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    Foreword

    She was wasting away. More and more. My dearest friend Charlotte. I didn't know what to do. My nature is to address issues head-on. I did that several times. Straightforward and direct, perhaps a little too blunt. But inside I was full of fear, powerless and helpless. It's hard to watch someone you love suffer. I had hoped that it would help. That I could shake Charlotte awake with my direct manner, because I knew what she was doing. I knew she was starving herself. I knew where the path she was on could lead. And I was so afraid of losing my best friend.

    I hope that Charlotte's story will help people who are in a similar situation. That they will realize that they are worth being heard and seen and that they should confide in someone. It is always our own thoughts that torment us, and every person is so much more than the thoughts they have about themselves.

    Dear Charlotte, thank you for your courage in sharing your story and giving hope to others!

    Your "Anne"

  
    Prologue

    Setting out

    At some point, a person may reach a point in their life where they realize that functioning in everyday life is no longer working. Even if things – viewed purely from the outside – seem to be running smoothly. The person has a job that satisfies them, even brings them joy, a wonderful family, a nice house in the suburbs of a larger city, and even animals that enrich the family: two horses and two birds.

    And then it happens: his mind slows down, and inside, he feels that he has a heart. This heart suddenly begins to beat, and he senses that deep, deep in his subconscious, in the basement, so to speak, there is a large barrel whose walls have become very porous over the decades. What's more, this barrel is bubbling and fermenting, so that its lid is on the verge of exploding. To make matters worse, that's not all. In the dusty, dark corners of the basement, there are many more boxes, also covered in cobwebs, but filled with highly explosive contents. Since the dim light bulb gave up the ghost many, many years ago, this basement is in complete darkness. Consequently, the door remains firmly closed, because the person does not want to fall down the stairs, slide down into complete darkness, and possibly trip over the various boxes and bump into the barrel. They might get scared, and the bump would certainly cause them pain.

    Everything would be thrown into disarray, traumas, beliefs, and old behavior patterns would want to follow the person up the basement stairs. All these boxes have been lying around down there for decades and occasionally knock on the cellar door. Sometimes loudly—there's a crack in the back, the neck hurts—sometimes quietly, tinnitus after sudden hearing loss that becomes chronic. The body carries what is not in harmony.

    Now the person may ask, "In harmony with what, please?" I would answer, "In harmony with yourself, from within yourself. Carried by your inner creative power and freedom, which leads you to the love of your heart."

    Perhaps the person asking the question is now completely confused by this sentence. I was too, and with my analytical mind always switched on, I didn't understand for a long time and harbored doubts. What I cannot see, hear, or touch does not exist, said the ever-present voice in my head. But my heart knows and has always known that there is so much more between heaven and earth...

    I was and am allowed to walk this path, to experience and feel what it means to clean up my own basement. To open the boxes and the barrel carefully and slowly in order to measure out the highly explosive power that lies beneath. Our past belongs to us, and it influences us without us often being aware of it – looking at it and accepting it helps us on our way.

    Likewise, going through painful but very healing processes and gradually letting go of the old. This is my very personal journey on the path, up the basement stairs into the light, up to inner clarity, up to (self-)awareness of the many happy moments in connection with nature, animals, and people, up to creative freedom. Energy flows in love, compassion, mindfulness, appreciation, and humility towards all living things. I am grateful for this path and would like to encourage people to dare to find their own way, to look at their own "boxes in the basement" in order to be able to tidy them up and bring their contents to light.

    I would like to thank everyone who has supported me and stood by me in any way during this writing phase. My family, my friends, my horses for their presence, my students and colleagues, and a special thank you to Lisa for sharpening my focus on rediscovering the big picture, my friend "Anne" for her words, Renate and Frank for always lending an ear and for their wonderful support in this process of putting my own story down on paper. Thank you!

    Charlotte Löttich

    Shadow and Light

    Heard – so often – and silently endured.

    Seen – so often – with eyes closed.

    Experienced – so often – and without saying.

    Felt – so often – as the pain passed.

    Silenced – for so long – the soul imprisoned.

    Built a wall and well protected,

    a strong pillar that provides solid support.

    Hidden inside for decades,

    with a blanket covering the scars.

    "No entry," it says there.

    "Everything is fine," it keeps saying.

    And yet it happens, quietly and silently,

    the wall crumbles, my journey begins.

