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It is not the light and rays of the sun that lead us out of darkness, but the knowledge of things.


Titus Lucretius Carus (ancient Roman Poet and Philosopher)










Preface


by Dr Ruediger Dahlke


For the past forty years in my professional life as a doctor, I have been trying to convey a sense of quality. A feeling for how quantity and quality are connected and for the fact that quality is usually more significant for our soul.


Everyone knows, for instance, that Sunday has a different quality to Monday, although both have 24 hours but just how much the phenomenon of time has quality as well as quantity, was brought home to us at the very latest by Stefan Zweig in his work “Sternstunden der Menschheit” (Shooting Stars: Ten Historical Miniatures), a collection of miniatures about, as Zweig himself wrote, “dramatically concentrated, fateful hours in which a time-spanning decision is compressed into a single date, a single hour and often only a minute“ and which is “seldom in the life of an individual and rare in the course of history“.


The Austrian teacher, Franz Xaver Gruber, showed us how information can convey quality rather than quantity in the Christmas carol “Silent Night - Holy Night” which he composed: It conveys more feeling for Christmas than all the sermons of all the preachers put together.


The composer Claude Joseph Rouget de Lisle surely once motivated more soldiers to march to his “Marsellaise” than all the exhortations of their commanders, and the American singer, songwriter and composer, Scott Mckenzie told the story of us hippies in his song “San Francisco” far better with the line “a new generation with a new explanation“ than any sociological study, however comprehensive. Or why does an expression like “honestly-earned money“ stand in contrast to terms such as ‘blood money‘, ‘black money‘, ‚speculative money‘ and ‚inheritance money‘, if there were no deeper quality differences even in the case of money, which according to an Austrian proverb has no ‚Mascherl‘ – meaning approximately ‚no label or individual quality‘?


In the book you are about to read, The Topophilia Effect, which I find fascinating for many reasons, Roberta Rio shows how necessary it is that we also recognise the quality of the places where we decide to live, work or go on holiday. She shows how we can save ourselves suffering and get support for our plans, and that every place in itself does something to us which we have to recognise as a challenge in order to be able to deal with it consciously.


Roberta Rio provides wonderful advice and guidance on this, both as a historian and as a woman with a great sense of the quality of space and time. Reading, we feel how much she is interested in the history of places and are captivated by the world that is revealed.


As someone who spent three decades in the role of a psychotherapist dealing with the history of people and the quality of their past days, I can understand her interest in the history of places all the better.


I also understand her desire to share her knowledge about it. Those who only decide on a place according to trivial factors such as square metres, prices and transport connections may perhaps pay for this lack of awareness later on.


Roberta Rio always refers to historical and scientific evidence and soberly gets to the bottom of the facts.


Moreover, I also gather this from the book: Among the things I deal with, there are the so-called “laws of fate“, which I wrote about in the book with the same title and subtitle The Rules of Life. One of the most important of these laws is the law of resonance, which reads: Everyone gets what they need (to learn), which means that we may choose the places we stay for the wrong reasons, but never by chance. But even with that, it is useful to know what we are letting ourselves in for.


To help with this the author offers valuable and practical advice and encourages us to trust our own intuition, our gut feeling. She spans an arc from the energetically charged hollow pathways - Vie Cave (excavated streets) - of the Etruscans and mysterious Gothic cathedrals to modern electromagnetic fields and the new 5G mobile phone standard.


As we read, we encounter some interesting and some great names, such as the physician Otto Bergsmann, who conducted the first study on the quality of places, the architect Frank Lloyd Wright, who, like many other architects, knew about these connections and built according to them, or the psychiatrist C.G. Jung, who, like the ancient Greeks and Romans, assumed that places have a soul, that they are inhabited by various “gods“ and “spirits“ and are shaped by the thought patterns and traditions of the people who lived there.


Roberta Rio sensitively brings us closer to this “genius loci“, the “spirit of place“, and makes the true meaning of the shrines in Thailand or our Christian “Marterl” clear to us so we are able to understand why many of us like to travel and go on pilgrimages to special places, and why we have favourite places where we can recharge our batteries particularly well.


“Marterl” are small religious monuments to commemorate a saint, someone killed in an accident., or to give thanks for a danger averted or survived. Often found in Alpine countries e.g. Switzerland, Austria, Germany.


I hope this remarkable and valuable book reaches many people because it creates a new awareness based on facts and intuition for the amazing dimensions of space and time.


