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You are no longer foreigners and strangers,  

but fellow citizens with God’s people  

and also members of his household,  

built on the foundation of the apostles and prophets,  

with Christ Jesus himself as the chief cornerstone.  

In him the whole building is joined together  

and rises to become a holy temple in the Lord.

Ephesians 2:19–21
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1

THE world in which we live is out of joint. People no longer 
know what they can rely on. An outer veneer of prosper-

ity and pleasure barely masks their inner emptiness, but in the 
depths of their hearts there is fear. They long in vain for a feeling 
of inner security. The message of the churches has lost its power 
of persuasion. Shadows of worry, of hopelessness, are spreading 
everywhere.

But if someone were able to view the events of our time from a 
point beyond this world, they would interpret the signs of the age 
with confidence. They would see the chaos that surrounds us as 
the birth pangs of a new era. Behind all the horror and darkness of 
today, they would perhaps see the dawning of a happier tomorrow.

This book is an attempt to focus a ray of this coming light 
into our present age. It endeavors to provide answers to life’s 
pressing questions. Only insight into the higher dimensions of 
life can give us that inner certainty, that peace of mind for which 
we long. People will find inner security only when they possess 
knowledge of where they have come from, of the purpose of their 
life on earth, and of their ultimate destination. They will then 
no longer need to fear what awaits them when they depart this 
world. Our deepest anxiety is fear of the unknown. This fear 
cannot be banished by the hesitant teachings of the churches, nor 
by the findings of modern science. Only an answer that unites 
science and faith is capable of doing so.

Admittedly, most people today consider such an answer un-
attainable. On our imperfect earth, knowledge and faith appear 
to be mutually exclusive. Faith and knowledge are, however, 
just different aspects of the same human existence – in reality 
they form a unified whole. On a higher plane they merge: faith 
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becomes knowledge. Our task, therefore, is to penetrate that 
higher plane. We need, as it were, an otherworldly viewpoint. 
Whoever attains this will experience inner peace filling their soul. 
With such a vantage point, they will once again feel inwardly se-
cure. Secure within the truth. Has not the Teacher of humankind 
promised us that the truth will set us free?

In order to arrive at this truth, we will now explore new paths 
together, seeking and testing, holding on to what is best.

2

AS we set out on these new paths, the first question we must 
consider is this: Is there a life after death?

A materialist believes that “everything ends” with earthly 
death. Many religious people also have their doubts. Indeed, there 
are even theologians who maintain that the soul dies with the 
body (Christian mortalism). Is it not shocking that we can find 
only contradictory answers to this most fundamental question of 
human existence?

Yet personal survival after death has been scientifically proven. 
In the nineteen-thirties, Dr. Emil Mattiesen compiled evidence 
of life after death. I was personally acquainted with this out-
standing individual and academic, and was able to assist in the 
publication of his groundbreaking collection of empirical evi-
dence, the three-volume work Das persönliche Überleben des 
Todes (Personal survival after death), which took place in spite of 
the prevailing sentiments at that time.1 The first two volumes ap-
peared in 1936, and the third followed in 1939. The Berlin-based 
renowned academic publishers Walter de Gruyter took the risk 
of publishing this work; a reprint was issued in 1962 because of 
continuing demand, followed by a second in 1967.

Mattiesen’s work justifiably bears the subtitle A Presentation 
of the Empirical Evidence (in German). How is it that neither 
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the academic community nor the general public was willing to 
acknowledge this empirical evidence?

There were various reasons for this. First of all, every new 
branch of science finds it hard to be recognized by the established 
disciplines. This applies especially to the field of metapsychology 
advanced by Emil Mattiesen, since it goes beyond the boundar-
ies of conventional science. But the main reason this evidence of 
personal survival after death does not find recognition is because it 
does not fit in with the materialistic worldview of the twentieth cen-
tury. Moreover, the idea of life after death is to many people uncom-
fortable, even repugnant. They prefer to behave like the proverbial 
ostrich in this regard, but they do not alter the facts by doing so.

Every independently minded person has a duty to familiarize 
themselves with the facts that shape their own destiny, even if 
these feel uncomfortable to them at first. Let us turn without 
hesitation, therefore, to the evidence that sheds light on the pro-
cess of dying and on the conditions that follow death. From the 
abundance of material on this subject, I have chosen only a few 
cases that are especially relevant.

3

A preliminary and rather common stage in the dying process 
seems to consist of a person temporarily “stepping out” of 

their body, particularly in the case of serious illness. During this 
experience, they are astonished to see that their spirit-self also has 
a bodily form. An American physician, Dr. A. S. Wiltse, has given 
us an especially insightful account of such an experience.2

He was suffering from typhoid and so acutely ill that he had 
neither a pulse nor a perceptible heartbeat; indeed, his rela-
tives believed he was dead. After a period of unconsciousness, 
Dr. Wiltse once again regained consciousness outside of his body, 
as he later recorded:
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“I realized my condition and reasoned calmly thus: I have 
died, as men term death, and yet I am as much a man as ever. [...] 
I watched the interesting process of the separation of soul and 
body. As I emerged [from the physical body], I saw two ladies 
sitting at my head. I seemed to be translucent, of a bluish cast. 
[Following the gaze of one of those present in the room] I saw 
my own dead body. I was surprised at the paleness of the face. I 
had not looked in a glass [mirror] for some days and had imag-
ined that I was not as pale as most very sick people are.”

