
 

    Talk in Berlin in USA  

 
 
Dear brothers and sisters, my name is Fabienne and I come from 
France. I am 48 (forty-eight) years old.  I have written 5 booklets 
related to my conversion.  They all have the imprimatur and the 
nihil obstat of the Catholic Church.  Besides, on my web site, you 
can read my interview with Bishop René Laurentin, Prelate with the 
Holy Father, His Holiness Benedict 16th (sixteenth). God has given 
me such joy by allowing me to live and share with you my testimony 
that is His Will, so that my brothers and sisters who have maybe 
known the same life as I can realize that they need graces from God 
as He himself has granted me his graces of trust, obedience and 
surrender.  God waited for me for a long time and it is with His 
graces that I resurrected.  I had to die in His mercy and live His 
mercy. 
 
So, I will tell my story of love with Jesus: 
 
My parents had me baptized on May 3 1964, a few days after my 
birth.  I followed all the catechism courses and I made my private 
and solemn communion and mother taught me to pray the Our 
Father and Hail Mary before going to bed. 
 
Between the ages of 15 and eighteen, I took a few courses in tourism 
at Montpellier.  On Wednesday afternoons, we were free to go out 
and that is where my life took a turn. With buddies I started to steal 



in stores, and to get interested with men, to go to bars.  In order to 
do like the others, I began smoking then smoke more and more, up 
to two packages a day.  Having totally abandoned the Church and 
therefore my God of love, I began to listen to the Devil who dragged 
me into impurity. So I took on some lovers, the pill, I began hitch 
hiking to go to beaches to show off topless. 
 
When I came home on the weekends, I would go to meet a lady 
whose first name is Laure who showed me how to read cards, all 
kinds of tarot cards.  I also wrote to an astrologer so as to know my 
future and I received my astral reading that propelled me into a 
spiritual distress because the future that he drew was quite sad!  So 
I fell into an endless anguish and I could not live without reading the 
cards every day or going to see a mind reader in order to be 
reassured. 
 
After my baccalaureate, I prepared a B.T.S. (veuillez expliquer) in 
Secretarial Studies then I was very quickly offered a position as 
Secretary for Direction at the A.P.F. (veuillez expliquer).  I 
remained there for a few months until they found a replacement and 
then I found myself unemployed. 
 
So I was now in a period of idleness.  I contacted my neighbour who 
had friends.  His friends, for the most part were homosexuals and 
little by little I was dragged into going to nightclubs.  And there I 
began to want to please others.  Mini skirts, expensive outfits, heavy 
makeup, lots of cigarettes.  So I was now starting to have a lot of 
fun.  From one club to another, I began to let loose, then to sway the 
hips to unorthodox music.  If you could have seen my demeanor at 
that time, it was terrible! 
 
One of my little friends, proposed drugs to me.  I say one because, at 
that time, I had many friends at the same time. 
 
Not wanting to seem too dumb, I pretended to act like someone who 



always smoked hash and the first time, I went to it wholeheartedly 
and a few minutes later I no longer knew where I was and I felt so 
bad that I had the impression I no longer was on earth but in a dark 
place in another world.  Panic struck!  Fortunately I was not alone!  
After a few hours, I calmed down and on a daily basis, I continued 
smoking hashish. 
 
I also want to share with you that one day I met a friend that I had 
pushed into the arms of a homosexual who no longer tolerated 
women but who found this one to his taste.  She became pregnant 
and decided to have an abortion.  As she had nobody to drive her 
there, I drove her to Montpellier without being aware of the pain 
that I was causing to my soul and hers. 
 
Having fallen in love with a boy, after a few months we decided to 
live together.  I therefore left Bézier so as to live with him on Seyne 
on the Sea because he had just gotten a job with a radio station.  His 
employer asked me to work with him.  My job consisted in seeking 
clients who would purchase advertising spots on the radio station.  I 
began to have great success, contract after contract, and I earned a 
fair amount of money. 
 