Ruediger Dahlke


TamanGa, August 2020


Dr. Ruediger Dahlke has been working as a doctor with additional training in naturopathy, a degree in homeopathy and also as a seminar presenter since 1979. His books on topics such as holistic psychosomatics, vegan nutrition and a spiritual worldview reach millions of readers in German-speaking countries and are available in more than 280 translations in 28 languages. More Information at: www.dahlke.at – www.taman-ga.at










A Secluded House


The sun was shining and it was still quite warm for October. The air smelled clean and fresh. The leaves still hanging on the trees were glowing in friendly shades of red and brown. I was happy - firstly because of the good weather and secondly about my upcoming working day.


I had an appointment in the north of Friuli with a client who had asked me to look at a house he had recently bought.


He had read an article in a newspaper about me and my work called “The Spirit of Places”. It was about how I research the history of properties, houses, buildings, but also cities and regions and draw conclusions for their current inhabitants. What patterns can be discerned in a place? For example, with regard to the health, the housing or the economic situation of the previous inhabitants? What could these patterns mean for the present inhabitants of the place?


When I got out of the car, I first took in the exterior of the building. It consisted of a fascinating mixture of wood, raw bricks and plastered masonry. It was a beautiful two-storey house from the 18th century, although it was obviously in need of restoration.


For me as a historian, 300 years is not too long a period. Often enough I have worked with much older buildings and houses, some of which are in a much worse condition. I love that. Standing in front of buildings that carry so much history is a very special feeling for me. To know that in every room, in every corner and at every window, very different events have taken place.


Moments in the lives of people, important as well as.


insignificant, that have made up long-lost destinies.


The atmosphere surrounding this house was idyllic. The property stood in the middle of a park, quite secluded, with no direct neighbours and no traffic to disturb the peace.


“Hello Roberta,” my client greeted me, a slim, athletic, good-looking man in his mid-fifties, maybe early sixties. He glanced down, “You sure have a cute companion.”


“Let me introduce you: This is Leya,” I said.


Leya wagged her tail happily as he stroked her head.


Generally, I proceed in the following way. I do a tour of a house with the owner and let him / her show me around. Then I go around again on my own to see everything from a different angle, to experience it and to let it have an effect on me. Before I start my historical research, I want to get a feeling for the place without outside influence because owners of houses always have a very special bond with their property. It can easily happen that visitors like me lose their neutral attitude through owners’ stories and overlook important details.


This time, there were three other people there besides the owner and me. They were all craftsmen who wanted to get an idea of the condition of the house. The idea was to build several flats in it and the owner wanted to turn the stable next to the house into a function room.


“It’s a wonderful property,” he said to me. “I think you will be as excited as I am. Why don’t we start with the stable?”


There wasn’t much to see in the stable. It was empty and damp. The old beams on the ceiling immediately caught my eye.


“They’re beautiful,” I said.


He nodded. “It all has charisma, doesn’t it? Seminars could be held here and weddings celebrated. I can already imagine the happy faces of the visitors and guests.”


The man was a notary and obviously thrilled to have invested part of his considerable income here.


“How did you actually come by this house?”, I wanted to know.


He shrugged his shoulders. “I heard that it was for sale. The price was okay and I thought it was a good investment. Why don’t you take a look at it? I just had to snap it up.”


Further inspection took us inside the house. There, a, shall we say, very individual architectural style was revealed to me. I had already expected as much after noticing that the front looked a bit like patchwork, too. You could see that the house had been rebuilt again and again over the decades, but without a uniform structure, rather chaotically, so that the whole thing seemed crooked and interlocked.


However, I could hardly concentrate. No matter how hard I tried, something kept distracting me. Either it was the conversations of the others, who were talking about the laying of pipes and power lines and the condition of the walls, or it was Leya roaming around somewhere. I followed the owner from room to room, but I hardly managed to really experience the house.


When we had finished with the ground floor, we climbed up a wooden staircase to the first floor. In the first room we visited, something strange happened. Leya stopped abruptly as if rooted to the spot. She did not want to move at any price. I called her name several times, but she did not react. She stood there, stiff as a board, staring into a corner as if spellbound. But there was nothing there. No insect fluttering about, no light dancing on the wall, no sound coming from that direction.


