gathered at the side of my bed. I pulled out the cork of the glass jug and offered each girl a cup of clear water, a cup of rain rescued from last night’s storm. “Raindrops for teardrops,” we toasted. “To life,” we said in unison.

Instinctively my body knew to conserve water. I held back the flow of liquid tears. I cried with my heart, but my eyes remained dry. With the gift of rainwater, we could cry out our pain. Real tears were cleansing for body, mind, and spirit.


A Bond of the Heart

OUR CIRCLE OF HEALERS continued to meet. Working together as sisters we formed a bond of the heart. Although our mission was dangerous, our commitment was unshakable.

Gathering around my bed, we practiced hands-on healing and first aid. With Aniela volunteering in the role of a sick or wounded comrade, we moved our hands from one position to the next over her thin figure, from head to toe, both front and back. We learned how to serve as channels of healing energy.

Standing in the shadows a respectful distance away, Old Mother began to observe our training sessions. Silently she stood watching us, her arms folded across her chest, her tattered gray shawl wrapped tightly around her strong shoulders. Old Mother said little but spoke with her eyes. Her piercing look reminded me of my dear mother, Nadia. I recalled the early days of my childhood, waking up before dawn, watching her sit looking out the window, absorbed in communion with the starry beacons of the night.

We welcomed Old Mother into our sisterhood and shared with her our secrets, hopes, and fears. She became an adopted grandmother to the orphaned girls. We looked up to her as an elder of wisdom and power.


The Prince and the Wise Man

AFTER A LONG PRACTICE session, we sat down to rest. “Come hither, divine children,” Old Mother beckoned, inviting us to join her. “Aspiring healers and budding nurses, come and listen to a noble story.” We followed her, walking out of the gray barracks into the dusty yard. In the shape of the crescent moon, the sisters formed a semicircle in front of our female mentor. Aniela came first and stood far to the left. Then came Jezra, then Gretta and myself. Finally came Klara, who stood last on the right. Old Mother’s story began like this:


Long, long ago, in a far-off land across the deep blue sea, lived old King Sat and his son Satya. The young prince was raised in an ambience of splendor and ease. Everything he wished for was handed to him without delay. He had the finest of clothes, fruits and spices, the jewels of the kingdom, personal tutors, and devoted servants. The king doted on his only son and protected him from the vicissitudes of life. The boy grew up within the confines of the palace walls, sheltered from struggle and want.

One day a band of troubadours and puppeteers arrived to entertain the royal family and members of the court. They had traveled many moons by horse and cart from a distant land. In yonder land, the people spoke in lilting melodies that enchanted the listeners. The colorful flamboyance of the troubadours fascinated the young prince. He was impressed by their skill and cleverness. The exotic perfumes and incense aroused in the boy his primal instincts.

That night, the young prince lay awake in his chamber, pondering the strange ways of the foreign visitors. A thirst for truth, a hunger to experience life, a desire for adventure—all had been awakened in him. Secretly, he formulated a plan of escape.

In the wee hours before dawn, he stealthily climbed into the wagon that carried the troubadours’ supplies. He hid in their wardrobe, burying himself under layers of sleek silks and soft velvets, leaving a small vent hole around his mouth and eyes.

Just at daybreak, after the appropriate ceremonies of farewell, the master troubadour flicked the reigns, the horses pulled, and the old wagon wheels creaked over the stone courtyard of the palace. The big gates opened wide, and the whole world of reality lay before the young man.

When the troupe stopped at an inn for victuals, the young prince climbed out from under the heavy clothes and disembarked from the wagon. He walked along the streets and lanes of the city, seeing for the first time. He saw an old blind man leaning on a cane. He saw a beggar with an alms bowl sitting by the thoroughfare. He saw a baby being born, and an old woman die. The young prince was shocked by the pain, shaken by the suffering that he witnessed.

Leaving the city, he wandered about the countryside as a pilgrim searching for truth and the meaning of life. He entered a thick forest and came upon a sadhu wearing a loincloth. The sadhu wore a long white beard and lived in a rustic den of woven branches. He was a holy wise man who knew the Truth.

“Why is there suffering in the world?” the young prince asked.

“Because people do not know their divine nature,” answered the wise man. “The essence of God lies within every person. The essence of God is love.”




All That Matters Is Love

OLD MOTHER PAUSED AT this juncture in her story. She wanted to hear our reaction to her message. Walking from girl to girl, she stopped in front of each one, speaking with her eyes, with that penetrating look that probed our hearts and minds.

When my turn came, I could not look into her eyes. I lowered my head in shame. How could I love my enemies? I could not love those men who raped, tortured, and murdered. They had stolen my mother and father from me. They were cruel and made my life hard. They caused pain for others, and they did not care. What did Old Mother mean when she spoke about love?

“I don’t care what Old Mother says,” screamed Aniela. She stood up straight on the tips of her toes and raised both fists to the sky. “I hate them! I hate them! I will always hate them.”

Klara was angry. “I want revenge!” She shouted. “I will never forgive them. They must pay for their crimes.”

Jezra was silent. She fumbled with a pebble in her pocket, rolling it around between her fingers. “I feel nothing. Nothing at all. I am cold like this stone.”

Pondering the message of love, I walked away from the scene of the noble story. Glowing with compassion the ghostly form of Boris, my mentor, appeared by my side. “Do you hate them too, Natasza?”

“Yes. It is my duty as a Jew to hate them.”

“I understand your pain,” Boris sympathized. “I too once hated them for their atrocities. I was outraged by their crimes against humanity, and blamed God for the injustice in the world. Then, after my death, I realized the healing power of love. From a spiritual perspective, all that matters is love. Giving and receiving love. I would not have chosen to remain on Earth in this living hell if I did not truly love my people. I could be in heaven playing the harp and singing hymns.” His eyes twinkled.

“Remember who you are, Natasza. Do not look to others for guidance or direction. Go within and listen to your heart. To be a true healer, you must learn to rise above. Do not sink and drown in the pain and the anguish. Rise above. Rise above. Shine as a beacon of light. Be a light to guide our people through the night.

“Anger and hatred are like quicksand—you become stuck in a quagmire of emotions and cannot break free. You are a minister of God. Do not walk off your path. You must stand tall with your head above the crowd. Fortify yourself with your faith. Live by your faith, and it will grow like a mustard seed planted in fertile soil.”


From Anger to Compassion

A BATTLE RAGED INSIDE ME between the higher and lower aspects of my nature. In the courtroom of my mind, the judge of truth listened to my arguments. I presented my case before him. I defended my beliefs, but questioned them also. I wanted to be right, but was willing to be wrong. My beliefs were on trial, my view of my life. They were the building blocks of my world, the constructs of my reality.

It is my duty as a Jew to hate the Nazis, I convinced myself. How could it be otherwise? Righteous anger burned like fire in my breast. I carried the pain of every soul like a weight in my heart. Their pain was my cross; their blood was my loss. Their agony became the source of my fearless dedication.

“Rise above your anger and your hatred,” a voice said, speaking into my mind. A glow of light coalesced and became the form of Boris the ghost, my teacher of Truth. “As a minister of God, extend love to everyone,” he said. “Transcend your judgments and condemnation. Rise above to a higher view. See life through the eyes of the hawk that soars high above the melodrama. He sees in all directions, beyond every horizon.

“Anger and hatred dam up the flow of your healing energy. They lower the frequency of your transmission.” His voice became stern. “An angry healer is a crippled healer.

“These soldiers whom you hate, whom you call ‘enemies’: do you know that their minds are programmed, that they are being controlled? They too are prisoners of the Nazi war machine. Who is more fortunate? They wield the power of the world; they command with muscle and might. But you have the greatest power, the universal power of love. Imagine how they suffer because they do not know love.”

These words caused a shift in my thinking. My heart opened. My vision expanded. I was able to look at life through the eyes of my enemies. I was surprised to find myself feeling empathy for the very men who had tortured and abused me. Boris helped me learn how to transcend my anger. It was a lesson I had to master to be a true servant of God. It was a choice I had to make in almost every situation. Was I able to love in the face of adversity?

As my spiritual teacher, Boris planted the seeds of compassion in the garden of my heart. Watered with wisdom, the flowers of compassion came to bear fruit, while the weeds of anger and hatred wilted and died.


Never Again

“DO YOU THINK THERE could be another Holocaust?” Aniela’s eyes darkened as she spoke to the girls of our healing team. She placed her right hand over her heart. “At some future time, could it happen again? Would the world ever allow it, like they allow it to happen now?” Aniela asked.

“I hope humanity learns from our suffering.” Jezra spoke her truth. “I hope humanity will find a higher way to live.”

“When will there be an end to war?” Aniela frowned as she spoke.

“When humanity learns compassion and forgiveness and is able to release the past,” Gretta answered.

“When peace is born in the heart of every man, woman, and child,” said Old Mother. “When humanity meets in the heart.”


The Healer’s Prayer

IT WAS A HOT summer day as our sisterhood of healers sat in the shade of my barracks. We had gathered for a lesson in prayer.

“Prayer is the breath of a spiritual life, infusing our soul with the sustenance of Spirit,” I explained. “Our prayers strengthen us and bring forth guidance, grace, and healing. Pray with fervor and gratitude, speaking the truth of your heart. Then release your prayer to God, trusting that an answer will come as you wait on His perfect timing and surrender to His will. Our love is the most precious gift that we can give to God. He yearns for our love and wants us to give it freely, without His asking.

“Although we have been stripped of our possessions and our bodies are held captive, spiritual power is inherently ours and cannot be taken from us. Prayer is spiritual power. We can harness the power of prayer to heal our pain and to cultivate courage and fortitude to endure what lies ahead. Our prayers shine the light of God into the hearts of our enemies. Our prayers make the difference that turns the world around.

“Dear sisters,” I asked, “how would you like to pray today?”

Aniela began, “Father God, teach me how to forgive. Help me forgive cruelty and injustice.”

Klara spoke next. “I pray for more food to eat, and for healing of the pains of hunger.”

Jezra took her turn. “Father in heaven, free me from hopelessness and despair.”

Gretta bowed her head and said, “I pray for my son Konrad, that he be alive and well.”

Old Mother spoke her truth. “I pray for wisdom, that I may guide these daughters of the Holocaust on their journey into womanhood.” Then she looked into my eyes, “Natasza, dear, what is your prayer?”

“I pray for an end to suffering, for peace on Earth, for the Day of Liberation.

“Listen, friends, to the Healer’s Prayer,” I said. “Use it as you prepare to embark on a healing mission.” I took out a slip of paper from my pocket and read to the group:


Let the love of our hearts

Heal all who we touch.

Let us walk with courage

And speak with compassion.

May the Truth of God be known

To the Sisters of the Light.

Amen.




The Healer’s Code

“THE GIFT OF HEALING has been given to you so you may offer it to the multitudes. You are being called to alleviate the suffering of humankind,” Boris explained to me. “Those who receive the gifts of God are responsible to use them with integrity. Those who serve God are asked to come from the heart, to honor the Earth, and to respect all life. As a healer, you are asked to abide by the Healer’s Code. You are to treat all people equally, to be tolerant and understanding. You are to demonstrate the divine qualities of faith, patience, compassion, charity, and forgiveness.

“Be grateful for your psychic abilities and never use them for personal gain but always with love and in surrender to divine direction. Do not claim ownership of healing gifts or psychic powers, nor glorify yourself as special or superior because of them, or use them to manipulate or control others. These gifts are ‘on loan’ from the Creator and can disappear in an instant if applied with selfish intent.

“As a healer, you make a commitment with heart, mind, and soul. Your life does not belong to you anymore. You live your life for the world.”


Angels of Mercy

I KNEW THAT GOD HAD not abandoned us because he sent His angels to answer the prayers of the people. Angels of healing graced the bedsides of the sick. Angels of compassion gave solace to the souls of the dying. Angels of mercy comforted the broken-hearted. Unlike humans who grapple with indecision and struggle with temptation, angels are steadfast and unwavering in their service to God. An angel is pure, like a virgin. An angel has devotion.

The Sisters of Light learned how to call on the angels for assistance. It is spiritual law that angels of Light cannot intervene in our lives unless we invite them to help us.

Working with angels brought joy to my heart. I vowed to serve the Light to the end of my days.


Healing by Day and Night

AS I AWOKE EACH morning, images of comrades in need flashed into my mind. They were calling to me, soul to soul, with anguished cries for healing. I saw the faces of the desperate ones. I heard their psychic pleas. Yet living at Auschwitz, I was not free to offer aid. The plans of our healing team were compromised by the vicissitudes of camp reality.

In the mornings, when possible, the Sisters of Light gathered at the rear section of barracks 12. I taught classes on healing and first aid, and we practiced on each other. We read the energy of groupings of people throughout the camp, sensing the mood, watching the crows, ever alert for signs of impending emergencies—the inevitable beatings, rapes, and shootings that blackened each day.

We separated or paired up to work with a partner in the afternoons. The girls carried flasks of clean water from barracks to barracks to quench the thirst of small children, the elderly, and the infirm. During this time I made my rounds of the camp, usually accompanied by an assistant. We assessed the needs and urgency of each case, identified new cases, and noted who improved, who worsened, and who died. Truly half of my ministerial calling was to assist the dying, to bless the departing soul.

By night I ventured solo (or with Boris as my shield) to the far reaches of the camp. Sometimes I worked all night, making two to three bedside visits before returning just before dawn. I yearned to answer every cry, every call for help. Yet I was faced with a dilemma that tore at my heart. At times, I had to shut out the cries of the world to honor my body’s need for sleep. I had to remain strong, to survive what lay ahead.

Misery’s woe came knocking at the door to my heart. Yet sleep I must, or I could not be of help to anyone. I felt so worn and frayed, exhausted from endless giving. I prayed for divine intervention, for comfort and healing for the people. In my stead God sent His angels to minister His love. Like a nocturnal tide of mercy, a host of angels flooded the bastion of the enemy.

Each angel brought its unique gift of healing. Archangel Michael was a warrior of peace, sent to conquer fear and inspire courage. Angel Daniel healed anger and rage, offering the sweet wine of forgiveness. Archangel Ariel balanced the emotions and guided the life path of the soul. Archangel Raphael brought comfort to the multitudes who prayed for relief. The angels were divine messengers offering grace to humanity. They were God’s devoted servants, evidence of His love.


The Gypsy

ANIELA FOUND A NEW arrival to join our team of healers. She was broad-shouldered and strong, of hardy stock. Accompanied by Aniela, she came to our practice sessions and provided moral support for team members. The new girl told us her story. Her name was Iravana.

She came from a band of gypsies that had traveled far and wide. She had suffered a hard life, constantly moving from place to place, with nowhere to call home, no place to call her own. She lived the life of a refugee, fleeing from bandits and marauders.

She tasted her last draft of freedom on the west bank of the river, where her family had set up camp. During the night a surprise ambush destroyed the camp. Their horses and possessions were stolen; the women were raped; the men were shot; and the children were kidnapped.

