Anna Hoffmann

The Day I Was Born

A demonstration on Synchronicity

For thousands of years, astrologers have used the stars to predict the future. Nowadays, horoscopes are a popular part of most magazines. One tends to forget though that there is a huge system behind it which, if taken serious, can tell you a great deal about your personality. The day you are born is of significance as it holds clues to your life and development.

I personally believe that we all choose certain tasks before we enter this earth plane. That does not mean that we plan our whole life beforehand but set certain tasks that can help us grow. We might find some of them difficult to handle but in the end they are these stages in life that we need to develop personally and spiritually. As our life usually does not go along a straight line, we nonetheless might see a central theme in what we did if we look back and consider the things we have achieved so far. Our life might not always appear to make a sense, especially if we got stuck in a mess of our own thoughts and worries. We often see no way out which is only human and part of our task in this life. We need to understand that we, as a spirit being, only want to experience different feelings like love, jealousy and anger in an incarnation like this in order to gain a higher knowledge. Because without growth there is no development whatsoever. 

With this book I would like to show how I learnt to trust my own gut instincts as well as my higher guidance, to make the best out of my life and to learn as much as possible to fulfil my life. It also certainly helps me to see my own bigger picture by looking backwards and to understand all the things that just happened in a blink of an eye and the consequences that I still haven’t fully realised. It is not, however, supposed to be a guide to living your own life but a sample that synchronicity appears in everybody’s life.

---

It was a beautiful day in mid-February and the first snowdrops were due to make their way up through the frozen layer of the earth. Though freezing cold, the sun was shining which made it just the perfect day to give birth, according to my mother. Even now, these cold, sunshine days give me such an uplift it cheers me up in no time. I always look forward to the day when the first flowers of spring poke through the brown surface of the earth. I know then that it is not long until everything starts blossoming which makes the world look so lovely.

Before my mother even knew that she was expecting, she had that name going through her head. Anna-Henrike. When she finally couldn’t bear it anymore she went to see a specialist as she feared something was seriously wrong with her. Nothing like that was the case. And even the pain in her lower abdomen wasn’t an inflamed appendix but a little baby girl which she thought impossible since she was told she couldn’t conceive. 

Furthermore I’ve been told about my birth that I arrived exactly at the expected time. I had the umbilical cord wrapped around my neck twice and was still covered in the amniotic sac. I didn’t start breathing until they ducked me under water. But everything else was alright. I was quite a big thing and everyone was looking forward to seeing me. And I mean it. Even people my mum didn’t really know herself. 

Today I still experience that some people I hardly know simply seem to like me with no reason. It is astonishing from time to time but on the other hand, it’s a reassuring experience.

Twenty-four years later I find myself in England and for the first time in my life I really feel at home. I have made my way into Holistic Healing which I feel is the right thing for me to do. When I look back and see all the different stages that finally brought me here, I’m still amazed! So this is the story about my development to who I am now.

---

I was raised by my mum only. Since I wasn’t planned and my mother refused an abortion, my father announced that he didn’t want to get involved. I took my own time to develop. I lay flat on the floor until eight or nine months of age and suddenly, in a matter of no time, I was walking about. Furthermore, I followed a regular sleeping pattern until I reached the age of 18 months, when I suddenly kept on waking up screaming. Physically there was nothing wrong with me which left my mother puzzled. Around the same time my mother recalls waking up one night seeing a hooded figure standing by my cradle. The next minute I started screaming and the figure disappeared. A little time later I had my first taster of rodenticide so that my godmother had to gather up to three healers 
in my favour.

I was given a lovely godmother who I hardly see as she lives in Denmark, but which indicates another stepping stone towards my own healing work. She is very ill and the doctors didn’t give her much longer to live. Nonetheless, thirty years on, she is still healing so many people. Her house is constantly filled with laughter and friendly people who come for healing but also leave donations of 
different kinds.

I was being baptised in a church which maintains a rather open belief system according to Rudolf Steiner, the Christian Community. 

My mother moved back to her hometown when I was two, three years later we moved again due to my mother’s job in the neighbouring town where I already attended kindergarten. I don’t think that was the only reason though, as we moved in with another man and my brother arrived in December the same year. I remember being jealous of his father since I was quite fond of that little boy myself. The following summer I already started school which, just like my kindergarten, reflected a different approach to life and teaching according to Rudolf Steiner. The Waldorf curriculum is essentially holistic using a creative approach. I enjoyed it and was keen to learn new things. It gave me a good basis to develop my artistic and musical skills. However, I got bored after a couple of years as my interests just went into other directions to those that I was supposed to deal with at school. It didn’t help much either that my teacher was convinced I was dull as I spent most of the time daydreaming. My teacher couldn’t deal with me just being the way I was and started treating me specially. Though she realised that it was a good thing to have those interrupting class sitting next to me since that calmed them down, she also allowed me not to do the extra homework with the explanation that I was unable to do it anyway. That left me with a free afternoon where I could do all the nice things I enjoyed doing so much. However, when I turned older I realised that the way she was treating me was wrong. I was sent to see a school psychologist to discover whether I had a learning disability only to reveal that I was perfectly normal. I was just a bit lazy, they said. 

I turned more and more into myself when I realised that I couldn’t really find any interest in the things my fellow students came up with. I enjoyed spending time alone and dedicated it to all those things that I couldn’t do with other people my age. 

I remember that I used to collect gemstones whenever there was a stand with crystals on a school fair. I was fascinated by them and arranged them at home on my table. 