She didn’t even react to the treat I held under her nose. It was very strange. At the dog training centre I had learned to test her stress level in this way. If she accepted the food, the level was manageable to low. Everything was OK. If she did not, she was stressed and I was called upon to remove the cause. But how, when there was no recognisable reason?


I crouched down next to her and looked in the same direction. Maybe this way I could see what was irritating my dog so much? But I still saw… nothing. Leya stood still for a few minutes longer before she relaxed again just as suddenly as she had frozen. As if nothing had happened, she cheerfully continued to explore the surroundings.


Sometimes I regret not being able to read Leya’s mind because it is evident that dogs can perceive things that are hidden from our human senses. The area of a dog’s brain for smells, for example, is forty times larger than that of humans. This enables them to sniff out things that are long since gone. It is a miraculous organ that makes it possible to travel back in time to yesteryear. So, in her own way, Leya is a historian herself and possibly more.


There are numerous reports that dogs and cats and all kinds of other animals also have prophetic gifts. Their ability to predict earthquakes, which has been proven many times, is currently being investigated by the renowned Max Planck Society in an elaborate project carried out by its Institute for Behavioural Biology.


Only recently, Leya’s behaviour at a friend‘s birthday party had given me food for thought. Leya, the model of a pack animal who loves to have people around her, had steadfastly refused to join us in the living room that evening. Later, I discovered that the house where my friend lived used to be a butcher‘s shop and that the place where we were sitting was exactly the place where the animals had been slaughtered.


Many dog owners can confirm that animals instantly sense whether or not they like something or someone. When I take Leya for a walk and we meet other people, she either heads towards them in a friendly way or comes to my other side to avoid them.


I have also observed that Leya prefers to defecate in places that have negative energy for humans. Once, when we were going on a short train ride, I took her for a walk before we left so that she could do her business. Out in the countryside she refused, and only when we were already on the platform did she finally do it, right under a high-voltage power line. Many dog training guides confirm this behaviour in dogs. In gardens, for example, they like to stand over underground water veins.


It is also possible that dogs have a magnetic sense that allows them to detect things that remain inaccessible to us. Researchers at the University of Duisburg-Essen, together with colleagues from the Technical University of Agriculture in Prague, are investigating whether dogs prefer to do their business along the magnetic north-south axis if they are allowed to but unfortunately I am not one of those people who can supposedly communicate with animals. I can only observe Leya and make her behaviour part of the impression I take away from a visit.


Several days after the tour round the house, I set to work researching in the municipal archive and discovered more about the previous owners of the house.


As an archivist and historian I have access to documents available only to authorised people. However, even archives open to the public are important sources of information for me. Even more important are church archives, which often reach back into the 16th century, unless they have been destroyed by fire or other catastrophes.


I then sit for hours in rooms surrounded by valuable old documents and books. Mobile phones are prohibited but mostly the archives are in basement rooms with no reception anyway. The atmosphere is always a little like Dan Brown’s historical thriller The Da Vinci Code. It’s adventurous and exciting, as I never know what secret I’ll come across next.


There is also a certain mix of tension and curiosity in the activity, so that I can often hardly drag myself away from these documents and spend many days in a row in these rooms, always on the look out for details and names, which bring me new clues.


In the meanwhile a lot can also be found out about the history of a house or place online, sometimes simply through google, although with google it’s essential to check the sources because, in addition to some useful information, there is also a lot of nonsense on this topic floating around the internet.


In this specific case the records in the municipal archives only went back as far as the end of the 19th century because the area on which the building stood had been a battlefield in both world wars. Many records, especially the older ones had therefore been lost or destroyed.


However, as always in such cases, my research did not only focus on archives. A large part of my work is talking: I talk to people who live in the immediate vicinity of a house or a place I am dealing with. Especially in rural areas, such people often have passed-down knowledge which has only partially been documented or not documented at all. Some are more talkative and forthcoming than others and these are the ones I have to find. For that I need patience, time and sensitivity.


However, by the end of my research I had gathered enough information to realise that one event had recurred time after time. People who had lived there had had to struggle with economic problems. All of them had been forced to sell the house soon after buying because they had fallen into financial hardship and could no longer afford it.


One family who had lived in the house had owned a company which manufactured metal cans for food at the time of the Second World War. Due to the demand for such products at the time, one would assume that they could hardly have coped with the many orders. After all, tin cans were essential for the survival of the soldiers in the war. But exactly the opposite was the case: the company went bankrupt.


