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About the author


Dorothea König was born in Budapest in 1948 and has been living in Switzerland for over 40 years. She has two adult daughters.


She works as a spiritual healer and teacher. She is a qualified and recognized member of the Swiss Natural Healers Association (SVNH). She holds courses in both Germany and Switzerland. She taught in Hungary for several years, led spiritual camps and meditation evenings. She has led and directed meditation groups for many years and does so until her students are able to follow the spiritual way unaccompanied but at the same time they are stronger and more resolute in their everyday lives.


Dorothea’s life began totally “normally” and remained this way until she was age 33 when the VOICE spoke to her and began to lead her. It soon transpired that the VOICE had already made vital decisions before she was even born and, albeit quietly, had been directing her life up until that point. It was now that the teaching began. At first she was taught in dreams from the spiritual world and later on while completely conscious in the day.




About the book


Why had the VOICE chosen her as a pupil as had the other enlightened Masters living in the spiritual world?


Who were her Teachers and Masters?


Had she done something in her life to deserve this?


Or perhaps in her previous life or former lives?


Perhaps this teaching was a consequence of all these?


Did she know about this task before her birth?


Or perhaps she had chosen to take it on. But why?


Is there a “fee” for attending such a spiritual school?


How does a person like this change?


And most of all how does her life change?


Where exactly does this path lead to?


Dorothea König’s book provides answers to these and many more fantastically interesting and vital questions. She strives to present these experiences to her Readers in a way that allows them to virtually live through them, and so her stories and teachings merge into the consciousness of the Reader: exactly as if the same had happened to him or her.


The author would like the Reader to carry on learning from where her book leaves off.


Does this mean that the next book is already on its way?! …
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For my daughters Claudia Ildikó and Antonia Emőke and all the members of my family




As I read the text of Dorothea König’s book, the following words spring to mind: “Man’s fate is his own mirror. Exactly the same on the outside as on the inside. We have to live through what has been marked out for us by Higher Powers.”


I would say exactly the same about my own life. I had no choice and neither did she. She does what she was called to do. She has to experience the great and the shocking because the world needs her as God blessed her with extraordinary gifts. She has just the same need to do what no one else can do in her place, as the world has of her, and all those who have the joy of meeting her. She is fully aware of the fact that there is no such thing as chance and that she should never give up striving to help those in need.


Her consciousness is continually being refined by her knowledge drawing from the Inexhaustible. The world has never needed a light like this so much as it does today.


Her tales had a deep effect on me. They contain so much wisdom that if these were all acted upon then people would grow wings and fly away.


Mária Szepes


Budapest, 11.02.2005


Mária Szepes is the doyenne of esoterics in Hungary. She is the author of “The Red Lion” (A vörös oroszlán), first published in 1946, Hungary. First available in German translation in 1947, and now also in English, Spanish and Portuguese translations.
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“A god speaks very softly in our bosoms, Softly and very audibly, and shows us What to accept and what we should avoid.” Johann Wolfgang von Goethe





Prologue


“Write your epilogue when you have finished your book and then write the prologue last of all!” is what I was told by an old friend who knows a lot about writing books. He is the one who offered to put my work in written form or type it into a computer if I dictated the story to him. He thought that it was impossible that I sit down and start to write my book by hand. Our joint project became repeatedly postponed over the years. There were occasions when he had the time and the energy but I thought that the moment had still not arrived for me to be able to publish everything. This would have meant me sharing all too personal experiences with “strangers”.


Both of us were able to dedicate time to our joint project in 2001. I had, by now, arrived at a point where I was able to turn the key in the lock that held my secrets and to lovingly offer the events that had occurred to me to those who discovered my book. I got about halfway through the book with my friend when, during a discussion, he said that he “no longer could nor wanted to help in the writing and publishing of my book”. The dream that I had the previous night had warned me of what was about to happen. I recalled ancient times in my dream and I lived at the time of the Greek philosophers. I was also a philosopher, as was my friend with whom I was working. We were friends despite our contrasting views and theories. I respected everyone else’s thoughts but I believed, lived and taught my own. Then he attacked anyway and couldn’t accept my theses or rather was unable to accept that thoughts could exist other than his own. In the dream, my thesis and my teachings cost me my life. Back in the future, in 2001, right in the middle of our discussion, I couldn’t catch my breath and a fiery pain shot through my heart. It was as if I had been poisoned and I thought that my heart was about to take its last beat — thinking back to the dream of the night before and the 1,000s of years of pain that it held. I couldn’t do a thing. I needed help and I needed it quickly. My friend, recognizing the danger that I was in, ran frightened straight to the kitchen to get a strong drink of some kind. I tried to stand up but I passed out. I heard a voice as I was falling to the floor: “Don’t be frightened, you are going to collapse but everything is going to be OK.” That is how it happened. Not only did I come around within a couple of minutes but I had regained full consciousness and all my strength.


I said goodbye to my friend and thanked him for his help up until that point. I knew then that no one was going to be able to help me with the writing of my book. This had happened to me and it was me who was going to write about it. “I literally need to write it out of myself; I need to give birth to my baby.”


Yes, “birth”, that meant the end to a long pregnancy, is the best word to describe the writing of my book. I don’t want to give away the secrets of my book beforehand only to say that I was simply the mother of my book; the child that I had carried to full term. The seed was planted in me by other spiritual forces and I promised, despite not remembering anything of this at the beginning, that I would carry, look after, protect and care for it. Then, when the time came, I would bring it into the world and would finally present our joint child; “our book”.


The place of birth was no coincidence either. This was despite the fact that I thought that I had consciously chosen Greece. It was only here that I realized that this was the place to explore and relate experiences and truths.


It was while writing my book that I realized that, over the last 22 years, I had sought refuge and protection on one or other island of the ancient Greek motherland just before any great change in my life and, at the same time, drawn energy into myself for the task that I was about to undertake. This is how I had found my way to the islands of Samos, Lesbos, Crete, Pathmos, Naxos, and now to the beautiful Peloponnese Peninsula. This place had been the home to Greek history and philosophy in ancient times.


I can feel the soft breath of my loyal companion, my dog, Naxa, gently stroking my feet. He joined up with me on the island of Naxos and it was impossible to say “no” to the loyal way that he followed me around.


We have walked the streets together ever since, we travel together and he is by my side day and night. He even sits by my side at my practice and I wouldn’t be able to imagine my meditation group evenings without him.


The small place that I took myself away to write my book, Ancient Assini, was chosen by chance. One of my oldest friends in Switzerland, Jeanette, whom I have known for nearly 25 years, married a Greek. She spent every summer with her children in Nafplio. Her marriage failed and a year ago she decided to stay there with them and not go back to Athens to her husband. I went to visit her last summer and hoped that I would find a calm and quiet place to write my book the following spring.


I definitely found it. Not only was the apartment on the coast and close to a historically important castle in Ancient Assini, but helpers also arrived here. Yes, in this little out-of-the-way place in Greece. It was as if the ancient Greek gods had prepared everything for my presence here. Not long before I arrived, in April, Jeanette befriended a Hungarian couple who moved here in January to run the new riding school. She soon introduced me to them. Meeting Gergő and his wife Judit proved to be a turning point for writing my book. In fact, I started to rewrite my book again from the beginning and this time not in German but in Hungarian, my mother tongue, and by hand. On hearing this, Judit offered to type it into a computer and she even corrected it. Judit did a massive amount of work. She and her husband were my first readers and I was very curious to hear their opinion.


I held meditation sessions for them and their friends in our free time to deal with the problems arising as a result of the differing views and temperaments that had cropped up during the course of their new work in Greece. None of them had ever experienced anything like meditation before.


It looked for a while as if not only their work here was coming to an end but that the riding school didn’t have enough strength to stay open either. They asked for help and I recommended meditation. I asked them to concentrate on their hearts and to ask all their helpers (luckily the Greeks are very devout people) for a way out of what appeared to be an unsolvable situation. Everyone went back to work after the meditation. Later in the evening, when those involved met up again, they shook each other by the hand and they all said, without exception: “Come on, let’s give it another go and start the whole thing over again but differently this time.”