My life continued like that and we both lived common law without 
knowing that we were deeply hurting our soul since we were sharing 
our lives without the sacrament of matrimony. 
 
As I feared having a child, I took the pill and began having all sorts 
of girlfriends who were living in debauchery, one of whom initiated 
me into beer and numerology. 
 
After many months, I came to live in Marseille where they had 
offered me a position and quickly, no longer being interested in my 
work, I claimed sick leave and stopped working for many months. 
During these empty months, I lived a very licentious life, going out 
to nightclubs every night, drinking alcohol, dressed to the latest 



fashion and I had not only one lover, but dozens. 
 
A few months went by and I went back to my work.  Wanting to 
establish myself financially, I purchased an apartment close to a 
cousin who sometimes came to visit me.  In order to be polite, I 
returned the favour and began meeting girlfriends one of whom was 
an astrologer and the other a Rosicrucian! 
 
The astrologer proposed that I have my karma read!  She explained 
that she would study my astrological reading on the basis of my 
previous lives and by studying my karma! 
 
Some time went by, she came to my home and brought her final 
reading that she had studied.  I read it and I understood it because 
in the meantime my cousin had led me to a spirit center In Marseille 
in which the leader spoke about karma, reincarnation, et cetera....  
In this center, I found a book called “The Gospel according to 
Spiritualism”. 
 
I studied and every week I went to follow the teachings.  They spoke 
about various topics such as karma, reincarnation, spiritualistic 
studies, ouija, round table, UFFO’s, et cetera.. 
 
And now the leader one day proposed that all those who wished to 
do so would gather on Wednesday evenings for live session of 
spiritualism and as I was innocent, I accepted!. 
 
And I began to see mediums who were going into a trance, who 
would receive messages from the Curé of Ars, Saint Padre Pio, Saint 
Theresa of the Child Jesus, the Mother of God and even from Christ 
and finally from our dear friends from outer space. 
 
And there I was, next to the founder of the center because we would 
make a brotherly chain so that energy could travel between us so as 
to be better receivers. Something like batteries connected together. 



 
However, I was not the only one not receiving messages.  I simply 
received a few visions one of which was that of merciful Jesus and 
then it stopped! 
 
During one session, the group leader proposed to those who wished 
it, to have a clean-up of their soul!  As I suffered inwardly, as I 
really thought that I had some previous lives to purify, I told him 
that I gladly accepted his proposal and I thought that he would 
really liberate me from this strangle hold.  At that moment, I did not 
know that I was a victim of a serious haunting of impure spirits 
because of my ill chosen paths in life, fortune telling, pendulum, 
astrology, horoscope, palm reading, initiation into yoga, esoteric 
meditation, opening of shakras, etc... 
 
I therefore sat next to this initiate in esoterism who set his hand 
upon me, he who had powers that he acquired from Satan, upon two 
of my shakras! The shakra of the heart and that of the third eye! 
 
Then he told me that he transmitted the light to me.  But at that 
moment, I did not know that it was the light of Lucifer. 
 
So I went home and began to feel upset.  During the following 
session of spiritualism, I sat next to him and there I had a very 
difficult experience.  The kundalini arose in me. 
 
Kundalini is a powerful energy lodged in the sacrum bone (at the 
base of the back).  When it is awakened, it climbs the spine and 
works from center to center right up to the coronary shakra situated 
at the top of the head. 
 
You see, it’s easy to understand, but it’s not very catholic! 
 
During this experience I had the impression that I would be taken to 
heaven such was the power of that energy.  What I had not 



understood at that moment, was that the kundalini was a power of 
Satan that had penetrated me just as this power has entered in me 
when I was initiated into yoga.  To explain a bit, Satan was directing 
my interior with these techniques.  I had upset the Holy Spirit who 
could not remain within me because of my lack of humility. 
 
