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My nephew Marcus Behrendt (*1979) lives and works in Berlin. Born and raised in Bad Oeynhausen, he escaped the small town at the tender age of 20 and moved away, first to Bremen, then to Berlin. Since 2007, he has been living and working in the capital as an educator and freelance comic artist and illustrator. He was chairman of toonsUp e. V. for many years, posts comic tutorials for children on his YouTube channel, and is the resident artist for the Sandmännchen. And he still has time for music on the side.




1. Justification


All of the following poems were written by me. I have clearly marked any quotations from other sources.


Georg Simmel:


"Would, with one stroke


everything that remained in the soul


erased any


reaction of gratitude,


then society,


at least as we know it,


fall apart."


Me:


In plain English:


Without gratitude


there is no cohesion.


William Shakespeare (Henry IV):


"Say what you have to say,


like a man of this world!"


Weeds


"Conversation" –


sounds more trendy than


"chat,"


but not more accurate.


"Thorns and thistles,"


not weeds,


"it shall bear for you" – the field –


we read in the Book of Genesis.


And the conversation?


It is full of life –


it gives us support,


reaches out its hand;


we seek and find ourselves


in others and


at the same time others in ourselves.


It determines our existence,


gives it a voice—


in reality;


no, not in reality,


because it is not reality


but reality that has an effect.


Forgetting time, my mind wanders through my homeland, not knowing why. Silently, I gaze at every dirt road, every tree, the lake, the forest, the people. Oh no! School days shall not spoil my sublime mood. And my thousand fears shall also stay away, the devil take them! Only what uplifted and uplifts me shall blossom in my soul. The mind must be silent: it degrades, it consumes my strength, it breaks down beauty into building blocks that are ugly individually. Yes, I fear I understand some of it. Perhaps that is the only reason I am sad. And my expectations, which awaken my consciousness, should also be buried. Although I imagine I know myself, I doubt it. Too many contradictory impulses unsettle me, most of all the inconspicuous yet momentous ones.


As soon as I ponder the universe, I literally feel dizzy. This expanse confuses me so much that I have to stop imagining it. The dee ly I delve into it, the more eerie it becomes. I feel the same way when I think about humanity, or more precisely, my consciousness, even if it is supposedly confined to a closed space. The human soul is like the universe, which means I can never comprehend its limits. Thousands upon thousands of emotions lead to even more thoughts and actions that often cannot be explained, as I can never clearly comprehend the human soul. A glance from the person opposite is enough to uplift, humiliate, or unsettle me, although all three of these verbs only describe these feelings very roughly. A single explanation of each would require an extensive book. Therefore, I will definitely stick to myself and not add anything foreign, and I will not speculate, knowing full well that I cannot succeed in providing a detailed description of the soul. My truthfulness should help me in looking back, because I write for myself, to understand myself and thus to heal myself. I will often refer to my memories, but never in a negative way, except in general terms.


Of course, I want to write exclusively about my life, even if it is inevitable to remain subjective. I want to dissect my feelings, my thoughts, and my life mercilessly and unvarnished, without bombast and pomp. I will subject my confessions to this, even if they should make me cringe. Only what I have seen, felt, and experienced will guide me, and a certain serenity will support me in this. Since my life cannot be free from the influence of my family and environment, I will try to describe these influences by highlighting them. I ask myself: Should I begin my narrative with what I believe to be the causes of my condition or with the presumed consequences of it? After much deliberation, I have decided to begin with the causes. For all consequences are developed by the conscience, and this only with the awakening of the mind, that is, with the beginning of maturity, a few years later.
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The lost sheep


See to it that none is lost.


For I tell you:


Only the flock preserves the herd mentality.


If one strays,


it becomes infected with reality.


And this one, the confused one:


Also drags the other ninety-nine


into the abyss of truth.


