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You are

You are the cool breeze that gently dries my tears.

the lion who roars away my fears.

You are the nearby clap of thunder that wakes me from a dark thought.

It was you who stood beside me in all battles that I fought.

You will always be my strength when I have to fight.

You are the foxes’ warning cry on a moonless night.

You are the flutter of a butterfly’s wings dancing with the wind in dazzling colours.

You are the friendly smile of a stranger who, a moment later, blends into the crowd like all the others.

You are Polaris shade on a starless night.

You restrain my fury when they tell lies.

You are the giggle in my laugh.

You are the feather on my path.

You are the strong arm that holds me tight when I am about to fall.

You are blackbird’s morning song and raven’s call.

You are the sweet crunch of fresh snow under my feet.

When I am inconsolable your closeness is all comfort I need.

You are the path that opens up in impenetrable wood.

I would fearlessly walk it with you if I just could.

You are the soft rustling of the last falling leaves in winter’s early wind.

You are childhood memories awakening, the taste of strawberry and mint.

You are the smell of dewy grass in the rising summer sun.

Who was loudly insisting to light a candle? You were the one!

Ah, I see, you’re trying to tease me again:

I bet it was you who sent this rather cute and really annoying tiny bug that is cheekily trampling on the just written words that are still drying.

Nice try!

But I am not going to let myself distract from what I was saying:

I was not able to look back, something inside me was dying

When I had to walk wrong way up that rocky street bathed in pale light.

I tore my heart in two and left one part to stay with you forever on that soul-devouring night.

You are the sun that breaks through stormy skies.

You are the blue in people’s eyes.

You are the rain that softly taps on glass.

You are, when I have to unleash it, my untamed wrath.

You are the splash of colour on an ash-grey street.

You are the irresistible beat

that keeps me moving and makes my heart dance with joy.

You are the magic in the moment of finding a long-lost toy.

You are the first tender green of spring.

And more, you are so many things.

It would take a lifetime to name them all.

like the single flower bravely blossoming on a crumbling wall.

the incomparable feeling of being free.

You are in all life surrounding and flowing through me.



And when life leaves me, near or far.

You are . no . then
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The unknown
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“So far, we only know this small part of the human brain.”

As she says this, she holds her palms close together. She is a neuroscientist and a doctor through and through. Her thirst for knowledge, her curiosity and her energy are infectious. “Behind this lies a vast expanse of the unknown.”

Researchers all over the world are working tirelessly to explore and understand this vast expanse of the unknown bit by bit. Full of hope, full of expectations, they are thrilled by every small step that yields new insights, perhaps even answers. No one can really say how much potential lies dormant in the depths of our brains, and so we cannot assess the possibilities that lie within each and every one of us. Curious, eager – some of us are even keen to find out more.

And yet, when it comes to another realm of the unknown about which we know just as little, the reactions are usually different: fear, horror...

The unknown that lies ahead of us once everything here comes to an end.

If one considers the two side by side, they do not differ in the fact itself.

So... why do we fear one, yet can hardly wait to throw ourselves into the other?

That really doesn’t make any sense at all.

But that is a question that only each individual can answer for themselves.

Personally, I don’t believe it is death itself, or the associated unknown, that triggers deep fear or even terror in us as human beings. Rather, it is grief.

The pain of losing a loved one.

And that is something completely different, something very personal.

Everyone has their own way of dealing with it.

What else can we do?

Whether we stand by graves or speak to our loved ones in other places, send them our thoughts in everyday life, or when places, images, songs or phrases trigger something within us that reminds us of them. When we sing for them, pray for them, weep for them. Through all of this, we carry them with us and keep them alive, wherever they may be.

Someone said to me recently:

“I get the feeling you’re angry at the whole world.”

That’s not quite right.

Yes, I am angry. But it’s directed. Neither indiscriminate nor without reason.

And it’s only fair to lay my cards on the table from the outset:

this isn’t some shallow love story with unicorn glitter and fairy dust. And, by the way: it doesn’t feel right to be talking about myself here, that was never my intention.

