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The author Cyrill A. Wyss was born in a typically Swiss small town. He is a communications specialist, consultant and book author. He and his life partner have three children and understand „equality of opportunity in the education system“, in particular as regards ADHD and the use of Ritalin.




Ana was no child prodigy. This was a situation her mother wanted to change.


Part 1 of the trilogy of novels about the educational system in a success-driven society by Cyrill A. Wyss. With a foreword by Pascal Rudin, UN representative for children‘s rights and protection.





INTRODUCTION



Time to wake up
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from Pascal Rudin


Representative to the United Nations


Children’s Rights and Protection


International Federation of Social Workers (IFSW)


A WORLD ASLEEP


In 1931, Aldous Huxley wrote a novel about his vision of the future, called Brave New World. The novel anticipates developments in reproductive technology, sleep-learning, psychological manipulation, and classical conditioning that combine profoundly to change society. Most importantly, it outlines how drugging of the masses might be used as a strong technology for social control by sedating, calming and, most importantly, distracting a person from realising that there’s actually something very wrong with the World. The drug called ‘soma’, meaning ‘sleep’ in Greek language, is a symbol of the use of instant gratification to control the World: ‘And there‘s always soma to calm your anger, to reconcile you to your enemies, to make you patient and long-suffering. In the past you could only accomplish these things by making a great effort and after years of hard moral training. Now, you swallow two or three half- gramme tablets, and there you are.’ (Huxley, 2002: 60).


While this Novel seemed to be rather utopian at that time, prescribing strong, mind-altering drugs to children on a daily basis has become highly accepted in contemporary societies. Foremost, the concept of Attention Deficit Hyperactivity Disorder (ADHD) has been used to classify children as being deficient and in need of daily drugging. Drawing on the rationale of U.S. Psychiatry as enshrined in the Diagnostic and Statistic Manual of Mental Disorders (DSM-5), up to one in four children qualify as having this ‘condition’, which is now officially recognised as a disability (U.S. Department of Education, 2016). While there are many other ‘conditions’ under which children are being drugged these days, ADHD has arguably been and continues to be the most important driver for the mass drugging of children for behavioural reasons.


Disease-mongering


Without dismissing the fact that there are certain rare circumstances in which the use of psychotropic drugs may be a useful part of an overall treatment plan, the overdiagnosis and overmedication of children in the context of ADHD is now almost universally acknowledged (Leo & La casse, 2015).


The phenomenon of ADHD has received significant attention in the last decade, both in academia and in the media. The ambiguity of its core symptoms, the international inconsistency of diagnostic processes and guidelines, and the growing global use of psychotropic drugs to treat ADHD are the central concerns in the contemporary discourse. Despite all research efforts it has been difficult to gain and maintain agreement on what ADHD is or what should be done about it.


So what is ADHD? According to the DSM-5 published by the American psychiatric profession, it is a brain-based disorder, in which inattention, hyperactivity and impulsiveness constitute the core triad of symptomatic behaviours. The constant widening of the definition of ADHD over the last decades has allowed the diagnosis of children with or without hyperactivity, and with or without other diagnostic labels (Baumgaertel et al.,1995). With the advent of DSM-5, ADHD has become even more inclusive, and through disease-mongering, it has been blown up out of all proportion (Frances, 2013). Given these circumstances, it is not surprising that epidemiological studies find prevalence rates of ADHD of up to 26% (Timimi & Taylor,2003). In other words, depending on myriad factors, up to one in four children are believed to have ADHD.


A drug as a proof of a physiological pathology


In spite of all research efforts, there are still no specific cognitive, metabolic, neurological or medical tests for ADHD. Rather, the drug itself, mostly methylphenidate (prominently known as Ritalin) is being used as a proof of a pathology. As Comstock argues, either misinterpreting or recontextualising former research findings, ‘many clinical researchers began to claim (roughly) that if the subject has an abnormal reaction to the medication – if the medication tends to sedate – then this becomes the proof of an analogical physiological pathology’ (2011: 60). In other words, children that calm down and focus on a single task when taking Ritalin are believed to have ADHD, despite the fact that every child behaves in a similar way when taking these drugs (Timimi & Taylor, 2003).


In an acknowledgement of the growing body of literature that challenges the validity of the diagnosis and the positivistic assumptions it is based upon, it appears to be worthwhile to be critical about the hegemonic biomedical explanation. Although one of the most widely researched disorders in psychiatric as well as psychological accounts, the cause(s) of ADHD remain elusive. Regarding evidence of a neurobiological base for the disorder, research is far from conclusive, or even inconsistent, leaving this hypothesis unconfirmed (Cooper, 2001).


