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Words so powerful. They can crush the heart or heal it. They 

can shame the soul, or liberate it. They can shatter dreams, or 

energize them. They can obstruct connection, or invite it. They 

can create defenses, or melt them. 

 

We have to use words wisely. 
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This book is dedicated to three cardiologists who played or play 

a huge role in my life: 

 

 

   

   Christiaan Barnard 

 

   John Parker 

 

   Lukas Dekker 
 

 

 

Sadly the first two pioneers in their field and well-known names 

are no longer with us, but Lukas Dekker is, an amazing doctor, 

truly dedicated to his profession and very successful at it at the 

Catharina Hospital, Eindhoven, The Netherlands. 

 

He, like me, believes that the human heart is the body’s most 
brilliant machine, mystical and magical. Without his care I 

would not be here to actually have written this book. 

 

Thank you Lukas, I am, as I was years ago (with Christian 

Barnard and John Parker who did pioneering heart surgery on 

me when I was only 20 years old), incredibly grateful to be 

your patient. 

 

 

 
 

      Heart to Heart 

        Jill Kramer 2017  
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Introduction 
 
 
 
 
Where do I begin to tell the greatest love story of all time? A story that all 
started in a magical place: White Planet, in a high dimension far, far 
away from here. A serene place, totally white, beautiful and intense 
feelings of love are everywhere. 
 
How can you get there? Well you can only go when you are completely 
ready to surrender and give in to everything. When you feel that you are 
at the truly right moment when you are willing to release your soul and fly 
free. White Planet is a place where everything is possible for everyone 
no matter what skin colour, race or creed. 
 
Free your soul and allow her to visit a place, which is just amazing! 
 
 

And this is how it all began … 
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CHAPTER ONE 

 
 
GRACE 
 
 
This is a story that I would have never believe could happen unless I had 
actually been there. 
 
It was the lull between Christmas and the New Year and I went to an 
event called White Planet. The date is 28th December 2016. White Planet 
is part of the Year End Celebration at the centre of my host who I have 
known for a long time. It’s a spiritual experience, I have been to many 
over the years but as he had decided to shut the centre at the end of this 
year, this is the absolute final event. 
 
It was a long drive up to the north of the small country from where I live. 
Thick swirling mist, so much so that planes were being re-directed and 
airports shut but with good sense and slow speeds and the unmissable 
satellite navigation, which is a god-send, (I would never get anywhere 
without it), I arrive at the hotel I will be staying overnight and check in. 
 
Dress code for the event is all white, logical really because that is the 
theme of the day. After I had checked into my hotel, and changed into 
my white outfit, set off once again in the even thicker mist to my 
destination. 
 
The first thing that happened as I drove up into the car park was that two 
people got out of a very sleek sports car, one of whom I recognised 
immediately, a fellow member of the online workshop group I took part in  
2016 and then someone I had never in my wildest dreams expected to 
meet at this moment in this place. Flabbergasted is I think the word I 
would use and total non belief that this is real, well it is for now, and I 
know this person well but in a totally different context. 
 
The usual refreshments and the introductions and then the event begins.  
First of all we are all going to take a journey together and look back at 
the year that is coming to an end and decide right here and now which 
energy we are going take into 2017, which in fact is now only a couple of 
days away. 
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And yes, what energy do I want? - because this will set the theme for the 
New Year and I heard during the day that it is important not to focus on 
negative things that have happened this year and let’s face it, everyone 
can think of something negative to which we all gave far too much 
energy and thought to. What is the positive thought I want then to take 
with me into another new year? 
 
Well actually it’s is quite easy when you think about what is your 
passion? What are the things that you love to do the most? Well actually 
I know the answer to that question because the thing I love to do the very 
most is to write and play around with words. Then I feel at ease and can 
enter a world of fantasy or facts. I was actually quite surprised that when 
the host of the event said that I have a talent for writing and 2017 is 
going to be the year when I write a book and achieve the fame I want. I 
actually had never thought about it that way, I write purely because I love 
to and not so much for best seller lists or recognition, it only takes one 
person to read my words and become inspired by them and that so far, 
has always been enough. 
 