Dr. Wiltse tried to attract the attention of those in the room, 
but without success, which made him laugh out loud. But, to his 
astonishment, the mourners did not hear him. “They see only 
with the eyes of the body,” he said to himself, “they are watching 
what they think is I, but they are mistaken. That is not I. This is 
I and I am as much alive as ever.”

He then made his way through the door, down the stairs, and 
out into the street. “I stopped and looked about me. I never saw 
that street more distinctly than I saw it then. I took note of the 
redness of the soil and of the washes the rain had made [during 
the time I was bedridden].”

The observations made by Dr. Wiltse inside the room and on 
the street were, as subsequently verified, completely accurate. 
With all due caution, we can draw the following conclusions 
from his notes, which I quoted in abbreviated form:

Embedded within our coarse earthly body is an ethereal spirit 
body. It has the same form as the earthly body, but is invisible to 
human eyes. The soul animates both the earthly body and spirit 
body; it is the bearer of our true, spiritual self with its perceptions, 
thoughts, and feelings. The spirit (spirit body and soul) is able to 
temporarily detach itself from the earthly body during a human 
being’s lifetime (during sleep, for example). But the complete sep-
aration of the spirit from the earthly body obviously results in 
physical death.
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4

THE critical question now is whether the soul maintains a 
conscious existence once the earthly body has died and de-

composed.
To answer this question, I have selected a particularly well-

authenticated report on the dying process. The case was docu-
mented by Dr. C. Renz in San Francisco and published in the 
prestigious Journal of the Society for Psychical Research.3

The account was given by a businessman, Mr. G, who is de-
scribed by Dr. Renz as an extremely calm, level-headed, and 
strong-willed individual. Dr. Renz had been treating his termi-
nally ill wife. On the afternoon of 23 May 1902, Mr. G was sitting 
at the bedside of his dying wife, holding her hand. In his account, 
Mr. G states that at a quarter to seven in the evening, “I happened 
to look toward the door, when I saw floating through the door-
way three separate and distinct clouds in strata.” Mr. G got up and 
opened the door, but no one – least of all a suspected smoker – was 
to be found in the hallway or adjoining rooms. The “clouds” had 
meanwhile approached the bed and “completely enveloped it.”

“Then, gazing through the mist, I beheld, standing at the head 
of my dying wife, a woman’s figure. She was transparent, yet like 
a sheen of brightest gold; a figure so glorious in its appearance 
that no words can be used fitly to describe it. She was dressed 
in the Grecian costume, with long, loose and flowing sleeves – 
upon her head a brilliant crown. In all its splendor and beauty 
the figure remained motionless with hands uplifted over my wife, 
seeming to express a welcome with a quiet, glad countenance, 
with a dignity of calmness and peace. Two figures in white knelt 
by my wife’s side, apparently leaning toward her; other figures 
hovered about the bed, more or less distinct.
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“Above my wife, and connected with a cord proceeding from 
her forehead, over the left eye, there floated in a horizontal po-
sition a nude, white figure, apparently her astral [spirit] body. 
At times the suspended figure would lie perfectly quiet, at other 
times it would shrink in size, but always was the figure perfect 
and distinct: a perfect head, a perfect body, perfect arms and per-
fect legs. When the astral body diminished in size, it struggled vi-
olently, threw out its arms and legs in an apparent effort to escape 
[from the physical body]. It would struggle until it seemed to 
exhaust itself, then become calm, increase in size, only to repeat 
the same performance again and again.

“This vision, or whatever it may be called, I saw continuously 
during the five hours preceding the death of my wife. Interrup-
tions, as speaking to my friends, closing my eyes, turning away 
my head, failed to destroy the illusion, for whenever I looked 
toward that deathbed the spiritual vision was there. All through 
those five hours I felt a strange feeling of oppression and weight 
upon my head and limbs; my eyes were heavy as if with sleep. 
From time to time I would say to the physician in charge, ‘Doctor, 
I am going insane.’

“At last the fatal moment arrived. With her last breath and last 
gasp, as the soul left the body, the cord was severed suddenly and 
the astral figure vanished. The clouds and the spirit forms disap-
peared instantly, and, strange to say, all the oppression that weighed 
upon me was gone; I was myself, cool, calm and deliberate.”

Much could be said about this extraordinary report, but for the 
present we will highlight only the most important observation. 
According to Mr. G’s clairvoyant experience, the spirit body of 
his wife separated itself from the dying body, assisted by helpful 
spirit beings. Once the cord that tied the soul to the body was 
severed, the helpful spirit beings disappeared together with the 
deceased woman. This proverbial “thread of life” or “silver cord” 
is mentioned in the Bible (Ecclesiastes 12:6), and we will come 
across it again.
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IF the previous report describes a real, universally valid process, 
then there must exist a world invisible to us, in which those who 

have passed away continue to live. Is there any evidence for this?
There is indeed an abundance of evidence, of which those who 

are illiterate in this field will have no idea. Again, I have selected 
only one, particularly telling, example. It concerns the Alsatian 
pastor Johann Friedrich Oberlin (1740–1826), the “Father of the 
Steintal”, who became famous for his pastoral work.