In contrast to a simplified biomedical model, Thomas Szasz suggested that since there is no demonstrable biological pathology, mental illness such as ADHD is a pseudonym for culturally disapproved thoughts, feelings, and, particularly, behaviours (1974). In a similar vein, Singh, drawing on the work of Conrad and Schneider (1980), argues that ADHD ‘modifies, regulates and eliminates deviant behaviour with a diagnostic label and a punishment in the form of drug treatment’ (Singh, 2002: 362).


The erosion of ‘normality’


While the hypothesis of a neurological base of ADHD remains unconfirmed, the fast growth of the application of this diagnosis is well documented by evidence. For example in Germany, the number of children diagnosed with ADHD rose from 5,000 in 1995 to 380,000 in 2008 and is expected to have reached 600,000 in 2012 (DGSP, 2013: 8). In the U.S., approximately 6.4 million children (11% of the overall population) have been diagnosed with ADHD as of 2011. The rates of ADHD diagnosis increased on average by approximately 5% per year from 2003 to 2011 (Centers for Disease Control and Prevention, 2016).


As Abraham holds, the tendency to increasingly drug children may contribute to an erosion of ‘normality’: ‘over the last 40 years, diagnostic criteria for ADHD have consistently widened, making it virtually impossible to disentangle increased identification of ADHD sufferers from increased medicalisation, and leading to concern that the threshold between ‘normal behaviour’ and ADHD has been set too low’ (Abraham, 2010: 608).


While the famous Multi Treatment Approach (MTA) study initially concluded that there might be a benefit in drugging children, the same researchers concluded in their three and eight year follow up studies that there was no discernible benefit from the use of Ritalin (Molina et al., 2007; Molina et al.,2009).


Furthermore, the recently released Cochrane study revealed that there are many adverse effects from taking drugs for ADHD, and that the quality of the available evidence means that they cannot say for sure whether taking methylphenidate will improve the lives of children and adolescents with ADHD (Storebø et al., 2015). Side effects of Ritalin include feeling nervous or irritable, sleep problems (insomnia), loss of appetite, nausea, stomach pain, headache, hallucinations, new behaviour problems, aggression, hostility, paranoia and even ‘sudden death in certain people’ (Cerner Multum Inc., 2016). Considering these serious side effects, why do parents give methylphenidate and other risky psychiatric drugs to the children they love? There is no simple answer to this question. However, it is possible to identify some important drivers of this tendency.


Directing teacher’s views about ADHD


According to Conrad & Bergey, there are five key drivers of the contemporary global migration of ADHD: first of all, the transnational pharmaceutical industry has extended its successful marketing strategies to include not only consumers and physicians, but also non-medical professions such as teachers. Teachers often play a significant role in ADHD diagnosis and treatment. Big Pharma has presented itself in a benevolent and authoritative way, influencing teacherss views about ADHD and directing them toward medical treatment. Secondly, the dominant biological model of ADHD, asking for pharmaceutical treatment, has successfully been promoted by U.S. psychiatry, both in the U.S. and beyond. Thirdly, the increasing influence of U.S. psychiatry has also been reflected in the growing usage of the DSM. Physicians across Europe have traditionally used the World Health Organisation’s ICD. While the prevalent rate of ADHD using ICD criteria is expected to be below 1%, the DSM is far more inclusive. A further important driver is the Internet, providing access to health information which is often offered by major drug companies, presenting ADHD information, checklists, screening devices and promotions for their products. Finally, advocacy groups, often funded in part by pharmaceutical companies, play an important role in spreading awareness about ADHD diagnosis and treatment with psychotropic drugs (Conrad & Bergey, 2014).


However, despite these strong drivers, there is still hope for change. And there is support for change from the high level, namely the United Nations.


Time to wake up


In February 2015, the United Nations Committee on the Rights of the Child (hereafter Committee) expressed its concerns regarding the ‘excessive diagnosis of attention deficit hyper activity disorder (ADHD) or attention deficit disorder (ADD) and the ensuing increase in the prescription of psychostimulant drugs to children, in particular methylphenidate, despite growing evidence of the harmful effects of these drugs’ (UN Committee on the Rights of the Child, 2015: 14).


