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Chapter 1


My Completely Normal Life!


I believed I led a completely normal life, just like other young people my age. My childhood was lovely because my father allowed me to play ice hockey, despite my mother not being too fond of it! My adolescence was also exciting because that's when I met my future wife.


In 1974, I began an apprenticeship as a machine fitter and successfully completed it in 1978, earning my living thereafter in a large machine factory. After that, I changed jobs as I pleased.


As I mentioned earlier, I met my wife at a very young age, and she successfully completed her training as a hairdresser. Soon after, we rented a small apartment together and spent carefree years as a couple.


A few years later, we got married on the famous date, 8th August 1988, and were incredibly happy. We continued to spend many wonderful years together. Riding motorcycles was our biggest passion, and we often went on long trips with our friends, riding heavy machines, and spending many vacations together.


My wife later secured a good job in an office, and she worked hard to advance her career, while I continued earning my living at the workbench. We always had enough money to treat ourselves, and we felt it was well-deserved after our hard work. For us, it was a completely normal daily routine. We had minimal contact with our parents and relatives.


Eventually, we bought a small three-room apartment with a garden. We thought that we would need the third room because we were thinking about starting a family!


My wife desperately wanted to have a child, but it didn't work out. She almost died once in the process, yet she refused to give up. Later, I realized that it was actually her father who desperately wanted a grandchild and used it to manipulate his daughter. He threatened to disown her if he didn't become a grandfather – then, he considered his dog as his little grandchild.


I only wanted a happy marriage with my wife, so we got a little dog. I thought it would distract her from her problem, but it didn't work out as I had hoped. Later, I understood why nothing was the same as it used to be.


The dog we got was a slightly oversized Yorkshire Terrier, and nobody wanted her. I wanted her precisely because of that, and so Aischa became our everything.


I believed that things would get better now, but it was a big mistake – the nightmare began! I can't say for sure, but I think that when the little dog entered our lives, everything suddenly changed, and our happy, well-coordinated life turned upside down.


Nothing was as we knew it. Everything we fought for, our goals, suddenly seemed to vanish.


I became more and more like a lone warrior, and our shared life was completely turned around! I often wondered why this happened to us, of all people?


In my younger years, I overlooked a lot, and many things were kept from me, even by my father. If I had known everything, I would have been spared a lot, but I wrote about this in the book "The Madness by My Side." Maybe I would have acted differently in some situations. On this point, I'm quite sure!





Chapter 2


The Stress Began!


My wife's health deteriorated significantly; she spent more and more time visiting various doctors, practitioners, and alternative healers.


One day, the nightmare began—something I never expected. My wife expressed her desire to visit her parents alone one evening, but little did I know she didn't head to their place. Instead, she drove to a nearby forest and made her first suicide attempt. Consequently, she was admitted to a locked ward in a district hospital. This happened in the summer of 1996, a pitch-black day that I could never have anticipated, marking a brutal turning point in my life!


Every day during visiting hours, I drove to be with her and spent a few hours in that confined place. I could never have imagined back then that I would see the inside of that hospital, but fate was unkind to us, and I had to engage in numerous conversations with the doctors, most of which my wife had to attend.


Gradually and without realizing it, I lost the ability to structure my leisure time as I had wished; the day's schedule was predetermined for me. I failed to notice that from that point onward, I no longer had a life of my own. Before work, I had to take my dog for a long walk, and after work, I rushed to be with my wife so that my little canine companion could go outside. I felt sorry for her because even she sensed that things were no longer the same as they once were. From that moment on, she spent most of her time alone!


Afterward, I had to go to the district hospital regularly because, after a few weeks of treatment, my wife was granted supervised outings with a family member, and the doctors wanted me to ensure that these were complied with. I was compelled to show up every day.


Dinner became nothing more than a small snack for me. Most of the time, before heading to the hospital, I would stop by a butcher or a snack stand and grab a Leberkäse sandwich or something similar, quickly devouring it in the car.


I usually got home around 8:30 PM. First, of course, it was my little four-legged companion's turn, and then I had to attend to household chores—cleaning, dusting, or doing laundry. I often finished my workday between 10:00 PM and 11:00 PM; I never managed to finish earlier. Seven days a week, fully booked; I probably never realized that I was always working beyond my limits!


Only then could I take a relaxing walk with my canine friend and afterward enjoy a beer in peace. I couldn't expect any help from anyone, not even from my mother. Most of our friends turned their backs on us and disappeared from our lives, except for one couple with whom we undertook most of our motorcycle tours. Now we knew who our true friends were.


I had a falling out with my in-laws, as they used to take our dog out once a day and made themselves at home in our apartment, wanting to arrange things as they pleased, which I couldn't allow.


Furthermore, my father-in-law behaved maliciously towards my dog, and he secretly gave his daughter some pills. These pills had certain side effects that could lead to suicidal thoughts. He even attempted to give her these pills while she was in the hospital but got caught in the act. As a result, he was banned from visiting, and I kicked him out of our apartment, taking away their house key.


I couldn't move freely in my own apartment anymore; they simply unlocked my place, even when I was in the shower, and then complained about it, saying that people shouldn't shower at that time of day!


