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Foreword by Elana Leigh


Fanita encourages us to listen to adults recount their favorite fairy stories which, she suggests, offers a window into the storyteller. She shares with us that for the first part of her life Sleeping Beauty was her favorite tale, highlighting how the princess’s curiosity leads her to cross the parental limits which curse her to sleep until the prince wakes her up.


It is a privilege to write the foreword for the autobiography of this truly inspirational woman who generously, powerfully and honestly recounts her journey from being at the mercy of her unconscious drives towards her own awakening into greater consciousness, without relying on the magic of illusory princes. This process enabled her to make more informed choices and thereby to weave a rich and meaningful life.


From the time that I joined the International Transactional Analysis Association (ITAA) in the early 1980’s till now Fanita has been a significant leader and elder whose presence has provided a steady holding for our community. Because she was so actively present in the early beginnings of the Association, she was able to bring us the honest, inside history of Transactional Analysis by telling us about both the complexities and gifts of Eric Berne, the man, and how she managed with these, personally and professionally. As well as informing us about history she also demonstrated, encouraged and lived the belief that for a therapeutic practice to stay alive and dynamic its theories need to evolve while honouring what came before. Her loyalty has ensured that she hasn’t abandoned theories for the sake of change, but instead, in the interest of true integration, has courageously explored, investigated and integrated new methods outside her familiar frame of reference.


In her moving account of a border official wanting to confiscate her precious doll when she was travelling between Romania and Berlin, we read that her inconsolable tears saved both her doll and her. She writes “This became a very helpful survival conclusion. I must fight for my rights and succeed in doing so”. This determination to survive and succeed underpinned Fanita’s 30-year journey in exploring and writing about motivation. She asks “What is behind human behavior? What is it that Freud called the unconscious and what motivates us and in what way?” adding “I have been working on my drive or motivation theory for 30 years and I am still not finished.” Fanita’s genuine curiosity about what motivates the human condition, together with her passion and drive for knowledge have made her open to learn and evolve her theories from her patients, her colleagues and her students. In her unfolding narrative she beautifully shares this meaning-making with us, as she does her creative and astute theory on drives. “The idea of the three unconscious drives or motivators that direct our life energy is a core part of my concept,” she writes. Fanita believes that when we listen, know and honour these drives, we have the potential to live a more balanced and enriched life, which she certainly has done and to which these pages attest.


The notion of stories is embedded in Transactional Analysis theory and practice through the concept of script which Berne defined as “a predetermined future life.” Fanita, feeling that this definition was negative and limiting, went on to define script with a more positive slant: “...a map of life that enables people to grow and develop.” Healing the past in the present in order to create a different future is how Fanita has lived and how she tells her story. Script is about discovery- Who am I? How can I still be and how do I want to be? Therapy aims to help people cope with trauma and correct “harmful conclusions” so as to enable individuals to live a full and meaningful life. These beliefs have been ever-present in her long and varied personal and professional life. She has lived through many chapters in the unfolding development of psychological theories, yet her central thesis has remained unwavering. Committed to the belief that what and how we practice needs to work effectively, Fanita has always maintained that our focus needs to be helping people to get better and live a full and meaningful life.


Fanita’s talent and gift in being an engaging and evocative storyteller is evident in this richly descriptive memoir in which she immediately invites the reader into the center of her story and then skillfully weaves theories through her text, providing us with numerous opportunities to engage, reflect and learn, allowing us to be active rather than passive readers and learners. These standout qualities of her capacity for experiential engagement and eliciting the same from others have contributed to her being one of the great teachers who facilitates learning from the inside out - a gift and a legacy that will live on through so many.


In reading Fanita’s life story it becomes clear how, through periods of significant loss and grief, her determination and creativity supported her survival and success. These qualities have underpinned her encouragement of others to do similarly; to challenge systems, Sleeping Beauty-like, and personal fears in order to become the best version of themselves as well as create sustainable change. In this way, she has made a significant contribution to the International Transactional Analysis community. Having woken up to herself and living true to her values and philosophies have inspired many to strive to do the same.