This was only ever meant to be about him – about him, who left us far too soon, a long time ago.

However, the reactions I’ve faced were – fortunately from only a few people who’d rather label me as mad than read between the lines, listen or ask questions (...just as a small aside, and without any need to interpret it in any way: yes! That makes me angry!), in some cases so intensely that it’s probably better to mention one or two things here first. It’s for this reason alone that I’m stammering my way through these pitiful attempts at a foreword. So please... a little anecdote from my youth...

It all began with grief, and now I know that it all ends with it too.

Does it feel any better than it did at the start? No, just different.

Time doesn’t change the fact that someone is no longer here.

And even if conventional psychology might contradict me on this, you simply can’t talk someone back to life. Not that that should be possible; it’s the way things are – quite clearly, but sugar-coating the pain doesn’t help either.

There are losses that the soul carries with it forever. Not just in this life, but (should there be one) in the next as well, no matter how much energy you put into coming to terms with them. It’s the kind of pain that neither time nor discussion nor anything else can heal. Pain that doesn’t fade. You just have to get on with it somehow, otherwise it will eat you alive.

Does that sound bitter? Perhaps.

However, I’m sure there are many people, and you have my honest and deep sympathy, who understand exactly what I mean. And to anyone who’s now thinking: ‘For goodness sake, go and see a psychologist, take a few pills and get a grip.’, to them I’d like to say:

‘With all due respect, but this isn’t for you. I sincerely and wholeheartedly hope that you’ll never be among those who know exactly what I’m talking about here.’
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.black sails.


The classic stages of grief... I went through them all, and yes, of course, anger is part of it too – it comes, it goes, making way for the next one. Eventually, you can tick them all off... or so I thought, even though the whole story was marked from the very beginning by ambiguities, contradictions and walls of silence.

I found peace.

For a very long time.

But...

What happens when you’ve long since come to terms with all of this, and suddenly, without warning, without any apparent trigger, and after many years, you’re thrown right back into it?

What if something in the vast expanse of the unknown picks the locks behind which it had been locked away for too long, so that it can finally be heard with conviction?

It never really went away, but i only realised that years later;
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right at the very beginning of all this, there was - you could call it creative chaos...

over the years, I painted God knows how many pictures, wrote short stories now and then, and there were those letters that he would never read.

Out of context, I’d never noticed it, but then, at some point, when I began rummaging through every folder, every file, turning over every picture - just to bring some order to the mess - there it suddenly was, or rather, that’s when I recognised it: the common thread. Everything, the whole story with a beginning, an end, a central theme, everything that goes with it, I cannot and will not recount, for several reasons.

Not only because it’s too personal and much of it is intended solely for him, but rather because some of the texts refer to third parties.

Simply removing these texts was impossible, given the overall context. Without them, the whole story simply wouldn’t make any sense at all. To alter them so much that nobody would recognise themselves in them: no, absolutely not! So I came to the decision to tackle the whole thing in a different way, to completely rework it and make what it’s essentially about the centre of the whole thing:

You are

And yes, I’m fully aware that the original poem isn’t grammatically correct.

When I wrote it, nothing could have bothered me less – and even today, I couldn’t care less! It’s unadulterated, painful, blunt and a world away from rules and facts, just like the moment it was created. That’s exactly what makes it what it is.

I was able to match whole texts to some lines of the poem, whilst others I could only provide with snippets from the wider context. The chronology changed drastically, but that isn’t important here.

And there’s something else...

She’s not quite right in the head, is she...

That was – even if not always expressed quite like that – the look on some people’s faces after they’d read parts of the whole thing.

And yes – ta-da!!

Especially for people who know me, this shouldn’t be anything new or a surprise!


There’s something not quite right with my head!!

But I’m not a bit daft, to put it bluntly...

At the age of thirty-three, I was diagnosed with Parkinson’s. As I’m a physiotherapist myself, ironically specialising in adult neurological patients (very funny, by the way;) – which, in this case, is both a curse and a blessing – it was clear to me as soon as the first symptoms appeared: c‘This isn’t an orthopaedic issue’.

