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I am Attilio Reale, and I came in contact with self-defense, martial arts, and Kung Fu very early in my life. Kung Fu and Ving Tsun became my passion. I trained for hours day, and night, and spent several years in Hong Kong to deepen my teaching, practice, and experience with Master Wong Shun Leung. Added to this later was meditation, which added more levels to my study of being here. From all these approaches, I have developed my own method – Gentleman Gung Fu – which trains not only your body but also your mind.


I am glad if I can be of help to you with my guidebook.




Visit me on the Internet at


www.attilio-reale.com





„


Stop fighting,


do not fight anymore!


„
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PREFACE


LIFE EXPERIENCES, AND INSIGHTS FROM EVERYDAY LIFE


What I have gathered here are my life experiences, observations, and realizations of the last sixty years. Recognized truths of life, which are probably only small facets, aspects of the truth, which life reflects. Used possibilities, my potential, and parts of the truth, which I discovered. Maybe you look at all this from this, and that point of view, "It could be, maybe" or "both-and". A human being grows with his imagination, his ideas, with what he can think, to perceive or not! This does not mean that this is the only thing that exists, one must do this way, and not differently, because there are truly infinite ways, and possibilities of the own development of consciousness because one is always in the own responsibility. For it is always difficult when a person believes to know "this is how it is, and not otherwise". Even if it is so, and it is true, he expresses it only so exclusively, the wonderful, good, wise, right, what he says, carries at the same time again something limiting, and restricting in itself, and without wanting it, he sticks.


I am still a student, even if I appear here as a teacher, and trainer of the spirit, as a mental trainer, coach, companion, and speaker. The "study of the mind" is my passion, the "training of the mind", and the "training of the body", in the way you can move the body, to an art or also to a martial art if you want to. I have great respect for each person and the experiences that they bring with them. I don't know anything better, I know it is a little bit different, and maybe this helps in the different life situations that each person here has made for himself, and still experiences in every moment of his being.


Every experience I have had always started with the decision to let myself be touched. Even the sciences have long recognized that every human being can only experience or learn development, growth, and progress by going into connection. Without going into connection, without getting involved, no development is possible. Yes, one cannot even learn to write or to calculate. This was my way, my starting point. My good relationship with my own body, my trust in this body, made it possible for me to start on this level, to allow touch, to go into connection. Not to be afraid to connect, even physically, however, this looks, that is, to go into connection with myself, because the connection is the basis of all development, all change, and all growth.


If one, which is the main task at the beginning of a human life, has gone through one's willed incarnation, in connection with this physical body, one can just also go more consciously, in a willed way, in connection with what surrounds one.




INTRODUCTION


How to lead your own life successfully?


I ask you here: how can you lead your own life well, if you are constantly in great tension, in a kind of struggle for survival? How can you cope with all the demands, tasks, and new conditions that are put on you by external social, political, and personal circumstances, problems due to illness, lack of money, and much more? How can you relax at all, if you can't stop thinking about this, and that? How do you or how do people, in general, want to lead other people, create this or that, or consciously lead their own lives, if they can't even manage to determine "Am I thinking right now?" or "Am I not thinking right now?", and "if I am thinking, what am I thinking about?", and what is also quite interesting here, and should not be ignored, is that it varies only a little bit between 85, and 95%, that what a person does, what they think, what they feel, what they want, how they act, is determined by the subconscious.


Do you know how much is automated in you, and who is thinking in you in the first place, and do you want to think all that? How can it be when I say, "You, now think nothing", that you only manage for a few seconds, really only for a few tiny little seconds, to think nothing, and then suddenly thoughts come again, they drive you from here to there, and you can't even determine what you think. By the way, this shows how mature a person's consciousness is or how trapped by some mechanism. It is very important to be, and stay relaxed in everything you do, to "do things out of an inner flow", and to leave out this exaggerated earthly outer wanting, and needing for once if you want to come to inner peace.


Now imagine that only 5% of people are aware of this. How few are they? So, it should be a big task to put your concentration on how you can get to the subconscious. Otherwise, Otherwise, one remains at the mercy of what has accumulated and is determined and lived by the subconscious. This is also constantly repeated in people from incarnation to incarnation. But the soul, which one is, wants almost no constant repetitions in its development, and in its evolutionary striving for perfection. Gentleman respectively Gentle means the art of being able to live truly consciously.


To experience oneself as the master of one's own life, and to be able to truly shape one's own life in joy, and love.




WHAT ARE FIGHTING


AND WARLIKE CONFLICTS?


In the collective consciousness of the people once again the focus was directed to the warlike confrontations and strengthened in such a way that it makes many very afraid. Now, when fighting is mentioned again, many people immediately think of war, of destruction, and that it is bad, aggressive, or whatever., and secretly, silently, "Don't fight anymore", and "stop fighting" creep into the consciousness of mankind. This is also my request to mankind, and at the same time you can say that it is only about not fighting anymore out of "aggression", "fear" or out of an "avoidance technique". But how would it be if "struggle" actually means "being directed towards a goal" or "discipline", if "struggle" means "power to overcome", if "struggle" means a "commitment to something", if "struggle" means going beyond "one's limitations", "laziness" or "fears"? Then it is very coherent to talk about "struggle". Isn't it?


Nothing in this space of life is one-sided. Even something like struggle is not equal to war, equal to aggression, equal to fear, equal to destruction. There are always two sides of the same coin! In politics also fighting is equated with war, and this is certainly not the way. Now is indeed the time of upheaval, the time of change, the time of the revolution of consciousness, and one should perhaps be aware of what challenges this generally brings for all of us. Of course, it is good to look at the beautiful, the new, what can become much better, easier, what is much wiser, more loving, more light, more powerful, to wish for it. But it is also extremely important to remember again, and again that it is a struggle to get there, to be able to give space to the completely new, to all that belongs to this new.


Above all, your body reacts to it., and here I can tell you, if you are someone who is not so aware, and has not taken care of your thoughts, feelings, behavior patterns, issues, hurts, and block- den, the psyche can also react. Suddenly one becomes depressed, gets into big problems with one's inner self, becomes frustrated, hopeless, confused, irritated, or gets panic fears, and many other things become noticeable. But those who have taken care of it, who have at least a stability in their psyche, well they still react with their body, because above all the body still belongs to this earth, is a part of this earth, vibrates accordingly, and is directly connected with all processes on this earth. Here I recommend the practical teacher, who is very familiar with these topics himself, also experienced everything himself, and still experiences, how we can connect with what the earth and its wonderful elements can give us. Here I am not only talking about the elements of cuisine, and nutritional


preparation. No, I am going far beyond what is possible for human beings. I know only too well that it has caught you, and many billions of people on earth, like me: at the point of constitutional weakness, where we now react much stronger than before, where once were relief


and improvement. That's the truth. Nothing is as it used to be, because everything comes up again, and shows itself, just as it has shown itself with me: in the bones, muscles, fascia, the area of nerves, stimuli, impulses, inflammations, and diseases.


One always resonates in all themes, with one's soul themes, the themes of family members, ancestral lines, and the collective human consciousness on this earth. Everything is connected with everything, also in the soul, and spiritual areas of being. There is no separation, everything is one being.




MY NEW SCHOOL


GENTLEMAN KUNG FU


I am a teacher, a trainer of the mind, of consciousness, of awareness, of meditation, of concentration, of information from the mind, so that one learns how to become a "master of one's thoughts". One learns again to be able to "relax consciously", and to be able to consciously make the right decisions in everyday life, to then realign oneself, to focus, to center oneself, to be able to act again. Spirit means information, probabilities, and options, and in physics, we call this "quantum" or information. So let's use these possibilities, and make something new out of them. I stand with my own life for what can happen if one in- integrates things. But if someone just listens, halfway understands, that's not enough. Here, at this moment, the work only begins to be touched. It is now necessary to absorb the essence of what we receive here, it is necessary to let this work in the system. Then it is a matter of giving expression to this possibly also in thinking, feeling, wanting, and acting!


Let's activate our fighting spirit, and our ability to fight, and raise it to our martial art to master life, to make it more beautiful, healthier, and more successful! This is the truth that lies dormant in you as millions of possibilities, and potentials. Awaken them now, activate yourself, and say to yourself first of all: "I want, can, and may be in everything that I want for my life". Congratulations! You are back in this life with new courage, and confidence, accompanied by the love, and wisdom from your spirit. I help people to reconnect with themselves. Because a connection, and trust in their physical body is the foundation for them to then also connect well with what is around them. Of course, this also helps them to get in touch with their soul. Here's an example: if someone has been given a house, and doesn't go any further than the front door into the hallway, stops there, and prefers to look out the door, and the windows of the hallway, well, then he won't know at all which house he's in, how big this house is, and he can't do all the things you could do in this house because he stops in the hallway. Then he doesn't even know that there is a wonderful kitchen there or a garden or a swimming pool. I'm helping here so that people can use the potential they have. It's like opening their treasure chests.