My childhood was never lonely; I was never a loner. On the contrary, I loved being in company because it made me happy and shaped me into a person who had slowly, albeit haltingly, developed into an individual. When I talk to my sister Waltraud today, she knows next to nothing about village life. I, on the other hand, had seen the inside of every house in the village. I still wonder what I was looking for there. Well, my mother often sent me to neighbors to buy sauerkraut, pickled cucumbers, tomatoes, and more. We especially liked the sauerkraut and pickled cucumbers, both made by Polish hands. Sorry, not just by hand, because the sauerkraut was trampled into the barrel with bare feet.


Who would I be if I hadn't had those who gave me meaning? I wrote the preceding sentences to avoid misunderstandings. But I was never really myself. I am also not a thinker. This statement is not feigned humility, because that is foreign to me. Everything I write about are my feelings and sensations, which cause me to suffer, although there may be pure vanity behind the suffering. I searched and found some things, yet they may still be feelings that I have not fully elevated to sensations ( ). In my opinion, the heart is responsible for feelings, and the heart and mind for sensations. The breeding ground for feelings was prepared for us during childhood, but we have to come up with sensations ourselves; we have to find them. My grandmother knitted socks all winter evenings. I dare not judge which of us did more meaningful work, because I do not know the meaning of life, even though I have thought about it a lot. We both had only one goal: to escape the grueling boredom, with the difference that Grandma's socks kept us warm. Nevertheless, I loved and still love life.


Schopenhauer was wrong when he claimed: "Leisure without intellectual fulfillment is death and the grave of living people." Oh no! Because the more I think about life and people, the more unhappy I become. Oh, how I envy those who travel, watch TV, chat, dance, play, sit in bars, etc. Why? The more I think about us humans, the more it upsets me. The motives behind our actions sometimes drag me into an emotional abyss. I will never be able to comprehend the never-ending wars, abuse, envy, hatred, and so much more. If I played billiards, I think I would feel much better – Mr. Schopenhauer.
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Plowed


I have done


what others demanded.


I also thought


what others prescribed.


I believed


what others feigned.


And I wished for


what others thought was right.


I also have a job


that others longed for.


A result of my upbringing?


No!


I am just like this:


without an ego.


But I must mention:


I remained true to my desires.


Fortunately, no one noticed.


"By the way: what can a decent person talk about with the greatest pleasure? Answer: about themselves. So I, too, will talk about myself."


But I say to you


Listening,


without the intention of wanting to help.


Listen


without the desire to encourage.


Listen


without the goal of having to respond.


Listening


without the pleasure of feeling pity.


Listening


without judging what is said.


Listening


without the ambition to understand.


Listening


without the desire to be heard yourself.


Listening


just listen,


nothing else.


If questions follow, then only then...


What now: listen or talk? Does the quote from Dostoyevsky's "Notes from Underground" contradict my "poem"? Of course, I can already hear the voices of the wise: both. But: Can I impose my experiences on others? Yes, I tell myself, because others who ponder similar experiences will also find themselves in them. Some, however, are not aware of this, which is why they feel comparatively worse. Presumptuous? "Whereof one cannot speak, thereof one must be silent," says Wittgenstein. But I do not want to be silent, especially not about my feelings, which are often intangible or seem incomprehensible. The conflicting thoughts are also important to me: to make them conscious, not to push them away. Of course, I can go through life as diligently as an ant, without knowing why I lived and what all these doubts were for. In the end, I may realize that my plan to write about myself was indeed presumptuous. Nevertheless, I do not want to give up the great joy I find in writing about myself. I hope to find in my feelings what I was looking for and am still looking for. No, I am not standing like an ox in front of a mountain, because I am already in a long run-up.


The great Schopenhauer also wrote, with regard to writing style, that only those who have something to say should write. And once again I feel uncertain, because I ask myself: Do I have something to say? No, I don't want to think about it, otherwise my project will sink into doubt. On closer inspection: what did he mean by "saying"? Were his thoughts and experiences more significant than those of a person who simplistically internalizes the world? The cultural elite usually feels far superior to us. But what gives them that right? Although I had engaged with them, I found no clear answer to the question of what the meaning of life is, but mostly pompous and confusing writings, even though I did not and do not want to live without them. And yet I follow an important piece of advice from Schopenhauer: "On the contrary, an author should beware of nothing more than the visible desire to show more wit than he has, because this arouses the reader's suspicion that he has very little, since one always and in every way only affects what one does not really possess. That is precisely why it is a compliment to call an author naive, because it means that he is allowed to show himself as he is." Now I will show myself as I am.