I knew that this would “now” be a great success. I was happy that I could be here and that I was able to help them.


While writing my book, I also realized why it was that I had wanted to study to become a teacher back in Budapest. I wanted to teach ethics and philosophy to young people but I also wanted to live according to these teachings. There wasn’t such a great demand for this kind of teacher under the communist regime and so it was impossible to get into university.


In time, I became attracted to religious science and parapsychology. I read day and night and, in so doing, tried to stifle my hunger for these subjects.


My first yoga book found its way into my hands when I was still quite young. It was Selva Raja Yesudian’s book, the Indian doctor and yoga teacher who lived and taught in Hungary before the Second World War. I practised from this book for years; at the time, there was no such thing as yoga teaching.


Today, I am the proud owner of the Yoga Siromani diploma that I received in an Indian ashram. This qualification not only allows me to teach yoga positions — asanas — but also to teach ancient Vedanta philosophy.


Life, fate and the spiritual world still led to my becoming a housewife and a mother, although I acquired a different college qualification, but I was still able to realize my old desire which was to teach.


“Your work is for the future of your children’s children; for free thought and life!” said my leader’s VOICE.


My gratitude is endless to both my visible and invisible helpers. But also to those who stood in my way and who tried at all costs and with everything at their disposal to talk me out of it. They helped me to persevere and to stand resolute despite everything.


I knew and suspected something. I was searching for something and my motto was, “Just you wait, I’ll show you!”


The contents of my book, all that I have gone through — from the first letter to the last — all happened to me and this is how I experienced them. I had to experience all of this for a reason but it could have happened to anyone at all. Why did the Great Spirit choose me? Why did he entrust me with this huge task? I don’t know. Perhaps my faith, my perseverance and my purposeful exploration is what did it but perhaps there was another reason that I cannot now know. There were certain events and things happening that I have not been able to write about here. Perhaps this is because I still haven’t understood them or because they would seem so unbelievable that my readers would question the truth of what happened. Reading the book still provides a great lesson!


I am happy that I can now hand you my “spiritual child”. I hope that it will also help you in your search, in understanding things and strengthen your persistence and belief. But perhaps you will now not have to go through what it is that I have been through! You can carry on where I have left off with this book.


May the Lord of the Skies bless you as he blessed me with his love, trust and protection! May God guide your life too!


With love, [image: ]Ancient Assini, Easter 2003
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Just You Wait,


I’ll Show You …


It was almost the end of 1981. As we had been doing for several years, a group of us agreed to celebrate the end of the year together and to clink our glasses in a toast on New Year’s Eve. We had made many good friends and acquaintances since leaving St Gallen to move to the small village just outside Zurich. There were a number of young families living in our street and we started to make friends through our kids. They really enjoyed being together. We mothers cooked in turns. As each family had no more than a couple of children, this meant that the children could spend more time with their friends while the mums got some free time. We spent a great deal of time with the neighbours from our and the next-door building. We trimmed the laundry up at New Year for the children and we made a lot of new toys for them. This left us, the adults, to chat and celebrate in our apartment without being disturbed by them. Every year a different family invited the others. We had four families at our place the previous year, which meant eight adults and eight children. We had been invited to someone else’s place this year. I always liked to surprise my guests with all manner of delicacies but this year I was happy not to have to worry about it.


I was feeling strangely tired the day before New Year’s Eve. My husband had an idea that filled me with joy and strength. He could see that I wasn’t in the best of moods. So, he suggested that the two of us hold a pre-New Year’s Eve celebration and go to a Spanish restaurant that we had both been talking about for a long time. I was pleased by the idea as we seemed to get out less and less. My partner often came home from work so tired that I didn’t have the heart to bring such things up. He frequently carried on working after dinner on something that he hadn’t been able to finish in the office. They expected a lot of him and he wanted to do everything to the best of his ability.


I like beautiful clothes and I had a dress that I had never worn before. I knew that my husband would also really like it. And indeed, he did. I was glad that I had been able to make it to the hairdresser’s the day before. On my partner’s arm, I could step into the Spanish restaurant that we had been eying, and with a completely new hairdo. The waiters’ eyes twinkled as the dress looked fabulous with my high-heeled shoes and my good posture. They hustled and bustled around us especially as it was the day before New Year’s Eve and the restaurant was virtually empty.


I had never been in a Spanish restaurant before and so it took a while for us to decide what it was that we wanted to eat. I like shellfish and so I ordered that, while my husband had the famous paella. I hardly ever drink alcohol but we ordered aperitifs in honour of the occasion and fine Spanish wine to accompany the meal.


I felt that something wasn’t quite right. I was delighted by the surprise of celebrating New Year with my husband before time and to have supper in such a posh restaurant. Nevertheless, all I wanted to do was to go home when they brought the food to our table. I started to feel quite unwell. I didn’t want to ruin the evening and nor did I want to leave the expensive food, so I started eating. Every morsel made me feel sicker and after a while I had to realize it could not go on like that. I went to the bathroom and I could see that I was deadly pale despite all the rouge and powder. I felt a sudden pain as I made my way back to the table. I asked my husband to take me home straight away because I was feeling really ill. He had hardly eaten any of the food we had ordered but he asked for the bill the minute that he saw my pale face and my teeth clenched together from the pain. We paid and set off for the car. I could hardly walk from the pain and I felt very dizzy. I couldn’t begin to imagine what was happening to me this suddenly. I thought that it might be appendicitis. Apparently, it can be extremely painful. My husband was very scared as I had been right as rain only half an hour before. He wanted to take me into casualty at the hospital. I wanted to go home as perhaps this sick feeling and pain would go just as quickly as it had appeared.


That’s not what happened. I could neither stand nor lie down when we got home. I tried my best to control the pain as I could see how helpless my husband was. It was hard for him to bear — me being in so much pain, and him not being able to do a thing to help.


I lay down on the couch at home in the living room and told him to try and get some sleep because he had to get up early in the morning to go to work. I would also have liked to sleep but it was impossible. There was a searing pain in my whole stomach and the pain radiated in all directions. I wasn’t used to being in pain. I was hardly ever ill. My throat had hurt a lot some years before but that had virtually disappeared now. “I live very healthily; I do a lot of exercise and do as much as I can to ensure that my body feels good. But why is this happening now? I hope that if I fall asleep, I am going to wake up with no pain and I’ll recall everything as if it were just a bad dream.” The opposite happened. I felt the pain even more than before but my thoughts came back to life. I searched for the “why” behind everything that had happened.


I was sad that this was how the lovely evening had ended. We had set off so happily and had been so much looking forward to celebrating together!


I thought about why it was that my husband and I loved New Year’s Eve so much. My pen pal came to Budapest for New Year on my invitation and asked for my hand in marriage three days later. That was Christian, my present husband.


We had met two years before, in 1970. I was then working as a receptionist in a hotel and attending evening classes at the Trade and Catering College at the same time. It was around this time that part of the Malév Air Tours group began working with the Swiss Imholz office. Groups came to us twice a week via this office. The groups were led by university students. This wasn’t only good for the office but it meant that the groups also learned a lot as they were entrusted to intelligent people. The students also liked the work, since they had the chance to travel to a lot of foreign countries and it provided them with a little bit of financial support for their studies. The trip to Budapest made the office famous and the owner rich. 100 travellers, twice a week, wasn’t bad business for Malév either.


We had grown used to the groups in the hotel and we were always happy to see a tour guide we knew stepping through the door. They were young just like us. We talked to them a lot and they were curious to learn about our lives.