The "ancient martial arts", serve here only as a means to an end. It is about the "body mastery", to experience what strength, and power the own consciousness has. Because that is the second point: that one just does not only walk in connection with the body but recognizes that something walks in connection with the body. That is the consciousness, and that is what you train. How does the body react, for example, when one is afraid or uncertain? Immediately you become more wobbly or you suddenly have no strength., and then imagine that it's always like that. Every thanks you have, every feeling you have, continuously affects your physical system. Accordingly, you have a lot of energy or not during the day. Accordingly, you can think clearly or not. Accordingly, you have the confidence to do something or not.


So if you want to become a master of your energies, to be able to control your thoughts and feelings, to be able to decide for yourself where to direct your energies, start practicing, and yes, every martial art has something to do with it, and every mental training belongs to it. But it is not enough to just imagine victory. Some people do that and still lose. Maybe because they don't realize that they don't have control over their thoughts, and feelings. Just because someone learns to use a certain technique, just because someone can swim from side to side in a swimming pool, doesn't mean he can handle the open sea. So we are here on earth on the playground of mankind. It is about the human souls experiencing themselves in their abilities and possibilities, it is not about spiritual beings, angels, spiritual leaders, and gurus proving what they can do, but about the souls we are here proving what we can do, what soul abilities, powers, and possibilities, what soul character we have, what plans we have, and how we can implement them. Everything else helps, and serves us!


By the way, look at the old great masters, they all included the body. They always took to heart, integrated, and practiced physical discipline!


So one of my first realizations in this life is for example: If someone remains steady, someone comes back into his responsibility and collects new experiences, there is much for him. He recognizes that lack is an illusion, and can become full even in a limited polar living space. Another important realization is, for example, to let go of ambition, which was taught in the old teachings in earlier times, to awaken it in the students as well. What truly wants to be awakened in these times is the spiritual potential that is within you, my dear reader., and to this, I make my contribution, that is what I am here for. My source of enthusiasm, and inspiration for all that is possible, is available to you in my events, seminars, training, and much more in your search for your truth. So my advice to you here: Go into freedom, but with the feeling, of being nourished, of being accompanied, of abundance, of many possibilities, and not out of fear of dependencies or lack. So, what do you want to change in your life now, and what do you want to have with you?


You decide, and I will help you if you want me to!




MY BIOGRAPHY


LIFE SITUATIONS, AND LIFE EXPERIENCES


"This life didn't start with a story, it started long before this life with a decision."


It probably almost always begins with a decision that accompanies the "masters of life", and "many" more, as I now know, and have experienced for sure after sixty years. But later more about my story, which this life had in store for me. It is a very challenging, adventurous story that I did not expect to be like this, that no one expected to be like this. In hindsight, you can say "shit happens." I was born on December 31, 1960, sometime at night. New Year's Eve was just around the corner, so about twenty-one hours before the loud ringing in of the new year with rockets, and howling in the Stuttgart area. A super reception, if I had been able to join in the toast at that time. My mother was given a strong sedative, so she couldn't quite keep track of the time. It was about between two, and three in the morning. It was in a small private clinic where my mother worked, and lived as a young twenty-two-year-old Red Cross nurse. No other details matter. Except for the fact that in those 60s my mother was a young nurse, and my father was a young Italian making a living as a waiter. Mentioned briefly in passing to give a little foretaste of events to come that truly taught me fear even as a young boy. "Interaction", "the law of cause, and effect", also called "karmic repercussions" as well as "attraction of the same kind", the "law of resonance", which I later got to feel vividly in the metropolis of Hong Kong. There I trained under one of the most famous Kung Fu teachers of this century: Ving Tsun Kung Fu. He already taught Bruce Lee, who also followed the path of martial arts to achieve the mastery of victory without fighting. This is the highest degree of mastery in martial arts and is a degree that can also be achieved by persevering without resistance, going through all the depths to the highest heights. Consistently without haste and haste, without exaggeration, without too long rests or breaks in training, but with daily practice. Then you see that the "path is the goal" that you want to walk in truth., and then an even greater, more sublime event opens up, which all people consciously or unconsciously wish for so much, and which has often been filmed in the great Hollywood, and Bollywood film productions, and which is also often seen in the great Asian film stories. Only fantasy, wishful thinking, infatuation, childishness? Hardly. No, on the contrary, this too can be achieved if one does what is necessary for it. So what exactly motivates a young person to look for his way, to find it, and also to go, not to be distracted by manipulative influences, and much more? It is the voice inside, the voice of one's soul, which I heard at a young age, which one can hear at any age, as I know now. It is the call of the soul, and its life plan, which slumbers in the innermost part of every human being, deep in the innermost point of his true being, in his heart. The call that makes itself heard from time to time as an inner voice, the calling, the plan that urges with a hunch, a whisper, shouting for fulfillment - at the right time, mind you. Blessed is he who then also hears, and strives for it, constantly goes the way, which is then also the goal. So let me tell you what motivated me to follow the path of martial arts. What was my motivation to train constantly every day, and what I encountered on this path, which was not my destiny, but in truth my vocation? So in the next sixteen years of my childhood came some painful surprises. Well, let's start here with the small turbulent childhood years, caused by the two nationalities of my parents. For a short time, about a quarter of a year after my birth, we were already traveling by train from Stuttgart to Italy, to a small town near Naples. My grandparents wanted to see me, of course. As we all know nowadays, Italian families, and grandparents are very fond of their grandchildren. Of course, that was the case here as well. Already on the train trip, it turned out that I was very sociable to obliging fellow passengers who were happy to help my then very young mother. All of them were Italian. I let everyone hold me nicely and never cried as a baby. When we arrived in Italy, we took a cab to my grandparents' house, who immediately took me in, and I was very lovingly passed around. My father stayed only a few days, because he had found a new job as a waiter in Switzerland, and picked me up with my mother after about six weeks. We were now in Zurich, and my mother got another job there in the cantonal hospital as a nurse. Due to illness, my mother had to quit after a few months of service, and then move to her mother's hometown. Here too, in a nearby climatic health resort, it was only a temporary stay until the small two-family house was finished.





CHAPTER 1


THE CHILDHOOD


Without dramatizing or embellishing my childhood, it was without a doubt marked by struggle, and challenges. Apart from a few hair-raising accidents in my first twelve years of life, my childhood years were certainly not so different from many other children who grew up in the 60s. I was a quiet, introverted, reserved boy, always observing everything, sweet, polite, and petite in stature. I was the firstborn, while my younger brother saw the light of day a year, and a half later. Growing up in a tranquil little climatic health resort, one should be able to assume that the first ten years of life would be peaceful and that one could grow up without any major dramatic incidents. But unfortunately, this was not the case. First of all, the sudden separation of my parents at the tender age of five awoke me somewhat rudely from my until then completely relaxed, beautiful childhood days, and burdened me with an exceedingly great pain of separation directly in my heart. One evening this probably inevitable drama happened, which I quite unintentionally, accidentally witnessed because I could not yet sleep. It was an argument between my mother, and father, who were just sitting in the kitchen talking to each other. It was already dark outside. The owls were already flying in to hunt from the nearby forest into the gardens of the small family homes. Their calls could be heard clearly. Because I loved so much to listen and look when the light of dawn descended into the garden, I stayed awake every now, and then. It was a lukewarm summer night. A light breeze blew through the half-open window. The door of the room I shared with my younger brother was always a little open at night., so I crept out of the room so that my brother wouldn't wake up, and waited in the hallway to continue listening to what was going on in the kitchen. The door was closed, and yet I heard every word. My father was not so loud, but my mother was all the louder. My breath caught, I held my breath, my little heart was beating much faster in my chest than usual, and I already felt the pulsing clearly in my throat. After a few minutes of silence, the door suddenly opened, my father quickly left the kitchen, saw me standing there deeply frightened, looked deep into my eyes, and paused for a moment before running down the stairs - the front door banged loudly, and fell into the lock. He had left the house. It was late, it was night, and I was startled, and shocked, I had never experienced anything like this before. Why did my father leave the house at this hour? As if out of the blue, my thoughts rolled over in wild confusion, and inside I knew he wasn't coming home again. It felt so final and hit my little heart in my chest like a well-aimed lightning bolt, a stab, a roll of thunder. It was like a tremor that brought tremendous pressure, and completely took my breath away. Until, just a few moments after becoming aware of this tragedy of interpersonal relationship, this pain was released, and discharged, in a very painful spasm of tears. My God, what was that? My little heart seemed to be tearing apart, and so I was still standing there, unable to move, and just not knowing what to do now. My mother came out, and took me in her arms, reassuring, and comforting me as I stood there shaking in that hallway, crying, still unable to move, a little heap of misery, bereft, abandoned by my father, that's how it felt. My mother put me back to bed, and lingered by my side for a long time, also crying softly, until I finally fell asleep. Whoever has had similar experiences here, at whatever age, knows only too well how I felt here, and how long this can last until finally this feeling of anxiety in the daily small, and big hustle, and bustle diminishes a little. Distracted by the daily small, and large adventures, this experience was then at some point, also somehow, repressed, and forgotten, the feeling became weaker or perhaps just shifted into the subconscious.


