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Prologue


This book is founded on authentic discernment by means of intensive introspection. If one likes to expand the limits of the already existing, one needs to gain true insights. Insights can only be drawn from one’s own experiences. And to make experiences means, at times, to commit certain errors. To commit errors could mean to have to endure suffering. And suffering can finally lead to disease, hence, an imbalance between what is and what should be, but which may not be allowed to be. The overcoming of suffering and disease can in most cases only succeed over more insights. A continuous cycle.


The disorder of a schizophrenia poses a fundamental question to one’s own being. To put it short: »Who he is, he doesn’t like to be – and who he likes to be, he isn’t.« Many times, this profound disease isn’t regarded at its core as that which it really is, namely an alienation of one’s personality from one’s own Self. Had it been society which had made someone affected sick in the first place and had tagged the label »sick« on him, because he possibly didn’t fit in well into this time or location with his gifts and skills and wasn’t allowed to live them out? However, mostly, all gifts and skills are such that each one is able to make his own individual contribution. There is no reason for envy or the feeling of inferiority. Healing means discernment and acceptance of one’s own soul plan and the fulfilment of one’s individual contribution.


In modern western society, happiness and abundance count the highest, which is expressed in an everlasting desire for the novel, for consumption and the satisfaction of insatiable needs and cravings, ideally as fast as possible, without delay, out of an impulse.


All these are symptoms of a soulless society, of a society which is sick by itself, where a sick person is denoted as sick since the essential core of his soul cannot withstand the pace and ethos of the oh so modern society. The so-called sick takes up his own cross like Jesus of Nazareth and suffers to redeem all others instead that all others would question this pitiful wheel of existence. Thereby, he doesn’t even notice that he has adopted the characteristics of modern culture by himself, exponentiated by multiples. His heart cries for love, but he practises only soulless sexuality. His head is starving for wisdom, but he can warm up only for soulless intellect. The contemporarily prevalent materialism is downright promoting the gutting and, thus, the soullessness and, actually, the dehumanisation of human beings. The triad of body, mind and soul is broken down to sole soulless matter.


To heal, this vicious circle needs to be broken down. A heart must be set free and must allow love. The head must be decoupled from the thinking of the ego. Psychology is, in principle, nothing more than a psy - chology of the ego. But we aren’t actually this ego. It is our intellect, an instance in us, which pretends to be our true Self, but which isn’t. The true Self lies much deeper. To break those chains, we need soulful sexuality and soulful intellect.


Does anyone want so suffer? Many followers of the esoteric scene see suffering as a precondition for a purification of a soul, to be urged to break free of old chains and to detach oneself from restricting thought patterns and dogmas. Without suffering, no insights, it is said. Hence, it isn’t an insatiable desire for insights which makes a sick one sick, but it is suffering which gives birth to true insights. But suffering just to suffer, doesn’t lead to anything. As long as one isn’t on the path to discernment and someone affected isn’t able to heal on his own, it is our task to stand by him. It is often claimed that one shouldn’t intervene since a soul as the governing instance wanted it simply that way. The soul wanted to suffer to be able to discern. According to my own prehistory, I know that this can’t be true. For sure, suffering has an effect like an accelerator of healing processes, but a distorted sexuality, an intellect which had deviated from its way, a rampant ego, can’t be slowed down and stopped that easy. In most cases, without help from outside, this can’t succeed at all. If the mind is blurred, how shall one gain any true insights?


But still this is only possible if someone affected is ready to work on himself and on his inner programmings to alter them. Otherwise, healing is only transitory and not sustainable, suffering can come back. »The inside equals the outside.« No earlier than by altering one’s own inner world of ideas, the outer circumstances can change as well. Inner healing means also outer healing. Clearly, a convalescent makes a contribution to the process of global development and doesn’t only heal himself, but also society at large he lives in.


The author of this book describes his own journey towards discernment, his many mistakes, his errors made, his surprising insights. Everything, which is described in this book, is based on original experiences of the author. This manuscript is a contemporary document, but, at the same time, seems nearly to be fallen out of time. It is a cry for true love, but, at the same time, still caught in categories of duality. But this duality begins slowly but surely to falter around us. There doesn’t only exist the good and the bad, the masculine and the feminine, yin and yang, as irreconcilable opposites, but everything is only one in different characteristics. Without polarities or certain opposites, truth or love couldn’t play their definite roles. Practically, all is based on the vigour of mutually exclusive opposites. However, as the world is striving for a golden era of love, peace and freedom, these opposites become less salient. Instead, in the future, we will perceive ourselves in an attitude of complete Allness, may it be called Allah, Yahweh or Brahman, where everything exists simultaneously, where everything has its justification, but where much is ultimately founded in love. Where there isn’t any separation any more, but only a common We. Hence, at the same time when this book was fin - ished, it was already fallen out of time.


Like me, many persons affected must go through difficult times. Maybe, this book might be useful for those people who aren’t that far and who possibly despair of their symptoms. Who think they would be crazy if they can hear inner voices or suspect mysterious or magical forces if they apply the laws of the universe in the wrong way. Actually, everything has its justification. Symptoms are only a sign of a consciousness which is out of control. Indeed, the real quintessence could read as: »Everything is consciousness« or »without consciousness, there is nothing«. In the process of healing, persons affected can reintegrate into the harmony of the universe and experience the blessings of love in themselves by overcoming their suffering. This is all which counts and for this purpose, to gain more insights, this book had been written. Not to be granted absolution, which will never be given, since the principle of cosmic justice in the framework of cause and effect is too powerful, but to illuminate the process of discernment of someone affected exemplarily in all his facets over a period of almost forty years. How the path of healing could be walked by means of experience, after all those mistakes, painful experiences, strange perceptions and karmic entanglements, to culminate in a state of harmony, love and wisdom, which carries the potential in itself to be enabled to heal the world.


Currently, there are many souls on earth who want to carry out the task to support stuck and stranded souls in their process of healing as helper souls and supporters. Each one of them has his justification. Each person affected must see who is suited best to him, who speaks his own parlance and with whom he comes into resonance best. Ultimately, all pursue the same goal. To heal oneself, to be able to heal others and to heal eventually the world.


Peter Stern, October 2023









1 Introduction


Schizophrenias and psychoses in general still belong to the least understood, most mysterious and at the same time most profound psychic disorders, which can affect human beings. Many persons affected are strongly handicapped in everyday life. Some persons affected can fully recover after a single acute phase of their sickness. However, the most part of sick persons is affected by this disorder in some way over their entire life time, whereby more than a third may have to endure also more severe symptoms or a number of relapses and disease boosts over their lifetime. This disease is indeed empirically well studied, but its causes are still unknown. Many scientists tap in the dark. The modern medicine and psychology seem to come against borders as far as this clinical picture is concerned and don’t know further. Today a great deal of hope is set on medication, but without treating the true causes of this disease. Thereby, the main goal is nothing more than calming of symptoms and sitting out of its impacts.


There exist many experience reports of persons affected, who have reported more or less detailed about their sickness and its impacts on their own life. However, many of those reports deal mostly with the initial phase of this disorder, maybe its prehistory, its acute phase and the following first years of treatment. Clearly, without any doubt, especially an acute phase poses high demands on environment, relatives and friends such that their information needs and professional support may overwhelm. For the most part, those reports usually end at that point of time at which someone affected recovers out of his or her not seldom delusional and individually constructed reality into the bosom of the modern world view by means of medication. Thereby, the primal goal of treatment is reached, namely to stabilise a patient such that he can handle his daily life to hold the impacts on his direct environment as small as pos - sible. In many cases, it is hardly known about issues which may let the story become actually interesting. Moreover, one don’t learn about the true causes or reasons of this sickness. Most text books about this topic are written by psychologists or physicians, who cannot really look into their patients and who are influenced by modern world view in science and research, but who neglect the spiritual and mental aspects of this sickness, because they contradict common views in science.


I have now been affected for almost twenty-five years by this psychic disorder and have considered revealing my disorder of psychosis and, according to indications of physicians, paranoid-hallucinatory schizophrenia, to the broad public for roundabout five years, because I think that I have gained many insights over the past years which may have re- volutionary character or could shed new light onto this disease and the soul of human beings in general. During the past five years, I have been concerned with the goal to document and collect meticulously my perceptions, inspirations, impressions and inner insights and to interpret them in the light of my steadily growing knowledge.


I suffered a psychosis at the age of 23. Already a year before, first manic episodes were beginning to loom, which were confusing my mind and which shifted me in ever greater tension. While my childhood up to the age of 12 was principally unburdened, my successive youth was marked by loneliness and mental depression. Generally, I had the impression that a deep melancholy were hanging over me. From the current perspective, I suffered a trauma at the age of 12 since I wasn’t able to handle all those demands, which were carried over to me from outside, adequately. My parents fathered me still very late in their life, after my younger brother had died 1.5 years before my birth at the age of four by some unfortunate misery. My parents were autonomous and owned a DIY store in the building materials trade and I was traded as successor of this parental business. This trauma was almost unnoticeable. It was nothing more than a deep despair, which alienated my Self from my own life. It began with a slight dissociation at dinner. The fact that this was actually a trauma became clear to me no earlier than many years later.


Since the maturation of a personality is a process in which one cannot simply jump over certain steps of development, I was impeded in my further development. Also, I couldn’t adequately meet all those demands at later puberty. At the age of 16, I suffered once again a deep dissociation, which paralysed me over weeks and which led me into a physical depression. During the following years, I tried to grow around my psychic prob - lems and to function somehow while I was still massively challenged at school and at home. I can claim for me that I was emotionally like armoured over many years and didn’t receive or couldn’t allow love at all. During this time, I didn’t receive any helping hand from my family or out of my circle of friends and didn’t make the whole thing a subject of discussion, since I was ashamed for my physical and mental weakness. At school, I dragged myself from one to the next day. Finally, I was living in a school boarding house for the last two years before high school graduation. There, I was offered a short period of rest. However, the emo - tional deficits were almost that high that I eventually heavily decomposed during the following study and suffered a psychosis. A psychosis means a deep interference into the spiritual structure of a human being. It seems as if a predetermined breaking point were broken. Afterwards, nothing seems to be like before. According to the severity of this disorder, the development can be mild. However, the longer the disease symptoms had been overlooked in the preliminary stage the more unfavourable is the long-term prognosis.