After their tents were set aflame, Iravana and five of the women managed to escape. They hid in the countryside until they were captured by the Nazis.


Flying Symbols

JEZRA SAT CROSS-LEGGED ON the hard ground, engrossed in her game of fantasy. By arranging the stones into geometric patterns, she created a symbolic language. The act of placing the stones in a certain order served a ceremonial purpose, opening portals to other realms. She escaped reality and retreated to an imaginary world beyond the reach of the iron men.

With the point of her drawing stick she dug tiny round holes, making three rows of nine. Into each hole she placed a small treasure, a sacred stone from her pouch. As she held the last stone in her hand, about to insert it into the last hole, she heard the flapping of wings and the call of a bird flying overhead. “Caw, caw.”

A black crow had dropped a feather that twisted in the breeze and floated toward her grid of stones. The quill of the feather managed to land exactly in the center of the tiny hole. By a small miracle the feather stood upright in the hole. Amazing, thought Jezra as she admired the sleek black feather.

“Caw, caw,” she heard again, and looked up. She saw one crow flying over the other, making a flying cross in the sky. The intersection of the two arms of the cross marked the spot where Jezra was sitting—the same spot where the black feather had landed. In this way the pair of crows introduced themselves to the young artist. They entered into her imaginary world and spoke to her, mind-to-mind. Many prisoners at Auschwitz retreated into a world of make-believe to escape from feeling emotional pain.

Next, the two birds made a circle in the sky, one following the other, around and around. Jezra knew that the cross and the circle were signs in the heavens. She sent a telepathic message to the flying crows: “Greetings to you, birds of the great sky.” As she thought these words, the two crows abruptly changed the direction of their flight. They flew toward her, one landing on each side of her rows of stones.

“Hail, child of Light! Many animals would like to serve humans but are unable to break through the interspecies communications barrier. We are here to offer our assistance. We have come to work with you as members of Natasza’s team of healers. We can carry messages from one part of the camp to the other. We can spy on the Nazis and tell you their secrets.

“Learn the meaning of our flying symbols. The cross indicates the location of a person who is in danger or requires healing. The circle marks the location of a group of people in need of help. When you see the cross, you may go safely to the site by yourself. When you see the circle, beware. Protect yourself and bring other healers with you.”

As the pair of crows instructed Jezra, seven more black crows flew overhead, making the sign of a V. “The point of the V faces in the direction of an emergency,” explained the crows. “When a large number of people are involved, a cross cannot mark the site, nor can a circle enclose it. V formation is for massacres and executions. Watch for our maneuvers. Swooping low above your head means Take cover at once. Landing on the roof of a barracks means that a sick or wounded person inside needs your attention. Listen for our calls. They are like sirens to warn you:

“Three caws in a row: All is well.

“Four caws, pause, four caws: All clear.

“Loud caws, a pause between every caw, repeated over and over: Warning or Danger.

“Listen Learn our language. Practice telepathy. To wake you up, we will drop pebbles or acorns onto the roof above your bed, or we will tap on the roof with our beaks.” The elder crow flew to a nearby roof and tapped it loudly with his beak. Tap, tap, tap (pause) rap, tap, tap (pause) RAP, TAP, TAP. It was a code of three times three. “When you hear tapping on the roof, you are needed immediately. It is life or death.”

Our airborne allies were part of our reconnaissance system. By making periodic sky patrols over the camp, they gathered intelligence and warned us of events taking place beyond the range of our sight and hearing. We were grateful to our animal friends for their devotion to our welfare and dedication to our healing mission.


Jezra Meets Boris

COMPLETING THEIR INSTRUCTIONS, THE pair of crows flew away. Jezra returned to play her game of make-believe. As she looked again at the neat rows of precious stones, she gasped in surprise. She saw another black feather, straighter and taller than the other, standing at attention across from the first feather. How can this be? she wondered. As Jezra examined the new feather, she heard a kind of ethereal laughter. She looked around, but no one was there.

“Ha-ha-ha,” she heard again. “Greetings, Jezra, artist child,” she heard in her mind. The crows had left. Who was speaking to her? A whirlpool of energy swirled in front of her. Slowly, the transparent form of a man began to emerge. He appeared to be stoutly built and in his mid-sixties. His gray hair was pulled tightly back, and he sported a handlebar mustache. He stooped forward, as if he carried a weight on his shoulders.

The ghost-man picked up the feather and twisted it around and around. “I have been watching you, dreamer child. The crows speak to your imagination, and you listen. Natasza speaks to your heart, and you feel compassion. I have come to speak to your spirit-self. I am in spirit form myself, so it comes naturally,” he laughed. “I am Boris Brozinski.” He bowed humbly before the amazed girl.

“Did you move that feather to trick me?” she asked.

“Aha!” Boris winked at her. “And to get your attention. These feathers are a gift from our airborne allies. Dream children fly to heaven on wings of fancy. I am Natasza’s spirit guardian. I serve as the unseen captain of your team of healers. I can feel the bond of love shared by your sisterhood. Let the flame of love burn brightly in the chambers of your heart.

“When you wish to call on me, whisper my name, or take a sacred stone and hold it in your palm.” With these words, the ghost disappeared from sight.


Boris and the Crows

BORIS MADE A NIGHTLY reconnaissance of the camp, entering every quarter, identifying those most in need. Then he communicated the results of his survey to the crows, who marked the locations of the sick and injured.

In the morning the healer girls scanned the skies, looking for messages from the airborne allies. Some of the crows brought supplies they had foraged from the nearby countryside. They carried in their beaks small items such as twine or thread. The twine was used to wrap a splint for a broken bone. The thread was used to sew together rags to make compresses. The birds also gathered herbs of the field and the leaves and roots of plants to be made into medicines and poultices.


A Doll for Talya

ANIELA WIPED THE SANDS of slumber from her sleepy eyes. She looked out the window and welcomed the warming rays of the sun. As she greeted the new day, she saw a black crow fly by the window. “Caw, caw,” and then another “Caw-caw-caw.”

“Natasza. Natasza,” she came to wake me. “Someone needs us. Two crows flew by the window.”

We ventured outside and followed the two crows as they flew over rows of barracks. They landed on a rooftop, three barracks down and two over. The birds stood together, side by side, on the edge of the roof, awaiting our arrival.

Gingerly I opened the door of the rundown building and walked in. Aniela followed me, almost on tiptoes. We saw a group of women gathered around the bed of a small child, perhaps four years of age. The little girl was sweating from fever. She was delirious. As she turned her head from side to side she cried, “Dee-Dee. Where are you? Dee-Dee.”

I approached the woman standing closest to the child. Katerina was her name. “I am Natasza. Aniela and I have come to assist as nurses. What is the cause of her fever? And who is Dee-Dee?”

Katerina was clearly grateful. “This is Talya, an orphan child. Today is the third day of her fever. The food she ate was contaminated. She suffers from food poisoning. Dee-Dee was her baby sister, murdered by the Nazis. Her grief consumes her and adds to her frenzy.”

Aniela and I performed hands-on healing on Talya during the morning, doing what we could. The child clutched a rag doll as she wept and cried out. She held the doll in the crook of her arm, as if she were its mother. I sensed that she believed it was her job to watch over her baby sister. She felt that she had failed in her duty to her sister. She could not protect the baby from the brute force of the iron men. She grieved not only for the loss of life but for the loss of her own future.

Katerina followed behind me as I walked out into the yard. She tapped me on the shoulder, seeking consolation. “Is she going to live?” Her imploring eyes touched my heart.

“I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “The ways of God are beyond my understanding.”

Then her eyes lit up. “Let’s make her a new rag doll! That will surely strengthen her will to live.” All the women wanted to give Talya the gift of a new rag doll. Everyone offered to help in any way they could.

The pair of crows gathered straw from the ryegrass fields outside the camp. Meanwhile, I sewed together patches of fabric to make the head, body, arms, and legs, using the needle and thread from our emergency medical kit. I stuffed the rag doll with the straw so it was firm to grip. Jezra gave us blue-gray stones for the eyes and a short twig for the mouth. The nose was a small bone from a mouse skeleton. The birds brought their tail feathers for the skirt and down from their nests for the hair. Baby doll Dee-Dee was now complete.

We brought the new doll to Katerina to give to the orphan child. Every girl needs a doll to develop her nurturing qualities. The rag doll would be a source of comfort for Talya, something to hold onto when fear gripped her heart.


Girl Talk

OUR COMMITMENT TO “SERVE unto death” united the girls of our healing team. We formed a strong bond of love and dedication to our mission. We shared a group energy, a reservoir of strength from which each girl drew courage and fortitude.

After practice sessions of laying-on of hands, we remained together to express our feelings about our sexuality and femininity. Our bodies were changing and developing new features. We watched as tiny breasts sprouted from bony chests. Downy hair turned coarse and dark. Our feelings were contradictory, with fear on the one hand and hope on the other. We feared rape and sexual assault by the guards. We hoped for the Day of Liberation—to marry and bear children.

Jezra ran her forefinger across her broken front tooth. “When the war is over, no man will want me. If I smile, he will think I am ugly.”

“Oh, no, Jezra!” Aniela exclaimed. “Find a man who loves you for your inner beauty, a man with spiritual sight, a man who can see the truth of you.”

“Do those kinds of men really exist?” asked Klara. “No man would marry a girl with a limp. I will always be too slow and too far behind.”

“Consider yourselves fortunate,” cried Aniela. She pulled her blouse up to her shoulders, exposing her breasts and torso covered with bruises and sores. “These men see only my body. They don’t see my spirit. I feel like a cow, the way they suck my nipples. It hurts!”

“If women ruled the world, they would put an end to war,” I concluded philosophically.


A New Life

OLD MOTHER SAT OUT in the yard during the heat of the day. One by one she pulled out scraps of fabric from a sack to purify them in the healing rays of the midday sun. This sack of rags was her pillow and served as a reserve supply of tourniquets for first aid. Klara sat down beside her, admiring the colors and patterns of each piece of cloth.

“I have come to confide in you, dear Mother,” she began. “I am with child. A new life is growing inside me. I can feel the heartbeat of my little one.”

“Prepare yourself for the inevitable,” admonished the wise woman. “Auschwitz is not the place to experience the joy of motherhood. Do not allow yourself to become attached to the baby.”

“Pray for me, please,” beseeched the pregnant girl. “Pray for a miracle, that my child is born alive.”


Himmler Visits

AS THE AUTUMN SUN shone orange in the morning sky, a motorcade arrived at camp headquarters. The three touring cars parked first, followed by an escort of military vehicles. They displayed small flags with swastikas flapping in the breeze.

As the car doors slammed and members of the Nazi High Command disembarked, Commandant Schuller walked out of his office and lavishly greeted the visitors. “Heil Hitler!” he saluted them. Following the formalities, the Commandant invited the guests to dine at his private quarters, catered by his personal servants. After the luncheon he took them on a tour and inspection of the camp grounds, pointing out specific buildings and answering their questions. Additional bodyguards joined the party as they walked through the gate into the barbed-wire confines of the concentration camp.

Commandant Schuller joined Reichsführer Heinrich Himmler as they walked side by side in the front of the others, followed by other high ranking Nazi officials and their SS bodyguards. The Gestapo was obsessed with punishing Jews. I wondered what plans they were making that would change our lives.


Death Count

COMPLETING THE INSPECTION, THE entourage reconvened in Commandant Schuller’s office. He sat behind a big desk in a high-backed leather chair. From his file cabinet he pulled out stacks of papers with statistics. As the men began to review the figures, a lieutenant entered carrying a tray with schnapps and liquor glasses. The Commandant offered a toast: “To the Third Reich.” The liquor glasses clinked together simultaneously with the clicking of their heels. Then the Commandant brought out a wrapped gift for Reichsführer Himmler, a box of raspberry-filled Bavarian chocolates.

The Gestapo elite drank schnapps and ate chocolates as they examined the statistics of death. The extermination reports were compiled daily. They represented an accurate account of the genocide of the Jewish race. Columns of numbers, neat and sterile, revealed the success of the master plan of the Third Reich. The average death count at that time was 1,312 per day, over 9,200 per week.

The men discussed various logistics to speed up the process. The main drawback to increasing the death count was the problem of disposal of the bodies. Also, because of the slave-labor requirements, a reserve pool of workers had to be maintained. Workers who died of illness or abuse were quickly replaced from the reserve supply. Others were kept for experiments by Nazi scientists. Not all Jews were to be eliminated.

After praising the Commandant for the extermination statistics, they offered a toast to the mastermind behind the genocide project. “Heil Hitler!” they cried.

From lifetime to lifetime, Hitler was consumed by a drive to wield power. To the eyes of the world he was a conqueror of nations. In his private moments he bowed in fear to the gods that controlled him. He became a victim of his mania and madness.


Housecleaning

HIMMLER AND HIS ENTOURAGE had completed their inspection. Commandant Schuller was praised for his extermination procedures. In the wake of the Gestapo’s departure, girls from barracks 12 were ordered to clean up the mess.

As our circle of sisters shared the secrets of our hearts, our conversation was abruptly interrupted. The door of our barracks flew open, and two armed guards burst into the room. Our intimate party ended suddenly as the male intruders took charge of the scene.

“Get ready, Jew girls! Prepare to work as maids and housekeepers,” the iron men yelled at us. The guards escorted four of us—Aniela, Klara, Jezra, and myself—to a waiting truck and drove us to a section of the camp that housed the officers and staff. They parked the truck in front of a two-story gray house on the corner of the street.

As I walked from room to room, I found piles of trash and garbage, cigarette butts, and empty vodka bottles—sordid evidence of the decadent lifestyle of the Gestapo officers. In the entryway to the house an assortment of cleaning supplies had been laid out for our use. Each girl was assigned to clean a different room in the house. As the girls began to clean the upstairs bedrooms, I prepared to wash the kitchen floor.


My Water Spree

CARRYING THE METAL WASH bucket into the yard, I turned on the outdoor spigot. Gleefully I watched as the clear running water spouted out in a steady stream, forming bubbles and white foam at the bottom of the pail. Cautiously I looked around to see if anyone was watching me. Then I formed my hands into a cup and drank as much as I could of the clean, cold water. Rolling up my sleeves, I placed my palms flat on the bottom of the bucket. Then I wet my face and splashed the water up high above my head. I felt like a little child at play. The water of life revived my spirits.


The Note

WHEN THE BUCKET WAS full I carried it into the kitchen. The water sloshed from side to side as I struggled to keep my balance.

Down on my knees, wash bucket by my side, I focused on my work. Around and around I made circles on the floor with the scrub brush, leaving behind a trail of suds and bubbles. I breathed a sigh of relief. The air felt lighter here. For a few moments at least I was free from the heavy weight of oppression so familiar to my psyche. These work assignments became a welcome escape from the squalor of the camp.