Nevertheless, I saw my father from time to time. I also visited him in the village He had a small dark room somewhere in this small town, fortunately not far from the house where we lived. My father used to come to visit, not officially, rather very cleverly to the back garden part where we children used to play. Between the house, and the lower part of the garden, where there was also a small river, there was a large chicken house, because we had a small chicken farm, which my grandmother managed. So to see there was as good as nothing from the house, if someone was standing at the garden gate, which was a good two meters high, and somewhat rusty. So it happened that I dared to climb over this big, old, rusty gate, and followed my father to his new place. He explained to me, as best he could, what had happened between him, and my mother, and how so much in life is unfortunately only for a short time, until contact finally broke off completely. My father left the city, and the country, and this hurt, I was infinitely sorry and hurt. I felt abandoned, helpless, defenseless, exposed to many things., and how on earth could I have known at that time that there was a divorce, a decision to grow up without a father, to want, to have to, to become strong, and stronger in this life of mine that was so wanted., and there is such a thing, perhaps like a kind of providence. Of course, I didn't know about all these things in those years, as I didn't know about so many things yet., and without understanding in those early days of my childhood correctly, which affect all this should have, on my near, and later future, exactly where the foundation-stone was put, for the necessity to the self-defense, because I had the dull feeling of powerlessness equal, and a large fear, here helplessly, and alone everything to be delivered. These experiences made me at first creep aggressive, and somehow angry. But never towards my younger brother, because I always wanted to protect him. These aggressions were directed rather against my environment, my grandmother, from whom I felt perhaps not always quite understood. My brother and I were, since the father no longer appeared so often, before he completely then left the country, a little closed, cautious, quiet, and reserved. I imagined, however, to be able to understand everything, which concerned my small perception world. My further childhood was then, from my present point of view, a kind of interaction, reaction to many different events, a karmic past, conscious decisions, made in prenatal periods., and from my fears, and anxieties, triggered by the departure of my father, and the unconscious but subconsciously existing idea of the necessity to have to take over the regency, the scepter of the absent father. The scepter of responsibility for my brother, my mother, my environment, and many other things much too early, much too seriously, and thus almost gave up my childhood, as I suddenly faced the seriousness of life, which suddenly made demands on me, which I was not quite up to. Who would protect me, my brother, and my mother? During the nights I hardly slept, I always kept awake for a long time and listened to the silence of the nights. Listened, perceived the sounds of animals, and insects that always came through the open window at night., and so I can tell her a few little stories that help to better understand why everything happened the way it did. One day my mother was called to the Catholic kindergarten, to which I was regularly brought by my grandmother with my brother. The reason: the son was running riot, and could not be controlled. That was the explanation of the kindergarten management. When my mother arrived there, she was astonished when she came into the classroom with the kindergarten director to see for herself what I was actually doing there. My mother told me afterward that I was easy to hear, even through the closed door. One could look through a small peephole. However, I was not rioting, as my mother confirmed, but I was swinging a big wooden ruler, and giving my opinion, so that all the other children were gathered around me, and everyone was having a great time, whatever I was saying. The kindergarten teacher did nothing. So there could hardly be any talk of real rioting here. Another time they had simply put me together with my brother on the main road and then called my mother, she could pick up her children. When my mother came and saw us both standing alone, without an escort, there was probably the measure, and patience as well as an understanding of this hoard full for my mother. The consequence of such an irresponsible act was that my mother immediately took us both out of this kindergarten. For my brother, and me this did not matter in the least. On the contrary, this gave us much more time to play in the beautiful, large garden, with all the animals we had there: a small Spitz named "Fifi", a chain yard, and a guard dog that my father had brought with him as a young puppy. A wonderful childhood companion who had saved my brother from a serious fall. The house had a small porch with steep concrete stairs leading to the garden, and still, certain parts of the house were under remodeling. So it happened that in unguarded moments we naturally walked out onto this little terrace. So my little brother just walked towards this steep staircase and was just about to fall down this steep staircase headfirst. Right at that moment, the little spitz grabbed, but my little brother from behind in the thick diaper he was wearing, held him down, and pulled him away from the stairs. This was reported by my mom, who had observed this extraordinary event. Very amazing how such a young dog could react. We had many nice situations with this relatively biting playmate, who always had his eyes on us when we played in the garden. My brother, and I, under the guidance of my mother when she was around, were shy, reserved, and very well-behaved boys. We loved to play in nature, in the big garden, to discover what was running around, and living there. The garden was located directly on an adjacent, smaller stream, which was a good three meters wide, and certainly a meter deep. Behind it were allotments, a railroad crossing, and another stream channel. The forest, by the way, was not very far away either, less than five hundred meters, and had wonderful large, mile-long stretches of woods with sweet chestnuts, also known as chestnuts. We also had, in those first ten years of my life living there, a small chicken farm with about fifty chickens, neighborhood cats, guinea pigs, hamsters, a lot of sparrows, and other birds, and a grandma who ran and cared for everything here, including us two boys. All this, and much more was of course by far much more interesting, and important for us children than kindergarten or later than the elementary school. So the grandmother, as already mentioned, supervised us children, and for her, it was certainly not always so easy to assert herself successfully. At the age of five, after my father's departure, I already didn't let myself be told or put up with much, was headstrong, and made the decisions in all the little matters of daily life outside the house for myself, and my younger brother. My mother worked as a nurse in the hospital and was not always there when needed. So tensions arose only naturally between us children and our grandmother. The years passed, and when school enrollment came, new experiences came along. These all clearly contributed to that subconscious decision that self-defense is a necessity in daily life, and must be practiced, and practiced., and here already all the little arguments in kindergarten, and later on at school, the scuffles in the streets, and on football fields near my home play a big role, as I know now. Because every little unfair scuffle, like a roller skate that was hit on my head by a teenager, who must have been over fifteen at the time, gave me my first hospital stay because this hole in my scalp needed stitches. Young people who wanted to demonstrate, and show off, that they pushed guns loaded with blanks, which were already made of metal, and looked real, with such force on my upper body, saying, "You're about to die", triggered a proper fright in me, and a huge bruise on the top of it, as well as all other small brawls, and fisticuffs, which did not end very favorably, were somehow registered, and analyzed by me. Or that violent kick in my butt, in school in the stairwell on the way to recess, which felt like my tailbone was about to break. Also, every other punch on my arm, every hand that landed in my face that caused my nose to bleed, became a serious matter for me, and one that I have not forgotten to this day. Now I started to react, and train towards my little petite person because of these little attacks., and if you should ask yourselves here now: what trains a small boy with about seven years? Then I can tell you with a calm conscience, he beats up first of all his favorite teddy bear, kicks daily old tree stumps, which stood around in the orchard, and beats small, thin boards, and dry branches of old trees with the edge of his hand, and this without ever having seen this before also only in the smallest, in the least somewhere before. Because there was television at that time already, only for us children just not yet, because we were not yet allowed to watch TV. As far as I can remember here, I used my teddy bear daily as a training partner and worked with all imaginable fist-fighting techniques that came to my mind. Unfortunately, all this practice later had no effect whatsoever in the schoolyard, because I simply could not successfully stand my ground or defend myself. Not in the least, as I kept finding out, because I just couldn't fight back yet. I couldn't fight back. I was somehow quite inhibited, just not brutally inclined enough. I was deeply shaken in those days, and years, and didn't understand at all why all this was happening, what was going on at all, and why I was being beaten up again, and again for no reason, according to my understanding at the time. In those early years, I also did not know yet that I had resonance due to my fears, and aggressions, perhaps already incipient feedback, and interaction of karmic entanglements with my fellow human beings from past incarnations. Of course, I did not know yet the laws of attraction, the like kind, as in the vernacular well known under "like, and like like", must meet, so to speak, run into each other, meet., and that is really so, there are no coincidences, that I can tell you here already in advance or write. More exact explanations for all these occurrences, and much more I found out of course only in later years, in books, in seminars, in, and training courses, and by life itself, which speaks always to one, if one listens. There one speaks or writes of the sound of the heart, the inner voice, the masters of life, the recollections, the déjà vu experiences, thus of these visions, and dreams, and much more., and this is truly all real, without a doubt. First of all, like any little boy, I had arguments with my parents, grandparents, siblings, neighbors, and their children in kindergarten, which we did not attend for very long, for the reasons already mentioned. But then it started already properly, with the older classmates of this elementary school, which I visited in this small contemplative climatic health resort, in which we lived, and in particular in the schoolyard, on the way home or then in the afternoons, and evenings on the places, where one met then usually. On ball fields, playgrounds, and in a very nearby outdoor swimming pool, not five hundred meters away. With arguments, exclusively, in retrospect, always with older youths, who thought of nothing better than to cause us younger ones trouble every now, and then. In retrospect, however, it is interesting for me that in the course of growing older, I noticed that I tried to punch through more, and more thin wooden boxes, and small boards, which were filled with straw to serve the chickens as egg-laying places, out of anger with my hands. I punched and kicked many things in those days, and years, probably as a way to release the pressure of frustration inside my offended soul or perhaps from my wounded ego. I was never afraid of any scuffles, as far as I can remember. I just registered them, checked them off as something that belonged, and life went on. As I said, up to my tenth year of life this all somehow remained within limits. Except for a knife that landed five centimeters deep in my thigh out of sheer exuberance in showing off, and flailing around in front of a neighbor boy, and the wound then had to be stitched up in the hospital. Why am I telling this in such detail, you might ask me. Because I have a little suspicion that such small physical accidents might have a connection with my angry behavior toward nature. I had in those childhood years the very strange behavior of looking under the stone slabs in front of the house every now, and then whether there were ants' nests with their eggs, and if so, I regularly flattened them with a small rubber hammer. I write this here so that you may tell your children, "Do not do this, do not in any way, harm any insect, small or large, or even animals." All this has a retroactive influence on us in the sense of the cosmic law of "cause, and effect, interaction". There are no coincidences, not even in such interactions that were undetected. Everything always comes back to oneself, the doer, the causer., and for the sake of completeness it should be mentioned here: every thought, every word, every deed comes back to oneself. I had to learn this painfully, even at a young age. So do not be surprised, and enlighten your children. I didn't take my grandma's warnings so seriously back then., and it came back to me even worse, and more dramatic. But somehow you forget, and you also have a lot of fun, and joy with playing, building small wooden huts, and tree houses in the forest, digging tree root caves, setting fire to dry meadows, and almost risking a forest fire. Forbidden, I also often explored a huge cave that must have once been a shelter of post-war years. In a moorland area, we caught and released snakes, and lizards, and gained experience in involuntarily sinking into the moor or sometimes in slipping down a sloping embankment followed by a bath in a small river without drowning. The fact that drowning didn't happen right away during such excursions into nature was thanks to our mother, who had made sure that we children learned to swim at an early age in the nearby open-air swimming pool, with all kinds of swimming badges sewn onto our swimming trunks, and documented.