“You can express yourself no matter how old you are. When you die you leave something behind that people like to remember or that is useful to them, that’s something I wish for. Death is part of it, you accept it, but it does not mean a final end, something good remains.”


Her extraordinary, long life has been a blessing for us all and she continues to bring us gifts and lessons, the book being one, and one of the many, many “something goods” which will remain.


Elana Leigh, past-president of the International Transactional Analysis Association ITAA (August 2019 - August 2021), TSTA, psychotherapist, supervisor and trainer




Author’s foreword


This book was first published in Germany in 2004. Now it is also available in English, and I hope that it will now reach readers all over the world. I received enthusiastic feedback from German readers who told me that this story had touched them, enriched them, made them think and helped them find solutions to their own problems. For those who had never heard of TA (Transactional Analysis), it sparked interest in the concepts.


On October 22, 2020, Fanita English turned 104. At over 90 she still held several workshops in Italy, Germany, Prague and Montreal and traveled to TA conferences. At the age of 94 she declared her seminar time to be over and since then she has been “retired”. But not completely. She worked on a book together with Martin Koschorke and a series of interesting videos based on her conversations with Joachim Karnath was made. Even at the age of 102 she was still coaching a small group of therapists and counseling some people, for example a couple with marital problems, at her retirement home near San Francisco. During the first Corona quarantine last year she edited the first rough draft of the English translation.


When I once asked her about the secret of her incredible energy, she reacted defensively: “I don’t know.” Nevertheless, she has now found a convincing explanation for her robust health and advanced age: all the sweets she bought and ate as a child in the bazaar in Istanbul, “dirty and full of bugs… I got immunized to everything for my whole life,” she says.


Her story is also a piece of contemporary history. It allows a look at some of the major therapeutic directions and concepts the past century has brought forth: psychoanalysis, Gestalt therapy, family therapy, group dynamics and especially TA which became Fanita’s central interest. She says that it saved her personally and it also became the most important basis for her work as a therapist, trainer, and company consultant. She always supported the development of TA and TA organizations and added valuable theories and insights.
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Photo 1 Fanita English (right) being interviewed by Sigrid Röhl, Schlechtenwegen, Germany in 2000





I met Fanita for the first time in 1998 in Malente, Germany, where she was holding a workshop, and we started working together the following summer. From then on we met at intervals, always for a few days - at her friend Isabelle Crespelle’s house in Montmorency near Paris, at her home in San Mateo and at my home. Our collaboration was not easy at times, but always exciting. Fanita spoke, I listened, summarized, sorted, asked questions. These hours of interviews - recorded on tape - gave rise to my first draft texts. Fanita read them, corrected and added to them. I had to rewrite most sections many times until we agreed. Some memories and connections only came to light in the course of the work. We experienced intense moments, painful as well as funny, and it was often exhausting.


For me Fanita embodies knowledge, wisdom, and a lot of humor. I often wondered about her astonishment with which she reacted to everyday situations. This was not coquetry, as I had first thought; she is genuinely always highly surprised by things that most people take for granted. Perhaps that is one of the reasons for her special effect. I have often observed how people changed in her presence, how they became more free, more relaxed, more powerful. People said that this woman changed their lives. I felt the same.


This grand old lady of psychotherapy and Transactional Analysis, who speaks five languages and has always had an unusually good memory, has friends and admirers all over the world. Privately, she is almost shy. She could always be very clear, direct and demanding, just as loving, caring and very charming.


Fanita’s private life and her work are inseparably linked to TA, as is the way she reflected on her life. For this reason I decided to explain the technical terms she uses: I think this makes the book understandable for people who are not familiar with TA.


Fanita completely agrees with the content, but, to this day, not with the narrative form. She would have written everything completely differently as she emphasized. I believe that too. But this is Fanita’s story as I heard it and had it described to me during the many hours we sat together. Only in this way did I want to, or indeed could I, retell it.


