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                        "What use is freedom of thought if it does not lead to freedom of action?" (Jonathan Swift)
                    

                    
                

                
                
                    
                    

  
I dedicate this book to 
all those who live with traumatized people, are friends
with them, or are related to them,




especially to 
all the many volunteers who helped during these incredible
times.




Above all, I dedicate it 

  
    to Hannah and her parents and
    relatives.
  



                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                    
                        Introductory Notes
                    

                    
                    
                    
                        "The most beautiful flowers often bloom in secret."  (Chinese wisdom)
                    

                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
   
 You think you are talking to someone who has been through a lot,
but now you are giving them something warm to eat, a blanket, or a
home, for which they are grateful. 
You think he is now safe and can finally recover.
Now things are getting better, day by day. Finally, a good life
will be able to begin for this person. 
Unfortunately, this is not necessarily true.

      What you don't know is that 
you both live in different realities that have nothing to
do with culture or origin. A traumatized person is as far
away from you as if they were standing on the other side of the
river. They may only see you as a very small figure - or they may
not see you at all. Yes, he might listen to you, but whether your
words reach this person's heart is highly questionable.


  


    


  



  

     
  


    
Not everyone who has
experienced something terrible is traumatized. But 
    
everyone who is traumatized shows clear symptoms and is not
well.
    
 Anyone who has been
traumatized frequently or repeatedly over a long period will have a
modified brain. Yes, 
    
the brain has developed larger or smaller areas here and
there, this has been proven by computer tomography.
    
 How can that be? What causes
that?
  



  

     


     It took me many 
decades to get the right diagnosis, and 
many more years to understand what was wrong with
me. To this day, my family and I try to deal with each
other in such a way that 
no arguments are the order of the day, that no one feels
hurt, that no one feels alone. My two sons and my husband
have accompanied me to therapy in part to understand the way a
traumatized works and 

  why I am so difficult and exhausting
. It was important for me to understand that the 
many bad feelings I was experiencing had more to do 
with my family of origin than with my family of
choice.

     I realized that there were no books on the subject: 
How do I, as a relative, deal with this sudden
stranger? Because yes, everyone makes mistakes, especially
when they don't know what constitutes the nature of a traumatized
person. I searched in bookshops, and I found a few things on the
internet, but there was nothing that could quench my thirst for
knowledge 
in a summarized and descriptive way. And then came
the civil war in Syria and with it many traumatized people to
Germany. 

  Who would tell to the hosts how to react to the crying, how
  to advise the helpless?






  


    


  



  

     I am an author, I am traumatized - I felt called upon 
  


    

[1], and time was not running out, it
had
  
  


    
 run out
  
  


    
! That's why I was 
    
writing this guide 
    
in the shortest possible time, leaving out a lot of things
that a serious author would normally do
    
, I'm drawing on what I've
learned myself in meanwhile 
    
16 years of trauma work as an outpatient or in
hospitals,
    
 what I've 
    
learned and read in books
    
, I watched 
    
scientifical videos online
    
 and 
    
visited trauma forums
    
, and I cite sources wherever
necessary.
  



  


    


  



  


    
     It is 
    
not only soldiers and refugees
    
 who 
    
suffer from PTSD
    
. This disorder affects many
more people than is imagined in general. I had to be 35 years old
to find out that I was suffering from it. That 
    
there is a name for all my pain, my suffering, my tears, my
depression
    
. There are answers to my
question: 
    

      
What is wrong with me? Why
can't I go through life without a care in the world?  Why can't I
get more done? Why do I fail so often? 
      
Why can't I control myself?
    
  



  
      Yes, 
most people manage to bury a bad experience somewhere deep
inside themselves. If they are lucky, they even forget
about it at some point and simply carry on living their lives as
normal. And I'm glad that's the case! But if there are people who
are not given this grace - I'll explain later why this can happen -

then these people who have already been scourged are
ridiculed, portrayed as liars or effeminate, or they are accused of
lacking effort and commitment. It is 

  humiliating, undignified, and
  cruel.
 