We played with foxes, mice, birds, cats, and hamsters, and got to see and feel the animals of the forest up close, and in the nearby nature parks, we were shown the larger animals. Many walks in the woods were almost daily on the agenda of grandma, who also loved this exercise, and collecting chestnuts in the fall in the nearby woods especially. In addition, there was a famous castle here high above the spa, which we also loved to visit because it was very nice to climb around. Also, there were times when a small stream was diverted, a few minor floods in the garden experienced, and already times a small fire started, which was fortunately extinguished again immediately. Nothing was left out, had to offer so a childhood in a normal peaceful rural area experiences in such a way, up to evenly the tenth year of life. Then I got my first driving lessons in an older VW Beetle, which was a big highlight in my childhood. A friend of my mother's, who was in the country from time to time, and who had a lot of experience abroad, since he worked as an engineer in road construction in various countries, was of the unconditional opinion, and view that a boy of ten should already be driving a car. In Africa, children of this age already drive a jeep. So said, done, and so there were driving lessons during the vacations abroad - in the forest, on quiet country roads, and in larger parking lots. Climbing out of the moving car through the open window onto the roof rack, and back again was also part of the little stunt exercises in those days. This man was an excellent teacher in these very practical things. Only my mother could not seem to agree with this man on all matters of child-rearing, so he did not make the shortlist as a surrogate father. The first big move, and with it the second stage in my, life was imminent.





