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To my brave parents, my lovely


wife and our four perfectly


wonderful children




Preface


There was a time when I thought this book would be difficult to read and certainly just as difficult to understand. This is hardly unexpected, as the world is not easy to explain after all. Learning and real understanding are never easy. There are tasks in life that we must endure and that are horrendous, complex, diverse and as challenging as life itself. To live, is to learn for a lifetime – to which dying is also part of. That, too, is learning and – YES – it is part of life. But then the only 12-year-old daughter of a good friend read my book and started – freely, completely according to her understanding – to draw some pictures. Pictures that would show how she saw the things she had read. We scanned the drawings and inserted them in the places of the book where the little reader wanted them to be.


... and lo and behold, all of a sudden, I no longer saw the book as a heavy read. A young girl had shown me how to approach and understand it. Only a few associative images had sufficed and reading became an easy and beautiful experience. My mind once again lived through the formerly tough pages, only this time it floated pleasantly along like a feather in the warm breeze of a summer evening by the sea and finally found what it had sought in vain for so long... salvation.


This is the story of a child, a most amazing child who mastered all these tasks. And so, her life, despite its brevity, was not meaningless. And so, her life was important and valuable.


With every bit of knowledge I manage to pass on to others, I do something in memory of this brave little child; I also think of all the many other children who have to leave much too early because we are not able to help them. None of these little characters, however, was unimportant. This book tells you why.


Our existence would be somewhat illogical if we did not have a task to fulfill. So far, we were probably not very good at recognizing this task as such, let alone to fulfill it. We will, this much is certain, leave this world without really having done anything – each of us.


But shouldn't we at least give our children a better start so that they can take stock of their lives differently later?




Why


A good friend has a small vacation home on the seaside. One day she had the idea to make this house available free of charge for a certain time of the year for families with seriously ill children.


Sometimes also for children who do not have long to live.
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~ picture: Kathrin Lockenvitz, Mum of Pit, who died of a brain tumor at the age of five and wanted to come back as a floret … ~




The beginning in the end


"What are you reading?" I ask to begin this conversation as casually, gently and carefully as possible.


My little one looks me straight in the eyes. "I'm writing something," she answers after some thought. Her voice is firm and yet, almost, dismissive.


I would have liked to ask now: 'What is it?' or 'What are you writing about?' but I feel that my girl does not want to talk about it. After all, I hadn't come for that either, so I'm thinking about how to begin. But there my child starts before me. She has pushed the sheet of paper on which she was scribbling into the book that served as a base for her writing and then puts it on the bedside table. The action seems clumsy, like someone who feels infinite pain from every movement. I realize the book is "The Little Prince", the edition which my parents had given me when I passed my school-leaving examination, many years ago.


"Papa, I don't want these treatments anymore." Her little eyes stare at me from deep caves. "They hurt me and make me feel bad... really bad." There's something hopeless in that look. Just as if the brain behind it knew what my answer would be. Too often this mouth had asked questions, these eyes had pleaded and these ears had heard something soothing but meaningless.


However, this time I calmly respond, "They won't hurt you anymore, my love." After weeks/months, the burden leaves me, I no longer have to lie to my child. A decision has been made, a difficult, almost impudent decision.