The Committee recommended that Switzerland carry out research in order to reveal the causes of inattention in the classroom, and to identify non-drug approaches to ADHD. Furthermore, the Committee‘s concluding observations highlighted the necessity to ensure that all relevant stakeholders working for and with children are provided with adequate information on ADHD (ibid). The UN recommendations towards Switzerland can be taken as a case study, as other countries received similar recommendations, e.g. Germany, The Netherlands and Spain.


These concerning developments have therefore been recognised by one of the highest authorities of our international society. It is, however, in the hands of the civil society to follow these recommendations and to foster the required global awakening. In other words, it is now a question of what you and I are doing about it.


(References see appendix)




This novel on contemporary affairs is entirely imaginary. All the people, the locations in which the actions take place, professional groups, agencies, etc. are fictional. Any similarities with real-life events, existing names, personalities etc. are purely coincidental. No form of reproduction (even if only in part) is authorized without permission from the author.
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For all parents who would rather live with children than with pushy conformists; against all the over-ambitious who force rebellious children into obedience with medication; let nobody turn into a monster in order to remain among the living.


Ana Kämpfer in the covering letter to her bequest on January 9, 2015





CHAPTER I


PINOCCHIO’S CHILDREN


Blinding flashes of lightning closely followed by whipping claps of thunder tore through the dark of the night. It was Sunday evening. The end of a glorious summer day. Sylvie slammed a newspaper down on the table in front of Ben.


“Here’s someone wanting to pour her heart out. A woman, supposedly in the prime of her life, looking for someone to write a book about her.”


Ben raised his eyebrows and glanced at the ad. Who could this woman be, advertising for an author? Why didn’t she simply go to a PR Agency? And what did she have to tell? The ad gave a mobile phone number. Ben reached out for his phone and dialed the number.


“Good of you to call! At present I am hiking in the Alps, looking at the wonderful mountains, the tough steinbock and the wonderful world of plants. Please call again. Have a good day. Bye.”


Ben ended the call. “Not the usual bla-bla-bla you get from an ansaphone.” Sylvie looked at him questioningly and went into the kitchen.


****


Her mobile phone, lying carelessly on the bedside table, rang for the second time. The huge woman lay motionless on the heavy hospital bed. She was tired and needed to rest. The therapy she had to undergo daily for her physical and mental health was always demanding.


After her bath, two nurses had taken her back to her cot. There was a special crane for lifting her. She had lost more than 81 pounds over the last six months. But 150 kilos was still too much. Far too much. Her body was practically immovable.


It was not easy for the nurses on her ward to lift her out of her cot, into the bath, and finally get her back to bed. The clinic had therefore installed this electrical crane. With this the patient could be raised and lowered on a rigid, 150cm wide, hard rubber mat.


Now it was time to put her to bed for the night. A tiring, unpleasant task, not only for Ana Kämpfer, but also for the nurses. Ana lay exhausted on her back, staring silently up at the ceiling. As always at these moments. She followed the individual patterns. The individual small ridges like small white mountains from top to bottom, throwing tiny shadows in the room‘s dull light.


The two nurses had finished their back-breaking labour and had wheeled the crane away to stand by the window. They were saying goodbye, smiling and rushing off. Sister Anette, who was German, pulled at the bedspread.


„Should I turn on the TV or do you want to be quiet, Frau Kämpfer?“


„Could you possibly pass me the remote. I couldn‘t see my phone earlier. Could you please have a look and see where it has gone?“


„I‘ll have a look. Oh, here it is. It was on your bedside table. Look! you‘ve had a call.“


„That will be my stepsister. It‘s just her bad conscience because she didn‘t visit me today! Could you put it there. She‘ll try again later.“


„Now, are you comfortable, Frau Kämpfer?“


„I‘m fine, thank you.“


„Good. They be round with dinner in a few minutes. I hope you have a nice quiet night. Sleep well.“


„And you too. Thank you, Nurse.“


***


„Well? Did you call the advertiser?“ Sylvie hadn‘t been listening. A blinding flash of lightning lit up the room as she sat down on the other end of the couch.


Ben shook his head. „No I couldn‘t reach her. Apparently she‘s on a tour of the Alps, according to her ansaphone.“


He made an attempt via SMS.





	6.31 p.m.

	“Are you still needing someone to write your exciting life story?”





	6.34 p.m.

	“Well, have you ever done any reporting?”





	6.53 p.m.

	“No, but I’m the person you need.”





	6.55 p.m.

	“That sounds very confident. When can we talk over the phone?”





	6.59 p.m.