New guides came on the odd occasion and Christian was one of them. He was a tall and handsome young man. He hadn’t stayed with us before. I started to chat to him as he was very kind and likeable. He asked me for my address before the group left. He said that he took a lot of groups to other countries and he would be happy to send me postcards from wherever he went. I gave him my address, although I knew that they didn’t like us corresponding with the guests in the hotel. I simply thought that he was a student too and I was intrigued to know what he would make of this back home. Our correspondence lasted for more than two years. A deep, intimate friendship formed between us. We told each other everything. I had been terribly disappointed in a relationship that I was in at the time and my Swiss friend did all he could to comfort me. We wrote a lot to one another about our pasts and about our previous relationships. After a while, he became my best friend after my two girlfriends. Perhaps it was because he was so far away that I told him all my deepest secrets. I wrote about my childhood and my family. And he told me everything about his. It was completely the opposite of mine. Whereas I practically grew up on the street as my parents divorced when I was very young — and my mother not only worked but also studied — he enjoyed the loving, protective closeness of his parents. He grew up with his sibling in a small village in the mountains. However, he liked the idea of the freedom of my “city kid” world. He was also amazed by the fact that I worked and went to evening school. He also went to a college of economics and found it hard to imagine how it was possible to work at the same time. It wasn’t easy but it was possible. I worked five days a week and spent Saturday morning and two evenings sitting behind a desk at college. My head felt heavy enough by 10 pm when I came out of college and I had to be in the hotel by 6 am the following morning. I had been doing this now for three years!


Being as I didn’t get a place at university where I had so wanted to study after completing my high school leaving exam, I started to attend catering trade school though I didn’t think that I wanted a career in this trade. Albeit with some resentment, I accepted my father’s suggestion: the daughter of a friend of my father studied at a cookery school and he was of the opinion that it couldn’t hurt for a woman to be able to cook well. The idea was pretty insulting but I didn’t have a better idea of my own. “I’ll only stay for a year!” I thought to myself.


The course lasted a year and a half but I still wanted to finish it, since I had started now. My first placement was in the kitchens of a famous hotel, the Grand Hotel Margitsziget (Margaret Island). I only worked there for a couple of weeks. I was already to prepare for the university entrance exam again when I was called to see the manager who asked me whether I would like to study hotel and catering. I liked languages and I also liked to travel. I thought that the hospitality industry would not only mean that I would meet lots of interesting people, but this would help me develop my languages and also open up the opportunity for work placements in foreign hotels. The university had been massively oversubscribed for the previous year and so, as there wasn’t much chance of success, I said yes.


The college didn’t start until the autumn, so I was asked to take up a student placement at another hotel. This is how I ended up at the Szabadság (Liberty) Hotel, where I met Christian a couple of years later. By then, I had finished trade school and I was attending evening classes at the Hotel and Catering College. Christian had just finished university the same semester as me, but he had gone to Paris to study as part of his course. I wrote to him there and then, in December, and I sent him the invitation that I had sent to all my best friends, which was an invitation to a New Year’s Eve party at our home. I also wrote that I would invite him too if he happened to be in Budapest. I received a telegram by return of post that read: “I’m on my way!” I hadn’t counted on that! I had told my girlfriends a long time ago that the Swiss boy had become my best friend. His thinking, his ideals and his way with people was so similar to mine! After two years of correspondence, I knew him better than anyone else. I told my girlfriend, Zsóka: “If the boy was in Budapest, I could really trust him!” Zsóka was my witness when, after a great disappointment age 21–22, I announced that I didn’t trust men anymore and I was never going to get married. I had been doubtful of marriage and relationships from childhood onwards. I had been let down by my boyfriends at high school as they were liars and unfaithful. “But I can really trust this Swiss boy!” I had thought this for a good while. Perhaps it was because he was so far away; perhaps it was because he had such a secure upbringing in that delightful snow-covered, little village depicted in the many photos which he had sent me.


And so Christian arrived from Paris on 30 December 1972 at Ferihegy Airport in Budapest. The door opened and there stood a beautiful young man. I became very hot and I was sure that my face must have been red. Interestingly, Christian’s was also red! He also remembered that I was a very pretty girl two years before, but he hadn’t bargained on such a change. The young, 22-year-old student had become a mature 24-year-old woman! It really was true that the difficulties of the previous two years, my relationship as well as my work and studies, had changed me a great deal. I had grown up.


Paris had also done Christian a lot of good. It was the air and the people in this cosmopolitan city. The boy who had grown up in a village nestled in the mountains had become an open “man of the world”. This second meeting was a turning point in both our lives. Christian spent New Year’s Eve at our home and he celebrated with my Budapest friends and mates from college. Everyone liked him from the very beginning, including my mother. I didn’t get a day off from the hotel because of all the work and so I worked while he went around the city on his own. When I got off work, I wanted to show him everything that I liked and that had been important in my life up until that point. He already knew my friends but he didn’t know my havens, the museums, where I used to hide out! I sought refuge there even when I was still at school. I had sought comfort there as well as direction in my life. I searched for values that were lasting and those goals and heroes that deserved my love and respect. I had not only been let down by my parents as a child but also by the society that I was forced to live in. I only believed in the future. I always stood in front of the statues of heroes, of true people at the National Museum and with deep conviction I would always say, “Just you wait, I’ll show you! I am following your example!”


I had been repeating the same thought since I was a little child if I had ever suffered injustice or dishonesty. “Just you wait, I’ll show you! You can do this another way!” That is why good examples and something to follow were so important to me.


First of all, I lived in the land of fairy tales where even the smallest were capable of overcoming evil. I wanted to be like that. I knew and I believed that it was possible even in the deceitful and alien world that was Communism, which I had been born into. I wasn’t willing to support the system and I began an inner fight against it. I wanted to be good and true and to remain that way despite everything.


I was about four or five years old when I said this for the first time. In fact, I said more than that. We sat down to Sunday lunch and my mother had invited her hateful boyfriend and my grandmother. The man detested me and quite possibly all children. He especially hated me and often said that I was “impossible to handle”! Yet he tried everything that he could to break a child’s will. Even on that day, at lunch. I didn’t like meat but they forced me. I ate the chicken because it didn’t have such a meaty taste but then I only ate a leg. My mother cooked well and liked to cook. That day she prepared fried chicken. As a chicken only has two legs, I immediately announced: “The leg is mine! Well at least one.” There were four of us, and I wanted to make sure that I got one for myself.


“You’ll eat what you are given,” said the stranger. He put a wing on my plate and took a leg for himself. I waited for my mother to say something but she didn’t.


“No, I’m not eating that because I don’t like it!” I, the dwarf, answered the giant.


“Well you are going to! You can’t get down from the table until you have!” said the horrible man again.


“Then I’ll stay here forever because I’m not eating the wing!”


So that is what happened. They ate their lunch and I sat at the table with a chicken wing on my plate and I knew that I would rather die but that there was no way that I was going to eat that. Not because of the chicken wing but because of what had happened to me. My mother didn’t dare defend me; she betrayed me! I decided there and then that I didn’t want a mother who was going to be like this and I never believed in her love again. My poor grandmother suffered along with me — as she told me many times afterwards — but my mother wouldn’t have listened to her either as she was fighting so desperately for this man’s love.


This was just one incident of many when someone tried to “break” me to “raise” me. It really was true that I was impossible to handle. Although I was suffering inside, even as a small child I decided: “I can’t count on anyone and so I have to raise myself to be a hero, to be incorruptible. This is the only way I can become a fearless fighter for truth!”


I told my Swiss friend all about this while we were in the National Museum: that it was impossible to fight on the outside and so I tried to topple evil and injustice with inner strength.


Christian had also sensed this in my letters and he said that he was amazed that I was a young emancipated woman who was fighting within against the whole world for a better future.


I felt that he was a kindred spirit. He had been studying for his major in diplomacy, so he was trying to influence the world through politics. He had clear, true thoughts and it was pleasant to listen to him.


Our ideals and our images of the future were exactly the same. We felt this unity when we were together, when we walked for miles and miles on the avenue or in Buda or in the nearby hills covered in freshly fallen snow. Christian had to go back to Paris on 3 January.


On 2 January, we were on János Hill. We had wobbled our way to the top of the ski lift and we drank mulled wine in a restaurant at the top to warm ourselves up. We were sipping our wine when Christian’s face became really quite serious. “I would like to ask you something but I would like you to be completely honest in your answer.”


“That’s the most natural thing in the world!” I said.


“What would you say if I were to ask you to be my wife?”, he said, starting to blush.