Every now and again I found some likeminded children to play with but I was never able to establish a real deep friendship with anybody. 

Anyway, apart from the strange responses of some people who thought I was a bit weird, I had a good childhood with all the love from relatives one could imagine. I never got into trouble as I was a pleasant and quiet child and therefore had the chance to just be myself while I grew up.

The first time I came across a case of death was when my great grandfather died. I must have been around two and all I remember for a fact is walking with a crowd of people behind a coffin. 

When my great grandmother, just like me an Anna, passed away at the end of her long life, I was about eleven and all I really remember of that time is that I was delighted not to attend school as my mother said they expected her to go any minute. When we finally said goodbye to her, lying in her coffin in the hallway, I didn’t feel a lot. I don’t know if I was still too young to understand but I coped fairly well with the situation. 

When I was two or three years old, my great grandma apparently warned me not to run onto the big road, which was right in front of their house, as I would get hit and hurt. My answer came naturally: „Then I will sleep for a long, long time and after that wake up again”. 

She was also said to have seen a little girl during her last days which she thought to be me. When she was asked who she was talking about, she said: “But didn’t you see her? Right there, by the door”. Maybe I should mention here that she gave birth to twin girls, one of them being my grandmother, the other unfortunately died shortly after birth. I believe that her little girl came to take her home.
My great grandma came to visit me about five years later. I was lying in my bed reading a book when she came in and sat by my bedside. Unfortunately though, I wasn’t comfortable with it back then so I asked her to leave. She smiled beautifully and left. It was a nice visit but I hadn’t learned how to cope with it yet.

---

A couple of years later, things started to change slightly when a new girl attended our class. I remember from the moment our teacher told us that a new girl was about to join us I was keen on meeting her. Though there was no visible reason as I haven’t met her before. She didn’t live far away from our home so my mum and I visited her a couple of times. Initially to get her into the current topics at school but it soon turned out to be visits of interest we all shared. 

I was just twelve years of age and I didn’t know what her mum did for a living but she introduced us to her interest what I now would refer to as spiritualism. She was drawing pictures of people’s guardian angles. And she knew a fair amount about the spirit world. She also did inspirational writing, tarot and used a douser in her every day life. It was basically she who increased my interest to all these things. My wake-up call, so to speak.

It was the first time that I was interested in something that actually really meant something to me. It was more than just a pastime. Today I know that it was the right time and I was mentally ready to deal with it. I was introduced to what I was supposed to work with later in life.

As far as I can remember, I had no doubts whatsoever at that time. It was so natural that I just got on with it. I started to become aware of things. Had I seriously not seen them before, or was it that normal I didn’t make a fuss about it? I honestly can’t recall anything like it before that time. 

Well, anyway, I began to pick up on another dimension and soon started to write down words that appeared in my mind and were all about “people” asking for help. I wrote it all down and asked my classmate’s mother what to do. She told me that it is always good to pray for them and to send them to the light. 

I think that the first thing I sensed with my inner eye was that man in the doorway which I personally found very creepy. He looked a bit like one of those who used to light the streetlamps and announce the time a couple hundred years ago. Clad in a bulky dark robe, with a big black hat and something like a stick, most probably to reach the lights. It made my insides churn and I didn’t like him standing there. But my friend’s mother asked her douser and said he was only a guard who was to ensure we arrived home safely since we had to walk for a fair bit in the dark. 

Another incident at that time happened in a nearby park where my classmate and I were out jogging. I suddenly had that peculiar feeling in my tummy again. I stopped and had a look around. We were a bit aside from the main path and the leaves on the ground hadn’t been disturbed for a while. Suddenly I sensed something with my inner eye. First I found it hard to make sense of it. It was like a rumbling, but apart from the wind and the chirping birds there was no sound. And yet, there it was. Some sort of cart was making it’s way towards us. On top of it stood a man with a whip in his left hand that he used to make all the slaves dragging and pushing the cart faster up the hill. There was even a dust cloud around him from the big wooden wheels. He had a very mean appearance and his eyes were filled with madness if that is a good description.

Halfway up the hill the whole scenery vanished and I was once again aware of the silence that surrounded us. It looked like it would start to rain any minute so we made our way back home.

Now it was up to me to learn how to deal with this awareness in a respectable way. Unfortunately it was just another thing I basically was alone with. None of the other kids bothered with all the thoughts and perceptions I had. They simply didn’t understand me. So I started reading all I could find about all these things I was interested in. 

At around the same time I was attending the mandatory school meetings for communion once a week. As I started to realise things around me more consciously, such as starting to communicate with my Guardian Angel, I didn’t agree with most of the things taught by our religious education teacher. Nor did he agree to anything I came up with. That was the point when I decided not to receive the Holy Communion. I was the only one out of a group of thirty. 

Looking back, I can say that this was most probably the first life-changing decision I made all by myself. And since then my life took its own path.

---

When I was thirteen, my grandfather died in his early sixties unexpectedly after a third heard attack. It was a busy day with mum and me rushing from appointment to appointment. We both felt tired this day and started getting a slight headache as the day progressed. My mum had established a circle of acquaintances in the field of Kinesiology and Spiritualism. And on that day they all said we had something with us. But it wasn’t until the very evening when we came home and grandma finally reached us to inform us that grandpa had passed away during the late morning. It explained a lot of things that were going on that day. But why didn’t I just know what happened instead of just feeling all quirky?
I wasn’t sad though. I felt happy for him that he finally got rid of his heavy body and could fly around. I couldn’t really understand that other people wouldn’t believe that he was better now. 