But it wets my appetite and the thoughts came for this book.  
 
But back to the event … 
 
I don’t want to go into too much detail about the first half of the event, 
apart from the fact that it was really excellent and food for thought, 
literally too because the drinks and nibbles in the intervals were excellent 
as well.  
 
After a huge vegetarian dinner buffet and so much conversation that at 
times I forgot that I was supposed to be eating, because the initial shock 
has gone now and I am finding myself engaged in the most incredible 
conversation and hearing things that I had never expected to hear. I am 
so engrossed in the conversation that I don’t notice at all that a lot of new 
people have arrived for the second part of the event: White Planet. 
 
Suddenly the theatre doors open and scented white smoke fills the room, 
which is so dense and thick. We are asked to walk into the room, which 
is rather difficult when you can hardly see and sit or lie down on the Sem 
on the floor. After the earlier experiences that afternoon of falling three 
times off my ‘Fatboy’ and having to have help to get up, I relented and 
took a chair.  
 



 14 

We closed our eyes and in a long deep meditation made our way 
through dimensions in time to go to the White Planet. Deep breathing 
and exhaling and step-by-step we made our way. When I opened my 
eyes at the appropriate time, I could hardly believe what I saw, there 
were images everywhere, on the floor, on the ceiling, on the walls and 
literally everything was white. It was like being in a virtual white world 
and totally believable that I was actually there. I find it hard (believe it or 
not) to find the words to say how amazing it was. We saw images and 
holograms on one wall, the likes of which I have never seen before and 
then after a second meditation started to move our bodies in the rhythm 
of the music and tones.  
 
I was suddenly aware that someone took my hand and I felt their long 
soft fingers entwine around mine, and the feel of someone close, moving 
like me, not touching, but very close. Eventually when we were told to 
open our eyes, it was not a surprise at all, but exactly the person I 
thought it might be. 
 
Later during one of the intervals we went to the so-called ‘chill room’ to 
relax and move away from the music. It was just magical, completely 
dark apart from candlelight and on a huge sheet of glass on the floor, 
covered with crystal balls all reflecting the light of the candles, flickering 
images on the walls. I laid down on the piles of cushions and watched 
the laser images on the ceiling. It was all quite breathtaking and all the 
time I felt the same hand in mine and his physical body close to me. 
 
I was very aware of a huge circle of light which surrounded us and just 
as if rays of light were shining all around. It was so peaceful and serene 
and a mixture of dark and light, pure energy all in one space. 
 
The session comes to an end when the level of energy is raised even 
higher to bring 12 hours of magic to and end. It is just after 2am and after 
yet another snack and a cup of hot steaming coffee, people prepare to 
leave and go out into the starry dark night, and have to de-ice their cars. 
The mist is freezing and thick and I make my way slowly having said my 
goodbyes back to my hotel and get undressed and sink into bed. 
 
My mind is swirling with the events of the day and I cannot get to sleep 
even though I feel physically exhausted. Eventually I drift off into 
interrupted short sessions of sleep to be awoken by the alarm at 08.15. 
 
 
 



 15 

CHAPTER TWO  
 
 
MATTHEW 
 
 
Is this for real? And how many times have I asked myself this question 
over the past hours. I think back to that exact moment that I got out of my 
car and there to my amazement is one of my patients getting out of hers. 
Grace has always been one of my more ‘special’ patients. When I first 
met her way back in the summer of 2012 she had travelled a long way 
and also waited for a long time for a second-opinion with me. I remember 
that meeting well because she has such a story to tell about her heart 
and when I found out that she had had an operation on her heart way 
back in 1974 I realised that the names she spoke with such ease, had 
been the people who inspired me to become the cardiologist I am today. 
 
She had a natural way with words.  When I listened to her heart I 
remember exactly the dress she was wearing. It was a flowing summer 
dress, blues, lilacs and turquoise and she had a freckled tanned soft 
skin. She had no shame as she slipped the shoulder straps off and lay 
down on the couch so that I could listen to her heart. Her ECG was a 
mess, her heart was irregular and I could see from the echo that one of 
her valves was leaking slightly. I heard the faint sound of the clicking 
shut of her mitral valve. She fascinated me. She was the living proof all 
these years later that the pioneers of heart surgery were amazing at 
what they did. 
 
