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This book is dedicated to all soldiers and people with (seemingly) insurmountable hurdles.


May it give you courage so you can make your personal change to live happily and healthily. Have courage - it will be worth it




Marion Glück


Fortunautin and CEO of Glücksuniversum


E-Mail: marion@gluecksuniversum.de


www.gluecksuniversum.de




INTRODUCTION
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Just for fun I exchanged name bands while in the armed forces. Glück (happiness) for Schönheit (beauty), Reich (rich), Engel (angel) and others.


One morning, a while ago, I was on the subway on my way to the office – just enjoying a new day. I looked up and into many petrified and listless faces. In fact, I was surrounded by apathetic people, most of them probably also on their way to work. I remember this trip very clearly, because next I saw a message on a billboard that made me smile: It showed a lottery ticket – and the headline above in bright red enticing letters read: "You can still continue working. Just for fun."


I thought about what I would do if one million euros were suddenly available in my account. And not a second later I knew for sure: Nothing else but what I had been doing every day for months. Because over time my name has become an agenda. My name is Marion Glück. In English Glück means happiness/luck/fortune. For a long time, I have been looking for my happiness, and it bordered on a miracle for me that today I am now an extremely happy woman. This was not always the case. Only a few years ago I was alarmingly close to the abyss.


In a previous life I was a naval officer and trained for combat. Which was ironic because I was already fighting a relentless battle. But mostly against myself, not knowing that I had become my own target. I ignored what made me sick, because above all I wanted to prove to myself and everyone else that I was good at what I did. To make it to the top as a female soldier in a male domain, I collected quite a few bruises. But when I finally got to this point, I realized that my real goal was an unattainable one: I not only had the ambition to be perfect, but I also even had the feeling that I had to be perfect at all costs. I finished everything. I had to be perfect here, I had to be perfect there. For me, it was always, "I must, I must, I must."


But now the truth is different: I don't have to do anything. I'm free to choose if I want something. I can make the decision to want something. Now the attempt to be perfect is cancelled.


I am writing this book for people who are today like I was before and who are urgently looking for a solution. I found a way out by going to therapy. Thus, I am the living proof that even in seemingly hopeless situations there can still be a way out.


I shed buckets full tears until I succeeded in freeing myself from silly convictions, made up of constructs and false assumptions. With external help I have taken a new path, which today brings a permanent smile to my lips. My experiences sent me through a dark valley for years, but nevertheless they finally led to something good. I have described the journey as entertainingly as possible. Everything I personally experienced myself, it is neither falsified nor exaggerated.


My wish is that as you read, you will gain impulses to perceive your feelings, evaluate your situation and possibly change your thoughts so that the sun will shine for you again in your life.


If my book appeals to you, I would be pleased to receive a positive review and your recommendation.


Sincerely,


Your Marion Glück


(Glück means in German ‘luck/happiness/fortune’.)




SHARP PAIN IN THE ABDOMINAL AREA
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November 2004


After my basic sea training on the Gorch Fock and fabulous 20°C on Lanzarote, we travelled on right away to basic infantry training at the Naval Non-Commissioned Officers’ School in Plön. I just wanted to go home to my family and show off the great duffel bag I sewed all by myself.


"You're not going to rehab" the army doctor said to me. "You are going to a psychosomatic clinic." That was too much honesty for me. I broke down with a howling cramp. Until then, my doctor, who had been with me for months, and I had always talked about the "rehab". The new doctor, however, did not know me and my medical file yet. Accordingly, she lacked the necessary sensitivity.


The precursors of my collapse had already announced themselves long before. I was talking to a friend who was also a naval officer and comrade when I suddenly felt strong, stabbing pains in my lower abdomen.


"Do you think it's the appendix?" I asked him. "Couch diagnoses usually don't end up well," he said and recommended that I go to the doctor with it immediately. "It doesn't hurt that much now. It could be worse," I replied and played down the pain. And anyway: 'Maybe it's just this period pain,' I thought. 'Women's problem. Yes, that's probably it.'