To my surprise I heard footsteps approaching. Suddenly the kitchen door burst open behind me, and I felt a hard boot kicking my behind, pushing me forward. I found myself sprawled out on the kitchen floor, lying in a puddle of mud and foam.

“Ha-ha-ha,” I heard a man laughing at me. As I got up onto my knees, I turned around and looked behind me. I recognized the face of the laughing man. I had seen him before, watching me. In that instant, our eyes met. We recognized each other. It felt like we had known each other forever. It was a mystical, magical feeling, a sacred communion of souls.

“Fraulein Natasza,” he spoke my name. My heart pounded with anticipation. What unforeseen path am I going to walk down? I wondered. Reaching into his pocket, he took out a note and handed it to me. Without another word, he turned around and walked away.

For a few moments I held the note between my palms, hesitating to open it. Then, slowly, I unfolded the paper. “Meet me at sunset. Stand on the corner by the gray house, and wait for me there.” Under this brief message was scribbled the signature of the man. Now I knew his name: “Captain Otto.”


Captain Otto

AS THE PINK RAYS of evening light faded from the sky, I waited on the corner by the gray house, watching for Captain Otto. I felt a push-pull of emotions, between attraction for this man and apprehension as to the purpose of our meeting.

As Venus rose above the horizon, I saw him walking toward me. He stopped, motioned for me to follow him, and turned in the opposite direction. He led as we wove our way through the dark streets and alleyways until we came to a three-story wooden building. A rickety stairway climbed along the outside wall. I placed my hand on the railing and walked up the stairs behind him. The wooden steps bent and creaked under the weight of our footsteps. We reached a landing facing a door. He turned the knob and gestured for me to enter the room.

His living quarters were small but comfortable. Above his bed was a lifelike portrait of the Führer, dominating the room. On either side of the Führer was hung a brass musical instrument, a French horn on the left and a trumpet to the right. Across from the bed was an antique dresser. It was covered with memorabilia, medals, and mementos of war. I was immediately drawn to examine the photograph of a young woman. The frame around her face was tarnished gold like a halo that needed polishing. Her eyes were soft, and her hair was light and curly. She acknowledged my entrance into her domain.

By the window were a small table and two chairs. The captain motioned for me to sit at the table across from him. Following his lead, I resisted my impulse to speak. He looked into my eyes, and I looked into his. My anxiety subsided. I sensed a touch of kindness. He was a step above the iron men of the Reich.

Captain Otto filled the teapot and took out a set of cups and saucers. Not since my village days had I seen a set of real china. The teapot whistled, and he poured the hot water. The steam was soothing to my frazzled nerves. Onto my saucer he placed two round teacakes. I felt honored to be treated with this kind of respect. He took out a record and placed it on the phonograph. It was a medley of soldiers’ songs, dedicated to the triumph of the Third Reich. I heard trumpets and French horns, accompanied by flutes and drums.

I tensed up again when he sat down on the side of the bed. He took off his heavy boots and dropped them to the floor. I was a virgin, just fourteen years old, emotionally unprepared to receive the male energy. He motioned for me to begin undressing. Shyly, I stood in the corner, carefully placing my clothes on the chair. I wondered why he had chosen me. Surely other girls were more mature and attractive. Then he stood up and unbuttoned his shirt. He went to the phonograph and changed the record. The military band halted its march and a woman with a deep voice began to sing romantic melodies. An accordion accompanied her.


Ich sehs in deinen Augen
Ich fühls in deiner Berührung
Ich schmecks von deinen Lippen
Und um so mehr liebe ich dich.



I stood naked in the corner, my back toward him. He clapped his hands to get my attention and motioned for me to lie on the bed. He mounted me and held my wrists down with his palms. I felt pinned down under his heavy weight. When his male organ penetrated my innocence, I screamed. He slapped me across the face to shut me up.

The phonograph record went around and around as Captain Otto went up and down. My eyes wandered back to the photo of the young woman. I imagined that she was his sweetheart, or perhaps his wife. I gazed into her soft dreamy eyes as she looked sweetly at me. My apologies to you, schön Frau. I’m sorry, I thought. I hoped she would forgive me. The captain did not believe that he was unfaithful to his wife. Jews were considered less than human, so having sex with a Jewess did not count.

The silver moon lit the night sky as I descended the creaking stairway. Moon shadows marked my footsteps on my pathway into womanhood.


Klara’s Baby

AS I WALKED INTO my barracks, I heard a cry of jubilation. All the women and girls were gathered around Klara’s bed, weeping tears of joy. Klara’s baby had been born alive. We reveled at the miracle of a live birth at Auschwitz.

The newborn babe was so tiny that he fit in her open hand. His heart was beating, and his tiny hands were clenched into fists. He was gasping for breath, struggling to grasp hold of life. He was not strong enough to cry out loud or to shed his baby tears. His right leg was twisted, the foot pointing to the side. Birth defects were commonplace for babies born to starving mothers.

As I stood watching this poignant scene, I thought of Captain Otto. I wondered if he would plant his seed in my womb, whether I was destined to bear his child.

Klara could not nurse. Her breasts were dry. How long could this child live? We must hide him night and day. Better for him that he not be heard crying. How could he survive until the Day of Liberation?

Our worries were short-lived. Early the next morning, two guards burst into our barracks and grabbed the tiny babe from the bosom of his screaming mother. How had they known?

That afternoon, several of the girls were ordered to the kitchen to prepare a dinner for visiting officials from the High Command. Klara was told to cut up onions and add them to a big pot of soup boiling on the stove. As she lifted the lid the steam gushed out, blurring her vision. She stared into the soup pot. Floating on the surface, amid carrots and parsley, was what appeared to be a bent knee with a tiny foot twisted to the side.


The Gift of Pain

“GOD’S PLAN IS FAULTY!” I cried out in anger. “All I see is suffering. Why does God allow this? I can no longer bear the pain.”

Boris was sensitive to my distress. As a healer, I took on the pain of the collective and carried it inside me. I was vulnerable to the anguish and emotional turmoil of my comrades. “Pain has a purpose,” explained the professor. “What appears to be evil serves a higher good.”

“What is good about bloodshed and violence, rape and torture?” I argued.

“The gift that pain offers is the opportunity to surrender. When the pressure of pain becomes unbearable, the walls of resistance collapse. A doorway opens, grace enters, and suffering is redeemed. The greater the pain one endures, the greater is the capacity for joy. The more pain you are willing to bear, the more love you can let in.”

Overcome by anger, I could not listen. “God is to blame! He created the world.”

“God is not responsible for the consequences of humanity’s free-will choices,” he answered. “The presence of pain is an indicator that we are not thinking or acting in harmony with God’s Law of Love. Our belief that we are separate from Him causes our suffering. If we could feel His infinite love, which is always present, if we could experience our oneness with creation, then we would not feel betrayed or abandoned.”

“Your words are like fairy flowers, blowing in the wind; they have no roots in the earth. Being a ghost you are far removed from blood and guts,” I said, insulting him. My anger burned inside my breast as my spirit rebelled against God. I stomped away from my mentor, doubting the perfection of God’s plan for humanity.


The Grand Design

THAT NIGHT, AS I lay drifting off to sleep, a vision played out in my inner sight. It was a scene from eons past, before time began, before the creation of the human race. I was witness to an auspicious meeting in the heavens. The grand council of Planners had convened. They were the founders of the Divine Plan for the spiritual evolution of humanity. Around an oval table sat the Council of Nine. Discussing and debating various proposals, the group divided into factions. Then the vote was cast. The counting favored the “mental majority” by a vote of seven to two. The dissenters advocated a heart-centered reality, but they were outnumbered. As a result, law and principle became the authority guiding human progress.

The dissenters continued to meet and petitioned God to bring divine love to Earth. The heart-centered group worked for centuries preparing the way for the birth of Jesus Christ. He made manifest in human form God’s perfect love, teaching humanity that the kingdom of heaven lies within the heart.

When I awoke the next morning I felt refreshed and renewed. My faith was restored, and my commitment to minister love was strengthened.


The Rape of Rosetta

THE AIR WAS LADEN with a heavy mist. A long afternoon downpour had ended. A respite of stillness followed the storm.

A telepathic call of distress commanded my attention. My psychic senses quickened. Who was calling me? I wondered. My eyes scanned the sea of faces in front of me. It was hard to see clearly. A gray fog shrouded the camp. Far in the distance I dimly discerned the silhouette of a young girl, weaving her way through the crowd. It was my beloved soul sister Jezra, staggering as she walked and came into view.

Quickly I walked to meet her, and she collapsed into my arms. I felt her frail body quivering and trembling as I held her tight. Her face was white, and her eyes appeared vacant. She looked dazed and stunned, as if she had met the devil and had escaped barely alive.

“What has happened to you, Jezra?” I asked. So great was her shock she could not speak.

Old Mother came to the rescue. She too had sensed Jezra’s call. Together we carried the grief-stricken girl to her bed. We covered her with a blanket and raised her feet. I sat by her side, holding her hand. Old Mother gently stroked her forehead. Together we prayed for her life to be saved. Then we joined our hearts as one and laid hands on the ailing child. We sat vigil by her bed. Hours passed as Jezra slept. Her shaking slowly subsided, and a hint of color returned to her cheeks. She opened her eyes, awake and alert. It was time for Jezra to tell her story.

“There was a big party for the guards, celebrating some German holiday. They had been drinking lots of vodka and became loud and rowdy. The drunken guards entered the camp and formed themselves into roving gangs of predators, like packs of wolves on the prowl, lusting after flesh. They were cursing and kicking anyone who happened to be in their path.

“Rosetta was seated next to me when one of the men spotted her. Known by reputation as ‘the voluptuous Jewess,’ she was an object of desire and derision by the guards. Three of the brutes tackled her and threw her to the ground. Screaming, kicking, flailing her arms in a frenzy of fear, she tried to fight them off. By brute force they overpowered her. She was at the mercy of her attackers.

“First I recognized Sergeant Krause. He was the ringleader, the most aggressive of the brutes, and mounted her first. Next I recognized Corporal Kroter. He had a fixation on Rosetta because she had such big breasts.

“Then they grabbed me and pushed me against a post. As they prepared to rape her, each man unstrapped his belt and wrapped it around my body and the post until there were seven belts holding me. Their belts were wrapped so tight around me that it was hard to breathe. My arms and legs turned blue and went numb. I was forced to watch, with no escape. Before my eyes I saw defenseless Rosetta being raped, mutilated, and humiliated. They thrust the venom of their anger into the helpless girl and stole her power and her light.

“One man was ejaculating in her mouth, another was sucking her nipples, and a third was penetrating her private parts. They slapped her cheeks to break her teeth so her mouth would open wider. Then they kicked her face with their boots and broke her jaw so their big cocks could go deeper down her throat. They kicked her again and broke her nose. Fingers of blood ran out of her nose and mouth. Red blood ran into her eyes and covered her face. Blood gushed down her legs from her genitals and anus.

“Waiting their turn to violate their victim, the men watched the scene, laughing, leering, and joking obscenities. ‘Jew animal,’ they yelled, and spit on innocent Rosetta. ‘Filthy slut,’ they insulted her.

“Pinned down by brute bullies, she lay crushed by the sheer weight of her rapists. Her ribs cracked and punctured her lungs. Gagging and gasping for air, she could not catch her breath. She choked to death as she swallowed her own teeth and blood and saliva and the semen of the rapists. She stopped breathing, and nobody noticed. They kept on banging her until the last man was satisfied.

“Then they pulled up their pants and came to get their belts. When the last man unstrapped the last belt, I fell to the ground, panting. Somehow, I found the strength to get up. I must find my way back to Natasza, I told myself. Then I will be safe.”

That night, Jezra slept in my bed with me. She was too terrified to be alone. I felt her body quivering all night long. What could anyone say to comfort her? How would she find peace?


Jezra’s Inner Fortress

JEZRA SAT CROSS-LEGGED ON the ground, her bag of stones in her lap. She stared ahead blankly, seeing nothing. The girl had escaped to her inner fortress, a safe haven of make-believe.

Playing the stone game helped her sort out her feelings. Each sacred stone had a symbolic meaning, like each card in a deck. The act of laying out the stones had a grounding and stabilizing effect on the sensitive girl. The symmetry of the stones pleased her. When the pattern of her life was challenged by outside forces, arranging the stones in a familiar order restored her sense of self. It was her way of coping with trauma, a ritual to maintain her sanity. Her hand shook as she picked up her drawing stick and pressed it into the hard dirt. The rows of stones were crooked. Some of the tall stones had fallen over like dead men.

After Rosetta’s death, Jezra had changed the arrangement of her stones. She divided them into three groups: the black, the white, and the red. Three rows of black stones confronted three opposing rows of white stones. Like armies poised on the battlefield, the forces of Darkness sought to conquer the army of Light. In the center of her stone design, between the rows of black stones and the rows of white stones, was a circle of red stones.

Jezra explained, “Do you see this line of soldiers, the white stones? They represent the good guys. They stand for truth; they stand for love. Over here, this line of warriors, are the black stone men. They are the masters of deceit, the manipulators of the mind. In the center, the circle of red stones, are the downtrodden, the weak, and the helpless. The color red represents the blood of sorrow shed by the innocent victims of the Holocaust. Look, this stone is Rosetta. She was my friend, and I loved her. She was only thirteen years old—too young to die.”

I could fathom the depths of her pain. Her spirit was wounded. Her body was shaking because there was no solid place to stand. The very foundation of her being had been shattered.

Jezra struggled to make sense out of madness, to create order out of chaos. By rearranging the stones, she took the various elements in her life and gave them new meaning.

Jezra retreated behind the stone walls of her inner fortress. Inside her mind was a world that she created, where she was free, a safe place to rest and to dream. Fantasy and imagination were survival tools for prisoners at Auschwitz. They fed the soul and rejuvenated the psyche. They opened a channel for creative energy, for healing and renewal.


Dream Lessons

THE DEATH OF ROSETTA cast a dark shadow across Jezra’s path. Her bright eyes turned into gray stones that looked downcast on the ground. She disconnected herself from reality.

During the night, our ghost mentor mentally projected thoughts of hope and feelings of optimism into the subconscious mind of the sleeping girl. Aniela, Old Mother, and I were already students in Boris’s dream school. The professor used dreams as a vehicle to imprint the mind with thoughtforms and visual images. The purpose of the dream school was to increase our capacity to survive.

Boris projected healing colors during our dream sessions. For Jezra he used brown for grounding and connection to the Earth. For Old Mother he used gold for wisdom. For Aniela he used blue for inner peace. My dream color was turquoise, for protection. My favorite subject in sleep school was “dreams of the ocean.” Cleansing dreams released negativity from the subconscious. I woke up feeling refreshed and rejuvenated.

The crows also visited my dreamtime. They telepathed messages to me about the conditions in the camp. They were my cheerleaders. “Rise above, Natasza!” they called out as they flew over my head.