My anger and stress kept increasing, as instead of receiving any help from them, my wife and I faced nothing but obstacles. From that moment on, I questioned why my father-in-law gave his daughter those pills with such cruel side effects. At the time, I had no suspicions, but those wretched pills contributed significantly to my stress. They played a major role in this story. Naturally, I had to justify the pills and the in-laws to the doctors.


Back then, I believed they had more pills at home than a pharmacy, and they thought they possessed the knowledge to prescribe them. Later, I learned from his general practitioner that he ordered him which tablets to prescribe, and he attempted the same at this district hospital. He secretly gave them to my wife while she was in the hospital, got caught in the act, and received another visitation ban.


During a doctor's conversation, I found out, and I could barely believe what I heard. My in-laws were very dominant, expecting everyone to obey them without question and allowing no dissent.


My wife was given more supervised outings, and I was allowed to take her home for a few hours every day, which only increased my stress. I didn't notice it; I was like a machine, completing everything according to a strict schedule!


I commuted from work to home, let the dog out, brought my wife home, cooked, took her back, and went home again. At the time, I didn't realize that everything had become routine, and I had hardly any time to recover. I didn't know what else was coming my way.


It was almost always the same daily routine. Of course, I had other tasks that nobody expected; I had to deal with the police since they admitted her. I had to inform her workplace.


Every day, I endured a nerve-wracking phone battle; my in-laws nagged me to immediately take their daughter out of the district hospital, as they called it a "nuthouse." However, they rarely bothered to visit themselves, only complaining and giving orders, something they were best at!


They refused to accept it because she was admitted with the involvement of the police; she couldn't be released so easily. The arguments became more intense, making my task even more challenging. Often, I would sit in our child's room after completing my household chores and taking care of my little canine companion. Holding a beer in my hand, tears welled up in my eyes; I didn't know how to proceed. I had also resumed smoking, even though I had quit for ten years. Every day, I sat with my wife in the locked ward, and one day it happened. I thought one cigarette wouldn't hurt, but unfortunately, it didn't stop there, and I quickly returned to the same level of smoking as when I had quit.


Financial worries also occupied my mind, but I didn't want to burden my wife with this problem. We had bought a property with a garden a few years ago because we had planned to bring a small dog into the family, thinking it might distract my wife from her destructive desire to have children.


Now, with a certain source of income gone, I had to come up with a solution on my own. Many thoughts went through my head, but eventually, I found the right solution. The only thing I knew was that nobody was there to support me with advice and action!


My wife spent almost a whole year in the locked ward of the district hospital, and I commuted back and forth every day. Eventually, it became natural for me to drive to the hospital every day and take my wife home during her supervised outings, later driving her back. There was one advantage, though; when my wife was at home during her outings, I could quickly feed the washing machine or at least grab a vacuum cleaner.


But her outings could also become very challenging, as she would suddenly feel very unwell, and I had to bring her back to the clinic earlier. This usually meant that the next day, there would be another doctor's appointment, and I could only hope that I wouldn't have to leave work early, accumulating more negative hours.


When my wife was finally discharged, I was overjoyed, and I thought, now it's all over, and we can start anew and have a beautiful life without children! My wife had to go for a trial period to a day clinic, and I didn't think much of it. I was very optimistic and looking forward to a completely normal life again. It seemed to me that she was doing very well with her medication.


I truly believed that she was back to being my completely normal and loving wife, capable of achieving everything she set her mind to. At that time, she set many new goals for herself, and I thought she shouldn't tackle them all at once. She wanted to lead a completely normal life again! After that, she was supposed to try a reintegration with her employer and later become fit for a completely normal life again!





Chapter 3


The Continuation of Stress!


However, everything unfolded quite differently, contrary to how I had imagined. My wife didn't wish to embark on a new life. She desired only one thing— to end her life. In my opinion, she already knew this before her discharge. Additionally, the district hospital and I had warned her about her father's pills!


I found her again when she had landed back in the closed ward. I kept questioning why she took the pills despite their adverse effects. I couldn't constantly keep tabs on her, and my father-in-law could take advantage when I was at work.


Time passed, and there were yet more suicide attempts. I couldn't escape my daily routine; I was merely a machine adhering to a strict timetable to complete everything.


Furthermore, my wife's sick pay ran out, and I had to additionally ensure she received at least a disability pension. This was another effort I had to somehow fit into my schedule.


My wife and I were members of the VDK, and they continuously advocated for the disability pension. I could take the documents she needed to sign to the hospital and submit them to the VDK a day later. It was an additional exertion, but it proved worthwhile.


Once discharged, my wife always had to travel from home to a day clinic, where she became acquainted with occupational therapy. I believed it to be a safe haven when I went to work, but sadly, it wasn't always the case. It often devolved into utter chaos for me.


Either she wouldn't show up at all, or she'd leave prematurely, causing complete chaos at home. On her way, she would buy many cans of beer, consume them, and hide them to my dismay in the wardrobe, causing the remaining alcoholic liquid to seep into the clothes. Why was she suddenly doing all of this? She never used to consume so much alcohol. To make matters worse, she would wet the bed and vomit all around the apartment.


I often had to subsequently clean the entire apartment; I had nothing else to do, and often I wasn't sure where to start cleaning first.
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