Later, a couple and their son moved into the house. Over the years they had built up a successful business in the textile industry, which they handed over to their son when they were old enough to retire. At first, the business continued as successfully as before, but then the tide turned. The son, who never married and had spent his life with his parents in the house, became addicted to drugs and gambling and in the space of a few years the business went bankrupt.


Illness, too, played a significant role in the past. In two families who had lived in the house, people had died early from the same kind of lung disease.


Then I came across another strange event that could not be assigned to any pattern, but which I nevertheless took note of. At the time of the Second World War, a handful of German soldiers set up camp in the large barn. They stayed there for a few weeks. When they left, one of them had been left behind - dead in the shed. No one ever knew whether he had fallen victim to a crime or died naturally.


Back in the notary’s family home I told him everything that had happened in the house in the past and then he asked me, “Do you know what Leya might have been staring at in that room?“


I smiled. “You noticed that?”


“It made me think.“


“Honestly, I have no idea,“ I said. “They say there are people who can communicate with animals, but I‘m not one of them.“


He remained serious. “Anyway, I‘d better sell, don‘t you think?“


“You can only answer that question yourself,“ I replied. “In any case, the history of the house indicates that people before you had similar problems here, especially economic ones.“


“Are you sure I will have these problems too?“


“No,“ I said. “There is no scientific evidence that such patterns recur and anyone who constructed such evidence would be a charlatan. I can only recognise the patterns in my work and draw conclusions from them, which always remain subjective. I can ask myself the question: What would it mean if these patterns continued? If the most clearly recognisable pattern in the history of this house continues, you may not achieve the return on investment that you expect when exploiting it. You might even pay more, precisely because you don‘t find tenants or because costs arise that you hadn‘t foreseen.“


Worried, he furrowed his brow. “What would you do?“


“You can only make your own decision,“ I said. “It will never be one hundred per cent rational and you will never know if it was right, not even if you bothered to observe what continues to happen with and in the house. Another person may have a different destiny, which would be fulfilled here in a different way than yours would have been.“


He pondered for a while; “My wife will be surprised,“ he said finally. “Would you explain it to her? “


The next day I had lunch with his whole family. The notary‘s wife was an elegant, petite person with shoulder-length blond hair and a friendly laugh. I immediately found her warm manner appealing. The couple‘s two children were also there. A boy and a teenage girl. There were colourful roasted vegetables, courgettes, tomatoes, fennel, all sorts of things, and salad.


“Lunchtime everyone,” the woman said as she placed a large portion on each person‘s plate. “Enjoy!“


As we ate, we chatted about the lovely weather and how happy we all were with it. This autumn was indeed beautiful - lots of sunshine and hardly any rain. The family planned to go away for a few days in the coming weeks.


Not far away, just a change of scenery, to see something different and gather new impressions. I said I could well understand that and that they should enjoy their short trip to the full.


Meanwhile, Leya kept attracting attention by tilting her head and demanding to be stroked. She is really good at that.


We got round to the subject of “real estate“ late in the day, after dinner, over coffee and cake. The notary was very tense the whole time as there was a great deal of money involved. Before the meeting, he told me that he would give me a signal when the time was right to talk about a certain matter. When he gave me the signal, I said to the group, as had been agreed: “As far as the house is concerned, I think it would be a good idea to sell it.“


The woman‘s eyes widened and she flung her arms over her head. A moment of absolute silence was followed by a loud “At last!“ she exclaimed, “Finally someone has said that! It‘s time we got rid of this property. Get rid of it quickly!“


The man was as stunned by her reaction as I was. Then she told me that since the purchase, her husband had always been tense and nervous whenever he went to the house, even though he kept claiming to be so excited about it.


“Maybe I was actually kidding myself,“ he reflected. “Probably I was distracted by the paper value of the property, its comparatively low price and the theoretically achievable return. Once you have invested so much, you don‘t really listen anymore when a gut feeling deep inside you sounds the alarm. You don‘t want to know about it, you suppress it and get tense. But I’m asking myself this question: Can I sell the house with a clear conscience? Now that I know what might be waiting for me there?“


“My clients often ask me that question,“ I said. “But I should warn you. My answer to this sounds a bit Jungian and it is in fact influenced by the Swiss psychiatrist and founder of analytical psychology Carl Gustav Jung, to whom I will return later. It is this: If someone wants something in his life at all costs, it means that his subconscious is directing him towards it for some reason.