Confrontation with Hitler

A DREAM I WILL NEVER forget is etched in the archives of my memory:

A party of Gestapo visitors had entered the camp grounds to make an inspection. They walked with a commanding gait and the arrogant authority of elite power. I was standing a short distance away, hidden from their sight by the other prisoners in front of me.

One man stood out from the others. He walked briskly ahead of the entourage with short staccato steps. He wore a peaked officer’s cap and a brown trench coat. His eyes were fierce and menacing, and his mustache was neatly trimmed.

I froze in my tracks at the instant of recognition. It was Hitler! He sensed my presence and glanced in my direction. Quickly I turned my head to avert his psychic probe. I scrutinized him discreetly with sideways glances, fearing to look into his evil controlling eyes. Making contact could allow his darkness to penetrate my shields and defenses. I sensed the magnitude of his power as an adept black magician.

Every muscle in my body tensed as the specter of fear gripped my psyche. A knot like a clenched fist tightened in the pit of my stomach, turning into nausea, as my body was repulsed by the dark force emanating from this man. Time stood still as I was overcome by abject bone-chilling terror.

By the grace of God, I remembered Boris’s teachings on conquering fear. “Fear is the weapon of the Dark Side,” Boris had instructed me. “Transcend your fear with a heart of love.”

Would I kneel before the altar of evil and give fear the power to control me, or could I summon from my God Self the strength and courage to confront the Darkness? “The power of God’s love is invincible,” the voice of my heart spoke loud and clear. “Trust in God’s love to protect you.”

Opening my heart, I relaxed and felt the love deep inside. Then, to my amazement, a miracle occurred. Hitler turned to face me and pulled open the front of his trench coat, revealing the truth of his inner being. White light as bright as lightening burst out from within. The radiance of his True Self dazzled my eyes.
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My heart was pounding as I woke up in my barracks. Perhaps the forces of destiny had arranged this encounter with Hitler to occur in a dream state. Until this moment, I had envisioned Hitler as the epitome of darkness personified. How could Hitler radiate light?

Boris appeared at my bedside, offering his interpretation of my dream and answer to my question.

“ ‘Light’ and ‘Dark’ are roles we play in the game of life,” he explained. “Our personality masks and the roles we play conceal our true nature. We are the loving essence of our Creator, every one of us.”


Captain Otto Revisited

AS THE MONTHS PASSED and turned into years, my heart opened to Captain Otto, and I grew to love him. He was the only man I would come to know with intimacy. Beyond the boundaries of race and war, there was an attunement of souls that drew us together. On the surface we pretended that we were strangers. We played our assigned roles according to the rules. We kept our soul connection a secret, never to be spoken about, even to each other, a secret hidden in the chambers of the heart.

Knowing this man helped me overcome my prejudice against the Germans. When my conscience questioned the rightness of our union, my inner voice answered, Love your enemies.

My relationship with Captain Otto lasted for two years, from the ages of fourteen to sixteen. Our meetings took the form of a silent ritual. I was forbidden to speak or make a sound during the sexual act. Countless times I climbed the creaking staircase to his room, drank a cup of tea, and went to his bed. We spoke with our eyes. Due to the bond of our sexual union, I was empathic to his feelings, telepathic to his thoughts.

One cloudy afternoon, as he opened the door, I sensed a change in his mood. This day he did not want sex. For the first time, he spoke to me. He was seeking a confidant, a sympathetic ear. His voice was laden with emotion as he shared the news that had broken his heart. The hardness of his soldier self melted in the pathos of his grief.

“My dear Gretchen, my beloved wife, is dead and gone. She was killed during the bombing of Berlin. I have lost my future. She was seven months’ pregnant. This war is a disaster for all sides. When will it end?”

My eyes turned to her photo in the gilded frame. I looked at her face with sympathy. “I feel she is at peace,” I said kindly. “Be grateful she is no longer suffering. Her spirit is free of the woes of this world.” In this way, I honored the Healer’s Code. I expressed compassion to my enemy. He was vulnerable and human, just like me.

Months later it was my turn to carry Captain Otto’s child. This child also would not live to take its first breath.


The Man Who Lived on the Sun

IT WAS MY GOOD fortune to be born an optimist. Amidst the pain and the sorrow, I saw a silver lining gracing the darkest clouds. In my midnight of despair I turned to the heavens for inspiration. I found solace in the tranquility of sparking starlight and comfort in the healing rays of the sun.

In the topsy-turvy upheaval of war, my psyche craved order and stability. In spite of the uncertainties of daily living, I could depend on the sun to bring the morning light. The predictable path of the sun across the sky reassured me of the unfailing laws of nature. The sun was symbolic of hope and the sustenance of life.

To honor the sun, I saluted the dawn. I gave thanks for the promise of the new day and of all brave tomorrows. I envisioned a future when war would end and all people would be free. I prayed for peace among the nations and for the brotherhood of men.

Fantasy was a treasured tool in my arsenal for survival. I created a mental oasis to replenish my soul, an inner sanctuary of renewal. It was my retreat from the madness and horror of my days. I imagined a fat jovial man who lived on the sun. When the sun man woke up, he laughed so loud that the roar of his laughter chased away the darkness and scattered the cobwebs of the night. He sent his golden rays as ambassadors of hope to the people of Earth.


Survival

LIKE MEDICS ON THE frontline of battle, the sisters of our healing team risked their lives. As their leader I was responsible for making on-the-spot decisions. My psychic abilities helped me sense how people around me were feeling and reacting. By necessity I was one step ahead of everyone else, anticipating what was going to happen next.

I developed a practice of careful observation, paying close attention to the attitudes and dispositions of my comrades. I had learned the art of attention as a little girl spending the day at the shoe shop, watching my father interact with customers. From him I learned to read people’s characters and to respect the uniqueness of each person.

My mother was clairvoyant. From her I learned to see through the masks of personality and to recognize the light of the soul. These practices of observation and discernment became part of my arsenal of survival tools. My intuitive grasp of the human psyche helped me make fast and accurate decisions in dangerous situations.

Attitudes and beliefs about life either enhanced a person’s ability to survive or hastened their death. The prisoners at Auschwitz questioned the will of God. “Has God abandoned us?” they asked. “Is there justice in the world? What have I done to deserve this? Why us? Why me?” Their answers to these questions shaped their beliefs about the meaning of life. Sanity was a lifeboat tossed about on a sea of troubles. Their attitudes about life either added ballast to the boat or poked holes in the hull so it would slowly sink.

Positive beliefs about the purpose of living helped the mind cope with reality. The will is empowered by a sense of life purpose. The combination of a strong will and a positive mental attitude vitalize the immune system. Those lacking inner power would succumb more readily to disease and starvation, and they were more prone to accidents.


The Meaning of Life

MY CHILDHOOD BELIEFS ABOUT the meaning of life were shattered that fateful day when I was taken prisoner. The world I had known no longer existed.

Growing up under the protective wing of my parents, basking in the glow of their love, I felt safe and secure. My family life was my bedrock of stability. Life was predictable. My definitions of life gave my mind a sense of order. Every belief had a box to contain it, and a label to identify it. All of the boxes were stacked neatly on the shelves of my mind.

The steady pulse of village life contrasted with the shocks and jolts at Auschwitz. Here the rhythm of life was erratic. My life could end at any moment. Events occurred with no warning. A comrade would be taken from our midst, never to be seen again. Or she would return to the camp, covered with blood, bruised, and beaten. Perhaps one of the male prisoners had insulted a guard. Perhaps a woman had resisted the sexual overtures of a higher-up in the Nazi chain of command. The frustration of a guard or the whim of an officer was all that was needed for a person to be killed.

A higher knowing helped me to rise above. The light of inspiration helped me see through the darkness at Auschwitz.


Hunger

STANDING IN LINE HOLDING my metal cup and bowl, I looked forward to the morning gruel and stale bread. The thought of warm porridge was comforting to my battered psyche. It warmed my insides and made me feel strong.

Like a squirrel chewing on a nut, I gnawed on the hard bread. I tore off small pieces of crust, wrapped them in a handkerchief, and put them in my pocket. When I needed energy later in the day, I was able to suck on these dry crusts. On those days when there was more to eat, I stashed the dry bread in my secret hiding place next to my stones and feathers. My body hurt all over from the aches and pangs of hunger. When I was helping others, the pain went away.


Waking Up

I CAN’T GO ON. I can’t go on, I thought every morning before opening my eyes. I cannot make it through one more day. My body was tired. I ached all over. I was covered with sores and bruises from beatings. I was hungry, always hungry. How will I survive this day? I wondered. How many more mornings before I reach the end of my days?

“Father God,” I prayed, “Please give me the strength to carry on.” I hung on by a thread of hope, by the power of my faith, by the force of my commitment.

As I opened my eyes, I looked around the room at the faces of the women I shared my life with. Then I knew why I was here. I loved these women dearly. I was willing to give my life to save any one of them. With true love there is no sacrifice. A sense of purpose flowed through my veins and filled my heart with courage. My life did not belong to me: I lived my life for the world.


The Collective

FENCED IN BEHIND BARBED wire, we lived in a cage, like barnyard animals, like cattle and swine. We were tethered and harnessed like beasts of burden as slaves of the Nazi war machine to man the factories and farms.

My animal instincts warned me of danger. My senses were keen and alert. Adrenalin gave me endurance. It was the body’s survival drug.

I was living among thousands of prisoners, not all of them Jews. Among us there were gypsies, communists, and intellectuals, as well as homosexuals and shamans, labeled either “enemies of the state” or “subhuman.” The policy of genocide went beyond race and religion. It applied to all those deemed inferior and considered a threat to keeping the bloodline pure.

Like a flock of birds or a herd of horses, we shared a group mind as a collective. Because we connected to each other at the gut level, we felt what others were feeling. A person in one section of the camp could sense what was happening in another quarter, far beyond the range of physical sight and hearing.

These were my people. We dreamed the same dreams and we feared the same fears. Daily I faced the temptation to merge with the group, so strong was the bond with my comrades. Then I heard Boris whispering in my ear, “Natasza, you are not like the others. Rise above. Rise above. Keep your head above the crowd.” His words strengthened my resolve not to be pulled down by the pervading moods of terror, grief, and despair. With Boris’s guidance I was able to attune to the group mind of the collective, yet not be controlled by it.

I thought to myself, Our bodies are prisoners, but our spirits are free. Our captors are prisoners of their beliefs. Perhaps their cages are just harder to see.


Slave Labor

THE GESTAPO ESTABLISHED THE rules and policies for the concentration camps. Although the primary function of the camps was genocide, they also served the Reich in a variety of ways. Prisoners were used as guinea pigs for medical experimentation. They became a human resource of slave labor to manufacture munitions and the implements of war.

Personal servants and the favorites of the officers received special favors, including more food to eat. At times they even received medical attention, whereas the rest of the prisoners were left untreated.

If a slave laborer did not produce as expected, he or she was considered expendable. Factory workers were killed for not meeting production quotas. Farm laborers were shot on location for lagging in the fields.

There was an endless demand for slaves to do the work of the state. With millions of Jewish people living in Europe, there was an inexhaustible supply of workers to replace the Jews put to death.


Redemption through Suffering

A HEAVY CLOUD OF ANGST hung low over the camp, a weight bearing down on the psyche. I walked about the yard, passing through crowds of suffering comrades. Looking into their eyes, I felt the pain of their sorrow, grief, and despair. Because of my empathic nature, I sensed the mood of the collective—somber and fearful, yet with a glimmer of hope.

Centuries of persecution had imprinted the psyche of the Jewish people with beliefs about life and the nature of reality. A scar on the consciousness that was unable to heal, these attributes were passed from generation to generation. The history of a race is recorded in the genetic code. The DNA contains subconscious programming for attitudes and emotional tendencies.

As I observed the behavior of my comrades, I noticed thinking patterns and emotional responses that seemed to predominate in Jewish people. On the negative side, I identified guilt, worry (especially among women), and distrust of non-Jews. On the positive side, I recognized intellectual prowess, creativity, and a sense of humor. A full measure of suffering in one’s life was believed necessary to shape a person’s character. The experience of suffering was used to define oneself. Purification through pain was the means to expiate guilt and atone for past offenses.

Through the crucible of suffering, we are redeemed in the eyes of God. Through the experience of pain, we are transmuted into our diamond selves.


Men

ON ORDERS FROM SERGEANT Kroger, I walked through the men’s quarters of the camp. Groups of men lingered in the dusty yard. As I made my way through the crowd I passed by a triad of men, intently engaged in conversation, recounting memories of the lives they had left behind. I heard the intonation of their voices, deep and sorrowful, as they told their stories with heartfelt woe.

One voice caught my attention. I saw a frail old man speaking to the others. His words were deliberate and succinct, punctuated by moments of silence. I turned to look at the face of the old man. “Oh, my God!” I gasped. It was my Uncle Jacob! I dared not speak nor make my presence known. I must move on, and quietly so, I thought.

My heart was bursting with excitement as I arrived back at barracks 12. “Old Mother,” I cried. “I just saw my Uncle Jacob. He is alive!”

Her eyes brightened on hearing the good news. She reached out her hands to hold both of mine. Her tender smile and loving touch calmed my racing heart. I told Old Mother about that fateful day at Uncle Jacob’s farm. “I discovered my gift of hands-on healing,” I exclaimed. “A talking bird told me, ‘Rise above.’ ”

Then I remembered the faces of all the men I had seen today. While my heart felt compassion for the men of Auschwitz, most men seemed to be a different kind of creature than women and girls. The iron men were the aggressors, the destroyers. The women were the victims of the brute force of the men. It was the duty of the women to be the caretakers and the healers, to teach humanity about peace and love.

“Old Mother,” I asked, “How can I love the men of this world? How could I ever marry one of them?”

“God has a plan for the sexes,” she answered. “Within every woman, God planted a male seed. Within every man, God planted a female seed. Each contains the kernel of its opposite. When you are able to love the male part of yourself, then you can love the men of this world.” Thus spoke the wise woman about men and women.



PART SIX
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Debates with the Commandant




Expectancy

THE SUN WAS A blazing ball of fire high in the summer sky. Sitting in the cool shade of my barracks, I observed the comings and goings of wasps from their mud nest under the eaves. The constant hum of buzzing wings seemed particularly loud and tempestuous.

Even the crows were restless, flying helter-skelter, this way and that, crosshatching the sky. There was a feeling of unease, a sense of foreboding that overshadowed the camp. Just as the creatures of the wild instinctively sense danger before a storm, the group mind of the collective was on alert. The crows were cawing and squawking, making lots of noise. They assembled into a V formation with nine crows pointing west.


The Massacre

SPURTS OF MACHINE GUN fire rang out and echoed through the camp. People fled in all directions, scrambling to escape the bullets of doom. The screaming, the sobbing, the horror. People gasped and fell dead in their tracks. Shockwaves of terror rocked everyone.