CHAPTER 2


THE YOUTH


So, due to my job, my mother moved in the early 1970s from this small spa town where we lived to a medium-sized small town with a population of about fifty thousand. Super class, one can say here now, that was long overdue for various reasons, and this we all welcomed very much - the small, younger brother, the mother, and I. But how does one use to say in the vernacular so beautifully? "One can also get from the rain into the storm.", and this one was not very long in coming! The first new day of school was what you would call a medium disaster, and this is where the many American high school action movies that have already been filmed are close to reality. The school year had already started, and it was about a month over, as seen from the new school year start. This meant that I came into a class, the fifth main school class, in which the seating order was already fixed, and all had already found each other, who thought they had to sit next to each other. This certain hierarchy that existed, who was in charge, and who was the strongest, was already clear to everyone, but not yet to me as the newcomer. I was pushed into the classroom alone on this first day of school, as is so common, while my mother had a conversation with the teacher outside the door. My eyes wandered from one student to another as they eyed me. Then came the usual gestures, and sayings from these dear classmates, on the very first day. "When we get out later, you'll get a few in the mouth right away, so you'll know how things work here". Well, great, I thought it right away and knew that this was going wrong, I had to get out of there, this was not the right class, and in no way the right school for me. There was, as far as I remember, the option to go to the Realschule, but somehow we missed the appointment, and my mother had accordingly also received a letter from the principal of the school. Well, I can only say cause and effect, and somehow there are no coincidences. It was the right school, the right class, oh yes, and how it was! Training ground, fighting school, and school of life pure. The full package with all the extras, and surprises. A former World War II tank commander was wounded in the war, but as a class, the teacher had a handwriting in all subjects that landed in the faces of many several times a week - with well-groomed leather gloves, of course., and that is not meant ironically here. In those years it was not an unusual educational measure, allowed, and even, wanted, desired by some parents who did not get along so well with their sons. Then we had military gymnastics lessons, which were almost exclusively limited to running, and similar exercises, and unfortunately allowed only a few ball games, and apparatus gymnastics, because the teacher, due to his war injury, could not do all this. It was only after a big move of the whole school to a new modern school center that other teachers started to teach certain subjects, like sports. Here I then chose apparatus gymnastics as an elective subject, and this is daily for two to four hours in the afternoon. Nevertheless, our teacher was a teacher of the old classical school, who taught almost all subjects in the first years and even held the religious instruction himself. One must necessarily say in retrospect that this teacher was the very best one could wish for because he knew how to prepare all students, without exception, well for life itself, never letting any of his students down, and who even in later years visited me at my professional training center to see if everything was all right here. Great respect, and thanks to this man who always did the right thing for the students. I had him for five school years straight until I graduated from high school. After the first six hours of school, on the first day in this new school, I was introduced to the rules of the big city schoolyard, as I had been told in the first few minutes in front of the entire class. They kept their word, and as this was written in the script of my life then probably also. It was probably also intended that I was a little younger, smaller, and lankier than all the others in my new class. The promised action took place in the fenced-in bicycle shed of the school. Of course, I tried to get there as quickly as possible, and first, I was, only I did not get out in time. The one who already had the biggest mouth in the class now also built up in front of me, and after a short "blah, blah, blah", I also got directly in the middle of one on the nose. Before I would probably have gone down with the next punch, a slightly older boy suddenly intervened, who came along unnoticed, and immediately hit my attacker hard in the face without words so that his nose also sprayed blood instantly. Seconds of silence passed. He probably wanted to see first whether my classmate dared to hit back. He did not. His glasses flew to the ground, which also wrote horror on his face. Soberly, a clear announcement came from the older boy, "Leave the kid alone." All those who were just standing around us as spectators were somehow very impressed, without a single word being heard, all now left this fenced-in bicycle parking shed. I picked up my school bag crying, and the older boy accompanied me a little way on my way home. In the following years between the ages of ten, and fifteen, I had an above-average number of arguments, scuffles, and even fights that never ended well for me. I had gained a lot of experience: as a loser, as the defeated, and very useful insight, because over time I was able to take a beating very well without immediately crying. I had, so to speak, good taker qualities. When the first Kung-Fu Easterns, and later the Bruce Lee movies hit the theaters, I, like so many others my age at that time, was unstoppable. These were animation, training movies, and cool training instructions for us. I started judo training, animated or even challenged by a friend from the immediate neighborhood, whose fists I first got to know. In front of our apartment block, new earthworks were being prepared by the construction companies. There were wonderful mounds of earth, lots, and lots of planks, and building material lying around. So all great opportunities to play around there every day, ride bikes, and much more. He, whose fists I now knew, even took me home afterward, and a week later he took me to his judo practice. He and his older brother had been practicing judo for many years, and he was a brown belt at that time, one ahead of his black belt. So we became good friends, and I learned Judo for a few years. This was followed by training sessions in Taekwondo, Karate, and a few years of boxing, and on weekends we regularly went to afternoon shows on Sundays, to the popular Chinese Kung-Fu sword movies. With a boy, I met on the way home after such a movie, since we had the same way, we also quickly agreed that we had to practice what we had seen. No sooner said than done, we practiced those kung fu moves every weekend. Every streetlight got one or more kicks. We were now fighting in the spirit of these fight choreographies, and as a result, we only had bruises on our arms, and minor sprains on our wrists, and fingers. It was all huge fun, and we got better and better. During those years I lived in a typical 70's new building area, on the outskirts of the city, very close, and surrounded by some socially weaker residential areas, so to speak. This fact offered daily great possibilities, on the way home, and in the afternoons, without being able to prepare bigger or also without significant reasons, to find oneself in a brawl. There are no reasons for this either. One simply creates, creates them, I would say. One has, so to speak, fun in fighting, subduing others, and demonstrating one's strength. So nothing special! I had become stronger through my training activities, but still not strong enough to be able to decide even one serious fight for myself, until a new boy came from another city, and they sicced him on me to see if I was still the strongest in the class, because that's what I became over the years. The new boy was a well-trained boxer, young, talented, but not aggressive. He was not afraid at all, and the day of the confrontation came. It was only a short exchange of blows, and we both quickly realized that we were equally strong. We almost always hit each other in the face at the same time with several punches, and neither of us showed any major reactions other than nosebleeds, and chapped lips. We became instant friends, and then, to our greatest delight, we also discovered that we lived on the same street, only two building entrances apart, so we had the same route to school, which was not insignificant in those days of almost daily street fights. He was a good friend who could be counted on. He was not afraid, and so we had some fights side by side that looked good for us. Then came a day of a rough defeat, and if I use that word here, it was one in the truest sense of the word. Knocked to the ground, and kicked together, but not hospitalized, because fortunately, a priest intervened here in time. The man was a good ten years older than me, and I was just twelve in that said year. This event worth mentioning did not even have a reasonable reason. It wasn't about me at all, it was simply a case of mistaken identity. In our neighborhood, there was a fight, sometimes without me, and a schoolmate, who was very similar to me, but had slightly longer hair, had been involved in a few incidents, of a more serious nature, which were also still very unclear. A few years later, my former classmate was found hanged in the basement of his own home, suicide was said to have occurred. However, this was not certain. There were very many unexplained oddities that had not been properly investigated. I was in the aforementioned year, already in my cooking apprenticeship, when this news reached me. It hit me very hard, touched my heart. I could not calm down either, tears kept coming, it hurt, because this was, as far as I know, my first confrontation with death, and the subsequent funeral. Be that as it may, I was dissected here now on this beautiful sunny afternoon before the confirmation class, therefore also the pastor, who was immediately on the spot. I was mistaken for my friend, who was supposed to have said something very unpleasant, which brought this very man on the scene with six other guys. It was somehow about a threat, and stabbing or something like that. My brother just came home from school and already knew that they were waiting for me. He even warned me better not to go there. But I had to, it was religious instruction, and one was not allowed to skip it. On the other hand, this did not occur to me. I wasn't afraid, I didn't even have a bad feeling, because I couldn't imagine that it could be about me. At the place of the near happening everything went very fast, and for me almost a little traumatically, like in slow motion, like so a kind of Déjà vu. There were certainly ten guys present, who certainly did not belong here by their age and appearance., and I can also vaguely remember the first words, like "What did you say there, you little scumbag?", and instantly a hail of professionally delivered boxing blows hit me full in the face until I went down, followed by some hard kicks to the head, and body, which I was still somehow reflexively trying to protect. It was over quickly as the priest came out, and ended the disaster. I have to say I was mildly shocked and sat crying in religion class until the priest decided I should be taken home or to the hospital. I was green, yellow, and blue in the face, with some split open areas on my face, and my nose was bleeding properly. My teeth were still in, unfortunately, a bit loose, and a couple of tooth corners were chipped. The conclusion of this encounter of the unwanted, and unexpected kind was that I could take a few hard blows to the face without passing out right away, my face swells up like a pumpkin, and my nose doesn't break right away either. I had good reflexes, and I actually don't "knock out" that quickly., and I was also lucky, so what more could you ask for? Another important experience that had shown me is that there are opponents who are older, faster, more brutal, and consistent in carrying out their opportunity to demonstrate physical strength and power. I was impressed! In retrospect, about a few weeks later, it all cleared up. I was indeed the victim of mistaken identity. I had already had another similar hard duel, as mentioned above, with my friend, who then took me regularly to judo training. A year later I supplemented my training by joining a boxing school where I learned the classic fist fight. Good conditioning, and proper dealing, and taking, staying fair, showing respect, were the rules here. In the meantime, we had all gained a lot of practical experience in throwing punches, and kicks. This was ensured by the almost weekly brawls with the local guys from the social quarters, which were usually provoked by smaller, younger guys, and then ended by much older guys. Each time to our disadvantage. Judo helped a lot in those days not to find ourselves in the hospital too often. Only the dentist had his pleasure with me even in those early years. Chipped, cracked teeth were always in need of repair. A parallel perhaps worth mentioning with the most famous of all Kung-Fu legends of that time, Bruce Lee, is that my class teacher in his spare time had been a dancing couple for standard, and Latin American dances with his wife for many years., and so it happened that I learned the Cha Cha Cha dance from him in a group of dance couples selected for this purpose for a school play in the graduating class. Only in later years, when I got to read some things about Bruce Lee, I found it very amusing that he also learned this