    I dive into the depths and what I see,

    I let rise,

    through my heart and touch my soul.

    A healing pain set in motion,

    a tender light is kindled within me,

    it fills my heart with gratitude,

    freeing my soul a little more.

    (August 2018)

  
    1

    Shaken up

    January 2017

    I close the classroom door behind me. The student says goodbye and thanks me for the conversation. We agree that I will inform her supervisor. I hear my student's footsteps echoing in the school hallway and then fading away. Except for a few noises from the classroom opposite, there is now silence. A silence that feels downright threatening. Even as I put the key in the lock and turn it, I feel a strange sensation somewhere deep inside me, as if all the blood in my veins has suddenly frozen and all my energy has come to a standstill. My head feels empty, as if someone had sucked all thoughts and images out of my head with a vacuum cleaner. For a brief moment, I hold on to the door handle and feel the floor swaying beneath my feet. "Don't faint now, you need some fresh air," I think to myself and try to take a deep breath. I step out into the schoolyard. There I meet my dear colleague Doreen, who is just coming back from smoking. As my teammate, I should have told her about the conversation with our student Mia. But instead of talking, I am once again overcome by this strange feeling and, at the same time, a violent, indefinable wave of nausea. I just manage to take a few steps behind the gym, bend over, and vomit behind a bush. It shakes and rattles me for what feels like minutes until my stomach finally relaxes again. Fortunately, it is still class time, so there are no students in the schoolyard. When my colleague asks me in astonishment what's wrong with me, I can't find a meaningful answer. Paralyzed and with my head still empty, I stand leaning against the wall of the gym with my eyes closed, and it takes me quite a while before I am able to return to the building.

    In itself, it is not unusual for us to have conversations of this kind with our students, who often have many problems and many of whom have certainly experienced terrible things. In fact, it happens quite often and is part of our work at this school. I love my work at this special school with our students, which can be very rewarding, especially when you put your heart and soul into it, even if it can be very challenging at times. When I leave the school grounds after class, I also always leave the world of my students behind – normally. This time, it was to be completely different, but that only dawned on me many weeks and months later – and only bit by bit.

    After I have recovered and the cup of coffee I am drinking has stimulated my circulation a little, I go into the last two lessons of the day. Mentally, I am fully focused on my class and the lesson material again. Everything is familiar and normal, as usual. The classroom, the hallway, the staff room, the building with its long, low corridors, and the schoolyard with its old trees—everything at seems unchanged. Even the silence that had felt threatening before is gone, and the usual, familiar noise level reaches my ears again. After class, I chat a bit with two colleagues in the staff room before leaving school and heading for my car.

    However, as I get into the car and drive home, my mind is racing and working overtime. Such a strong physical reaction to a problem discussion with one of my students is simply incomprehensible to me. I have been working as a teacher for almost twenty years now, but something like today has never happened to me before . I almost overlooked a cyclist when turning onto the main road, so deep in thought am I. I brake abruptly and the cyclist shouts at me.

    When I got home, I prepared lunch, and after my children came home from school, we ate lunch together. For a while, I forgot about my thoughts from this morning because my children—as usual—had a lot to talk about.

    Afterwards, however, I say goodbye and drive to the farm where my two horses are kept. Here, with my two pony geldings, I usually find inner peace and serenity; just being there, being with them, is enough. But today, I realize that I cannot find inner peace. Even a walk in the woods with my Icelandic gelding does not change that. Despite the silence, the soft, springy forest floor, the light scent of pine and mushrooms that I like so much, I cannot find my center. Something inside me has been triggered, I can neither grasp nor find it, I just feel an indefinable, strange feeling that accompanies me in everything I do from now on, sometimes more, sometimes less pronounced. Following a familiar pattern of behavior, I try to push this feeling as far away from me as possible.
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    Like almost thirty years ago?

    February 2017

    The next few weeks pass, and as is usual in winter, it gets dark early. One weekend, it may have been the end of January or the beginning of February, I drive to the neighboring town in the evening to meet a friend. I park my car at a small train station in the north of the city to take the train and tram to the city center. Once there, we go to a nice little bistro for something to eat and spend a lovely evening together. We haven't seen each other for a long time, so we have a lot to talk about and a lot to laugh about. The mood is good, and I enjoy our meeting.