	“Shall I call you between 10 and 11 a.m. on Monday?”





	7.01 p.m.

	“Fine. Just one question. Are you from Zurich or from New York?”





	7.05 p.m.

	“Neither. I’m from in-between.”





	7.08 p.m.

	“Me too. I’m travelling in the Sahara with 40 camels. Ha-ha. Too bad. You don’t have time. My name is Trudi Gester. I’d like to have a chat. So silly, when you’re married.”





	7.12 p.m.

	“If you must know, I’m single.”





	7.28 p.m.

	“Until tomorrow. Sweet dreams.”







Who was this woman? SMS would know. Trudi Gester was a teller of fairy tales. Long since dead. Was the woman’s ad for a writer really looking for company and attention?


Monday, 9.15 a.m.: the time agreed for the call. Ben called the advertiser. No one answered; no ansaphone. Ben hung up and threw the free paper in the wastepaper basket.


***


The sick woman began smiling as the telephone rang. “I don’t believe it!’ Once again some dumb bimbo at the paper had fallen for her old trick and once again an ad had been printed that she would never pay for! She let the phone ring. It upped the suspense for herself and this curious journalist!


Once more the drama she’d created was running its course. Ana had written the script in her mind’s eye. She imagined it, how she’d be visited by one of these naïve writers, and how he’d bring to her bedside the tasty titbits she asked for.


Ana Kämpfer sighed with relief. At least one bright prospect. What a marvellous idea, to have someone bring you goodies from the supermarket. The specialities for which she craved.


Visits from journalists were pretty much the only bright spots in the patient’s depressing daily life. Most of them pitied her when they saw her lying there, alone and helpless. Once again she’d have one of them at her bedside and tell him of her life. At least there would be someone who was actually interested.


Ana Kämpfer looked at these visits as diversions in the dreary wasteland, day after day, of this room and its pale forms.


Although – so far – no one had written a book about her, these pirate ads, as she called them, made sense to her. In this way she got to see people who came from outside. From a world that she yearned for. Their presence brought her a breath of freedom. And that was good.


The fact that her advertising dodge also gave someone else work to do was a joy to her. The 81-year-old lawyer from the public authorities had signed up to take care of administrative matters for her. Since the old man was now committed, he might as well have something to do on her behalf.


She gave him this work through orders she placed but did not pay for. The first matter for him to attend to was the invoice addressed to her. This was followed by several reminders a few weeks later. Once the final date for payment had passed, the lawyer would then receive the debt collection order. One of many, that the good man would place in a folder with her name on it. Filed according to the input data.


Most of her creditors only learned that Ana Kämpfer had long been insolvent when they tried to collect their money. For example, the obliging local chocolate manufacturers. They were her favourite victims. They simply sent her the beautifully packaged chocolates, without first making sure she was able to pay.


Some of the tasty morsels she kept for herself. But the rest she gave out to the nursing staff. In this respect she was fair. Ana appreciated the help given to her. And so the helpers should not go unrewarded. After all, they looked after her, day in, day out. Even carrying out the most unpleasant tasks. Most of them were friendly towards her; a few exceptions, of course.


Her favourite was Bettina! This spirited and vivacious caregiver was always particularly warm towards her. Ana’s huge bulk, her related helplessness, and extremely complicated care needs did not seem to faze the young woman. She simply took things in her stride and fulfilled her duties without grumbling. It was not in her character to work slowly or in a surly manner. Instead she would tell a joke or make encouraging remarks. She was always in a good mood and so created a happy atmosphere. Not only among the patients. Everybody seemed to like her and enjoyed working with her. But the happiness of Ana’s favourite nurse from the Canton of Valais had been tragically threatened a few weeks before.


One morning Bettina came sadly to her bedside. At first Ana thought she had measles. But the nurse shook her head. No, the red rash on her skin had a different cause. The doctors were unable to diagnose it. If she were lucky, it would disappear as quickly as it had come!


But this was small consolation. Her whole body was affected. Her boyfriend was avoiding her. And he was not the only one. Her colleagues were also steering clear of her.


“They all think I have an infectious disease.”


She was ashamed and no longer dared to be near people, she sobbed.


Ana Kämpfer felt a deep pity for her. That poor girl! But sympathy on its own wouldn’t help. The sick woman thought at length. What could she do for her nurse? And a thought came to her as she was leafing through a local weekly paper.


