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IMPORTANT NOTE:

This is a general warning about possible triggers of memories.

The author has partial dissociative identity disorder (pDID), triggered by severe childhood trauma. pDID is characterized by the existence of an apparently normal part of the personality (AnP) and one or more emotional parts (EP).

The AnP functions during and especially after the trauma (or traumas) in everyday life, while EPs react to (perceived or apparent) threats but remain emotionally trapped in the respective traumatic event. Depending on the severity of the trauma, one or more EPs may have developed for each trauma. All EPs and the AnP are separated from each other by amnesia barriers. Only in this way is it possible for the AnP to continue to live.

Memory gaps in this narrative are due to this mechanism. This autobiographical narrative contains only the memories of the AnP.

The author has attempted to walk a tightrope with regard to the graphic descriptions of physical and sexual abuse, physical and psychological violence, neglect, and worse suffered by the AnP.

It is an attempt, on the one hand, to describe the experiences as the author experienced them as a child, how they affected him and what he felt, without sensationalizing the description, and, on the other hand, not to cause trauma in the reader or re-traumatize the author or readers who have experienced similar things.

If, despite all caution, reading this book brings back similar memories, please contact immediately a person you trust, a therapist, the nearest psychiatric clinic or by phone to the telephone pastoral care or to any sexual abuse helpline available in your country.

Additional you can also join the chat group for survivors of sexual abuse founded by Anneke Lucas. To do so, you’ll need a free Wire app account. Once you have one, you can contact the admin via the Wire app at: Sven@sven1964.




Forword:

John MacKullen is a pseudonym I use to protect my family. My name is rarely heard in the region where we live. Our son is already being bullied at school by some of his classmates. In this environment, a man's admission of having been abused as a child is not seen as a strength, but as a weakness. And even though this book can only be purchased by adults, I cannot guarantee that his classmates won't get their hands on it and make him suffer even more for his weak father.

My autobiography begins in 1964 in the GDR, nine years before I came into a network in which I was abused for many years without having any way of escaping it.

For me, the confrontation with my personal traumas while coming to terms with my memories was tantamount to the deprogramming of massive brainwashing that had taken place over many years.

The brutal physical and psychological violence that I was exposed to as a child and the extreme consequences that were threatened and sometimes drastically shown to me if I talked about what I had experienced led to me being silent about what I had experienced for many years, like many others.

To outsiders it may seem incomprehensible when, as an adult, it took me many years to ignore the prohibitions of my childhood and break my silence. It takes an immense amount of strength and almost unlimited trust in the people I trust. Trust that they believe me. Because, like many of us, I rarely have concrete evidences.

And if we do remember details, names, places, circumstances, etc., most of the crimes are usually already statute barred.

It wasn't until I was 56 that I was able to bring myself to talk about what I had experienced. First with my wife, then about six months later at a confidential hearing in front of the Federal Independent Commission to Deal with Child Sexual Abuse (in the Federal Republic of Germany and the GDR).

I'm not interested in punishing the perpetrators if they're still alive. For me it's about education and raising awareness in society.

Perpetrators who are sentenced to life in prison are given the opportunity to be released from prison on probation by the German judiciary after an average of 18 years.

We, who have survived years of abuse, do not have this opportunity. We cannot just draw a line and go on living as if nothing had happened.

Speaking of survival ...

The term „victim“ is often used in the press in accidents involving trains, buses, planes and ships when referring to those who did not survive. All others are referred to as injured or survivors.

Why are we who have experienced and survived abuse often called victims when we have survived? Why can’t we be called survivors or personally affected.

For some of us, the word victim alone represents a trigger, a trigger for painful memories of forced participation in sacrifices, as well as of people close to us who did not survive this.

We are survivors and we want to be perceived as such. However, we find it difficult to address the public directly. One reason for this is the feelings of guilt and shame, which were consciously transferred to us by the perpetrators so that we remain silent.

I hope and wish that my story will work like a candle in a window at night. It might be a sign that provides light in the darkness for other survivors of organized abuse and mind control, that helps them to step out of the shadows into the light and tell their stories.

With my story I follow the light of a lighthouse on the horizon, which escorted me into a storm-turning night, even if the author herself only sees her story as a small ray of light in a large dark cave [1].

Below is my story. Please take care of yourself when reading these.



1. Anneke Lucas: Quest for Love, Memoir of a Child Sex Slave, 09.10.2024, ISBN 9798986255804




Introduction

In the year 2020 I am driving in the car with my wife on the way to the shops....

Our marriage has reached a low point. When she talks, I listen. When she asks me something, I usually remain silent. Sometimes I am lost in thought, or I have so many thoughts in my head that I don't know which one to express. Most of the time, it's the wrong one.