For about half a year, I observed the symptoms, during which time I asked people whose professional judgement I trust one hundred per cent for their opinion on the matter. They confirmed my suspicion in their own words:

‘There’s something wrong with your head’

(I just have to harp on about it, I’m almost sorry...)

About half a year later, they worked out what it actually was by a process of elimination; by that point, I was prepared for anything, and it could have been worse.

Every day at work, I see people who have been hit harder – and even at the risk of it perhaps sounding flippant or, at worst, melodramatic – it hits the nail on the head:

Witnessing all these stories every day makes me feel humble and grateful!
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I am deeply grateful that, after all these years and despite everything I can no longer do, despite everything that wouldn’t have happened had this illness not crashed into my life, I’m still doing so well. However, this is not just pure coincidence.

Alongside my medication, I have been looking for ways from the very beginning to fight this illness, at least as far as I am able.

Whether through sport, various therapies, or whatever else. When it came to fine motor skills, I took to heart a piece of advice that I myself give to my patients: “Find something that’s fundamentally useful from a therapeutic point of view, but something that you really enjoy. Something you do regularly, without putting yourself under pressure to do it.”

I’ve always liked drawing, so that’s what I started doing. Simply using a brush on paper or canvas alone wasn’t challenging enough, so I used this technique where white is the bare paper and black is painted. You can see this quite clearly in the example image:
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..nine of cups in progress


Why black?

Quite simply: it provided the most even coverage, and that’s how it stayed.

In any case, the sketches are originally much more detailed and vibrant than the final result, a lot of what’s in them is missing from the finished painting. I don’t want to botch it, even if my thoughts do tend to revolve around white paint. Once a line has been painted over, it’s gone.

It’s exactly the same with illness.

What’s gone is gone.

You can despair over it or accept it, because there’s no changing it anyway.

At some point I ran into problems with this technique and I actually lost the joy of drawing for a while. Acceptance or not, it’s still hard. Instead, I started crocheting, fiddled my way through macramé, all that sort of thing. When I could no longer grip my guitar properly, I got myself a semi-acoustic with a narrower fretboard, or switched to a ukulele. There’s always some way to ‘downgrade’.

I was never angry at this illness, nor did I ever ask myself: ‘Why?’

That achieves absolutely nothing, just as little as sitting in a corner and crying.

Sure, that happens, but do you stay sitting there, or do you get up?

Keep f***ing going

This illness affects my motor skills, but not, in the traditional sense, my mental abilities or my psyche. Of course, step by step, certain areas of the brain are being irreversibly destroyed; even the best medication and the most intensive training can’t help with that.

And it’s precisely on the subject of medication that we come full circle back to the vast expanse of the unknown:

Because of the medication, my brain is constantly running at full speed. Sleep disturbances go hand in hand with this condition, manifesting as a varied cycle of insomnia and dreamless deep sleep. On nights like these, the brain never really has the chance to truly rest and process things, but at some point it has to.

And at some point, it does.
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On the subject of the crack in the biscuit, I’ll just say this:

Would the reactions have been just as strong if I’d described the whole thing as a dream diary?

And even more importantly:

It’s not as though I see a tartan-clad monkey sitting on my sofa playing the marimba or some other nonsense... that would actually be even nicer...

I can very well distinguish between reality and perception.

These aren’t hallucinations.

It’s really sad that it seems necessary to write this in advance to avoid, as far as possible, anyone sending round those nice lads with their white ‘I love you’ jackets... Oh, and by the way, isn’t that funny... when children act on impulse, say what they think – or when animals react instinctively, for example knowing exactly who to approach and who to stay away from – would anyone say anything negative about that? ... until the classic prime examples of the ‘Let’s-discuss-this-first’ / ‘I-talk-a-lot-but-don’t-actually-say-anything’ / ‘I-just-have-to-blare-my-unreflective-BS-into-the-world-all-day-long-unfiltered-and-unasked’ or the like types... well... probably not.

Now let’s replace ‘children and animals’ with ‘adults’... reaction? Yep, exaaaaaact.

So... let’s just call it: (Day)dream
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