Sigrid Röhl, May 2021




San Mateo, Summer 2000:


Two women, sitting in an apartment. A German journalist, Sigrid Röhl, with lots of questions and an international therapist with an exciting life story, Fanita English. A long talk starts.


Journalist: Hello Fanita, I have many questions for you.


Fanita: What would you like to know, my friend?


Journalist: For example, what was it like when you met Berne and Perls in California in 1965?


Fanita: Ah yes.


Journalist: Why you became a therapist. How your theories were born. How you work.


Fanita: Ok.


Journalist: You are Jewish and were born in Romania, but you became American and now live in California. Your private life seems interesting too.


Fanita: Except for having two wonderful children I only like the second half.


Journalist: I would also like to know how you get your energy.


Fanita: I don’t really know.


Journalist: But you could say how you think and feel… what guides you, what your roots are.


Fanita: You want to know quite a lot about me. Okay, then I’ll start from the beginning.




One grandfather, two mothers and a distant dad


My love, my refuge, my great happiness as a young child was my grandpa. My grandfather, Bernard Gottesmann, a self-confident patriarch with a white moustache and a high-buttoned collar. He was strict and kind at the same time, but always loving towards me.As president of the Jewish community in Galatz, a small town in Romania, he was highly respected. Actually he did not particularly hold to religious traditions: Jewish customs and traditions did not play a significant role in my grandfather’s nor my parent’s everyday life.


I adored this grandfather, in whose house I was born on October 22, 1916, and he loved me unconditionally. He was my reliable savior when I fled from my mother’s control to his living room. “Let her be!” he would say – “Lass sie!”- in German, not in Romanian, because I was not supposed to understand it . And that was enough; I was allowed to stay. The other magic sentence was “Gib ihr noch ein bisschen”, “Give her a little bit more,” when I stood longingly in front of the locked cupboard with the sweets. Those were the two early sentences I repeated like a parrot and that’s probably why I always liked the German language.


Almost always there were visitors at my grandfather’s house, mostly orthodox Jews who hoped that my grandfather would help them save their sons from being drafted into the Romanian army, and that meant sending them to America before they were sixteen years old, the drafting age. Romania was very anti-Semitic, especially in the military services. Young Jewish soldiers were treated brutally there, sometimes even killed. My grandfather, who run a small insurance company, was appreciated not only in his community. He had far-reaching connections and especially good contacts in America.There he tried to find American families who would take in the sixteen- and seventeen-year-old boys and let them learn a trade or farming. Sometimes he was successful, sometimes he tried in vain, but he liked this activity.
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Photo 2 Fanita´s grandmother (center) with her daughters Frida (left) and Elena around 1914. Her grandmother died before Fanita was born
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Photo 3 Fanita’s grandparents with daughters Frida (left) and Fanita´s mother Elena around 1908, at the time of Elena´s engagement at the age of 17





As often as I could I was in his living room, which was some distance from our living quarters and served as a waiting room, always full of people - seeking his help or advice, also family friends and relatives.


The waiting men talked and played with me. Of course, they courted the little granddaughter of the man on whom the fate of their sons depended. I think at that time I developed what became the basis for my later work as a seminar leader: the deep conviction that I was welcome in the center of a group. I felt goodwill and acceptance. I was allowed to express myself and have fun.


My family situation was special also in other respects. For example, I actually had two mothers: my real mother, Elena, who gave birth to me, and her four years younger sister, my beautiful, happy, warm-hearted aunt Frida, whom I called Dida. Again, this had to do with my grandfather. I experienced him as extremely gentle and kind, although my mother saw him completely differently - for her he was still the strict, critical father whom she feared and wanted to please. Her own mother had paid little attention to her two daughters. She had left the upbringing of the girls to governesses, as was customary in those days among the wealthy bourgeois class to which my family belonged.