The first thing was that I completely change her medication and arranged 
for a new appointment. Her complete and utter blind faith in me as she 
shook my hand and smiled was something that I still remember to this 
day. After she shut the door, I asked my assistant to get her notes from 
the National Heart Hospital in London, which took quite a while and I 
marvelled at the papers that lay in front of me: her operation notes 
signed by one of the most famous cardiologists in the world.  
 
I spoke to her on the phone a few weeks later, when she came back 
from her holiday in Hawaii. She said she felt better and I made a new 
appointment to see her again. 
 
Over the years we fell into a routine of regular check up’s and I 
remember each and every time I came into the waiting room to call the 
next patient, I would immediately see her sitting somewhere, her whole 
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presence filled the room. She would always look up and smile and I felt 
myself blushing. 
 
One particular time she was waiting in one of my clinics in the temporary 
building we were housed when huge building renovations going on at the 
hospital and the new Heart Centre was being built which would become 
one of the most advanced and state of art centres in the whole of 
Europe. It was the medical device clinic and most of the patients waiting 
were male and elderly. I came out of my room and there she was sitting 
there dressed in pale grey and a maroon coloured jacket. Her t-shirt was 
a mass of shining glittery things, which caught the light and her fair hair 
was flowing around her shoulders. I looked at her, said she was far too 
early but she nodded and smiled and seemed happy to just sit there and 
wait reading her book. I rushed through the clinic waiting for her name to 
be the next one on my list. 
 
She was a joy and always made me laugh about something and after the 
we talked about her heart, we would always find some subject either 
about wine or food or holidays and I knew that I chatted on to her longer 
than I did with other patients. She had soft freckled hands, wore little 
jewellery (she did not need it) and her fingers were long and she had the 
most beautiful manicured fingernails. 
 
Yes, she was a special patient for sure, she fascinated me right from the 
word go and also her story. 
 
Two times we stopped and re-started her heart, it’s a pretty straight 
forward thing, and she always amazed me by her tenacity and most of 
all, her complete trust in me that everything was safe just as long as I 
held her heart in my hands. 
 
I found out through social media that she was also a talented writer and 
she would often publish blogs and when she did one about me and how I 
looked after her heart, of course it became the talk of the hospital. 
 
‘Never change a winning team’ she would always say, ‘you are the best 
doctor ever and I never regret for one single second that I came all this 
way to be your patient’. 
 
I remember one time when she left I just had a huge urge to hug her, she 
was that type of person, and I asked her if I could. She laughed and said 
of course and as I wrapped my arms around her and felt hers around 
me, something stirred in me deep within. I couldn’t explain at the time. 
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One of her heart valves started to leak badly and at first I thought she 
might have to undergo a second open heart operation, but she brushed 
the idea aside as if to say, everything will be perfect because I know you 
will look after me. 
 
I am happy to say with a change in medication her valve stopped leaking 
significantly and ‘our plan’ had worked, the operation was not necessary 
anymore and her only comment was: ‘see, I know you would just fix it 
all’. People may think that she was flippant but it was her total trust in me 
that touched me the most. 
 
This Christmas turned out to be the worst in memory for me. I found out 
that my wife has been having an affair with one of my best friends and 
colleagues for quite some time and choose Christmas Eve of all days to 
tell me that she wanted a divorce and would be leaving in the New Year. 
I blamed myself completely because I know I work so many hours every 
week and I am involved with all my patients and hospital life, but I could 
not understand how anyone could destroy years of memories in one 
short moment at the worst possible time ever of the year. We have been 
married for nearly 30 years and we live a comfortable life. She is the 
mother of my children for goodness sake, and she really wants to throw 
all this away? 
 
I went and packed a bag and walked out and got in my car and went to 
my sister’s. No explanations whatsoever to my boys who were home 
from university for the holidays, and I found myself driving up 
northwards, totally shell shocked and wondering what on earth could 
possibly happen to sort out this mess. I was full of anger, I felt totally 
rejected and I asked myself time and time again, what have I done 
wrong? Why? Why now? Then the bitterness came up of how a person 
who I considered to be not only a colleague and a good friend could 
betray me like this and destroy the lives of two families? Questions and 
more questions and by the time I arrived at my sister house, I felt a 
complete and utter wreck. 
 