When death took his beloved wife Salome, née Witter, on 
18 January 1783 in Waldersbach, a new and uniquely peculiar 
experience began for Oberlin. The intense suffering opened 
Pastor Oberlin’s inner eye to the world beyond, and his departed 
wife was drawn into his presence again and again. Oberlin wrote 
about this historically corroborated “spirit marriage” to his 
friend Dr. C. G. Barth, the pastor of Möttlingen, near Calw, and 
predecessor of Johann Christoph Blumhardt:4

“After my wife’s death, I saw her almost every day for nine 
years, dreaming and awake, partly here with me, partly over there 
in her otherworldly abode, where she told me of remarkable 
things, including political changes, long before they happened. 
She appeared not only to me, but also to members of my house-
hold and many other people in the Steintal, often warning them 
of misfortune, foretelling what was to come, and giving insight 
into matters beyond the grave.”

The first encounter happened about a week after Salome Ober-
lin’s death. He writes about it in his diary: “Her hugs, her kisses, 
her tears upon my cheeks soon made me realize who she was and 
let a precious balm flow into my soul.” She said to him, “I will 
be around you surprisingly often,” and then disappeared. Three 
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days later she appeared to Salome Caquelin in the Steintal and 
told her, “Believe me, until now I have only briefly visited para-
dise. I have not yet seen our Savior, but I have seen his radiance.”

I will add a few more revealing excerpts from Oberlin’s diary:
16 June [1784]: “I could look at her dear face again to my 

heart’s content – after such a long time. I asked her where she 
lived. ‘I don’t know the name of the valley.’ – ‘So, you live in 
a valley, in the countryside perhaps?’ – ‘Yes.’ – ‘I thought you 
lived in a town?’ – ‘Yes, I lived in a town. Oh, the work there 
was hard,’ she said, looking at another female figure who was 
standing beside her.”

11 September [1784]: “Three nights or mornings in a row, my 
head maid, Sara Coqu, was warned [by my wife] that there would 
be an accident with the wine. The maid looked after the barrels 
diligently, and yesterday she found several hoops had snapped off 
one barrel, and this morning the same had happened to all the oth-
ers. The wine was mostly saved, but without the warning, all four 
barrels of table wine from Dorlesheim would have been lost.”

24 November [1784]: “There was my dear wife, and I felt that 
I was now allowed to question her, as I had long wished. I asked 
her how she had fared since her death. Where had she been? She 
was a little confused and seemed to have trouble in finding suf-
ficiently concise answers. She then said to me, ‘Oh, I have been 
more or less as I was when we were living together.’”

In the spring of 1785, when Oberlin was struggling with severe 
temptations, he was greatly strengthened in this battle by his 
wife’s appearance. This “spirit marriage” lasted another seven 
years. But then, “after nine years [1792],” as Oberlin wrote to 
his friend Barth, “it happened that a farmer from my parish of 
Belmont, a man who, together with his family, had often had visi-
tations, [informed me] that she would no longer be able to appear 
on earth. From then on, I did not see my wife again.”
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THE little we have said so far about the process of dying and 
about the continuation of life after death has been based on 

observations and experiences of living people. These reports, 
however, gain their full credibility only when they are confirmed 
by the “other side”. In other words, we need the testimony of 
those who have passed away. Is such a thing possible?

It is indeed possible. I know it from my own experience and can 
vouch for it as an academic. Such testimonies from the deceased 
have been given throughout all ages, and are still given today. Their 
messages are communicated mediumistically, which is to say that 
the inhabitants of the invisible world make use of certain gifted 
people who are known as mediums. The most important forms 
of mediumistic communication are discussed in chapters 8 to 10. 
I will also assess the reliability and critically examine the truth-
fulness of these communications. This examination will use the 
same scientific standards as those applied by historians to their 
sources. For the time being, however, I am interested in reinforc-
ing our newly acquired insights into the dying process. I would 
like to supplement the observations of our earthly witnesses 
(Dr. Wiltse, Dr. Renz, Pastor Oberlin) with the testimonies of 
witnesses from the other side. As might be expected, the deceased 
are by no means “dead”, but more alive than the “living”.

I shall now present excerpts from two such testimonies re-
ceived mediumistically, the credibility of which I can personally 
vouch for. The reader may simply take note of them until their 
veracity can be confirmed by my later statements.