“If you were to ask me that, then I’d say yes!” I answered feeling just as nervous.


“Good, then, I’ve asked.”


“Good then, I’ve answered.”


That is how he proposed and I said yes. My mother didn’t know whether to laugh or to cry. She was happy that I had found my partner at last despite the fact that she also felt that she was losing her only child. She never realized, or she wasn’t willing to realize, that she had lost me long ago.


Christian called Paris to say that he would only be able to go back a couple of days later. Instead of Paris, he flew to Zurich and then took the long train journey to his village of Brienz, high up in the mountains, to see his parents.


“I have found my future wife, and we’d like to have the wedding just as soon as we can.”


I suppose his parents must have thought that they were dreaming. Their son broke up with his high-school girlfriend who was waiting to hear him say something reassuring before he left for university, 100s of miles away. Christian was honest and he told the girl: “I don’t know whether I’ll ever get married or not! I’d like to live for the future and all the opportunities that it holds (and by this he meant his profession). But the first thing is that I’m definitely going to finish university and I want to get to know the world. You can’t count on me before I’m at least 30!” That is what the boy, age 20, said.


After a long relationship, he had split up with his new girlfriend for exactly the same reason only several weeks before. The girl had travelled to Paris to visit Christian and she had wanted to spend Christmas and New Year with him. Christian wasn’t pleased to see her as she questioned him constantly about their future. So, age 24, he said exactly what he had done age 20. He didn’t know if he was getting married at all; he wanted to live for his profession and he wasn’t sure he would find it before he turned 30. On hearing this, the girl sulkily split with him, and she went back to Switzerland. At this very moment, my invitation to spend New Year’s Eve in Budapest reached him in Paris.


Despite his parents’ surprise, they realized that their son had decided. They didn’t even ask him what we were going to live on. They respected each other’s feelings and that is why my future father-in-law simply asked the groom to be: “Have you thought this through son? Are you clear what it means to remove someone from the surroundings that they’re used to?”


Christian replied with a definite yes. The next day they went to the county council offices to request the paperwork needed for the wedding. The process was slowed down, as the bride was a foreigner.


It was slightly more difficult for me to get hold of the papers as I wanted to keep my job as well as continue my university studies. I only let two other people in on my secret besides my girlfriends: my boss at the hotel and my favourite teacher from college. I asked for their advice and their help. My boss at the hotel didn’t know how he could be of any assistance as his hands were tied. I was marrying the citizen of a capitalist country; he didn’t know how long he could go on employing me in such a position of trust as a hotel receptionist. I needed permission from the Ministry of the Interior and it would soon turn out whether or not my plan would succeed. Success! I managed to stay in the hotel up until the last day, 26 April, because my boss undertook to be my guarantor.


A similar thing happened at college. With the help of my teacher, the director was willing to give his agreement to me completing my final year if it were authorized “from above”. At that time, this meant the Ministry of Education. No one thought that I would get permission. I asked for a personal interview. Following my request, they informed me that they would send the decision to the school. The decision was, “yes”. I got another “yes” as a Swiss wife and, after the wedding, as a Swiss citizen to finish my final year at college by correspondence. No one imagined I would do it, and that I would be able to do it. I had to write my dissertation that year. I would have to write everything with no help at all and in time for the deadline. I would prepare for the state exam alone and entirely from books. I thought deeply about the list of tasks that lay ahead of me. It was an enormous challenge! What I didn’t know then was that this was the least of my challenges. Fate had a much greater test lined up for me!


After the third year, first term exams at the beginning of June, I flew happily with my husband to Switzerland on a Malév flight with about 100 other passengers who were travelling with the Imholz Travel Agency. My husband came for me just as he had done when we first met: as a tour guide.


I was curious about his home and his friends. I only knew his parents who had come to our wedding in Budapest. It was their first time there; their first time in a communist country and the first time that they had met their son’s chosen one, their daughter-in-law.


Christian’s parents were simple, humble people. I liked them from the very first moment: they were the parents of my adored betrothed and had given my darling husband so much love and security in his childhood. They were vegetarians. I only ordered meat-free dishes for the lunch that we had in our apartment after the wedding. There was a cold buffet and dessert that my friends at the hotel had prepared for us. They had made everything with a lot of love and culinary expertise. Hungarian cuisine doesn’t have so many vegetarian dishes, but my wedding did.


The official part of the wedding was in the beautiful registry office on Gellért Square. I didn’t show my wedding dress to Christian or anyone else before the wedding. It caused a sensation when I appeared in a museum piece: all silver and white with the dress and the headdress embroidered with pearls. I don’t know which queen’s wedding dress it was a copy of, but I seem to remember that perhaps it was Empress Sissy’s. This is what I had been able to hire. I really did become a queen after the wedding as my husband’s name was König. Then I flew to Switzerland, my new home. “It is the end of a period of my life and now a new life is beginning that I, we are going to direct.”


“Are you feeling better?” I hear and I feel someone gently stroking my face. I open my eyes and I see a troubled man next to me who fate brought into my life when I was 22. Now, age 33, I have known him for 11 years and I have been his wife for 8 years. “How much he’s changed! Now I realize. A few minutes ago another man, perhaps another husband, sat next to me on the plane from Budapest to Zurich.”


“I think that I’m feeling a bit better,” I replied and it would seem that I had managed to fall asleep at some point. I wanted to stand up but the pain ripped through my stomach again.


“No. No, it hasn’t gone away! I think I’ll still have to go and see a doctor.”


“OK. Then I won’t go to work today. I would have only gone in for a few hours to finish something off and that can wait.”


We asked the telephone operator which doctor was on duty as I couldn’t count on my own GP because of the holidays. I made an appointment with the duty doctor and he was able to see me that morning. He examined me and thought that it was a “gynaecological” problem and, as this wasn’t his specialist area, he was unable to give an exact diagnosis. He said that it was probably a cyst. He recommended two things: I could go to the hospital where they would be able to do the operation straight away or he could give me painkillers and I would be able to go and see my own gynaecologist on 3 January.


I heard what he said but I wasn’t able to take it in. “I was completely healthy the day before yesterday! What could have happened so suddenly? And an operation? And hospital? My condition can’t really be that serious!”


I hoped that it would all go away in three days and, if not, that my gynaecologist would say something else, something not so terrible. I went home with this in my mind and I thought that if I rested and I concentrated all my energy on making it go away, then all the trouble would disappear and I wouldn’t need to go and see the doctor.


In any case, I took the painkillers that I had been given. The pain soon went but I became terribly sleepy. So I spent the day in the flat with the family waiting on me. It was strange as I was always the one who scurried around after everyone else. I looked after and cared for all of them when they were weak or sick.


Now it was me who was lying listlessly on the sofa and probably with something terrible in my stomach. The doctor assured me that it wasn’t my appendix as this would have meant that I would have been sent to hospital immediately. On the other hand, if it was a cyst then perhaps it could be cured without an operation. I didn’t think about the fact that it could be something even more serious, like cancer. I was healthy from head to toe and this was some little problem that we would be able to sort out! I sent my husband over to our neighbours’ place that night with the children to celebrate. I was neither in the mood nor did I have the strength. A sort of aimlessness; inexplicable hopelessness started to well up within me.


I was happy that I could be on my own and I would have liked to have slept and to sleep on through the New Year’s Eve celebrations and to wake up the next morning and start a healthy New Year.


I fell asleep. I fell back into the dream of the night before. But it wasn’t a dream: I was going through my life and now, on the second night, it carried on where it had left off, with my arrival in Zurich.


My brother-in-law and his wife were waiting for me at the airport with an enormous bunch of flowers. They welcomed me with love and happiness as a new member of the family. They took us to their home and received us as their guests. My sister-in-law modestly said that she hoped that I liked the food as she said she didn’t know how they cook where I come from. I thought that everything was not only especially delicious but also unique, which I have always liked. I have always tried the local cuisine wherever I have travelled.


My sister-in-law knew that I worked in catering and that I had my chef’s qualification. She hoped that I was satisfied with everything, despite the fact that I was a professional. All I could feel was happiness and love as she had cooked and baked in honour of my arrival.


