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The greatest sin in the world


is to side with those


who are wrong


and to become the enemy


of those who are rigt.
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PREFACE


When I came to Germany as a displaced person in August 1991, I left behind political hostility, injustice, and humiliation that I had experienced in my homeland.


Upon my arrival in the Federal Republic, two words stood out to me as a lawyer and poet - words that have stayed with me ever since: „Tagesschau” and „Lindau”. These were also the first two German expressions I learned at the time. One might ask: Why those two words of all things? Quite simply - because they rhymed so fascinatingly.


I still remember very clearly the way certain lower-level authorities (including officials, commissioners, law enforcers, and even some „highly respected” lawyers and others) interacted with me during my early days - when I was in constant contact with offices and institutions. Often I received the reply: „I don’t understand French”, when I tried to communicate in English, the commonly used foreign language here. Logically, I wasn’t yet able to use the German language fluently for barrier-free communication just two or three months after my arrival.


I had come to a constitutional state where „human dignity” is considered inviolable, as stated in Article 1 of the Basic Law, and where all people are supposed to be equal before the law. Here, in my „new home”, things would surely be better for me - or so I thought.


At the time, I was convinced of that idea. But over the course of my life in this country, serious doubts began to arise in some instances, and I was often deeply disappointed. The experiences that led to these doubts and disappointments are recorded in five fact-based accounts compiled in this volume.


The factual account „Three Scars and No Justice” by Lexo Liber, a 12-year-old boy from southern Bavaria, compellingly tells of a serious incident involving an unsecured dog and the deep physical and emotional scars it left behind. This report is the honest, courageous, and stirring voice of a child forced by personal experience to confront themes of responsibility, justice, and societal double standards. Lexo’s story is a call for empathy, civil courage, and the importance of listening to children when they speak out about injustice.


„The Other Side of the Sidewalk” - What does it mean to be born in a country and still have to explain yourself? In this powerful factual report, I recount with moving clarity the subtle and overt forms of discrimination my family faced in Germany - as immigrants, as Germans, as human beings. I not only share personal experiences full of hope and disappointment, but also pose fundamental questions about belonging, origin, systemic failure, and dignity. What does „migration background” mean in the 21st century, and how long does it persist - even when it has statistically long since disappeared?


The third factual report, „The Portrait”, focuses on the concerns and hardships of a displaced family in Germany, who must endure harassment through bureaucratic measures - measures that serve those who, deep down, claim an exclusive form of „Germanness” for themselves and seek to exclude others.


In the fourth part, I recount the unreasonable treatment and errors I encountered during the birth of my second son in a clinic - without being able to defend myself onsite.


The fifth report, „Torn Invitation” (Subtitle: „Déjà-vu with Times Gone By”), explores the life and work of writers and carries autobiographical undertones. For instance, a talented writer with a „migration background” must work as a painter and varnisher, while his native-born colleague is recognized as an author and invited to party conventions. This is not an isolated case: An engineer I know works as a construction assistant, a former military commander collects construction debris as a temp worker, and a trained microbiologist finds himself on a building site.


Upon closer inspection, one is sadly forced to conclude that it is not the „power of law” but rather the „law of the powerful” that dominates. And so, it becomes painfully clear why I have had to revise - at least in part - my belief that I live in a state where the rights of every human being are truly and equally upheld.
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Note on the Appendix


This appendix has been compiled for readers who wish to explore the background of the issues presented in greater depth. It contains copies of documents that played a role both in the run-up to and during the actual events. For privacy reasons, the names of the individuals involved have been changed in the enclosed copies; however, the content corresponds to the originals.


As throughout the book, real names have not been used; fictitious names appear instead. Should any similarities to real people be noticed, they are purely coincidental and entirely unintentional.


The author’s intention is to provide readers with a comprehensive understanding of the overall situation.









„The purest form of insanity is


to keep everything the same while


expecting something to change.“


Albert Einstein (1879-1955)









I dedicate this book to my family, and to all those who are willing to step out of their comfort zone in pursuit of a stable future, to support the disadvantaged, and to take a decisive stand against the pervasive issue of discrimination.


My dear sons,


my precious children,


some will never like you, for your inner spirits disturb their demons.









THREE SCARS AND NO JUSTICE


(How a Child Learns to Live with Injustice)


Hello,


my name is Lexo. I’m 12 years old and live in a town in southern Bavaria. I’m a student at a grammar school.


On September 8, 2024, around 3:00 p. m., I went outside for a little while to try out my new bicycle. My parents had given it to me as a gift for successfully finishing the school year with good results.


I rode down a street and was having a lot of fun. But at a junction, a large, white, unleashed dog came running out of a house and stopped right in front of my bike. In shock, I tried to avoid it but crashed with my bike.


After my brother came to help me, and the dog quickly ran away, I got up and saw three deep gashes on my left calf. In that moment, my leg didn’t hurt too much - but I felt dizzy and was terrified by how the wounds looked.


Together with my brother, I rushed home as fast as I could. My mother was, of course, completely shocked when she saw my injuries. She immediately tried to clean the wounds with disinfectant cotton.


When my father heard about it, he took me straight to the nearest hospital.