The first report, selected from a wealth of material, was given 
mediumistically by a male spirit called Thomas on 7 March 1962 
in Zurich, Switzerland.5
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According to his own statement, he had died about fifty years 
ago. He had believed in God but had not formed any notions 
of the other world. “I did not know whether everything fin-
ished with death, or whether there was indeed something that 
followed. I did not give it any particular thought, I simply lived 
my life.” He still remembered his death well. “I was ill for quite 
some time. When it came to the end, I was too weak, I no longer 
ate, I could not speak anymore, I was too tired. I could hear the 
people around me talking as though from a distance, but I could 
no longer give them my attention. Indeed, I saw quite different 
things. But I was unable to determine whether I saw these things 
in a dream or in reality. For in the distance I saw my [deceased] 
parents coming toward me. They were accompanied by some 
relatives who had entered the spiritual world before me. But they 
stopped a little way from me and waved at me. I saw them quite 
distinctly, but I was too weak to make a sound and say, ‘I am 
coming to you,’ or, ‘Come to me.’ But at the same time I also 
heard the whispers of my [living] relatives who stood around me. 
I was thus unable to pay full attention to either of the two groups.

“What I later experienced and perceived was a being who hov-
ered above my bed and busied themselves with me, but I did 
not know what was to happen to me. The being hovered above 
me, repeatedly stroking my head and blanket with their hands. 
I would dearly have liked to give them my hands, because I had 
the feeling that it could only do me good. But I had no strength 
for that either. And then a blankness came over me once more.

“But now my [deceased] parents drew closer to me, and I 
saw them standing before me very clearly, while the figure still 
hovered above me. Soon I saw a second being, who also busied 
themselves with me. They kept stroking me with their hands un-
til I could reach out my [spiritual] hands to them and – as far as I 
could understand – had divided myself in two. I was immediately 
made aware of this, ‘Now you have died, and there lies your 
earthly body, look.’
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“Then I heard the people around me say, ‘Now he has passed 
away.’ For a while, I still hovered back and forth in the room 
with the two other figures, and then they drew me away. I could 
no longer see my parents; they had disappeared. I had a feeling 
of numbness. I really could not tell where I was. I was led away 
from the room where I had died as though by a gust of wind, 
and suddenly I was standing in a new world. I was told, ‘This is 
the beyond; everyone comes here.’ And the two figures who had 
helped me to leave my earthly body departed, saying, ‘We have 
fulfilled our task with you.’

“I did not know them, but I nodded to them. Suddenly, my 
father and mother were standing before me and holding out their 
hands to me. But other figures came along, and my parents were 
quickly led away again. So, I found myself in these new sur-
roundings as a complete stranger. On the one hand I felt tired, 
and on the other I was curious about this new world, the world 
beyond. ‘After all,’ I thought to myself, ‘life does go on!’

“So many thoughts flashed through my head. I remembered my 
childhood, my religious education. My mother had told me about 
the angels in heaven. I had later dismissed this as merely some-
thing that one tells children. But now I truly got to experience it: 
there were beings in this world that we call angels, and now they 
were looking after me. They led me to a house [in the spiritual 
world]. I quickly glanced around, and I was astonished to find 
that everything here was so similar to the conditions on earth. I 
hardly thought it possible, for I had imagined that ‘heaven’ or 
this other world – should there be one – would be very different. 
I realized that here, too, one has a body and can move around. 
One can walk, talk, communicate with others. I still had many 
questions about it all, but I was too tired to concern myself with 
it any longer. I was immediately led into the spiritual house and 
assigned a bed. I could lie down and rest; I could sleep and remain 
there undisturbed for as long as I felt tired. They would check in 
on me again later and take care of me.
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“It was all fine by me, actually. I still thought it was all just a 
dream. I simply could not yet believe it was real. But then tired-
ness overcame me, and I slept. For how long? I do not know. I was 
awakened by loud voices and noises. But I saw that I was all alone 
in the room, and it seemed that I had been abandoned. I sat up, for 
I was no longer tired, and thought: ‘That has done you good.’”

I will omit the rest of Thomas’s account. For the time being, let 
us merely state that he vividly confirms the observations of the 
dying process made by Dr. Renz’s witness, Mr. G. No one dies 
alone. When detaching themselves from their earthly body, every 
dying person is helped by beings from the world beyond. From 
this report we can also infer that everyone has their own indi-
vidual experience “over there”, which seems to be determined, 
in accordance with laws, by the kind of earthly life they have left 
behind.

7

THE second account, excerpts of which I present here, also 
reveals something of the laws operating between earthly exis-

tence and entry into the beyond. It was received on 5 April 1967 
in Zurich, and comes from a spirit being whose human name had 
been Frieda.6

“I did not know that I was going to die. I was no longer able to 
speak, but I could see and recognize everyone who was present. 
I was also able to hear everything that was said [in the sickroom], 
and I could see much more than usual. I could see beyond the 
room in which I lay, all around the house. It seemed to me as if 
there were no more walls in this house. I saw what was happening 
in the kitchen, I saw what was happening in the adjoining room, 
and I also heard what was being said. I naturally found it strange 
that people were already talking about my funeral. I couldn’t 
talk, but I would have loved to have been heard.
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“But then I saw other figures who were strangers to me, and it 
seemed to me that they came from a completely different world. I 
could also hear them talking to each other. They also spoke about 
my passing, and one of them could even tell the exact time when 
it would happen. I heard everything but could only wonder, for 
I was unable to answer, just as I was unable to respond to my 
relatives. There was a clock in the room that I could see without 
having to sit up in bed. So I knew the exact time and could calcu-
late how long I had left.