They also had two little children; one was only a couple of months old and the other was almost two years old. They were always doing something that meant that my sister-in-law had to stand up from the table every couple of minutes while we were eating. She calmed the little ones down and checked what they were up to. They were used to having their mother’s undivided attention and so they attracted it with their little tantrums and arguments.


My husband told me that my sister-in-law was a wonderful housewife and that she had been a teacher in a home economics college before they were married. Then my sister-in-law went on to tell us that every girl in Switzerland — and nowadays every boy as well — had to complete this school, where they learned everything from cooking and baking to how to run a household including looking after their money, nursing the sick but also sewing and knitting. Laughing, I told them that we learned how to handle a lathe during polytechnic class at communist high school as we had something called “5 + 1 education”, which meant that we received a qualification as a lathe operator as well as our school leaving certificate. I reflected on the fact that even though I was about the same age as my sister-in-law, we had grown up in such different surroundings. Her mum was at home and only focused on the family, as I discovered during our conversation. My mother looked after me, did the housework at the same time as working full-time and studying on the side. “Such different influences must have been formed in our personalities!”, I thought almost automatically. “How different the examples were that we saw and experienced!” Luckily, I was able to lead the life of an emancipated woman and this was completely natural where I came from. “It must be nice to be just a mum and a housewife, but thank God, that isn’t what awaits me! I have studied my whole life and I invested all my energy and free time in this. I am happy that I can work here soon and be alongside my husband at the same time as being independent.”


The first few days soon passed in Zurich and then in St Gallen, where I moved to with Christian. He also had a year until his graduation. As for money, we thought that it was best that I should look for some temporary work in a hotel somewhere or in a catering business. Christian stayed as a tour guide, which meant no more than a couple of trips a month but a fixed income. Christian had saved the money that he had earned during his year in Paris. He had wanted to travel the world for a couple of months after he got his degree and to see as much as he could. He decided differently in the end; he made a different choice. We counted what he had saved and along with our extra work we would have enough to live on until we got our degrees.


Christian knew that the goal he had set himself of becoming a diplomat had been made impossible by our marriage as his wife came from a communist country.


“You never know,” they informed and warned him in Bern where he had been called in for a “talk”. He still gave up what he had imagined for himself as he knew that he had found his partner — and many spend their whole lives searching for someone. Yet some of his friends did warn him, asking him whether he knew me well enough and whether I wasn’t just using him to put roots down in the West. Even though Christian was angered by these “friendly warnings”, he had known me for three years and, better than anyone else, he knew that I had the chance not only of staying and living in the West but also of marrying money.


The day of the Swiss wedding came at last. My in-laws organized it and so everything was a surprise for me. The only thing that I was left to do was to select the dress. I was startled by the prices in Zurich as our budget was very small. Despite this, and thanks to the summer sales, I found the dress that I wanted and was able to afford it. It was all white, full length, pleated and looked like something that Greek goddesses wore — especially the style that adorns statues of Olympia. I wore a white straw hat, which I had bought back in Budapest, and I decorated the front with a red rose. My hat had a red ribbon wrapped around it and I wore red patent leather shoes. I was holding a bouquet of red roses when I stepped out of the car in front of the Interlaken church. It was the first time that I had seen Christian’s friends and his more distant relatives.


Standing next to one another in church, we both vowed to remain faithful partners for better or for worse. I knew that our vows came deep from within our hearts, deep from within our souls! After the wedding (I automatically became a Protestant like my husband) there were horse-drawn carriages waiting for the guests. They took us all around the town which is where Christian had attended school. His whole family had moved here years ago so that their sons shouldn’t have the long train journey to school.


Interlaken was so beautiful that I felt as if I was in a fairy tale being driven in a carriage. I was sitting next to my husband, “Mr King” (Herr König) and as everyone addressed one another formally here, even youngsters of a similar age, I was known as Mrs König. There were about ten such carriages following on behind us. I couldn’t get enough of the surrounding sights. The mountains were still capped with snow even though it was June. Among them, souring high, was the Jungfrau summit which is always covered in snow and ice. Interlaken Lake tinkled and sparkled as did my eyes and spirit at the wondrous beauty of nature. My adored husband sat beside me holding my hand and watched my joy at the sight of my new home. After our carriage ride, all the guests were invited to a very elegant restaurant by Christian’s parents. I still can’t quite believe the expense that these modest people went to all for our enjoyment.


The surprises weren’t over yet. Christian and his brother had been boy scouts. There was a large boat anchored on the lake for scouts with room for about 50 people. We spent the afternoon on the boat and those who wanted to were able to bathe in the lake.


The evening was also for the youngsters. We were invited to the famous Interlaken Casino by Christian’s friends. The band even played a waltz and a Hungarian czardas in my honour. I happily took to the dance floor with my darling husband and showed all the others how a Hungarian-Swiss bride can dance and have a good time. I happily slid close up to my dear, gorgeous husband for the tango who virtually melted into me with love. The waltz was next and we danced and we waltzed and then I suddenly felt unwell. It had all been a bit too much. Perhaps it was the burning sun on the boat in the afternoon? Maybe it wasn’t possible to constantly add to the endless happiness? It was nearly morning and so we thought it best that we start to make our way home as the celebrations were due to carry on all day. All of Christian’s friends came with us and they were our guests for all the events that followed the next day. Everything was new to me; everything was a surprise. I don’t know how many people ended up sleeping in Christian’s small family house. The next morning, we put our hiking gear on as we had decided to hike up the hill that towered above Christian’s home. A little steam train took us to the look-out point at the top of the hill. It let off steam and blew its whistle as it went, drawing the attention of all those who were making their way uphill.


We unpacked the delicacies from our backpacks when we arrived at the top and we ate and drank all that we had prepared. We made our way back downhill on foot — it took us a good few hours. It was a little too much for me, my feet being more used to the paved streets of Budapest, so I travelled the last couple of kilometres sitting on my husband’s shoulders. I was slim and very light but I am sure that my husband didn’t even notice the weight.


The last guests eventually dispersed and we were at last left on our own. I looked out of the window in the morning and I was there, and I had woken up, in that place that I had stared at on a postcard of his little village nestled in the mountains sent to me by my pen pal.


We still had a couple of days left before our honeymoon which we planned to spend in Paris on the invitation of some of Christian’s friends. We got our little apartment in St Gallen that had been freshly painted for us. It had three rooms, a bathroom and a kitchen. This was my first independent apartment; I had married from the flat where we had returned to with my mother from the Midwifery Institute after I was born. Now I shared a wonderful apartment with my husband and the rent was very cheap. Christian and I had agreed to be caretakers and also to measure out the oil cans in the winter. This is how we earned enough money to heat the place. We had to watch every penny and what we spent our money on. But during these delightful days and weeks we didn’t think of the future or of savings. But we wanted to enjoy a happy honeymoon and have something to look back on for the rest of our lives.


I had to pop to see the doctor whom Christian knew in St Gallen, before we took the train to Paris. I had been feeling sick and dizzy in the morning ever since the wedding. I couldn’t have been pregnant and so I thought it was perhaps the altitude and all the changes that had taken place in my life that had disrupted my usually great health and good temper. The doctor did all the necessary examinations: he took my blood pressure, looked at my eyes, looked at my tongue, took blood and urine and monitored my pulse. He said that everything was fine but we had to wait until the following day for the results of the tests to come back from the lab. The next day he called and told me happily:


“Congratulations, Mrs König, you are expecting a baby!”


“No, that’s impossible!” I replied. “The professor of gynaecology in Budapest told me that I couldn’t have children and that is why we didn’t need to use contraceptives.”


The doctor replied in a happy tone: “I don’t know what your doctor told you, but the result is positive and that’s a fact!”


I put the telephone down and I kept repeating to myself that this was impossible.