My grandfather was only interested in his younger daughter Frida. During childhood the only chance for my mother to get attention from her father and satisfy him was to take on the role of a surrogate mother and look after this little sister. My mother constantly heard “Look after Frida, take care of your sister!” When my aunt failed to complete some duty - and she was quite lazy - it was my mother who got into trouble, not Frida.


I am sure my mother was jealous and envious of her sister. But she did not realize that, and she would never have admitted it. On the contrary, there always seemed to be great friendship and love between the two of them; there were never any quarrels. For a long time I also had this false image in my mind. And I believe that this idea was even true for my aunt, because her elder sister had raised her and constantly looked after her. But it was not true for my mother. She had completely repressed her anger. Her love and care were substitute feelings.


Children develop “substitute feelings” (“rackets”) and corresponding “substitute behavior” when certain feelings are forbidden or not accepted in a family or other important social situations. This can be envy, as in this case. Envy is a particularly strong, and even dangerous, feeling for small children: to be envious is to wish that the other person be miserable, that he/she should perhaps even die. If envy cannot be expressed, the child - unconsciously - looks for ways to find a substitute feeling and behaviors that are allowed or even rewarded. But they do not correspond to his or her real inner experience and therefore do not help him or her cope with the situation. Typical for a substitute feeling is that it very often stands in strong contrast to the suppressed feeling, like love instead of hate or happiness instead of sadness.


World War I begun in 1914, and about a year and a half later my father was drafted. My parents were living in Constanta, a town at the Black Sea, and my mother, then pregnant after eight years of marriage, fled to my grandfather’s home in the North. My aunt Frida followed shortly afterwards. Her husband also had had to join the army. My grandmother had died in the meantime. Frida was at home all day long and bored. When I was born she finally had something to do. I became her favorite toy, her doll, her baby, she was enchanted by me. My poor mother never had a chance. At last she had her own child, the child she had yearned for, but her sister took possession of the newborn and showered it with love and tenderness. And my mother did not resist or even protest; seemingly she took it calmly.


For me, too, the situation seemed obvious; I believed that the stork which brought babies had been mistaken and that the two women were mixed up. Dida was my real mother, she was the one I loved and felt loved by. My biological mother was present and she nursed me, of course, but it was mostly out of a sense of responsibility and seldom out of joy or fun. For instance, later on she liked to mention that during the time she nursed me, she forced herself to eat oatmeal every day, although she detested it. She had been told that this was how she would have enough milk for me, and she acted accordingly.


That the two sisters were secretly competing for me became clear to me much later. For instance, as an adult I frequently asked myself: Why do I always eat so much that I almost feel sick, but feel good about it? At some point I recognized the reason: my mother and my aunt always fed me at the same time. They alternately pushed one spoonful at a time into my mouth and each encouraged me to eat more from her spoon and I wanted to please them and not offend anybody, so I swallowed and swallowed and was praised very much for it.


I not only loved my grandfather, I also experienced him as a powerful authority in the background who would always protect me. My mother regularly put me on the potty, which was the usual pottery training at that time. I did not like this ritual at all. You had to sit until you produced something. One time I felt I had sat on the potty for an eternity. When I heard my grandfather coming to the front door I began to shout terribly. When my mother and aunt rushed over thinking something had happened to me, I triumphed: “Grandfather will be here soon and scold you!”


My grandfather was a type 2 person, so am I. My mother was a type 1 person, although you wouldn’t notice it right away - she didn’t look like a helpless little girl at all, her sister had that role.


According to Fanita people can be assigned to two personality types: the “undersure” type (type 1) or the “oversure” type (type 2). Undersure are people who prefer to ask questions, who doubt, wait and see. Oversure are people who generally prefer to give answers, give instructions, make decisions for others. Type 1 tends to adapt or rebel, type 2 is more nurturing or critical. To belong to one of the two types is neither good nor bad, both have their advantages and disadvantages. The types simply describe the basic character of a person, the way one prefers to behave, or what suits one best. Types 1 and 2 occur in varying degrees and are sometimes difficult to recognize, for example when someone usually behaves differently from their type.




