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„...and across the abyss I build a bridge!       





Walk from the path of suffering on the Divine path.“         


Bruno Gröning (1906 – 1959)    




Introduction


Several years have passed since the book "My Way Across The Abyss" was published. In these years so many incredible and wonderful things happened that I do not want to withhold this time from the reader.


Never would I have known what would happen to this book, if I had not listened to a friend who advised me to write down my most impressive experiences. Then surely that book would never have been written, and all the wonderful events that followed would never have happened.


It all started when I was in Frankfurt on the occasion of the Frankfurt Book Fair in 1993 and "casually strolled" through the station grounds. In the side streets of the Taunus Park and all around it, I could feel the consumption of opiate and other indefinable drugs and then saw the grotesqueness of addiction on every corner.


I saw young and old people lying in the dirty streets in the gutter, hopelessly dull, ill, no longer master of their senses, and I remembered that I had once found myself in a similar situation. Yes, in every city or town the ghost of addiction, in whatever form, has already arrived. Even small villages and rural areas are not spared. She pursues people like a scourge and has only one goal in mind: to destroy body and soul!


Yes, I was very lucky. I was able to overcome the addiction with the help of a force unknown to me at that time. In 1985, I got to know the teachings of Bruno Groening, which helped me finally to defeat the addiction. I have been able to put into practice the often-vain desire to be free once in a lifetime. I became a happy, healthy person again. But should I leave it at that? Should I just ignore the misery like most people do? Should I look away and pass without calling myself a coward afterwards? No, I had to open my mouth and at least say aloud how and which way I did it. I wanted to shout it out loud: "It does not have to end like that for you! You do not have to perish miserably! There is a way out. There is also a life of freedom and health for you!! "


But would someone listen to me? Would anyone still be able to believe and trust? To whom? On what? Would anyone dare once again to set hope on a helper who would not dazzle or disappoint? I did not know it and I did not know if I would ever be persuasive.
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(Quote of Bruno Groening in the heart of picture:





“Trust and believe. It helps, it heals the Divine Power.”




Groening





Actually, who was or is this Bruno Gröning?


Bruno Gröning (1906 - 1959) appeared in 1949 for the first time in Germany as a so-called "spiritual healer" through spectacular cures. Up to 30,000 people daily streamed to the pinnacle of his ministry to his lectures, which he delivered to his listeners freely and without any manuscript. Again and again, seriously ill people reported inexplicable healings. At that time, national and international media reported intensively about the (until today) scientifically inadequately researched healing successes in suffering, which are still regarded as incurable.


Bruno Groening, a deeply religious man, always emphasized:


"There is no incurable - Not I heal, but IT helps, IT heals the              divine power - God is the greatest doctor!"       


However, he did not see his mission solely as a way to show sick people the path to health. His overriding aspiration was to convey the belief in God and a well-directed way of life. "I call you to a big turnaround!" is one of Bruno Groening's core quotes.


It was exactly this "reversal" that was also in my life, as Bruno Groening said, to come back from the "path of suffering on the divine path". This turnaround took place through a deep, heartfelt request to God to free me from misery and to Bruno Groening to help me with this. This obviously helped me to heal silently from addiction within 3 days and 3 nights.


In the first part of this book, I have re-edited my story, including healing, in a revised form to make it clear how deep down I have been. No one can say that I did not go through it myself and therefore could not have a say in the matter.


It was not easy for me, even with this new edition, to reveal with relentless openness all of the misery that has often worn me out with disgraces and shame. But it was clear to me to leave nothing out, to make it understand to the people who are still there today, that there is always a way out and that nothing is so bad that it couldn’t become good again.


The second part of this book is the continuation of my life, in which I have written with equally blunt frankness my further experiences with friends during the on going 10 years working with drug addicts, the "needy" on the streets in Germany and Holland have been through.


It is important to me to record in writing about all the happy events and guides, as I have taken from my memory and diary records - but also about misery and the necessity to help people. This divine blessing that accompanied our work became a blessing not only for many young or elderly addicted people but also for us.


How loving and gracious this almighty, benevolent and blessing power - which we call God - is to us, if we do something for our fellow human beings, I would not have dared to hope then.