*


This decision brought forth many more difficult conversations. "We can't give up hope," "we still have a few possibilities," and, "just think about your child for once! She wants to live!"
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"Yes, she wants to live, but she certainly doesn't want to suffer any more." My wife and I had thought it over very well. We had studied all the information that was available. We had read, understood and reread so much, in all kinds of languages. We had become experts, such specialists that many specialized doctors now seemed like a joke to us. They could no longer compete with our arguments, our knowledge, our treasure trove of quotations and literature, which we could simply rattle off without having to look it up. There is obviously nothing worse for a physician than having to have things explained to them by a layman. So, at some point they let us out of their clutches and declared the case of our child to be no longer treatable. The road to this was difficult. Medicine can be wonderful, but sometimes it is also terrible, an impersonal and inhumane paradigm, trimmed for efficiency. Unfortunately, this efficiency does not seem to leave much room for consideration of the patient, but one that is aimed at the optimal exploitation of a system, with many people involved who keep their hands in their pockets to appear important. Maybe it's not so bad if you have to work through 1000 appendixes, but it's bad for the seriously ill, it's terrible for little patients and it's absolutely hell for dying children. I know by now why this is so, and perhaps also why there is no other way. Normal people within our civilization simply have only one possibility to exist or even work without harm in a system like the active core of our health care system: they have to make themselves completely insensitive to the suffering of others, especially their patients. They have to become like the machines they operate. Only in this way can they, the inner active core of the health care system, do anything at all for the patient, despite the fact that they are constantly clashing with the demands of an industry that is so excruciating large and leaching. A periphery that has wrapped itself around the core like an octopus, an all-encompassing drainage system, which now exceeds the core tenfold in size and financial output, and which withdraws all the resources it can get, be it with open and hidden bureaucracy, cold-hearted regulatory frenzy or blatant cheeky charlatanism and inhuman cynicism. I also know now that this is only due to a deficit of knowledge. It is not money that the system lacks, it is reason. The system does not lack resources, but the reason for an optimized use of them. This lack of understanding and reason makes the system itself sick and a torture chamber for every truly sick person. A stupid man may well be kind, but he can never be truly understanding, because for understanding one must be able to understand and for that one needs knowledge.




The task


My little girl looks at me in disbelief. She feels that something is different, that something has been decided. "Am I going to die?" she asks.


"Yes!" I answer and am amazed at how easily the answer comes. "I'm sorry that we have tortured you for so long, we still had some hope. It was wrong... please forgive me," I add after a while.


My little child has tears rolling down her face. She just says "What a pity, ... that's a pity!" Then she starts to cry unrestrained.


I sit down with my little one and take her in my arms.


"I'm scared, Daddy."


"Me too, my love."


"I don't want to die."


I knew that these words would come. I just didn't expect it to happen so quickly. Our brave child probably knew far more than we, her parents, had thought. She had guessed, implied... oh, if only we had listened to our little angle earlier. How much suffering we could have spared her!


"Nobody wants to die, sweetie. Some people wish for it, but this is never really the wish for death. Rather, some people do not want to suffer, not think or not feel anymore. It is the desire for peace, and death seems to keep it ready for us, absolute peace. Death itself, however, is never the real wish, because you cannot truly wish what you don’t know."


"I want nothing more than to live... just a little bit more. And yet..."


"Nature has given us some gifts, beautiful and terrible ones. One of them is our will to survive. This will is even stronger with children than with us. That's why you fight stronger and suffer all the more, especially when the fight has become hopeless. I admire you, my child."


"Should I stop fighting... not want to live anymore?" She does not speak the words like a question and continues immediately. "I cannot do that... I see the people who come to me, I see their looks and I know what everyone is thinking, but I can't... I cannot believe it. I still want to live. Something in me wants to keep fighting... ". My child takes a break and almost apologetically adds: "But I don't want any more pain either."


By this she means the treatments, the operations...


I see the little emaciated body; I see the places where once have been limbs. I can hardly stand it, but I know that I must bear it, because there is still much to do. There is still something very important to do. Before us lies the most difficult task that two people have ever had to face. And even though it may have happened a trillion times before, it will always be the most difficult task the universe has ever placed: To create hope out of pain and to receive solutions and salvation out of hope.


"You know, my love," I finally say, "this gift, your unconditional will to fight and survive, it was given to you for a very specific reason."


"A reason? For what reason?"


"Yes, my dear. Somewhere, very deep inside of you and very deep inside of all of us, is the desire not to give up. This drives us, even if it seems hopeless, when success is highly unlikely and this force resides throughout the whole universe and with every small step that evolution takes, it reinforces this urge, this force."


"What's the use if nobody can help me?"


"Into the structure and essence of all things has been woven a very important thing, and that is indeterminacy. In general, this does not help us and it is good that we know this so that we really make an effort to solve our problems on our own. But sometimes exactly this uncertainty, which is present everywhere, holds surprises that help evolution to solve even the most hopeless problems. And it is the same with us: the indeterminacy also holds surprises for us and sometimes this helps us."


"But why can no one help me?" Sobs shake her little body.


"Because we're too stupid," I simply answer. "Because we just don't know enough to help you."


The sobbing gets stronger.


Finally, my child becomes calm. Her eyes look at me again. They show astonishment.


"Aren't you sad?"


"Yes," I answer, "but I'm also happy."


"Why?"