There was no lack of supposedly logical explanations, especially when I wanted to reassure myself. Serious issues fell under the table by themselves or were carefully swept under the rug. Sleeping problems, eating disorders, nightmares, tinnitus, tooth pain, loss of appetite, panic attacks. I talked down everything that happened to me. I had become a true professional in this field over time. I packed unpleasant topics and put them where I could no longer see them: far, far away. And in no time, everything was fine again.


But that last weekend in August 2014 was different. I looked past my friend through the big window of my living room window and saw the cows grazing in the meadow. As the sun laughed from the sky, my mood and thoughts darkened further. I felt the approaching storm inside of me, it flashed and thundered. The emotional tempest unloaded. For the tensions of the past few months were grinding me down mercilessly.


I just wrote my first submission to the Parliamentary Commissioner for the Armed Forces. He or she is the so-called "advocate of the soldiers" and is supposed to watch over the “inner leadership”. All soldiers can turn to the Commissioner for the Armed Forces of the German Bundestag with their worries and needs at any time without having to go through the official channels. He is outside the military hierarchy and all military services are encouraged to cooperate.


'Of course, he can only do that if he is informed about violations,' I thought to myself and sharpened my pencil. For example, there was the military priest, the most choleric person under the sun.


"You alone are responsible for this!" he shouted at me on the phone. His classes with troops were cancelled and he looked for the culprit in me, although I couldn't help it. His lessons were planned in the school office (not in the regiment), and if there was not enough time, his lessons were cancelled without substitution.


Another time he shouted into the telephone receiver because I allowed soldiers under my command to be treated in the sick bay area after a long march, when they felt overworked and physically unwell. From my point of view their wellbeing was the priority. But the military priest saw it differently. That is why he sent his bill to me personally. Small sums for coffee and biscuits had accrued during the military pastor's counseling sessions. In retrospect it seems like a joke. But it was enough to make me howl. I had also not expected the reaction of my superior officer.


"There's a civil liability insurance policy for that, I'm sure it'll cover the costs. You have one, don't you?"


"I beg your pardon!? Excuse me! I don't think so. Since when are military pastors invoicing soldiers?"


I felt punished twice over. My nerves were shattered, and I wondered where I'd ended up. By then I’d ten years in the military, a damn long time.


The things I had laughed off in the past became more and more urgent. They were weighing heavily on my body and soul.


Often, they were banalities not worth talking about. And yet, sensitivities and pennies inevitably provided material for conversation. The discussions were about nothing, and the nothing again gnawed at me. They nourished my resentment, and my actual work suffered massively as a result. Constant dripping wears away the stone. It was enough. I postponed my doctor's appointment from one day to the next. But then, on a Thursday at 7:00 a.m., I found myself fourth in line in the sick bay. It was urgent that I speak to a doctor. In short sentences it burst out of me: a choleric military priest, a call for suppression of complaints, a new supervisor, my reports about grievances, which all went through the official channels into the void and were ignored. I was paid as a naval officer, but I felt like an impostor officer, a paper tiger, a decoration on a chair. And then there was this doctor who had not examined me.


I got a sick note. The doctor advised me to get some rest. For a moment I felt the relief. I dried my eyes, thanked her, and wanted to follow her recommendation. When I was almost out the door, I remembered the real reason for my visit: "Can you please take a look at my stomach?"


I could have walked up the walls when the doctor's fingers touched my lower abdomen. Never before had I felt such pain: I screamed hard and saw her panicked look. She calmly urged me to go to the laboratory of the Armed Forces Hospital. "Can you drive?" she asked. I nodded carefully. Without the pressure the pain was reduced significantly and became bearable again.


"A few miles by car, I can manage that," I assured her. But when I reached the emergency room in the Armed Forces Hospital in Hamburg, I bent over in pain until I reached the embryonic position.


"You have an inflamed appendix," explained the attending physician. "We will operate on you immediately."