Two marriage arrangements


My mother was not really beautiful, like Dida, but quite attractive: with her long red hair, light sun-sensitive skin, a good figure and very beautiful legs. She was intelligent and well-behaved, as befits daughters of a middle-class family, but not ambitious. She spoke several languages, played the piano quite well without being at all musical – she did it like typing. And unfortunately she married the wrong man.


Of course, she was unaware of that. She was eighteen at the time. That was the age when people got married and my mother agreed, also for her marriage to be arranged as was customary. A young girl was introduced to several candidates, they chatted a little under the watchful eyes of family and friends, and then they made their decision. It was not a love marriage. My mother chose her husband for three reasons, as she told me later: firstly my father was very elegantly dressed, secondly he looked as if he was kind and thirdly because he spoke several languages and had a doctorate in chemistry. My mother was interested in the natural sciences and she would have liked to have studied medicine or pharmacy herself, but that was unthinkable for a woman in Romania at that time. She hoped that this man would teach her. These were her main motives, but very soon my mother realized that her wishes would not come true in her marriage.


My father made his decision for similarly unromantic reasons. He came from a Jewish banker’s family, had been at boarding school in Austria, had studied philosophy and later chemistry, then he had started to work. At that time he was 28 years old, and his family urged him to start his own household. The only reason for this marriage, which my father told my mother and which offended her all her life, was that he did not want to insult the honor of her family.


The following then happened: a short time after the two families had arranged the marriage, my father’s mother - my mother always called her the witch - suddenly no longer agreed to the amount of the dowry. She demanded more money. I think in reality they wanted to undo everything, I don’t know why. Anyway, there was a huge row, and in the end my grandfather had to give in and increase the sum. My father was very embarrassed. After he married my mother, he used the extra money to buy her a precious ring, but he didn’t do what would have been really important for her: to assert himself against his mother and prevent this dispute. He wasn’t capable of that.


My father was a type 1 man. That was obvious, not hidden like with my mother. Moreover, I suspect today that he had homosexual tendencies without being aware of it. The hero in Thomas Mann’s novel Death in Venice bears a striking resemblance to my father. He is just as reserved, polite and kindly dismissive, and he is just as unclear about his feelings.


As a child, of course, I didn’t think so. For me, it was self-evident that my father never went on holiday with us, and that he wasn’t sad about staying at home alone. On the contrary, he was happy when we finally left; he was in a good mood for days before. For me, it was also normal that he almost never did things together with my mother. And later, when we lived in Turkey, there was Prince Trubetzkoy, a young man with a completely hairless face, always extremely polite. He came from an old Russian aristocratic family and brought my father’s freshly washed shirts to our home once a week. After the Russian Revolution, many refugees lived in Istanbul, and many of them had opened restaurants or laundries. Whenever Trubetzkoy came, my father insisted on opening the door himself and receiving his shirts. Sometimes they would play chess together and my mother and I were not allowed to disturb them. I just had this strange feeling, as children sometimes have when something is wrong with a situation, because I saw that this man was the only person my father was really interested in.


My father avoided contact with me and my mother. I remember that sometimes I tried to climb on his lap - but each time he pushed me gently but determinedly away - he claimed his trousers would get wrinkled. He hardly ever talked to me either. I never heard anything important from him: nothing about his childhood, about his war experiences, about his family - everything I know about them comes from my mother’s stories.


Certainly, my father did not want any children of his own. It was my mother’s wish, and my father had probably realized that she needed someone to take care of and hoped that that would relieve him.