How far is man from his true potential? Doesn’t everyone think of himself at first in this time? Isn’t it true that most people have become used to think only the worst about their fellow human beings? Wasn’t it naive and blue-eyed of me to hope for the good and to believe in the good in man? If I had not experienced salvation of my own body and soul, it would have been hard for me to believe in something good. Yes, not only would I have had a hard time, but also I would probably have killed myself out of grief and hopeless despair.


This belief, which first manifested itself through the many positive experiences in me, didn’t exist in the beginning, but grew more and more until it became an irrefutable certainty. This belief in the “Divine” is a miracle and gives love and security, like a child who is allowed to grow up in the security of his parents.


Every human being is valuable and carries the divine in himself. Often it was just not to be seen, through all the dirt and the hopelessness with which one or the other soul became darker and darker. As I have seen for many years, it is possible to rekindle the divine spark in such a person. Like diamonds that have fallen into a swamp, they just have to be pulled out, washed off and cleaned up, just as it was with me. Here, however, it is indispensable that the person affected wants it himself and vehemently dissolves from the old, bad and consistently begins to work on him or herself.


Where there is a will, there is a way!


Bruno Groening said:


"Someone pulled you out of a pit, there was dirt in it. Of course you are soiled, and there is another one who threw you in there. But you are pulled out, you get a new robe, the body is cleaned - pure again! But of what avail is it if one pull yourself out there and you can’t keep yourself up? You will fall into the pit again! "


With all my heart I thank the one who pulled me out of this pit. But how did I manage to keep myself up, not to fall back into the pit, say, not to relapse again?


Bruno Groening says:


"You must be endowed with so much good power that the evil in you, in your body finds no more space and that you can repel it again and again, once you have been tackled by the evil, in the future to be tackled again for sure."


Bruno Groening recommended that we daily take up the divine power to connect with God. For this it is necessary to take time for oneself in order to tune in to the divine power, to let go of all the bad things and to absorb the good in oneself. And above all: to recognize oneself. Realizing where we come from and where we are going - and to whom we belong: to God only!!!


I wish all people health in body, mind and soul, the divine love in the heart and the heavenly peace in all circumstances. May you walk through life with your head in heaven and with both feet steadily on the ground.


Petra Rüther 20.08.2019






PART I:





ACROSS THE ABYSS...
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Painting: Hans-Georg Leiendecker





„And he who is crossing this bridge


and continues on the true, divine path


will have an entirely different feeling,


will be surprised at all that exists,


that hitherto he was unable to see.”


Bruno Gröning




Chapter 1


THE WAY I GREW UP


Berlin-Kreuzberg, Adalbertstrasse 84, corner Naumynstrasse, close to Mariannenplatz – “Kreuzberger” flair pure!


Dad ran a tire-service. I played with the garbage cans. The toilet was in the backyard. When I haven’t spent my time with Uncle Fritz – he had a fruit and vegetable store in the basement below our apartment – I played with the other kids in the street. But this street continued just about a hundred metres, and then it ended. A big wall with barbed wire bragged across the street: The Berlin Wall!


[image: ]


I had just turned four, and as long as I could remember, this wall had always been there, so it didn’t have any special meaning to me. The street just ended over there, and when I visited grandma Else on the 5th floor of our old Berlin-style housing complex to feed my disliked hot sausage skins to Harras, her German shepherd, then I could glance over that wall, when I was allowed to look out of the windows. However, most of the time I was not allowed since grandma Else was scared to death that I might fall down. It didn’t look particularly nice on the other side of the wall. Half decayed apartment buildings, asphalt, and barbed wire didn’t leave an inviting impression behind.


Anyhow, Harras – the dog - was my best friend. He understood me, and I totally loved him. He had such faithful eyes, and he protected me when we took a trip to the Grunewald (Berlin forest). He was almost like a human being, and if there appeared some danger anywhere, he would warn me with his barking. Most of the time he got a piece of my hot dog, because hot dog was my favourite meal; I could have lived exclusively by that. And Harras probably, too.


But then something happened that I had never expected and that I could not comprehend with my young mind. Dad went on holidays on his own, and so did Mom.
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I think they didn’t get along with each other that well any more. I stayed with Granny and Granddaddy in Meyenburg in the countryside.


Granddaddy just loved animals, and he raised hens and ducks. He also had a few greyhounds and a large aviary for budgerigars and parakeets. I was fine at Granny’s and Granddaddy’s and I had no clue what scheme my parents were plotting behind my back during their absence of three months. They planned to get divorced, because Dad had fallen in love with another woman.