I had ignored the signals from my body for months, but no more. My body had pulled out all the stops, loosely based on the motto: "If you don't understand the panic attacks, sleeping and eating disorders, then you're about to get the big program. You are blind? Look at your blind gut! Look at your life! This is your wake-up call."


I got three scars. That's good, because until then I had been smiled at and labelled a hypochondriac by the doctor, once I managed to say, that I was not feeling well. Now I had clear proof that I was not faking it.


The next day, while changing the bandages, another doctor said to me in a cheery voice: "Scars decorate the warrior from the front."


For prescribing the pain killers and sleeping aids I thanked him warmly. "Then I might finally be able to sleep for more than three hours at a stretch again," I said cheerfully. This statement obviously had a disturbing effect on him, and he gave me an irritated look. His face darkened from one second to the next. In a strict and fatherly tone, he asked: "Are you listening to yourself?”


Yeah, right... or not? What did he mean by that? Although he had surprised me with his remark, I didn't have it in me, didn't have the strength to look for an answer. I just wanted to sleep. It was not until much later that the doctor's words once more entered my consciousness.




WHAT ‘S NORMAL?
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Mentally destroyed, tired, and the hair was also not agreeing with me.


Friday, 06.03.2015 Original photo from the clinic.


Picture: MEDIAN Center for Behavioral Medicine Bad Pyrmont


After my spontaneous appendectomy, I kept dragging myself to work for several months until I could no longer stand it.


I prepared myself well for the time in the clinic for psychosomatics. I dealt with the subject of depression as intensively as I could. I studied the entire website of the clinic and took online tests to be able to judge myself on whether depression was present, based on my symptoms. Finally, I admitted to myself that I actually was ill.


On March 5, 2015, I went to the psychological clinic in Bad Pyrmont with the wish to be able to sort out my thoughts, to clear up the past, to gain distance, to somehow change my muddled situation, to rest and to come back completely healthy. I was relatively sure: In six weeks everything will be fine again.


At the beginning, I documented my daily clinic routine in more detail, later less and less. My state of mind improved during my stay in the clinic and my interests shifted - away from the computer and out of the room. I became more active and was drawn to other people. I made only minimal changes to my clinic diary to present my impressions from that time and make them more accessible to the reader. You can read from here on in excerpts from my everyday life in the clinic.




--- start recording ---





This morning I left home just after 8:00 a.m. Despite of the GPS I got lost again, because I fade out everything and don't notice when the GPS tells me to turn off somewhere. At the reception I am welcomed in a very friendly and calm manner. Then I am accompanied by the co-therapist to my room. Her smile is open and trusting. She is attractive, nice and has blond hair.


The co-therapist asks if she could help me with my luggage, but I deny it, as usual. To this day, I have always carried my luggage myself.


She says, "I'm your therapist's Spieß, I'll handle all the administrative stuff, and I'm here for you." Many soldiers were treated in the clinic. The employee translated her position so that I could easily classify her area of responsibility. "Spieß" is the colloquial term for the company sergeant who supports the unit leaders (commanding officers) in administrative matters (e.g., catering, accommodation, staff management). In colloquial language the “Spieß” is also often called the "mother of the company", which emphasizes his or her role in the internal structure of the unit, not be underestimated.


She gave me a brochure for relaxation training, one for training social skills and a therapy diary. She also gave me a daily planner. Tomorrow morning, I am to introduce myself at the team meeting.


"Only your name and place of residence - no profession, no age, no marital status. All you really have to do is say who you are and where you come from."


I’m allowed to have a quick lunch, and then I am already with the doctor in charge. She looks at my health sheet so she can draw up a treatment plan. It is very exhausting because the phone rang several times and she had to answer it. Afterwards I had time to unload my car. It takes me three trips until everything is finally in my room. Then I pack my things away into the dresser. I will wear many workout clothes and throw them away later. That will be liberating. After the rehab I can simply buy new things that won’t be tainted with memories.