After my study, which I had completed very successfully, I began a PhD. Since I had never received special recognition from my family and nothing was always good enough, I tried to prove myself also here. I was able to earn once more a very good degree, but sled in its aftermath once more into a deep phase of exhaustion, a burnout. Therefore, my most important advice to someone affected after a suffered psychosis is to exercise caution and patience. Life cannot progress further in the same way as before. Unfortunately, I wasn’t such insightful and empathic with myself. I always tried to bring myself to my limits and, after they were crossed only for a short moment, I collapsed and decomposed thereby a little bit, whereby this happened at the beginning hardly noticeable to myself, but constantly and regularly in alternation. When I had stabilised myself afterwards, there were times in which I worked myself again into a spiral of overstraining such that I was overstraining me too much once again. The whole process resembled a steady fight, in which I didn’t like to accept any rules. In general, if one doesn’t overstrain oneself too much, a stabilisation may succeed, maybe also without any medication.


From my point of view, the following advice to the closer environment is salient: Since the future perspectives are such limited, family members may react with any lack of understanding or may even exert pressure on the patient in question. Clearly, parents like to have sons or daughters who stand fully in professional life and can handle their matters autonomously. Parents want to have their freedom at some time of their life and want to know their children in the best conditions. To accept that many things won’t work any more, is painful, maybe not so much for someone affected but rather for his family, which might have set many expectations into him, maybe too high ones. By this means, a sick person maybe in the worst case urged to demand too much from himself, to want to give too much and to respect too little his now narrower limits.


Each disease has its own history. Particularly characteristic for a paranoid schizophrenia is the symptom of paranoia, which can occur in different characteristics. Also, functional disorganisations in thought processes can occur like difficulties in concentration, for example. Many a time, persons affected can suffer under acoustic and visual hallucinations. How manifold this picture is, everything is simplifying subsumed under the notion of schizophrenia. Symptoms like paranoia or hallucinations lead usually to a profound loss of connection to reality. Someone affected lives in his or her own world. Often, at the beginning, symptoms are per - ceived as completely positive by persons affected. Therefore, a wish for insight into the disease among severely affected persons is often less pronounced. A possible loss of manic irritability, during which not seldom trivial ideas are inflated to seemingly overwhelming insights into the fabric of the world, is simply felt as too painful.


Mostly, the close environment of persons affected is also affected like relatives or friends, who could be strongly affected by the implications of this disorder and who not seldom reach their energetic limits as well. Occasionally, even a forced admission into a clinic happens. There, medication is usually state of the art, which can stop an acute phase at short notice. In only a few days, manias can disappear, a paranoia is gone and the extent of hallucinations is strongly damped. Once back in the here and now, persons affected cannot believe what had happened in them before and what this sickness had done with them, and embrace a temporary stabilisation typically with great gratitude. I speak of temporary since the rupture of the predetermined breaking point, which is so characteristic for a psychosis, leaves traces behind. Therefore, a psychic and spiritual vulnerability, which may have existed primarily even before the advent of this disorder, is preserved and even exponentiated.


Unfortunately, in my special case, I couldn’t foresee that I was not prepared for all those challenges lying ahead after the rupture of the predetermined breaking point. Like will be described in close detail in the sequel, the increased demands during my PhD led to further destabilisations, occurring bit by bit. However, even though I took my medication on a regular basis and was adjusted later to much more modern and more potent drugs, which allowed me a much greater mental concentration, the condition of my soul was impaired noticeably. Ultimately, I wanted too much and was overstraining myself. Since I was used to give the highest performance as being possible in each case, since I originated from a very performance-oriented family, I didn’t respect the limits of my soul as serious enough. Hence, it came as it had to come. I was granted a doctoral degree, but sled afterwards into a severe burnout. During this burnout, I was situated from my power and my spiritual condition at the limit. In the wake of this exhaustion, worlds of perceptions were opened to me unknown to me before, apart from the instant of the outbreak of my psychosis itself. This will be the topic of my subsequent report. Due to those extended perceptions, I was allowed to gain great insights into my sickness.


I had similar perceptions occasionally already at the beginning of my study. Obviously, my senses were honed by occasional manic states and hypersensitivity, which may have developed as response to the overstimulation of my nervous system. The prevalent sensations were felt or perceived energetic forces between human beings or human beings and nature. I was so overwhelmed by this hypersensitivity and the insights were that overwhelming that I wanted to try to get to the bottom of all of it. This entire process was taking place in its extremest form roundabout six months before my psychosis. Meanwhile, I suffered a period of time of three weeks with irregular and too little sleep deepening my miseries. As I won the main price for a weekend trip to the United States of America to New York in a discotheque, I wanted to utilise the stay there to fathom my perceptions scientifically. Eventually, this was the reason which brought my soul to the limit and which let me decompose in the sequel. Concretely, my concentration wore out during the stay in New York more and more and, after only four days, the above-mentioned predetermined breaking point broke. During the following stay in a psy - chiatric clinic, I could stabilise again and could hold me stable during my subsequent study, apart from some incidental brief drops with excessive perceptions. The »research« about myself was pushed into the background for some time.


After my first burnout had subsided, I took the position of a postdoctoral scientist in a research institute roundabout two years later. At the beginning, everything was fine. Since I had only a temporary contract, the end of my work was foreseeable. I had begun undertaking a study in Economics and business administration already during my former main study, which I, since I now had more time at my disposal, wanted to continue. One month before the end of my occupation, I was on a vacation for a week and I wanted to prepare myself for downright three exams to gain my intermediate diploma in Economics. Thereby, I overstrained myself again. After only four days of this increased tension, a further predetermined breaking point broke in me with the result that I afterwards had to suffer a severe sleeping disorder and could find sleep for no more than two to three hours a day. Hence, I slipped into a second severe burnout. As I was back at my home town, it took me nearly half a year, until I could overcome my sleeping problem. A regular work was inconceivable. In contrast, I was cognitively lying at the bottom. With the firm determination to stabilise myself as fast as possible and to find a paid occupa - tion, I began a therapy half a year later running over almost two years. But even after this time period, a regular occupation was far out of sight. Eventually, the decision matured in me to accept this situation and to start alternative projects. Among them, to fathom the true causes of my disorder as well as to find out suitable possibilities for treatment and to walk on the path of healing.


There are three main scientific issues for me which have to be discussed to decode the mystery: First of all, what constitutes a soul? It is just a divine breeze, a breath, a pneuma, which enters into us at conception and which leaves us at the moment of death? Wasn’t science able to prove that there is nothing in our mind or the remainder of our body which could form the domicile of a soul? However, wouldn’t it be possible to rethink it differently in close connection to theosophical or anthroposophical concepts? Secondly, is a certain manifestation of a vital life force determining the fate of each living being on earth? Haven’t the Austrian founder of psychoanalysis Sigmund Freud and the French pioneer of modern dynamic psychiatry Pierre Janet assumed such a manifest - ation especially in human beings? Like Eros and Thanatos according to Freud as the dual forces love and hate in their piquant interplay within our libido. Or like a general psychic force according to Janet? Or does it represent rather a »primordial«, the whole cosmos penetrating energy form of a so-called orgone according to the Austrian-American physician, psychiatrist and psychoanalyst Wilhelm Reich? Is it possibly a socalled radial energy, an agent driving development towards the point Omega as some kind of divine self-recognition, which is pursuing to concentrate itself within spirit and to internalise itself like being put forward by the French Jesuit, palaeontologist and philosopher Pierre Teilhard de Chardin? Couldn’t it be possible to rethink this concept just universally as a sublime ethereal energy field, which accompanies the physically perceivable material energy, so to speak, as an emanation of divine spirit? Here matter, there spirit, both in accordance with one another? And, finally, thirdly, the important question of type and source of consciousness. Is it simply only singularly interpretable as emergent phenomenon of neuronal complexity? Or isn’t consciousness in human beings rather a byproduct of a broader state of being, a type of a field of consciousness spanning the entire universe? Isn’t it suggested by physical theories like quantum mechanics, according to which consciousness is simply a precondition of matter, so to speak, a prerequisite of reality as perceived with our senses. For me, those are collectively the main topics, which one has to face if one wants to fathom the mystery of humankind in a com - prehensive manner.


In my report, I will address the symptoms of my sickness, which occurred rather late after my acute phase, very detailed. Since I made comprehensive session reports during my therapies to understand myself and my psychic problems in more detail, they can deliver a vast wealth of ex- perience by which many of my problems become plastically clear since they had been discussed and set down immediately after they had happened. At the beginning of my investigations, I was of the opinion that many of my observations were principally trivial. However, the more I understood about a psyche and a soul in general the more realistic and authentic those self-revelations became to me. Hence, I began five years ago, after I had finished my last greater therapy efforts, to write down and collect many impressions and intellectual inspirations, which was moving me in my mind. Currently, I can draw on a vast treasure of own observations, which allow me to delve deeper into this mystery. Due to the digital innovation with the advent of the Internet, the practical possibilities to sieve through a great deal of information and knowledge has become significantly easier. However, I kept attached primarily to my own experience, but I received many experience reports also drawn from marginal topics of psychology with great interest. By this means, a world view grew in me which can shed an innovative light on psychoses themselves.


Obviously, there are certain forces which exist within the soul of a human being which wants to drive someone affected to ever more insights, and if one allows it, which can also mature someone affected further. A soul is on the search for expansion of consciousness. She always wants to learn more and more and to open itself during this process. Hence, many persons affected can experience that they can find the keys to their problems late in life and can heal slowly. Their increased insights into their disorders work like catalysts, which open a path of healing.


