
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



Table of contents ONcE

CHAPTER 00 — UFF DÄ KARTHAUS............................................2

CHAPTER 0.5 — DAT IS KOBLENZ.............................................6

CHAPTER 01 — UNN DAT SÄIN ÄICH...........................................8

CHAPTER 02 — TO LATE IN LAS VEGAS......................................14

CHAPTER 03 — "MEIN AMOKLAUF" IS MY DIARY..............................21

CHAPTER 04 — MY WAGON IS MY FORTRESS.................................27

CHAPTER 05 — WHEN THE SILENCE ANSWERS...............................32

CHAPTER 06 — SEEN AND APPROVED.......................................35

CHAPTER 07 — RESONANT SPACE...........................................38

CHAPTER 08 — BETWEEN RAMMSTEIN AND DIE ÄRZTE.......................43

CHAPTER 09 — FASTER THAN THE ALGO.....................................46

CHAPTER 10 — NOBODY WAS THERE........................................50

CHAPTER 11 — LAUNDRY GONE.............................................54

CHAPTER 12 — THE CLOWN CATCHES THE SPLINTER........................60

CHAPTER 13 — SOMETIMES I THINK YOU'RE SHIT............................66

CHAPTER 14 — WLK THS WAY...............................................72

CHAPTER 16 — INDEX.......................................................78



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​CHAPTER 00 — UFF DÄ KARTHAUS
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"You have to write everything down. Remember that. Always."

My father didn't say this solemnly. It fell between two thoughts, sometimes in the middle of another topic entirely. At the kitchen table. In front of the television. On the couch. Always when he himself noticed he'd forgotten something.

He was a civil servant. Things that are not documented do not exist. Things that exist must be recorded. Date. Time. Facts.

He shopped from memory at the supermarket. No list. When he got home and noticed something was missing, he'd say while unpacking: You have to write everything down. Remember that. It sounded less like a command than like a belated insight. He hadn't done it. So I was supposed to do better.

I didn't understand why I should remember that. I remembered it anyway.

I came. I saw. I wrote.

My great-grandfather Jakob Kraef, born 1882 in Moselweiß, was a railway conductor. A man of the tracks. His son, my grandfather Peter Josef Kraef, born 1910 also in Moselweiß, started as a slaughterhouse assistant at the Koblenz abattoir and then became a machine fitter between 1926 and 1929. He was a loyal dog of industry, spending over 80 percent of his working life at Arthur Richter & Sons. Much work, little pay! From 1939 his trail goes cold. He surfaces again in 1948. At the workbench. According to his pension assessment of 1973.

He despised violence deeply. When patriarchal duty required him to discipline my father, he'd take him into the next room, clap his hands and hiss: Make noise! A masterful deception of the system, to keep the peace.

But the system struck back in 1973. According to the pension notice of 09.05., his pension was cut. The reason: he had allegedly never stayed anywhere longer than ten years in a row. A joke without equal. He toiled from 1948 to 1973 almost continuously at Richter, but a workplace accident in 1956 to his left shoulder became his undoing. Treatment was delayed, the bones broken. His years were counted not as a life's achievement but as an incomplete protocol.

This closes the circle to me. The severed tendon in my left middle finger, the wreckage of my own left shoulder after the cycling accident, and the subsequent civilian medical botching that the comrades at the BWZK later had to painfully straighten out. We always bent our backs, and in the end comes the discharge.

This system of exploitation and silence is written in black and white in the condolence letters of 1976. Dr. G. Beermann and wife acknowledged my grandfather only posthumously as a diligent and ever-helpful craftsman even in times of hardship. Gunhild Schulte-Wissermann, wife of the lawyer and part of that family who would later dismiss the eviction of the slaughterhouse as a kindergarten exercise, also sent her condolences to my father:

Dear Mr Kraef! My heartfelt condolences on the death of your dear father. I knew him as a helpful, capable and honest person and very much regret not having seen him in recent months. My sincere sympathies to you and your wife, yours, Gunhild Schulte-Wissermann

The relationship was purely functional. They addressed each other formally, were useful, kept the material world of the elite running. They thanked him only after his death for a humility they had taken for granted in life. A final greeting from a world of lawyers and doctors to a man who had done his duty.