One of the ads included a coupon for ordering a masterpiece for Power Women with Charm. The advertising came from a well known French cosmetics company. Six months earlier the company had moved its headquarters to Switzerland. Employees had complained publicly about long working hours and low wages! The Head of the company had personally denied the truth of this. Since then the company had had an image problem. The workers’ organisations had come out in protest and had called for demonstrations in front of the newly opened beauty shops in the different towns and cities of the country.


The media went beyond simply reporting this. French politicians were interviewed on television and called for a boycott on the company’s goods because the group had moved its head office into a tax haven.


The cosmetics firm were not only offering gift packages. They were also inviting the interested readers to attend Know-How-Parties in their salons. “Immerse yourself in the world of classical beauty. Share with our other customers. Enjoy a glass of champagne with our consultants. Make close friendships. Know happiness, today and tomorrow!”


For Ana Kämpfer it was all clear. The gifts and Prosecco and Champagne were all about gaining the favour of those demanding ladies. A good opportunity for surprising the unhappy Bettina with a cosmetic set! She used her phone to call the headquarters in Zug and ask to speak to someone in marketing.


It took three attempts before she spoke to “Monsieur Du Pont”. She wished him good day and explained that she had learnt from television that his company had become Swiss. For this reason she was turning directly to him with her problem. He would certainly be able to give her advice. The evening before she had been, completely unexpectedly, called to this Beauty Clinic in Bernese Oberland. Since the waiting lists for these beauty operations are very long, she had jumped at the chance and driven straight over there. Now she wanted to make the best use of her time and also do something for her face and hands. After all, it was not only the unseen parts of the body that needed styling and care. That was her opinion.


The man Ana Kämpfer was talking to appeared delighted. She had certainly made the right decision. What did she have in mind? Ah well, he was the expert. What would he recommend? The effusive beauty expert suggested first the exclusive hundred-piece Beauty Set, which had just come onto the market. She needn’t worry about the size of the set. All the products had a long service guarantee. And the price, considering the high performance, was very advantageous.


“You will be very satisfied, Madame. This particular line of cosmetics is very exclusive and it will bring you – comment dit? – après votre séjour de beauté – much joy!”


Ana, after a few minutes, found herself inspired by this very charming and courteous sales-expert. She gave her address as the Beauty Clinic but deliberately added her room number and second floor of the hospital’s care unit. She asked that the invoice be sent to her agent in Bern. She had asked her lawyer, Dr von Siebenthal, to handle all administrative matters in her absence. After clarifying all these details, Ana, smiling to herself, put her phone back on the bedside cabinet. The order was now set in motion!


A few days later Ana Kämpfer received the parcel, delivered directly to her bedside. In the afternoon she asked a young trainee in occupational skills to help her unpack it. The girl laughed as she unpacked the many lipsticks, beauty creams, face powder, complexion brushes and make-up.


“Is this all for you?”


Ana grinned, “Now you can see where the real beauty of an ageing woman comes from!”


They both laughed. Ana then explained to the trainee that the cosmetics were a present for a friend. She asked her to put them in the cabinet and get rid of all the packaging.


Late in the evening she asked the night-nurse to repack the beauty set as if it were a birthday present. She wanted it to be a surprise for someone. In the morning Bettina came to Ana’s bed, the corners of her mouth turned down, to take her pulse and blood pressure. Ana asked her to open her cabinet. She would find inside “a little appreciation”.


“Oh, thank you, but right now I don’t have time. Perhaps I could come by again during my break. Would that be alright?”


At 10 a.m. Bettina reappeared. She was very surprised by the beautifully wrapped parcel. “Is it for me?” Ana nodded.


“Take it and put it in your car, before the others see it.” Bettina hesitated. Then, without a word, she picked the parcel up with both hands and took it away.


In the evening Bettina came back. She stood quietly beside Ana’s bed. The sick woman had to look at her twice to recognise her beaming visitor. Bettina sported a wild, stand-up hairstyle and seemed a different person. She spun around to show off her bright red skirt and then threw her arms round Ana’s neck. She was wearing make-up. The disturbing red rash on her face was no longer visible.


She had used beige foundation cream on her face, which suited her natural southern complexion. Her eyelashes were covered lightly with mascara and her eyelids with a pale, and seductive, eye-shadow. Her lips were emphasised by an eye-catching red lipstick. Even on her legs, arms and hands, the red rash could not be seen.


Bettina took Ana’s hand and gave her a wordless kiss on the cheek. Suddenly turning serious she looked straight at her. “I just wanted to show myself to you and to say Merci. Thank you a million times, Ana. It is so very very good of you.”


