[image: image1.png]


THE TRUTH ABOUT ILLNESS AND DEATH OF BRUNO GRÖNING
(Josette Gröning 1959) 

Since the death of Bruno Gröning much has been written about his illness, unfortunately without recognition of the facts. Much has been distorted. It has even been claimed; he died under the knife of the surgeon during an operation. 

I, as his wife, would like to clarify to the public the real course of his illness and passing. Up until November 1958 I did not know anything about the illness of my husband. He never complained and received guests and healing seekers daily. Since he lost a lot of weight over the course of this month, I informed our good friend Doctor Pierre Grobon from Paris who was also a cancer researcher about these unsettling symptoms he was experiencing. He considered this to be a possible sign of a bad illness. On his advice my husband and I drove to Paris at the end of November 1958. We went to a radiologist with Dr. Grobon. He made many x rays of my husband right away. The radiologist came to the conclusion through his analysis that my husband was in the late stages of stomach cancer. 

Before our departure to Paris, my husband told me in Plochingen. 

“I know what is going on with me, nobody can help me!” 

I withheld from him, however, what Dr. Grobon had informed me of, the danger of his condition. He then commented afterwards 

“Do you believe, I wouldn’t know, what is going on with me? I have cancer and have had it for a long time! There is nothing that can be done.” 

I myself was in a desperate situation and mood and broke out in tears. Dr. Grobon explained to my husband that he had to be operated on straight away. It was a matter of days, maybe even hours and perhaps was even to late already. In total calmness and ease my husband explained 

„At the moment that will not work by any means. Many are waiting on me in Germany and abroad, whom I want to speak to at the Christmas celebration. In January 1959 I will come back to Paris. 

Dr. Grobon became quite agitated and then asked my husband quite pleadingly that he let himself be operated on immediately. “It is not possible,” he said, “that you in your current condition can go on trips. If you were my father, I would have you operated on already today!” 
He revealed to him the danger of the illness: “A person in your condition must undertake a very strict diet, live in complete quite without any excitement and avoid all tiredness. It is not possible for you to undertake such long trips in the winter, and on top of that operate your vehicle by yourself.” 
Bruno answered: 
„ I eat what I like eating, without vomiting. I still feel fresh and strong enough to continue working and hold my already planned lectures. However, to please you I will come back to Paris in eight days. I still have to take care of a few things at home still and change up my travel plans.”

 On the following day we then drove back to Plochingen.
II. 
On the way home we visited friends in Karlsruhe. During dinner Bruno conversed with other guests in his usual and lively way. None of his listeners, besides me, anticipated that this ingenious, life loving guest, according to a precise doctors diagnosis found himself in a life threatening, fatal situation. He ate to the joy of the housewife with a very great appetite without taking consideration for his terrible illness, four pieces of cake and drank a lot of coffee. In Paris Dr. Grobon had asked him specifically to stop drinking coffee. Not until after midnight did we drive on to Plochingen. My husband did not show the slightest sign of exhaustion or emotional dejectedness. His character was completely unchanged. As always he was in a lively, good mood. 
During our stay in Plochingen he recorded many tapes. These recordings were place in place of the originally planned personal lectures at the Christmas celebrations in the circles of Gröning Communities in Kiel, Springe, Essen, Karlsruhe, and Augsburg and also in some cities abroad. 
III 
After eight days we drove in our car back to Paris. After I had called Dr. Grobon, we made our way to his friend Dr. Bellangers surgery clinic, which Bruno was familiar with. Dr. Grobon had informed this very well-known specialist of cancer surgery in the meantime about the condition of my husband. After Dr. Bellanger had examined the x rays, he said to me in French, which Bruno did not understand.
 „The operation will be very hard, I am not at all sure, if we can operate at all. According to the X-rays this case is almost desperate. I will open to the stomach holes, if something can be done without danger, I will do it. Otherwise I will simply close up the holes again.” 
I did not withhold the seriousness of the situation from my husband.
He smiled and said: “I don’t mind, cut me open from top to bottom, I am not afraid. I have to experience after all in my own body how one feels after such an intense operation.” 

Dr. Bellangers eyes became big, as I translated these words to him and expressed, that a big piece of the stomach would have to perhaps be taken out. Bruno said: 
“I don’t mind, take the entire stomach out, but I know that you will leave him in!”