Feeling more and more badly, I decided to abandon spiritualism 
and I received often the sacrament of the sick because, the shakras 
having been opened, I was between life and death. 
 
Then I returned to Marseilles.  Jesus showed me how my soul was 
enclosed within the Beast.  At that particular time in my life, I no 
longer believed in heaven, purgatory and hell since I believed in 
reincarnation.  But when He showed me hell with a crackling fire, I 
had to believe, as the CCC (Catechism of the Catholic Church) 
teaches us and I can assure you that I wholeheartedly cling to the 
resurrection.  My thirst for knowledge was not sated; I spoke to my 
cousin about It who had spent a brief time in this center and she 
presented me to her other friend whom I mentioned was a 
Rosicrucian. 
 
She told me that she had been affiliated with the Order of 
Rosicrucian for quite a while and that she had left it to take periods 
of meditation.  I asked her for the address of the Rosicrucian and 
there was I,  affiliated with this esoteric order.  
 
After my affiliation, I began to receive monographs at the rate of 4 
per month and as the teachings moved on, I was successful in many 
levels.  At the 7th degree of the Temple, I stopped.  As I always 
wanted to know more, and as I had listened to Satan’s voice “you 
will be as gods”, I decided to join a lodge in Marseille, where I had 
attended many initiations.  But God who was watching me was 
there, waiting for me.  You know, in my misery, he never abandoned 
me.  God, Jesus, is Love! 
 



In my esoteric study I studied some things, whether in my search in 
New Age, with the authors such Alice Bailey, H.P.Blavatsky or still 
in the Rusicrucian Order, for example the fundamental laws that 
govern the macrocosm and the microcosm, human conscience, the 
laws of life, vital forces, the wise ones of Greek Antiquity, 
Rosicrucian therapeutics, the psychic body of man, stellar travel, 
human aura, psychic centers, shakras, vocal sounds, mantras, etc...  
These studies delved me into pride.  Satan was happy to have me 
lose my soul, but the mercy of God superabounded  
in order to justify me. 
 
Through these studies, I sought to learn and understand the God of 
my heart that we called  “The cosmic one”. 
 
But I did not understand anything.  Imagine the love relationship 
that I had with that God!  None!  No burning contact of heart to 
heart. 
 
Besides, the friends to whom I related in the New Age did not 
understand God better than I did, you know. 
 
Certain people practice magnetism, eneagram, tantrism, 
interpretation of dreams, channeling seances, healing seances with 
beings of light, telepathy, telekinesis, pendulum, symbolism, all sorts 
of magic, hypnosis, psychic forces, New Age breathing, aura 
reading, all kinds of healing through the energy of crystals, 
transcendental meditation, other practices of reiki, while it has been 
banned by the American bishops.  And I can assure you that when 
they understood and experimented that Satan had exercised his 
energy within them with his power, they surely ran to a priest for 
confession and to ask for prayers for deliverance. 
 
And now comes a bolt of grace in my life! 
 
I heard a voice while looking at a poster of the Sacred Heart of Jesus 



that was telling me: “My holy wounds will save you!” 
 
I looked at Jesus with great love without being surprised by these 
words.  Through this, Jesus was coming to warn me that he was 
going to help me find the way to salvation. 
 
Not long after that, I met a friend who spoke to me about 
Medjugorje.  She explained that it was a place of prayer where the 
Virgin Mary was appearing.  So I decided to sign up with a 
pilgrimage leaving from Nice because in my interior, I felt a very 
strong call to come to that place.  Rome  is presently dealing with 
this cause. 
 
During the trip, I felt very ill. I felt a great ba ttle going on.  Satan 
was grieved that I made this t\pilgrimage and he was making me 
suffer greatly in my interior.  As soon as I took my first step in 
Croatia, I was filled with peace.  So I ran to the church and there,  I 
who was running away from the Church, I found myself in the 
middle of a hundred pilgrims who were adoring the Lord,.  Before 
the Blessed Sacrament, I now fouind myself very small with my 
misery, before Jesus alive, body, blood, soul and divinity. 
 