At 5:00p.m., my patient sponsor came for me. He introduced himself. I repeat his name out loud. A short time later I forget his name again. He is supposed to show me around my new surroundings. I am a little afraid of getting to know someone from here. Hopefully he doesn't ask any questions, especially not about my profession. I will only ask if the therapy has helped him and if he can recommend the clinic. Otherwise, I want to be left alone again as soon as possible.


I like him at first sight. He neither asks why I am here nor what I do for a living. We go to dinner. The people from the same group always sit at the same table. That's good, because I'm a creature of habit and I like to sit at the same place. Another patient sits opposite me. He asks who I am and where I come from. And I tell him. My sponsor says with a smile, "He's so curious and he always has to know everything about everybody." Then he turns to the questioner: "Let her settle in first and don't poke her with questions right away."


My counterpart grins briefly and begins his evening meal. I am relieved. A conversation develops between my sponsor and the man opposite me. My sponsor is probably a soldier too.


When I arrive at my room at 7:30p.m., I am very happy. I watch a little TV, drink a calming cup of tea, and take a valerian pill, the calming effect of which I have known for weeks.


It's still dark outside, but I'm wide awake. My heart is pounding. It's 2:19 a.m. I'm tossing and turning and can't stop thinking. I try hard to think of something nice. I doze off and wake up a little later, dreaming about work. Again, I had exhausting conversations in the dream. At this thought my heart rate goes up. At some point the night is finally over and I can get up, because normal people get up at this time and not in the middle of the night. Normal people sleep in the middle of the night. But what is normal anyways?


Before breakfast I go to the lab. There, they take a sample of my blood and ask me if I have received all my medication and am taking it. I declared that I am not taking any of them. The nurse understood and added that my blue sedatives pill does not count as medication.


Getting better starts in my head. I must fight against evil thoughts and laziness. In the past months, this has mainly meant motivating myself not to sit on the couch and stare apathetically out the window without eating or drinking anything.


In another room, they're taking a picture of me. I look at the picture and suggest the nurse to edit it with Photoshop to make it look more bearable. We laugh and she says that at this time in the morning you can't expect anyone to look perfect. Well then…


Then I'm weighed. It was already more, but four months ago it was also significantly less. With my father I joked about it at Christmas: "To keep the weight up, you have to eat when you're not hungry."


I've been doing that ever since, because my head knows "normal" people eat at least three meals.


Afterwards I have to have an electrocardiogram before I can finally have breakfast. I intend to sit down at a single table because I would like to have my peace. But the others see me and show me that they have memorized my name. To ignore them now would be great, but that's not possible, because they smile at me nicely. So, I sit down with them. I answer their questions, but I’m still glad when they leave me alone. Instead, I prefer to watch and listen to their conversations and the summary of yesterday's movie. When I am asked a question again, I answer only briefly and explain that I am not a morning person. Actually, that isn’t true. I like to get up early, but I want to have my peace in the morning.


After breakfast, the first group meeting is on the schedule. The other new girl and I are welcomed, so I introduce myself. Just name and residence, just like I was told. At the welcome meeting we get an overview into human psychosomatics and an introduction to the house rules. We also learn more about the leisure activities offered in the city of Bad Pyrmont.


On worksheets we are asked to declare our therapy goals. Next to me is the other new girl with dark hair. I estimate her at 36 and already know from the table talks that she is a soldier. Until further notice she is the "dark-haired girl" for me because I cannot remember her name. I think her first name begins with C. I save her phone number under Carina for now and plan to correct the name later. (During my stay the patients came and left every week. I tried to remember their names, but I was not able to. They all received a name that was easy for me to remember, and they all appear under this name in the diary without any introduction.)


I hope nobody will notice that I can barely remember anything. The dark-haired girl asks me, "How am I supposed to formulate goals if I don't know what my problem is?"