 As we withdrew to our room in the clinic, Bruno said to me smiling: 
„When they open me up, they will be amazed about what they will get to see. It is much worse than the X rays show.” 
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On the following day, the operation took place in the presence of Dr. Grobon. Before it was over, he came into my room and told me “I must inform you of something terrible. It is much worse than we imagined. The stomach is completely torn apart, in a while it will not be operable anymore. There is already metastasis visible on the liver and colon. His days are numbered. It was a terrible surprise for both doctors, they were deeply shocked, and as the surgeon saw that nothing more could be done, he close the wound. They could not comprehend how Bruno’s outward appearance revealed so little about his inner suffering, that he was able to breathe still, his metabolism had functioned perfectly in the last couple of weeks and his blood count was excellent. Usually in such a condition one must repeatedly vomit when taking in just the slightest amount of food and such a patient has to slowly starve. 
This was not the case with Bruno. In the meantime Dr. Bellanger had sewed up the surgery wound and Bruno was brought to our room. He was still under anesthesia. The nurse and I were amazed at his rosy skin color and fresh appearance. After some hours he awoke.  
 IV
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 In the following days the doctors and nurses became more and more perplexed over the behavior of the patient Bruno Gröning. He ate with a great appetite. He ate a lot of honey. The night nurses were extremely amazed, when he would ask for a sandwich every night around 10:00 p.m. From this evening on he received at this hour the desired bread. They were sure that he would have to vomit, but nothing like this happened. None of the usual symptoms were apparent. Some days later at a visit from Dr. Bellanger, Bruno stood up from his bed, did some gymnastics and stretches and clapped himself on the stomach. The doctor held his hands before his face and yelled horrified, “Stop, I am afraid! The wounds could burst; I cannot bear to look at that anymore.” He left the room in a rush. 
Bruno laughed heart fully and didn’t understand how this man could be so frightened. 
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On the sixth day after the operation we went on a walk through the streets of Paris while it was storming rain. Standing on the edge of a large crossing at an opera house jovially with his hand in his pockets,, he looked at the big city traffic, while the rain pelted him in the face. It did not bother him that he was extremely wet. Since it was slowly getting dark and it was cold, I asked to go back to the clinic. Hesitantly he followed me back and said 
“I could go walking for hours like this.” 
In the meantime there was much tension in the clinic, as everyone was worrying about the very strange patient. Dr. Bellanger came to visit and was standing in the empty room. For the hundredth time he said “It is terrible!” 
We lived in the third floor. My husband did not often use the elevator, but instead went by foot up the stairs. On the evening before our departure, I made several recordings of my husband with Dr. Bellanger and Dr.Grobon. On the twelfth day, there was a small argument between Dr. Grobon and Bruno before our departure. He, Bruno, absolutely wanted to drive our car himself. When the doctor strictly forbids this, he replied smilingly 
“If human beings could just get away from their constant fear, they would have more success in life!” 
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At our departure, which was took shape very nicely, both doctors said: „All of our good wishes accompany you, Bruno, if Gods want it, then we will see you healthy again!” They passed over two certificates to me, saying they were completely aware of the seriousness of Bruno’s condition. These contained the precise responsibility regulations for the sick patient. The trip to Plochingen occurred without any incidents. Bruno was cheerful and talkative as always. 
Christmas was around the corner; Bruno decorated the Christmas tree happily. Between Christmas and New Year’s we received many visits. None of his friends noticed that their friend was sick with such an awful illness. His urge to help others always overrode him. Only his leanness and paleness were apparent to many. 
On our trip at the end of December to Rhöndorf on the Rhein, he drove the entire way. He spoke to his followers until 2:00 a.m., without their being any sign of him being tired. On the trip back he drove the car once again himself. 
At the beginning of January we took many walks in Plochingen in various forests and my husband was happy to be alive. It was planned to employ a new secretary on the 1st of February. On the 6th of January my husband surprised me with his explanation that he would not be hiring a secretary.
 “In this night”, he expressed, “I received a stop. We will soon travel back to Paris, but I do not know the exact time”. 