“After a while a veil came over my eyes once more, and then 
the strange figures came to me again. I looked at the clock, but 
from what I could see, I still had about three hours left. At times 
I could see and hear my relatives talking – and I felt angry about 
their conversations. But that did not help me, because I had 
no strength left to defend myself. Then it happened, just as 
one of these figures had [previously] said, ‘Next time we will 
come closer to her.’ So, with each appearance, they drew a lit-
tle closer, and they were now holding my hands. They stood 
on either side of my bed, and one of them laid their hands on 
my forehead. I secretly hoped that this would help me recover, 
because I just didn’t want to believe that I was going to die, 
even though this should actually have been obvious to me. Af-
ter all, the figures around me came from another world. They 
were not human, and yet they were somehow similar to human 
beings.

“I had a feeling of relief as they held my hands, while someone 
else put their hands on my forehead. Other beings around me 
were moving their hands back and forth over my body. And as I 
was watching all of this happening, I became lighter and lighter, 
and suddenly I was standing next to these figures and simultane-
ously saw myself lying in bed. I was actually very tired, and the 
whole experience had made a great impression on me. But imme-
diately one of the figures pointed to the clock and said, ‘Didn’t 
we tell you the truth? It is exactly the right time. We helped you 
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to separate from your body, we have released you from it and 
made it easier for you to leave earthly life.’

“They now wanted to lead me and said that they would like 
to leave this room with me and speak with me later. I should no 
longer pay attention to what my relatives were saying about me, 
about the inheritance, about the funeral and so forth. They fled 
with me from the house, and it went so quickly that I could not 
see anything that was happening to my right or left. I suddenly 
found myself in a world unfamiliar to me, in front of a house that 
they wanted to enter with me. But first they said to me, ‘This is 
the house in which you will now live. Everything else lies behind 
you. Now, let us enter and examine your harvest.’

“What did they mean by ‘harvest’? I began to think about it. 
But I was astonished by what I saw around me. The world I had 
entered was very similar to the one I had left behind, yet I felt 
that I was in an entirely different place. Looking around in such 
astonishment, I suddenly saw my [deceased] parents. They came 
toward me; they had been waiting for me in this house. Not only 
were my parents there – I also met other [deceased] relatives and 
friends. They welcomed me and wished me luck. My mother then 
quietly said to me, ‘First there will be a discussion about your 
harvest; we will see each other again afterward.’ But I begged my 
mother, ‘Stay with me, don’t go away; I’m afraid!’ I also begged 
my father, ‘You too, stay with me, you can both help me; I’m 
afraid!’

“I then heard an unfamiliar figure say to me, ‘You are afraid? 
Why, and of whom are you afraid?’ I replied that I was simply 
afraid, everything here was so strange. Another complete stranger 
then turned to me and said, ‘Come, we will now talk about the 
harvest you have brought with you.’

“They wanted to talk about the harvest? In vain I racked my 
brains to understand what that could mean. Were they talking 
about the merits I had acquired in life? Is that what they meant 
by ‘harvest’? They seemed to be able to read my thoughts, 
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because one of them said, ‘That is exactly what we want to talk 
with you about.’

“I had to marvel at the wonderful appearance of these figures. 
They were so colorfully dressed, and they wore beautiful jewelry, 
which somehow seemed to be woven or set into their garments. I 
could not make more precise observations. Their heads and arms 
were adorned with precious circlets, which were also set with 
magnificent gems. Their whole appearance filled me with awe – 
they looked so noble and exalted.

“But everything that was happening with me made me feel 
rather uneasy. That is why I became afraid. But they said, ‘You 
do not need to be afraid of us.’ But it was precisely their noble 
appearance that unsettled me, for I perceived a certain power in 
it. I had to assume that they were an authority for me in this 
new world. I quickly thought of the earthly possessions I had 
left behind. I then looked at myself, but found nothing pleasing 
in the sight. I was dressed in a grayish garment that enveloped me 
tightly from my neck to the floor. I could not tell what kind of 
garment it was. But I could feel my body, my hands, and I won-
dered whether there was anything I could do to improve my ap-
pearance. I wanted a different garment, for I did not like this one.

“Then one of them spoke sharply to me, and my fear increased. 
‘What have you brought home?’ he asked firmly. I did not know 
how to answer this. What had I brought home? Nothing. I had 
not even brought a proper garment with me. I did not know what 
they meant, and I replied, ‘I had to leave my possessions behind.’ 
They responded, ‘We are not speaking about transient things. 
What you have left behind is transient, and we are not interested 
in that. We are interested in what is imperishable. Have you done 
good deeds? This is the harvest we want to talk with you about.’

