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Parker was dreaming again


Parker was dreaming again. Maybe he had been dreaming his whole life… His dreams had never been very satisfying and his life too had also never been satisfying. That is why his dreams were so disappointing. Or was his life disappointing because he had never had satisfying dreams? What comes first he wondered – dreams or reality.


His thoughts reminded him just now of the song “Dreams are my reality”


It was the 30th of December. Parker was awake in his dream and he was a wizard. If he had had more talent he thought he would write about muggles and wizards in the USA. There must be some there too. Parker was at the Abraham Lincoln school of Wizardry tucked away deep in the Blue Mountains in the Carolinas. There he was learning all the rules of Wizardry like Harry Potter in his time. Parker had been the middle child in a family of 7 Kids. His mother had always said there was something magic about him. And one day he woke up in his dream and found that the wizards had noticed his abilities and had taken him to that school. The school was named after Lincoln because he had also been a Wizard. But Lincoln had chosen to live among the muggles and help to save the country. The American wizards had found that too be very honourable and they founded a school for wizards and talented muggles in his name. At this school muggle with special talents learned along side of young wizards. The schools motto was integration of muggles and wizards because all wizards and muggles belonged to the same human family. But Parker was dreaming and he was having the usual difficulties that his dreams provided him. He guessed that there must always be an obstacle for him to grow but the troubles were nevertheless bothersome. Parker was having trouble following the number codes being taught in the class on Wizardry and modern media in the last hour of the day. The teacher Mr Count was an expert on the use of muggle inventions and the further development of these inventions for their integration in the wizard community. But the subject was very full magical mathematics and only the brightest wizards and muggles in the class could follow him.


But today one of the students, a brilliant girl of muggle birth with as much magical power as any wizard was presenting her research paper to the class. She asked Parker to present his wand but he could not find it. Hannelore, the girl, found the wand and gave it to Parker. He also knew where he had left his broom and his wizards staff that could make light like Gandalf the Wizard could in the Lord of the Rings.


After the class Parker and the girl were going to quidditch practice when suddenly Worm Wood appeared before them. He crawled out of the water and said that he knew Parkers secret code that he was supposed to learn in the Wizards and Modern Media class and he was going to capture Parker in his own cell phone using Parkers own number. Parker tried to summon help from Professor Schild, the head master of the school. But he failed to send his thoughts properly by telepathy, as he had been taught by Professor Schild.


Parker woke with a scream, soaked in sweat around his neck and was no longer in the dream. The dream was real but for the time being it was suspended. He knew he would return again soon to his Wizard. Professor Schild had told him this. That when real danger was at hand – and the dream was dangerous – he would be transported into his waking life if he called on Professor Schild in his mind. For now Parker was safe. But he would have to face that danger soon again and it would be necessary for him to finally face it and overcome it. Parker also knew that the dream reflected his feelings, that he could not function is his job and life as well as he wanted. He was fearful and frustrated and this was reflected in his wizard life also.




Parker and his fear. It’s just a travesty


It seems funny but Parker knew that he had been living with his fear ever since he was 4 years old. He used to dream he was a planet in space that was threatened of being squashed in a collision of two larger planets – and he would wake up having this dream and still believe it to be happening to him. He would look for his parents and hope to find safety in their bed. He would dream that he was in danger of stepping on the wrong place and being in danger of triggering an explosion with one wrong step. His earliest dream found him in a car with his mother, driving down a narrow street with nothing but gray lifeless hedges on both sided of the street. They came to a house and drove up the driveway. Parker looked around the gray surroundings but when he looked back to where his mother was sitting she was gone. He had never been filled with as much fear again as the day he had that dream when he was barely 4 years old… And this letter he was looking at today reminded him of all this because he was making excuses for never returning to the United States to continue studying German…


Dear Dad


15Jan 1995


You may ask why I just don't pack the family and come back to the US. But, it is not so easy as it may seem. I never thought that before the force of routine and the establishment of house and home and family could lock one in to a certain area. But - it gets harder with every year to think about starting again from scratch. The 2 most important factors I see now are the health insurance and retirement income. The German health insurance system is so complete and comprehensive that there are practically no extra costs for hospital and medicine and I cannot imagine taking a family into the American freefall system again. For discussion's sake you can probably tell me a little about what you think. And then there is Hannelore’s job. She earns very good money according to German standards. She also has what they call in America TENURE. Her job is permanent. Civil servants with tenure are called "BEAMTEN" in Germany and the State guarantees lifetime employment. If she came to America she would have to give up this great security.


He did not know how to get rid of this fear. But one thing he knew. It was time to pass this wall of fear so he no longer needed to sing the old song by KANSAS – Travesty The Wall


“It rises now before me, a dark and silent barrier between All I am and all that I would ever want to be… it’s just a Travesty”




Parker and his Happiness and Debts


Parker read this letter from 1995 – It was from 17 years ago… Today he had forgotten what happiness was he had even found an stunning quote in Goethe’s Iphigenie auf Tauris that seemed to match his feelings today


„Weh dem, der fern von Eltern und Geschwistern ein einsam Leben führt! Ihn läßt des schönsten Glückes nicht genießen“


Woe to him, who is far from his parents and siblings and therefore leads a lonely life, for he cannot enjoy even the most happiest moments of his life.