It really did seem impossible because I had gone to see a gynaecologist after I said yes to Christian on 3 January — he had been recommended as a specialist on the contraceptive pill. I had taken them in the past for a couple of months but they made me feel constantly ill and I bled so I stopped taking them. One of my girlfriends told me that there were many more hormone treatments available now and that there was a doctor in Budapest who specialized in such things. They tested the level of hormones in your blood and based on that they recommended the best kind of pill. The doctor said something similar when I went back for the results a couple of days later but he asked that I repeat the test about a month later on a day that he determined. So, I went to see him again. They did the test and he asked me to go back again in a month’s time just to make absolutely sure. I seem to remember that he told me that there was something wrong with my blood test results or with my hormone level. The doctor repeated the facts again after the third test: “I don’t know why, but you are not ovulating. That’s why I asked you back over three months so I could be certain. Although you are menstruating, something appears to be wrong and you are not ovulating.”


“And what does this mean?” I wanted to know everything straight away.


“Unfortunately, for the time being, it means that you cannot have children.” And then he added reassuringly, “But modern medicine is able to help with hormone therapy. Now, for the time being, as a bride-to-be, you can enjoy intimacy without having to take precautionary measures.”


The joy still echoes in my ears. “Well, that’s great because neither I nor my husband-to-be would like to have children just yet.” We had already discussed the fact that we would perhaps like to live without children and to achieve our goals and practise our vocations but also live for one another.


I just sat by the phone and continued to repeat to myself that this was impossible. “Really impossible! How am I, how are we going to do everything that we want to do? Another year until we graduate and we need to study and earn money for another year. And after that? With a child?!”


I couldn’t, I wasn’t able to cope with what was going on but I didn’t want to either! “A new country, everything is alien, I haven’t been here for a month yet and now this sudden change clashing with all my dreams and all my desires!” I was still sitting by the telephone, virtually paralysed, in a state of shock when my husband came home from university. He had to organize something to do with the following term and he had registered me for the intensive German course that the school held for foreign language students.


“Good God! What has happened to you?” he asked and he ran over to me. He later told me that I was as pale as a ghost with wide eyes and I had been icy cold when he had put his arms around me.


Eventually, everything came spilling out and I cried as I hugged him. “We’re going to have a baby.”


“But that’s impossible!” he now said what I had been repeating all afternoon. He pushed me away ever so slightly so that he could take a look at my face and now he understood what had shaken me up so much.


“How did it happen?” he asked, a little calmer now.


“Because the doctor in Budapest said …” and he went on to repeat what I had said to myself just minutes before.


“If only I knew!” I answered but now I couldn’t stand up. I slumped back down onto the chair next to the telephone where I had probably been sitting for hours.


Christian sat down next to me on the other chair and now he was lost in a daze. I couldn’t stand the pressure within me any longer and I ran to the bedroom shouting and crying and slammed the door behind me. I wanted to be alone with the terrible news. “Because now my whole life is going to change whether I want it to or not!”


Poor Christian stood up and then he sat on the floor outside the door that I had just slammed in his face. I had to tackle the fact on my own that I was going to be a mother with all the accompanying difficulties and responsibilities. The nightmares of my childhood flashed before my eyes. No one had understood me and I always felt alone. There was no one beside me whom I could have depended on whom I could have trusted. “What sort of mother will I be if I have never had an example to follow? No good example.” The thought stayed with me all that afternoon as to how I was going to deal with this immense challenge of not only being a mother but a good mother.


The eternal phrase, the one from my childhood, popped up again,“Just you wait, I’ll show you!”


I heard Christian’s voice again as he tried to console me from outside. “We are going to be able to deal with this despite everything. Don’t you worry!”


I wasn’t worried anymore. I had decided that I was going to accept this pregnancy! I opened the door and this is what I said in reply: “I know that we are going to be able to deal with it, despite everything and despite everyone!”


My husband told me that he had called his parents with the good/bad news. Grandparents are normally delighted by such news but even they were a little taken aback this time. They were nervous about their son’s degree, his future and me completing my studies. Then the next question to come up was: what are we going to live on? My father-in-law had just retired as an employee of the state; his pension was not so high but still he offered to give us half of his pension to help us through for as long as it took Christian to find a job. This would be at least a year and a half.


So this is how the three of us set off on our honeymoon to Paris the following day.


“Come on Mummy and clink glasses with us!” called the voice of Claudi and when I opened my eyes, my little family was standing in front of me. My family had grown a little since then with the addition of Toncsi.


It was midnight and they had run home from the neighbour’s place to welcome in the New Year with me. I looked at my daughters with tired eyes but full of love, and especially on the first one whose arrival had completely revolutionized my life and my ambitions.


My love for them was endless. They were children and their life and happiness depended on me and us. I wanted to give them everything and as much as I could possibly manage so that their lives and especially their childhoods should be happier than mine.


Everything went quiet around me again. My family went back to rejoin the celebrations while the painkillers and tranquillizers continued to take their effect on me.


It really began with taking responsibility. A tiny being had arrived and we had to wait for her in the best way possible. That was the next challenge.


“Even though fate has brought unimaginable changes in my life, in our lives, it somehow had to happen this way,” I thought as I lay on the sofa now on the threshold of the New Year, 1 January 1982.


As I write these lines, I know that this is how it had to be and this is the only way things could have happened!


Then I was glad that the burden that awaited me was still several months away. “Nature has organized things so perfectly, giving nine months to carry a child!” It is easy enough, so to say, to “make” a child but the preparation for becoming a mother needs those few months — not only physically but also emotionally and spiritually. As the little child grows within the mother’s tummy, so grows the acceptance, protection and love in the mother’s heart and soul.


I proudly wore my little plastic badge on my dress and on my coat that I changed every month. It had a little coloured number on it that showed those on the street who daren’t ask what month I was.


The honeymoon in Paris was wonderful. Our happiness only increased in the knowledge of our new arrival. My husband already started stroking my still flat stomach that was virtually bursting with muscles. I, on the other hand, started to notice the changes in the mirror. First my breasts started to fill out and I was proud of the fact that I would soon be able to feed my little one with them.


We told everyone the news. They no longer looked on Christian as a student in Paris as they had done only half a year before. He was a husband and soon to become a father. They were also jealous of him because he had a beautiful, Hungarian wife and a bright future. You can always see people’s emotions so clearly on their faces even if they want to hide them!


My mother was the only one whom we didn’t yet tell the surprising news. But she surprised us when she came; or rather they came, to meet us at the railway station in December. Lacika stood next to her, who had been my mother’s partner for two years, and he officially asked for my mother’s hand in marriage from Christian and me. It was meant to be a joke of course but the wedding was set for the following day. (It was my mother’s fourth and, thank God, her last marriage!) My husband and I were the witnesses and also the only guests. I was towards the end of the seventh month and I would soon have to change the little number seven for a number eight on my winter coat although, all dressed up in my coat, it was still hard to see my surprise. I took my coat off at home and when my mother saw me, she cried with joy: “It can’t be true; I’m going to be a grandmother!”


Lacika also cried tears of joy. He liked me as much as Christian and he really was very happy to “be a granddad”. And that is what he has been from the very beginning until the present day. My children are grown up now but they still always say: “He’s the best granddad in the world.”


I had to take my half-year exam at college that went without a hitch because I had prepared very well. My old classmates were all really pleased by the news and all of them, even my teachers, stroked my tummy to see if they could feel the baby moving around.


She had been moving around for a good few weeks and that caused me quite a bit of difficulty towards the end. I would have liked to make up our income a little bit as we had to pay for our trip to Budapest. We also wanted to buy presents for everyone and that is why I had decided in August that I would work for as long as I could manage. By then, I was used to studying at night as that was my only freetime when I was still working in the hotel. So I took a waitressing job in a coffee bar in town. The wages weren’t so high but we got a bonus based on the amount of trade. We also got a lot of tips and so I was able to do as I had wished and unpack a big bag of gifts at home at the end of December.


They were rather taken aback in the coffee shop when, at the beginning of December, I told them that this was going to be the last month that I could work there as I was going to be entering my eighth month of pregnancy in January. I wanted to rest a little and prepare myself for the birth that we were expecting at the beginning of March. They hadn’t realized until then that I was pregnant. My tummy was good and round by then but the frilly apron and the wallet in the pocket didn’t really show the full reality. Perhaps they thought that I had put on a bit of weight and my stomach had grown accordingly but no one had thought for a minute that I might be expecting a baby. My boss was not only upset because this was my last month working there, my workmates and especially the guests liked me, but mainly because I hadn’t told him that I was pregnant when I had applied for the job in the first place.