Many of those things which had been typically spoken or written about psychoses in particular or psychic disorders in general are from my point of view incomplete or questionable. Many contemporary researchers want, only too willingly, to locate much within an individual human brain and for many scientists, psychiatrists and physicians a schizophrenic disorder is therefore simply nothing more than a »biochemical imbalance« in the nervous system, caused by an imbalance of neurotransmitters within synapses or neurons. Unfortunately, they don’t see the true interrelationships and the true causes of this sickness. Only if the material and spiritual sphere are regarded both as determining for this disorder, one can even approach the explanation of the associated psychic problems at all. For a modern physician or psychiatrist, this would naturally mean that many things, which had them been told about a psyche, a soul or psychic, but also psychosomatic symptoms, had to be thrown overboard. But the modern world view in medicine and science is such powerful and the financial interests of the pharmaceutical industry that high that it would resemble a kind if blasphemy if one dared to shake at this world view.


Clearly, I recognise myself also as a child of modern culture and modern world view. However, I regard many modern concepts, which are currently prevalent in psychology, as profoundly simplifying. They neglect the important core of psychic sicknesses: The connection between body and mind. I want to claim for myself that I am not mentally sick, but rather spiritually or, better said, spiritually sick within the connection between body and soul without using the devaluing notion of madness. Only in the face of both the material and spiritual sphere, it will succeed at all in shedding more light into darkness, in particular as far as schizophrenias are concerned. Without such an approach, it isn’t possible from my point of view to recognise a psyche, a soul and an ego as that what they are: Mediators between material and spiritual spheres.


I will start my report with the description of the outbreak of my psychosis during my short trip to New York in the United States of America. Clearly, I had had some indications of certain psychic problems already in advance of my psychosis, but I could always stabilise myself enough. The true outbreak of my psychosis happened on a weekend trip to New York, which I had won as main price in a discotheque. Hence, the relevant experience with my disorder began actually no earlier than after that point in time.


After a short description of the events during my psychosis and my brief stay in the closed psychiatric clinic of the Beth Israel medical centre in New York, I will give an overview over my prehistory, my childhood and youth. Also at that time there were some indications of an enhanced psychic vulnerability and preconditions, which were already pointing towards a looming disorder, but nothing was such profound and deep for my personality than the psychosis itself. Subsequently, I will present certain excerpts from my records and diary entries, which allow to convey a rough impression with which phenomena I was burdened and which still burden me. According to those reports, I was already ten years ago on a comparable level of understanding of my feelings and perceptions with similar conclusions, but only during the past five years I was constantly concerned with this topic and got a wealth of interesting insights such that I am only now in a position and of the will to transmit my special case to the public.


In a closing epilogue, I will give a short outlook in which I will give some insights into those main topics which I have roughly sketched at the beginning of this introduction and which I like to discuss in more detail to span the bow to upcoming publications. The fact that the main part of this book contains session reports shall be emphasised once more. Hence, many ad-hoc explanations, which came into my mind during writing of these texts, mirror nothing more than metaphors or pure concepts and approaches to understanding, which made the effects, symptoms and coincidences, which I was facing, concrete and understandable, but which may not reflect the true mechanisms of cause and effect of it. No earlier than during the past years, I could gain detailed insights into the causes and reasons of my disorder, which will be addressed briefly at the end of this publication and which I plan to discuss in more detail in follow-up publications. Hence, it may be of advantage to read at first the full text and to go through it a second time in the light of the epilogue. By this means, many things may become clearer, which had been defined unclear or imprecisely before, like the notion of ethereal energy or the concept of so-called soul seeds, for instance.









2 How it all began – my psychosis in New York


It was quite a fate that I had won a free flight to New York with three overnight stays in a discotheque in my local home town. As I was sipping bored at my cocktail at a bar, I heard my name called out from the desk of the DJ. From all imaginable destinations, I had to visit surely one of the most nerve-racking places of the world, namely, on a weekend trip to the vivid metropolis of the United States of America, where the stimuli were just mind-blowing. Before that, I had suffered for nearly two years from problems concerning overstimulations of my senses. A simple visit to a supermarket with all its coloured and sharp sensory impressions forced me to rest. Often, I had afterwards to lay down on my bed in my bedroom after closing my shutters in my small flat on the basement floor.


Roundabout half a year later before the event in New York, I moved into a small student pad. I suffered during the first three weeks almost sleepless nights since the outdoor lighting in front of the house let me often wake up during the night such that I ran almost like a zombie throughout the university, where I lingered over the day, but I tried not to let this openly on. Also during the time following, I stood somehow under high voltage. It seemed nearly as if I were driven by something. Something made me always manic. During this time, I could still hold the tension in the boiler, but the mental forces were enormous, which was enhanced further by the spiritual surroundings of the university.


In some lectures, I made the experience that energy flashes, which were shown to me as golden-yellow bright light spots, were wandering from body to body. For instance, I saw from the corner of my left eye how a small bright dazzling light ball moved from the desk of the professor along the wall slowly the stairs upwards and got close to me. Since I was sitting at the uppermost end of the benches, this substance entered unintentionally my body. I wanted to repel it and shook thereby involuntary my head. Thereby, I could observe how two students, who were sitting diagonally on the right-hand side in front of me and who weren’t looking behind themselves, suddenly shook their heads to the side as well such as if they also wanted to repel something, until the third and last student was reached, who shook his head a little bit more noticeable. I interpreted this as a wandering of some kind of energy, something what I couldn’t define precisely at that time.


At a second moment, similar happened in another lecture. Also there, I saw from the corner of my right eye how the tutor seemed to let wander some kind of a »bright golden flash« towards me. A third time, it seemed as if the tutor tried to send me energy by fixating the slope of the concrete wall at one side of the lecture room. I thought maybe it were possible to capture the reflected mental beams, which were mirrored and broken at the walls of the lecture room, such that an invisible connection between the lecturer and me could be established. At that time, I had no further obvious visual or acoustic hallucinations. It was only the case that sometimes the above-mentioned observations occurred, which, however, seemed to be rational to me if I interpreted them in the framework of my for this purpose readily knocked-up theory.


At that time, I was already very sensitive for ethereal influences, which motivated me to fathom these things in closer detail. Since I always liked to conduct research, I wanted to get to the bottom of it all with all due meticulousness and reasonable care possible. Therefore, this trip to New York came just right. To make matters worse, I carried a file with student scripts alongside with me since a week later I had to attend an exam in my study. In general, I was always very ambitious and I didn’t want to miss anything or get a bad degree. Also, I extended the trip of two days, which I had won as main price, to totally six days and had to accept to go into the next term. Hence, I made myself unnecessary stress already at the beginning and felt myself correspondingly a little bit »lifted«. Hence, the whole thing changed from a nice leisure trip to an extreme nerveracking and stressful adventure. At that time, stress had normally the effect to enhance the processing speed of my brain enormously.


After having arrived with the plane in New York, I was such captured by this new environment and all those many people around me that I possibly acted like a hounded deer from the onset such that I was immediately flagged down to an inspection of my luggage by an officer, after I had left the gateway. In the bus from the airport to the city centre, I was accompanied by a small family, a man with two grown-up sons, who I should meet later once again at the Times Square where I queued up to buy a cheap remaining ticket for the musical »Cats«.


During the first two nights, I was staying in a middle-class hotel. On the desk, I made sketches about my experiences in a frenzy. I wanted to get to the bottom of all of it. I wanted to find out what those energies were all about which should act between human beings. My most important instrument of analysis was my own mental concentration. For instance, as I was sitting in the underground, I found out that I could ma- nipulate other people somehow just by concentrating myself with the intention to exchange energies. Then, I examined if the faces of the bystanders were changing somehow or if at the habitus of those people something special appeared. For instance, I was sitting there in the underground face to face with other people, was concentrating myself strongly and looked into the faces of the passengers around me, who clearly had had a tough day and showed certain signs of fatigue.


I was of the opinion to be able to exert control on other people over greater distances just by means of my mental concentration. There were two poles: On the one hand, I observed in their faces the superior mischievous smile and, on the other hand, the wondering silly stare. Between both two poles, according to my impression, I could intentionally influence other people. The more observations I could made the stronger be - came my fear to be on the path of something very spooky. I heard people saying: »Be careful! Go slow!« or something similar, which moved me to assume that this phenomenon were clearly well-known, but that I was holding the key in my hands to manipulate people around me by means of my unauthorised acting. I was of the opinion that I couldn’t succeed any more in a figurative sense in cutting the bridges behind me, which tried to lead me from normal reality into some uncharted territory. Also, I had an indefinite hunch that my back was somehow »open«, which I couldn’t interpret further. The thoughts beset me so much that I feared to make myself guilty before an imaginary God. At the beginning, it was quite a conscious decision of will. However, with passing time, those thoughts captured me even more and initiated some kind of obsession and momentum. Hence, it wasn’t me who controlled it, but it downright controlled me.


The first two days went somewhat smooth. I was in the position to cap my perceptions to some extent and to participate in normal life quite unmolested. I packed all impressions into me which I could get. For instance, I ferried over with a boat to visit Ellis Island and looked into the showcases and cabinets of former immigrants. Moreover, I stood at the base of the statue of liberty and took a picture. I visited Manhattan city centre, went into Trump Tower, but walked otherwise relatively aimlessly without any plan throughout the city. Since I was walking the whole day by foot, this exhausted me very fast. The whole time, I was pondering about ominous energies. I had the feeling to have slightly lost the connection between my soul and my body. I began to think on a higher metaphysical level and, when I was going along the pavement under a marquee, for instance, I tried to hold my imaginary soul above that marquee to protect it from the grasp of other people.


Also on the boat to Ellis Island, I had the impression that I had the power to send energies of passengers of the boat into the sea just be means of my imagination, which frightened me. I knew that I shouldn’t do this, but I couldn’t keep my thoughts under control. The path down from the ferry to the mainland, I had to descend a little gangway. Thereby, a man stumbled in front of me and I saw how a man next to me held his index finger towards the sky as if he wanted to indicate me: »Be careful! Don’t do this!« I referred this to myself and felt myself from that time on accompanied by certain people, which I referred to as mediums, who would assist me in my determination to decode the mystery. I thought things like: »O.K.! She knows, I must be more careful!« and similar things. The hand signals of the man on the path along the gangway should obviously signal to me that I had to be more careful.