He no doubt knew that he would have to soon leave this earth and by no means would he be staying in Germany, where he had been pursued the last ten years. The doctors especially had become his most bitter enemies. I did not understand, however, why he wanted to wait so long, while his condition worsened by the day. 
On the 10th of January we had to drive to an important meeting once again in Rhöndorf. Since there was quite a bit of snow on this day which made it impossible to use the car, we went by train. Despite having to wait several times for the delayed train for many hours due to the amounts of snow, Bruno got through this winter trip, which others in such a condition would not have been able to withstand, which I can only explain through an incomprehensible, uncomplaining mastery of his physical condition. My husband was even able to get through the trip back to Plochingen amazingly well on the following day, despite the same tough circumstances. 
If you want to understand the behavior of my husband in the last weeks before his going home, you must at least try to some extent to have an image of what his mentality was like. Before making important decisions, Bruno did not bother as it is usually understood, with longwinded, dry considerations about the practicality or usefulness of the steps to take. He relied on the super conscious and unconscious intuition, of which he was in grace of higher powers, first and foremost when he restored the health of suffering people, whom had searched for healing in vain for years, or even for decades.
Often he expressed: 
“The happiest hour of my life will be when I am allowed to leave my body.” 
He knew that he would not be allowed to stay in Germany. However, he waited for instructions to come to him regarding the period of his departure. Over the course of the last weeks before our departure, he received a visit from his brother Kurt, whom he took long hikes with. Just two days before our departure, two coworkers visited him, whom he had long and intense conversations with, without letting himself in any way be disturbed by his health condition. 
On Monday the 19th of January he instructed his secretary, to book two flight tickets to Paris on for Wednesday. Despite my urging, to go already on Monday, he stuck by his decision. 
On Wednesday, the 21st of January, we flew to Paris.  
V   
My husband was in a good mood, but you could tell that he was not doing well. Because of a cloter an operation was necessary. On 22nd January 1959 it took place. Dr. Bellanger, who led the operation said to me: “The destruction in Bruno’s body is terrible, it is a complete inner combustion, and how he was able to live so long without tolerating the horrific pains is a mystery to me. The end is, however, near. 
In a letter on 26th February 1959 Dr. Bellanger reported “It required a very rare willpower, to endure such a suffering. I have always admired his courage, his clear calmness which can only be explained by a strong Christian faith. 
Dr. Grobon wrote on 28th February 1959 “My efforts about Bruno were more than natural – and I would say that I`ve got a tremendous support from his courage, his willpower and his significant personality at all. It was so strong that one can say: He did not suffer! His friends should know exactly that, and this is a real comfortable factor. He was on the path of Christ!” 
The following natural occurrence is also strange. On 22nd January 1959 while my husband was under anesthesia, a strong storm suddenly broke out with thunder and lightning strikes which swept over the skies of Paris. It became so dark, that one who to light a candle during in the middle of the bright day. The nurses were very astonished about such a violent storm. 
During the following days after the operation Bruno’s temperature, blood pressure, and pulse were completely normal. He even stood up twice and sat down in an armchair. Only on the night of Sunday, 25th January 1959 to Monday did the signs of his approaching death became visible. 
On Monday January 26th, 1959 at 1:45 pm he went peacefully and quietly into eternity. 
This happened right in the moment, when the people would have succeeded him in preventing him from fulfilling his divine mission.On 22nd January, the day of the operation, the trial which was vital for Bruno Gröning, came to an end in Munich. The district attorney demanded once again a prison sentence. 
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You can understand his death from this point of view: “People meant it bad with him, but God meant it well.” 
Bruno Gröning, who was the last hope for thousands of sufferers, was no longer. 
I, as the wife of the deceased, feel it necessary to shortly report about the compassion of his doctors. 
As I spoke with Dr. Bellanger shortly after Bruno’s passing, this doctor who was so used to suffering wiped away many tears, which flowed down his cheeks. He said:
 “These divinely gifted people have a hard path on earth. Their tragedy is that they are not able to help themselves after they help thousands of people. 

Bruno Gröning was a superman!”
Source: Gertrud Elisabeth Weidner (Hrsg.): Lichthort, Zeitschrift für universale Gotteserfahrung, dualistische Geisteserkenntnisse und esoterisch-ganzheitliches Weisheitsgut (Verlag für Esoterische Wissenschaften, Marschalkenzimmern, Schwarzwald, 1959) Nr. 33/34, S. 1385-1390