The Böhm branch was quite different. They built three houses on the Karthause. While my grandpa Böhm cycled daily to the Pionierhöhe, my grandma still walked there on foot past the age of 80 to collect rent personally from the students. He had a business: milk and dairy products. Eggs under the counter. He was considered indispensable at first. Eventually they drafted him anyway. Along with children and old men. The war takes them all. He came back from captivity. In 1950 he had his fifth daughter. 

My mother. She was a nursery teacher and volunteered with the Kinderschutzbund in the 1980s. Ran the children's helpline for years. At some point she couldn't do it anymore. The support wasn't there. No reflection. No processing. Her work in the 1990s at the Seraphisches Liebeswerk e.V. in Ehrenbreitstein and the children's home in Arzheim didn't help either. On the contrary. A regular Catholic churchgoer, she did something unusual. She stopped going after she had a nervous breakdown during a service. After that she received psychiatric treatment. After that she got worse. For the next 27 years she didn't see a single doctor. In old age she pulled her own teeth. Never doctors again. From then on she trusted no one and nothing. Opened every door in front of you and closed it again immediately behind you. With her dementia today, she forgets a lot. Since then she seems less anxious, more cheerful than before. I see her now, seriously ill, laughing wholeheartedly. I never experienced her like that as a child.

And then there was Karl Adam from Moselweiß, my great-uncle. Athletic giant. National goalkeeper. And also a squad leader in the Waffen-SS. A fact that must be stated here in exactly these words. He should not be the concealed gate that no one likes to talk about.

Play football. Be a role model. Represent the party. Then nothing will happen to you.

I got to know Karl Adam as a child. His wife told my father he sat there all day watching the news. Nothing else. With me he was always friendly but distant. He didn't like to talk much anymore. Until 1944 he demonstrably played football for the most part.

In the last years of his life he gave my grandfather accommodation. The Kraef with the broken shoulder and the cut pension. Garden house. Backyard Lützel. Affordable.

He belongs to my family. We all avoid violence. As best we can. And ultimately he didn't feel like going to war either. Otherwise he would have gone.

Year-round you can hear the freight trains shunting. Metallic jolts, coupling, a dull clanging. In summer the voices from the Oberwerth outdoor pool joined in. Children screaming, laughing, calling. Sounds rising from below to above.

The house smelled of earth. Of garden soil. Of damp grass in spring and heated dust in July.

Afternoons had structure. School. Come home. Lunch. Homework. At three o'clock to friends. Play. The day ran like a plan nobody had to explain.

I had binoculars. Nothing special. I laid them on the windowsill and looked into other windows. One always drew me back — an office building, directly in view. In the mornings the people arrived. I watched them take off their coats, pick up phones, smoke. Smoke again. Smoke once more. Routines repeating daily, without anyone knowing someone was watching. A dollhouse with real people.

I also owned a radio set. Not a toy. A proper device for monitoring frequencies, transmitting, experimenting. Standing waves. Reflection. Grounding. We tried out how far you could reach by angling the antenna differently. Sometimes we fooled other operators just to see how they'd react. There are always multiple ways to communicate. We tried them all.

The binoculars let me see further than others. The radio let me hear further. Together they produced something I couldn't name at the time: an extended field of attention. Not distrust. Not paranoia. Just reach.

I thought that was normal.

Light went on. Light went off.

I was not a quiet child.

I lost things. Keys. Screws. Thoughts. I'd get up to fetch something and by the time I got there I'd forgotten what it was. My father called it absent-mindedness and called me the nervous scatterbrain.

But I wrote.

On 16.05.1990 I noted: I had driven a splinter into my backside on a wooden slide. Ten centimetres deep. Hospital. Operation.

At the end I wrote: I have lovely pain, but otherwise I'm fine.

I wasn't afraid. I fell often. Hospital wasn't unusual. I was more annoyed. Me again. Everyone went down that slide, but only I caught the splinter.

At the swimming pool I cut my foot on a pool ladder rung. Play-fighting I fell on my head. Concussion. More than once.