Parker thought if would be nice to go home again… but home was a place in the far past and it has dissolved like the mist of yesterday and his past had been carried away like the river’s water of many springs gone by. Now all he had were his letters and a few family videos that depressed him just to look at…And his life was ruled by the money he had never had…


Dear Dad


18 march 1995


How is your business? How are your finances? Most of my finances run through Hannelore. I have my own bank account but it is 3000 Marks in the red. In Germany you can overdraw your account by a certain amount. It is like an instant loan but you have to pay high interest on it. You probably guessed, I never learned to handle money so that I would have an excess instead of a minus on my bank account. (Carl is into the wrapping paper in the corner of the office and making a mess - but he is happy). And my salary during the training is 726 Marks after taxes per month. 500 Marks go into the household and the rest I use to pay my student loans and odds and ends. I have no life insurance policies - I would like to get one if it were possible. Hannelore's bank account is 7000 Marks in the red each month at the end of the month. She earns 4500 Marks a month. Our house payments are 2000 Marks a month. And our groceries cost about 1600 a month - that is pure groceries and not car repairs and utilities included.


(I just changed Carl's diapers and gave him his cough medicine - he really puts up a struggle. You'd be proud of his strength!)


So , as you see above our finances don't make us happy. Our children make us happy but not our debts.




Parker the Dad


Parker had wanted to have seven kids – just like his dad. Today his three kids were grown and he was having trouble just taking care of two kids. He had not a penny to give them. He had given the financial care of them over to his wife from the moment they were born. He thought to himself, “If you had wanted seven kids why didn’t you study for a profession in college. What were you doing there?” Parker had gone to college after high school and floundered around since day on of his college years. Yes he got a bachelors degree but it had been useless to him in getting a career and finding him his way in life. He never got a job upon which he would build his future and take over responsibility for himself – let alone feeding 7 kids – not to mention even 2. Yes his children were well taken care of! His wife had earned enough money to raise them – even though – it would have been better to be able to give them more money for their education. But they had been loved, fed and clothed and assisted along their way. No seven kids – his wife had needed a caesarian section for each of them. She was not the woman to have seven kids. This was perfectly okay with him. She just wasn’t the woman for seven children – like he had thought of.


Now he was thinking about Carl… So often he had failed him. Carl went through several phases during a friendly father would have been a great boost to his personality. The phases were “The Lego phase”, “The carpenter phase”, “The outdoor man phase”, “The musician Phase”, and “The magic card phase”. Parker had just plain failed him. Parker could not bring himself to be interested in spending time or effort in showing interest in these hobbies of his boy. It was pitiful and Parker had a very bad conscious. What had Parker been thinking? He had only wanted to spend his time “reading German” Whatever that was! He didn’t read so much “German” Somehow he had never found the time. Carl had needed him to be his friend and Parker had just plain hadn’t had the time. It reminded him of the “Cat’s Cradle”


“The Cats in the cradle and the silver spoon, little boy blue and the man in the moon. When ya comin home dad? - I don’t when. But we’ll get together then son. Were gonna have a good time then!” Harry Chapin


Parker had never “Come home” for his son.


“18 Jan 1995


Life is moving along rapidly here. Sound familiar? Carl baby is now 11 months old. He is almost walking. Sometimes he surprises himself and lets go of the chair or table leg he is holding onto and just stands there freely for a few seconds. He grabs a wicker laundry, pulls himself up on his two feet and taxi-s across the room doing 100 mph baby speed. He has got the hottest feet of all the toddlers in the town. Carl still sleeps in our room. Baby is safest right under our wings. Daria slept with us for a year and a half. A good night's sleep of 7 or 8 hours straight is out of the question. He wakes up about every 3 to 4 hours and wants a bottle or tea or whatever. Sometimes I wake up just before he does - as if I am on his schedule now - which I am. Carl has 3 teeth below and 4 teeth above. His favorite food is spaghetti and beef out of a baby glass. When he takes a sip of orange juice out of glass he makes a real sour face - but asks for more punishment just the same. Hannelore says he is just like me that way. He likes it best when his sisters are around and there is lots of noise. When music plays in the radio Carl dances up a storm. We took him with us to see a song and dance routine of the local theater club and began clapping before the first number was over. The people around us were watching him instead of the actors on stage. Every time he sees one of us he smiles instantly-having two older sisters that spoil him he has become a real charmer. Hannelore says he is a typical American baby because he loves to go in the car. He is just loads of fun!“


Tuesday – 12 Sept 1995


“Carl is sleeping at the moment and I can write a few words in peace. When he is awake and around the computer he always wants to fiddle with the keyboard and it is impossible to get anything done. He fell asleep around 11:00 A.M. on our way home from clothes shopping. I went out with him this morning and bought him 3 pairs of overalls and two nice shirts. Every shirt goes with all the overalls so he will be well equipped with clothes now. Every day I had to really scrounge for what to put on him so I decided to stock up his supply today. Carl had a ball at the store. One sales lady was helping me and the other was chasing him around the store. Carl was giggling and laughing. In intervals we would round him up and try a few pants and shirts on him to see if they fit. He was well behaved and pleasant while we dressed him up and out like a little doll. The sales clerks were charmed with his pleasant nature and smiles.”
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