Meaning


I was searching for:


meaning for the world,


the meaning of life,


the meaning of my life.


I found:


no meaning for the world,


no meaning for life n,


no meaning for my life.


Nevertheless, I found:


kind deeds,


a pleasant smile,


tender hugs,


sunny days,


peaceful home,


tears of joy, –


which I did not enjoy.


Suddenly, the question arose again: Why do I have to write at all? I hope that this is the best solution for my sadness and shyness, which are sometimes unbearable. I have already digested everything mentally, without any success. Now my writing is a kind of ther peutic journey through my first twenty-two years. I claim that I have been very lucky in life, because I have always been healthy, more or less successful at school and at work, and also happy in my family. So why am I still sad? Dostoyevsky: Man can only endure the journey to his goal, but never the arrival. Since writing is the only thing I have left, I write in the hope of having a goal again and being on my way. Many memories from my childhood and youth are vividly stored in my soul. I always kept this inner world hidden because I was often ashamed of it and didn't want to be mocked.


"Tolstoy, for example, towards the end of his life, sensitive to the ocean of social suffering around him, stopped writing and called for people to do something more socially useful than telling invented stories." (Rüdiger Safranski in "Nietzsche".


I believe I have now overcome this powerlessness, which is why I write. If I repeat myself in some places, it is not a rhetorical device, which I am not familiar with anyway, but rather an expression of my absent-mindedness. By the way: what else can I do? As I mentioned, I can hardly stand people around me anymore, so I avoid them. When I read books, I am haunted by the feeling of constantly repeating what I have already read. I know this is presumptuous! However, anyone who claims this is more or less struggling with the emptiness of the soul. But what can they fill it with if there is no filler to be found? When I watch the news on television, it "builds" me up, telling me: My God, how good your life is considering the misery in the world! I resolve not to turn on the TV anymore, but I don't succeed.


And then Nietzsche came along. I imagined that I was mostly acting selflessly, as I had been taught in religious education, at school, and at home.
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Unmasking the egoist


I read, but I didn't want to believe it.


I read again: I was confused, then ashamed.


I read it again: an outrageous insinuation!


Then I fell silent—the silence overwhelmed me.


Great mistake! – my soul cried out.


Let this be said once and for all:


No. No. No. And no again.


Everyone else, perhaps, but never me –


whispered my ego encouragingly.


Glory to Nietzsche on high and peace on earth to all mankind.
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"You crowd around your neighbor and have nice words for it. But I tell you: your love for your neighbor is your poor love for yourselves. ...


You flee to your neighbor from yourselves and want to make a virtue of it: but I see through your 'selflessness' ...


You cannot stand yourselves and do not love yourselves enough: now you want to seduce your neighbor into love and gild yourselves with his error. ...


You invite a witness when you want to speak well of yourselves; and when you have seduced him into thinking well of you, you think well of yourselves. ...


One goes to his neighbor because he is searching for himself, and the other because he wants to lose himself. Your poor love for yourselves turns your loneliness into a prison ..."


Now to another topic: According to v or, we are on the run: wealth, fame, art, faith, power, and much more were and are our goals. Or we wander around—disoriented. On some escape routes, we encounter people who have also lost their way. But there is no conversation that can provide support. Sometimes one person believes that the path they have chosen is better than that of the other. This "arrogance" testifies to the spiritual poverty of human beings and their inner turmoil. For I repeat: there is no meaning in life except that it is beautiful to live. Even in kindergarten, I was in love and always wanted to play with Brigitte. But she rejected me violently, even jumped in my face and scratched me. I switched to Adele. She was no better. Then I gave up.