I only understand now that it is more the loss of a loved partner that makes us sad than death itself. Death is only a gate one passes after closing one door and opening the other. It took me some years to realize that one is missing closeness to a certain person after he has gone.

I saw him as a little yellow light buzzing around the hall at his funeral. It was only three or four years later when I saw him again. But it wasn’t a nice meeting. I can’t even explain why he looked so angry. It could be down to one theory that says that it takes us the time of one third of our life, which corresponds to the time we sleep during our lifetime, to come to terms with our life experience. It would explain why he looked younger and thinner. The other explanation for me would be that it was just another wake up call, a reminder, to start to tackle a certain part of my consciousness.

---

My next decision wasn’t difficult. As I wasn’t particularly happy with some teachers at school and they kept on thinking that I would never progress to something great, I decided at the age of fourteen that I wanted to change schools. A year ago my mum moved with us back into her parent’s house as it was too big for Granny alone. As this was the neighbouring town, it took me an hour every day to go to school. That was reduced to twenty minutes after I changed to a general school closer to home. 

I had twisted my ankle during a game of volleyball with my brother during the holidays. I somewhat manage to twist them on a regular basis. Therefore I was supposed to walk on crutches which I strictly refused on my first day at school. 

Well, I limped into school the first day after the summer break. It was different: the system, the students and the teachers. Again I found myself in the same position as before. Alone. That made me think. Was it me who was different or was it the others? I kept to myself most of the time. Every now and again there was someone I could talk to about my experiences but I still was too inexperienced to understand the bigger sense of it all. It was more a quest of myself towards greater understanding and the sense in life. 

I discovered that every time I got on well with some fellow students, sooner or later I started feeling uncomfortable. Especially in a group situation. The phrase “You are weird” would follow me all my life. It was as if I was being drawn to another place. I think that otherwise I wouldn’t be where I am now anyway. 

Well, these were the years I ran free in my youth. I smoked, drank, experienced my first kiss, felt lovesick and had trouble with friends. I did the necessities in school to pass exams but not more. I left my mum without telling her what I’d been up to during the day and was pretty annoyed when she kept on asking. 

Although I loved my brother when he was a baby and couldn’t wait for the day he would be old enough so we could play properly, I just couldn’t get on with him when he got older. He annoyed me terribly which made him in turn react quite aggressively and I spent most of the time shouting and banging doors. 

I had these moments when nothing seemed to make any sense. I often felt confused and had no answers to my questions. I got deeper into Tarot which gave me an indication how to deal with some of my questions. And I even could help other people using it. That again gave me a feeling of purpose. I developed a certain sense for the need to help other people. But it was quite difficult to understand other people’s behaviour when one only wanted the best for them. 

I was in a deep low during that time as I found it hard to see what my purpose was in life. Relationships didn’t work out the way I would have wanted them to and seeing all my friends in a proper relationship was simply too much. On top of that was the recurring comments of people who didn’t actually know me, which didn’t stop them from telling me I was strange. It reminded me of my early schooldays when my teacher put me down and I suddenly realised all she had said and done. It completely messed with my head and I clearly felt like I was worth less than a penny and would never find someone who would understand me the way I was. I started harming myself, which helped in the moment but when I felt better I was embarrassed and tried to cover it up. I withdrew even more from my mother and one day actually ran away. 

No one, not even I, know why exactly I did that. On trying to remember what was going on inside me at that time I can say that there was something boiling that had accumulated over the previous years and I had no idea how to release it. I felt a sudden bout of claustrophobia, as if the walls were enclosing in on me and I would be crushed if I didn’t leave immediately. 

So off I went, leaving my mother a short note saying that I’m sorry but I needed to go. I feel sorry for her now as she was always concerned she had done something wrong with my upbringing. 

Well, I didn’t go far though. Only to the neighbouring town to my friends that I had known since we moved there when I was five. They didn’t understand either, and since I didn’t know myself I couldn’t even explain. When I finally managed to talk to my mother on the phone, she said I should take my time and that she would always be there when I needed her. 

After a week I was back home and my mother thought it would be a good idea to make some changes in my room and to send me to a counsellor. I agreed on an orange carpet and sofa as this colour would help me to gain my power back. Gosh, I had lost weight. I looked a bit like someone trying to imitate a scare crow. I would say that I recovered quickly but I wasn’t so sure about the counselling sessions. Honestly, I couldn’t see how they could possibly understand what I was going through. All they saw was that I grew up without a father figure and that I most probably couldn’t cope with the death of my grandfather. No way could I tell them about my other experiences. After a couple of sessions I dropped it. Not that I needed it. All I needed was someone with the same experiences who I could learn from.

These episodes of doubt still follow me although they visibly loose their power and influence over me. It is silly to say I was close to suicide as I leave that to those who clearly have had a traumatic experience in their lives, but I was so low that I suddenly thought: There are no steps left to go any further down, so you might as well go up again. And this thought is still my power button. There is either nothing or a heck of a lot ways to enjoy life. 

A little time later I started waking up in the middle of the night and feeling the urgent need to switch the light on. There was a presence in the room that I didn’t felt comfortable with. In the beginning I was still able to go to sleep without light but after a while I couldn’t be alone in the dark at all. It could well be put down to my mental state at that time since I was even sleepwalking a couple of times in those months. I found myself quite often scratching along the wall at the other side of the room as I tried to open a door or window which, however, only existed in my dream. One night I was just about to open the window on the second floor when my mother woke me up preventing the worst. But that was the least of my concerns. I increasingly found myself being touched and surrounded by “people” that I didn’t know. Nor did I know what they wanted. I could guess they were after help and even understood how desperate they must be to finally find someone who can see them but still ignored them. And that I did. I left my light on all night and ignored them.