The power, which I had exerted towards other people in the framework of controlled observations, kept me now in tight stranglehold. My concentration wasn’t from now on no scientific instrument of analysis any more, but had now to assume the task to desperately preserve the integrity of my body-soul-spirit compound, which demanded ever greater efforts from my side. One insight I had already learned from the perceptions at university: »Who can concentrate hisself stronger can draws energies towards himself from his surroundings«. However, apart from those elementary recipes, my knowledge about these things was strongly limited. I was missing the support of the spiritual world, which could lead me. Hence, I involved myself ever deeper into those spooky relationships. My initial power and strength changed slowly but steadily to almost complete powerlessness.


The first two days were passing by very fast. I felt myself already physically drained and my soul was relatively exhausted by my metaphysical experiments. I was running, like it fits usually in with my nature, rather aimlessly without any clear plan throughout the city and was walking in New York on rather remote paths such as if I were lacking some kind of divine guidance. After the first two nights, which I had spent in a hotel, I walked over to a youth hostel, where I had checked in already at home for a further four days. Having arrived there, some problems with my personal data were given, which, however, could be resolved fast. I was occupying a room with twelve other young men, usually adults of my age. Since I was not used to live with other people that close, this was another great challenge for me. I locked my most valuable belongings and valuables into a safe on the basement floor.


The first day in the youth hostel was once again packed with many new impressions. In the morning, I stood on Times Square to buy a remaining ticket for the Broadway. I decided myself for the musical »Cats«, similar to the man with his two sons, who I had already met in the shuttle bus from the airport, who suddenly took me and moved me to the side. Actually, the ticket booth had been painted and I was going to touch the wet paint with my jacket. Interestingly, I met them in the same musical in the evening. They were sitting two rows behind me.


I spent nearly the whole day once again running aimlessly throughout the city. As I went to the musical in the evening, I encountered a supposed homeless man in front of the entrance, who asked me for some pennies. I gave him as much as I could and then meant to him: »Please try again!«, with which I wanted to tell him to take some other opportunities please. In the musical at the Broadway, a young lady sat to the left beside me. We became familiar with one another. However, I wasn’t at that time totally relaxed in social relationships. This had its cause in the fact that an inner film often shot through my mind during conservations, which was exclusively concerned with energies, which, according to my opinion, were acting between human beings. Only occasionally, I was freed from this obsession. Among all those people in the audience, I had the impres - sion that I could receive or send energies. For instance, I meant to be able to stimulate those people sitting in front of me to twist or move. To stop this, I finally imagined a kind of circle, along which my energy should whirl around my own body to keep everything within me. Hence, the problem was actually as follows: I felt myself in a position to emit ima - ginary energies, but, somehow, I had the impression that I actually lost them, which finally frightened me a lot since I had the fear that I could lose a portion of my life energy, as which it ultimately had to be regarded, if I couldn’t succeed in cutting the bridge as fast as possible which wanted to lead me from the bottom of reality into some uncharted territory.


During the musical presentation, I actually was very intensely occupied with preserving my inner spiritual constitution. I was very afraid and had the impression that I could almost blend into my surroundings. The borders of my ego were not as clear any more. My initial power to suck the last secrets from the matrix, became powerlessness with the fear not being able any more to withstand those demons which I had called out of the blue. The young lady beside me was freezing. She put on her jacket. Constantly, I had the impression that certain actors were fixating me from the parquet flooring, which showed me that I seemed to send mental en- ergies in spite of my precautions such that I was obviously focusing all attention on me. Despite of those many songs which were moving my heart I was pretty much occupied with preserving my inner energy state instead of being able to enjoy this in any way whatsoever.


After the musical, the young lady next to me invited me to spend the rest of the evening with her. She had a girlfriend with her of the same age. They came from Switzerland and were visiting their aunt, in whose apartment they were staying overnight. As we stepped out of the theatre, I noticed that the beggar whom I had given some money before stood on a platform and yelled against God such as if a demon from me had passed over to him as well. The platform had already stirred my interest, but had been occupied by some other guy before. It was very frightening and surprising at the same time how he revealed his dark thoughts to the world in a frenzy. Since both ladies obviously knew Manhattan very well, they led me onto the uppermost floor of a skyscraper, where one could enjoy a marvellous round view onto the city lit by night. Hence, on the way to the renowned twisting restaurant »New York Marriott Marquis«, we were driving to the ninth floor of a skyscraper. However, on the last stairway up to the queue of waiting people, a bad feeling crept over me. I didn’t feel familiar with all those people and became swimming knees and became slightly dizzy. I could clearly notice how my legs began to tremble. Hence, we left this building again.


Even on ground level again, back on the basement floor of this skyscraper, without having achieved anything, I was feeling quite uncomfortable. Afterwards, both ladies invited me into a noble small bar with live music, where we were enjoying a small cocktail. While I was sitting on a bar stool, I noticed that one of the ladies exchanged a meaningful gaze with one of the bartenders. After I had drunk a so-called gold-warmer, in which fine gold pieces were swimming, I was feeling better. We were talking excited. Afterwards our paths separated. While they were on the way to their apartment, I went to the underground, relatively exhausted from this hard day.


Back in the youth hostel, I turned on the light in the multi-bed room. Most beds were already occupied. My place was uppermost on a bunk bed. As I tried to lift me onto my sleeping area, the young man below me mumbled my last name like in trance. Since there couldn’t have been any possibility how he could have found out my name, I was a little bit con - fused. As I woke up the next morning and all other room mates had already left, I enjoyed a short moment of rest. I noticed that I felt myself somehow strange such as if I were wrapped into wad. After I had taken a fast breakfast in the bistro, I was on the way to New York city centre. I still wanted once to visit the Empire State Building. On the way to the Central Park, I could very clearly feel a light hull around my body. I had exhausted myself mentally and physically that strong that I meant to notice a bright fog around me, could hear strange voices, which were speaking from impending death or babbled something about energies.


After only a few hours among the crowd of the city, I suddenly pan - icked. My body sensations were completely altered. Due to the whole stress in the metropolis among all those people and due to all those many sensations, the speed of my thinking was accelerated enormously. At each corner and in each person, I were sensing a vague threat and thoughts about energies crept over me. My concentration, which I had used before to preserve a certain mental integrity, wore out more and more. Instead, those outer perceptions almost flew unfiltered into my consciousness. Despite this fact, I succeeded in confusing my mind not too much and to make relatively reasonable decisions. However, I was caught by the feeling that I would stand shortly before an imminent death and that my soul were standing in front of the gates of heaven.


I dropped my endeavour to visit the Empire State Building since I had dark premonitions that I could be attacked and possibly even shot. I was full of panic and, due to my altered body sensation, I was running like an insane person throughout the city and was yelling in a frenzy: »I don’t wanna die! I wanna live!« On the way through the city with the vague direction of the liberty statue in the south of Manhattan, I bought a black baseball cap of Chicago Bulls with red embroideries and a mighty bull on the front of the cap in a store. One time, I went into the reception of a hospital, whose entrance I was passing by by accident. A small plastic bound was tied very unkindly about my wrist at the information desk and I was asked to take a seat in the waiting room. Somehow, I must have had something to write with me, because I could find in my records the pleading wish that I should be given the »kiss of life«. Since all this waiting be - came tiring to me and because I was caught by my feelings and nobody of the waiting people took notice of me, I went back onto the street, fully powerless in fear.


I desperately needed a place where I could put my soul to rest. Hence, I went into an apartment block and lay down on a couch in the foyer, but I was rudely asked by the concierge to leave the building. As I entered a skyscraper, I saw persons around me and could receive some vague chains of thoughts which sounded as follows: »He is in upper heaven«, but somehow without observing this sentence being spoken out, but rather if the souls of the people standing around me were communicating with each other. As I was standing at a juncture of a street and there was a lady with her newborn child in her hands standing on the opposite side of the road, I got the mental call in relatively broken English: »Don’t do anything to this kid!« such as if I should beware not to do something bad to this innocent little child. Probably, I had certain mental powers due to the shift in my body-soul-spirit compound, which could let fear this. What impressed me most, was the acquaintance with a coloured young lady, who asked me for the way. Since I was from abroad, I just respon - ded briefly: »I don’t know!«, after which she insisted: »Yes, you know!« and urged me to take a glance on the city map. Later, it became clear to me that this could have been an opportunity to collect a positive karma point. This couldn’t have been a sole coincidence.


I was running almost the whole day without clear aim southwards throughout the city. As it became dark, I took the underground. While sitting in the cabin, I could feel very sharply the energetic fields of two women, who were chatting with one another next to me. It felt as if something were pulling at me or pushing on me. I noticed that my muscles were twitching and that I had a lifted body sensation. As I stepped the steps upwards towards the pavement, I was downright carried away by the crowd like driven by elementary forces. It was so easy to swim in the energetic field of the surrounding crowd while it costed me some strength to go my own ways. Eventually, this was enough for me. I had no hope any more to arrive safe and healthy at the youth hostel. Hence, I stopped a cab to get me to a local hospital. How this happened isn’t clear to me any more, but this was a sensible decision. I told the cab driver some frightening stories about my perceptions during the ride and that he should try not to gaze at beautiful women crossing the street since this would suck energy from him. Moreover, I told him to look into the rear view mirror to send me energy and that he should open the windows to let energy enter the cab from outside. This was also enough for the cab driver. Without asking me for any cent, he brought me to the entrance of a hospital where a throng of policemen was standing.


