
My name is Jan Pfeifer and I am Johanna Pfeifer’s grandson. Yes, she had always wanted  a quick and painless death. Her wish has been fulfilled. 

My time spent with my grandma was mainly in my childhood, during vacation. Those were beautiful times and I remember them with pleasure. For instance, gathering apples in grandma’s large garden und taking them in baskets to the neighbor, who had a juice extractor. One could watch as the apples were slowly being squashed. Or when we went to the milk store.  You had to go up the stairs and a bell tinkled when you opened the glass door. The people in the store and the friendly farmer’s wife behind the counter. All this was magic for me, this was life for me. The whole store was about milk.

My Oma, my grandma, liked me always, she loved me. And I dare say, that the life of any human being, who has loved sincerely, has been a good one.  Because that is what survives everything. 

Our planet earth, our solar system are part of a spiral galaxy called milky way. And we live here at the end of one of its furthermost arms, far away from its center. Our galaxy alone, which is rather small compared to many others in the universe, contains more than 10 billion other planets just like ours. Anyone who looks to the heavens at night should know that there is a lot of life out there. 

I wonder if they have a bible out there as well.

Regardless of what belief system or religion one has, one thing has always existed and will exist forever - love.

All of her life my grandma was totally convinced that everything is over after life ends. One is simply gone. 

And now I want to tell a little story that has really happened to me.

Four days after her death I wake up at night, and who is standing there in front of my bed?

My grandma as a good-looking young woman, perhaps in her early thirties. With full capacity of her mental abilities, but - obviously confused. Because for her, her life should have ended. Hallo - surprise! She wants to tell me something - I say, “Oma, unfortunately, I can’t hear you”.  But I realized the following: She didn’t understand, why no one could understand her. She didn’t realize that she had died. 

I say, “Oma, you have died. Think yourself into the hospital in Ravensburg, that’s where your corpse lies. That should convince you. That’s where you’ll find your earthly space suit. You have perhaps one to two weeks to say good bye to everybody and thereafter a breathtaking adventure will await you, because we’re all immortal”. 

Further, I suggested: “Ask any question and the answer will come to you. The great art in life, as well as thereafter is, to ask the right questions. The greater the questions, the grander the answers you will experience”. 

Suddenly I felt a warmth in my chest. She had understood and had touched my heart with her hand. 