---

At the end of those last three years I spent at school I needed to find something I wanted to do afterwards. As I was into painting and drawing and enjoyed creative work, I decided to go into design. I ended up in a school for design in the town we left four years earlier but as I still had friends there and later on even a boyfriend, it actually made it even easier for me to meet up with them. 

So it happened that I turned into graphic design. But I also got deeper into spiritualism by basically picking up every book I could get. Books literally seemed to jumped at me in bookstores. 

An interesting result of my training was that I discovered my passion for photography. A couple of years later I realised that it would be for a good reason since I discovered that elementals showed up on some pictures. Unfortunately, the desire to draw fell to the wayside. It was something I had to do during lessons and as homework so that I just didn’t felt the need to do it by myself at home anymore.

I still get the urge every now and again to pick up a pen and make a drawing. Or I have a visual image in my mind, but as I’m so out of practice I rather get the hump than a decent drawing. 

Most of the time I felt the need to draw faces. Sometimes I gave them a name. The interesting thing is that I met some of the faces a couple of months or years later. Together with the words that appear in my head and which I wrote down I gained an interesting insight into another dimension. But I was kept busy by too many things at a time. I mainly tried to concentrate on the one thing that seemed the most important.

Again I kept to myself at school. But this time I felt more accepted. I don’t know whether that’s mainly because we all were older or because we shared the same interest in design. 

At the end of another three years, now twenty years of age and feeling very grown up, I started a part-time job at a well known beauty product distributor, in the field of web production. This I would consider as a lucky coincidence, if there was any. That I actually got that job was down to a guy I met via the internet. We started chatting about web design as I had just set up a page for some people in the internet and he mentioned that he works as a web programmer. A couple of weeks later he told me that they were looking for an assistant, if I was interested. I was. And so I started even before I had my exam results as he simply convinced his boss that I was best for the job. 

I spent fourteen months there before I felt the urge to move on again.

I had a lovely summer that year in which I spent plenty of time with friends before it all broke into pieces. Basically it was due to an incident with a good friend that I wasn’t happy with. For both of us it was either to decide on friendship or love. She wanted both, I declined both. It already destroyed friendships a couple of years before that and it was due to happen again. As it did so, I was willing to leave it all behind, including a friendship that we shared since we were four and five, and moved on to my next task.

For the first time I was able to compare this feeling in my gut, that thing, that told me it is time to go somewhere. It had come up so many times whenever I had to make a decision but I never consciously registered it until now.

I was pretty much hurt inside and all I could think about was that I needed to go as far away as possible. The initial thought of looking for a job close at home so that I could stay with my friends and family turned into a desperate search around the world. 

So I took all my saved money and enrolled for three weeks at a Language School in New Zealand. That was pretty much the place as far away as possible from home as it is indeed the other side of the world. It gave me some time to breathe and have a look around the world. And also to improve my English, as I somehow thought that it might be helpful if I wanted to go out into the world. 

It was my first flight ever and I spent twenty-five hours in the air plus about 11 hours at various airports on the way. After the first twenty minute flight to the next biggest airport I was in love with flying. All the things I could see from up there. It was amazing. Most of my pictures taken during that trip show fluffy clouds out of the plane windows. 

I stayed with a host family and at the weekends I rented a car and explored the open wild of the northern part of New Zealand. It was clearly inspirational and I will definitely have to go there again, especially as I haven’t seen anything of the south yet. 

But again I have to admit that there was that feeling of being alone again. It seemed to follow me wherever I went. It came up mostly during the week after school as there was not much for me to do in town. I only seemed to escape it when I was out on the road. I absolutely loved to go into the countryside. Along the coast, through forests and over fields. It was just stunningly beautiful and I experienced that amazing feeling of being free. 

One weekend I went with a classmate up to the most northern point. The second night we stayed in yet another hostel. It was a medium-sized room with four bunk beds against the walls. As it was already quite late and I was shattered having been the driver all weekend, we went straight to bed. Each of us slept in the lower part of two adjoining bunk beds. As I didn’t had any trouble sleeping without light the night prior to that,  I didn’t gave it a second though that night. 

I was just starting to relax when I saw with my inner eye a woman entering the room. She didn’t take any notice of us. It appeared to me that she was looking for something or rather checking on the house as she kept on floating into the next room and so on. She had a cold white light around her which I can’t explain. I didn’t want to draw her attention to me and tried not to move. But apparently someone else was watching me already. Standing in the middle of the room there was a man, quite tall his eyes fixed on me. I didn’t move a limb. I just prayed they would all just go away. Unfortunately though, he came closer combined with cold and hot flushes that went down my spine. I was so horrified that I thought whatever my friend might think, I had to switch the light on. But I suddenly realised that I was unable to move. There was no way I was going to get out of here. I fought with myself, tried to call out, to move any of my limbs. Finally there was a crackling noise from my throat. My voice was coming back and I tried to call out my friend’s name. He got up asking what has happened. He switched the light on and after I found my voice back I told him it was just a bad dream. To my relief, he agreed to leave the light switched on for the rest of the night without any further questions.

One week later I arrived back home with a swollen foot, which I obviously had stretched over the same weekend while walking up a hill, and the decision to bring a bit of that friendliness I encountered in New Zealand over to my home country. 