Perhaps the person who buys and keeps the house may actually have the strength to face these circumstances and cope with the matter. Or they are unconsciously looking for precisely the experiences that they need there in order to grow from them - like you. Jung said, ‚Until you become conscious of the unconscious, it will control your life and you will call it destiny.‘


You have learned that you should pay more attention to your gut feeling, even if it says something different to the numbers on the paper. You could look at it this way: You hired me to confirm that for you.“










The Secrets of the Etruscans


Our ancestors were more aware of the effect of places than we are. This is documented, among other things, by the history of the Etruscans, who took those effects into account in their settlement strategy and built architectural monuments around them that are still preserved today.


Many people intuitively feel that places have an effect. We have all said phrases like: “I immediately felt at home there“. Or: “Right from the start I felt uncomfortable there“.


Most people take these impressions into account when deciding whether or not to buy a flat or a house. Many give these feelings more importance than criteria such as balcony, room size and height or parking space. It is said that you should observe your dreams the first night you spend in a flat, because they carry meaning for your life there.


Only recently, Bavarian television ran a programme about an ancient lime tree, which parents tell their children about and in turn those children tell their children that it is so mighty because it stands on a water vein and that it is split into two main trunks for the same reason. In the village, this is just as much a part of the knowledge as knowing where the next supermarket is or where to go swimming in the summer.


I know people who don‘t want a flat because there used to be a dentist‘s surgery there, which they associate with pain. Likewise, I know a woman from the Upper Austrian capital Linz who avoided a certain place in the city centre all her life without knowing why, until someone told her that a synagogue once burned down there. It was a terrible catastrophe with a number of fatalities. I also know successful entrepreneurs who hesitate for a long time before changing their place of business because they fear that the energy might be worse in the new place and harm their business.


Is all this really nothing but superstition?


I myself was also aware of the effect of places long before I began to deal with them scientifically. As a historian, for example, I have always been fascinated by the ancient Etruscan people. The Etruscans probably lived in the area of today‘s Italian regions of Tuscany, Umbria and Latium from 800 BC on until their culture was absorbed into the Roman Empire in the second half of the 1st century BC.


The Etruscans were a remarkable people in every respect and should deserve much more historical attention. Not only because, according to an ancient tradition, they predicted the duration of their rule and the end of their own people quite accurately, but they were also enormously advanced in the matters of daily life. They were excellent seafarers and had a long-standing monopoly on the so-called metal route, which stretched from the Aegean to the Middle East. Metalworking was therefore also, along with trade in oil and wine, an important feature of their economic system, which is why they excelled in goldsmithing, hydraulics, architecture and shipbuilding.


Today, they are best known for the design of their graves. They decorated them with paintings that reflect their attitude towards death. The pictures show that they celebrated life in every respect. From today‘s perspective, some of these drawings even have a pornographic content.


The Etruscan temples are also interesting; They were built in the middle of nature and were thus connected with it. Etruscan spirituality revolved around the “Sacer of the Earth“, i.e. the primordial energy of the Earth, which, according to their beliefs, created everything but could just as easily destroy everything. They worshipped this energy as a deity.


For the Etruscans, the awareness that places had an effect on them seems to have been quite natural and to have permeated their daily routines in many aspects of life. I have always found their custom of the “liver show“ particularly interesting.


The liver show was an indispensable ceremonial component of a festival they convened once a year. It was held in the “Fanum Voltumnae“, which means sacred district, sacred place dedicated to Voltumna, an Etruscan deity. The heart of the complex is a U-shaped area with a temple in the centre and two fountains. Magnificent streets flanked by canals led to the temple and were most likely used for religious processions. Once a year, in spring, according to Roman documents, the leading priests and politicians of the Etruscans met there.


It can be imagined as a fair, with everything that antiquity had to offer: theatre performances, sporting competitions, markets and crowds of people everywhere, athletes, musicians, dancers, jugglers, traders, believers and pilgrims. It was also astonishing that the Etruscan women attended these colourful events - quite contrary to the habits of the Romans, who turned up their noses at it even from afar.


At this annual meeting, there was always a liver show. Only the highest priest, called Haruspex, was allowed to conduct it. Depending on the condition of the livers of different sacrificial animals, he made predictions for the future. He divided the liver into regions, which were given names such as mountain, river, road, palace, ear, leg, finger, tooth, vulva, testicle and so on. Unusual holes in the liver were considered a bad omen.