One of him took me and led me inside. Having arrived there, everything went relatively smooth. At first, I was brought into some kind of sobering-up cell, in which I was sitting lonely for nearly an hour and was observed by a small camera, which was installed in the upper righthand side corner of the room and through which I was constantly observed while I let spin the baseball cap of Chicago Bulls thoughtlessly and bored within my hands. I meant to have heard some voices of people who were deliberating on my situation. A felt eternity later, a middle-aged man came with a wheelchair into the small room and escorted me along a floor to the end of the aisle to a local elevator. On the way there, we crossed some kind of check point. Since I was still on the search for a »kiss of life«, the man meant to the woman at the counter that he had no power any more and that he was completely drained by this hard day. As the elevator door closed behind me, I arrived a little time later within a new world: The closed psychiatric ward on the uppermost floor of the Jewish Beth Israel medical centre in New York.


The first thing which became obvious to me was the uniform clothing of all of its inmates. Everyone wore a blue pyjama and it wasn’t divided by gender. I should take a seat on a large-scale couch in the lounge. The whole scene made a surreal impression on me. The nurses were running with oversized blood pressure monitors on mobile pillars throughout the ward. For me, it seemed as if my positive karma were measured on the mercury scale, which I had collected during my life time so far and that I had really arrived at the gates of heaven.


At the sides of the lounge, there were rooms with the beds for inmates. In the opposite direction alongside a nurse room, there was a lengthy aisle which was segmented by a small counter from which at one side again some hospital bed rooms departed up to a further lounge which served also as dining room and in which almost all group activities were taking place. There was also a television set installed at the ceiling. Departing from it, there was a connection to a further room, which was reserved for nurse personnel only. On the aisle in immediate vicinity to the nurse room, there stood a water dispenser, as usual in America. All windows were closed and couldn’t be opened even in tilt position. Enough fresh filtered air was provided by air conditioning. Everything felt completely locked from the outside world as if the most dangerous bunch of people were residing there which New York had to offer.


Since it was almost dark, I was assigned a bed in a dormitory directly located alongside the lounge with the large-scale lounge and sitting area. Up to a single free bed, which was reserved for me, the room was com - pletely occupied with totally four persons. Beside me, a middle-aged bloke was lying which made a rather primitive impression on me. On the opposite side, patients were lying, which were sleeping most of the time and who didn’t participate at any group activities apart from taking meals. At first, I should be inspected by a young assistant physician. Suddenly, he put on latex gloves and moved his finger into my anus. »You arsehole!«, an obsessive thought, with which I should be often concerned in the se - quel. Can a psyche knit really that simple?


Shortly before the time to go to sleep, I got injected a syringe with Haloperidol, or, in short, Haldol, which should alleviate my symptoms. During the night itself, I couldn’t close any eye. I was moving impatiently from one side to the other. Since I was still very excited by the whole situation, I built up the Empire State Building in my mind by pulling up pillar for pillar and floor by floor together in breath-taking speed. Suddenly, the bloke next to me yelled at me: »Shut up!« Since we hadn't exchanged any words and everything was completely quiet, this puzzled me. My first in - tuition was that the guy next to me could read my thoughts. Clearly, he spoke almost as good as nothing on any other occasion.


In the next morning, I was abruptly alarmed as a carer stormed into my room and attached, without saying anything, three electrodes onto my chest and tried to measure my cardiac currents with a small hand appar - atus. The minute fine apparatus for the cardiogram stood in stark contrast to the heavy oversized blood pressure monitors on the mobile pillars. It seemed as if my neck was completely tense. I had terrible muscle cramps around my neck area. Obviously, my medication had been overdosed. As antidote, I became Akineton directly injected into my veins.


The whole day it was taken care that I always participated at most group activities. After all, I had the impression that I was the most mentally active from all patients. Although I hadn't slept the whole night since I was so excited and just wanted to get my peace of mind, I was invited by the senior nurse into the lounge at the opposite end of the aisle. There, painting stood on the programme. Each one of us got a picture which should be filled out with felt-tipped pens. I observed that my drawing was accurately without any crossing of lines while the other ones painted rather wildly and often crossed lines. Therefore, mine was praised as example and I should attach it on the cork board on one of the walls of the room.


Among the group, there was a young fine man, who attracted my attention immediately since he seemed to be the most sensible of all of us five. Also, a young lady was part of it. However, all remaining ones were staying for themselves, were sleeping most of the time or were walking impatiently across the ward. Among them, there was another young lady, who was wandering all the time along the aisle. In the evening, as we were sitting together in front of the television set, I had the strange visual perception as if I could see how white light spots were coming out of this young lady from time to time and were moving towards the television set while she was watching spellbound a talk show.


I paid attention to my personal hygiene during the whole time and took a shower each day. Like all other inmates, I was wearing a blue pyjama and stockings with studs at its soles, which served also as shoes. In the afternoon, we had once again a common group activity. Among the above-mentioned three to four most mentally active, newspaper articles were distributed and discussed. The fine young man participated very vividly at first and brought forward well-articulated arguments, but I noticed suddenly that his wit seemed to be blown away from one second to the other and that he babbled only senseless stuff. It seemed to me as if his mind were literally diffusing out of his brain. Actually, he showed great grasp during these lessons, but regularly broke down to the end of them starkly. This brought me to the idea that mental facilities depend only secondarily on talents, cognitive predispositions or something alike, but primarily on the faculty to hold the mental power required. Among all of them, I found him most likeable.


But I had already horror before the next night. It should be said first that I couldn’t sleep in none of those five nights, until my family came and freed me from this depressing atmosphere and finally brought me back home. This was especially brought about by the male senior physician who succeeded in arranging the formal steps with the consulate and the airline. With the male senior physician, I had two further remarkable encounters. All in all, he understood the situation in which the sick were residing there best. Hence, he approached me quietly on the second day while I was reading in a newspaper. He took the newspaper out of my hands, turned some pages and gave it quietly back into my hands. On the page at the front there was a picture of a golfer who clenched his fist in the frenzy of triumph out of relief and joy. Since everything, which happened to me in all those five days, was burnt deep into my brain, this gesture of the golfer was such imprinting on my mind, that I, even years later, if I caught side of a very good grade, which I had achieved, took such a victory pose.


Completely different was one of the nurses. On the counter desk, there was a showcase with lead pencils and I asked if I could maybe get one of them. The woman behind the counter reacted repelling first and meant afterwards relatively rudely to me: »Give me a sign!« At first, I couldn’t understand the meaning of this sentence and tried something. Obviously, she wanted to teach me a lesson in energy or karma lore since only, after I had given her a sign, however I did this, I could take away a lead pencil. Clearly, this moment had made me very insecure. Since each of those impressions during the whole week were such imprinting on my mind, my entire development was influenced very strongly by them. And the nurse couldn’t have guessed which problems she would cause me by this lesson she had taught me during the years following. Since I never understood what this »sign« was all about since everywhere, where I met people, let it be in a drug store, at the till or in a bar or somewhere else, I tried to give a »sign«. At that time this occurred somewhat strange to me and, since I couldn’t understand it fully, all human relationships were burdened by this strongly. Today, I certainly know that this could involve the transfer of »positive karma«, which I didn’t understand at that time and tried in the sequel just to »send« some ominous »positive energies«, whereby I sometimes literally tried to press something positive out of me since I hadn't any clue how I could actually do this. Even years later, this led to a compulsive behaviour disorder such that I could never deal spontaneously with other people, but always tried to give some »sign«, a problem which should subside only decades later.


I had generally the impression during the entire stay there that the medication having been administered to me couldn’t do anything against my altered body sensations. I still had the feeling to hover between life and death. Also, the nurses turned into some kind of lethargy in my vi - cinity and became suddenly strangely absent. Furthermore, I couldn’t properly control my movements. The sole thing what the drug actually did to me was that I seemed to be impeded in my movements and that I nearly ran like a robot throughout the ward. Concerning my intellect, everything happened much slower, but the monotonous surroundings weren’t in fact very inspiring for mental flights of fancy.


In therapies, I always thought that there was a certain goal lying ahead. The best one would receive some life points or so. The bulky blood pressure monitors would show me the sum of plus points, which I had already collected in my former life. Some persons embodied God, some other ones Satan. I saw little white or dark light points flying out of their mouths, which I interpreted as angels or demons. I always tried to catch an angel and to repel a demon. I ultimately tried to collect plus points. In the sequel, as result of these experiences, I extended the notion of energies a little bit to light and dark energies. Sometimes, I could hear it cracking after I had tried to smash a satanic energy onto the wall. Moreover, I made a strange observation: After I had tasted one or two gulps of water from the water dispenser, I sensed how power entered me, which, how - ever, evaporated out of my body in seconds since my aura was possibly as transparent and porous like a sieve. A gaze at the counter was responded with a pitiful shaking of the head of one of the nurses. Often, my hands were strangely blue and I meant to one of them that I possibly had to die soon, which, however, was talked out of me with kind words.


The second encounter with the male senior physician was proceeding once more without exchanging a lot of words. He invited me into his office, which was almost located at the centre of the department and which therefore possessed no windows. The air conditioning provided a steady small negative pressure. The physician asked me to inhale a few times very deeply. Thereby, it seemed to me as if an enormous power developed within the small room, which seemed to press the door into its lock and which let the walls start to tremble, which, however, could also have been owed to the negative pressure in this room. As I looked at the male senior physician, I noticed that a yellowish light cloud separated from his body at that moment and escaped out of the room upwards towards the ceiling. It may sound odd, but, after this event, I had the intuition that I had been given a new spirit or at least a new »cosmic starting credit«. Immediately after, I had to leave the room and no further words were exchanged between us any more. These days, I guess that the male senior physician might have possessed some magical powers. At any rate, this had obviously changed my whole life in a positive sense, how eventful it should ever proceed in the sequel. Actually, after that time, I had the impression that my soul had been changed somehow in her polarity.