For the first four years of my life, my father was drafted for World War I and away from home. When the war ended he returned. He had studied in Zurich, and with his Swiss doctorate in chemistry he was soon employed by the Romanian oil company “Steua Romana”, a subsidiary of Shell, in Constanta, which was a few hours’ train ride from Galatz. My mother now lived partly with us in Galatz, partly with her husband. Sometimes my father came to visit, but I myself stayed with my grandfather and my aunt in Galatz all the time. My aunt liked to tell the following story about my father: He took me shopping when I was a little girl and he forgot me in the store. It was my aunt who quickly ran off to pick me up. Her concluding comment each time was, “You could not be trusted with him.” I don’t quite believe that story, maybe my aunt feared that he would forget me, but it describes the situation psychologically quite aptly. My aunt’s message was: “Don’t trust men,” because that way she had me even more to herself. The only exception was my grandfather, but then I lost him: when I was four years old I had to leave Galatz. My mother and father moved us to Istanbul, where my father had a new job with the oil company.




A strange family


For me the change must have been traumatic. Even today I can only describe the child back then from outside, without any feelings. I think that’s exactly how I felt at that time. I believe I froze inside. I functioned, but I didn’t really live - and that remained so for a long time.
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Photo 4 Fanita at about 5 years old with her parents and one of her father’s brothers (2nd from left)





I had been torn out of my paradise. I was suddenly far away from my grandfather and my aunt, who for me were actually my parents. It was as if I had fallen into a strange family with a father I hardly knew and a mother who was looking for love and recognition in vain.


My father just wanted to be left alone. He worked during the day, but business bored him and he hated his job. He would have much rather taught at the university - he had a PhD in chemistry. But that was impossible for him as a Jew in Romania at the time. He was constantly grumbling about his work, and in every free minute, i.e. the evenings and on weekends, he withdrew with his violin. It was lucky for him that he had the music. I think playing the violin was the only form for his expressive drive that gave him pleasure.


The idea of three “unconscious drives” or “motivators” that direct our life energy is a core part of Fanita’s concept. One of these three motivators is the previously mentioned “expressive drive” or “Passia”. It leads to curiosity, the urge to explore, enthusiasm, fascination, creativity, the uncompromising willingness to do a thing for its own sake. If it is suppressed too much, life seems joyless and boring to us or perhaps we suddenly do something completely unexpected, crazy or dangerous. The second motivator is the “resting drive”, called “Transia”, for transcendence, which, for example, makes us sleep, relax or open ourselves up to spirituality. The third motivator is the “survival drive,” “Survia”, which, for example, makes us earn our living or ensure that we receive attention and recognition, and also care about food, health, etc.


I did not like being at home. I hardly remember our apartment either. In my room there was my bed, a desk, some kind of cupboard, and on a small chair sat my doll “Goldheart”, my most precious possession, for which I had fought dramatically. My aunt had given it to me on a trip to Berlin. When we crossed the Romanian border by train on the way back, the officer demanded customs duty for the new toy, but my mother refused to pay. The man then wanted to confiscate the doll, but before he could touch it, I started screaming and raving. The other travelers interfered, and to my great surprise my mother let me continue to scream; for the first time in my life I was not to calm down. Finally the customs officer gave in. I was allowed to keep my doll, and he was so unnerved that he did not even check our luggage. This was an important new experience for me, which became a very helpful survival conclusion: I must fight for my rights and succeed in doing so. I was able to do that pretty well all my life - except when it came to my mother or people who were similar to her.


The concept of “survival conclusions” was also developed by Fanita. According to this, it is vital for a small child to find out how best to cope in the family and in his/her environment. Based on his/her experiences, observations and the messages he/she receives, the child makes certain decisions, called survival conclusions, which can be helpful, but also harmful.


For me, the only beautiful thing in our apartment was the view of the Bosphorus from my bedroom window. Besides my room and the kitchen, I remember the dining room, my parents’ bedroom and a living room full of bookshelves, mainly containing my father’s textbooks, but also German philosophy and literature. My father particularly admired Nietzsche and Schopenhauer. From them he had taken over the idea that life is hard and sad, but that nothing can be done about it and that it must be taken with humor. My father never showed this attitude in a positive way, but always disparagingly and sarcastically, out of the hidden rebellious Child ego state: he mocked bourgeois values and convention and found Romania terrible, provincial and underdeveloped. When my mother was homesick and wanted to go back, he laughed at her, but he spoke almost as derogatorily about the Turks and Greeks.