dance as a teenager, and probably won a competition in Hong Kong with it. Parallels are of course only pure coincidences, and have in the latter perhaps not necessarily something to do with the interpretation of martial arts movements or perhaps nevertheless? Here there is room for philosophical reflection in one's experienced life situations. I supplemented my talent for movement with intensive ballet lessons for half a year with a French ballet teacher. One of the most painful, and perhaps hardest experiences I was then allowed to have, and this at the age of twelve, was a rather minor accident, and no intention on the part of the person who was responsible for it, but I did not hold him responsible for it either. There were no consequences, by the way, because I simply said nothing. I kept silent. It was a very nice warm summer evening, and we arranged to meet as usual at this ball, and playground on the edge of the housing estates. It was a playground, and adventure area with lots of opportunities to exercise, like pull-ups, and much more. So it was more of a sports field for the older youth. We came here because the later it got, the older the visitors became here. Motorcycle club members, fight club boxers, soccer players, and others. We discussed here and exchanged ideas regularly. Everyone knew each other here more or less, and new guys came here every now, and then to see what was going on. Some were the older brothers of the girls who went to my class, and on this evening it was also such a constellation. We stood close to each other in a kind of small semicircle because a tall older boy with thick horn-rimmed glasses, and blond, wispy hair, who was already a badass motorcycle rider, and showed us his stunts here every now, and then, always had something interesting with him or something to say. But this time he pulled a revolver out of his leather jacket. Yes, you read correctly, he suddenly had a revolver in his hand. A pistol, about a nine millimeter, somewhat modified, drilled out, maybe a little bit altered, and with an aluminum attachment that probably should have served as a silencer so the shot wouldn't be so loud or that could also be used as a bullet itself. Then there was probably this famous little coincidence that I was standing to his left, and he was holding this revolver in his right hand to show us. He was handling this revolver around like this while he was also saying some things about it, just not that it was loaded. Suddenly there was a loud bang, deafening. We were all startled, and at that moment I hit the ground hard. I was shot to the ground, at close range, not fifty centimeters away from the gun from which this shot was released. I was writhing on the ground with very strong stomach pains, literally writhing on the ground, until this guy, and one, and the other helped me to get up again. I was incredibly nauseous, but I didn't throw up. Then after probably a few minutes, everyone including me had recovered from the initial shock, and I had to look to see why I had such a bad stomach ache, I first saw that my denim jacket had a big, round, torn hole in it. My eyes and those of the others on the outside grew bigger and bigger. My astonishment was now even greater, because my T-shirt underneath was also torn to shreds, and then underneath it, this aluminum bolt along with the T-shirt fabric shred was stuck diagonally into my side abdominal wall, probably held up somewhat by a couple of ribs ends that lay underneath. Now it became some bad, the girls who looked horrified at my belly. I pulled then probably reflexively this aluminum bolt from my belly as something that did not belong in there. It smelled like burned skin, and a proper gush of blood shot out of the wound. It was quite a hole, slightly burned, with a somewhat torn abdominal wall, and pulsing blood came pouring out. Now I felt sick, and everyone else around was already sick. I couldn't hear well at that moment because the bang from the gunshot had been so loud, and too close. The man was as white as a sheet, and shaking all over. I was wearing light blue denim pants that were full of blood in an instant. "I have to go to the hospital," I said, slightly in shock. "To my mother's, she's in the hospital." The man accompanied me home first since I could call the hospital from home. I promised the man on the way home that I would not say anything in any case, and that doctors have confidentiality. At that time, my mother was the head nurse in this city hospital, and fortunately, this hospital was not far away, perhaps one, and a half kilometers, according to an approximate airline estimate. So I set off along a busy road, and thus unintentionally caused a great deal of consternation among the one or other motorist who came to meet me, stopped, and wanted to drive me to the hospital. I declined with thanks because as I was already bloody, I would have ruined any car seat in a few minutes. Once I arrived at the hospital, everything went quite quickly. After it was clear that it was a serious injury, I only held on for a short while, and then actually slumped down where I had just sat down. Since I was the son of the head scrub nurse, I naturally knew my way around the hospital, bypassed a perfectly normal, and usual emergency room, and simply, and directly took the elevator upstairs to the emergency outpatient clinic. I sat down on the benches in front of the ambulance, and simply waited for my mother, whom I had already called, but without telling her exactly what had happened to me. I wanted to avoid my mother worrying unnecessarily before she looked at it. Later I was told that I had been very lucky. Because of my very good, and thick abdominal muscles, which I had trained myself to have when I was twelve, and the naturally underlying rib ends, there were no deeper injuries to organs. My mother, whom I loved very much, was very good at taking such accidents. Nothing could knock her down or upset her, truly, because the next dramatic scenario was not so long in coming. To invalidate all wise explanations and suppositions here of karmic interactions, there are also events, which serve merely also times as experience for the soul itself, which lives naturally in one, and is called intuition., and so this little domestic accident that happened during the summer vacations in my grandmother's house, and fortunately on a warm summer day, was also an intentional soul experience. I was wearing shorts, and was barefoot, as was my slightly younger brother. We both just had nothing better to do than chase each other running, first across the garden, and then through the house. There was no good reason that I know in retrospect not so well known, and all others present in the house probably did not care. For the whole thing had been too much of a shocking event to be forgotten to this day. My brother slammed the door of the room he had taken refuge in behind him. The door slammed loudly into the lock, and since I, as the older one, was much too fast, and short behind him, I simply could not slow down. With the momentum I had, I shot and jumped through the glass door with the very nice, light brown wooden frame. So I landed directly, with my legs hanging, in the large, and small glass tips, splinters, and the sharp glass remnants that were still stuck in the wooden frame. I couldn't jump all the way through, because there was a bed behind that door. Whether the fact that there was a bed there really made a difference, I doubt in terms of the injuries that resulted. I instantly pulled myself carefully out of the broken glass, and immediately staggered back to the kitchen, which had a dark gray linoleum floor that didn't mind the gigantic gushing of blood from the many large, and small wounds to my cut legs. The lower, and upper legs of both legs were equally affected. I sat on the floor with my legs stretched out, and covered, as best I could, the largest cut on one of my shins, which had many more cuts in it, and from which most of the blood gushed out since it was gaping wide, and in which a large vein had probably been severed. Fortunately, I was wearing shorts, so the wounds, and cuts were easy to see and clean. In no time, despite all efforts to keep the wounds closed, I was sitting in a huge pool of blood, and I didn't make a sound. I didn't feel any pain, didn't shake, didn't howl around, and was calm. Maybe it was that much-named state of shock, as far as I remember it, of course. My brother immediately ran to the neighbor who brought a first aid kit. My grandmother called my mother, who made the thirty kilometers in record time because we were here at my grandmother's. The aunt, who by now lived here, called the hospital. An extremely mature performance of all involuntarily involved, in this hair-raising accident. Only the ambulance did not come as quickly as it should have. The paramedics got a little lost in the residential area and arrived only half an hour later. By now it didn't look so good on that kitchen floor, and time was running out. I probably didn't feel any pain from the shock, although blood was spurting from a dozen open cuts, and I couldn't keep everything closed. Slowly I felt queasy when the paramedics finally arrived. They saw a slightly gruesome bloody sight, and the horror was instantly reflected in their eyes. They were visibly shaking while they somehow wrapped me with bandages. With blue lights flashing, we were off to the hospital, and my mother arrived in time to be there for the two hours of stitching. It was no walk in the park, I can say here in hindsight. There was no way to numb all the local cuts, large, and small, as might have been necessary., and so I had to put up with the fact that many small incisions had to be sutured without local anesthesia. After all, the pain is the same. I was brave, I didn't scream too long or too much, my mother told me later. The subsequent healing in big long plaster splints to fix my legs so I couldn't move too much took several weeks. There was a risk that the stitches could rip open again. This was a hard, and stark, very painful challenge. The pain was very bad for the first few days, and weeks. But everything heals, as we all know, and soon after my friends picked me up again, we made our little campfires popular in the nearby meadow fields of our neighborhoods. We bought grilled meat, and potatoes beforehand, and cigarettes were also provided by an older brother of my school friends. We would sit around our campfire until dark, eating, and sometimes smoking larger blades of grass when we ran out of cigarettes. We also built small forest huts and hiked the forests, and mountains around our town. We lived right next to the Palatinate Forest in a German town in Rhineland-Palatinate which is famous for its wine-growing regions. Time, and time again in the fall we would go out into the grapevines, which were right up to where we lived, and not twenty yards away. We always knew where to find the best biggest grapes, blue, and white grapes. That was a delicious time that we all loved very much. Also, the days in the hot summer days, when we went to the swimming pools with our bikes, and a little later with our souped-up mopeds, were sensational. Of course, we freshened ourselves, changed the gears to go a little faster, and we were never stopped or caught. We were not resonant, and never afraid of possibly being caught, we did nothing forbidden, we were moped mechanics. There were also wonderful first experiences and encounters with beautiful girls in those years before I was sixteen. These things did not simply pass me by either, despite my great fondness for scuffles, brawls, fist fights, and training. I was very much in love at times with a sister of a friend I met in judo training. He lived only a few meters away from the gym of that elementary school where our training always took place., and this girl, who was about my age or even a little older, with very long, beautiful, dark brown hair, would often watch our training with her friends. But one night after practice, we got closer or we dared to kiss then finally in a wild passionate first embrace. This was exciting, and so much fun that we met at the swimming pool on weekends. After that we always met after practice, and as often as we could. I was with her until I was almost sixteen when I started teaching. Although some girls from the neighborhood were still interested in me, and I probably now had resonance through the first physical experiences with this girl, I remained faithful to her and had no other girlfriend. Now came my apprenticeship as a cook in a spa town a hundred kilometers away, so that I could only go home once a week for a day, and a half. The friendship with my childhood sweetheart ended here, unfortunately, but the new, exciting, adventurous, and the distance of a good hundred kilometers to this great spa town of Baden-Baden were unavoidable, and no coincidence. Of course, I had already decided to become a chef, somehow it was obvious. I had no desire to go to secondary schools, despite the good advice we received in our graduating class, of course. My grades were also above average to very good, but that was no longer an option for me. I was now approaching my sixteenth year and needed action somehow. So I applied to many restaurants, and hotels as an apprentice chef. To my surprise, I also got a lot of rejections, and the problem that came up was probably my age. I was too young for many people because of the Youth Protection Act because I was not allowed to work until late at night, because I was still under sixteen at the time of my applications. Then I got an acceptance by a first-class restaurant to do an internship for a trial week. That was perfect. Because they took me afterward, with my mother's permission that I could also work until 10:00 pm., and that's how the apprenticeship