And I also made the decision to move abroad. Whatever it may cost, I just had to go.

---

A couple of months later I finally left my mother’s house at the age 
of 21 to study languages some 200 miles away. Although I had
never been to that town before my gut feeling told me that it would be the right place to be. I enrolled for a course at an institute that teaches foreign languages. 

I knew that it definitely was the right place straight away after I travelled down there for the first time to have a look at some flats. It was a really lovely town with a big river and surrounded by plenty of green hills. I rented a tiny room in one of the school’s student homes. It was located directly at the river close to the Old Town with views on the castle. I simply loved it. 

I was still unable to sleep without light. My concern now was what the other people in the house might think if they found out. But that wasn’t the problem at all. Indeed the nightly visits actually increased. Some nights the light wasn’t enough. I had to switch the telly on or listen to music as the silence was filled with something like rustling noises. 

It was an old house and said to be used by the Nazis as an administrative office in World War ll. There certainly were presences but it usually was too loud as to really concentrate on anything with all the students buzzing about. But that was just the way I wanted it anyway. Beside all the natural noises an old house gives off, only one presence was constantly visible. A man, maybe  in his mid-thirties. Well, I was good at ignoring it by now.

I studied hard, which I wasn’t used to at all. It was as if my life depended on leaving this country. I tried to pick up as much as I could. It still wasn’t enough though as I discovered at the end of the term. It is an interesting fact that I have never been the best in anything. It always was good but never good enough to beat the competition. 

I made a couple of good friends during that time. And I kept on saying that I would go abroad after I finished studying. Interesting also, my relationship with my brother and mother improved after having had some distance between us. Now I would say they are quite close to me. Strange that it needs distance to feel close to someone.

After a year into my studies I came across a very informative website while I was looking for answers to my experiences online. It was mainly concentrating on the afterlife and the support to those who lost someone. But all the information I found on there filled all those tiny gaps I had in my understanding of the other side. So far, every time I tried to read sections in books that were about the afterlife or ghostly apparitions, I was simply too scared and had to skip the chapter. Therefore I was never able to actually gain knowledge about anything like it. But now it was a bit different. I had the urgent need to know facts. And this site had a rather matter-of-fact approach. But every now and again it still made the hair on my neck stand on end. It was there that I heard about spirit guides for the first time, which I first rejected as I was quite happy with my guardian angel. I believe it is silly to accept everything you read and hear without any further thought. I therefore consider information like this carefully. Having had some time to think about it, and it was a lot to take in at the time, I came to the conclusion that it made sense. And my gut instinct agreed. I came to understand a lot more about where we come from and our purpose in life. And in the end I even made the challenging step to face my guide. 

As I said, I used to refer to my guardian angel, as that was the term I was used to. Now, from the descriptions and explanations I had taken in, I came to the conclusion that this man in the house that seemed to follow me but always keeping a decent distance was more than just a ghost but could actually be my guide. Your guide will never try to scare you. That’s why he stayed passive. 

The main step was to overcome my fear. Yes, I actually had to stop ignoring and actually acknowledge my experiences. It took me a while and when I felt I was ready and well protected I asked my guide to come closer. It was such a friendly face with a lovely smile that compensated for all my doubts and uncomfortable experiences. I was given a name and ever since have him with me. I trust him and know that he is there to help me.

I recall one other event when I had a lady standing in my tiny room who was clearly distressed and didn’t know where she was. She had a wound on her forehead which was partially covered by curly brown hair and she was wearing a big red woollen jumper. I don’t think she actually saw me, but was drawn here for some reason. A day or so before there was an accident in another country where a roof of a big hall had unexpectedly collapsed and killed many people. For some reason I knew that she had died under these circumstances. Having studied about the afterlife the preceding weeks, I knew there was no reason to be scared but that I had to help her. So I visualised a huge column of white and blue light in the back garden and told her to go there. I never saw her again.

During the summer I visited my godmother in Denmark. A month ago I was visiting a friend of hers in Italy who had arranged an exhibition for some of my photography there. 

Now I was eager to show the pictures I had taken during that trip to Italy to my godmother. Again she made comments saying that there were elementals and nature spirits in some of them. She had said that before but this time I saw them myself. This surprised me for I well knew they were there as I sensed them all around me but I wasn’t convinced they would show themselves on photos. 

Having had the new photos I took in Denmark developed back home, I saw them again, everywhere. I was surprised how ordinary though special they were in appearance. It was another lesson for me to accept that they actually had a specific shape. Usually they expose their head only with a big nose and significant eyes. 

Most interestingly, it took me about three years to identify three spirits of the air in one photo I took during my stay in New Zealand.

Now that I know what they look like I see them everywhere around me. Mostly those of the earth though. It is an amazing experience to be aware of them and a pity that hardly anyone ever speaks of them.

I passed my exams which qualified me to work as a Foreign Language Secretary. But I failed the last test as a Translator. 

Lazy as I was I had only applied for three placements so far. One of them was for a German/English teacher in China, one for a secretarial position in Dubai and the third a work experience with a language school in England. Without putting any hope into it I was invited for an interview regarding the work experience in England. 

It would have been too easy if I just got that post. Therefore, I see the fact that I spent 20 hours for a distance of 300 miles in snow and ice on the motorway after attending that interview as my tribute to finally being offered half a year of work experience with a German language school in Eastbourne, England.

I only learned over a year later that this area is said to be one of the most spiritual in the country. 

I was over the moon and couldn’t wait to go there. I somewhat had the feeling I wouldn’t want to return once I was there.