“Look at how beautiful you are! Enjoy life and be happy if others share it with you. Look at me! Who would ever have believed that I’d have ended up as a 150 kg piece of meat in such a bed?”


“Ana, don’t say that!”


Bettina became cheerful again. She opened her handbag and pulled out an open packet of chewing gum.


“Look, I have brought you a few ‘Lucky charms’. There are exactly ten doses. Take only one at a time. And not more than one per week. These ‘Lucky charms’ are as strong as morphine and are addictive! Don’t leave the packet lying around, Ana. Promise me!”


Ana Kämpfer smiled at her young friend and pulled her closer. “Bettina, my dear, don’t worry. Believe me, I know all about this stuff!”


“Good! Look – I’m putting the chewing-gum packet beside your hairbrush in your toilet bag.”


“Ok. Thank you so much. Are you going out now?”


“Yes, I’m going to meet friends.”


“Nice. I wish I could come too, and we could party until the cows come home!”


Bettina was so happy. She thanked Ana again and kissed her on the cheek. On her part, Ana was grateful for this spontaneous visit. It was great that she had picked the right present. It had made them both happy.


***


The next day Alexander von Siebenthal called. At first he was polite, asking after his client’s health. After Ana had answered his questions warmly and assured him she was doing well, he changed the subject and adopted a stern and reproachful tone. He had received an invoice for the delivery of some cosmetics. How could she possibly have ordered a full cosmetic set worth 120 Swiss francs, knowing full well that she couldn’t pay for it, and in any case, couldn’t use it? And then he really lost his temper.


“It’s scandalous! You really have some nerve! First you order chocolates, then you put in an ad for a writer, and now you order an expensive gift that you know you can’t pay for! Now let me tell you something! Your shamelessness is insulting to anyone who goes out to work every day and pays taxes punctually. All these hardworking citizens are supporting your treatment, which you are getting as if you were a wealthy private patient. And all this in a beautiful lakeside location like a holiday paradise. You are maintaining your existence at the expense of decent hardworking people. Frau Kämpfer, you should be ashamed of yourself!”


Without waiting for Ana to speak, he continued angrily. He had once again been shown that she was an unpredictable psychopath. She was a burden to the general public and should be in a closed ward in a mental hospital rather than in a luxury room in the Berner Oberland!


“I am setting you a deadline: if you do not return the cosmetic set to the supplier within two days I’ll report you to the police and have an officer visit you to recover the cosmetic set and ensure that you are held responsible. I have had enough of you. Your little game has to stop for once and for all, right now!”


And then there was silence.


The lawyer stayed on the line. Ana would have liked to scream down the phone at him, tell him what a pig he was. A retired government employee with a good pension, that in his old age was so greedy he was taking work and earnings from the young.


But she said not a word. She was crying, her whole body trembling. The old man’s devastating words had struck her right in the heart. It seemed her fate did not affect him at all.


She sobbed loudly. Over the phone there was a soft humming, sometimes interrupted by slight crackling. Ana thought about it. Her lawyer was getting on in years but he had vast experience. Earlier on in life he had dealt with many criminals, first as a clerk in court, then as public prosecutor, then as a defence lawyer, and finally as member and then president of the criminal justice court. He not only knew the life histories of the accused, but knew them personally, all those who had experienced the might and harshness of the state.


In the course of his career the lawyer had learned how to interpret the personal fate of the defendants, as his professional position demanded. Ana had read about him, as prosecutor, defence counsel, and judge, in the newspapers. On various occasions he had been praised as a gifted legal mind. He was not only influential but possessed the rare talent of revealing to those journalists with investigative instincts targeted and exclusive information. As a result the newspaper reports on his clients tended to be biased in their favour and in most cases they emerged from court as winners. Those who opposed him lost their case. This conclusion had been reached by a left-wing paper following careful research and interviews with different legal experts.


“You have justice in the next world, in this one you have the law.” Anna knew the saying. She had never been dealt a good hand of cards when it came to the law. And certainly not today, so caution was called for. In herself she was rich. In the course of her unconventional, self-directed life she had learnt to use her innate talents, thereby developing certain skills that had made her into a fighter. Even now, when her strength was almost non-existent and her life was ebbing to its close, the skills she had learnt remained. Even now.


Ana Kämpfer raised the head of her bed slightly, and breathed in. The clock on the wall of her room pointed to 9.46. Time had passed. In just 14 minutes her two carers would appear. Her lawyer was still waiting on the phone for her excuses. She began her counter-attack, still weeping.