“I did not know of anything I had done that was imperishable; 
I did not know how to answer. ‘I have also done good deeds,’ 
I said finally. But they did not seem to be satisfied with that. 
My embarrassment increased, and I could hardly speak anymore. 
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They seemed to become increasingly insistent in asking what I 
had brought with me. I did not know how to answer them. But as 
I became desperate, a being suddenly came up to me, and I could 
immediately tell by his expression that he was well-disposed to-
ward me. He had a smile on his lips, and raised a hand as a sign 
for the others to be quiet for a while. This exceedingly beautiful 
figure then stood beside me, and I immediately began to breathe 
more freely. Yes, I could really breathe again. I now felt much 
freer – finally, finally I was being helped, finally someone was 
standing up for me. I suddenly felt secure in the presence of this 
newly arrived being.

“This beautiful being now began to talk about my life. He 
spoke about my faults and about my good deeds and merits, and 
it seemed as though this kind being wanted to talk less about my 
mistakes than about the good deeds. I soon realized that I had 
received an advocate. Now and then one of the others voiced an 
objection, but this spirit continued to speak and seemed to gain 
the upper hand. Then the others, who had previously pressed me 
and asked about my harvest, suddenly became gentler, and they 
looked at me more kindly. What a surprise, what a joy for me! 
Fear gradually left me. I was no longer questioned. The others 
now spoke only with my advocate – that is what I call him – 
about me and my life, and there was a back-and-forth.

“They appeared to have agreed on my future. I could no longer 
follow their words. After all, I understood nothing about a spir-
itual order and its laws. Everything I heard was strange to me – 
they spoke about atonement, reincarnation, karma, purification 
and other such matters. I would have been unable to reply to 
them, and I was also staying quiet as a precaution. So my advocate 
spoke for me.

“Finally, the others left us. I now stood alone with my advo-
cate, and I knelt before him and kissed his hands in gratitude 
for helping me. And this divine being stood lovingly before me, 
straightened me up, and spoke words of courage and comfort 
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to me, saying, ‘Yes, you made a lot of mistakes in your life, and 
your harvest is not especially large. You will have to atone for 
much.’ This spirit of God spoke lovingly to me and urged me to 
be obedient from now on. I was to be granted a certain period of 
time to adjust, during which I could rest, sleep, and take a look at 
my surroundings. I could also make contact with other spiritual 
brothers and sisters who were staying in my neighborhood and 
with whom I would be living from now on. He also mentioned 
another possibility: I could, if I wanted, return to my earthly 
home, though that would not be at all advisable. For by returning 
to the place of one’s earthly life, one merely hinders one’s own 
ascent. He had now done what he was allowed to do for me as an 
intercessory angel. Every returnee receives such assistance if their 
human life was not overly burdened.

“So, I was fortunate to have had this intercessory angel, and I 
was naturally very interested in getting to know this new world. 
My advocate took his leave, promising to check on me occasion-
ally. I now knew: I truly had died and was living in an entirely 
different world. I had left my earthly body behind in the material 
world. I was actually less interested in this new world than in 
what my relatives [on earth] had been doing since my death. And 
I thought to myself: ‘If one has the opportunity to go back, as I 
have been told, I want to take advantage of it. I will have plenty 
of time to spend in this new world later on.’ I could not resist the 
temptation and followed my impulse.”

8

AT this point I will interrupt Frieda’s account, which is infor-
mative on many points and contains so many unexpected 

details that the reader who is not yet familiar with the world 
beyond may simply shake their head. It all seems so incredible 
and very different from how one would imagine the other world, 
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if one thinks about it at all. The realms into which a “normal” 
earthly citizen enters when they depart this world are apparently 
so similar to earth that, from this alone, the reader may begin to 
have the strongest doubts, even feelings of aversion. This is all 
quite understandable, and it will therefore be necessary to ad-
dress all these questions – in particular, in chapter 16.

For the moment, however, the first objection to be expected 
must be examined and refuted, namely, that the communications 
did not in fact come from spirit beings who were once human. 
The mere suggestion that it is possible to receive messages from 
the beyond will naturally raise doubts. The reader who has not 
yet been able to gather their own experiences in this field is there-
fore entitled to further information on the nature of mediumship 
and how it can be used by spirit beings to communicate with 
humans. Messages like the ones I have mentioned so far are 
convincing only if there is, first of all, clarity about the process 
of mediumistic communication. There are several methods by 
which people can make contact with the world beyond.

*

The first method, which could be termed “automatic writing”, 
consists of an otherworldly being using the hand of a mediumistic 
person with their inner consent; the spirit commits to paper 
thoughts of which the medium has no prior knowledge. Oc-
casionally the communication is transmitted to the automatic 
writer inspirationally, that is, thoughts are transmitted to their 
mind and written down word-for-word.

Among the messages received through automatic writing that 
have gained great importance for the study of the beyond are 
those dictated to the Reverend George Vale Owen in Orford, 
Lancashire, during the years 1913 to 1919.7

Owen received the communications through inspirational 
automatic writing. Every day after evening service he would 
sit down in his vestry. In 1913, his mother, who had died four 
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years earlier, was the first to contact him, in collaboration with 
a group of spirit friends. As Owen reports, he was initially not 
at all pleased to receive such messages. It took ten years before 
he was convinced of the authenticity of these otherworldly com-
munications, and a further fifteen years before he could accept 
the messages he had received as valuable and divinely ordained.