---

As I always knew that everything happens the way it is supposed to I started my work experience totally convinced that it would be great.

I was thrown into it the minute I left the plane, being told to manage a coach with up to fifty children whom I had to explain what was going on even thought I didn’t know myself. The following two weeks weren’t much different. It prepared me for the worst in life for I learned to just jump into a situation and make the best out of it.

The first couple of nights already showed that there was a difference as before, there had always been nights where I didn’t dare closing my eyes as I was surrounded by someone I didn’t felt comfortable with. But since the first night in England I nearly slept well every night. More surprisingly, I felt at home. That nagging feeling of missing something had somewhat disappeared. 

I was being kept quite busy by all the duties this job required but also found some time off every now and again to discover my surroundings. I always felt close to nature and was overwhelmed by the fact that I was now actually living directly by the sea. Not  to forget the beautiful chalk cliffs of Beachy Head and the surrounding Downs.

Occasionally, I was aware of something in spirit around me. Like that man in the stairway that used to follow me. I suppose he was happy being there for some reason. 

After a month in England I had a couple of dreams that were following a similar pattern. They were about a man I met at different locations and it was as if we knew each other very well. 

I was also aware of the feeling that there was someone I could talk to about my spiritual experiences but it obviously was still a bit too early to meet.

One night I was babysitting two girls of one of my office colleagues. I was sitting on the sofa watching telly when I was aware of a shadow in the window behind the telly. Who is sneaking around the front garden I wondered. As I was focused on the screen I only saw something moving and whenever I focused on the window it was gone. Slightly irritated I tried to get hold of the shadow by watching it unfocused while still staring at the telly screen. It made me jump when it appeared to be a proper male shadow reflecting in the window so that I had to turn around since there was a little open space behind the sofa where I expected to see someone standing. But there wasn’t. It must have been outside the window, I presumed. Just that there wasn’t anyone out there. I found it hard to calm myself that night.

After reading a study about the after life I wanted to know more about all these things that had an influence on our life. I came across a book by Mia Dolan in which she describes her story about her own childhood growing up with her gift until she gave professional psychic readings. 

It was in that book that I learned about Spiritualist Churches. I looked it up in the internet and discovered that actually there were two of them in my town. 

I was quite excited when I went to one of them for the first time. I didn’t know what to expect, and in the end it could have been anything. Finally I managed to simply trust my gut instinct and my knowledge that I have never been misled into something that wasn’t good for me.

The other thing I was curious about was a Development Circle. In my head I was thinking, if you go to that church ask someone if they know of any development groups that are going. Well, I didn’t even come that far as the medium who was leading the evening introduced her own circle that was due to start  a few weeks later. There I was, baffled at how much everything started to make sense. The synchronicity of life was so obvious I almost couldn’t believe it. 

The evening itself didn’t bring much of a change to me as I didn’t really needed proof that the afterlife existed. I attended the following week again and after that didn’t go for the next two years.

But what I certainly did was attend this development classes for the next few months. Even thought I wasn’t sure if it would be possible to attend each time as I couldn’t take time off work. Interestingly, time is always made available if it is important for your spiritual growth. 

We were about thirteen including our teacher and her friend with me being the youngest. All the topics we dealt with each week weren’t completely new to me but provided some sort of proof that I wasn’t alone with my experiences and that I actually received feedback. 

I learned how to open up and close down as well as grounding and protection. After a while, I realised that I slept even better and that I only had to close down in order to avoid unwanted visitors at night. 

Some weeks after I started attending the group I gave up my work experience due to difficulties that I experienced with my boss. Part of the intern’s job was to look after her little boy of then three months which the other intern and I took in turn each day. However, within the first three months of my work experience the little man grew quickly and soon began to become increasingly active. There were episodes when he just didn’t stop screaming. I had the odd moment every now and again that I wanted to just leave the whole job but told myself that if I quit I wouldn’t be able to stay any longer in England. Worst of all, I wouldn’t be able to continue the development group which meant so much to me. So I carried on. 

Since my boss always said we could call her in any circumstances whatever the matter, I took that for granted when I couldn’t calm him down. But she wasn’t very delighted and one day came with the other intern and had a go at me as to why I couldn’t cope with her son whereas the other intern seemingly managed well. I said she couldn’t compare two different people and that I thought it best to inform her as her son was actually calling for her. Her response: “So what? And by the way…”

I don’t see a need in repeating the whole conversation as it isn’t of importance here but it lead to my decision that I wasn’t going to put up with her anymore. She is one of those people who appear to be nice and supporting offering always to be available for whatever questions you may have but don’t you dare ask anything! 

My disadvantage is that I am either too lazy to think or simply too interested in the opinions and views of others which results in me posing many odd questions. Anyway, I was there to learn and gain experience and not to know everything right from the start. The end result was that she told me not to pose so many silly questions and banned me from doing major tasks and instead ordered me back to the copier.

Well, I was clearly distressed after that experience but astonishingly, I had the entire office behind me since hardly anyone was happy with the way she was treating everyone. I told myself that it was only a couple of days until I would be off for two weeks which would give me time to think what I was going to make of this situation.

---

The only thing of worth is the being itself. Thoughts are essential as they are the communication with our home.

---

The very first thing I did when I started my holidays was to set up a CV and to apply for jobs and register with every recruitment agency in town. This was around three weeks after I started the development group and I had made friend with one of the women there. When I asked her for help with my CV she was more than willing to do so.