    
      But then, suddenly, just before we leave, that strange feeling I can't quite put my finger on comes back. My laughter literally sticks in my throat and my pulse quickens. I notice that I'm starting to sweat under my clothes. My heart starts beating loudly and it feels like it's about to jump out of my chest. I quickly say goodbye to my friend—I just want to get away. My perception becomes distorted, and I perceive the people around me in the dark at this late hour as threatening, drunk guys walking close to me, footsteps behind my back, a breath on my neck. I turn around hastily again and again, but can't see anyone behind me. I realize that I have no choice but to take the tram and train to my car. At the tram stop, I nervously check the timetable. Four minutes until the next tram arrives. Opposite the stop is a kiosk that is busy at this late hour. I pray that the drunk men stay over there and turn my back on them. Two minutes to go. Time seems to drag on forever. Suddenly, I hear footsteps behind me getting louder, and goosebumps cover my body. Luckily, the tram arrives at that moment, and I get on. But as it pulls away, goosebumps crawl down my spine again. So many people on the tram at this late hour, and everywhere there are weirdos staring at me, or is it just my imagination? In a few seconds, my pulse races again. I can't take it! At the next stop, I hammer on the door opener like crazy, rush out of the tram, and gasp for air. Have I completely lost my mind? WHAT IS GOING ON? I decide to walk to the main station, and on the way there I calm down a bit. Fortunately, the train is on time and not particularly crowded. But my pulse quickens again when I think about getting off and the mostly unlit station, on the other side of which my car is parked in the commuter parking lot. The train stops, and I stumble out the door and run to the stairs. Are there footsteps behind me, also picking up speed? A bare shadow in the light of the only lamp that dimly illuminates the small station. I feel the shadow in my neck. It has no eyes, only hands. Big, slippery hands reaching for me. A whisper that slaps against my ears like cold rain. Without turning around this time, I run as fast as I can up the stairs, cross the street, and reach my car, now almost panicked and completely out of breath. There is a rushing sound in my ears. Only when I slam the driver's door behind me and lock myself in do I realize for a brief moment: it is pure fear that is taking hold of me. I lean back in my car seat, close my eyes, and for a fraction of a minute I see myself as a teenager, about thirty years ago. It was dark and the middle of the night. Unlit paths and only the shadowy outlines of trees and bushes were visible. Feelings of fear flare up again. It was so long ago. And it's almost forgotten. And locked away in the basement. For almost 30 years, it didn't bother me. I went everywhere, day or night. What are these images? And why now of all times? I never want to see these images again, never want to feel them or sense them. Never again. A moment later, my mind switches back on and the flashback disappears as suddenly as it appeared before my inner eye. I take a deep breath, insert the key into the ignition with still slightly trembling hands and drive home.  
       
    

    Tied up

    Too much to silence

    Too little to say

    Because words are sometimes inappropriate,

    because walls sometimes get in the way.

    I want to scream but have no voice,

    I want to cry and have no tears.

    I want to forget and live again,

    put a bandage over the wound.

    (Diary entry from February 2, 1989)
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    The house of my soul

    November 1989

    I sit in the therapist's room and stare into space. I count the squiggles on the somewhat tasteless wallpaper. It's not a beautiful room, even if the various colorful candles and incense burners are meant to create a pleasant atmosphere. Cushions and blankets in the same colors adorn the somewhat worn couch. Through the narrow window, I can see the almost bare branches of an oak tree. Oak trees shed their leaves late. I would love to get up and open the window to let in some fresh air. I have been in this psychosomatic clinic for depression and eating disorders for a week now. My parents admitted me here when I was 17. Now I've been 18 for two months and am therefore of legal age. I don't have to stay here, I keep thinking. I could just pack my things and leave. But where would I go?

    Certainly not home. My parents, who are consumed with worry and whom I am disappointing so terribly, have high hopes for this clinic, which is supposed to bring me to my senses. What does "bring me to my senses" even mean? I'm not sick, I just can't eat.

