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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Foreword

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

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

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

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


Introduction

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

Soul Memory

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

Guidance from the Masters

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

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

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

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

Intention

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

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

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

The Healing Power of Love

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

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

[image: ]

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



PART ONE
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My Early Years




Come with Me

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


“I Am Natasza”

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

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

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


Family Life

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

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

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

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

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


A Man of Honor

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

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

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

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


The Seer

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

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

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

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

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


Race and Nationality

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

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

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

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

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


A Sacred Mission

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

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

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

“Why do you ask, young one?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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