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Helen lives in Australia. She has a strong faith in God, and that is her reason for being. Past events have shaped her and her faith, which is why she continues to write. Her hope is that, as you turn the pages of her books, you also, may find the love that has sustained her through many a trial.
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Prologue

The scenario that I bring to you began long before the virus hit this world. It began when society had decided that “God is dead.” And the standards nurtured and practiced for generations started to fall away very quickly – to the extent that the world we now know is unrecognisable. My mother’s generation says, “I don’t recognise this world. I don’t understand what is happening. It is frightening.”

During the pandemic, we were instructed to ‘keep our distance’ to protect ourselves and others. This precaution, though well-intentioned, was often taken to extremes. In the name of safety, loved ones were sometimes barred from being with their elderly relatives in their final moments. Tragically, many passed away feeling abandoned and in grief. Social distancing meant that community was irreparably damaged. We were no longer able to hug – to show the love of the divine spark within each of us. And this really began to warp society in a big way.

I remember watching news footage of people protesting against the public health measures introduced by the governments. And some of these riots turned ugly. And then we had the ‘Black Lives Matter’ protests. And so it went on. I began to see pictures, as though on a screen, of events happening right before my eyes. I couldn’t turn off the pictures. It was profoundly disturbing and upsetting. But the end was glorious…it was written.

Now this book is an attempt to put into writing the things I saw and heard.

So you think about it. MIGHT, just might, these things be possible? We have to wait and see.




Perilous Days

The following account of events happened in Queensland, Australia. The pandemic was everywhere. Our movements were restricted; for our own good and that of others. Shopping centres were open. But the only people who could shop were single members of households, getting in the supplies for everyone else.

No coffee shops, cafes or restaurants were open. Everything was deadly quiet. Boring. We couldn’t meet up anymore. We couldn’t even worship together – too ‘dangerous’ for the spread of disease. But the changes that took place in society happened long beforehand; when society at large decided that God was ‘dead’. And with the changes perpetuated by the virus – and the things that happened as a result of it – society would never quite normal again. We longed to be able to get together again, and worship together with everyone else, instead of the online experience; THAT would be something. So very different.

I remember watching the news. There was footage of protests that were taking place in all our capital cities and simultaneously around the world. When these first started, they were peaceful. But a dangerous element became involved; and what was peaceful suddenly became a scene of riots. People were getting hurt; there was widespread violence.

All at once I began to see scenes played out before me, one succeeding the other. And I could hear sounds from the things I was seeing. What I saw and heard was very much like an old-time movie that played out constantly in the background. It was quite overwhelming. Whatever else was happening, I could see these scenes playing out before me.

I didn’t know what to do. For a while, I wondered if I was having a breakdown. Then I remembered that in the last days, God would show visions to His young people, and His elderly would dream dreams. I realised so much of what I was seeing and hearing matched the Scriptural transcript of what would happen in the last days. So I wondered if what was happening to me, was that God was showing me many of these details, so I could warn others.

I found this frightening. I couldn’t ‘turn off’ what was happening. It seemed all pervasive – whatever I did, I kept on seeing these things. So I decided to document everything I had seen and heard, from the very beginning. And the following pages are an account of this documentation.




Perilous Days

From what I could see in my visions, the days seemed indeed perilous. People no longer cared about the well-being of others. The rules of the pandemic were instrumental here, when we were told so emphatically that you ‘had to protect yourself at all costs’. So we took that to extremes, avoiding even the most casual of contact. It seemed this overcorrection blurred into something else – a lack of care, a chilling indifference that I couldn’t help but notice. Each person only looked out for their own good. The intent, only…was what served ‘my own purposes; my own good; my own intent’. No one looked for the good of their fellow-man. All of that was left behind – an intended, or unintended – casualty of ‘lock down’. The world had had enough. Each person served their own individual agenda.




Societal Changes

Even family ties began to wear thin. The elderly – once respected – were a ‘casualty of war’ – given way to the avid desire of the young to rule ‘their’ world. I couldn’t understand this, as I so cared for my own grandma and grandad. Obviously, individual families still cared for their elderly; but in society at large, each one had forgotten the contribution of the generations that had come before them. Indeed, they felt they owed them nothing. The elderly had no right, indeed, but to give way to the young and the vigorous – a necessary sacrifice to this COVID stalking the earth.




The Protests

I had seen the protests in my own capital city against any and all of the Covid restrictions. For a time, people on the whole cooperated; but after a while, patience began to wear thin, indeed. Around the world this was amplified; and as far right and other factions grasped the opportunity, violence broke out. It seemed a roller coaster ride, as one set of actions fuelled others. Anger boiled over…and so it went on. And so, it developed. I watched as law enforcement and governments clamped down on social unrest – many grasping the opportunity presented to take previously unimagined, unacceptable power into their own hands. Unrest spilled out onto the streets, a ‘casualty of war’, as people, sick and tired or the inequality experienced throughout generations, played it out on the world stage. Women, who for so long had suffered at the hands of unjust men, started to take matters into their own hands. Tired of looking for change, and seeing none, they took to the streets. Racial unrest exploded. I saw corrupt politicians gain the upper hand; capitalizing on these times. Playing on the fears of the masses, they whipped up hysteria, setting neighbour against neighbour. Many more lives were lost as racial and cultural unrest began to spread from coast to coast, and nation to nation.

Families could not bear the strain. Trying to juggle for so long; being out of work in huge numbers, so many became ‘collateral damage’. Unable to meet basic costs of
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