    "Charlotte? Then let's put together a meal plan for the coming week," suddenly reaches my ears, and I am abruptly torn from my thoughts. The therapist looks at me with her piercing eyes. For a brief moment, I hold her gaze, then I lower my head. She can't get to me. I can't talk. The wall around my heart has been there for a long time. And it's getting higher and higher.  No chance. Let the therapist look somewhere else. Somewhere else, the wall is crumbling. What is happening in our country right now is also a topic of discussion among us patients. It's a madness of German history that I cannot comprehend. Why build walls between people who come from the same country? Aren't the invisible walls in some people, which make them unreachable, enough? "Charlotte, your thoughts are wandering again," the therapist remarks. I reflect. "What do you suggest?" I ask, already anticipating what is coming next: "A bowl of muesli with fresh whole milk or two slices of wholemeal bread with toppings in the morning. Fruit or quark for mid-morning. For lunch, order either the wholefood menu or the vegetarian dish. In the afternoon, as in the morning and evening, add vegetables to the two slices of bread. We'll try this for a second week with the choice diet. No sauna, no swimming, and no gym until the weekend! No sports at all! If you continue to lose weight by next week, you will only be allowed to eat under supervision. The last stage is force-feeding, as you know!" Phew! It's really like prison here. "Can I go?" I ask and stand up.

    Down in the cafeteria, I meet a nice fellow patient. Her name is Sabine. Sabine and I arrived here at the same time and immediately struck up a conversation. She is here because of depression and explained it to me briefly: "Everything in life is getting harder and harder, and you can't look forward to anything anymore. And at some point, you reach a point where you don't care about anything anymore. You can't even get out of bed in the morning. It's as if everything positive, all the happiness, has been pulled out of you." On the way to the dining room, I think about what she said about her illness. But when I get upstairs, my thoughts immediately shift back to food. Just the thought of lunch makes me feel sick. All the different smells up there are driving me crazy. I pick out a potato and try to swallow it. It clumps together in my mouth, and I suppress the urge to vomit. Okay, I manage it by washing it down with lots of water. I bring the rest of the meal back. I can't do it. I can't. The bird in the cage can't fly. In the afternoon, I am asked to come to the nurses' station. They measure my blood pressure, take my blood values, do an EKG, and weigh me. My blood pressure is 90 over 50, the EKG shows irregularities, and my weight is 42 kg. The nurse looks at me critically from behind her thick horn-rimmed glasses. "One kilo less than when you arrived here. Have you spoken to your therapist and agreed on goals?" I nod and mumble something about change and promise to do better. In this case, promising to do better is synonymous with weight gain for anorexics, which is something that will not happen under any circumstances. Secretly, I am getting a little closer to my goal of making my body disappear more and more. Oh, how I hate my body! There is still far too much fat everywhere, weighing on my soul. My body, the house of my soul, is slowly collapsing. So be it! Every single brick is permeated with dirt and poison in its pores, and all dignity has been sucked out of it—and the pain. Hunger hurts like hell! It is a primal force and comes from the deepest depths. I feel the sting, and hatred grows inside me like a vine, pain and fear – it's unbearable.

    At night I lie awake, as I have so often lately. I turn on the light and know what I'm going to do now. There's a cup of quark on the balcony. I get it and before I know it, it's empty. Immediately I feel guilty for losing control. I go to the bathroom and toy with the idea of sticking my finger down my throat and bringing it all back up. But something stops me. I don't know exactly what it is, but instead of torturing myself over the toilet bowl, I sit down at my desk, take a sheet of paper out of the drawer under the table, and have the idea of writing a letter to my boyfriend. At first, I just sit there and stare at the blank sheet. It is as empty as I am. The pen in my hand feels like lead, it doesn't fit well in my right hand, so I switch it to my left. Now it works. Finally, I string words together, whole sentences. I look at the sentences and realize that they are meaningless, just empty shells. And not only that. The words are lies. So I tear up the first two letters. During the course of the night, I realize that I have to end the relationship with my boyfriend, that I have to set him free. I can no longer bear physical intimacy, I can't bear to feel his hands on my body, I can't sleep with him anymore... Remorse and shame sit like a sharp knife in my stomach—if it's pulled out, I'll bleed to death from the inside. Away, far away—it's impossible, everything inside me is empty, there aren't even any tears.

    Locked up

    In the house of my soul, I find no peace,

    I cannot care for it or repair it,

    Forgive me for what I do,

    I will lose myself in it.

    Doesn't anyone see me here?

    The key is in the door.

    But it's rusted and won't turn.

    (Diary entry, November 11, 1989)
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    Therapy session

    December 1989

    In this clinic, I live from day to day, no yesterday, only today, no tomorrow. Today, I have an individual therapy session scheduled. I hate these sessions, where they try to drill into me, like a dentist drills into your teeth from the inside when they have cavities. The damaged part has to be removed and replaced with an artificial filling, everything new. It's that simple. You go there, get treated, come back, and everything is fine. But it doesn't work like that! In fact, what still works when you can no longer look yourself in the face?