Hiding in the shadow of the barracks wall, I quickly surveyed the scene of the carnage. Bodies were piled in heaps. Only a few were breathing. Rivers of blood ran into pools, saturating the ground. With the power of intention, I created a DNA-specific shield. It enabled my Jewish comrades to see me, but I remained invisible to all others. Then I hid myself amid the pile of bodies, and tried to remain calm. Blood drizzled over me, covering me like a warm blanket. I did what I could to stop the bleeding, to lessen the pain. As I opened my heart, the flow of healing energy became stronger. The greater the love, the more powerful the healing.

I was in a state of constant prayer as I ministered to the dying. A man asked me to bless his soul. A child wept in my arms. Beside the child lay the twisted body of a girl. “Oh, my God!” My mind screamed. It was Jezra! In that instant my protective shield shattered like glass. A guard spotted me and leaped onto the heap of bodies. As I reached out my arms to hold my soul sister, he ripped me from my dear friend and threw me to the ground.

“We’ve got you now, fearless rebel,” he snarled at me. “We know who you are. You have been caught in direct defiance of official orders. Commandant Schuller has been expecting you.”


Debates with the Commandant

A Toast

THE SKY TURNED BLOOD-RED as the sun set and sank into oblivion.

Two guards grabbed me. One walking in front of me, the other walking behind me, the three of us went to meet the Commandant. I looked down at my bare feet as they stirred up the dust. I had dared to walk the path of Light in the shadow of the Reich. Now my moment of truth was at hand. Was I ready to confront a commander of the forces of Darkness?

We came to a row of three one-story concrete buildings bordering a dirt road. The middle one was camp headquarters, the office of Herr Commandant. The guard knocked on the door, then beckoned for us to enter.

Heinrich Schuller sat behind a big desk, reclining in a black leather armchair. His sharp-heeled black boots rested on the corner of his desk. His face was long with a high brow. His hair was straight and shiny black. Dismissing the guards, he ordered his servant, an SS corporal, to draw the drapes to shut out the light. Then he lit a cigarette extending from an elegant silver holder.

“Aha, rebel child, we meet at last,” he taunted.

I hesitated for a moment, as I wanted to assess his character. My father had taught me how to read a person’s character while measuring the size of his shoes. He had an aura of intellectual arrogance, of the prowess of the mind. He was eager to begin our duel of words, confident that he would win. It was part of our agreement, so this story could be told.

He had the power of the Reich behind him, the authority to judge and condemn. He could put to death those who uphold the Truth, but he had no power over Truth. The Truth itself is invincible. The Truth cannot be moved. The Truth is indestructible and immutable. The Truth is forever free.

“Be my guest, Natasza.” His tone was friendly. He pointed to a silver tray of chocolates. Then he poured schnapps into two waiting glasses and handed one to me. “A toast,” he proposed. Then he stood up and tapped the bowl of his glass against mine. The clink reminded me of the clinking of the heels of the boots of the iron men.

“To world domination,” he said. “Heil Hitler!”

“To Freedom!” I countered. “May all people be free.”

He drank his schnapps and then poured another glass. I reached for a sweet. Candy was a fantasy for the children of the Holocaust. As I sucked on the candy, I looked around the room. Where is Boris when I need him most? I wondered. I supposed he wanted me to find my inner strength, without depending on him to rescue me. I looked back at the Commandant. How shall I relate to this ambassador from hell? I asked myself. To my surprise, the ghostly form of Boris coalesced in front of me.

“Have you forgotten my teaching?” he scolded. “Realize that Herr Schuller is not the enemy. There is only one enemy, which lies within the self. That enemy is ignorance: ignorance of love, ignorance of the Truth.”

As I pondered the words of my mentor, I reached for another square of chocolate. I must not stand in judgment of this man, I realized. Even those we call evil are the children of God.

The Truth Is Whole

Schuller gestured for me to sit down in a wooden chair by the window. As I sat, my mind raced forward. I must devise a plan of action, a strategy of confrontation, I told myself. I see that we are about to play a game of mental chess. I must take the offense and make the first move. That will give me an advantage. If I can checkmate the Commandant, I can save my life. I got up from my chair and stood up as straight and tall as I could. I wanted to look big and powerful. Like a proud red rooster, I puffed up my feathers.

“Who dares to act as the arbiter of Truth?” I asked, daring to challenge his authority. Then, locking my eyes onto his, I drew Archangel Michael’s Sword of Truth. Holding it above my head, I boldly stepped forward in front of his desk, confronting him face to face. As I lowered the sword and pointed it toward him, sparks of blue fire spat out from the blade.

The Commandant could not see my sword. He was blind to the Truth. “The state controls the Truth,” he proclaimed. “The state decides what is real, what is right, and what is true. Submit now to the authority of the Reich.”

“My allegiance is to the Truth,” I replied. The power of Truth overcame my fear. Knowing the Truth gave me the courage to speak it: “The Truth cannot be compromised. It cannot be amended, revised, or updated. The Truth is whole unto itself. Those who tamper with the Truth are prisoners of illusion. Those who live the Truth are free.”

I hoped these words would penetrate his defenses. Perhaps they would open a window in his mind to let in the light.


Death Wish

THE CRUEL DEATH OF her dear friend Rosetta broke Jezra’s spirit. The shock afflicted her soul. The fire of grief consumed her. To escape her suffering, Jezra courted death. She danced with death, flirted with death, and played stone games with the grim reaper. The angels of mercy circled around her, watching, waiting for her final moment to escort her soul from this world to the next.

As healers, we recognized when a person had lost their will to live, when they believed that life was vacant of hope and meaning. Death was busy honoring these calls, arranging for a timely exit from this world, whether by starvation or sickness, accident or torture. The fact that Jezra was caught in the crossfire was not a coincidence. It was her way out of her misery, her method of suicide.


The Incinerators

THE DAY AFTER THE massacre, clouds of black smoke billowed from the tall chimneys of the incinerators. An acrid stench permeated the air. Our lungs burned as we inhaled the blood and bones of our brethren. The incinerators were located in a far corner of the camp, distant from the barracks where we lived. Only once had I seen them, but I never forgot.

At least cremation was a more sanitary method of corpse disposal than burial. The healing sisters took risks by sneaking out to the long trenches where the gravediggers worked. With them they carried rags and scraps of cloth for the men to cover their noses and mouths, to protect them from contracting the diseases of human decay.


Karmic Justice

“WHY DO INNOCENT PEOPLE have to die? Is there justice in the world? If God is love, why does He permit these atrocities?” I demanded answers from my mentor.

Boris heard my words, but did not answer right away. My grief from Jezra’s death had overwhelmed me. “Take a deep breath and calm yourself, my child.” He waited a moment for me to regain my composure. “Realize that we interpret life according to our belief systems, yet our beliefs are not real; they are only constructs of the mind derived from our life experience,” explained the professor.

“Oh, Boris, don’t be so scholarly when my heart is broken. Speak plainly.”

“What I mean is—there are no victims. Jezra chose her life and death,” he answered.

“How can you say that?” I screamed at him, speaking out loud. My blood boiled with righteous anger.

“Before a soul incarnates on Earth, it makes many choices about the nature and circumstances of its new life. The soul meets with its spiritual advisors and discusses its options. During these counseling sessions, the soul asks questions and receives guidance. Then it makes agreements, arranges to meet other souls, and sets up experiences from which it can learn and evolve. This is how destiny is manifested.”

“Why would anyone choose to suffer? Wouldn’t everyone want candy and cake rather than sickness and poverty?”

“The soul has karmic debts to pay off before it can be free,” he explained. “When people act out of harmony with God’s Law of Love, they accrue a karmic debt. At some future time they will reap the consequences of what they had sown, and the account will be balanced. During these prebirth meetings, the soul maps out plans for its next life. It is advised concerning its karmic record and chooses the lessons to be learned that can resolve the karma.”

“That means we are not victims,” I exclaimed.

“Now you understand,” he answered. “When we are born, we forget the choices we made. Then it appears that things happen to us without justification.”

“But what about the death camps, genocide, and mass extermination? Who would choose to come to Auschwitz?”

“Decades ago, a clarion call was sounded in the heavens. Millions of souls heard and answered the call. They lined up at the Karmic Gates, volunteering for this mission. They said, ‘We will sacrifice our lives so the world will choose a higher way to live. All people are one. No race is superior to another.’

“Karma is the cosmic fire that purifies the soul,” explained my mentor. “Through intense and prolonged suffering, millions of souls are freeing themselves from huge karmic debts.”

“Can races and nations create karma?” I asked.

“Yes. Groups of souls make agreements and learn lessons, but on a larger scale than individuals do. Many wars result from the karmic fire of races and nations in confrontation. The friction of differing cultural beliefs and values explodes into violence. Ideals of racial destiny and superiority provide the justification for killing.”

“Why does history repeat itself?” I asked.

“Because humanity has not learned from past experience. The same lessons come to us in new packaging until we learn to practice compassion, forgiveness, and reverence for life.”

“What is the cause of war?” I asked.

“Limited thinking,” he answered. “People fight over territory and natural resources because they believe that there is not enough for everyone. Justice in the world is necessary for peace among the nations. When people come from the heart, humanity will begin a new era of global cooperation. The rich nations will willingly share their resources, and hunger and poverty can be eliminated.”

“What is the lesson that war is teaching us?” I wanted to know.

“Conflict in the world is a reflection of the inner struggles of the human psyche. We are all at war within ourselves. We are all responsible. Since all people are one, one person at peace can save the world.”


Healing Karma

“IS THE JEWISH RACE carrying a karmic debt from the past?” I wondered.

“That is true,” answered my mentor. “The karmic origins of the Holocaust date back to the time of Exodus. In the days of the Hebrew Bible, people were disconnected from their emotions. It was an accepted norm for one race to annihilate another without feeling remorse.

“When the Israelites invaded the Land of Canaan, they believed they had the right to conquer the region. Because they slaughtered all the people that lived there, they accrued a karmic debt. To free themselves from the web of karma, the Jewish people need to release their anger and blame and find compassion for those who persecuted them.”

“In the midst of our suffering, do you expect us to be capable of offering forgiveness?” I asked.

“That is the challenge that you face by being here, my child,” he answered.


Avenue of Escape

I PRAYED FOR DELIVERANCE FROM the endless struggle and horror of my days. My deliverance was death. I longed to escape. “I am ready,” I told God. “Take me. Take me. I trust in You to find me a way out.”

I knew I would not live to see the bright smile of victory. I would not live to witness the Day of Liberation. My fate rested in the hands of God.


The Blue Room

AS MY FEISTY TONGUE spoke words of Truth to open Heinrich Schuller’s mind, I realized that I was sabotaging my survival. A severe punishment would be forthcoming. My time to walk this earth was short.

Two days after my confrontation with the Commandant, a guard yanked me by the arm and dragged me into the yard. Unfolding a handwritten note, he read:


Rebel child:
Truth is treason.
Squelch your tongue.
Submit or die.
Commandant Schuller



The guard took me to a waiting vehicle. The driver was a drone, a mechanical man at the wheel. To scare me he pushed down hard on the throttle and revved the engine, making it roar. Then he drove down one dirt road and up the next, then around the corner and down again.

We arrived at the maintenance sector of the camp—where the repair shops, utility buildings, and storage sheds were located. At the end of a long dirt road stood a blue concrete building. It was square in shape, perhaps six meters on each side. After parking the vehicle on the shaded side, the driver signaled for me to get out. He pushed open the heavy steel door and shoved me inside. Behind me, I heard the door swing on its hinges and clank shut.

My body began to quiver and shake as I realized where I was. Echoes of terror reverberated off the walls. Pangs of panic tightened my gut. A bully reached behind me and bolted the door. A second man pushed me into the corner of the room and ordered me to undress. I dropped my dusty clothes into a pile on the floor.

All at once, the three bullies pounced on me. They overpowered me with brute force and threw me down onto a long narrow table in the center of the room. I looked up into their faces, grim and grotesque, as they pulled tight the straps against my skinny naked body. Clink—one cold metal buckle was fastened across my chest. Clink—a second metal buckle was fastened tight across my thighs. Electrodes attached to long wires were taped to my arms and legs.

Eager to begin the torture, a fat bully sat behind the control panel, puffing on an imported cigar. He blew smoke rings into the air and flicked the burning ashes onto my naked torso. He leaned over to check the readings on the big dials, then grabbed the end of a long metal handle.

Strapped down on the table, I felt vulnerable and ashamed. My tender pubescent body was being scrutinized by the eyes of evil. What wretched minds seek sadistic pleasure from the agony of their fellow humans?

Snugly gripping the electric throttle with his palm and fingers, the control man began to pull down the handle. The current surged through me as I tensed and writhed on the table. I was screaming, screaming, screaming until he pulled up the handle. End of the first assault. The second time, one of the electrodes was thrust up my anus. The pain was unbearable. I do not want to remember. The third time, an electrode was inserted into my vagina. I could not scream. I felt powerless and paralyzed, a prisoner of terror. One more time, and I could not see. During the last assault I passed out.

I woke up some time later. I found myself lying naked in front of the blue room. The sky was black, and the air was cold. From my heart I prayed: “Father God, please save my life. Give me the strength to reach my bed tonight. Thank you. Amen.”


My Recovery

FOR TWO DAYS AND nights I lay motionless. Even the slightest twist or turn caused excruciating pain. My bones ached. My nerves were fried. I could not eat. I could barely see. Clumps of hair fell out of my head. Old Mother stood by my bedside, praying for a miracle healing. Then Aniela and Klara came to channel divine energy. They held their hands above my head and heart, and healing energy emanated from their palms. The healers whom I had trained gave me the healing that saved my life.

Word spread quickly throughout the nation of crows. “Natasza is ailing. Gather food and flowers.” My crow allies foraged the fields and the forests near the abandoned potato farm. They returned with juicy red berries, succulent plums, and other fruits of the season. They carried sprigs of mint in their beaks and medicinal herbs. They plundered the nests of neighboring birds and brought me the eggs of the finch and the starling. They gathered the blossoms of daisies and wild roses.

Praising the crows for their dedication to our cause, Aniela graciously accepted these gifts from the bosom of nature, the greatest mother of all. She held them up to her heart, then gently sprinkled the flower petals around my head. The fragrance of flowers offered the essence of healing.

Like their Jewish counterparts, the crows were genetically adapted for survival. A clever and intelligent mind was a valued feature of bird and human alike.


Courage

ANIELA SAT DOWN ON a wooden crate by my bedside. As she reached out to hold my hand, her inquiring brown eyes looked searchingly into mine. “Dearest sister,” she said, “what makes you so brave? I have watched you challenge the power of the Reich. I have seen you defy the orders of the Commandant. You are willing to endure suffering, inviting your own death, in your dedication to healing and the cause of freedom. You stand a head taller than the rest of us, even though by stature you are small.”