From now on, I will dig into my wounds, tear them open, come what may: I want to laugh again. If you don't know what to do with the present, you fall back on the past, even on sad events, because something happened there. Even thoughts like these occupy my mind: Why don't I return to my homeland? The answer is simple: I would miss the German language, which still enchants me. Because Polish is spoken in my current home. Although I have a Polish high school diploma, I lack a deep emotional connection to this language. This was taken from me during my childhood or never really developed in the first place. Why? I will describe this later in my story.


I also wanted to be famous. My big idol was Franz Beckenbauer. I can still remember my first ball. My mother gave it to me for my twelfth birthday – despite my poor grades at school. How I cherished and cared for it! It was something very special, especially since it was precious at the time: we rarely had the opportunity to play with a real ball before. When I was voted one of the twenty best talents in Allenstein, it reinforced my dream. Two hundred young people were up for selection. Later, I was allowed to train soccer during working hours or during my apprenticeship as a locksmith, which I was proud of. Instead of hammering and filing, I was able to pursue my greatest pleasure. But shortly after that, , I was chasing girls, drinking alcohol, and smoking. My dream career was over. Nevertheless, I continued to play soccer because it was my passion and it made me feel important.




2. Our village


History


First, a few lines for those who have never heard of East Prussia. Originally, until the beginning of the 13th century, Baltic tribes of Prussians lived in the territory of East Prussia. From then on, the Teutonic Order conquered this territory, which was the northeasternmost part of the state of Prussia until 1947. The Prussians were forcibly subjugated and Christianized by the Teutonic Order. After this, the Teutonic Order settled East Prussia with Germans and Poles from various parts of their original homeland. After World War II, our village community consisted of three "ethnic groups": One part consisted of long-established Poles and Germans, and the third part consisted of Poles from Lithuania, specifically from Vilnius and the surrounding area, who were "resettled" by Stalin after World War II from what was then Soviet Lithuania. They moved into houses and farmsteads that had been left behind by the Germans who had fled in 1945. The Poles who had immigrated earlier, most of them from Masovia, who had settled in East Prussia for centuries, were either lured there or fled due to persecution; some of them were Protestants. They spoke a peculiar form of Polish, a dialect that some Germans later understood and used: "Po naszamu," they said. In English: in our own way. This language united Germans and long-established Poles. This dialect was often mixed up and used unintentionally in a humorous way. "Hast du gezidziol jek ein Schweinchen przez Pole gelaufen?" (Did you see a piggy running through the field?) The Lithuanian Poles understood very little of it. Detailed historical descriptions of East Prussia, Ermland, Al lenstein, and Jomendorf can be found on Wikipedia. Therefore, I will refrain from presenting this history in detail here, as it is actually very complicated and only partially related to me personally. Below, I describe the period after World War II, specifically the 1960s and 1970s.


"Surprisingly," the coexistence between the Germans and the long-established Poles was reasonably harmonious. This changed somewhat after the First World War, partly due to burgeoning nationalism on both sides. A Polish school was even founded in Jomendorf. Only a few children attended it. According to Polish history, they were insulted and even beaten up by German children on their way home. From now on, I will use the word "Poles" exclusively for Poles from Vilnius. Historically speaking, I find it difficult to describe the long-established residents as Poles, especially since they voted almost unanimously for Prussia during the plebiscite of 1920. They were probably so assimilated and Germanized that they preferred Prussia's order, even though they spoke Polish or used the Polish dialect. Our tenant Paul Grzywaczewski, for example, also spoke German. He lived with his son, daughter-in-law, and later also his granddaughter in a kitchen and a small room. His name was, as you can easily see, of Polish origin. Nevertheless, he often spoke German with us. He visited us occasionally to listen to the 7 p.m. news in German. He only trusted the news from Radio Luxembourg. The station's reception was disrupted by communist jammers, as was that of Radio Free Europe. That's why we children had to walk on tiptoe during the ten-minute news broadcast, otherwise Grzywaczewski, sitting hunched over the radio speaker, would scold or hiss at us. Afterwards, he would tell my parents about any important events, if there were any, and then leave.
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