But the Etruscans also used the liver show in their settlement strategy, namely to clarify the good or bad effect of places on people. Before founding a new city or erecting a building, they would bring their sheep to the place and let them graze there for a while. Some sources claim this lasted for a year, others think the period was much shorter, in the range of 14 days.


After the sheep had grazed there for a certain period of time, they slaughtered one of the animals and examined its liver. If it was in a bad condition, they killed another sheep to find out if they had just accidentally caught a sick animal. If the liver of this animal was also diseased, it meant that the place had no good energy and they abandoned it.


According to ancient reports, much later cultures also used animals in their settlement strategy. Just as the Etruscans held their liver show more than 2,000 years ago to assess the quality of a site, farmers centuries later and into modern times drove their pigs onto a plot of land they were planning to build on. When the animals gathered at a certain point, people interpreted this as follows: Here we can build the house, the stable etc., this is the ideal spot.


From the very first time I read about the Etruscan custom, I wondered what the aerial views of populated landscapes would look like today if we had remained true to the standards set by the Etruscans when evaluating places. When I see conglomerations of buildings that have been laid out unfeelingly, cities that have sprawled beyond their edges simply because of constraints such as transport links, or shopping and retail centres thrown together with cheap residential towers in between, I wonder what the Etruscans would have said. And how many buildings would not be standing where they are had they had a say. I also wondered how many people might then be healthier and happier, and whether in the end there would be so many that state health budgets could be smaller and the basic social mood would be a decidedly better one.


Incidentally, the Etruscans did not develop the knowledge they used about the effects of places themselves, but had adopted it from cultures before them, probably from the Babylonians. From today‘s perspective, it is a stroke of luck that the Etruscans were later absorbed into the Roman Empire, otherwise, much less of this knowledge and everything else that characterised them would have survived. For to this day, what little of the Etruscans‘ writings has survived eludes reading. Although the writings partly resemble the ancient Greek alphabet, no one has been able to decipher them beyond tiny fragments. And this in a time when machines can crack any code, no matter how complicated, within a short time. One of the most famous Etruscologists was the Roman Emperor Claudius, who lived from 10 BC to 54 AD. He wrote a twenty-volume work on the Etruscans, whose culture and history he admired. Unfortunately, however, it has not survived except for a few quotations and excerpts.


Their hollow pathways, in particular, remain enigmatic, in the construction of which they must also have worked with the effect of places. These are rock gorges up to four metres wide and twenty metres high with steep sides, dug into the ground near the towns of Sorano, Sovana and Pitigliano in southern Tuscany. But for what purpose? None of the three prevailing theories about this is really satisfactory.


One of them says that the hollow paths were part of a system for draining fields. However: small drainage channels would have achieved the same effect. So why go to so much trouble? That would have been anything but pragmatic, pragmatism being something our ancestors demonstrably relied on.


The second theory is that the sunken paths were not originally so deep, but only developed through constant walking. Old local people know, however, that the depth of these paths has not changed since their youth, although people have always walked there. Why should this have been different at the time of the Etruscans?


The third theory is that the sunken paths were simply connecting and transport routes between places. But: they often run alongside normal roads and also simply end in the middle of nowhere.


This much is certain: these sunken pathways have a special magnetic field. Magnetic fields, it is assumed, are able to influence and change physical processes. Accordingly, they could also bring about healing. A scientifically founded fourth theory about the significance of the hollow ways cannot yet be developed from this. However, it can be historically proven that our ancestors worked with such forces, mostly probably unconsciously, without knowing the underlying physical and chemical connections.


If they recognised that in certain places there was something that worked, that exerted an influence on them, they either avoided these places or they made use of them for their own purposes. The Etruscans certainly did not know how to classify this scientifically, but they probably did not care. In the history of mankind, the compulsion of science to be the sole interpreter of the world is a very recent phenomenon.










The Ghost House


Many of my clients want to know as precisely as possible what the effect of a place is, how it arises and if it is not due to causes such as ground radiation. Then it‘s sometimes a case of the chicken-and-egg question: Does a place characterise the people who use it right from the start? Do the historical patterns that I discover emerge from it alone? Or do people first affect the place with their behaviour and then it passes these characteristics on to the next generations?


I cannot offer any historical expertise in this matter. What I can do is answer the question subjectively on the basis of my experience and intuition. I believe that there is constant interaction, a constant exchange of energies between us and the places we use.
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