How the “messengers” themselves saw their task is described 
in a message received by Owen on 30 September 1913: “You 
would scarcely realize all that we feel when we come to earth in 
this way, and commune with one still wending his way through 
the valley. We feel that we are of those who are more than ordi-
narily privileged, for, once we are able to convince people how 
much lies to their hand that they might use for the uplifting of 
the race, there seems to be no bounds to the possibilities of good 
and enlightenment. Still, we are but able to do a little, and must 
rest content until others will cooperate with us, as you have done, 
fearlessly, knowing that no evil can come to those who love the 
Father, and serve him in his Son, our Savior Lord. Now, in order 
to help those who still doubt us and our mission and message, let 
me say that we do not lightly leave our beautiful home to come 
down into the mists which surround the earth sphere. We have a 
mission and a work in hand which someone must do, and there 
is joy in the doing of it.”

*

Roland de Jouvenel, who died in Paris on 2 May 1946 at the age 
of fourteen, later wrote a series of letters through the hand of his 
mother, Marcelle de Jouvenel, which have since become famous. 
I would like to discuss these letters in more detail because of their 
great value as evidence. Roland’s mother, inconsolable over the 
death of her only child, published his letters in five volumes, the 
last of which was released in Paris and Geneva in 1968. The first 
two volumes have been translated under the title Harmony of the 
Worlds (in German).8
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The fact that Gabriel Marcel, a leading French philosopher 
who died in 1973, wrote the foreword to this work is in itself 
significant for the evaluation of it. Together with the German 
philosopher and scientist Carl Friedrich von Weizsäcker, Gabriel 
Marcel was awarded the Erasmus Prize in 1969.

In his foreword to the book Harmony of the Worlds, the French 
scholar writes: “This book contains, if I may express it this way, 
a kind of angelic education [of the mother by the deceased son]. 
I myself suggested the title Harmony of the Worlds to the pub-
lisher, because this phrase appears at least twice in the messages. 
Of course, I do not doubt that more than one impatient reader 
will turn to me in thought and, with a certain irritation, bluntly 
ask, ‘Do you really believe in the truth of what is written in this 
book?’ This question cannot be answered conclusively. I first of 
all repeat that one must, in a certain sense, venture a bet here, 
and I do not hesitate to do so by answering in the affirmative.” 
Gabriel Marcel concludes this paragraph of his foreword with the 
foresighted conviction that the book would be passed from one 
hand to another “like a legacy, a secret, a torch.”9

In her preface to Harmony of the Worlds, Marcelle de Jouvenel, 
Roland’s mother, describes how it came about in the first place:

“The idea of letting my hand write without the involvement of 
my own thoughts was not my own, but came from a friend, the 
mother of one of Roland’s schoolmates. She visited me often, and 
one day she confided to me that her sister had received messages 
in this way after their mother’s death. This seemed absurd to me; 
I felt it was making use of occultism, which I detest and which 
instills fear in me. But almost every morning this friend used to 
call me and ask, ‘Have you tried writing yet?’ I resisted for over 
a month, or rather: I was reluctant to take comfort from a source 
that seemed so disreputable to me. Until one evening, irritated 
by my friend’s persistence, I finally picked up a pencil. My hand 
began to shake violently, and suddenly, completely in contrast to 
my own style of handwriting, it began to write in large, slanting 
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letters. I was surprised, but not yet convinced, and I would cer-
tainly not have continued had it not been for the fact that the very 
next day everything happened exactly as Roland had predicted. 
Since then, so many things have been foretold to me, things I 
could verify or prove to be true, that I have not stopped writing.”

Roland de Jouvenel’s messages are among the most beautiful 
and comforting that have been given through automatic writing 
to people seeking the truth. I must limit myself here to quoting 
only a few excerpts from Roland’s earliest messages, given in 1946 
and 1947:

“I would like to tell you how I am doing, listen to me. It is 
better here than on earth, it is warm, it is like nothing you know. 
There are angels here, and I have a friend – he is tall. I live in a 
tower, and you already have your place there too, I am taking care 
of everything. Just as you decorate photos of me with flowers, I 
am preparing your future home. Everything that those living on 
earth do for us, we give them as a gift in return in heaven.”

“There are no loud noises here, only melodious sounds. If only 
I could guide you around this fairylike world soon!”

“Everything that a person achieves [on earth] stands them in 
good stead over here. Unfortunately, elderly people often take a 
long time to detach themselves from their evil habits. [...] Nothing 
base can cross the threshold of our gates.”

“I told you yesterday that I would tell you about myself. I 
have grown taller. You mustn’t think that everything here is com-
pletely different than on earth: the hierarchy of values is the same 
as yours.”

“Life is by no means what you imagine it to be. On earth one 
does not truly live, because the ‘flesh’ obstructs every advance-
ment. In our upward striving, the flesh acts like lead.”