I set out for a lovely three days trip along the Cornish Coast towards Land’s End. Every time I was thinking of returning to work I felt worse. There was that feeling again. It told me not to go back. There would be something else coming up for me far better. The thing was that I didn’t know what was going to happen. I didn’t have enough money to survive on nothing for longer than a month. And I would have to leave the flat that was paid for by the job. How on earth would I cope?

Due to my experiences I knew that money will always come from somewhere when it is needed and one trusts that it will come at the right moment. Things always happen for a reason.

While on my short trip I had a tyre that blew up but also received two calls confirming interviews for a possible job. Was that another way to pay for the chance of a change? Or was I simply not supposed to go to Land’s End that day? My first attempt in the morning was cancelled as I couldn’t find a parking space and wasn’t prepared to pay all that money for the Visitor Centre since I only wanted to have a look at the end of the country. So I decided to go on and come back later the day. 

After I had seen enough of the peninsular, I thought how silly not to go to Land’s End where I told everyone that I was going to. So I had my second attempt during which I changed my mind, turned to go to another place of interest but changed again and finally headed for Land’s End. During that last attempt, the left front tyre was flattened. It was obvious somehow. I could tell that my guides were saying: “If she doesn’t want to hear, we will have to use other means.” Although it was a nuisance, it was being made as comfortable as possible. There was a lay-by the very minute after it happened. I phoned the emergency line provided by the car rental agency but couldn’t make sense of the Indian accent and the connection was bad anyway out there. A couple of minutes later another car pulled up. The poor man was only asking for directions and ended up changing my tyre. And as I turned around to look for a garage in the nearby town I just passed, there was one already within a mile along the road. The tyre had to be ordered but would be there for the next morning. 

So before I went to pick up the tyre the next morning I pulled up at the Land’s End Visitor Centre and had a lovely walk along the stunning coastline at the end of the country. 

I’m still wondering what would have happened if I still went to Land’s End the very day. Maybe it was a lesson in trust to show that whatever happens, help will always be provided immediately.

The only problem now was that one of the interviews was scheduled for Monday morning. I was due to start work again on Sunday. Obviously I couldn’t take time off work saying that I had a job interview. The one and only option now was either to quit my work experience and take the chance for better or worse or to continue and nothing would change at all. The latter didn’t apply for me.

As soon as I was back I prepared myself for the inevitable. I looked up the cheapest hostel in town, which later turned out to be non-existent, and tried to find a flat and a job.

I had about three days that I could stay in the company’s flat. It didn’t help that I quit on a Saturday since I couldn’t do a lot in terms of job and flat search on a Sunday. The very next day I immediately regretted my decision. I didn’t see how I was supposed to manage. The only thing that gave me hope was my gut instinct. If it was only down to that I would have been quite certain that everything would turn out well.

I’d even been given the opportunity to choose to stay or to take the easy option and accept the offer of a friend to take me straight back to Germany the very day. He is a coach driver and was even going past my mum’s home town that very night. 

But I knew for sure that there was something waiting for me that I couldn’t dismiss. So I gratefully refused.

Everything changed rapidly on Monday. I was frantically popping in and out of letting agencies, phoned up advertisings and set up my own ads on the internet. In the late afternoon, I had a room which had a shabby look but, compared to some others for that price, it was at least not smelly. The only thing for me left to do was to go to the letting agency the next morning to sign the agreement.

I was relieved that I would have a roof over my head but honestly didn’t know where on earth to get the rent money from. 

The same evening I was again attending the development group. My friend and I had to take the same bus into town so we were chatting along together. Since my former colleague at work was desperate for a teacher as one had cancelled a job, I said I would ask my friend if she was interested. She agreed and was to meet my colleague that night. She asked if I wanted to come along as well so we could have a chat together. I wanted to but I would have had to buy an additional ticket for the bus so I declined and said that I would just go home. Funny enough the bus driver said I shouldn’t worry and just come in and so I went. 

This turned out to be more of synchronicity because while I was at my friend’s home I received a call following a message I left regarding a house share if I was still looking for a room. I explained that I basically decided on one but wasn’t happy and I had to confirm it tomorrow. The lucky coincidence was that my colleague was able to give me a lift as it was nine at night already and there was no way I would have made it up to the Old Town that night. So I took the opportunity and had a look at the house. Gosh, I loved it. A single standing house with four rooms and a big garden. There was absolutely nothing horrible about it and the atmosphere was incredibly good so I couldn’t help but agree to the room. 

I moved in the very next day which was exactly the day I would have had to leave the other flat. There was just enough money to pay the deposit and a week’s rent in advance. All I had left was another two weeks rent. The terms of rental stated that I could leave within the first three weeks without any problems. Honestly, I didn’t expect to stay long. Even though it broke my heart as I clearly fell in love with this place.

The first morning I awoke from a deep sleep feeling wonderfully relaxed. The sun was shining on the roses in the garden in front of my window. There was such a peaceful silence up here far away from the busy Town Centre. Although I missed the proximity to the sea and the sea-gulls. But on the other hand I was close to the Downs now with only fifteen minutes walking distance to the top. 

One of the agencies had provided me with a four hour job on Saturday. Such a long time until then. I didn’t waste time and made regular visits to all the agencies hoping they might remember me and would find something. But it didn’t made it easy that I was looking for office work since most employers refused thinking I might make too many mistakes. 

One of my flatmates turned out to be someone I got on with very well. We shared interests and experiences on an inner level. I would even say we knew each other. Only we hadn’t met yet. I felt very close to him. It was a big lesson for me to understand the difference between a close friendship and a relationship which wasn’t easy at all. He played a great part in supporting me at my humble beginnings for which I will always be grateful. Sometimes he even took me with him to work when I didn’t had anything coming up. Although he didn’t know a lot about my spiritual interest he was nonetheless quite open to it and learned a great deal himself. 