A good question. Obviously, I wasn’t the only one asking myself that question. I went with her to the next orientation: social skills training. We learn about the four-ear model of the psychologist and communications scientist Friedemann Schulz von Thun. We were asked to determine what exactly we wanted to practice in roleplays. I wanted like to learn how to answer people's questions "Where have you been so long?" without having to lie to them. That's what I'm doing right now. I told my neighbor that I'm on vacation, going to my parents' house and then going to a training course. That justified the six weeks. With friends I made up excuses why I can't go out or why I'm not eating much.


I want to learn how to say what I did for six weeks without being smiled at. I want to learn to politely tell some people to leave me alone. I have felt this need more and more often since 2013 when I talked to my superiors. These conversations make my brain hurt, and my brain takes it out increasingly on my body.


Other people in this group have the problem that they can’t say "no" to anyone. In general, I have no problem with that. But the military, functions on a strict code of obedience. Even if I would want to say ‘no’ there is oftentimes no other answer than ‘Yes, Sir’.


Back in my room I discuss my therapy plan with the co-therapist. She looks over my worksheet, at the subject of therapy goals. I have thought and formulated that I would like to accept the system of the Federal Armed Forces the way it is. I would like to let all of that not come to close to me anymore. I like my work and my troops. When I try to explain it to her, I start to cry. Even little things make me tear up, I explain to her. Understandably and calmly, she says: "It doesn't sound like little things to me."


She shows me where and how I can measure my blood pressure then sends me to lunch. At the table, I'm relaxed. The others leave me alone and I can only listen. At 1:00 p.m. I am back in the doctor's office. I get a brochure with orientation guides to help me find my way around in my new setting, as well as an anxiety and depression introduction. I guess it's that bad. They find out with a questionnaire and after a conversation. In addition, I get three more questionnaires, which I am supposed to fill out by Monday. The doctor tells me that she thinks sports therapy, relaxation therapy and “pleasure group” would be useful for me. She asks me what I imagine the “pleasure group” to be. She laughs at my answer "Sounds like eating chocolate". After she has explained the contents to me, I ask her to also register me for the activities "work" and "music". Then I say goodbye, go back to my room to deal with the questionnaires.


Pleasure Group: In this group, patients concentrate on their senses (sight, hearing, touch, taste, smell). Each lesson focuses on one of these senses and is worked through by the group under supervision with various exercises. The patient can thereby become aware of what he/she feels as (in)pleasant and which memories are possibly associated with it, e.g., smell of sweet cocoa = Sunday coffee with delicious cake at grandma's house.


The first sheet contains many questions concerning my state of mind and activities of all kinds. For instance: Do I cry more than before? Am I just as active as before? Am I more withdrawn? The second sheet deals with similar questions, and sheet number three relates to my social environment: family, friends, partnership.


The questionnaire states, you will probably be a bit longer with this form if you have a partner, children, and an inactive parental home. I can sometimes skip whole pages. The relationship with my parents is great


My sponsor picks me up and shows me and the dark-haired girl a few things in the city. We go shopping and have ice cream and coffee. My sponsor confesses to me that he felt very uncomfortable as soon as he heard that I was also a soldier. When I ask him why, he blurted out, "Because I don't want to talk about it now." Apparently, role-playing demands this reaction from him. It’s perfectly acceptable to me. I'll keep his answer in mind. Basically, I could use it as well if somebody wants to know something from me again that I don't want to answer. He tells me about his fear that business conversations will pull him down again. I can understand that as well. Then we go back and have dinner.


While eating my right arm starts to shake again, first a little, then more and more. I can't control it. The knife in my handshakes nervously.


This tremor accompanied me for a long time. Muscle tremor can have different causes, e.g., cold, shock, fear, stress, mental strain.


So that nobody notices it, I cut my food in advance and then sit down on my hand. If I use my arm actively, cut with the knife or stir the tea with the spoon, I don’t shake so much. But when I try to lift the cup to drink my tea, I do. Eventually I get tired of it. I say goodbye and leave. Afterwards I phone my parents and tell them about the small plates that are available here because the clinic also treats obese patients. Concerned, they ask if I can get more if I would still be hungry. "Yes, it's possible," I explain.