“Sometimes I wish you would come soon, but it’s not up to 
me. Together we can accomplish a great work for those living [on 
earth]. Tell them to believe – believe in God, in the resurrection 
of the dead.”
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“B. [Roland’s father] is right to love Bach. Bach’s music is related 
to the wonders of our world, it is in harmony with heaven.”

“You always think I have nothing to say to you. And yet I will 
come and talk with you every night until you die.”

“Again, doubts come to you, because I use your manner of 
speech and sometimes mention things that are to be found in 
your world also. But you must know that life follows life, one 
leading to the other, strung together like beads on a rosary. I ex-
isted before this earth. Then came my passage through life with 
you, of short duration only, but blessed because of you. I will 
use you to communicate hidden truths. Just have courage, and 
prepare yourself well!”

“It has now been two days since you came to listen to me, and 
I do not like it. While I was on earth you wouldn’t have let two 
days pass without speaking with me. Of course, this kind of con-
versation is quite abstract for you: you don’t hear me, you don’t 
see me, and you can hardly tell whether the thoughts come from 
yourself or whether they are inspired by a higher will.”

“But where does this abundance of pure thought come from? 
The doubters will claim that it ‘comes from the subconscious.’ But 
why should they be more right than I, who says to you, ‘Mama, 
everything you write down is dictated to you by your son’?”10

The manner in which automatic writing proceeds varies greatly 
and depends on the mediumship of the person doing the writing. 
One person will receive thoughts in full consciousness and write 
them down themselves. Another is aware of what is being com-
municated but finds that their hand is guided. Yet another knows 
only that they are writing, but the content of what is written is 
unknown to them.

The pianist Hella Zahrada, whom I knew personally and who 
died in Berlin in 1966, described to me in a letter how she expe-
rienced the process of automatic writing. Through inspiration 
she received poems of a religious nature from an otherworldly 
poet called Ephides. These poems have since been published in 
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several volumes. I asked her how this inspiration took place, and 
on 26 December 1956 I received a detailed answer, which I repro-
duce here in a slightly abbreviated form:

“You wish to know what kind of process this is. It is therefore 
best if I go back to the year 1933, when the first poem was writ-
ten. I had never written a poem before, indeed, I did not even like 
reading poetry. I had always felt that the restrictions of the poetic 
form and language were a constraint, and I was initially shocked 
to find myself writing a poem, and what is more, to be doing so 
mediumistically, with a guided hand, with letters that were strung 
together without breaks or punctuation, so that I afterward had 
to decipher and separate the words.

“My ability to write mediumistically had developed half a 
year before that first poem, during a period of thorough spiritual 
training. As I am a very energetic and active person, I had not 
expected to possess any mediumistic abilities, nor had I tried to 
acquire them. But when I meditated, my hands would move – as 
though they were being carried – in curves and lines, and out of 
curiosity I once took a piece of charcoal and paper and watched 
with interest as my unsupported hand drew flower-like shapes, 
hovering over the paper without tiring. The flower shapes be-
came letters, later syllables, always interrupted by flower shapes, 
or rather merging into them; they then became words, then half 
sentences, and later whole sentences. I have a volume full of prose 
written in this way, similar in content to the poems. The prose 
was later succeeded by the poetry, or would alternate with it. I 
felt far less involved with the prose: my hand ran mechanically, 
so quickly that I could not even follow the train of thought. But 
when writing the poems my emotional involvement with the 
content was so strong that I would feel brave or combative or 
sad or happy, often completely in contrast to my own mood.”

Hella Zahrada goes on to write: “After a few months I began 
to hear the poems, like a melody, the syllables like dark or light 
tones, without taking in the meaning of the words.
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“I soon realized that I did not have to write them down im-
mediately, that they somehow ran on like a record in my mind, 
playing again and again until I had written them down. They 
would then fall silent. This can often be quite tormenting, 
although I never hear them out loud – more like a melody that 
I cannot get out of my head. But imagine how terrible it was 
during the war [1939–1945], when I had to type balance sheets 
in the Siemens–Schuckert office on the typewriter with the 
double-length carriage and tiny font. We were not allowed to 
erase anything, and while I was making sure that there were no 
mistakes in the long columns of figures with colored digits, I 
would hear within me ‘Be the flame, consumed by fire’ (‘Sei die 
Flamme, glutverzehrt’) or some other poem that was entirely in-
opportune. I then had to write it down to clear my mind.”

9

A second method by which spirit beings can communicate 
with humans is through a speaking medium, who – depending 

on their degree of mediumship – speaks the thoughts imparted to 
them either in a semi-trance or in a waking state.

An impressive example of this process is provided by the 
religious movement of the Protestant Camisards, who suffered 
religious persecution in France in the late seventeenth and early 
eighteenth centuries. In these congregations, mediums from 
among the Protestant faithful took the place of the expelled 
priests. One such medium described the transmission of a sermon 
during religious services in the following words:

“During such occasions, I have always felt an extraordinary 
elevation toward God, and I attest that I have not been bribed 
or incited by anyone, nor am I induced by any worldly consid-
eration to speak words other than those formed by the spirit or 
angel of God while making use of my organs of speech. To them 