I just refused to go home when I was told to, because I had estranged myself from Mom and Dad quite a bit.


Dad often took me along to Hamburg though, where his new wife’s parents were living, and one day at dawn he just dropped me off there. The “new” grandparents were very friendly, and they cared about me as if I was their own grandchild.


It didn’t take long until I settled into the new place. There were meadows, fields, cows and nature over and over, as their house was a little outside of Hamburg. I didn’t even realize that my Dad got married again in the meantime.


Soon I found a little girlfriend. Her name was Christa and we became inseparable. At night, my grandpa would sing lullabies for me, which he did so beautifully, that I could listen for hours, for he sang tenor in an opera choir in Hamburg.
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Hence, I didn’t want to go back home any longer. Despite everything I felt by some means an inner conflict, because I was also longing for my mummy. Meanwhile she had rented a one-and-a-half bedroom apartment and took me finally home. I got the half room and everything would have been just wonderful. If mother’s new lover wouldn’t have shown-up, who didn’t want to have anything to do with me at all. This was the impression I got. However, I didn’t want to have anything to do with him either.


Anyway, Mom was very busy, since she attended night classes to complete her Junior High School degree. I often stayed home alone at night and cried, because I didn’t want to be alone.


An elderly woman with grey hair showed up for a visit one day. I disliked her from the beginning, and I was relieved when she finally had left. I had no idea that she would be my new nanny from now on, because my mother was tired of watching me starting a riot anytime she wanted to go to the night classes.


A sad time began when I moved to family M. My Mom was gone, my Dad, and suddenly an elderly couple – Aunt Trudy and Uncle Herbert – were my new parents. I wasn’t their only foster child. The two-year-old Ilona now was my new younger sister. I had to take care of her a lot, and I got trouble when she messed up. She was a little bitch, who quickly realized that I had to pay for her offenses. Thus, they would beat the daylights out of me when she, for instance, got herself dirty or tore the blossoms off the flowers in line. Aunt Trudy was in charge, by the way, and Uncle Herbert was a grouchy old man who didn’t care about us kids. Once I dreamt that he was a man-eater, who was living in a cave and wanted to eat me. I peed into bed, which got me into trouble the next day.
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I had almost turned six and school started for me. Family M. lived in Berlin-Marienfelde. This suburb was in a rural area at that time with plenty of farmland and nature. Whenever Ilona had abused me or intentionally made her dirty by rolling in the mud with her white leggings, I used to hide somewhere and didn’t dare to go home.


Once a man came along who saw me witting weeping at the edge of a field. Ilona was dirty from head to toe, and I knew that I would be beaten up upon my arrival at home. This man asked about my problems and if he could help me. He inquired where I lived, and after having heard the whole story he told me that there was no need to worry, that he knew Aunt Trudy and that he would bring me home now. Everything would be fine. That was the case indeed. Aunt Trudy welcomed this man extremely friendly and when she saw Ilona – this dirty girl – she just laughed and said “No big deal.” I was hiding behind this nice man, trembling with fear, and I couldn’t understand why Aunt Trudy didn’t yell at me at all. She was so exceedingly nice, even to me, and “hypocritical” would have been an adequate description, but I didn’t know that expression then.


Eventually it became clear that this nice gentleman had come on behalf of the “Jugendamt” (Youth Department) and that he had saved me that day. For that I have always been grateful.
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Every two or three weeks Mom or Dad came by for a visit. I howled when they left, but I had to stay there for half a year. Then my parents couldn’t watch that misery any longer and relieved me from my suffering by allowing me to come home for the time being. But Mom still hadn’t finished her degree, thus I was sent off to yet another place.


This time around it was Aunt Emma in Kreuzberg, who was supposed to be my new foster-mother. I had to change school again. Aunt Emma was a good soul and before long I really loved her. Occasionally, I visited Mom or Dad over the weekend; then I had to return by bus on my own.