Upon leaving the church, I met a lady to whom I had related my 
licentious life and right there she told me: “You see my sister, you 
cannot be saved with the life that you are leading”. 
 
So I told her: “What must I do?”  And that is when she called upon 
me .to abandon the New Age practices as did the man whom I met 
and had explained to me that I was living in adultery.  Then she told 
that confession would help me a lot! 
 
Confession!  I looked at her with my small eyes that doubted and 
were a bit frightened! 
 
So I thought: confession to a priest?  I really have to confess to a 



man who will hear all of my sins? 
 
Then I thought it over and told my self that it may not be as hard as 
that. 
 
The following day we planned on doing the stations of the cross.  I 
did like my brothers and sisters and I followed them!  We found 
ourselves before a path to climb, with rocks that I found quite high.  
I was looking at a few sisters and I saw them climb barefooted!  I 
told myself!  But where have ended up!  All these people who climb 
these high rocks, but where are running to? Where are they going? 
 
Apparently there was a goal to reach and that goal was a cross! 
 
To go as far as this and tire oneself for about an hour so as to go and 
kiss a cross!  So I told myself: Are they crazy for the love of God? 
 
I followed them, but not without feeling a great spiritual battle.  But 
with the grace of God, I found the strength to make it to the top and 
kiss the cross. 
 
Dear brothers and sisters, it was the forerunner to my sweet return 
to Jesus. 
 
I told myself that if a few fools of love would follow him so why not 
me? 
 
There it is that I encountered the cross, a cross that no longer had a 
rose in the middle of it but on which was stretched out with much 
love: a man God we call Jesus, the Son of God, the Word made flesh. 
 
I immediately remembered who Jesus was.  My real saviour, my 
only master, the one who is the Way, the Truth and the Life! 
 
A few days passed and I returned to France.  At the time of my 



departure, the Blessed Virgin granted me a grace so powerful that I 
could not stop crying with heavy tears so much so, that my mother 
who was accompanying me looked at me with surprise, she who had 
always seen me play and laugh.  So there I was,  crying, I was crying 
and these tears burned my eyes! 
 
Upon arriving in France, I stopped at Nice and went to pray at the 
chapel of Saint Rita whom I asked for help; Saint Rita being the 
saint of desperate causes, which was really my case. 
 
Then I returned to Marseille and Jesus told me: “I am your only 
master.  Listen to my Word, observe my commandments.”. 
 
God’s commandments: I knew there were many, but it was 
impossible for me to remember them.  Opening the Bible, I read 
them: 
 
I am the Lord your God, who brought you out of the land of Egypt, 
out of the house of slavery; you shall have no other gods before 
me.... 
 
You shall not make wrongful use of the name of the Lord your God, 
for the Lord will not acquit anyone who misuses his name..... 
 
Remember the Sabbath day and keep it holy...... 
 
Honour your father and your mother..... 
 
You shall not kill..... 
 
You shall not steal..... 
 
You shall not bear false witness against your neighbour... 
 
You shall not covet your neighbour’s wife... 



 
You shall not covet anything that belongs to your neighbour...(Deut. 
5, 6-21) 
 
After reading this, I told myself that I had a lot of work to do for me 
to be faithful to God and to be able to go to paradise. 
 