 




  
     I admire all those
who took care of people like me with a strong heart and full of
confidence. My respect also goes to all those who, as paramedics,
teachers, or educators, put so much energy, strength, dedication,
passion, and charity into other people. These "do-gooders", as they
are often called here in Germany by right-wing populists and their
followers, are exactly that: they are the true, good people! Role
models, heartfelt heroes! It is necessary for everyone to quickly
understand 
what is good and what is not. For this, you need
real, genuine facts. I am trying to do my bit here to provide you
with these facts.




          Yours sincerely



     

  Helene Elis
 (helene912, Stefanie Helene Elise Jänsch)

                    
                

                
            

            

    
	1 
                     I published this book in 
Germany back 
in 2016: Elis, Helene and Tee, Anna: "
Denn Sie solltern unbedingt wissen, was Sie tun",
ASIN: B01ABTGIZK, Publisher: 
BookRix (January 8, 2016); at that time, many
Syrian refugees were coming into the country and 
former Chancellor Angela Merkel had hoped and
believed, 
"We can do it!"

                    

 
    






        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                    
                        1 The World of the Traumatized
                    

                    
                    
                    
                        "The hardest pains on earth are those that are cried out and kept silent." (Friedrich von Bodenstedt)
                    

                    
                

                
                
                    
                    

  
     
  

"I was awake until 4 am. Shit, I
slept in until 2 p.m. again, no surprise. I try to open my eyes,
but they're stuck. Everything is kind of sticky. I still feel heavy
and tired - but 2 p.m., I promised myself, I can't do that! It's
kind of glaring outside. Great, the sun is shining, but it's
blinding me today. I'm sad. Hey, why?


    Why am I crying now,
stupid cow? They were all right, I'm useless, I can't do anything.
It looks like my head is only good for wearing hats. It's my fault.
I should have gone to bed earlier. 

     
Oh man, I can't do anything. For
me, the day is over in fact.


  

  

    
 Oh no, the doorbell! Is there
another bill I've forgotten? It's yet another fucking bill
collector, damn it, no, go away! Get out of here now!


  

     Damn it, where are my handkerchiefs? But I won't move or the
bill collector will hear me, shit! My heart is hammering in my
throat.


  

     
  

Okay, the ringing stops. Oh shit, now it's the phone! Someone wants
to talk to me - oh man, I CAN'T! I CAN'T! Everyone, please leave me
alone!



  
     Yes, there you
are, crawling under the covers, you poor wretch, you monster!
You're crazy, insane, out of your mind, you belong in a psychiatric
institution! Afraid of such a ringing, oooooh, how cruel, it's
ringing, oooooh!



  
     
Go away, you, whoever you are!
That's my sister's voice, I can hear it! She never said it like
that. But I'm sure she thought so!



  
     Yes, always
blame others!!! It's YOUR responsibility! You are a loser!



  
     
That was my mother. Now the
doorbell ringing again, NO! PLEASE, EVERYONE, STOP
IT!!!



  

    

     It's quiet now. Damn, WHY did I only choose a first-floor
apartment?
  



  
      You wouldn't
listen ...



  
   
  There's a knock now, too! Damn
it - it's my friend Karla!!! Damn! She probably wants her book back
- but if I open the door now, I'll make a complete fool of
myself!



  
     You're always
being ridiculous!



  
    
 I'll just wait until she's gone
again and take the book to her later! Ah, here comes the pain
again. Ah, oh my God!!! I need ... no, I used up the last
painkiller yesterday. Fucking toothache! Ah, damn ... I hope I
don't get sick again now ... that would be bad ... I can't help it,
it's like torture ... Shit! But I'm not going to the pharmacy now -
she's still at my door, she's waiting ... Oh man. The pain is
getting worse, all right. It could take 20 minutes, I'd better stay
in bed.

   Just don't moan now, the window is open. Don't let
me moan. She'll hear me. Moaning is miserable. 


Last time I fainted from it - I
can hope for that!"