"Because it is easier now, because we don't have to torture you anymore and...," involuntarily I take a little break because I suddenly realize how important this next sentence is to me,


"because I have to explain the world to you before you go."




Day One


"Will this help me?" Big eyes look out of my daughter’s emaciated face with an incredible intensity, as if having a huge hunger and my lips could feed them.


"Yes", I answer. "It will help you a lot. It will make your way easier and your task more bearable."


"What task?"


"The universe created us for one reason alone."


"The universe?" My child is interrupting me. "Not God, not Creation?"


"It's all the same," I reply. "God is Creation, is the universe. It is absolutely the same as you call it. It is even completely the same as what you imagine it to be, because your imagination will never encompass the whole, but you should still try. Not to try would be foolish and a betrayal of our minds." After a short pause I add, "... and we are part of it, we are part of the universe, we are part of Creation and we are also part of God, if you like."


"A part of almighty God as well?"


"Yes," I answer and ask back, "but where did this 'almighty' thing come from?"


"Well, that's what they always say, the 'almighty God' here and the 'Almighty' there, et cetera." my little one shrugs her shoulders.


"People talk a lot without thinking," I reply and ask myself at the same time whether I shouldn't leave the subject for now, but then I decide differently. By chance, my gaze falls on the book on the nightstand and I add:


"Big people talk a lot without thinking."


My daughter follows my gaze and smiles. She has understood and a mighty impatience sprays from her eyes.


"You know," I begin, "it is very easy to prove that God cannot be almighty."




There is no almighty God – and that’s just fine


"How?"


"Well, if someone were almighty, would he allow himself to be imperfect?" I answer with a counter-question.


"Of course not," the answer comes promptly. And a little more hesitantly, she adds: "That would be as if I could heal myself and would not. Worse, it would be as if I had to heal myself and would not do it – a contradiction." The comparison surprises me, but I continue with my questions.


"And would you call someone who is not self-sufficient perfect?"


"What do you mean, Dad?


"Well, I mean, would a perfect being need something like entertainment?"


"No, then it wouldn't be perfect. A perfect being doesn't need anything, it's enough for itself."


"That's what I think, too. Either the being is not perfect, or it is its own entertainment. But since being perfect also means perfection in all parts, the entertainment of the perfect being would also have to be perfect."


"A perfect entertainment?" my kid is frowning, "I can't imagine anything like that."


"You don't have to worry about it, because I can't imagine anything about it either. Nobody can, and this whole 'almighty' and 'perfect thing' is nothing that really exists anyway – at least not in this universe. And since this universe already exists and the rest can no longer be everything, perfection and omnipotence per se is excluded."


"Says who?" my dear little child asks.


"Our existence says so," I answer. "The fact that we exist with all our imperfections proves that there can be no perfect and therefore no almighty God, since he would not have created any imperfections."


"Why not?"


"Because it would be completely superfluous and illogical for a perfect being, and no perfect being does such a thing. Because for a perfect God, we would be less than for us an entertaining aquarium with a few fish in it... infinitely much less. So, what would such a God do with it?"


"Maybe you see...," my daughter falters briefly, "uh, maybe we just don't see perfection."


"Oh yes, I see it, but it is not just there. It arises only within the entire infinite existence of the universe and thus, of God and thus, of Creation and thus, ... fortunately also ... us."


"So, the universe is..., God IS ... perfect?" my child asks somewhat confused.


"Yes, he is just as perfect as ideal Euclidean parallels intersect in infinity, namely only in infinity, spatially and temporally seen. Actually, seen in the sense of all possible properties, that is, an infinity in an infinitely dimensional structure."


"In other words: never and nowhere." She smiles, almost indulging, and then adds with almost a grin, "Yes, but our real space is curved, and there, parallels do not only intersect at infinity."


"An ingenious interjection," I admit. "We'll get to that, but it does indeed fit here too, because as far as perfection is concerned, there may well be effects in the universe that don't need infinite time to reach it. But nevertheless, the following is valid: Only the whole is perfect... will be perfect... well, or it is, if you take the time in its entirety and don't cut out 'time-frames', like we always do."


"So, we, here and now, are part of an imperfect universe and thus, part of an imperfect, not-almighty God, because universe and God and Creation are one and the same thing?" my daughter summarizes somewhat hesitantly.