“Rebellious Child” is a term from TA. According to it, every human being has three so-called “ego states”, three separate systems to feel, think and behave: a Parent ego state, an Adult ego state, and a Child ego state. These parts of our personality are formed in childhood, and we use them throughout our lives. Rebellion - secretly and openly displayed - is the attempt of the Child ego state to resist adaptation. It can lead to necessary changes but is often associated with a hidden feeling of inadequacy, overstraining or inferiority, out of the childlike primal fear of being abandoned and left to die.


I saw my father mainly at supper which was, by the way, the only time in the day when the three of us met. These meals always followed the same pattern: my father brought some specialties, tomatoes from Alexandria, fresh Greek cheese or foreign ham. We ate, but soon my mother started nagging and complaining about the maid who, for example, had stolen again. Probably she wanted to be pitied, but my father just said, “Give her a raise and she’ll stop.” These were exploitative transactions of my mother; my father didn’t take part for long, and my mother was then frustrated because she had naturally hoped for support.


“Exploitative transactions” or “racketeering” is what Fanita calls certain ineffective communication behaviors. Unconsciously, the actor attempts to get attention and confirmation from his partner for what he does or says. He does it according to his type, by complaining or scolding again and again until it becomes annoying for the partner. At some point the partner crosses the transaction, i.e. answers differently from what is expected.


My father always acted extremely generous in money matters. But my mother, of course, disagreed with his suggestion that the maid should be paid better, and was angry and silent. Finally, my father told his typical jokes, for example making fun of our neighbors and their ostentatious furnishings. My mother didn’t find it funny at all, but I was so amused every time that I had to go to the toilet laughing. When I returned to the table, my father had already left. I think it was a secret alliance between us: unconsciously I helped him finish the meal together as quickly as possible.


Another scene was also repeated: occasionally my parents played music together, my mother played the piano and my father the violin. But soon my father started to improvise and my mother complained, because she couldn’t come along on the piano, and started to scold. Finally, with a mumbled apology my father took his violin and disappeared into his beloved little room, a tiny room next to the bathroom, which had a linoleum floor and was empty except for the music stand and a sink.


I think my mother constantly felt hurt by my father, but she stoically endured it, taking the attitude that nothing could be done about it. Sometimes I heard her talking to her bridge girlfriends about her husband, “I can’t complain. He doesn’t drink, hasn’t had affairs and is generous with money,” but she didn’t say it happily. On the contrary, it sounded rather sad and resigned.


My father was not at all the typical head of the family, although my mother wanted him to be. I experienced him as an elder brother. He was never strict or annoying, but always friendly, soft and yielding, very passive. Later, as a young girl, I even despised him a little for that. I think one of his most important survival conclusions was: “You cooperate and protect yourself as best you can”.


Everyone has thousands of survival conclusions. A lot of them are useful and remain useful- for example, for a toddler, the prohibition “Don’t run into the surf!” or the warning “Be careful if you drink something hot.” Others can cause us massive harm, especially if they are repeatedly reinforced. Then they are like scarred wounds to the soul. It can be assumed that, as a child, Fanita’s father was rejected in his family, he was often laughed at and criticized and therefore he developed retreat as self-protection.


Partly I have taken over the tendency to withdraw from my father. This expresses itself in me physically as well. For example, I am extremely reluctant to stand in a queue because I don’t like it when someone touches me accidentally.


One of my mother’s survival conclusions was the conviction that one must follow the wishes of the head of the family at all costs. Therefore, she now projected the qualities of her father, who had been strict and had set high standards, onto her husband and tried to meet his supposed demands and be an exemplary wife and housewife. For example, she emphasized at every opportunity how thrifty she was without ever receiving the slightest recognition from him for it. On the contrary, my father even criticized her for not secretly setting aside part of the household money. He had experienced this with his mother, who had financed his education in this way, and that had meant saving for him.
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