  


  

    

      
     This
description is a memory of my own. I was 21 and had finally moved
out of home, 
thinking everything would be fine now. 
But with me, I took myself and my damaged mind. It
didn't get better, 
it got worse every day, until - thank God! - I was
taken to a mental hospital by an attentive friend.
    

    

      

     After that, I spent 
years and years searching for the right therapy to
help myself. It wasn't until 2007, when 
I was 37 years old, that I found the right form of
therapy for me, and things have been gradually improving ever
since.
    

    

      

        


      
    

    

      


     
Horror is the right description of what
traumatized people experience every day, even on "nice" days. They
keep it a secret because most of them don't know how to deal with
it. 
They endure in silence. They hide it so as not to
be labeled as what we call in German "verrückt" - means "crazy",
literally "dis-moved" - and 
they are. Because 
their views are "dis-moved
", something has caused them 
to see things differently and has moved all things
into a mess. When I talk to traumatized people about what they
consider a "nice day", I get answers like:
    

    

      
	
        
I had a little less
pain today, which was relaxing.
      

      
	
        
The nice thing is
the moment when the pain stops for a while.
      

      
	
        
Nice day? What do
you mean by that?
There are no nice days for me.
      

    

    

      


     They sound over-the-top and pathetic, but believe me:
 it's real, and it's bitterly serious. Mental pain
can burn your body to such an extent that at some point you are no
longer able to withstand it - and even 
lose control of your own life. 
    

  



                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                    
                        2 What's going on here?
                    

                    
                    
                    
                        "There is nothing so easily mistaken for exaggeration than the presentation of naked truth." (Joseph Conrad)
                    

                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
   
  

Yes, what's going on? The traumatized people ask
this themselves.


  

    


  



  
     
  
"What's wrong with me? I
don't recognize myself like this."
  




          Unfortunately, it's
also not uncommon to hear: 

          
"I don't know any different."


     I don't want to describe the
causes in detail, there are enough reports from traumatized people
in literature. Here I just want to 
explain very briefly what happens in the brain of a
traumatized person and why they are therefore unable to detach
themselves from their trauma and keep experiencing 

  flashbacks

, going round in circles, 
unable to find a way out.


     Let's take a look at how our
memory works. Our brain has 
places where it stores memories. Normally, people
learn through 
experiences that they 
repeat. As a speech therapist, I know that we
learn language by listening to words. Our auditory nerve carries
the auditory signal to brain centers where nerves are "trained", so
to speak. These 
nerves learn to recognize sequences of sounds: /m/
- /a/ - /m/ - /a/, until the word 
"mama" is recognized as a unit. And until it 
is recognized and the first understanding of the word is
formed, the word must be 
repeated 
several thousand times. This is probably why
mothers have it in their genetic program to 
always repeat everything to their children in a
high-pitched tone of voice, no matter what stupid it sounds like:
"Mo-ma! Yes, mom! I am the mo-ma! Say mo-ma, please ..." and so
on.

     However, there are also 
things that we have to learn immediately, because 
repeating them several times, as when learning to
walk or talk, 
would be fatal! If we had to touch a fire several
thousand times before we learned that fire is too hot for our
fingers, then 
learning would soon become superfluous.


          These 
signals, which are intended 
for our self-protection, are stored elsewhere in
the brain: 
Normal memories are found in the cerebral cortex,
among other places, 
and we have conscious access to these. We can
expand our knowledge by reading and acquiring a great deal of
knowledge, both actively and practically. So 
if someone tells me, "Fire is really hot, hands off!", I
can learn to avoid reaching into the fire without any personal
experience. Why am I explaining this in such detail?

          
Traumatic events are stored via smells, sounds, and all
sensory impressions, and these are located in the amygdala and the
hippocampus, in other words, deep in the midbrain, where
essential things are regulated. 
Here, we have no access to our consciousness! We
are not aware of what does not come out of there if it does not
pass through the pituitary gland 

  [1]
, but above all, 
we cannot consciously influence it. We cannot
influence what we do not know about. This is important to note in
connection with the "pulling oneself together" during a
flashback.