    And again, the therapist's voice reaches me: "Charlotte, tell me something about your late childhood, when you were between eleven and fourteen years old. You're an adult, so we can talk like two grown women. You know that this is often when the first steps toward developing anorexia are taken?" She's handled that very cleverly, I think to myself. Of course she's trying to establish a basis of trust. That's part of her job. I think for a moment about what she wants to hear from me. My head is clear, even though – as has often been the case lately – I find it difficult to concentrate for long periods of time. Inside, however, I can feel things starting to bubble up. I have to consciously keep it out. These psychologists often assume that anorexia is a more or less conscious eating disorder designed to prevent the development of womanhood during puberty, to freeze physicality and responsibility, to shock-freeze it, so to speak. ely, they reject food as a failed process of separation from the parental home, high performance expectations in childhood, fear of one's own needs, even if they are elementary, a tendency toward perfectionism, a desire for space to breathe, control over the amount of food consumed as a response to loss of autonomy, and many other reasons. Which one should I give her so that she leaves me alone and her textbook construct doesn't collapse?

    I tell her a few things about my childhood that are actually true. I was a relatively good student, except for math, a competitive athlete, an animal lover and nature enthusiast, prone to chaos, raised to be independent from an early age... I notice how my thoughts are also becoming very independent and my concentration is waning. I digress and sink my eyes into the piece of sky that I take in when I look out the window. It is the evening sky, turning reddish-yellow in the cold, setting winter sun. A wonderful play of colors in nature that I want to immerse myself in. The angels are baking bread, my grandmother would have said. Suddenly, the therapist's voice is back, jolting me back into the room with the curly wallpaper and colorful incense burners. I have to ask her to repeat her question and admonish myself internally to refocus my thoughts on the conversation. "When did you have your first period?" she asks me. "It must have been shortly after my thirteenth birthday," I reply truthfully. "Did you have any problems with this step into adulthood?" I think for a moment about what she means by this and reply, "No, I didn't have any problems with it, except that I was a competitive gymnast and we had an extremely important competition to compete in on the very weekend I got my period for the first time. I had problems with that and locked myself in the bathroom until I figured out how tampons work." In fact, I have to smile a little when I remember this "I lock myself in the bathroom" incident and then told my two Turkish friends about it. "Hey, you can't do that, you'll break your hymen if you push those things in there. It's like adultery," the older of the two friends said to me at the time. I remember laughing a lot and telling her that I had been a competitive gymnast since I was seven and that the splits were part of practically all my exercises, so my hymen probably didn't stand a chance. The therapist scribbles in her notebook and jumps on the competitive sports bandwagon. The slenderness ideals of gymnasts, who have to present themselves in their physicality in tight, skimpy leotards, mutual competition and dieting among the girls, the coach's incentive not to gain weight. She takes lots of notes. I can no longer follow her train of thought and ask her to release me from solitary confinement for today. On the way back to my room, I feel as if someone is standing on my chest and taking my breath away. I stop for a moment and try to take a deep breath. Somewhere in my heart area, I feel stabbing pains; it feels like someone is pricking me with a needle. Maybe it's just hunger gnawing at my stomach like a mouse. I try to ignore this feeling and quickly grab my jacket from the room, run through the stairwell and out the front door into the open air. I flinch because it's bitterly cold outside. It's been freezing for days. But the air is clear and pure, smells like winter, and I take a few deep breaths. There's still a good hour until dinner, so I decide to go for a walk.

    I am drawn to the spa gardens, which are beautifully landscaped with a small lake crossed by a bridge. There I meet a fellow patient, and together we go to one of the spa cafés. Since I have to weigh myself in the evening anyway (I currently weigh 40 kg; from 39 kg onwards, astronaut food is provided under supervision), I order a pot of black tea, which I store in my body until the weighing is over. I hope I can hold out that long. The nurses at the clinic are smart and very vigilant, but even they can't see through every trick.