I deliberately hadn’t said anything as I really needed the work but who would take on a pregnant woman for not only the summer season but also the Christmas rush? He, and anyone in his place, would have been nervous that I would be sick all the time and be off work a lot and the customers would be disturbed by the sight of a pregnant woman working as a waitress.


I didn’t tell them and so they didn’t know. And, anyway, I didn’t miss a single day. I worked those eight hours just as hard as anyone else. They didn’t want to believe me when I told them all the facts. I took it on, I did it, I finished. That was my view on everything.


On the train back to Budapest, all I had left was two months of pregnancy and my dissertation in front of me before the beginning of March.


I greatly enjoyed my dissertation and the topic was familiar to me. I examined the work between the Malév Air Tours office and the Imholz Swiss Travel Agency from the very beginning. It was the first such cooperation for both offices. Both companies were delighted with my work as, up until then, they only had their own statistics to work with and they hadn’t compared them with those of the other company. They happily provided me with all the information that I required. Accordingly, I wrote my dissertation in two languages. This took a lot more energy but I hoped that the Swiss company would reward me financially for all the statistics and all my hard work. I got a small letter of thanks but my other hopes weren’t realized.


I did, however, get a grant from St Gallen University for the last year. I was a Swiss citizen and I was studying abroad and so, with our low income, I was entitled to the highest possible grant of 600 Swiss Francs. I had to provide proof of my parents’ income, which was laughable in Swiss terms, leaving the judgment in my grant allocation in no doubt at all. Christian wasn’t entitled to a grant because of his father’s income and their family home.


The only thing that made writing my dissertation difficult was my ever-growing tummy. I could no longer sit and write for hours on end as my tummy pressed on my lungs, and I found it increasingly hard to catch my breath. My husband built a counter that I could stand at in the study and so I stood and sat in turn. Even though I was able to hand in the final version of my dissertation by the end of March, I wanted it to be finished before the birth as I didn’t see how I was going to be able to finish it afterwards.


Unfortunately, I didn’t get it done in time even though there was only the tiniest bit left to do.


I was delighted by the birth. This meant that my darling child was coming into the world and I was finally able to greet this little strong person who broke through despite all medical predictions, as well as my own desire and decision, and found her way home to us. My first daughter, Claudia Ildikó, was born on 6 March and weighed 3.65 kg.


What a feeling it is to hold a newborn in your arms and to see and to marvel at the wonder of nature in reality. Only those know this; those who have seen it and experienced it for themselves. You can write, talk, sing and paint about this but nothing comes anywhere close to reality. Likewise, it had taken me several months to become ready for motherhood and to be able to give birth to my child with such joy. That moment is simply indescribable — when a mother sees her child for the very first time, having held and protected him or her like a great secret within her all along. There is also a conscious acceptance in this moment. Boy or girl, beautiful or less so, intelligent or not, this child is mine and for me the most beautiful and the best.


And so I held, we held, little Claudia in our arms on that bright morning in early March. My husband and I — he had been with me throughout the birth and had mopped my sweating brow with a damp cloth, held my hand and provided me with extra strength in these final moments.


Unfortunately, there were a few problems at the birth and afterwards due to a surgical error. I ran a very high temperature in the hospital and days later it turned out that I had blood poisoning. They were forced to give me antibiotics. I was the one who had so carefully watched what I ate for the whole nine months, I never smoked a cigarette, didn’t touch a drop of alcohol and now I was being given antibiotics. “What is this going to do to my milk and more precisely what is it going to do to the baby?!” I had no choice, I had to accept.


I was pleased to be able to go home at last and to forget everything. Everything went well for the first week and my sister-in-law came to help in the first couple of days as Christian had his half-year exams right after the birth. My temperature went up again and I had pain but this time in my breasts. I had now got mastitis, possibly as a result of the first infection. I ran a fever of up to 40 and sometimes 41 and my nose started to bleed from my high temperature. My sister-in-law had to go back to her family and poor old Christian had to concentrate on his exams. Sick, with a high temperature and in terrible pain, I was left with no other option than to go back to hospital. I was an infectious patient, which meant that even my little daughter was isolated from the other babies and they put her out on the terrace. I am sure you think that I am exaggerating but unfortunately not. We had chosen the best and the most expensive private hospital and so we also had to pay for the doctor but we wanted to be the best parents that we could wherever possible, although our surroundings made this even more difficult.


As my temperature started to go down, so the infection in my breasts subsided and I asked Christian to bring my nearly complete dissertation into hospital to me. I had to get it finished as I only had days left before the official deadline. I told him to buy a pastry board that I could write on and so I was able to get it finished and I sent it off to Budapest, to the college, one day before the final deadline. No one believed that I would, that I could, do it and still I managed it. I myself didn’t believe it at the end. I don’t know where my strength, my stamina came from right at the very end.


Unfortunately, the saddest thing happened. I wasn’t able to breastfeed. They stopped my milk with hormones and ointments. I simply couldn’t believe that this had to happen as well. A week later, when everything was over, and we were at home at last, I was tired and I sadly bottle-fed my daughter whom I wasn’t able to nourish with my own milk.


Christian eventually finished his exams but studying soon began for me again. I had my state exam at the end of May. I needed to study a lot and concentrate. We looked after our little daughter in shifts. As we bottle-fed her, my husband was able to take her out into the fresh air and leave me to prepare for the exam. We shared all the household chores and the stormy sea around slowly started to calm.


I got on a Malév plane at the end of May with little Claudi in a Moses basket. I sat the state exam a couple of days later with the tiny one asleep in the basket by my feet. I soon held a freshly printed degree in my hand. “I’ve finished another task, another challenge!” This is what I thought to myself as I hurried proudly home to Switzerland, to my husband.


He still had another half a year to go before he completed his studies, and so I took on all the extra jobs so he could focus all his energy on getting a good result. Even though he studied at one of the best universities, his exam result was important when choosing a job. He was always an excellent student and we hoped, despite what we had been forced to go through those last couple of months, that he would be able to complete university. And so he finished with “excellent” and I with “good”.


We had been married for a year and a half, both with fresh degrees and a six-month-old delightful, darling little girl in our arms. We had finished everything that we had undertaken. We stood again before the great door that represented freedom. It meant independence from school, from parents: freedom. We had a source of income after having our money tightly controlled, and also our self-realization that we were able to work with pleasure in a certain field not only with the help of our talent and dedication but also primarily our college degrees.


I awoke to the light, it was now morning. My family must have returned home quietly. They were still asleep because it was New Year’s Day after all. No one had to go to school or to work. This was my second day in bed and I could hardly wait for it to be time for the doctor to diagnose nothing or at most some minor complication. “I can’t even feel it now!” I thought, but I knew this was only because of the painkillers.
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The YES of


Self-Healing!


3 January is here at last. I can go and see my gynaecologist. I have only been to see him once before, to register as a new patient, because the move to Zurich has not only meant the loss of our circle of good friends but also the loss of practical things like our GP, the dentist and my much-loved gynaecologist. He supervised the birth of my second little girl. It was hard to trust a gynaecologist again after the surgical errors that I had suffered with the birth of my first child. In any other profession, if someone makes a mistake, they throw away the broken part and replace it, but if this happens with a doctor in an operation, it can have serious consequences.


The trauma that I went through with the first birth could obviously be attributed to carelessness (the obstetrician left a wad of cotton wool inside me and they only realized a week later). This could only be treated with what was virtually a new birth. Thank God that it went like clockwork. The pregnancy was untroubled and the birth remained a positive experience in my memory despite all the effort and pain. Unfortunately, because of my previous mastitis, my kind gynaecologist told me while I was still pregnant that they would start to dry my milk up straight after the birth to avoid a similar infection. I believed everything as the previous experiences were very still much alive in my mind. There were only two years between both pregnancies. We decided that if the first little intruder had caused such a complete change in our lives then she should have a little sibling as soon as possible. And then when we are done with bringing up children, we would be free once more and have time for one another. This unity still drove our every thought, our every desire. But now we included our children in this unity and we knew that afterwards there would be our love and that we would be able to live once again in our duo.