One morning I went to school by bus. I got off at the bus stop, but walked across the street – day dreaming as children tend to do – without watching for cars. Therefore I didn’t notice the white beetle, which hit me with the right fender, so that I was thrown across the street. I landed on the curb on the other side and didn’t feel any pain. The driver was shocked; he got out of the car and asked me whether I was hurt. When I said no, he scolded me saying to be more careful when crossing a road. Then he drove on, and I continued my way to school. I didn’t tell Aunt Emma a single word about the accident, because I was afraid that she would scold me, too. Eventually she found out about it, when she washed me at night and discovered the big black bruise on my upper leg, and I told her everything under tears. Thank God she didn’t scold but comforted me and explained that I had had a strong guardian angel. It was nice to stay with Emma. She had a good heart and she loved me, I felt it. One day a small, thick, black book lay on the table and I opened it, but I could hardly read the gothic printing. Aunt Emma told me what the book was about, namely, the story of a man who was born in a crib, even three wise men came to the crib and worshipped the child. His name was Jesus. She continued almost devoutly that he had come directly form God to help mankind. Later, after adolescence and having become a man, he healed many burdened people. He gave eyesight to a blind man, made a lame man walk again, and awoke a deceased girl from the dead. This story made a strong impression on me and I loved to hear it over and over again.


Unfortunately, my Mom didn’t think much of it, and when I asked her about it, she told me God’s son wouldn’t exist. He couldn’t come down to earth! Besides, she had left the church and she only allowed me to attend religious education in school after I had begged her, because it was my favourite subject.


I lived with Aunt Emma for two years. Then my mother took me home, for she had completed her night classes. And I had to change my residence and school once again to Berlin-Tempelhof.




Chapter 2


A COMPLETELY INDEPENDENT PERSON


I thought on Mother’s new lover as an intruder who didn’t belong to the family and who had driven my Dad away. That’s how I saw it anyway. I completely eluded me how my parents had come up with that idea. Mother’s lover might as well have been my elder brother. When Mom met him, he was 19, she was 28 and I was 6. Thus he was just 13 years older than I was and still a student – very intelligent, but too young though to take the responsibility of a father. In addition, I gave him a hard time. If he got the bigger piece of cake at the coffee table, I would raise hell. I always compared him with my Dad and couldn’t accept him for the life of me. In addition, he ignored me, which annoyed me! He looked down upon me. – What gave him the right to do that? I had been here first, I had to tolerate him but not vice versa! The older I grew the stronger the tension became as my father had moved to Hamburg with his second wife in the meantime, thus he was out of my reach. My mother tried to mediate between us, but she didn’t succeed, and no doubt she sided with her lover. I was defiant, disappointed, and jealous. I withdrew, locked myself up in my room and turned up the music. Frequently I stood at the window and thought about jumping down. Maybe somebody would pay attention to me. But it would be too late, and then they would see what came of it. – But I didn’t dare. Thank God!


Since Mom worked throughout the daytime, I was a latchkey child. I spent the first couple of years in day care centre, later I was home alone throughout the afternoons. The three of us lived in a high-rise apartment building in a 36-square-metre-flat.


The tensions were hard to bear for my mother as well. Frequently I locked myself up in my room and cranked the volume of my little tape deck all the way up. Then I would run the new record by Uriah Heep, because that really was mind-blowing, and it provoked attention. It was clear that my mother freaked out regularly. She hammered against my door yelling and screaming. In order to relax she went on a vacation with her lover. I was left home with 200 marks as housekeeping money. I had turned 12 by then, nobody bothered me, and I could do whatever I wanted to.


However, eventually it was too quiet for me after a couple of days. I could hardly bear to be alone all the time. I invited my friends over, who were allowed to sleep at my place. We watched TV until late at night, and the tube became an essential part of my life. Basically it ran all the time, because I couldn’t bear the scary silence when it was switched off. I watched any garbage and I would be frightened to death when a thriller ran. Afterwards I was sleepless, tossing and turning in bed. I was terribly afraid a burglar might break in. I was so scared I was sweating, and when I eventually fell asleep I was plagued by nightmares.


But I did fine with the money. When Mom returned after two weeks, she was relieved that I had managed the money so well, and that everything had worked out so nicely.