Then, I met the one who was to become my husband.  He quite 
weirdly looked at me asking himself what I had really become!  I 
told him then: “You know that you have to leave because you are 
already married in the Church: we don’t have the right to be 
joined”.  So he looked at me even more weirdly, then he returned 
home one night, but he came back to see me very briefly.  So I told 
him that if he wanted to come and stay at my place, he had to go and 
sleep in the side room.  After hesitating, he accepted and I told him: 
“You know, I’m going to see a priest to tell him our story and he will 
help me on the path with you, as brother and sister, and I will see if 
it is possible to get a blessing since we cannot have the sacrament of 
matrimony.  I asked for an appointment that I got and I got a priest 
who is young and inexperienced who told me: “Yes, I accept to give 
you a blessing for your civil marriage”.  In short, months passed and 
we got married.  The day of the blessing, I found it strange that my 
car did not want to make it to the church.  The car jerked along and 
we managed to get there and when the blessing was finished, God 
made me understand that it was a lie!   We went home, in our new 
home.  We had just taken possession of a pretty house.  I had 
stopped working so as to get to do something else in life.  For a 
while, I had been feeling the urge to do something that would be 
humanitarian.  I wanted to help my neighbour. 
 
The second day of my civil marriage, I left the conjugal room, 
following a call from God who was asking me to be chaste.  Imagine 
my despair!  I had just married so to establish a family but God let 
me know that it was forbidden to procreate because I did not have 
the sacrament of matrimony.  So, I remembered what that woman 



in Medjugorje had told me.  She had forewarned me not to get 
married and I did it anyway as I was rebellious by nature. 
 
The following day I looked for a confessor who greeted me with 
charity and I explained to him the life I was having. 
 
He told me: “’You can only receive communion if you live as 
brother and sister, but you cannot remain in that situation for long.  
You have to consider leaving.” 
 
Indeed, as we had no child together, there was no other reason for 
me to remain with the man who was the husband of another before 
God. 
 
But I told myself: he is divorced, so he is free.  But I learned that 
divorce does not dissolve a sacramental marriage.  So I thought that 
I could maybe ask for an annulment from his first marriage and 
moreover I wrote to the Vatican the following year; they answered 
that there had to be a serious reason for that.  I acknowledged 
before God that there was no valid cause given that both parties 
gave their consent at the time of the marriage.  I also acknowledged 
that if I made this request I would have to give an account to God on 
the day of the particular judgement of my soul. 
 
After having left the priest, on my way home, I began to feel much 
anguish because I had to speak to my husband who, in the past few 
hours, had just begun to be my brother!  He accepted the situation 
with great difficulty, but accepted it anyway because it dealt with 
the salvation of his soul. 
 
And also, he had been  looking at me more and more weirdly 
because I had gone from mini skirts to begin wearing clothes with 
the colours of the Virgin Mary and from skirts that used to be very 
short as they were, they now nearly went right down to the shin. 
 



And so I explained to him that I was gong to leave the Order Of 
Rosicrucians.  He looked at me with a look of compassion because he 
was still part of it. 
 
Convinced that I had been on the wrong path, I began tearing into 
small pieces all the books authored by the Rosicrucians, 
monographs, all the books on numerology, palm reading, fortune 
telling, etc... so much so that when my husband who had now 
become my brother came home, he grabbed me by the neck, 
squeezing me very hard.  I really thought that he was going to 
strangle me but God was there to protect me. 
 
In fact, we had a nice library that was filled with books that 
belonged to me as much as to him, since we were had everything in 
common.  As his children would come to our home, I preferred to 
get rid of them so that they would not become poisoned with these 
false teachings that the Word of God asks us to avoid.  Saint Peter, 
in his second letter spoke to us about false teachers. 
 
And as I suffered in my interior, I began to have many masses 
offered for my soul and I remember that during one of these masses, 
the Holy Spirit would bring up to my conscience all the sins that I 
had committed since my childhood. 
 
So I went to a priest who received me with great love but who was 
quite surprised to see me come with 5 or 6 pages of sins and that 
every time. 
 