Since I couldn’t sleep the whole time, I asked to be moved out of the room with the grim bloke into the room with the fine guy. Since all beds were already occupied, they carried a temporary bed frame into this room. However, I wasn’t feeling well there. For me was actually no place within the energy field of the other inmates since I observed that my power was slowly leaving me and I was getting weaker as I was lying there on my bed. A little time later in the evening, a carer, a Latino, entered the room to see if everything was fine. As he opened the door and gazed onto my bed, which was located precisely at the front of the room along the window facade, he mumbled: »Dead?« Obviously, there had been cases in which such attempts hadn't worked out fine. Therefore, it dawned to me that the issue with so-called energies wasn’t anything which is just distributed between yourself and the cosmos, but which is influenced by an entire group dynamics, especially fellow men around yourself, decisively. If you have fellows around yourself who cannot bear you, this has a strong influence on your well-being. After this failed attempt, I went back to my former bed room, where I still couldn’t find any sleep, but where I hadn't such strange perceptions any more. There were nights in which I wandered with my bed stuff onto the large-scale couch in the lounge nearby, but, since the entire room was lit brightly at night, I couldn’t find there any peace of mind either. The Latino was sitting there a few metres apart on a couch and did the night watch, was keeping an eye on me and was surely wondering a lot.


As I was playing the card game »Uno« with two other patients in the communal lounge in the evening, it seemed to me as if I had to observe all rules of an orderly moral socialising to make God merciful. As I delib - erately violated against those unwritten laws, I had the impression that a smell of decay was slowly coming out of the mouths of the other two fellow players as if God were already watching us and would punish all of our wrongdoings. Actually, there was a coloured man with grey hair, who often sat in the communal lounge and who was following relaxed the scene around him. It seemed to me as if he had a direct connection to God or that he were even a manifestation of God himself. He had a discreet dignified aura. Hence, since we all stood under observation, I tried to act as moral and nice as possible.


The meals were extensive and tasted quite well. However, from this time on, I hadn't any solid stool any more, a condition which should last a number of months, which is still today a mystery in anatomy for me. During the meals, I had the impression that other patients were able to control my cutlery with their mental power since I had damn difficulties to move my fork orderly to my mouth.


As far as the guy in my room was concerned, he became more and more spooky to me. Every time he gazed at me, everything rotated in my head. It felt as if a current were flowing in the moment in which he was staring at me. To get rid of this feeling, I tried to roll wildly with my eyes back and forth to free me of this feeling and I heard afterwards a crackling somewhere in the room, which convinced me to have gotten rid of this dark energy or some other one of whatever kind. This was the reason why the bloke henceforth developed a certain respect towards me and later didn’t impress me that strong any more.


As the cleaning staff came one morning, they were moving their great floor polisher machines throughout all of the rooms. As they was steerimg the bulky machine to the corner at the window where the other inmates were lying which were sleeping almost the entire day I saw as suddenly a dark shadow came off the floor and flew out of the room in the direction of the lounge. I couldn’t make any sense of this observation. Full of panic, I ran to the room for the nurse personnel and told this the female senior physician. Shortly afterwards, she ran like wound up throughout the complete ward and yelled in a frenzy: »Look out for dark spots!« Somehow, everything resembled a bad theatre play with myself in its involuntary leading role.


I just wanted to test once again the hunch that the guy in my room could actually read my thoughts. Shortly before the night’s rest, I thought to myself about opening the closed window to let energy flow inside and to fetch good energy into our room. To my surprise, the guy next to me got suddenly out of his bed and smelled wildly at the frame of the win - dow. To get an ultimate prove for my intuition, I thought about an especially tough task for him. I thought, if he could really read my thoughts, he should leave his semen in the toilet as prove. I don’t want to go deeper into details, but as I wanted to use the toilet in the bathroom on the following day, I wondered not quite badly. Yes, there couldn’t be any doubt any more: The bloke next to me could really read my thoughts.


As I played on the last but one day a card game with some other patients in the personnel room, among them a young lady, I suddenly held a picture with a ripe banana in my hands and I was kidding that this clearly resembled the sexual organ of a man, after which she meant to me brusquely that I should put this idea out of my mind. My libido would be down and would be there still for a long time according to her own experience. After five days, this was enough for me. To my great luck, my father and my sister came and were very astonished about the surround - ings in which I stuck.


I had become accustomed over the days to distribute those imaginary energies, which I could feel and from whose existence I was now completely convinced, with my hands with a slight fanning throughout the air. Hence, my family was a little bit confused. Since everything was such im - mensely unsettling and had been a real trauma for me, the question what had been real or not or what might have been happening solely in my delusional mind could be hardly answered in hindsight.


Eventually, I could leave the psychiatric ward. Provided with an emergency provision of medication, I could make my way back home. My family took advantage of the opportunity to experience New York firsthand. During this time, I was lying in the bed of my hotel room with closed shutters and could sleep in peace for the very first time again. In the morning and in the evening, we met for breakfast and dinner in nearby restaurants. It lasted still three further days, until the plane launched from the JFK airport towards my home country.


Hand-written records from my stay in a hotel a week ago


I have been on the right track to unravel the miracle of consciousness. Hence, I have learned that energies provide human beings the power to experience themselves. All body functions are stored as a kind of programme, as practical energy content. Human beings can interact through energies with one another. From my perspective, this is a kind of retention of power, selection in a higher sense. This energy is revealed to me as a light flash and there where it enters the body I can feel a muscle twitch or an accompanying dizziness. Often, I can also feel as if an imaginary weight were lying on my head.


I am of the opinion that this energy jumps from place to place during life and lets proceed all life functions sequentially like in a computer programme. If one can feel a lack of energy somewhere, I can notice this clearly as a steady vibrating and by several muscle twitches at my body. The energy thus closes practically its gaps by appearing nearly everywhere at the same time. This alternation makes it in my eyes rather vulnerable. Tough strong human beings can statically build up a great deal of energy and can thus cover all life functions very well.


The puzzle of a long life lies in my point of view in the containment of those energies. It seems to me that this energy as embodiment of the soul constitutes consciousness and presumably leaves the body at the moment of death. However, it is not the case that the entire soul were transferred to a new body. From my peculiar perspective, I like to claim that certain fractions, namely energies which belong to certain functional circuits, could exist. This individual fractions constitute in their sum the personality of a human. Hence, for instance, I sometimes catch myself copying certain properties of other people or friends and can experience myself afterwards really like changed in some respect. I can feel in my fleshly hull as if a different human being were ruling inside of me.


This leads me to the assumption that, by this energetic main constitution of human beings, an affinity exists for those currently still undefined energies, separated into single functions, to enter new bodies. To get to the bottom of truth of it all, certainly, there have still to be made many more observations. I, for my part, surely don’t feel like gambling carelessly with my life energy. It maybe still the case that it is replaced some - how, but a change in personality can thereby take place, which alienates me from my own Self.


To come back to my theory once more: I had experienced during the presentation of Cats that I could direct energies into other people by means of sheer concentration just by thinking about them or by fixating myself on them mentally. As direct reaction to it, a muscle twitch could be observed afterwards or something similar. Thereby, I had the possibility to control its impacts precisely, could consciously trigger sexual arousal or something alike. The energy which entered my own body was often also accompanied by a twitch. At the end of the presentation, as I noticed that I could have possibly lost a portion of my life energy during those experiments, I concentrated on imagining a circle, which should limit the exchange of energy to my own body.


I like to illustrate the mechanism a little bit further: I can concentrate myself such that I can feel that even my skull were swelling. I can’t tell if this may correspond to inner blood accumulations. I just assume that a highly powerful invisible fluid is thereby built up, which can even lead water drops away from their path determined by gravity, according to my observation. If I encounter human beings around me, I can sometimes feel as if twitches were occurring at certain body regions. At the same moment, I can experience that a person nearby is suddenly losing control of himself. It seems that along the way, along which I am walking, certain persons suddenly assumed an absent outward appearance, were confused and stopped moving or stumbled. I can also reach the opposite effect. Then, I can observe how the face of a human all of a sudden assumes a very mischievous impression. In the next moment, I can blow his mind empty by a sheer act of concentration.


It is a kind of trial of strength between human beings. I think that I have momentarily succeeded in containing this faculty. Since it can clearly cause much harm. I don’t know of which kind those energies are, but, here, the clue could possibly be found, why I sometimes felt relatively miserable or even ill in the past. Maybe, this had always played a role for me since I hadn’t found an inner balance and was therefore unwilling to socialise with other humans. This faculty isn’t surely something special, but obviously a necessity in nature. To find out the reason and origin shall be my lifework.


I assume that women are able to control this faculty easier than men. It is a kind of intuition, which sometimes arouses astonishment. It is related closely to telepathy. Thereby, men are presumably selected. Women function as intermediate elements, which pass those »impulses« controlled by sympathy on to different men to select them constantly. Success in attracting women could mean a long and happy life. I can feel it very clearly that by means of concentration alone, particularly by means of female attraction, energies are transferred to distinct bodies. Each hu - man relationship is initiated by this kind of communication, also over greater distances. Perhaps, this is a key on the track to unravel the mystery of consciousness.


Still one single remark: This form of energy sometimes looks as a white light glimmer, a kind of aura, which can move. Some humans around me, among whom presumably such a transfer of energy had taken place, reacted all of a sudden very strange. Most remarkable are beggars or homeless people. A sponger, whom I gave one dollar, started suddenly to philosophise about God and cried in an excited dialogue something extremely odd. Another one, who was standing beside me, was suddenly spreading his arms and mumbled something like: »God speaks to me!« This is extremely strange for me. I assume that also there a transfer of energy had taken place.


Probably, those energies are assigned to certain functional circuits, which can only hardly be described. Maybe, this became especially obvious to me since I am concentrating myself particularly on this special phenomenon. Interesting and strange are sudden conversations or statements of persons who are located close by and who say something strangely pertinent, who want to give me some form of advice or instruc - tion. I want to leave soon and hope not to get into some besetting situation. »Dear God, please let me endure this!« I currently don’t know how to cut the bridges behind me to find back into normal reality. The balancing act, which I am currently undertaking, is still extremely informative, but may contain many perils if I shouldn’t succeed in warding them off early enough and if there is a threat that I could carelessly lose some portion of my life energy.