I went to Grammar School and got an obsession about American Indians. I read every book and watched every movie about them. I collected newspaper clippings and memorized the names of all tribes and their languages, whenever I could get a hold of the relevant literature. I bought small coloured beads in a hobby shop and embroidered bracelets with Indian patterns. I was angry that my skin had such a fair complexion; I loved these people more than anything. Once I powdered my hands and arms with dark brown colour and imagined to ride a white horse across the bondless prairie. I imagined that I would go to America as an adult to help the oppressed Native Americans in their reservations. I was outraged that the white settlers had not kept one single contract, and I was angry as the redskins were portrayed as bloodthirsty barbarians on TV. As far as I was concerned, the Native Americans were a noble nature-loving people. They didn’t have to live in a cold concrete high-rise building, and they fought for their freedom to the last man. I was deeply impressed. Later I learned that they had no fun in their reservations struggling with poverty and alcohol addiction, living in wracked huts as well. But for me they were all heroes in a specific way. I bought a record by Redbone, a Native American rock band and started to write stories about Native Americans, although I guarded them as my utmost secret. I was enthusiastic when I read in the newspaper that the present-day Native Americans had occupied Alcatraz, an island next to San Francisco, and that they had founded the Red Power Movement. I actually had a chance at one point to go to the United States as an exchange student, but it was not meant to happen; my mother didn’t give her permission for.


Mom didn’t want me to go for the “Abitur”, the German version of the college prep track. She thought, “Realschule” – a junior high school degree – would be enough. That was fine, my grades were not that great and I didn’t feel like going to school any longer anyway.


Additionally, it was made palatable to me because Mom and her lover wanted to move out and leave me the apartment. That meant freedom and independence.


What vocational training should I choose though? I had no idea. And in some way I felt somehow careless. Luckily my mother came up with something and she got me an apprenticeship as a civil servant at the Zehlendorf district administration.


Thus, at the age of fifteen I had my own apartment and my first pay check as an apprentice. I was a “completely independent person”.




Chapter 3


MY FRIEND “BUDDY SCHULLI”
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I thought of my life as profoundly boring and depressing. The life of an office apprentice bored me to death and it was not funny. I thought that my Supervisor was typically middle-class and I counted the hours until I could go home again. But at home there was nobody to talk to, either. My friends occasionally had other things to do than chatting on the phone with me.


I had to attend vocational training school twice a week. Already the first day I noticed a young man with longer hair and metal-rimmed glasses. He sat across the room and was lightly older than we young chicks were. He was really a funny guy and always joked around. He dressed very cool and seemed to be a great buddy. In administrative law class he slipped me a note, asking: “Do you smoke?”


Innocent as I was, I thought he meant cigarettes, and I had tried them before, of course. Thus, I answered “Sure!” via classroom-mail. To my amazement after reading my note, he happily grinned at me for the rest of the class. I smiled back at him, but I had no idea what he had in mind, but of course I was glad that I finally seemed to make friends with somebody. In the next break he invited me to smoke, and we disappeared towards the fire staircase at the emergency exit of the school building. I was stunned when he produced a tiny black brownish ball that looked like rabbit dung, instead of a cigarette. He glued three sheets of cigarette paper together and prepared my first joint. I pretended that I had been doing that on a daily basis. He was laughing and joking all along, telling how cool it was that he had finally found somebody with whom to share a joint. Then the classes wouldn’t be so boring any longer, and these middle class teachers wouldn’t notice anything anyway. I agreed about the boring classes and our frustrated teachers and accepted the big joint that he lit for me. I heartily inhaled and got a coughing fit, that I thought I would choke and almost dropped the joint.


“Well, you didn’t smoke shit that much before, have you?” I felt sick and whether I liked it or not, I had to admit that I wasn’t exactly the world champion in smoking hash.


“By the way, what’s your name?” he asked. I told him mine and asked his. “Schulz, Mike – but you can call me Schulli”.


Thus, he became buddy Schulli for me, my best friend. He had such a refreshing humour, and we laughed till we cried every time we were together. This was definitely stimulated by the hash. After an initial sick feeling we would burst with laughter. We were giggling until it was just plain silliness. From then on, we regularly had a joint in the breaks between classes. I kind of got the hang of smoking “shit”, because everything wasn’t so dull any longer, and we could laugh together. We made fun of our teachers and some classmates, who all of the sudden seemed so weird that we even couldn’t control ourselves in class.


As far as the others were concerned, we were the freaks and they gave us the finger, basically they ignored us. The bitter seriousness of life made way for one big comedy. We became good friends and got together more frequently also outside school. Since Buddy Schulli didn’t make any advances, he really was a great pal for me, exactly what I had been longing for. I could talk to him about everything, and he often unburdened his heart as well. He loved to play the guitar, and he had a black polished electric Gibson guitar at home that he affectionately called his “lady”. He also showed me photographs of his ex-girl-friend, whom he had loved so deeply. However, she had broken up with him recently. Thus he would still be lovesick, but strangely enough, one didn’t notice it.


