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On the 12th August, 1938, a wingless angel was born in Hamburg, Germany. Mum was the youngest daughter; she had two older step-brothers. Her childhood years were marred by sadness and a sense of terror. She experienced the realities of the 2nd world war – the fear of hearing the Gestapo boots, the horror of watching her Jewish neighbours being taken, or committing suicide, the terror of running to bomb shelters and sitting in fear and hysteria, with the feeling there is not enough oxygen for everyone. This profoundly affected her, and mum’s dislike for enclosed spaces like lifts made us extremely fit – she would prefer to walk 30 flights of stairs any day! 

Mum did not witness a happy marriage between her parents, and her dad was tragically killed in a car accident when she was 18. She went on to become a hairdresser. It was in a salon in Hamburg on the 1st October, 1964, that she met the love of her life. Mum would often tell me about how she suddenly saw the cutest guy standing near the counter with the biggest, darkest eyes. She fell in love instantly. And so did he. Love that would last a lifetime – and a marriage of 43 years. My father, Len, and her were married on the 23 April, 1965. They would often say that their only fight was on their wedding day – they would always be madly in love and totally devoted to one another. The first few months of their married life they lived in a little suburb called Rissen, Germany.

I was born on the 1st March, 1966 – and was constantly told I was their delight and joy. We moved to a little village called Gross Wittensee and mum and dad took over my dad’s parents’ hairdressing business. Dad then began to get involved in a computer/IT firm and mum ran the salon. It was hard work, but mum loved it. Loved the little village by the huge lake, and I have faint memories of sitting on a sled with mum and dad taking long walks through the snow, and across the hard frozen ice of the lake. 
In 1972, we moved to South Africa. This was difficult for mum as she was always an outgoing and people-orientated person. Suddenly language became a huge barrier. She would drop me at school and sit in the car waiting until school finished. It was here that one of the other mum’s began to sit with her in the car and teach her English. Not long after that she began working again at a salon, and eventually opened her own. Her customers all loved her. Mum could disarm the grumpiest person, and she was constantly laughing. I remember many times in the salon all the customers and staff being in total hysterics over something mum had said. 

Eventually she sold the salon and enjoyed her family and home full-time. We loved that! She loved the garden which flourished under her care, and her love for animals took on a whole new dimension. She became an avid animal rescuer, who would go to the pound, rescue dogs on death row and then find homes for them. Of course, they often stayed with us for a while and home often looked like a startling stage setting of the Doolittles. 
She also took up shooting – not animals! But plate shooting – she became an incredible marksman or markswoman – an expert with the revolver and 3.3 gun, that would often leave her with a blue and bruised shoulder from the kick. One night after the telephone had rung a 7th time in the middle of the night regarding computer problems at work, mum got out the revolver and threatened to blow the phone apart. Dad managed to talk her out of the idea. Years later when dad and her were living on a farm in Sarina, Qld. She aimed at a snake making its way into her home, through the roof trusses, 2 fell down. Mum loved all animals – but snakes in a house were off limit.
Mum and Dad grew up in a traditional German church that they would never attend except for an occasional wedding. It was in South Africa in 1976 that a friend first told them about Jesus, the amazing news that there was a God in heaven who loved them. Who is described as love, who would come to earth, take on the form of a man, and with his death purchase humanities redemption from sin. And through his resurrection give those who believe eternal life … and a hope after death.
Mum and Dad devoted their lives to this Jesus. Mum had a simple faith – she loved God with all her heart, she loved people and she loved God’s creation. She played piano and could sit and worship for ages, she often played in smaller congregations that they were part of – the presence of God and anointing on her life through this ministry was incredible. But more than anything mum knew the hearts of people. She would talk to anyone, but often would walk into a room or church and see someone by themselves and sit next to them and begin to talk. Her simple, straightforward manner opened every heart, and sharing the love of Christ in spoken word and practical action was her constant delight.
Looming political instability caused us to move back to Germany for a year, enough time to move mum’s aging mother into a beautiful retirement home – and then we moved to Mackay, Qld. Dad was working in the sugar mills as a computer analyst, and mum was managing a small farm they bought. She would often say that this period would be one of the happiest in her life. She was surrounded by dogs, cats, cows, horses (wearing gumboots because it had a foot disease), ducks, chooks, green tree frogs that would sit pasted on the kitchen window and stare at her, geckos, and great neighbours. Mum and dad were always extremely hard workers and they turned a little desolate farmlet into a picture of paradise. 

When a calf was bitten by a Taipan and the vet could not come straight away to put it down she sat next to it for hours, comforting it in its distress. She loved to drive the tractor and you could see her coming for miles, burning up the dusty track.
It was during this time that I met Mark and introduced him to my parents. Mum loved him instantly – he could do no wrong. Years later if he and I had a fight she told me to stop being nasty, without ever hearing the story. Her son-in-law was untouchable, her eyes would light up, and someone once said to her he sounded like a saint – to mum he was – Saint Mark. 

Mum adored her 3 grandkids – they called her Oma. She was there for each of their arrival, absolutely delighted and proud and protective. Mum had the most caring and compassionate spirit of anyone I have ever met – but touch her family or say one ill word about her son in law or grandkids and she would rise to absolute fierce magnificence. She became terrifying. 

She loved to visit and loved WCF or CityLife. Being in the services, worshipping the Lord, listening to her star (Mark) preach, and chatting with people over coffee was a highlight to her. 
Life for mum and dad was always an adventure. I often teased them about a gypsy anointing. Mum was not attached to material things, ever – what mattered to her was God, my dad, her family and people. Life was always fun and full of adventure as they traipsed from one side of the world to the other. Living on farms without power and water to homes fit for queens and kings – it was all an adventure to her.  Her last move was from Qld to Mildura. It was here 4 weeks ago that the first sign of cancer was discovered. It was in Peter Macullum (a hospital and staff that we are so extremely grateful for) that the severity of her cancer was diagnosed. It is miraculous to think that even though mum went through some pain the last few days, this journey has been relatively pain free.

Mum was ready to go. We did not want to see that or admit it. We would talk about the future, and returning to Mildura and she would smile and say it was so nice to be here with the family. She was in tears with a deep sense of Jesus standing right next to her. On her last day on earth she slept the day away and then with such an incredible presence of God in the room she went into His everlasting arms. She is now in total peace, perfect joy, adoring her King, Saviour and Friend.

How do you cope with the loss of an angel – it is impossible to imagine life without her. Her laughter that would often cause us disastrous accidents, her constant encouragement and belief, her genuine care and kindness – mum was a totally unselfish person. We thank God for you, Mum, we had an angel amongst us for 69 years. The planet is poorer because you left. And our hope is ever in the fact that Jesus came, died and rose again – by this we know we will see you again. Until that time!