I know that we played an important part in each other’s life for we could learn from each other and develop ourselves during the next months.

I took every job the agencies had to offer from waiting, kitchen work to cleaning and so on. Every now and again there was a telephone job or data entry which was a welcome change but didn’t last long since it was only temporary. My purse slowly started filling with the first income going into rent and food immediately.

By now the agencies knew me personally but that still didn’t increase the chance of a decent job. I clearly appreciate all the experiences I made and different people I met. It is a great opportunity to meet people from all different ways of life. 

Right at the beginning I started as a cleaner in some sort of hotel that accommodated people from a poor background, some had mental problems and some were coming off drugs whereas others had just been released from prison. It was definitely hard work especially as we constantly had to be aware of needles that could be hidden everywhere. We were also advised to work in pairs all the time. Cameras were watching us constantly but we were also being told about the odd corners that weren’t covered. 

Two weeks I worked there until they didn’t needed me anymore. 

A couple of days later I was working just round the corner in the biggest hotel in town where they charged a few hundred pounds for a night. This big difference in class and status which was only separated by a road had a deep impact on me. It made me think and understand that you can make out of your life whatever you want. It is only a matter of crossing the street and taking your life into your own hands.

As the development group continued I began to open up more consciously. My psychic abilities increased and when we gave each other readings in the group I always “saw” something that the other person could take. I just didn’t trusted it enough. It was so “normal” that I felt it couldn’t be true. 

Even outside the group I had more experiences. I saw shadows moving in the corner of my eye, sometimes even representing a proper “human” appearance. 

Once I was at my friend’s home and we both saw this fluttering shadow on the patio. It was quite big so it couldn’t possibly have been a bird. I remember the many occasions at home, when I was still living with my mother, where we stumbled over the cat just to realise it wasn’t the cat. Also we had the odd occurrences while sitting in the living room when we heard someone walking up the stairs. So my brother and I went to welcome mum back home. But she wasn’t there. The steps differed in intensity. One time it was really loud. But we knew there was no one else in the house. Believe me, we checked everything that could have caused this noise. We couldn’t find anything. Additionally, things kept on disappearing. Some we never found again, others turned up in another corner or even at the same spot we had left them.

Also I had the odd experiences of light bulbs blowing up when I wanted to switch a light on. It happened unusually often but it might as well be put down to me being clumsy.

The next weeks were a constant up and down with periods that I just didn’t know what to do with myself and others where I had a couple of jobs at once. I never knew what the next job would be and how much I would get from it. But I still knew that I would be alright.

I recall one day where I had a strange experience. I just woke up and was dozing into the morning. I must have fallen asleep again as I found myself waking up in an unknown room. My heart was pounding and I was aware of a buzzing feeling emanating from my throat chakra that extended into the whole of my body. This vibration was unbearable almost painful so that I felt the only way to escape it was to leave my body. I shot up the ceiling. But I couldn’t open my eyes however hard I tried. Immediately I was back in my body and woke up. I was in another room and my development group teacher was there. She gave me some tips and said I should keep my arms at my side. I left my body again and finally woke up for real in my own room. I still felt the vibration and had a sore feeling in my throat which I actually have quite often when I wake up. Could it be related? 

I couldn’t tell whether all of it was only a dream for it had been unusually real. I usually have quite vivid dreams anyway and some of them I can remember as if they really happened. Sometimes, I even confuse dreams and real life events as the dreams can be so realistic. Well, dream or not this is what one refers to as an out of body experience. It hasn’t happened since.

Every now and again during the next weeks, my attention was being drawn to healing. It came up during readings in the group, in discussions with friends and our teacher said from the very beginning that she can sense that there were some good healers in the group. 

It stuck in my mind and made me think. I was looking back and realised that I have always sensed blockages and energies that were out of balance. I even gave healing to close friends and family without any idea what I was actually doing. Now I was really considering healing as an option for my future. I kept that thought in my mind for some time always waiting for a good moment to talk to my teacher. When that moment finally came some weeks later, she said that there was a healer in the next room who was due to start a healing course next week and asked if I wanted her to introduce me.

Well, there I was again. Synchronicity took it’s own way and only four days later I already attended the first meeting. It was a new area for me so I still wasn’t sure that this was the right decision. I didn’t felt ready for it yet but obviously it was time for me. 

A month later I found myself working as a ward assistant in the local hospital. I stayed there for the next months cleaning, making beds and serving food. During that time I realised that the desired job in an office wouldn’t make me happy. Nor did cleaning but I felt the need to do more for the people. I rediscovered my need to help. But I didn’t have a chance to work in a healthcare position without having had training and much to my disappointment, the hospital didn’t train at that time. In the end I was being offered a position as a care assistant at a nursing home for the elderly. The first weeks were hard and it took me a while to get into the routine. But once I got into it I was doing fairly well according to the other staff. I had ups and downs for it wasn’t the most pleasant job. But at the end of the day I went home knowing that I’ve done something of importance. It is a rewarding feeling.

---

And there I am now. Next to my care work I do voluntary Healing and have discovered many other things that I enjoy. I have learned that your life will be supported if you trust in it and that it is up to you what you make of it. Life will never be easy but that’s the reason why we are here. We learn and grow during a lifetime and should appreciate all the small details that give us joy. 
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