At the hospital, the nurses took us into a treatment room. Shortly after, a woman - who spoke with what seemed like a Russian accent and very broken German - entered the room. Through gestures, she told me to lie on my stomach on the bed. She disinfected my left leg and said, „The chief physician will be here in a few minutes to stitch the wounds.” Then she left us alone in the room - me lying on my stomach, my father standing beside me - and we waited. And waited.


About 90 minutes (yes, an hour and a half [image: ]) later, a man came in, claimed to be a doctor, and said, „We’ll start in a moment!” Then he disappeared again. That „moment” turned into two full hours before the same man finally returned. I found it extremely inappropriate to be left waiting for so long - especially as the promised „chief physician” turned out to be just a junior doctor.


This young assistant doctor spoke German so poorly that I had to really concentrate to understand him. He asked, „How are you doing?” I answered, „Good” - even though I didn’t fully understand the question. The truth was, I felt terrible. I was injured, lying in a hospital, and had been waiting for hours.


He told us he preferred to stitch the wounds without any anesthetic. I said, „Okay”, and my father said, „You’re the doctor - you know best.” When my father asked where the chief physician was, the assistant doctor replied that he was with an 86-year-old patient.


When my father asked what had become of the „chief doctor” the nurse had mentioned, the assistant replied that the chief was busy with an 86-year-old patient.


Even as a child, I wondered: What takes priority here? I had an emergency. My left leg was bleeding - albeit not heavily - yet we were made to wait for hours, only to be treated by someone who barely spoke German and clearly wasn’t the experienced doctor they had promised.


What matters more in this place: Having a German-sounding surname - or receiving fair and respectful treatment regardless of your background?


The assistant doctor started stitching - without any anesthesia, not even local. He said things like:


„Strong man, you are!!!”


I was in terrible pain and could hardly hold still. He said other odd and inappropriate things that neither my father nor I could make sense of - they were simply stupid and didn’t match the setting of a hospital.


My father occasionally shook his head, visibly helpless. To be honest, I felt sorry for him in that moment. I could imagine what must have been going through his intelligent mind while watching me suffer.


The assistant was finally done, I was left with a deep sadness and the sense that this hospital employed staff who were neither linguistically nor professionally prepared. Even as a child, it all felt highly unprofessional.


I wondered: Why are people working in waste disposal or domestic services often required to attend quality language courses - while in the healthcare system, individuals with severe language barriers are allowed to treat injured children, without translators, and apparently without the necessary expertise?


Take my father, for example - a writer (member of the Bavarian Writers’ Association) and an academic who completed an excellent thesis in biology and medicine. Yet he was never allowed to work in his profession in Germany. Instead, he had to become a manual laborer to support our family!


At the end, we received a so-called „treatment report” which falsely stated that my right leg had been injured - when in fact, it was my left. All I could think in that moment was: Are these people actually capable of doing anything constructive - other than making one mistake after another?


When we left the hospital, my father and I went straight to the police to report the incident. I felt nervous - it was my first time at a police station. But I was relieved to see how determined and unwavering my father was in standing up for me.


We were called in quickly. My father explained everything to the officer on duty. She listened attentively and then suggested we speak directly with the dog’s owner - the one from whose house the dog had run out. She added that most dogs were covered by liability insurance.
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Following her advice and my father’s calm and civilized nature, we stopped at a house on our way home - the one by the street junction where the dog had appeared. The doorbell was surrounded by signs warning about dogs and other dog-related quotes. We instantly suspected this was where the dog lived.


My My father rang the bell. A woman, probably a bit over 70, opened the door. She gave the impression of being well-read and highly intelligent. My father told her what had happened, and she saw my injured, bandaged leg. She explained that the dog must belong to her daughter, who had brought it from Turkey. The dog, she said, was very ill, had already undergone several operations, and was sometimes allowed to roam freely in the yard and nearby street without a leash.


My father tried sincerely to help her understand how serious the incident had been, but she refused to accept any responsibility. She kept insisting the dog was kind and wouldn’t harm anyone. Instead of showing concern for my condition, she defended the dog the entire time. Realizing that reasoning with her was pointless, my father still told her that the police officer had suggested speaking with her calmly and reasonably.


This must have been a terrible situation for my father - having to remain composed while speaking to a woman who showed no compassion or insight, even though her family’s dog had seriously injured his son.


Because my father spoke in refined High German and she mostly in Bavarian dialect, she asked him where he came from.


He replied truthfully: „Due to our affection for Bavaria, my family and I moved from Wuppertal to southern Bavaria in August 2021. Our town, where we now live, is a beautiful and respectable place.”


Her reaction was deeply disturbing and discriminatory. She said, word for word: „You should never have done that! Oh, we Bavarians are very, very stubborn, and you will have a hard time here! We don’t get along with cities in the east of Germany, and even western cities don’t count as part of Germany for us. Bavarians feel closer to Austria - and even to Switzerland - than to the rest of Germany. Just look at Augsburg. It’s full of Turks and foreigners. Almost no Germans left. It’s so bad that we barely dare to go there anymore. And even here in our town, there are already too many people with headscarves, practically veiled, walking around our streets.”
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