He knew how to comfort himself by sleeping next to his guitar, which at last didn’t cause him any trouble. He told me about this once in such a hilariously funny way, that we burst with laughter. Schulli couldn’t be shaken by anything; he was a real master in the art of living, at last that’s what I thought. He could laugh about himself and this made him so likable. Besides, he had always something to smoke. When we were “stoned”, we sometimes bought a fresh loaf of bread that we ate slice by slice with his grandma’s homemade plum jam. It tasted wonderful and it was amazing, how much we could eat of it. I had heard about hash stimulating one’s appetite, but it had been beyond my imagination that one cold overeat to that extent. We just couldn’t stop.


The following proverb became our motto: “Hash gets you better through times without money than money gets you through times without hash.” It didn’t matter whether we had money, as long as we had something to smoke!
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After work or when school was over, whatever, I took the subway to his flat in Berlin Hermsdorf. Unfortunately it was quite a long way from Tempelhof, where I lived. But I didn’t care, I just felt more comfortable at his place than in my small apartment. Schulli introduced me to his friends, who all smoked and they seemed to be really cool in one way or another. We didn’t care for hard drugs like heroin or cocaine. Schulli urged me never to touch that devilish stuff. If I only had listened! He lived by the motto: rather stoned than drunk! I shared that attitude, because I couldn’t stand drunken people or alcohol in general. Whenever I encountered drunken people in the subway or in the streets I avoided them, since I regularly was imperceptibly drifted into the post-scene and I felt accepted and sheltered in this group. The dull serious life had become colourful.


Everything might still have turned out well at that point, but one day a remote friend of Schulli’s showed up and brought pills along, LSD trips! Of course, I had heard and read about that stuff. I was reading Carlo’s Castaneda’s “Another Reality” at that time, and I was fascinated by the author’s experiences with mescaline and other so-called consciousness enhancing drugs and a Native American master.


Schulli, the experienced expert, explained that LSD had similar effects like Mescaline, but that it was an artificial substance, whereas Mescaline was an extract from a cactus.


“Provided one makes sure to keep control over one and doesn’t take too much, a trip can be really funny!” Schulli told us repeatedly. Since I was very curious, he advised me to take only a quarter of a piece of blotting paper, where the LSD was dribbled onto, that would be enough for me. I shouldn’t be afraid at all and it would be advisable to have a Valium ready, in case one had taken too much. Besides, I should avoid the “black micros”, another kind of trip. I did it! Nothing could happen to me. Buddy Schulli was with me and I trusted him without any reservation.


Nothing bad happened! I saw the world in bright colours and the world appeared bent like in a curved mirror on a fun-fair. This lasted the whole night, and we strolled thought the inner city of Berlin on LSD. In the morning the turn off set in, and I couldn’t sleep. It was unpleasant, and I felt tired and kaput. Everything was dirty and sweaty, and I felt exhausted. However, everything was forgotten two days later.


My 16th birthday was coming up and I invited the whole gang into my apartment. I’ll never forget that party!




Chapter 4


BIRTHDAY HORRORS


The party started really cool. I had invited quite a few people, a bunch of Schulli’s friends among them, but Schulli didn’t come. I was very disappointed, but I didn’t want to be in a bad mood about it, thus we just went ahead with the party. There was sufficient stuff to drink and to smoke, of course. In honour of the occasion I got a ride on a friend’s motorcycle. We cruised three times around the block, letting head wind blow into our faces, while the other guests had a good time in the apartment. We listened to the absolute power music; Genesis, Pink-Floyd, Emerson, Lake & Palmer were an absolute must in our gang. One could really take off and freak out with this music. We were enraptured by that sound. Too bad that Schulli couldn’t make it just on my birthday! Later, a certain Ralph showed up, who was not invited. He was an arrogant and quiet guy, we had met him before in a discotheque and somehow he must have got wind about my party. Anyway, he suddenly appeared at my door and he had three LSD pyramid trips in his pocket. They were green and about two centimetres high. It had become evening by then, and most of the guests had left already. There were just four of us left in the apartment. Somebody suggested preparing tea with those trips. I was slightly concerned since this would be the first time that I took LSD without having Schulli around. However, we were all in such a good mood, and the others talked me into it. I would be strong enough to master the pill alone.
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