Not acting unusually. Just the one it always happens to.

I began entries often with Today.

Today this happened. Today it hurt.

I didn't write because it was poetic. I wrote when something went wrong. When something threatened. When I noticed I was losing the overview.

I filled countless diaries. Never out of happiness.

Why does everyone else slide down — and I get the splinter?

I wrote it down.

In 2006 I tried it deliberately.

Regensburg — Istanbul was on the cover. Three months by bicycle. Tarp instead of hotel, except in border regions. Late autumn. This time no crisis diary. This time it was supposed to be cheerful. Light. Adventurous.

The further east we went, the harder it became. In Romania minus five degrees. In the mornings the bong water was frozen. We slept outside under the tarp, on sleeping mats, in sleeping bags that were reaching their limits. Breath hung white in the air. Crumbling houses. Poverty. Faces that laughed anyway.

Inside it got tighter too.

The Ire and I had no money left. Only El Capitano still had access to the last funds. A day and a half of hunger. He bought himself chocolate bars. Didn't share anything. When he finally went to get food he came back with Christmas biscuits.

I didn't know what else I should have bought.

No money of my own. No food of my own. No control.

I kept writing. Described rivers, bridges, border crossings. Held the tone. As best I could.

At the end of the trip an Istanbul policeman escorted us across the Galata Bridge from Europe to Asia. Bicycles were forbidden there. He let it happen anyway. When we reached the other side he called after us: But you're taking the ferry back.

Over 3,000 kilometres. Regensburg to Istanbul. I had tried to write something beautiful.

It had just about worked.

2007 brought the accident in Vienna.

Four metres height. Greenhouse. Screwdriver slips. The tip slid off the screw head, my hand shot forward, metal met skin. The left middle finger swelled immediately. Blood. I'm left-handed.

I kept working. Three days.

Not because anyone forced me. But because lying alone, injured, in a foreign city, in a hotel in pain was no better option. An earlier departure was not approved. Every injured soldier gets treated. Fitters can sort themselves out.

At the hospital in Vienna they only rinsed the wound. Back in Germany a doctor said: You're a week too late. Brief examination, dressing change, routine. The wound healed. Four more weeks later. At the final check it turned out. The tendon in the left middle finger was severed. In the end it was sewn back together. My physiotherapist said it was lucky it was still possible after so long.

The finger didn't obey. When holding a pen it pulled sideways. Writing became exercise. That was the real loss of control. Not the pain. Not the scar. But the inability to record: date, time, wording.

Memory is soft.

In 2008 I broke my collarbone. Another injury, another treatment, another feeling that things weren't running cleanly. This time I could write.

I started with a mind map. The mind map became a document. The document became a medical report.

Chronology, treatment of my clavicular fracture, 27.04.08 — 19.09.08.

The first entry: 27.04.08, approx. 18:00, admitted by the German Red Cross to Krankenhaus Simmern.

Factual. No commentary. Date, time, process.

I quickly realised that writing everything down is easier said than done. The real effort started after that. I had to read up on sports injuries. On collarbone fractures. On medical terminology I hadn't known until then.

Write everything down, my father had said.

But write it so it stays comprehensible — that he hadn't said. I learned that myself. In this phase. The hard way.

So it began. No manifesto. No fanfare. Just a shift. Writing was no longer expression. It was insurance.

And while everything outside continued — the deer barked their rough warning into the dusk, the chickens clucked their indifferent everyday noise, the geese shrieked shrilly across the yard — my relationship to reality changed quietly and without announcement.

When something happened, I wrote it down.

When something didn't happen, I wrote that down too.

I thought it was private. An organisational system for myself.

I didn't know that this very method would later grow larger than any single incident.

I only knew:

If I don't record it, it goes soft.

And I'd had enough of soft.
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Koblenz sits where two rivers meet. Moselle from the left. Rhine from the right. The Deutsches Eck. In 1897 the Prussians put a Kaiser on a horse there. Wilhelm I. Granite. Twelve-meter pedestal. In 1945 the Americans shot him down. The rider, not the pedestal. The pedestal still stood. Empty for decades. Only in 1993 did a new Kaiser arrive. Reproduction. Same horse. Same pedestal. Different time.