     Usually, all information
from the midbrain is transferred to the cerebral cortex and other
storage locations, where it is saved as "normal" memories 
(cold memory). Almost all memories should have
been stored in this way. But there is one exception. It concerns
the 
memories that are formed during a life-threatening attack
on our person. This is how it works like:



        The brain reacts to 
dangerous experiences with a 
survival mechanism (, which is rather
well-known):




  
	
Adrenaline supply (fight or flight response),

  
	
Increase in blood pressure and heart rate, (that
you CAN just run or fight),

  
	
Increase in breathing (to get more oxygen to your
muscles), and

  
	
Reducing the perception of pain, as well as

  
	
Focusing on the situation, blocking out all other
surrounding information (
tunnel vision).





          However, if the
stressful situation continuous for a long time, if neither fight
nor flight is possible, or if the situation is otherwise
overwhelming and confusing so that conscious decisions do not
succeed, the body automatically switches to 
another survival mechanism (not so
well-known):





  
	a 
decrease in heart rate and blood pressure (no
mechanism can be kept in a state of overexcitability in the long
term),

  
	
slackening of the muscles (the "knees become
soft"),

  
	
release of body opiates,

  
	
vocal cord paralysis (you can no longer "get a
sound out"),

  
	
rigor mortis (freezing), and

  
	
surrender reaction.



     Everything that is now
experienced is no longer stored as a whole, but divided into, let's
say, jigsaw pieces of memory. These puzzle pieces are firmly linked
to smells, sounds, single colors, perhaps a feeling on your skin,
and individual images. And every smell, every image, and every
sound is in turn inseparably linked to extremely intense feelings
and physical reactions.

     Because the memory is
fragmented like on a PC that has been used for a long time and
never cleaned up, telling a coherent story becomes almost
impossible, if at all, and the reactions that were not lived at the
time of the trauma event, but were inhibited by the body's opiates,
etc., occur immediately together with those memories. The 
remembering becomes an unwanted experience of 
"reliving" with a 
"here-and-now" quality ("hot memory"

  [2]
). And this is just as stressful for the traumatized person as
the trauma itself was.

        
So much for: "Pull yourself together!" When the
amygdala raises the alarm because of an odor or similar, 
even big, strong men are knocked out (and often feel
ashamed for it). 
You can't intervene consciously. The fear is 
intended to arouse, to call for an immediate escape. It's
a matter of sheer survival! The 
"reliving" is just as painful, shocking, and frightening 
as it was at the time of the trauma, 
no matter how many years ago.



  

  
 



  
     An example from my very own
experience just to show how something like a hot memory might look
like: 

  
  
   "I was strolling through the
corridors of the spa clinic, unaware and in relatively good
spirits. A nice gentleman approached me, we knew each other from
swimming, and he was always nice and talkative. 

  He stopped me in the corridor.
  That was the first 'trigger'.





          
Suddenly everything is much darker. In a flash, perhaps only
for a fraction of a second, I see a German army uniform in front of
me. Something takes my breath away for a moment - was it a blow to
my ribs with an elbow?


     
     The nice gentleman smiles at
me. Before my eyes, I try to get the double image together. I take
a controlled breath and greet him first, taking a step back. He
takes the step with me, smiling.


          
I feel cold and hot at the same time.


        
  'I heard you were short of
money. I wanted to help. Here, 50 euros!'


     
     Now the whole situation
becomes emotionally bizarre! I try to keep my distance from the man
while he offers me money. 

         
 'Like a *****', I think - and 

     
     immediately realize that
this thought is just as absurd as his offer, which I'm sure is very
kind.



  
     'That's nice,' I say, 'but
it's unpleasant and goes too far! Thank you, but: no, thank
you!'


     
     'I won't take no for an
answer!' he suddenly says


          
unexpectedly loudly.


        
  Or did it just seem that
way?


         
 It gets darker, darker again, and I get cold. He has the same
mustache as my abuser back then. My confusion is mixed with a lump
of fear, blind rage, and incomprehensible insecurity. I have to
look down at myself, am I wearing the gray boots like back
then?