contract came about. I was very happy because this was a very good, classic, middle-class restaurant. These chefs were winning the gold medals every year at these huge buffets, and plate shows in different major cities. Because I had been laughing all the livelong day in my internship and exuded great joy, I got that apprenticeship. Being happy was already then the key to many beautiful moments in life, where I started strength training and bodybuilding. During my apprenticeship as a cook, I found that I had a few problems with fighting. I was by far the youngest apprentice at fifteen, and a half years old, while the other apprentices were all over eighteen, so there was no particular interest in getting me too riled up. There was only one cook there, tall, and stout in stature, who looked a bit like "Obelix the Gaul" to me. You know him from the popular Asterix comic books, of course. He saw it as his duty to teach me a little bit in boxing, and to take care of me. So for the first time, I had something like a bodyguard. I enjoyed, and loved this apprenticeship, although these apprenticeship years were not men's years, as the saying goes., and the first rules I had to learn, which were posted in the stairwell, were: Rule number one, "The boss is always right." Rule number two was, "If the boss is not right one time, then the third rule comes into effect." The third rule is, rule number one automatically comes into effect, "The boss is always right." So from day one, I started working on the side dish post. Side dishes, soups, vegetables, and fruits. By the way, on the side, I was always training in kung-fu movements. In the cold stores, I also sometimes worked on the large beef legs so that later, when served roasted on the plate, they would be nice, and tender. In my free time in the afternoon, I began to strengthen my muscles in a small bodybuilding gym, as I mentioned earlier. The physical demands of my teaching were high, so I had to do something for strength, and endurance. I trained daily like a little professional, and even in those years I was constantly in training, and defense mode, which practically showed in my preferences for sprinting and jumping. Today this would be called freerunning or parkour training, so a traceur paving the way, from the French tracer. I made sporting fun of jumping down a very wide, large, and long curved old building staircase every day - almost flying, and sometimes half supporting myself with only one arm, and one hand sliding on this smooth wooden railing. With each day I became more courageous, and confident in the technique, and took more, and more steps. Then came the day when it went wrong. In overconfidence, I took the whole staircase, and when I reached the bottom, with too much drive, and momentum, I then cracked one foot. Fortunately, the outer tendon on the ankle tore out with a large piece of bone. This could be fixed well in the hospital with a strong plaster leg, and pressure bandage, and so reattached where it had torn out. For many weeks the whole lower leg up to the knee was wrapped in plaster, which gave me a nice break from work, and a good experience. The wonderful experience between the ages of sixteen, and eighteen, of course, I also had with a beautiful young woman, which is probably nothing special in the restaurant business. She was a waitress, and led, and seduced me, took me to fine clubs, discos, and the local casino of this spa town, taught me to dance, and many other beautiful things of togetherness. She was a good teacher in many things, which prepared me well for new adventures. My professional, and school years at the hotel management school, and the commercial school were also adventurous, wonderful short experiences that were important and shaped me. At eighteen, I earned my journeyman's certificate as a young chef. Shortly before that I won the first prize in the third year of my apprenticeship in a plate show, in which all hotels, and restaurants participated, which was held every year, and always brought gold medals to my teachers. A few months after receiving my journeyman's certificate, I ended my time in the best restaurant in this great spa town, and it was back to one of the most beautiful wine-growing areas in Germany. Not much had happened, and hardly anything had changed, except that a very cool club disco and another large disco had opened. The one with a posh club character, proper membership, and club card. The large-capacity disco was for the masses with no standards of behavior or outfit. Simply everyone came in here from near, and far. Everyone else went to great lengths to get into the club on weekends. All of them were very well dressed and stood in line for a long time until they were brought in by the bouncer. After a few weeks, it was clear which one was more interesting for me in terms of audience, and ambiance: the club disco, which was called "Madison", with a very cool bouncer who was very good at choosing who was allowed in, and who was not, given by the management, of course. It was necessary at that time, simply to get a good audience, especially in the early days, after the opening, with all the special evenings, and themes that made a normal dance disco just an ambiance club disco. For half a year I regularly visited this club disco, which in insider circles was called the "Keller", because it was located in the basement of an adjacent department store. Limited in its reception capacity, but with the latest, and coolest lighting effects, above-average sound, and perfect design as far as the furniture was concerned, equipped, and designed by an architect, and built by a carpenter. Thus came a great audience that did not spare even a great distance to spend the weekend here. Guests came from many major cities in Germany as well as from near, and far abroad, Italy, France, Switzerland, and Spain. There was something here for the entertainment. The DJs in those days were great and always had that perfect selection of the coolest, and hottest records, and songs in those years. At the end of the '70s, and the beginning of the '80s, I can truly say today, it was going off. It was sensational. After about half a year, the management became aware of me, and I applied as a doorman and bodyguard. I was from the city, I knew the people here, I knew exactly who not to let in here, and it was already known in the scene that I was well-trained in martial arts. In those years I was already training daily, and I already had a student. Student number 1 called himself proudly, and confidently. His parents ran the best movie theater in town and it was exactly the movie theater where I had always watched the Chinese kung fu and sword movies on Sunday afternoons, even at the age of twelve. Well, are there any doubts or still questions about coincidences and resonance? At that time I showed him the kind of self-defense that I derived from the practice of my street fights as well as boxing, kung-fu, judo, and kickboxing training of a combination of taekwondo, karat,e, and style karate. In those years I was also already a member of the first and well-known Wing Tsun Kung-Fu school in Germany, which moved from its first location in Northern Germany, Kiel or Hamburg then to Heidelberg. Thus I came in contact with the Kung-Fu style, which was already well known to me at that time and with which Bruce Lee became famous. I was already well informed about the many Kung-Fu magazines that existed in those years and about all styles and schools. I collected them all, read all the interviews and reports, and already at the age of twelve it was absolutely clear to me that I wanted to learn exactly this style of Kung-Fu. Not only because I was a fan of the Bruce Lee movies, of course, I was, no, but I was also interested in Bruce Lee's old teacher. And this was the famous and in Hong Kong well known Wong Shun Leung. I had already had some Chinese Kung-Fu magazines, which came directly from Hong Kong, sent to me by a German sporting goods publisher. Here I was most interested in the pictures because I could not read Chinese or English. Hong Kong, the Mecca of all Chinese martial arts, Kung-Fu movies, and much more, was still far away but matured in me like a little seed. First, my current situation was important and I trained every day like a professional. Seven days a week, many hours every day, wherever I was. In those years I worked not only as a cook and a bouncer, but also from time to time as a bodyguard, and a personal security guard while traveling at home and abroad. I was versatile and flexible and also gave regular classes in self-defense. My small group of students grew and now and then I gave small seminars in other cities. My fame grew even before I could start real Wing Tsun Kung-Fu training. There were two more years, the years that now lay ahead of me but for the first time between my eighteenth and twentieth years. They were so crass and very intense because I was fresh out of my apprenticeship and it was not yet clear to me how I should continue now. I applied again as a cook, of course, and worked in a hotel, then in a canteen in a German military facility, and I kept looking for work so that my actual training didn't come up short. Then it slowly crystallized that working as a cook simply took up too much of my time. I didn't have a driver's license yet, because I didn't get one until my twentieth birthday. So I took on a lot of interesting other jobs, like old town renovation as a painter and upholsterer, because my friend was really a painter and so I just went along with that. Heating and ventilation systems I helped install, and for a while, I also worked in gardening and landscaping. Until I did not take on any more work due to my regular work as a bouncer at the Nobeldiskothek. Once I applied for a half year abroad in Paris as a cook and got a job. Unfortunately, not exactly as I had imagined. I had prepared myself with an older French teacher who was already retired and took private French lessons from her a few months before I went to France. And here this decision was probably preceded by a wonderful love affair with a beautiful, very attractive, married woman whom I met in this posh discotheque. Her husband had engaged in a mature performance of adultery, so she drew consequences and ended up in the disco where I worked as a bouncer. What a brilliant coincidence, what luck or perhaps karma. In any case, a wonderful experience and encounter. I went to Paris with her in her sports car as if on a honeymoon and from then on I was spoiled by a lot of luxury. We had an apartment together in the city, where also my Kung Fu training took place, so I did not have it too far from the training and of course her. She had the sports car at her disposal and we had fantastic fun on trips to Switzerland to Lake Geneva and other beautiful cities. Then I got a lucrative offer as a bodyguard and chauffeur for a long business trip and stays in several major cities abroad. This took me to southern France, southern Spain, and Italy. I also had time in between to stock up on nice designer clothes that made me a trendsetter in the discotheques for a short period of my work. Then came the option to also get a pilot's license, as I had made friends in the hospitality industry who already owned a small sport plane and were looking for a stake. I was excited about this option for a short time until I agreed to a small flying trip to get acquainted with the aircraft. The preparations were good, the destination of the excursion was set and I as a photographer sat in the back in the second row. The takeoff was great, somehow I love to take off in these small sport planes. I already had this pleasure with my mother when I was a little boy of nine. A doctor had a small airplane and invited my mother and me to take a small round-trip flight of one hour. This was sensational and wonderful for me as a nine-year-old. But this flight here almost ended in a crash. Yes, unbelievable, all three of us were surprised and a little impressed what such an almost crash show. The plane has to and is checked through well before you are allowed to take off. This practically means that the aircraft is inspected from the outside in all relevant places to see if there is any damage as well as cracks on the wings, if oil is leaking from the front of the engine, the propeller is checked. Then you start the aircraft and it has to warm up while stationary. Everything is as it should be. Then the instruments, which are duplicated, to some degree of safety, are checked. The two fuel gauges showed enough fuel to get to the nearest airport for sports planes. We laid out the flight path, there were calculations for fuel consumption and distance, then we took off. After about an hour and a half of flying, if I remember correctly, the engine started sputtering and was close to going out. This is not a problem, because this kind of thing is also tested in the flight test and now and then such a situation is brought about. The instructor turns off the engine and you learn to keep your nerve and you then know how well the plane is sailing until it eventually becomes critical and it crashes. Now, for reasons that can't be explained, it was real, because the one fuel gauge must have had a problem: it was showing fuel where there was actually almost none left. We were a bit worried after several descents and ascents. For one thing, we were still over forest land, so where to make an emergency landing? We already passed on the SOS and kept radio contact with the airport we wanted to reach. But was this even still possible? We tried, as best we could, to gain altitude again and again, but whenever we pulled up, the engine cut out, but when we zoomed down, the fuel from the wings ran back into the engine and it started again, only we kept losing important altitude that way. At