3 Flashback – childhood and youth


I grew up as son of an extrovert communicatively, emotionally and socially adept mother and a rather reserved, less empathetic, father. Both were chained up by fate in a joint business and I was received in delight as so-called successor of this business. The first years were unburdened. My parents had lost their first son as small child before my birth in a tragical manner on the former company premises. Hence, I was a planned child and had been fathered rather very late by my parents at the age of 39. I don’t have many memories of my early childhood. I can remember fragmentarily that I had an infection at the age of 4 and can clearly vividly remember those turbulences among the curtains in my bedroom and it seemed to me in my delirium as if mysterious creatures were dancing around the window. I can remember as well that I sometimes fantasised creepy monsters in my bedroom and that I sometimes sneaked into the bed of my parents out of pure horror.


At that time, we lived in our parental home near the small business which, however, was spaciously expanded just around the time of my birth some kilometres farther away on a former train station site. Before that, the parental home was located in some distance to the business, however, afterwards, on the new site, our flat was directly next to the office and the entrance for customers. It could have been the case that my mother might have stood under enhanced stress since she meant to me later that she had physically strained herself during the expansion of the new business site. I was delivered with the aid of a forceps delivery, but further birth complications aren’t known to me. I was born as a healthy boy.


As I came into the family, my sister was already twelve years of age. I hadn't further siblings. My small brother had died before my birth at the age of four. My sister always blamed herself since on the very day of the tragical accident she didn’t want to play together with him. However, there was no direct connection, but, in the same evening, the accident happened as my brother played on the business premises and was struck dead by a large tyre for trucks. My sister cared for me very lovingly. Two weeks before my birth, my maternal aunt had delivered a son as well. Hence, I often played with my maternal cousin, who was nearly of the same age as me, and my aunt often visited us while my paternal aunt, who was living some kilometres away with her three kids and her husband in a nearby village, visited us only seldom. My paternal grandmother was stay - ing with us, too. She was living in a small apartment in our parental home.


My mother was understandably overprotecting, my father rather demanding and both strongly involved in the business. Both were busy the whole day and I caught sight of them after the relocation only at midday and in the evening. I felt unconditionally loved by my mother and respected by my father, but sometimes also under pressure and treated with disregard. Remarkable corporal punishment I actually didn’t receive, but, if at all, rather a form of emotional negligence. I can remember that I couldn’t easily separate myself from my mother since, as I spent the first day in the kindergarten, I was sitting there howling nearly the complete forenoon in a small corner. Maybe not merely due to anxiety about separ - ation or abandonment, but rather on the grounds of shyness and anxiety among the new circle of those other kids since I rather liked to be autonomous. In hindsight, I don’t have the impression to have been ahead of other kids in a certain respect. But my sister once meant to me that it had always been a joy for her to teach me something since I always understood everything very fast.


As I was nearly at the age of 5 and 6, we moved together to the new company site. The new company site was much more spacious and sur - rounded by a shoulder-high fence such that it might have made the impression of a castle. The fact that the door to my flat was located directly near the entrance of the business didn’t cause me any troubles at the be - ginning. Since I was the junior chief, I enjoyed also all attention from the staff, which sometimes cared very sweetly for me if I had a flat tyre at my bicycle or so. At that time, I cannot remember to have had much stress. My birth date was barely at the borderline such that two dates for school enrolment came into consideration. Eventually, I was enrolled at the age of 7 which didn’t fit in well with my preferences since I had won much free, but also boring leisure time.


My paternal grandmother, who was nearly eighty years old, was brought from her apartment in the former parental home into the new flat and was lingering there in the living area over the day. I am of the opinion that during the first years primarily my grandmother had been very important for me. She often read storybooks with me. My maternal grandmother had died in a tragical manner already one year before my birth due to cancer. My sister was already grown-up and lived in a flat directly beside mine. She had mostly her own circle of friends in her mind and was staying there only for one or two years and then moved into a small apartment, which was located close to our former parental home, where she henceforth lived autonomously. Hence, I lost her out of my daily sight, but I can remember many meetings for lunches taken together on Sundays.


My sister had also in the following a formative influence on me. Basically, one could maintain that I was always lived by someone else in some respect, either by my parents or by my sister. At Christmas and on the occasion of my birthday, it was always my sister who had chosen very nice presents for me and who gave even self-made gifts like Advent calendars as presents to me. Interestingly, if I had got components or playing pieces on certain occasions, they were already unwrapped and even built up according to their instructions such that it was my task to destroy the completed masterpiece to get a sense of achievement on my own. My father was similar. As I got some parts for the construction of mechanical objects, my father had already built them together, but didn’t show his face afterwards and didn’t also speak about this with me.


My paternal grandmother originated from a Hanseatic parental home, whose father had commanded the North Sea shipping line and was authorised officer of the Hamburg-America shipping line. She paid always much attention on outward etiquette and was very intelligent. She had been one of the first young ladies who could attend the lyceum, which was at that time only reserved for a small bunch of girls. Her husband had a relaxed character and was a village teacher in Poznan in Silesia, who could be, at times, occasionally also very demanding, and who unfortunately passed away during the turmoil shortly after the Second World War. Both were teachers by profession and could play various music instruments. Moreover, my grandma worked as accountant and my father was the cantor in his home town. Allegedly, both should have met as a result of a personal ad. During the births of their last two children, my grandpa was nearly at the age of forty. The family was living together in the east of the country first and managed to move in a timely manner to - wards the west, whereby my father assumed the pioneering role and all other family members followed suit, after my father had already found a permanent job.


My father had attended high school for some years, but couldn’t finish school due to the war and learned instead the craft of carpentry. He also didn’t succeed in playing the violin like his father would have seen it with pleasure. He was rather practically gifted and had a clear and sharp mind. After he had arrived after a number of casual works in my home town, he hired as a lorry driver in the business of my maternal grandpa. Here, he became familiar with my mother as eldest daughter of the house. My mother was learning the craft of hairdressing in the local village for earning money. From my point of view, from all of her family members, she was the most awaken one. If I look at old photographs, her clear and flashing eyes stick out while all other ones seem to be rather mouse-grey. She always meant that she were as clever as her father and possessed a great deal of mother wit, what she may have ever meant by this. My mother even planned to take over the hairdressing salon in the village.


My grandpa as owner of a small DIY store in the building materials trade had already realised a number of business ideas before. Hence, before the Second World War, he worked as carrier for furniture and vegetables and made thereby an acquaintance with my maternal grandma, whose parents owned a small grocery store, where he often drove up with his van. After both of them finally had arrived in my home town after the births of their two daughters, they took the opportunity to open up a small DIY store in the building materials trade since building materials were relatively in high demand after all those many destructions during the war and the overall atmosphere of departure. My grandpa wasn’t always in control of himself and was often impulsive and became rough and had a violent temper if something didn’t fit in well with him. However, he was a clever and cunning business man, but not really prepared to take risks.


The work in the DIY store for building materials was a real backbreaking one. Machines like forklifts or wheel loaders, as being usual today, were seldom used at that time. The marriage of my grandparents was overshadowed by stress and, since the flat lied directly near the business, my maternal grandma often had to endure the tirades of my grandpa and had to expose herself to his violent temper, which might have been the cause that she became seriously ill still before her sixtieth birthday, while her twin sister was lucky and healthy even decades later. Also my mother suffered because of this miserable situation.


My father was rather shy and hadn't much experience in company with women. Finally, he and my mother got acquainted with one another, but not without support of my maternal grandma by saying: »Why not inviting this nice guy to the movies!« Eventually, they married after first promising encounters.


Roundabout the time my sister had been born, my grandpa decided to retire. He had earned a considerable wealth and lived henceforth far away from vivid cities in a rural village, after he had married again. He died as I was 15 years old. I know my grandpa only as a very loving and nice man. In an advanced age he was a little bit corpulent and had open legs, which were treated in a makeshift manner with compresses. Shortly before retiring from his business, he made the offer to my parents to carry it on, which they accepted gladly. Since both parents were henceforth physically and mentally very strongly involved in their business, they passed the ethos of extreme commitment also on to their children. Sentiments per se didn’t count much. Perhaps, this might have been the reason that I suffered from little empathy and a lack of emotion in my youth since I hadn’t practised or trained them in my childhood. I was like armoured in my youth and didn’t feel and allow love from my heart. My paternal grandma died as I was 7 years old.


As already said, since the new flat was located directly near the office and the entrance, the way to the office was short. Hence, I often experi - enced that my parents sometimes quarrelled or yelled at each other when, stressed by daily office life and the contact with customers, they met for a short moment in the kitchen. My mother was working the whole day in the business as well, either in sales or in the office. My father was ruler and motor of most of the events, my mother the heart of the family. As probably usual also in previous generations, direct affections of love were scarce. According to his own statements, my father had suffered from emotional coldness of his own parents, which, according to his statements, hadn’t even hugged him. Since he didn’t know it better, he was also in the upbringing of his own children relatively reserved. One could say he possessed a lack of empathy. If he couldn’t endure certain emotions, he covered this up out of insecurity, whereby he ascribed this lack always to the other part. This constantly inoculated the impression on me that I could never meet his demands. My mother took everything easy and was unburdened and a real mother, who also always took all burdens from my shoulders. However, her affections of love and wet kisses were sometimes felt as unreal or exaggerated. I don’t want to make my mother any accusations since she had looked after me majestically. In the morning, he got up early to wake me up and prepared my breakfast before school and I can remember vividly how she always called me out of my bed while I rather liked to cuddle for some further minutes. At lunch, it was my mother who quickly entered the living room, who gave me something to eat and afterwards once again disappeared into the business.