        
  No, they're
slippers!


          
But I just felt as if I could see the lantern shining in my
face while he was trying to **** me. 

           
I take another step back and try
to say:



  
     'No is all you're going to
hear from me, though. I don't need your money. No, thank
you!'


     
     A bad conscience adds itself
to my fragile feelings: Do I have the right to refuse this money?
It could be good for my children, we don't have that
much...


          
Another image is mixed in, I see my mother regretfully
complaining: 'Honey, we don't have anything to drink, Dad's been on
his bender again and has squandered all the money!'


      
    'But I insist!'


         
 Now my fellow gets stubborn,



    

   grabs my wrist, and blocks my way.



         

   It's nighttime. The uniform stinks of beer, I can smell it
  again. Why can't these guys just take no for an answer? I feel
  the kick in my abdomen, I feel sick. I cry out slightly,



   
     but there's the guy in front
of me again with his ridiculous €50 banknote, unaware of my inner
home theater with the main movie '3 Hours of Violence on a Cold
April Night'. 


     

  
    I shout at him:
  



          
'

  I don't want your stupid money! Let me go, now!'



     
But he doesn't even think about
it!


         

   
  I break out in a sweat, I smell the
  saliva that my abuser spat on my face at 5-minute intervals for 3
  hours. I'm panicking that I'm going to die now -
 

      
    in the hallway of a
clinic!


          

  
    I push him away from me and flee. I
    race down the stairs, down, down, away from here, just away,
    behind me -
  
 

        
  calls a friend from the clinic,
a young, small, and very nice woman. I am so overjoyed that a
familiar voice is calling me, 

  a firefly in this darkness!





     
     I get preferential
treatment, I am immediately given a consultation with a therapist
after a short walk outside in November freshness didn't
help.  

  
    I know exactly what's coming next and
    I'm really scared of it!
  



         

   
  Increasingly, I can no longer feel my
  body


  [3]


  
    .
  


  
     
  


  
    
      I'm getting more and more nauseous. I'm increasingly
      struggling with the tears - a question of time, I'll start
      crying soon, and who knows when I'll be able to stop it
      again, in hours or days? Accompanied by a painful gagging
      feeling in my throat, the gift of another culprit. Sometimes
      eating helps, that's why I'm so fat. But here I am on a diet!
      My friend buys me two chocolate bars, but it doesn't
      help.
    
  



    

   
  Then to bed. My legs are kicking because
  my whole body suddenly hurts so much that it's almost unbearable.
  Trembling, choking, and panic, panic, panic!



     

  At last, the therapist arrives again and does a few exercises
  with me. Fantasy journeys that mainly bring positive images back
  to my mind's eye.
  
After all, I was at the rehab! I was supposed to recover
here!


    
 After about 2 days and a few sleeping pills at night,



  

    
     I was back in the right time
and place

  [4]
. Something like 'me' again. Not apart from me, not next to me,
without pain. It remains a feeling of being beaten up and now
slowly getting back on my feet, still slightly unsteady and drowsy.
It has robbed me of energy, PTSD is a psycho-vampire, we burn like
candles at two ends and give off our life force until we drop
deathly tired and then sleep for three days (with lots of
nightmares).
  
  





  

    
     The man, who was also in
psychological rehab, didn't understand why I behaved the way I did.
Why he should have been 'slightly abusive'. 
  



  
    
The fear of meeting someone like him again and again is my constant
companion. It's a bloody hell of a fear. I always know exactly
what's coming. All I can do is realize that these are old feelings
- and let them rain through."



  


     
  


    
Here at the latest, it becomes
clear that some sayings to calm you down are simply not
appropriate, such as:
  



  
	     "Don't get so involved!" or

  
	     "Pull yourself together!" or

  
	     "What was so bad about that?" or:

  
	     "Everything will be fine again tomorrow." or, my
favorite:

  
	     
"You have no reason to cry!"






          Perhaps you can now
imagine 
how hurtful this can come across.
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