“Blessed Aniela,” I answered her, “what I can do is possible for all of us. I am completely committed to the mission that God has entrusted to me. Every particle of my being is focused on my life work. I know that God has confidence in my ability to succeed. When I feel the pain of my people, I cannot stand by or turn away. My heart knows true compassion. I am one with all life. I am one with you. I am one with everyone.”

“You are so wise, Natasza,” she exclaimed. “I admire your courage.”

“Courage does not mean the absence of fear,” I responded. “It means rising above the fear, not being controlled by the fear, going forward in spite of the fear. Fear is overcome by living your life purpose. Fear dissolves when you surrender to love.”


Dream Message

WHILE I WAS SLEEPING, a message was being sent to my subconscious mind. My brain waves shifted in frequency, and my psyche was cast adrift in a sea of dreams. I saw an image of myself as a truth seeker walking through a dark forest. I had wandered off the beaten trail and had lost my way in the dense underbrush. I was on an important mission, and I prayed for direction. A wayfarer appeared out of nowhere and crossed my path at just the right moment, guiding me to safety. The man hobbled slowly forward, leaning on a wooden staff. It was Boris! In his ethereal dream voice Boris called to me, “Arise, Natasza. Prepare for an emergency!”


The Beating of Uncle Jacob

THE RAIN POUNDED DOWN like hard rubber bullets, dropping from the midnight sky. Bolts of lightening broke the sky in two. Electricity charged the air.

The crows were banging their beaks on the roof of my barracks, trying to wake me up. Boris tapped me on the shoulder, then whispered in my ear, “Arise, Natasza! Destiny is calling. Come with me.”

Opening my eyes I heard the crows hammering intently on the roof above me. Quickly I dressed and grabbed my kit of medical supplies. Like a soldier preparing for battle, like a wolf before the hunt, I braced myself to face danger and death. The thunder shook the ground under my feet as I walked. Boris merged his astral presence with my auric field. Thus aligned energetically, we set forth concealed by the darkness. With Boris as my protection I was invisible to enemy eyes.

Our destination was forbidden territory, the men’s quarters of the camp. At midnight we reached barracks 22. As we stood in front of the door, he separated his energy field from mine. “You must go in alone,” he telepathed to me.

Taking a deep breath, I focused my intention and created my own shield of invisibility. Then I daringly stepped into the room, not knowing what I was going to find there.

In the center of the room was a long cot. Lying in a stupor on the cot was an old man, gaunt and frail. Three iron men surrounded him, the bullies of the Reich, kicking and beating the defenseless man. His skin was pale. His hair was white. His eyes were sunken deep within his skull. He appeared to see nothing, as if he were blind. His pointed white beard was drizzled with blood. He was my uncle Jacob!

I watched in horror, not knowing what to do. I felt the urge to plunge forward, to stop the torture, to rescue him from certain death. But I had to stand back, or both of us would have died. Helplessly, I watched as they brutalized the old man. The sergeant raised his leg and kicked Uncle Jacob’s face with the heel of his boot, breaking his nose.

No longer could I maintain my composure. A rush of adrenalin surged through me. The sheer brutality of the torture triggered me emotionally, and my shield of invisibility collapsed. In that instant, the brute sergeant spotted me. The guards grabbed me and brought me to a concrete cell. I spent the night locked inside the jail, while the rats outside ran free. The next day I was to face the Commandant.


Debates with the Commandant

Standing in the Truth

THE COLD METAL DOOR of my concrete cell opened. Clang. “Hurry! Get ready to meet the Commandant,” the guard warned me. Moments later, two soldiers grabbed me and brought me to the doorstep of the Commandant.

After dismissing the guards, Heinrich Schuller paced back and forth across the room, his hands clenched tightly behind his back. He was mentally preparing to make his move, deliberating on the game at hand. Squaring off to face me, he played his role as my interrogator. He assumed the posture of a Grand Inquisitor looking for heretics who defied his authority. I was on trial as a freedom fighter because I stood up for the Truth.

Preparing to confront my adversary, I drew Archangel Michael’s sword. As the blue flame of Truth enveloped me, the power of Truth surged through me. All fear left me. I stood uncompromising in the Truth.

“Rebel child,” he said, challenging me, “what makes you so fearless? Why don’t you obey my orders?”

“My obedience is to the Truth,” I proclaimed. “The Truth is invincible. The Truth shall not be moved. The Light of Truth shall overcome. Victory to the Truth!”

“Fear is our number one weapon. Why don’t you succumb to fear?” he persisted.

“When I am helping others I forget about myself. The love I feel for my people overrides concerns for my survival. Fear has no power in a heart graced by love.”

“There is only one truth, Fraulein: the one manufactured by the state. Submit to authority, or you will die.”

I stood tall before my interrogator:


“Standing in the Truth, I feel no fear.
“Speaking the Truth, I manifest God’s Word.
“Living the Truth, I am free.”




The Whipping

BY CONSCIOUS CHOICE I had disobeyed the orders of the Gestapo. Commandant Schuller believed that he had no choice, that he had to comply with the dictates of his superiors. His bible was written by an iron hand.

My punishment was intended to break my will. Commandant Schuller had given the order: torture by whipping.

Sergeant Streiker was eager to begin. He held his whip stretched out between his hands, impregnating it with the power of evil. He spat at my feet with disdain. I stood for the Truth, enemy number one of the forces of Darkness. I stood for freedom, trusting in God for my salvation. Truth and freedom walk hand in hand.

Like a mad showman at a circus, he whisked his whip around and around, whistling all the while. He circled it around and cracked it up and down. He gave his performance with stunning agility. Using clever maneuvers he tried to terrorize me, provoke me, and break me down. He cracked a big grin as he played his game of intimidation. The whip was an angry viper dancing to the tune he whistled. It hissed like a snake preparing to strike. But I knew the venom of evil cannot poison the hearts of God’s servants.

“Recant or die!” he spat again, threatening me. As he cracked the whip above my head, the tail caught a bunch of my hair and yanked it from my scalp.

“Repeat these words:


“The state is God.
“I swear allegiance to the Reich.
“I submit to authority.”



“Never!” I shouted back. “I will never betray my vows to God. I will die first before I tell a lie.”

Thus began hours of torture. When it was over, I collapsed onto the ground. My back was bleeding, burning with raw pain. My soul departed on a journey to meet my Maker. By God’s grace, my crow allies arrived in the nick of time. They dropped pink rosebuds over my heart to revive my broken body. Then came the angels of mercy, who retrieved my soul and returned it to my temple of flesh. It was not my time to go. I still had unfinished business. My debates with the Commandant were not yet complete.


Debates with the Commandant

My Last Chance

TWO GUARDS GRABBED ME and dragged me to Commandant Schuller’s office. I walked into the room with my head bowed, expecting the most severe punishment to be meted out. The air in his office seemed oppressive. I felt an impending sense of doom. This time, there was no tray of chocolates, no schnapps. This time, there was no banter of ideas and philosophies, no mental gymnastics. This time was the last time.

“I offer you the bargain of your life,” he said, trying to persuade me. “Pledge your allegiance to the state. Obey my orders. Then you will be saved. Then you will be rewarded. You will be treated preferentially and receive more food, even scraps of meat. Your life will be much easier when you submit your will to the authority of the Reich. What do you say, Natasza?”

I felt a rush of adrenalin. Then I stood up straight and tall. Claiming my power, I drew the Sword of Truth and pointed it directly at him. “I will not make a deal with you. I will not bargain with the Truth.”

“This is an ultimatum,” he retorted. “Speak the truth and die, or lie to save your life.”

I knew my words would seal my fate. All fear left me. I was standing in the Truth. “I am married to the Truth,” I answered him. “Not even death can separate us.” Daggers of light shot out of my eyes. Sparks of blue fire flew out of my mouth as I dared to speak the truth.

“Brave words fly like sparks from the mouth of a child,” he said, commending me. To my surprise he got up from his desk, clicked his heels, and saluted me. “I admire you for your bravery, rebel child, but I am not free to let you go. I have a job to do. I am obligated to follow orders.”

In spite of his power, the Commandant of Auschwitz was not free. He had surrendered his power of choice. Even the Führer was a prisoner of his own madness and fanaticism. “I order you to death by firing squad. You are dismissed.”



PART SEVEN

[image: ]

My Destiny




My Destiny

WALKING OUT THE DOOR of command headquarters, I squinted in the bright light of day. I struggled to focus my vision on reality. How many more days will I live on this Earth? I wondered.

“Do not grieve over your fate, my child,” I heard telepathically. As I made my way along the hard and dusty road, I sensed an astral presence close at hand.

“Oh, dear Boris, welcome friend!” I exclaimed.

“This is not your first life. It is not your last. You have lived and died a thousand times,” explained the professor.

“Do you mean I will live again to see the sun and the rain, to cry and love and dance for joy?”

“Yes, child. That is your destiny, and so it shall be. Realize that the memory of this life is imprinted on your soul. You will be born again, to Jewish parents in the United States, before this war is over. When you awaken to your innate divinity, you will write the true story of your life, to tell the world what you have learned. The act of writing will heal your emotions. It will purge you of dark residues from the core of your being. The process of reading will heal the races and nations of the world from prejudice and intolerance. No longer will they be able to justify vengeance and retaliation.

“You will live on in the hearts of millions. A time will come when the peoples of the Earth shed the false cloak of racial identity. Each person will recognize the God within.”


Meesha

AS I STRETCHED OUT my arms to change my blouse, I felt an unusual tenderness in my breasts. I decided to confide in Old Mother. I could talk freely with her about intimate subjects. The heart of my dear mother, Nadia, would be gladdened to know of my trust in this wise and caring woman.

“My body is changing, Old Mother. I don’t understand why.”

“You are with child, Natasza. A new life is growing within you.”

How could this be? I wondered in amazement. I am sentenced to death, and at the same time I find out that I am pregnant. I remembered the fate of Klara’s baby. Better that the child die in my womb than be served as dinner to Commandant Schuller.

Then I saw a sphere of light and felt a presence that moved me to tears. “I am Meesha, spirit of your unborn child.” In my mind the words rang like temple bells. “I come to accompany you in your last moments. I shall be with you during your time of passing. Do not fear. The love of God is with you always. The mercy of God is everlasting.”


Confession

TIME WAS SHORT. I had to set my life in order. I had answered the call and had lived my life for God. He was calling me Home. Taking a stubby pencil from my coat pocket, I began to compose a letter. I wanted to tell Captain Otto of my secret feelings for him:


Dear Captain,

This message to you is my last. I am sentenced to death by execution. It will be soon; the exact moment I know not.

Every thought, every feeling stands out in relief against the backdrop of eternity. Love and life, fear and death—what is the meaning of it all?

Now I must confess the depth of my feelings for you. Due to our silence, my love was unspeakable. Because of our circumstances, my love is inexplicable. I am with child; your child. Like your wife I will carry the unborn to my grave. May you marry again and beget children of love who will heal the wounds of war.

Very truly yours,
Natasza



I gave my letter to Boris. He delivered it to the captain’s quarters, placing it on the little table by the window. It sat next to the porcelain teapot, where we had spoken with our eyes in the silence of communion.


Blessings

DEATH WAS IMMINENT. I was terrified. I am only sixteen years old, I thought. Surely I am too young to die. The child in my womb is a promise yet unborn.

I cried dry tears and prayed and prayed. I felt torn apart. My soul longed for freedom, yet my psyche clung to life. Like a ray of hope, a single shaft of light shone through the dusty window and touched my bleeding heart.

Soft footsteps approached. Aniela came to my bedside, her bright eyes shining with compassion. Klara, the comforter, followed behind her, limping lightly on her twisted foot. Next I saw Gretta, the fearless moralist. Lastly came Old Mother, standing in the shadows.

“Arise, Natasza. Wash away your sea of sorrow,” said Aniela. “We have come to pray for the liberation of your soul.” Interlocking their hands, the sisters of mercy formed a circle of love around me.

“We thank you, Natasza, for your dedication to your healing mission,” said Klara. “To us you are soul sister and friend, teacher and healer. The kingdom of heaven awaits you. Soon you shall behold the glory of God. Blessings to you, Angel of Auschwitz.”


Betrayal

MY PSYCHE BECAME A battleground of two opposing armies of thought. The battle line was drawn: for life on one side, for death on the other. The raging inner warfare tore me apart. Thoughts arising from my death wish were born of anguish and despair. They argued:


Life is too painful.
I cannot go on.
I’m exhausted.
I’ve done my part.
I must escape this horror.



My thoughts for life were born of hope and expectancy. They argued:


I am too young to die.
My unborn baby deserves a chance.
My people need me.
I must hold on until the Day of Liberation.
I long to reunite with my family.



I seesawed back and forth between hope for the future and anger at the past. My anger took control of me. I was determined to confront Boris and tell him off.

“You betrayed me!” I yelled at him. “You violated our agreement. You promised to protect me. I depended on you, and you failed me. You knew my shields were weakening. You knew! You should have intervened to save me from capture.”

“Calm yourself, child,” he spoke softly. “Take a few deep breaths. Now listen. Realize that you betrayed yourself. You prayed for deliverance. Your deliverance is death. You set it up that way.”

“Well, now I have changed my mind,” I argued.

“Talk to God about your decision. It is between you and Him. I cannot interfere. For you, death is the ultimate healer. Soon you shall be free. Rejoice.”


Last Walk

THE GIRLS OF OUR sisterhood gathered once more to honor Aniela. My healing assistant had graduated to become the new leader of our team of healers. Confident in her ability to carry on the mission, I felt relieved that she was finally prepared to take my place. Each girl pledged anew her commitment to God and humanity, to abide by the Healer’s Code, to give of herself in selfless service. After a simple ceremony, the sisters of mercy gathered around me to express their heartfelt good-byes. I was surrounded with love and embraced by those most dear to my heart.

Suddenly, two iron men walked into our barracks and broke apart our tender farewell party. They yanked me from the loving arms of my soul sisters and shoved me out the door. “Get going, Jew girl!” they snarled to hurry me along. Like rabid dogs biting at my feet, they kicked me and prodded me with their rifle butts.

Just in time, Boris appeared at my side. “I have never been so glad to see you!” I exclaimed. “I forgive you.” He projected the blue ray of peace into my energy field and my anxiety subsided. “This is the end of me. God help me!” I implored. For the last time, we prayed together. “Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil: for Thou art with me. Thy rod and Thy staff, they comfort me.…” Even the guards appeared tranquilized as the power of prayer touched their iron hearts. They slowed down their pace and seemed calmer.

“I am proud of you, Natasza,” said my mentor. “For years you have survived adversity. Your strength of will and faith kept you going. I have watched you grow up from a shy and awkward girl into a strong and commanding young woman. You have wielded the Sword of Truth at the risk of your own life. Bravo!”

“I answered the call of my heart,” was my simple reply.