Helen is my favourite sister, I have got three but she is the one I feel 
most comfortable with and as my car drew up at her house, she opened 
the front door and her arms, which I fell into and burst into tears. 
 
What a Christmas it was and I felt guilty for forcing my presence on her 
and her own family, but she and I sat for hours late into the night talking 
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and I could talk to her. Then she told me she was going to an event on 
the 28th and that she would phone up and get a ticket for me.  
 
‘It will be really good for you’, 
 
she said, 
 
‘something completely different and you can just relax and go into a 
fictional world where love is the only thing you need to think about’. 
 
Yes right, as if I want to think about love, when I feel that my own heart 
has been shattered to smithereens. 
 
She managed to get the last available ticket and we set off in thick mist 
to this centre which was only a short drive away and as I parked my car I 
just could not believe my eyes who got out of the car next to mine. My 
English patient!! 
 
Helen jumped out of the car, and went to her, they seemed to know one 
another (how??) and hugged one another as if they had been friends for 
a long time. As I got out of my side of the car and locked it, she turned 
around and her mouth fell open with surprise. 
 
‘What on earth are you doing here?’ 
 
she asked. She was just a mass of white and glitter, she looked 
amazing! 
 
Well, to say I was ‘gobsmacked’ would be putting it mildly. Helen was 
looking at me with a puzzled face and we went through the routine of 
introductions, hand shaking and walking inside.  
 
Helen said she had been doing an online course during 2016 with Grace 
and that Grace actually worked with the team translating the words into 
English. 
 
Of course and now I recall the one time her phone laid on my desk and I 
had seen her screen saver, which was one of the images I was now 
looking at on the wall in front of me. 
 
With so many people arriving there was little time to talk and when the 
event started I could only look ahead and see the back of Grace’s head 
as she was sitting two rows in front of Helen and I. 
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We would have to wait until the first interval to continue the conversation 
… so I sunk back in this huge cushion and concentrated on the words 
being spoken and the images I could see and what was happening to 
me! 
 
To be honest I am not sure what to expect really, of course I have heard 
about the golden ratio and Pi, but sacred geometry – the language of the 
soul - ?   
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CHAPTER THREE 
 
 
GRACE 
 
 
Well to say you could have knocked me down with a feather when I saw 
my cardiologist get out of the car beside me would be putting it mildly to 
say the very least. I could not believe me eyes, I just could not. 
 
There was really no time to chat properly, too many people arriving at the 
same time but I explained to him that I knew Helen from the courses but I 
had never made the connection between the names and why would I? 
 
At the first interval I had difficulty getting out of this huge ‘Fatboy” 
cushion yet again and rushed off first of all to the bathroom and then to 
get a cup of tea and something to eat, I felt famished, which was 
ridiculous because I had eaten in the hotel before arriving. Needless to 
say we sat down, the three of us at a table and in between the chatting 
going on with others at the table talked about how absolutely amazing it 
was, that the three of us were all in the same place at the same time and 
more important how we all knew one another. 
 
I was so used to seeing him in white clothes, he always is when we 
meet, it seemed safe somehow. He looked just as I always remember 
him, his intense blue eyes, a warm smile and his freckled face and that 
lock of hazel brown hair, which always falls across his forehead. He is 
really good-looking I have always noticed that, but I was aware that the 
other women in the room were looking at him too. He was only one of the 
few men attending and the women so obviously had noticed too. 
 
But his eyes were sad, I could see that, but I couldn’t think about it 
anymore because the host came up and sat on the edge of my chair and 
put his arm around me and I wondered what will Matthew think about all 
this. I explained briefly that I worked with the team at home translating 
and I had done this for years. He just nodded and took it all in but I was 
very aware that my friend and host was being really protective towards 
me, he had obviously noticed the electrical charge at the table and the 
sheer disbelief that we were all actually sitting there right in the here and 
now. 
 


