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MIRACLES & GHOSTS, DIARY AFTER DEAD

a personal diary of Aura Lovetann
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Inexplicable phenomena, death, miracles, invisible spirit, soul, prophecy/vision in the future in the diary of the painter-artist Aura Lovetann are truthful, but YOU all have a FREEDOM to believe and think exactly what you want. Reality that has happened after death: described from 3 different occasions.

She meets hateful racism in the hospital during severe physical illness and also very kind care. She uses belly dance as a medicine for painful backbone injury and she has to participate in many unimaginable events in the middle of everyday life. The diary also contains Prophecy /Warning of the disaster on September 11. 2001, she received notice in the hotel at Geneva Lake on the second of September.

Diary Is from dead child to youth, professional worker & alone with children, and trips around the world with unexplained surprises at work. In the first part of the diary, the reader also becomes familiar with previous traditions in a society that is in the midst of huge changes after the Second World War.

Aura Lovetann has had a different life, her positive and fun-loving personality is especially noticeable in troubles and when things happen that no one can explain.

Aura Lovetann has been living in 50 different countries, by today’s 149 independent states.

She has worked for different cultures, lived in the midst of different religions and the amount of different life views. Aura Lovetann and her beautiful paintings are known through the articles of daily newspapers, weekly magazines and exhibitions in many different countries and appreciated by large audiences through television in India, Nepal and China.

Aura Lovetann’s intimate diary became public for the first time because her computer crashed.


1. Dead body - floating soul.

I live as a floating «invisible + nothing». I have no age, no size and I understand everything I see and hear on earth below me. Right now I am in a large, almost square room, up at the inside of the roof, eastern corner. Behind me there is inexplicable soft light radiation with a suction effect or some type of magnetic pulling force that gently pulls me towards the light. The pulling force almost keeps me the same distance from the floor. The height variations are very small. It is the suction effect that determines where I am. The room is high with off-ceiling lights. On the wall to the right of me there is a window that reaches up to the ceiling. It is dark outside but the light from the street lights is screened in by white, straight curtains. Next to the window is a large, solid, brown desk. There is only one table lamp with a white glass screen. The lamp provides bright light on writing paper. On the chair behind the desk is a large, fat, male doctor with white coat. He radiates rudeness and knowledge. He sometimes has a black fountain pen in his hand. The wall has white colour behind the doctor. Then at the corner to the right of the following white wall there is a door that is closed. The fourth white wall, the one that is to the left of me has a similar window to that on the right. The light from outside falls on my Mami (my mother’s mother) she sits on a chair in front of the window with a baby in her arms. The child is wrapped in a natural white wool blanket. Mami has both coat & hat on. Her large leather handbag hangs on the left arm, on the same side as the baby’s head. Mami looks at the small child without interruption. She releases her right arm that was under the baby.

Doctor looks with sharp observation on the lady with the little child. It slams slightly when he puts his fountain pen properly, straight down beside paper in front of him. Mami’s right hand got stuck in the curtain but soon it is free. Her hand is just above the baby’s mouth. The child does not breathe.

I hear Mami say with firm faith and humble heart: «God in heaven you who have power over everything, do not take the child already to you.»

Mami looked to have pain in her heart. She moves her hand quickly under the blanket and pulls out the children’s left hand. Mami holds the baby’s wrist for a short while. Then Mami quickly moves her hand on the child’s neck. She noted that there is no heartbeat.

Doctor announced with harsh voice: «Now I can look at the child, Mrs. can come to me.»

Mami got up with baby. Suddenly, the pulling force has stopped. It feels like I’m flying around spinning down, around, down, everything is black. Horrible black. Nasty Black.


2. The condition is called: children who are alive.

I feel that there are two giant hands that push hard on both sides of my body. The hands are so wide that they start at my armpits and stop at my waist.

The giant hands pull me very hard to himself. I cling very firmly to Mami’s neck and cry in panic all I can.

I hear Mami say: «My beloved child calm you down. Calm, - Mami takes you back home. If I leave the child here - then she dies completely alone in the hospital.»

The giant hands release their firm grip on me and I hear ringtones. It comes in a stressed, slim woman in white clothes and has frightened face.

She who says: «Doctor called?»

I hear a nasty cry: «Why did it take so long to come? You are in that department, - on the other side of the corridor! Take that puppy to that department! Put that puppy in a bed. No. In a bed with high edges. I come to that department, when I have been paid. We do all the necessary paperwork - it’s easier for all parties when death occurs in a hospital. When woman come back then the body can be brought directly from here to the funeral.»

The white lady with brown short hair looks at me in the eyes. Her eyes are scared but the voice is friendly: «Come to me Little Friend. We go to a bed.»

I feel her thin, firm fingers under my arms. I panic cry and cling hard around Mami’s neck.

Mami says: «This is not possible. - If I leave the child here - then she dies completely alone in the hospital department. We are going home.»

The white lady says: «Yes, the department is totally overcrowded. Very many children are very sick and waiting for death. We do not have time to sit next to any child who dies.»

I hear behind me a nasty scream: «That puppy will be dead before you leave this room!»

The white lady lets go of me, but giant hands they pull hard my body.

The same voice screams nasty words and words that I have never heard before. Mami asks the white lady to bring in her youngest daughter, she is waiting in the corridor.

My aunt Terttu quickly entered the door with the white lady.

Aunt Terttu speaks fast and very clearly: «What’s going on here? Doctor’s voice echoes throughout the corridor. All people hear what doctor says. This child got sick this summer. She has been sick ever since, - all autumn and winter, but she never cries! Never! And now the cry is heart-breaking. Doctor, you ask for more than two monthly salaries for a short visit! This price is too high! Doctor, you know it’s illegal!»

The white lady is behind Mami, I can see her. She nods head-to-head in agreement. Mami asks aunt to take money from Mami’s purse so that we can leave the room. Aunt Terttu says she should move the blanket at my legs. I hear the creaking sounds of Mami’s purse, it hangs on the arm that I’m sitting on. I hear the aunt’s voice asking in which compartment she should look for the money, but since she continues with the words: «I already found.» Then she’s counting.

Then there is the squeaking sound of a box that opens and closes with a heavy bang.

Aunt Terttu speaks with a sharp voice: «Doctor, you have to write a receipt for the whole sum. I want to report you to the police, Doctor. I have witnesses. Doctor, you must write a receipt for the whole sum!»

The white lady holds the door open when Mami carries me away from the room.

After a while in the corridor I hear Mami say: «We never talk about what has happened. Remember, - never talk about it. I paid the entire sum from my own money, - everything he commanded. Can you please go out and get a taxi so that we come home? It’s too cold for the baby’s lungs - we’re waiting inside the door. Please Terttu Please.»

I hear Aunt’s voice: «It’s hard to get Taxi at this time. I’ll hurry.»

Aunt Terttu looks at me. She touches my face very gently, and runs away.

Suddenly everything is silent and black - totally black, black, terribly black.
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