“Your achievements are much greater than you realize.”

“How so?” I asked.

“Listen.”

I heard the sound of boots crunching the ice on the frozen ground. I heard the calls of a flock of crows flying overhead. I heard a chorus of a thousand muffled voices whispering my name: “Natasza. Natasza, we love you.” I could not see who was calling me. I did not know who they were or where they were.

“Now is the time for the full truth to be revealed to you,” explained my spirit guardian. “Thousands of lost souls saw your light like a beacon in the night and attached themselves to you. Through your grace, they hope for their own salvation. You are the Atlas of Auschwitz, carrying thousands of souls on your shoulders. That is why you are so weary. I was not permitted to tell you this until your last moments. It takes a great soul to carry the weight of the multitudes. You would not have believed yourself capable of this noble task. Your doubt would have undone you.”


Firing Squad

IT WAS A DREARY day in winter. The phantom sun sat on the edge of the sky, sending light to the fainthearted. The sun god Ra rose from his golden throne and saluted me, in honor of the Torch of Light I had carried for the world.

The two iron men were joined by another five. They led me to an open field reserved for executions. I walked barefoot on the frozen ground. It felt like I was walking in slow motion, in time and out of time. A squadron of angry crows assailed the guards, screaming:


“No more war.
“Stop the bloodshed.
“Lay down your arms.”



The iron men were irritated by the noisy crows. My executioners were restless and anxious, breathing animosity. They stared at me with their eyes of evil. I looked down at the ground to protect myself from their darkness. Mother Earth heard the call of my heart and embraced me with her loving arms. “Fear not, child of Light. Love is here,” said the Earth.

Grateful to be blindfolded, I surveyed the scene with my inner sight. Many hundreds of guests had gathered to watch the final act in the story of my life. Boris, of course, was at my side. Then the spirits of Jezra, Uncle Jacob, and Meesha appeared. Angels and spiritual masters revealed themselves to me. The spirits of comrades arrived—those whom I had ministered to—the ones I had loved and lost. I began to pray, remembering a psalm of David:


“God is my refuge and my salvation.
“I shall not fear, though the Earth be moved
“And the mountains carried into the midst of the sea.”



Seven shots rang out. I collapsed and fell to the ground. It took a long time to die as I slowly bled to death. The pain was more than I could bear, and I lost consciousness. Death was my final liberation.


The Angel of Death

MY SOUL SOARED HEAVENWARD, free at last. Seeing with the eyes of my spirit, I looked down at the fallen body of a young woman, lying on the frozen ground. She lay curled up in fetal position, bleeding profusely, a pool of blood collecting around her body. Her abdomen was ripped open—a brutal violation. A pair of black crows landed by her side. With tender care, they rearranged her hair, strand by strand, pulling it out of her eyes and away from her face.

A bright light appeared before me and turned into a magnificent angel.

“Who are you?” I dared to ask as I looked at him with awe.

“I am the Angel of Death,” he introduced himself. “My purpose is to free the soul from bondage to the flesh. The moment of death is the birth of spiritual life. Now you shall know the truth of who you are.”


The Golden Prince

I WAS SWEPT ALONG BY a celestial wind that carried me to the gates of a heavenly temple. The bells of the temple rang out, and the gates swung open. In the courtyard of the temple grew a flourishing garden. At the center of the garden was a fountain of love that watered all the flowers. White doves of peace fluttered over the fountain and drank of its holy waters. Next to the fountain stood a humble Gardener. A crown of glory sat upon His head, shining like the sun. The robe He wore was of a golden hue. His radiance was cobalt blue.

The Gardener came to greet me and handed me a rose. I placed the rose over my heart and looked into His gentle eyes. From the sacred heart of His being, divine love issued forth in waves. In awe of the majesty of love, I fell to my knees weeping. It was love so powerful, so sweet, I never imagined it could be so. From the depths of my soul, torrents of tears streamed forth, cleansing my psyche of wounds from the past, preparing me for new life.

Returning to my feet, I spoke to the Golden Prince, “Please, Master,” I beseeched Him, “Return to Earth to save the world from evil. Millions suffer and die in a horrific tragedy. God must intervene to stop the Holocaust.”

The Prince answered, “I have come to light the lamp of love in the temple of your heart. Evil can gain no foothold in a heart graced by love. Love is the savior of the world.”


Rise Above

SWEPT ALONG BY THE celestial wind, I was taken on a journey through time. As I looked down below me, I viewed memories from my childhood, like watching a movie of my life. I saw a scene with a farmhouse and snow-covered hills. Children were laughing and sledding down the steep slopes.

The winds of time abated, and I was dropped into the scene. I landed on my knees at the roots of a tall lonesome pine. Rising to my feet, I heard the flapping of wings and saw a great bird land on the pinnacle of the tree. I remembered the hawk that foretold my future that fateful day of destiny when I discovered my gift of healing.

“People of Earth,” spoke the Spirit Bird, “claim your power. Rise above. Rise above.”

“Rise above” was the message that helped me survive the dark days at Auschwitz. I rose above fear to find courage and faith. I rose above anger to find compassion for my enemies. I rose above my own suffering to minister healing to my people. Rising above the mood of the collective, I stayed tuned to my higher guidance, and true to the voice of my heart. I trusted the wisdom of love to guide me and to light the way ahead.

In death I was victorious because I met the challenges of my life. I honored my commitment to serve the Light and to stand up for the Truth.


The Book of My Life

CARRIED ALONG BY THE winds of heaven, I traveled by temples of healing and celestial universities. In the distance, I saw a white alabaster hall with tall columns on each side of the entrance. The wind dropped me in the courtyard, and I found myself standing on the doorstep of a vast cosmic library.

“Welcome to the Hall of Records,” I heard a melodious voice greeting me. “You have been brought here to read the book of your life.” A guide from the hall handed me a volume with a green cover, with my name embossed on it in gold letters. Opening the Book of Life of Natasza Pelinski, I read the dedication page: “To Truth, Freedom, and Justice.” Now I understood the purpose of my life.


The Wheel of Time

THE CELESTIAL WIND SWEPT me along, past dreamlands and fantasy worlds, carrying me to the gate of a heavenly amusement park. A trumpet sounded, and the gate swung open. I heard the music of the spheres playing from the loudspeakers. Bears danced gaily to a lively tune, acrobats performed amazing feats, and jugglers swallowed balls of fire. A sky-blue angel with gossamer wings handed me a ticket for a ride through time. Like a revolving wheel of time, a giant Ferris wheel turned around and around. As each seat passed by me, I saw an aspect of myself as I was in a previous life.

On the first seat of the Ferris wheel sat an Incan medicine woman holding a pouch of herbs. Behind her I saw the Andes Mountains of Peru. During that lifetime, I practiced the art of healing and prepared brews and potions for my tribe.

On the second seat sat a young woman resting in a field of lilies. She was among a gathering of disciples of the Christ. During that lifetime I learned about the power of love to heal and to transform the ways of mankind.

On the third seat of the wheel of time sat an Egyptian pharaoh. Behind him shone the sun, the one god whose rays bore the breath of life. During that lifetime I rebelled against tradition, sweeping away the past. I was a spiritual revolutionary, with a passionate sense of purpose.

Next to him sat a young man he was mentoring, a student of metaphysics and the occult sciences. I recognized those intense dark eyes. In this life he was known as Adolf Hitler.

To my left, a second Ferris wheel went round and round. The images of the people on the seats were fuzzier, representing me in future lives. On the first seat sat a young Jewish woman to be born in the United States. She was to become a writer and seeker of Truth. And so it shall be, the next lifetime of Natasza Pelinski.


Call of the Soul

EVEN WHEN THE ARMY of Light is victorious and wins the Second World War, the force of evil will attempt to subvert the authority of Truth. The battle between Light and Dark will continue in the hearts and minds of humankind. Only when we recognize that our separation from God is illusion will the struggle cease. When humanity realizes its innate divinity, the Truth will triumph and freedom will reign.

To know God is the purpose of life and the true calling of the soul.


Time to Heal

THE MASTERS OF LIGHT have opened a window of grace for the healing of humanity. It is time to forgive the past, to set the future free. It is the need of the hour to claim our power, to cast off the yoke of victimhood.

Spiritual warriors all, answer the call. Everyone is being called to the throne of Truth and Freedom. Freedom is the choice of the brave who dare to live the Truth. Freedom is the birthright of humanity. Claim it now.



Prayer for Peace on Earth

We pray for a united world of brotherhood, with tolerance and understanding among all peoples.


We pray for an end to war,
The alleviation of suffering
The cessation of violence, bloodshed, and torture,
The healing of sexual abuse,
An end to the subjugation of women,
The abolition of animal cruelty.



We pray that humankind shall respect and honor the Earth and the kingdoms of nature.


We pray for a global awakening of humanity,
Grace for all the world,
Victory for the forces of Light,
The fulfillment of the Divine Plan.



Peace: Arabic: salam; Cantonese: peng on; Cherokee: dohiyi; Dutch: vrede; Ancient Egyptian: hetep; Inuktitut: erkigsnek; French: paix; German: frieden; Greek: eiphnh; Hebrew: shalom; Hindi: shanti; Indonesian: damai; Italian: pace; Japanese: heiwa; Kongo: kikoendi; Kurdish: ashti; Navajo: ke; Polish: pokoj; Portuguese: paz; Russian: mir; Sanskrit: shantih; Spanish: paz; Tibetan: zhide; Turkish: baris; Zapotec: layeni.





AFTERWORD
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NOW THAT YOU HAVE finished reading this story, take a break before beginning the Afterword. Allow your subconscious mind and emotions to process what has been brought up for you. Allow time for personal transformation to take place. Please release any emotions that may have been triggered for you. Ask yourself the question, “What lessons does Natasza have to teach that I can apply to my own life?”

My present life is in many ways a continuation of Natasza’s journey. In this life, my soul has chosen to experience extreme abuse and intense suffering. I have had to struggle, as Natasza did, with a conflict between the higher and lower aspects of my nature, between rage and self-hatred on the one hand and compassion and forgiveness on the other, for the people who caused me trauma. I have pursued a path of self-healing and finally feel free of the emotional burdens that I carried for so many years. In the course of self-discovery, which includes the writing of this book, I have found that understanding the interplay of Light and Dark has provided me with a framework in which to make sense of my own struggle. It has helped me realize my role and purpose and how I might best contribute to the healing of the world.

I have learned some powerful truths in this life, and I want to share them with you. I feel responsible to warn you about the strategies of the Dark Side, to spare you the suffering that I went through. I cannot put down my pen with a clear conscience if I do not at least attempt to expose their plans and intentions to take away our freedom. The forces that brought about Nazi Germany are still active in the world today.

I want to reveal to you the secrets of the Dark so they may be brought into the light. The dark ones will lose their power when we become aware of their presence and their methods of control and manipulation. Fear is their weapon. In order to survive and become master of my destiny, I have learned to face my fears and overcome them, and to trust in the invincible power of God.

Your light is needed. I wish to inspire you to discover your role in the Divine Plan. I wish to encourage you to make a commitment to serve the Light. We need all hands on deck, steering spaceship Earth home to the Heart of our Creator.

Two of my main writing guides are Kuan Yin and Saint Germain. Kuan Yin is assisting humanity to experience mercy and compassion. Saint Germain is a great master of wisdom helping humanity learn how to be free. Some of this section is based on my own life experience of what I have come to believe and know. It represents the best of my understanding at this stage of my life and is not intended to convey an ideology or absolute truth. It may speak to you, or it may not. If it does not resonate with your personal truth, you may take from it what is useful to you, or you may skip this section and go to “Healing the Wounds of the Past.”
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I am inviting you, if you wish, to delve more deeply into understanding the underlying causes of the Holocaust, and I am offering suggestions for healing the past. This part will help you view the events of the story within a larger spiritual context. Please take time now for healing as it may apply to you before proceeding on.
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Play of Duality

BEFORE TIME BEGAN, THE Planners designed the game of duality to advance spiritual evolution. As part of the game plan, two opposing forces are competing and vying to win the allegiance of humankind. The Light serves the Creator and the Divine Plan, while the forces of Darkness seek to subvert God’s will. The Adversary creates obstacles, blockages, and challenges for individuals, groups, and nations. The force of opposition can serve as a catalyst for breakthroughs and transformation, accelerating our spiritual growth. As we surmount obstacles and overcome difficulties, we strengthen our faith and power of will. Some people need to experience tragedy—the death of a loved one, the breakup of a marriage, a major illness—before they embark on a path of self-examination and spiritual discovery. The qualities of patience, courage, loyalty, and perseverance are developed through the trials of human life.

The Planners reside in the higher realms and oversee the entire process. Each side has a master plan, an agenda, and strategies of operation. For millennia the army of Light has battled the Dark Lords for control of our planet. The struggle continues on the world stage today. Everyone is being prodded to take a stand and make the choice between service to the Light and submission to the Dark.

Step into the Oneness

When humanity lives in the heart, we shall know that we are one. When humanity lives in unity, peace will prevail on Earth. The Masters of Light are offering the Torch of Liberty to every man, woman, and child. The gift of grace is available to everyone. Our souls are calling us to step into the oneness and realize the truth of our innate divinity.


Let the light of our consciousness
Ignite the fire of love in the world.



The Journey Home

WHEN THE PEOPLE OF Earth lived in oneness, they knew who they were. With the Fall from grace, the game of duality commenced. Veils of illusion were placed over their spiritual sight and they forgot their divine nature. Humanity began a journey Home to divine reunion. They were given free will to navigate the course. The consequences of their choices determined their progress on the path to knowing God.

As humanity awakens, the veils are progressively lifted. As their spiritual sight is restored, people will know the Truth. The game of duality will come to completion. People will realize that they were never separate from God. They never left Home.


In the heart of the darkness,
The light is always shining,
Calling us forever,
To return home to love.







The Masters of Light:
The Divine Plan

THE OPERATION OF OUR universe is managed by an organization of spiritual helpers called the Hierarchy of Light. Each of these great beings has a purpose and function to perform in service to the Creator. They comprise the divine government of our planet, solar system, and galaxy.

There is a plan for the spiritual evolution of humanity, and the Masters of Light are responsible to carry it out. They bring forth the energies to direct and accelerate humanity’s progress. They inspire writers and inventors with new ideas and offer spiritual guidance to those who ask.

The Divine Plan is unfolding in stages. Each timeline has established parameters and governing principles. Free will is the learning tool for the age we are living in. Free will interfaces with the Divine Plan. When human will and divine will are one, then we shall see the Day of Liberation.

Someday humanity will be free. Someday people will know the Truth. They will know who they are. They will realize that God is love. Love is our essential nature. Love is the answer.


From the heart fire of God’s love, the universe blazed forth into existence.

Every atomic particle and wave of energy is sustained by the grace of God’s love.

Even the emptiness of space is filled with the love of the Creator.