the airport, they knew and were waiting for us with firefighters and so on. But it was not sure that we would get there. Then there was open terrain below, a highway was visible and one possibility would have been to land on the highway. That's exactly what we tried to do, but when the drivers saw and understood our situation, it was very reckless. Both pilots were very nervous and gave each other good advice. Then we could see the airport, which was located on a hill, a small mountain, a high plateau. The pilots now had to decide: do we try the approach with a crash at the edge of the plateau or do we touch down somewhere beforehand? There was a bit of a thrill, but I had almost no fear, while both pilots and I, by the way, had red faces from the constant flying up and down. You shouldn't have a weak stomach, that's for sure. We decided together that we would make it to the edge of the plateau where just made it, landing very ungently and quite shakily on the ground. Just a few meters past the edge of the plateau, not on the runway, but rather on the sloping meadow far from the runway. Air traffic control came to us immediately and of co, course there was an investigation. The pilots had to undergo an interrogation and what was waiting for the two pilots after that is beyond my knowledge. But after a few hours of refueling the plane, we flew back. Everyone present there wished us luck and said: "After such an almost crash with a good outcome, you have over a thousand flights free". Well, we had a queasy feeling in the stomach area, and with every strange sound of the engine, we got something like slight goosebumps. Is also an interesting feeling I tell you here. I decided not to get a pilot's license. And of course, I haven't regretted this decision until today. But the two of them, because of the fright I also got, then invited me on my birthday on New Year's Eve, where I still worked as a bouncer until a certain point. We flew to Israel together, visited the bazaar in Jerusalem, went to the beach in Eilat, rented a car, and visited the Solomon Pillars in the desert. And we had an adventurous car ride, stopped every few kilometers by the military because of the military clashes that are going on all the time. We bathed in the Dead Sea and looked at Egypt from a distance, because we were in this little strip near Eilat, a little piece of no man's land just before the Egyptian border. A successful and relaxing compensation for the "almost crash". From time to time I now changed my training habits and took private training lessons myself with different trainers in the Wing Tsun Kung-Fu school in Heidelberg. A former boxing pro for example, who was particularly good at teaching and fighting, but also from time to time with other teachers of other styles. My training then always looked like this: in the morning and the afternoon there were private training sessions of one to two hours and in the evening the group lessons, which sometimes lasted three to five hours and this so three to five times a week. In those years I often risked to challenge one or the other well-known martial arts professional in their school to provoke a duel. What I regretted in retrospect and realized that this is completely off the mark and does not work at all. This is also given to every martial artist on the way: an absolute "no-go". Martial artists prove themselves in the competitions, and what they can do, and there these sporty, fair, regulated fights also belong. Unfortunately, I became a bit arrogant at that time and later learned my lessons, and understood that respect for life and other people is much more important than the brief moment of an egoistic feeling of having won a fight and having emerged as the victor. By no means is this something praiseworthy. There is a proper interaction coming back to everyone to the extent that one has caused harm and injury to another person. This is a clear regularity called "interaction" or also "cause and effect", the "law of karma", which shows up everywhere again and again - in life, in situations, even if one may not perceive or believe this immediately. Nevertheless, I went to fight regularly and my fighting style improved visibly. On weekends there were regular fights, in which I could decide with ease these more and more often for me. They surrounded us, and there were many minor injuries, but everyone always knew what they were getting into and no one had a problem with it. During these very intense years of training and fighting, the street brawls have almost stopped. Another important realization from those years was that I was really afraid, afraid of being beaten up, to lose a fight, so in those years before I had gained a certain greater self-confidence, from the fights already lost and won by then, that I practiced with so-called weapons. Weapons such as nunchucks, baseball bats, rattan, long and short wooden sticks, knives, swords, and some more objects were made into weapons and were then actually seen the many kung-fu and action movies and still are. I also acquired some good handling skills with these various items. Animated by kung-fu movies and also because of my lack of confidence in unarmed self-defense. Maybe because in some dicey situations, I was not so sure if I didn't have some kind of weapon or object with me. My arguments in those years were something like this: others always carry weapons of some kind, too, as I had already found out, be it a knife, a tear gas, a baseball bat in the car, brass knuckles, and so on. All my friends were armed with something at that time and some even had a scare gun on them. So what the hell, it's perfectly normal, I thought, even though it may have been illegal by law. For the guys in that year,s it was true, you have to be prepared for the emergency, the emergency, or whatever. At this point, let me say right away: It is a big mistake to have to use a weapon against another person. All people must certainly learn to assert themselves, to assert themselves, to defend themselves when necessary - in childhood or then later as an adult, when there were simply no opportunities in childhood to try this out in any form, to learn, to test themselves. Either on the sporting competition level or on the much more serious level of street fighting and the like. If one was confronted with these experiences in this form, one stands much more firmly, more down-to-earth in life, and is more sure what to do when it comes down to it, and that in many areas of life. Not everyone has to fight in the physical later, to fight, this is also certain. But the one who is resonantly attracted to fighting or martial arts also has something to do with it. Sometimes it is also memories from long past, earlier incarnations. One then learns it again in childhood, is confronted with it, or just later as an adult. In reality, it doesn't matter that much, there is no such thing as too late. And so you then go into the hands of an experienced martial arts teacher, a school. But you should not necessarily believe everything you are told, I had to learn and realize that quickly, because not everything is right for you, which often comes as well-intentioned advice. Here you should consider: what is well meant as advice, is often badly done for you. Always check from the heart, feel if this is the right place, the right teacher for you, and if not, just leave. And now to the use of weapons in combat. Here we come back again to the error, which I also succumbed to in my youth. Because whenever I had a weapon with me that was useful to me, for example, a baseball bat in the car, I would get into situations where I would encounter someone who also carried a baseball bat or a sawed-off club in the car. At one point, I was always handling knives, practicing throwing them at targets on trees, and more. And you may find it hard to believe, but I kept meeting guys during those periods who were also handling knives, practicing, and showing me what they could do with them. During my time in the Bundeswehr, you practice with weapons because of the training, and what do you think I was confronted with in my free time? Likewise with people who dealt a lot with weapons. Looking back, this shows us that there is indeed a kind of law, a "law of resonance," as the vernacular has already very correctly recognized and so beautifully named "like and like like" or "runs into each other. And this is how it is. Due to resonance, you meet people who have similar preferences, ideas, opinions, hobbies, and so on. But there are two sides to the same coin, so you could say that opposites can attract. This is also a truth. When my interest dwindled, because I was again temporarily more interested in fist fights, self-defense without rules on the street, without the use of weapons, I then also no longer met anyone with any weapons. So my behavior, thinking, imagination, and insecurities were mirrored to me by the people I met in those years. In kung fu, of course, you practice with weapons, as in the fighting style I had chosen, Ving Tsun Kung Fu. And here it is the long stick, the double knives short broadswords. As one knows to report, these came also only in addition, as an exchange from the respective masters of these weapons. The double knives probably came from a cook of Chinese junk and the long stick from another master. So one learned from the other and there were probably improvements in the techniques on both sides. But as a rule, one is taught, shown, and allowed to practice them only when one has truly mastered the weaponless techniques of martial arts. When one has further trained one's character to responsibly handle what one has been entrusted with — in the many years of training by and with one's teachers, masters, at best. And by at best is meant here that it is well known that many real masters pass on only about eighty percent of their knowledge. Another reason is probably also that the handling of weapons is much more difficult, and requires high concentration, the very highest discipline, and a good balance of course, as well as strength, condition, and perfection in coordination. So if you no longer want to be confronted with situations in which weapons are to be used, you just have to behave properly accordingly. And behave properly, in many cases, means remaining neutral, not being afraid, not thinking about it, not talking about what could be and what not. Not to exaggerate, not to show the same behavior patterns, but not to deal with what you do not want to be confronted with. In the vernacular, this is named by the words, "Don't paint the devil on the wall if you don't want to call him, don't want to meet him." By the way, my younger brother was also very talented in martial arts, in all style karate, kickboxing and he trained under well-known teachers and masters at that time and earned a black belt. So much for the attraction of the same kind, even among siblings. Then came the period of the German Armed Forces, where I completed the regular basic military service and could no longer participate in classes in martial arts schools due to service and distance. I had a break, so to speak, which had a positive effect on many things. After my military service, I went to France for a short time to work as a cook. After a few months in France, I then worked in Germany as a cook in various hotels and restaurants and cooked for private parties until I got work again as a bodyguard, doorman, and personal trainer, as I reported earlier. Then I also resumed my training at the Wing-Tsun school. For three more years, I studied intensively in this school and acquired nine student degrees, which were confirmed with a corresponding fabric badge in a certain color, which was allowed to be sewn on the T-shirt, which one had to wear in the training. And of course, some other badges stroked my ego a lot: a cloth badge that showed everyone that we were fighters, we belonged to the elite, and another one showed that we could handle sticks. Until, under the leadership of a former teacher and with some other students, I left the old school and founded my free training group. That group leader was an Austrian, a footballer, and a very good teacher and friend. Further development was the motivation and all were inspired from now on by a young teacher, who already sometime before had the idea to orientate himself directly in Hong Kong, due to a physical handicap, if one may say so here. Then, whenever he came back from his travels, everyone got a seminar and was introduced to new techniques. This young teacher, despite his small handicap, made a great mastery of it and was sensationally gifted, fast, intelligent, and very resourceful. I owe him a great deal, as do all those with whom I have ever come in contact, trained, or ever talked about the art of fighting or self-defense itself. Everything helps one to have a greater understanding. The greatest and most decisive thing for me was that he had already found and visited the Chinese teacher Sifu Wong, whom I had also long since chosen: Wong Shun Leung, the old teacher of Bruce Lee and favorite student of Ip Man. And this is after a small and adventurous odyssey through the Hong Kong martial art underground world. Following the various clues, he found the school of this legend, which had already become alive. He certainly did not have it easy, as everyone knows, but he was able to convince this Chinese "Sifu Wong Shun Leung", as everyone called him, that he was seriously interested in the Ving Tsun Kung-Fu style and that there were a lot of other students waiting for him in Germany. By the way, "Sifu" translated means teacher and if you know the Cantonese language, this word pronounced in a slightly different pitch also means "fatherly teacher". So I personally then also called this my teacher.
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