I couldn’t find company at the new location at once. My dearest playfellow during the early period after the relocation, which was always standing loyal by my side, was a German shepherd. I played most of the time outdoors. Either on the company premises or in the woods nearby. Unfortunately, the dog was later run over by a car, which was told me as I just came back from a vacation. There, I was nearly 11 years of age. At that time, I couldn’t control my temper and regulate my feelings properly. For instance, I became very impatient and aggressive as a friend of mine dared to propose a new game without my permission on a party for my 8th birthday such that I got furious and beat him up. Most of the time, I was rather shy and hesitantly in social interactions such it was owed to my socially adept mother that I could make friends on journeys quite fast, for instance. If the ice had broken in the first place, this didn’t pose any great problems for me afterwards any more.


By means of the rather unsuitable treatment for children which was offered to me, I couldn’t develop, socially and emotionally, like this would have been normal for a healthy child. Hence, I couldn’t practise the usual age-appropriate rules during daily play, even though I would consider myself as quite sensitive, perhaps rather as too sensitive. In the business, which I should carry on as successor, I was always accompanied with elder men, which couldn’t give me the experiences which a healthy child needs during growing up. Thus, I had no real friends, but only a loyal German shepherd, who was like a playfellow to me. However, at the end of elementary school, I could make some friends in the neighbourhood.


By nature, I was disappointed relatively fast and couldn’t handle rejections very well, but often withdrew afterwards. During elementary school up to high school, I was very shy and afraid as far as the opposite gender was concerned, until in puberty certain sexual feelings took a toll, too. Typical little games on the school yard between boys and girls didn’t mean a thing to me. I had my first intimate encounters entirely with boys.


Furthermore, I was very awkward in social matters. Under great pressure to find the right words in decisive moments, I put my foot in it regularly. I couldn’t simply put this away and such mishaps remained in my thoughts for a long time after. Since I was encouraged by my mother, but rather reduced by my father, I couldn’t develop a consistent concept of my Self. This disharmony led to the circumstance that I later couldn’t ascribe very good achievements to myself and that I didn’t feel secured in my faculties. I felt attraction and affection almost always to the most intelligent and prettiest girls in class, which were socially safe and accepted, but whom I idolised and didn’t dare to approach. I couldn’t find the right words, which was clearly a lack of experience and self-confidence since I felt as being locked under my skin and still wanted, but literally couldn’t. I had an inner assurance that a great potential might slumber in me, but I wasn’t really in a position to prove this since I hadn’t been able to follow properly the social games during my childhood as foundation of experi - ence.


The role as the successor of the parental business hung like a massive weight upon me, which on the one hand honoured me, but restricted me on the other hand in my evolvement as well. I hadn't really the feeling to have been free in my decisions, also concerning potential partnerships. It could have been that I reacted too sensitive. I could remember that I was often disappointed by my parents, even if something had been promised to me, to hold me deliberately small. I was lacking physical proximity and cuddling. Content with sexual material, might it be a furtive kiss in the conservatively characterised public television programmes of the seventies, was considered as taboo by symbolically holding a pillow in front of my eyes whenever kisses were shown on the screen. One could say that I was an easy-care child which meant that I was functioning like it was expected from me. Since my parents hadn't much time for me, there wasn’t also any other possibility for me. I did my homework autonomously and at the beginning there wasn’t in fact any reason for special assistance. Such well-behaved I acted also outwards by clearing the table quite dearly also for all other friends when I was invited somewhere to birthday parties. It was sometimes such extreme that I felt like being caught in a cocoon and that I was always talked into responding with the words »thank you« and »please« on practically any occasion, especially in the closest family circle. Obviously, I was regarded as a small ape who could be easily trained. Clearly, my mother was very pleased by my obedience, which also satisfied myself, but let me also internally suffer since I, thus, lost the spontaneous contact to the outside world. The feeling of being locked in me, of not being allowed to act freely, was very depressing for me. I couldn’t actually acting spontaneously like I wanted, but was rebuked in many cases for trivial reasons. At the beginning, I was allowed to play only the nice son. I was somehow living my life for someone else and a free evolvement wasn’t possible for me. I felt like an actor on a scene. My ego felt as being constantly observed and someone on a superior level was the director and gave a concert in the background and my ego wasn’t firmly standing on the ground. My ego wasn’t really felt in the present in the here and now, but always six inches apart.


At elementary school, I was the best of my class since I was deliberately held in a low-performing class not to snatch me away from my circle of friends there as the classes were mixed anew with respect to performance, whereby this should have been just for the best of mine. Naturally, I wasn’t challenged appropriately, but I had at least my friends. Hence, I became somehow quick-witted. Everything went very fast and I wasn’t really accurate and hadn't any desire to delve deeper. Due to my impulsiveness, I could hardly stop this. Later, I didn’t even want to prepare my - self properly. I loved my inspiration in class, whereby I also enjoyed to surprise myself. Finally, as I switched to high school, this meant that only four pupils from my class accompanied me while the parallel class was accepted almost completely.


The situation was very tense at the beginning. While two former classmates gave up unnerved already after two weeks and switched to secondary school, I was one of the few who could take a stand and could prevail. During the break on the school yard in the first week, three of us crouched very deep below wedged within a wooden castle while other classmates were harassing us from outside and threatened us. It was as precarious that one of us pondered even about slashing his wrists and we discussed how this might succeed best since the whole situation was so extremely frightening for us.


Out of a natural wish to be integrated into class, I joined a game already very early, in which the sandals of a female classmate were thrown back and forth while she was running crying out of pure joy from one corner to the other. Now, I dared to catch the shoe as well and, promptly, the classmate ran furiously towards me and thrashed me. Thereupon, I stepped howling into the next lesson. This wasn’t dealt with by my teachers in any proper way. In contrast, I had to cope with this all on my own and many things hit me very hard. One could say that I wasn’t properly integrated over years and, if I was accepted, then just solely for my good grades. I felt always like an outsider. This was also shown in art class. By means of drawings, I could express my feelings which were determining me. For instance, I stood either totally isolated on the top of a mountain or looked down from the upper cabin of a construction crane or was standing among a block of houses beside an excavator and an advertisement with the slogan »To men’s shop«, whereby the fundamental problems had been addressed which concerned me most at that time: My so - cial isolation, my relationship regarding sexuality and the very masculinely characterised surroundings which I met at home, which I couldn’t stand up to.


Since I was held in a weaker class on elementary school, I was always the first who knew everything, which was like a fun for me. Instead of being bored, I found this as a kind of competition to constantly wave up with my hands. On high school, this didn’t count anything any more. By contrast, here I was denounced as swot if I showed this behaviour.


The thereby growing social anxiety under peers was often answered by withdrawal, but also demonstratively with seemingly dominant and aggressive behaviour. It was also the case that, instead of bottling this up, to work my frustration off, I became violent to my neighbour or didn’t demonstratively follow the lessons not to be regarded as swot any more. Sometimes, I suspected that my classmates would whisper and exchange notes beneath the benches, on which I assumed something was written about me. Sometimes, I had the justified notion that my classmates were making fun of me. It was a pity that many classmates, who were even standing at the edge of class by themselves and who later left high school, didn’t want to work with me since this was just »in«. My special faculties, which I possessed without doubt, were acknowledged primarily with envy instead with admiration. The from time to time flashing extraordinary performances were ascribed rather to my high ambitions and me obviously being swotty. Clearly, I wasn’t as fine, eloquent and charismatic like others. I was able to achieve practically everything, but nothing really entirely. From the beginning, I was characterised by a certain vulnerability to stress. Even smallest disturbances or irregularities caused a high stress in me. This vulnerability to stress was one of the reasons which got the whole thing rolling before my decomposition.


The first two years from fifth class were more a less a time of adjustment for me. At elementary school, especially the writing of stories and the embroidering of pictorial stories were a great fun for me. At high school, it was more abstract and formal right from the beginning and playful creativity wasn’t asked for, with which I couldn’t cope well at the beginning. I succeeded always in learning the content for exams in short time to be able to reproduce it almost completely. Mostly, the stuff disappeared afterwards just as fast out of my memory. It was a mystery to my teachers how I could manage to deliver complex texts in exams while I hadn’t participated in class. This brought the teacher for German in eighth class to attest my mother that I stood between genius and insanity, which, as I heard of this, robbed me totally of my spontaneity.


Hence, whereas everything started rather slowly, continued then strongly, I became slightly arrogant and didn’t rework accurately, which disappointed me fast when classmates were seemingly faster or more creative in class than me, where I should allegedly be such a genius. The class teacher formulated this more cautiously. He spoke solely of »smart«. There was a period in seventh class where I was occupying myself with heavy scientific literature, from physics up to biology, which I was reading late in the evening with the help of a torch under my blanket. This had the effect that I rapidly reached a higher concentration and could achieve very good grades throughout all subjects, which could be reached seemingly without any great preparation. Moreover, I developed an inclination to complex chains of thoughts. One has to imagine the miserable situation at home, which was almost diametrically opposed to mental highaltitude flights, not only due to the steady contact with customers around my flat, but rather also because of the regular duty to help in the business and to have to serve customers not age-appropriately even at an early and rather emotionally immature age of 12 years regularly on Saturdays or during vacations.


The child and adult roles were fluent. At the beginning, there were simple tasks I was helping with. A more intensive assistance in the business began as I was 12 years of age. However, I was from my emotional development much too immature for this. It is still the case that a child needs some time for his development and it is never good to jump over certain steps of development. If I went through the store, I felt constantly observed. One time, one of the heads of the store meant to me, as I was walking backwards to the outlay,: »Smile!«, such as if I were a puppet, which could be easily trained. At a more advanced age, I drove building materials also with vans to customers. That a certain power was taken from me by those contacts, became clear to me especially since I was running almost on my last legs at the end of the obligatory Saturday and the tours which were assigned to me by the head of the outlay were felt almost like a kind of recovery by me. All in all, it was obviously only owed to my strong mental constitution that I was able to keep up mentally and physically. My youth room was located only 15 metres apart from the office of the store, in which my father worked until late in the evening. Due to the missing demarcation between the office, the entrance area and our flat, there was always a certain basic level of basal energy such that I wasn’t forced to practise certain skills to ration my power and energy in any way whatsoever.
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