On the pedestal it reads: Never shall the empire be destroyed, if you are united and true. Max von Schenkendorf. Prussian patriot. 1813. The sentence survived two world wars, one Kaiser and one republic. It still stands.

Koblenz was the largest garrison city in Europe. Roman. Prussian. French-occupied after the First World War. The French stayed until 1930. They called the city Confluentia. Confluence. The name is older than everything else.

Saint Beatus is said to have come to Koblenz in the first century. Student of an apostle, according to tradition from England via the Moselle valley. His name appears on streets, on churches, on the cemetery at Beatusstraße. He never left.

On October 25, 1923 separatists stormed the Electoral Palace. Green-white-red. Rhenish Republic. Declared.

No plaque anywhere. Koblenz doesn't explain itself. I stumbled across it by chance. Similar incidents occurred in Trier. Christian Stöck, lawyer, deputy mayor of Trier, wrote his memories of the occupation in 1930. Light, serious and very serious conversations on Trier local history. The separatism left waves in Trier too. By the end of December 1923 the ghost was gone. On September 30, 1924 Stöck's term as deputy ended and the real mayor returned. He recorded that. Both of them.

Then the Baybachtal. In rocks near a mill, deep in the forest, two inscriptions. NOTSTAND 1923. And a few meters further: NOTSTAND 1926. Someone was there twice. Someone recorded it. No paper. No office. Just stone.

10/21/1923 Aachen declared. 10/25/1923 Koblenz occupation begins. 11/28/1923 Koblenz ends. 09/30/1924 end of Stöck's service. February 1924 official end of the movement.

The civil servants refused to cooperate. Inflation devoured everything. In the night the last ones withdrew under French protection. Citizens had surrounded the palace. Public interest high. Structural support low. Withdrawal without pathos.

Same in 1997 in Rauental. A broad belt of residents had surrounded the building. Around 5 p.m. The police couldn't get directly involved. In the end we left. "We did not leave the building out of conviction. We yielded to force."

On the Rathausplatz the Schängel spits. Bronze boy on a fountain. Illegitimate French half-breed, named after local legend. Inaugurated June 1941. In the middle of the war. He holds his hand to his temple. Doesn't raise it. Spits on careless tourists when they get too close. He still stands today.

Josef Cornelius wrote him a song. Music by Karl Kraehmer. It goes like this:

A merry Koblenz Schängel I am, baptized with Rhine and Moselle water and wine, healthy of heart, liver and lung, and am my mother's very best son!

And even when the cold wind blows through my pants, I never lose my humor, never hang my head. Where there's trouble and strife, I'm always right there.

Where something's going on, he's there. That's the formula. Not courage as a decision. Not attitude as a program. Simply: being there. Baptized with Rhine, Moselle and wine. Healthy of heart, liver and lung.

Peter Joseph Osterhaus, the Fetzer-Pitter, born 1823 in Koblenz. In 1848 he joined the revolution. Fled to the USA. Fought in the Civil War on the side of the Union. Against slavery. General. A man from Koblenz.

I grew up there. Karthause. Former vineyard with chapel. My grandparents built there. Solid. Bourgeois. With a wide view over the Rhine toward Oberwerth and the southern suburbs.

From up here everything looked ordered.

Koblenz knows the pattern. The city has seen it multiple times. People who arrive. People who leave again. The Schängel keeps spitting.

Where there's trouble and strife, I'm always right there.
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On April 27, 2008, I was riding my bicycle over a highway bridge. Fully loaded. Downhill stretch. Approximately thirty kilometers per hour.

Then I was lying at the bottom.

The German Red Cross brought me to Krankenhaus Simmern. Hunsrück Klinik, kreuznacher diakonie. I had a ping-pong ball-sized lump with a laceration on the back of my head. Abrasions on the left shoulder, the left wrist, the back in the pelvic area. I was in shock. Disoriented.

They told me to wash up. Then I was X-rayed.

A nurse came into the waiting room. She looked at the X-rays.

"This needs to be operated on immediately."
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