I began to recite my sins without looking at him because I was very 
ashamed at that time.  If I could have slithered into the ground 
when naming them, I would have.  So with my head lowered, I 
began saying them while stuttering and hesitating a little: heu.... I 
wore low cut dresses that were too provoking, I had many lovers, I 
took the pill, drugs, alcohol,  I believed in reincarnation, I had 
impure and uncharitable words and thoughts, I spent my nights in 



nightclubs, I did not go to mass on Sunday, I did not perform my 
lenten duties, I spent too much money on clothing, I took one of my 
friends for an abortion, I consulted many clairvoyants and 
astrologers, I committed many sins of gluttony, I lied to my boss, I 
did not pray, I did not share with the poor, I had many New Age 
idols, television and music, I watched X-rated movies, movies with 
violence, scary movies, etc.... 
 
Having enumerated much more than that, I wondered if the priest 
would fall asleep as the confession was so long. 
 
But no.  He patiently listened to me and I thank him for that, 
because his patience and kindness encouraged me to continue to go 
to confession often, at least once a month. 
 
Do you know that during my first confession, I did not know that 
God was behind the priest with all his fatherly love in order to 
forgive me and take me in his arms.  It is only later on that I realized 
how this sacrament offered mercy and healing.  What I did not 
know is that the demons who had penetrated me because of New 
Age techniques returned to hell during confession. 
 
Dear brothers and sisters, more and more I felt the Jesus of love 
who was drawing me near Him in the tabernacle; it was irresistible 
and I spent my afternoons near him in order to speak to him and do 
the stations of the cross for the deliverance of the souls of purgatory.  
When we pray for the deceased, in turn, they pray for us. 
Two years went by like that during which I began doing much 
apostleship for God and the Virgin Mary and then one day, while 
listening to a cassette on Saint Francis of Assisi, I was deeply 
touched by his life.  From being rich as he was, he made himself 
poor like the Lord and I wanted to do the same.  So with my first 
spiritual father, a Dominican priest, we decided that I would leave 
the home, that I would divorce since my marriage was not really one 
before God, so that I could move forward with the Lord.  From that 



moment, I associated myself with many charismatic communities, 
the Carmel and the Order of the Poor Clares of which I was part for 
15 months.  It was a time of grace during which I was able to study 
the Bible, the catechism, and the lives of saints.  Then I returned to 
the world to witness the great mercy that God had granted me. 
For many years now, I have been going throughout the world to 
witness of the love of god, his Peace and his great Mercy.  I made a 
pact of allegiance with the Virgin Mary in the MRI fraternity at 
Bois le Roi and that is why I wear a ring on my finger, and 
moreover, I freely wanted to consecrate myself to the Immaculate 
Heart of Mary, be vested with scapular of Mount Carmel, by the 
grace through which the Holy Virgin Mary protected me from many 
dangers. 
 
Every morning for years, I went to church to do the stations of the 
cross.  Then I attended Lauds before mass.  During the day, I recite 
the rosary and the Saint Michael the Archangel chaplet and I also 
pray the Divine Mercy chaplet at 3.00 p.m. so as to implore the 
mercy of God for all my brothers and sisters that I love.  You know, 
dear brothers and sisters, that no sin will exhaust the great mercy of 
God and the more we draw from it, the more it grows!  Let none of 
you fear to approach Jesus of love, because the flames of his mercy 
burn in him and he wants to pour them out on you 
 
I who, in Esoterism, knew a God without love, an energy God, I can 
witness to you that it is in the Catholic Church of Rome, the only 
one founded by Jesus of love on Saint Peter, that I encountered a 
God of tenderness whose heart melts with love for each one among 
us. 
 
Many times Jesus had me know the depth of His heart into which I 
was transported so as to rest in His delicate tenderness and in His 
unequaled  sweetness. 
 
You know what, I told Jesus: “I give you my ‘Yes’ because I would 



like for all the souls to know your heart that burns with love.  I give 
you all my old choices and their consequences so that you, The Love, 
you can ignite them in the Fire of tenderness and mercy”.  
 
In conclusion, dear brothers and sisters, I wish for you to deeply 
encounter this God of love who is Jesus-Christ through Eucharistic 
adoration and sacramental communion 
 
Blessed be Jesus.  Amen! 
 