    My fellow patient and I chat. He's quite an interesting guy, maybe in his mid-to-late twenties, a bit macho, but that quickly subsides when he tells me part of his story. He becomes very serious, and at times even tears come to his eyes. I hand him a tissue, and my indoctrinated belief that "men don't cry" is undermined—not for the last time. While I'm still wondering, he suddenly asks me, "Why are you here? I mean, I can see for myself that you're kind of thin, but why?" Amazing! I would never have credited my smart fellow patient with such foresight and interest. I look at him and say, "I just can't eat. Nothing goes down my throat. Maybe it's the question of the meaning of it all. I'm eighteen, about to graduate from high school, but I dropped out. School makes me sick right now. It's always the same. Who needs to know about the citric acid cycle in their life? Or probability theory? It's all dry stuff. Why don't they teach us what's really important in life?" I look inside myself and know exactly that I'm lying. I don't actually think school is fundamentally terrible; on the contrary, I even enjoyed going there. But since switching to the upper secondary school, a lot has changed—only courses now, no more classes, much more anonymous. Maybe it's not a lie after all. Besides, I could eat if I wanted to, I could force myself—the next lie. A house of cards made of lies that I artfully construct for myself. I hate myself for it. One of my core values is honesty. And then there are the little girl's eyes. Suddenly, I feel a sense of unease in my back; it's not mine, but it reaches me from head to toe. Sometimes I feel other people's glances and movements without seeing them. It's like a light breeze in the air. I turn around. At the next table in the café sits a mother with her little daughter. The mother has just gotten up and is walking toward the counter, probably to pay. I look into the little girl's deep blue eyes and see fear and uncertainty. Intuitively, I reach out my arm and offer my hand to the girl. Without hesitation, she puts her hand in mine. "Your mom will be right back," I say. The little girl says nothing, but squeezes my hand, and the fear gradually fades from her eyes, and my uneasiness disappears. I have no idea why this moment touches me so deeply. It's as if little explosions of some kind of longing are triggered in my chest. It feels light and honest. Honest, perhaps precisely because of that. I place another card on the house of cards. Hopefully it will never collapse.
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    The Dream

    December 1989

    "Take my hand. We're going to walk through the tunnel now, and on the other side there's a big, bright square and lots of light. Just come with me and you'll see what the square has in store for us at the other end." I take the hand and follow the creature into the tunnel. I know it from somewhere, I've met it before. The tunnel is dark, cold, and damp. So damp that small raindrops form on the smooth walls and there is a kind of spray mist in the air. I shiver and get goose bumps. It is so pitch dark that I cannot see my hand in front of my eyes. Fear grips me, and I want to pull away from this hand. But at that very moment, I can vaguely make out the light on the other side. It gets brighter, but suddenly the figure transforms into an oversized man, and he turns to me, spreads his arms menacingly, and blocks my way. His face resembles a white oval with narrow eyes that sparkle evilly. He twists his mouth into a nasty grin and holds a large, flashing knife in front of my nose. I recoil in fear and take a few steps back, bumping my back against the wet tunnel wall, but he is back in front of me in a flash, so close that I can feel his hot breath on my face. "If you scream, I'll impale you." I try to pull myself together, see the flashing knife, press my lips together for a few seconds, but then I can't help it, I have to scream at the top of my lungs, and the guy rams the knife between my legs, tip first. A sharp, lightning-like pain pierces me, and blood runs out of me, down my legs...

    Drenched in sweat, I wake up from my own stifled screams in my hospital bed, not knowing where I am for a few seconds and trying to make out the dancing numbers on my alarm clock. My temples are throbbing loudly and I am shaking. I quickly turn on the light, throw my blanket aside, and look down at myself. There is no blood coming out of me, and I try to sit up carefully and collect my thoughts. It was just a dream, I try to reassure myself. I get up and pace restlessly back and forth across the room. The little creatures under my skin start crawling again. First in my feet, then up my legs and finally all over my body. It doesn't hurt, but it makes me restless and agitated.

    Then it occurs to me: blood! Yes, of course, that has stopped. I press my hands against my abdomen. The blood is no longer flowing out of me, nothing can happen now! No child can grow inside me anymore, no nourishing soil, the connection to Mother Earth severed—the soul will soon be disembodied, the house gradually disappearing into nirvana. A surge of energy rushes through my bony, starved body. In a strange way, I feel strong and powerful for a moment. I have the feeling of slowly detaching myself from earthly laws, cutting the silver cord, becoming free and untouchable, UNTOUCHABLE!

    Two souls

    I feel the pain inside my heart
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