Love vibrates in the stillness. It vibrates throughout the universe, on all worlds, in all timelines and dimensions.

Love is the essence of who we are. We are made in the image of God because we are an expression of His unconditional love.







The Dark Forces

THE FÜHRER SERVED A hierarchy of evil that seeks dominion over the Earth and its inhabitants. The Holocaust in one chapter of an age-old master plan to control and enslave humanity.

The Master Plan

The Dark Side intends to disconnect humanity from its sources of power and sustenance by separating humankind from God and nature. They intend to undermine the Divine Plan by diverting truth seekers from the spiritual path and by subverting the divine right of free will. They test, tempt, and mislead those working for the Light, attempting to weaken their resolve and hinder their spiritual progress.

The Adversary intends to eliminate the dark-skinned races of the world that revere and honor the Earth. By desecrating the Earth and annihilating Earth religions, they seek to divorce humankind from its roots.

The forces of Darkness create confusion over the nature of God and sow the seeds of conflict among the great religions of the world. The plan of the Dark Side is to prevent humanity from realizing that God dwells within each one of us and that God is known in the heart.

How They Operate

The Dark Brotherhood operates covertly to keep humanity ignorant of its plans and deeds. They are masters of deceit, twisting the truth to promote their agenda. They project fear and negativity into the minds of the populace to generate social unrest and dissatisfaction, fanning the fires of hatred and fueling the emotions that instigate war. They thrive on the pathos of human suffering.

The dark ones prey on the weaknesses of human nature, testing a person’s ability to control their passions and desires. They are looking for cracks in one’s system of defenses to find those places where they are most vulnerable. They use a person’s greatest fears to sabotage their life, presenting opportunities to fall and to fail.

The dark ones are self-serving. Because they lack empathy and compassion for others, they do not experience remorse for their cruelty. They do not respect personal boundaries nor the sovereignty of the individual. They violate the right to privacy and the inherent right to choose one’s path and destiny.

The corruption of the human race stems from empowered illusions. The Dark Side attempts to obscure the truth by promoting false beliefs inconsistent with reality. They want to keep humanity shackled by fear, distracted and powerless. The people are programmed to worship the intellect and money as gods, rather than to look within the heart to discover the inner wealth of Spirit.

The Controllers

Working from behind the scenes, the Controllers attempt to limit the frequency of the mass consciousness. By inciting wars and creating economic crises, they trigger survival programming that fuels a fear-based collective reality. When people are functioning at a low vibration, they become less conscious and easier to control.

Terrorism is a psychological weapon to control the population. Psychoterrorists, working for the Controllers, employ the frequency of fear to disempower the masses. A plague of fear can grip the hearts of the people so that they unknowingly surrender their rights, abdicating the responsibility of citizenship for false promises of security. The threat of terror fuels the economic engines of the war machine that line the pockets of the Controllers. The merchants of evil sell lies for a profit.

Before the gears of the Nazi war machine began to turn, the truth became the first victim of the Third Reich. To governments that control with fear, the truth is the enemy of the state. Propaganda, censorship, and mass mind control produce homogenized thinking conforming to the will of the Controllers.
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The Three Virtues

DURING MY LIFE AS Natasza, the welfare of thousands of prisoners was entrusted to my care. It was a heavy load to carry for a girl barely sixteen years of age. I promised God to save my people. I would not fail.

My temptation was to indulge my emotions, to fall victim to anger, to be engulfed by grief. If I allowed myself to be vanquished by the pain, I would have been forced to abort my mission. I would have drowned in a sea of suffering. My dedication to the Truth gave me the inner strength to forge ahead. As a channel for healing love I drew down spiritual power. I was able to rise above the storm of human anguish and take a transcendent view of life.

As a minister of divine love, I taught the three virtues. These I share so that humanity may take the high road to the future.

FORGIVENESS

The act of forgiveness is the invitation for the blessings of grace to enter our lives. It is our choice to surrender resistance to what happened in the past. As we give up our fight with reality, we open our hearts and experience inner peace.

When we look through the eyes of judgment, we are not seeing the world as it actually is. The act of judgment constricts our vision, limiting the depth of our perception. The movement of energy becomes locked up in a rigid pattern, preventing change and causing the situation to repeat itself.

By shining the light of understanding into a situation, we learn the lessons that attracted it to us. A shift in perception occurs as we realize a higher good, allowing us to let go of resistance. Under the illusion of pain is the grace of perfection, the miracle of each moment, with love and beauty everywhere. You may use the following prayer of forgiveness:


Dear God,

I choose to forgive __________________________ (fill in).

Please teach me how. Help me see with new eyes. Reveal to me what I need to learn. Cleanse my mind and heart of anger and resentment. Thank you. Amen.



Forgiveness balances karma and heals the soul. It releases us from bondage to the past so we may live fully in the present moment. It is a cleansing balm washing through the backwaters of centuries of negative thought. Forgiveness sets the future free so it can be created in innocence.

Forgiveness breaks the cycle of persecution, victimhood, and revenge carried from one generation to the next. Now the Jewish people and all of humanity are being called to forgive the Holocaust. Let us forgive the perpetrators who caused millions to suffer, the condition of human unconsciousness that allowed it to happen, and the forces of destiny that converged at that moment in history. May the German people step forward and forgive themselves, and release their guilt and shame. Let the Spirit of Forgiveness heal the hearts of all people. May the human race be emancipated from the errors of the past.

As millions of people forgive the Holocaust, the God Force of grace can purify the collective consciousness. Grace upon the Earth is necessary for the new world to be born. May the grace of forgiveness wipe the slate clean.

COMPASSION

True compassion is living in the heart. It is the willingness to keep the heart open, to feel without resistance. As we welcome all that we experience, we are able to embrace the pain as well as the joy. We surrender to the love that is always present.

As we look into the eyes of each person, we see the light of their soul shining through. We recognize our True Self in everyone we meet. We are One Life breathing in ten thousand forms.

Unconditional love of the self is the key to opening all doors. Let us accept ourselves as we are without judgment. Let the wisdom of love teach us how to forgive. We can forgive our past and the choices we made in ignorance. We can forgive our opponents who are blind to the Truth.

Compassion is the realization of the universality of human experience. Within us are the seeds of all possibilities, of the light, and of the shadow. When we admit our struggles with temptation, we can stop judging others for succumbing. Perhaps they are lacking in discernment, strength of will, or spiritual maturity.

We meet in the heart as we recognize our inherent vulnerability. The mortality of life is a bond we all share. Living in love, we know the Truth. Living in love, we are free.


Compassion is the fruit of the Spirit.
Mercy is the ripening of compassion
From which flows the sweet nectar of forgiveness.



FAITH

Faith is trusting the wisdom of divine Intelligence. We trust the omniscient mind of God that governs the operation of our universe beyond our human capacity to understand. We realize that all things work together to serve a higher purpose.

Faith is our acceptance of the flow of life, recognizing the presence of God working through every person and circumstance. We know that we are surrounded by His unfailing love, even during our darkest hours.

Faith is inner knowing, without objective proof. It is our personal connection to universal Intelligence, guiding our Earth walk as we step into the depths of the unknown. We know that perfect order lies behind all phenomena, and that divine timing arranges the occurrence of events.


God is the great composer orchestrating the symphony of our universe.






Lessons from the Holocaust

THE HOLOCAUST IS AN unfathomable human tragedy that cost millions their lives and caused countless others unbearable suffering. Let us examine the causes that lie within the human psyche so that the collective consciousness can be healed and new social institutions are established based on love and unity.

Jews, gypsies, nonconformists, and other targets of genocide were the social scapegoats of the Nazi propaganda machine. A person who is emotionally healthy does not attack and blame others. People who love and accept who they are do not deny negative aspects of themselves and project that negativity onto others. The collective beliefs of humanity create the world we live in. Portions of the reality we manifest reflect back to us what we have repressed. Our personal enemies show us what we need to heal. The outer reality of war is the result of conflict within the self.

Emotional release is necessary for humanity to return to sanity. Let us bring the light of our conscious awareness into all parts of ourselves that we have pushed away, avoided, and denied. The healing of the emotional body is essential for peace to prevail on Earth.

Hitler was the self-proclaimed messiah of the New Religion, a charismatic orator who mesmerized the masses. Charisma is a form of psychic magnetism, the power to charm and persuade others. Beware of the negative aspects of charismatic power to beguile, manipulate, and control.

When we look for answers outside of ourselves, we give away our power. When we follow external authority, we are undermining our free will. Let us not idolize religious leaders who preach an ideology of salvation, or surrender our freedom to anyone, no matter how eloquent their words or convincing their arguments. Let us listen to the voice of God in the Temple of the Heart and be guided by the Truth within.

Racial identity is a cloak we wear, covering our essential nature. Our personality is the mask we wear to greet the world. Allegiance to a particular group is a layer of identification that veils the underlying oneness uniting all people.

The mind is programmed to ensure the survival of the body. It creates boundaries of separation to protect the self, dividing “me” from “you” and “us” from “them.” It is the nature of the mind to perceive whatever lies outside its wall of protection as threatening. Conflict takes place with the “you” and “them” on the other side of the wall. Racial prejudice, war, and genocide are consequences of identification with a group, believing it is more special, idealistically right, or safer than another.

Victimhood is a state of mind. Those who look at the world through the eyes of a victim believe that the power of others is greater than their own. Those who call themselves “victims” do not know how to be free.

Freedom is spiritual power that comes from within, unaffected by the events of the world and the choices of others. If we realize that freedom is an inner state, then we feel free no matter what the conditions or circumstances of our lives.

Let us heal denial on Earth and claim our power. Let us create a new world from a heart of true love, rather than out of fear and conflict. We are all responsible.


Set the Future Free

ONE OF THE PURPOSES of the Jewish race is to hold emotional awareness for humanity. The ability to experience the full nature of emotions has enhanced their creativity and contributed to their success in the arts. The Jewish people are trailblazers for humanity, serving as leaders in thought and social values. As they learn to release and transform emotions, they can lead the world as way-showers of emotional healing.

To break free from the emotions that keep us in bondage to the past, let us stop holding on to anger and blame. Covered by the emotion of anger is the hidden shame of the victim. Anger is more comfortable to bear than the anguish of shame, the most unbearable of all emotions. We blame others because we don’t want to feel our shame. Shame is experienced by victims unable to protect themselves, whose boundaries have been violated by rape, torture, and various forms of abuse.

Embedded within the psyche of the Jewish people is a deep sense of shame for having endured centuries of persecution, a feeling that there is something inherently wrong with them. The wound of shame has cut them off from their power.

For humanity to be free, the shame of victimization of all races and nations must be acknowledged and healed. For humanity to advance spiritually, the imprint of trauma must be released from the collective unconscious.

Healing Anger and Shame

Shame is a form of violence done to children by adults. We are taught to feel badly about our words, feelings, and behavior. It is natural to feel anger toward those who have shamed us. Everyone deserves to be treated with love and respect.

Let us acknowledge our shame, and understand the interrelationship between anger and shame. The greatest obstacle to healing shame is our shame of shame. We need to approach our shame with the same heartfelt compassion that we show to others. In order to have compassion for others, we need to have compassion for ourselves. In order to forgive others, we need to forgive ourselves. Self-forgiveness is one way to release our shame.

Anger is a part of standing up for ourselves and is normal response to the dishonor and humiliation of shame. Shame is a form of unconscious anger directed at those who shamed us that we have turned back on ourselves. We need to recognize the validity of our anger rather than judging ourselves for feeling angry at our parents and those who have shamed us. To heal our anger, we need to feel and experience it in our bodies without running from it. We can do this in stages according to our capacity to bear it. As our anger is released, our life force that was bound up as anger is transformed into the power of our own being. We reconnect with our sense of self-respect and dignity. As we learn to hold ourselves in love, we learn to heal our shame.

Catalyst for Change

Sometimes it takes a major upheaval, cataclysm, or catastrophe to capture people’s attention so that they will question the consensus reality. A period of prolonged hardship and suffering can stimulate a reevaluation of people’s beliefs, assumptions, and views of the world, causing them to change their thinking.

Traumatic events leave behind a residue of subtle energy. Like footprints in the sands of time, this subtle energy holds the imprints of past events. An emotional block in the mass consciousness was created by the trauma endured by millions of people during the Holocaust. Many of the victims remain stuck in the pain. Each time a person forgives the past, each time someone lets go of anger, they shine more light into the collective consciousness and increase the light of humanity. Every person can play a part in clearing the residue of past human suffering.

We are coming to the completion of an evolutionary cycle. Releasing the emotional block caused by the Holocaust can produce a shift in consciousness, propelling humanity forward into higher octaves of awareness.

Collective Healing

Sit quietly and focus on your heart center. Open your heart and feel the love that is present. Imagine cords of golden light going from your heart to the hearts of the Jewish victims and to everyone who suffered during the Holocaust. Imagine cords of golden light going from your heart to the hearts of the Nazi perpetrators and the bystanders. There may be millions of cords. It doesn’t matter if the people are alive or if they have passed on.

Trust the wisdom of love to do its work. Keep sending the love in a way that feels appropriate for you. Do this practice for five to ten minutes or so at one sitting.


Commitment to Earth Service

TO REPRESENT THE CONSECRATION of her covenant with God, Natasza drew the symbol of the circle on the earth. By the act of signing your name to this Commitment, you may activate your contract with God for sacred service to the world. Take a moment to sense and intuit if this feels appropriate for you. Writing you name below may unlock doors to your spiritual destiny and attract allies to help you on your path.


I, _______________________________________, choose to dedicate my life to serve the Light to the highest of my ability and understanding. I ask to be filled with the Gifts of Spirit and for divine protection, guidance, and assistance. I shall serve humanity with love, respect all life, and honor the Earth.




Spiritual warriors all,
Answer the call.
Take up the Sword of Truth and Freedom.
Cut through the lies.
Rise above the madness.
It is time to claim your power and stand up for the Light.

—Archangel Michael                           
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Let the Lamp of Love be lit
In the sacred Temple of the Heart.
May all live in the Heart.
May all know the Truth.

May the Spirit of Forgiveness
Heal the hearts that are hardened.
Let the Light of Truth
Enlighten the dark caverns of the mind.

Let the Spirit of Peace
Heal the hearts of the nations.
May humanity learn
From the mistakes of the past.

Let the Light of Liberty free from bondage
The prisoners of false beliefs.
May the Law of Love prevail
And Justice rule the Land.
May all people be free.
May all serve the Light.

May the Living Waters of Spirit
Replenish the souls of the prayerful.
May the Angels of Mercy
Grace the bedsides of the sick.
Let the arms of Compassion
Embrace the fearful and forgotten.
May the milk of kindness
Nourish the hungry and the homeless.

May the Love of God
Awaken the human heart.
May the Light prevail on Earth.
Let the power of love
Vanquish evil and ignorance.

May all live in the Heart.
May all know the Truth.
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