“Dear Dr von Siebenthal...”


Ana hesitated briefly, as if in thought, and then continued sobbing, “You know how much I appreciate you. I don’t want to be a burden on anyone and certainly not on you. It’s true, as you say, that I contacted the cosmetics company. But there was nothing wrong in that. The company had a big advertisement in the paper offering free samples. I only phoned them to ask for my free sample, nothing else.


“And it worked! I really did get a parcel a few days later. The nurses can confirm that. But not a huge box, as you said. I got a mixture of samples. But when I tried them out, I had an allergic reaction. My face broke out in a rash. So the package was thrown away. The young trainee nurse here can tell you.”


Ana paused briefly. She then continued in a resigned tone, “In other words, this company is testing its new products at the expense of women acting in good faith like me. And so, Dr von Siebenthal, there is no reason for you to get upset. Perhaps it was a misunderstanding. But that is what happened. There was no need to get angry. I very much regret that.”


There was a muted sound and some crackling on the phone. The lawyer was thinking it over. “Well, Frau Kämpfer, if that is the case I’ll send the invoice back to them with a short note.” Von Siebenthal then apologised himself for his “over-energetic reaction. Life is difficult enough for you already.” And he wished the patient a good day.


The battle was over. Ana played with the remote control, smiling to herself.


***


Von Siebenthal leafed through the folder. In the case of Reg. 10235-A+1 - A. Kämpfer, 19690812 there was nothing to be had for anyone. Judicial foreclosures, warrants of seizure, and court orders. Beyond her debts and her illness, the woman had nothing else, nothing that could be taken away from her.


The 81-year old sitting in front of his laptop put the folder to one side and again picked up the invoice from the cosmetic company. Then he typed Dr jus Alexander von Siebenthal, Ao justice (economic offences)aD, added the sender address of the cosmetics company, and wrote a brief letter to the parent company in France. The helpful salesman, who had been responsible for sending the parcel, didn’t know what had hit him when he came to read it.


***


Days later. The patient was absent-mindedly poking her evening meal with a plastic fork. She was no longer annoyed by the taste of what her dietician chose for her. Everything she put together was bland and tasteless. What a life to lead! There was an entertainment program on the TV. The smiling faces of grown-up wonder-kids! All about people with special gifts. Ana Kämpfer knew some of them from the past. Spoilt brats from rich families, who – with coke up their noses – used to enjoy that special kick with her.


In those days she ran her own business where individuals, couples and entire groups could fulfil their dreams and yearnings. At peak times she had employed up to 20 people in a rented villa. Mostly underpaid young workers, such as hairdressers, cashiers, saleswomen, au-pairs, but also students, both female and male. Those latter were in demand for housewives in their thirties, principally because they felt they had wasted the best part of their lives on one man and a bunch of children. But that was none of her concern.


Ana had recruited all her employees herself. She had relied entirely on her own intuition about others, honed over the years. Those whom she felt were particularly suited for work in her establishment were approached personally. In bars, on buses, in shops, in wellness centres. Depending on their willingness, they could also make money on the side. Those who could play the role of male or female slaves gained the highest income, but they also had to put up with a lot. The psychological humiliation was more difficult for some than for others, being beaten without reason, whipped, bound, raped, sometimes having to crawl on hands and knees, or led outside with dog collar and leash for their bodily needs.


Admittedly, with some VIPS it was the other way round. There were people who, to become sexually excited, needed to be tied up. Most of them only got horny when they were tied to bars, verbally abused, slapped, and kicked. As a rule, these were shallow people who had become successful in life, climbing to the highest rung of the career ladder because of their respectable lifestyle.


Power seekers with a certain intellectual depth were much more difficult to satisfy. These were the aces of society! They knew their strengths and values and were well aware that owing to their power all doors would open wide so that their dreams and desires could be fulfilled. They stood in the background pulling the threads to which puppets danced. As soon as a puppet would no longer dance to their tune or even thought it could pull the strings itself, it was disposed of and replaced by a new one. There were long queues of those more ready and willing to play along!


There were the egomaniacs who used their charisma to manipulate others and render them submissive. The masters of the world, precariously balancing on the narrow line between genius and madness. Ana knew she could not satisfy such actors with the usual services. Far more was needed here than mere rubbing of flesh. Ana smiled.