I nod.




Why are we here?


"Huh...?" it sounds rather incredulous from the little bed, "And what is our task?"


"To explain to the universe why and for what it exists. To help it become perfect."


"What?" she asks sounding unbelieving and almost frightened. Oh, how long has it been since I've seen so much life in this body.


"Yes, you heard right," I continue unmoved. "Our task is to explain to the universe or God or Creation, whatever you want to call it, why we are at all."


An almost protesting look strikes me. "But God, universe, Creation, that's just there, isn't it?"


I smile. "It's good that you put the 'isn't it' in this sentence, my love. Because nothing is just there. Nothing was lifted onto the stage of being without having a history... or being a history. The only thing that ever is, to say it once in this simple form with our mind trimmed to a continuous time, is a law."


"A law? What law?" those hungry eyes again.


"There is no rest."


Silence... stillness, then even a little smile. Compassionate.


"It's a stupid law," comes the reply after a while from the little bed.


"You think so?" I ask back. "I think it's a wonderful law, because it guarantees you'll never fade."


"I will never pass away?" the pitiful smile gives way to a kind of hopeful incredulity. "But I will..." my little one pauses and swallows.


"Die?" I ask.


"Yes, and...," something heavy and oppressive is on the tip of her tongue, a deep fear, "... decay?" It almost sounds as if I am asked to deny this statement, which is emphasized as a question towards the end, no matter what logic says.


"No, you cannot decay," I answer reassuringly and recklessly at the same time, "but what you call your body will dissolve and return to the cycle of life."


"That is terrible," she almost sounds a bit reproachful that I don't want to find it terrible at all and speak of it as if it were the most normal thing in the world, that one day your own body will be taken away from you and recycled.


"You know, my dear child," I begin as empathetically as I can, "there would be none of us if the beings that were before us had not decomposed and what they were made of had not returned to the life cycle. Your body is made up of so many particles, it is very likely that there is a former trilobite, a tree fern, some dinosaurs – you love dinosaurs, don't you? – and there are certainly a few other people among them... of course I mean that some of your atoms used to be the atoms of other inhabitants of this planet."
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"So, I'm just borrowed," it sounds fascinated and a bit resigned at the same time.


"No, my child, you are only you, but your body is actually only borrowed. Indeed, to the borrowed body there are added many, many instincts and foreign thoughts, called memes, which we cannot really attribute to ourselves, but where we only store and reflect what we perceive."


"But that's not much of what I am, is it?"


"Oh yes, my love, it's a damn lot. Because everything that you take up in yourself is associated, processed, filed away, taken up again, reevaluated and linked in its own way, so that it is just through and ONLY through you that it gains uniqueness and an unbelievable mass every day. Furthermore, it is so unique and valuable to have a piece of information that does not exist a second time in the universe in such a way that the universe cannot afford to give away this cornucopia of information ever again."




Why am I not allowed to live on?


"I am important to the universe?"


"Yes, my child. Very important."


"Then why won't it let me live?"


"Two reasons:


1st: It has little or no direct influence on what happens to you. You have to imagine us like cells in the body of the universe, just like single cells in your body. If you did not have tools and hands, you would not be able to directly influence the fate of every single cell in your body. 2nd: It needs you as you are."


My child looks at me a little disappointed, "It's easy to say that."


'Easy when you know, as you do, that you will not die soon' she would like to say, but I don't think she can bear the words herself. I still hear them. They float in space and need an explanation. They need a consolation that is not an end in itself, but the truth. But how should I begin, and above all: WHERE should I begin?




Vibrations


"In the beginning, my child, there was perhaps a sound..."


"A sound?"


"Yes, something in the universe led to the formation of a cellular structure, at least in our part of the universe. Let's call them Planck volumes after the great physicist Max Planck."


"I know him," says my little girl confidently. I nod approvingly.


"Actually, the term is not correct, because it is already used, namely for cubes with edges of the so-called Planck length. These are tiny 10 to the power of minus 35 meters and our cells are a little different, but that shouldn't bother us at the moment. To be on the safe side, we can say PlanckNvolumes, where the N stands for the number of dimensions. It is also important to know that these things are constantly wriggling and can't help it, because of the 'no-rest' law and so on. You know the experiment with the sawdust on a metal plate, don't you?"
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