I must have been the first to call the medical surgery in the morning, the duty doctor gave a diagnosis and I was able to go straight in for an examination. By now I had given up on the doctor not finding anything. The decreasing effectiveness of the painkillers and the recurring pains pointed quite obviously to the fact that some abnormality, some illness had appeared in my body. The medical examination established the very same.


“Yes, I am only able to reinforce the diagnosis of my colleague,” said the specialist. “There is a cyst on the right ovary. It looks to be about seven centimetres on the ultrasound. We are going to have to operate as soon as possible!” he concluded, straightaway reaching for his desk diary.


“But why is it absolutely necessary to operate?” I asked, frightened. It was me whom he was talking about, after all, when he spoke in the first-person plural. “Isn’t there perhaps another solution?” I tried a little more. He put his diary back down on his desk. He had probably already found a suitable date, and with what appeared to be a condescending gesture, he answered in a similar tone.


“My dear Mrs König! This is a cyst that is filled with liquid and swollen. It seems to have appeared suddenly and we can assume it will grow very quickly indeed. It is already dangerous at its present size, but if it should continue to grow then it could burst and release its unknown contents. This could have catastrophic consequences for your health.”


This sentence concluded his “consultation” and then he took his diary in his hand again. I didn’t give up as it was still me that we were discussing. An operation would mean hospital and an even longer period of recovery. I wanted some other option or at least to win a little bit of time to mentally prepare for what appeared to be this unavoidable solution. Besides this, I had a thought run through my head that they would cut my stomach and I could forget my tiny bikini with such an obvious scar. I still had the same figure that I had as a girl but I had done a lot to keep it this way both during pregnancy and after giving birth. Exercise and sport wasn’t a drag for me but more like a vital part of my life. I also consciously did my yoga exercises and my tummy, which had grown in the last two months of my pregnancy as if I had swallowed a giant watermelon, was smooth and flat again no more than a few weeks later. It was as if nothing at all had happened in the interim. My girlfriends were jealous but they did nothing at all themselves to achieve similar results.


The second painful thought was that perhaps I wouldn’t be able to surf again in Corsica in the summer. I had become completely devoted to surfing over the past couple of years. My favourite piece of sporting equipment was tied to my car from spring to autumn and the wind only had to pick up a little on Lake Zurich for those of us who were “bitten by the bug” to show up. We took to the water trying to outdo one another by showing who could make best use of the wind. I had three weeks to do this in Corsica as we had been going there camping for years and you could always count on a lively breeze. I was a good surfer right from the start despite having a very thin figure and being a woman. I was accepted as “one of the boys” by serious surfers and we soared with our translucent sails on the sparkling sea. I told everyone: “I have found my sport!”


I have adored the sun and water since I was a little girl. The first rays of sunshine in Budapest always enticed me into the swimming pool to sunbathe despite the fact that it was March or the beginning of April. I was the brownest girl at the pool by the start of the summer. This really meant something in those days at the Lukács, the Gellért or the Szécheny Baths and later on at Margaret Island and the Palatinus when they opened for the summer. I liked my body and I exercised it, hardened it and stroked it and turned it golden brown with the sun’s rays. This meant that the operation would not only spell an end to the bikini and unrestricted sunbathing but also to surfing. It seemed like an impossible thought. With the power of this knowledge and painful loss I continued to “harass” the doctor: “And if we were still to try?” I asked politely.


“Dear Mrs König!” he continued, politely, but I could feel a sense of displeasure at my behaviour behind his words. I hadn’t immediately accepted his medical opinion; his decision. “I am the doctor and the specialist here. And the responsibility that goes along with this is also mine. If you insist on not accepting my opinion and reject the operation, then I will not be held responsible for the possibly sudden tragic consequences. Are you fully aware of what you are saying?”


“Yes!” I had said the unbelievable that neither he nor I had counted on. It was the tone of his last sentence that forced me to say it. Someone wanted to force his will on me and wanted to awaken fear within me! I was only asking for time to prepare. Perhaps he was right but I found myself completely unable to accept the tone that he used to address me. I rejected him completely as a doctor who would potentially operate on me or as a figure in whom I could place my trust. He also felt this in my “yes” — his whole medical self seemed insulted (though perhaps something else was going on in his head like his loss of fee for the operation!). He shoved a piece of paper in front of me.


“OK, this absolves me of all responsibility in your case. Don’t come back here if tragedy should strike! Sign here to say that you take all responsibility and that I have provided you with all the necessary information with the aim of avoiding this.” I signed and I began to doubt his character even more! I knew that I would never come back here again. I was happy when I was able to close the door behind me a couple of minutes later.


“I beg your pardon?” I was getting more and more worked up. “I think that we need to clarify who is here to serve whom. Isn’t the doctor here for me? I can be questioning, I can be shy; I can also be unsure! I am the patient after all!” What I went through here had already occurred to me at the doctor’s but now I started to defend myself for all I was worth. “I am simply not going to let them treat me like this! And right now, when I need understanding, attention and protection with such a large and dangerous decision to make.”


Perhaps the doctor was right in everything that he said but the way that he treated me was completely unacceptable. I stood before him as if I were a dwarf standing in front of a giant who made his decision. But I wasn’t a “dwarf” any longer; I was a conscious being who wasn’t willing to be treated like this and to have decisions made on my behalf. “There must be another gynaecologist who understands the patient’s side and, rather than being despotic, can create an atmosphere or some kind of possibility hand in hand with me as the patient, so that I will not only accept the decision but play a part in helping my recovery from my illness. Even if that means an operation!” I thought it all through on my way home. “I accept my illness as much as I accept my health! I have only known the one up until now and the other was nothing more than a frightening shadow.”


I needed help and for someone to support me in this new decision and to give me advice. This new force that had arrived within me started to reduce the importance of my illness in my mind.


I called my in-laws as soon as I got home. They were not only vegetarians but they also followed anthroposophy as taught by Rudolf Steiner. They didn’t know yet about my illness as I still hadn’t been able to accept it. I just spent day after day hoping that tomorrow everything would be gone as if nothing had ever happened.


My father-in-law patiently listened to everything I had to say.


“Yes, it was because of the way that doctors behaved and the ‘one truth’ of their knowledge and diagnosis that I sought another path,” he said at the other end of the telephone line. “I’d recommend you go to the Birchel-Benner Clinic where you’ll find ‘another sort of doctor’.”


I had already learned a great deal from Christian’s parents in terms of alternative diet, treatment of illnesses and my opinion of medication in general.


The highlight of Hungarian cuisine — those various delicious and spicy meat dishes — were completely missing from their table. My father-in-law had never eaten meat in his life. His parents ran the first ever vegetarian restaurant in Zurich and so he grew up on these foods and later consciously chose to live like this. His wife had found meat-eating an alien habit ever since she was a little girl. She too became a vegetarian by her own volition as soon as she left home. They wanted to consciously live their every step, every decision, and that is how they came to discover the philosophy of anthroposophy. They dictated nothing — I mean nothing — to me but simply lived an example that I started to largely follow.


My mother-in-law had spent her whole life running a home and looking after children and so as a young “beginner mum”, I was happy to have an example before me. They only believed in homeopathic remedies or anthroposophy preparations. I tried more and more as time went by and started to protest if the doctor prescribed antibiotics for the children for every little sniff and sneeze. My mother-in-law told me that while her boys had still been at home they had never taken any antibiotics and absolutely no other chemicals. They treated everything with homeopathic remedies or natural methods. I learned from her to use a vinegar-water foot poultice for fever that was completely successful in every case. I also treated my frequent throat infections with homeopathic medicine and mud packs or poultices. I not only accepted my father-in-law’s recommendation but I saw it as the first sign of the help that I had been waiting for.
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