For the sake of such VIPs she had registered as an external university student, and had attended various psychology lectures to find out how to handle this elite group. One such series of lectures on the subject of empathy was particularly helpful. Towards the end she was allowed to take part in role-playing. She played the part of a woman who used unresponsiveness to see through others and – without feeling or affection – used them playfully for her own purposes and objectives. Now she was suddenly the puppeteer and left the lecture hall with a “Leadership Certificate”. The special attributes of a leader were specifically mentioned on the certificate.


On the way back from the university she sat on the bus carefully reading the certificate before throwing it in a waste bin. It was enough for her to know that in future she could use her empathy as a weapon for herself or others. She didn’t need a scrap of paper.


From now on she set herself up to attract high-ranking personalities: she showed them considerable respect but treated them in such a fashion that, with their monotonous, social and corporate positions, they sensed a “refreshing change” from their own responsibilities. Ana Kämpfer became very good at this. She was clever. Soon she was one of the few who totally understood her profession. One of the very few. Ana Kämpfer became an icon. Not overnight, but over the years and decades.


Amadé had introduced Ana, a few months after they had met, to the society of such alpha males as his partner. At his side she became personally acquainted with influential and powerful leaders. She went to various functions with them. Conversation with them became truly interesting after the receptions, presentation ceremonies, openings of exhibitions, and centenary celebrations were over. By then most of the officials, and the media, had left and the mood of a formerly stiff gathering became distinctly more relaxed.


While those participants appearing particularly conscientious were leaving, Ana remained seated. Shortly afterwards she was part of the remaining hard core. The later it became and the more cheerfully drunk they grew, the spicier became the stories. And there was often gossip. Ana drank with them, toasted them, adopted seductive poses, flirted with them, and listened. At times until the early hours. There were jokes. There were stories about people in the highest positions and offices heard at first-hand. Matters that were not intended for the ears of the public. This also applied to the conduct of her drinking partners. Conduct that sometimes took on an obscene trait.


The idea came to her of setting up her own establishment where people could meet informally and unwind.


This did not prove as easy as she had thought and took time. Connections were brought into play that on their own would have given enough material for a book. In the end she finally succeeded. Invitations were sent out for the opening, which 100 people attended. Négris, a city councillor, gave a short speech.


Ana Kämpfer enjoyed receiving high-ranking personalities of both sexes in her own establishment. Initially it was just an ordinary meeting place. But in the early hours it grew into a more party atmosphere. Her girls knew this. Even if Ana herself was not there. But its development into a kind of classy brothel had not been part of the plan.


When, however, she understood that even high-ranking power players had fancy desires, and talked of them quite frankly if shown the necessary understanding, she became aware of a gap to be filled in the market. In the university’s lecture room she had worked out how to satisfy the secret desires of normal successful players. Apart from one or two exceptions she made no use of hotels and escort services, but attended to VIPs in her own establishment. She listened carefully and her questions conveyed full confidentiality. In this way she learned about the weaknesses, feelings, and secret desires of her clients. She viewed herself as a sort of “confidential personal counsellor”, drank with them, and formulated possible needs that could make her clients happy. She fulfilled these desires gently and in small steps, always with the correct doses. In order to avert any suspicion, she revealed a few intimate details about herself. As time went by the carefully built-up trust became dependence.


The clients, otherwise so power-motivated, forgot the world from which they had come. They forgot their positions and responsibilities and turned to their dreams and yearnings. To attain these, they would do whatever Ana said; they were ready to do whatever she asked. Of whatever kind. She enjoyed their undivided attention and great appreciation. If not quite as a goddess, certainly as a mysterious ancient Greek priestess.


***


The patient turned back to the television program and laughed out loud. Here she was, looking at people who, years before, had frequented her establishment to counterbalance their complexes with peculiar sexual experiences.


There! Including that laughing woman politician who had just come into view. Long ago, slanderous tongues whispered that she had been used as a mattress by public officials from every part of the political spectrum. It was said that she had gone to bed with pretty much everyone who she believed would help her up the career ladder!


Ana Kämpfer had seen enough. She flicked through the eleven available TV channels and finally settled on a documentary about New Zealand. These pictures did her good. This window onto the world gave her a different perspective and she could forget about the loneliness of being tied to the bed with her 150 kg body-weight.


“It’s probably the same for everyone,” she thought to herself. “Why always look on the negative side of things?” Nature documentaries or entertainment programs with these “celebrities” such as she had just seen were at least able to inspire dreams. People could forget about their daily treadmill, at the weekends anyway.
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