After the phone call I urgently need rest. I read in my book, drink my tea as usual, take the blue pill to calm me down and turn off the light after I have measured my blood pressure and pulse again just before 11 p.m. At shortly before twelve o'clock the night's rest, which wasn't one, is over for the time being. Other people are probably already asleep. Good for them. They probably don't have the whistling in their ears like I do on my right side. This monotonous beeping makes such a noise that sleep is simply impossible. Tinnitus, caused by stress and psychological strain.




DULLNESS TRUMPS
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Lara Croft photo shoot at the German Naval Academy in Mürwik in August 2011.


Security guard: What are you doing here?


Preferred answer: "Well, we're knitting a sweater – can’t you tell?"


Actual answer: none - instead, franticly packing up.


After the operation, I called my mum and told her what had happened. She got hit out of the blue with this news and took some decisions from me by coming to Hamburg, putting me in her car and driving me to the Hotel Mama for an all-inclusive package. You can always rely on my mom.


The time with my parents was good for me because I had a regular daily routine. At 8:00 a.m. the big cowbell rang for breakfast. Then I occupied the couch under a blanket. At 12:30 p.m. I had lunch. In the past, when we didn't have a cowbell, my mum always called us for lunch. Usually my brother, myself and my father all ignored her first invitation. So, she called again, her tone became stricter and then at the third admonition, it was, "Do you need another invitation?"


My dad still hears this same call today, when he once again withdraws to the back of the garden for composting, as he says it needs to be aerated. There he still does not hear the big cowbell. My girlfriend had given it to me as a present, and I had hung it in my mother's hallway so that she didn't always have to shout through the whole house.


After lunch it was always time for a nap. Afterwards we drank a coffee and went for a short walk into the fresh air. At point 7:00 p.m. we had dinner and were watching a tv show, then the daytime news, and at 8:15 p.m. we continued with the evening movie on the public tv channel, because commercial breaks annoy my father. So, for about a week, one day resembled the previous one: doing nothing, just sleep, eat, and think a lot. The distance to my everyday life, which for me resembled a nightmare, became a little greater. I gathered strength and was able to recover a little.


Everything had started so well when I joined the Federal Armed Forces, I first had the opportunity to make everyday service beautiful and eventful. Sometimes I even managed to do this really well. There was one situation that I remember with pleasure, and I still have a great deal of fun thinking about it today. So far only three people know this story: my friend, the security guard of the naval academy in Mürwik and me.


At the time, I had really long hair. The braid reached down to my waist. My friend, who was also a photographer, and I thought it would be funny to have a Tomb Raider themed photo shoot. So, I slipped into the role of Lara Croft. The tower of the naval academy seemed to be perfectly suited for this project. On the one hand we didn't necessarily have to expect disturbances, on the other hand we had a fantastic view over the Flensburg Fjord. I packed the right clothes and borrowed the appropriate equipment in the armory: holster, Pistol P8, because two pistols could not be left out of the pictures, and of course a knife. Perfect. The shooting could begin. Although the tower was not accessible for everyone, I quickly had a well-functioning network. And "Sim Salabim - Open Sesame!" we were inside. I exchanged my military uniform for the sexy outfit of Lara Croft: khaki shorts, black top, long braid, knife between the teeth and the pistols in the leg holsters.


My friend prefers to take photos out of motion, so I positioned myself at a suitable point in the room in front of a white wall. I turned my torso from a standing position, so that my long braid kept flying past me. I was given precise instructions: "Hold your arms with the weapons in your hand up in the air ... yes, like this ... but not too high, otherwise your face won't be seen ... Relax your face, it must look very relaxed, as if you do it every day ... yes, exactly like this ... and again ... and again ... and again ... and again. Relax. Yeah, that's it. Great.”
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