I have withdrawn inwardly. My wife feels that she can no longer reach me. And unfortunately, that's true.

In 2018, there was a brief news item on television that Marc Dutroux's lawyers, a convicted child molester, wanted to have him released early from prison for good behavior. It was actually a passing piece of news, but one that brought back many memories of my own childhood.

On this day in 2020, I gather all my courage and begin to talk about my childhood experiences; not the ones everyone likes to remember, but the ones everyone would like to forget. But there are too many memories, too many very bad memories.

I stopped at a lay-by because I can't hold back my tears. We stood there for about an hour and I told her in broad strokes what I have experienced as a child.

After I've poured my heart out, my wife says in the tone of a mother treating her child's scraped knee after a fall:

“Oh, honey, it will be all right again”

Nearly six years have passed by since that day in 2020. I am a man of 62 years.

I spent my childhood and youth in the German Democratic Republic (GDR). There, under the pretense of a vacation in a pioneer camp, I became part of a network that carried out the organized ritual abuse of children and young people in combination with control of consciousness in order to ultimately generate free convertable currency.

The control of consciousness went far beyond what was aimed at in schools and youth organizations in the GDR regarding the orientation of thinking and acting in the interests of the leadership of the GDR.

The trauma inflicted on me during my „education“ to become a child slave was intended to ensure that I would never again experience natural reactions such as fear, horror, surprise, responsibility, affection or sadness unless the perpetrators wished I would experience them.

All my hopes and feelings should be systematically killed so that I am dead inside and obey the perpetrators without any feelings or thoughts getting in the way.

But they failed, at least partially. The mind control training wasn't one hundred percent successful because I was never completely dead inside.

It is not uncommon for me to be present during conversations and participate in them, but an hour later I cannot even remember that the conversation took place. Because of these memory lapses, I have already been to Alzheimer's screening three times on my wife's advice, each time with no findings.

My hands sometimes shake so badly that I must hold my coffee cup with both hands. I have been to the Parkinson's prevention clinic twice, also with no findings. And so, it goes on.

I sometimes fall asleep in the middle of conversations, sometimes I can't smell anything, have headaches, feel a rushing sound in my head, have what feels like poor eyesight that goes beyond my normal short-sightedness, or don't know how I got to one place or another.

These are all symptoms of dissociative identity disorder. My psyche has divided the extremely stressful memories into many different parts, each of which is just large enough so that my childlike soul could not be broken by them. However, I do not know how many parts were created.

My wife once said that she sometimes feels like she is talking to a child rather than a man. There is more truth in that than I would have been willing to admit at first.

I only have my (AnP) memories to go on; everything else could be explained by memories from before and after certain events.

It took me 25 years of processing to recall the memories described in this book and gather all the facts. Classic healing would only be possible if every single part of the soul were healed.

However, that is about as likely as an astronomer setting out to discover all the stars in the universe within his lifetime.




Chapter 1
 Early Childhood, 1964 bis 1968

I was born in January 1964 in Zwickau. Zwickau is located in Saxony, which at that time was part of the German Democratic Republic (GDR).

Saxony…

How best to describe Saxony to outsiders?

For many centuries, Saxony was a mining region. Besides lead-zinc ores, significant quantities of silver were mined there, and in later years, coal and uranium were also extracted. North of the Erzgebirge (Ore Mountains), there was heavy industry, chemical plants, vehicle manufacturing, and so on. The towns and villages in the Ore Mountains thrive on tourism and traditional crafts.

In Saxony, people speak a dialect that is difficult to understand for outsiders. P is pronounced like B, K like G, T like D.

The differences in between German language and saxonian dialect ist similar to the differences in between Oxford English and English spoken in Texas.

German Democratic Republic...

After its surrender in 1945, Germany was divided into American, British, French, and Soviet occupation zones. The German Democratic Republic (GDR) emerged from the Soviet occupation zone on October 7, 1949, after the Federal Republic of Germany had been formed from the other three occupation zones on May 23, 1949.

The GDR was officially a socialist state of workers and farmers, but unofficially it was a state of the dictatorship of the proletariat.

Dictatorship ...

In the GDR, there was no separation of powers and no independent judiciary. The Ministry of Internal Affairs (also known as the Ministry for State Security, or MfS for short, colloquially referred to as the “Stasi”) was both the secret service and the secret police in the GDR and functioned as an instrument of rule and oppression for the SED, as indicated by the slogan coined by its long-time head, Minister Erich Mielke, “shield and sword of the party.” [2].

The police and courts followed the directives of the MfS. The Stasi system was a complex network of perpetrators, victims, profiteers, and followers, whose actors mostly operated in fluid roles and whose omnipresent penetration of society was largely determined by political conviction, fear of consequences (such as professional demotion or educational and career disadvantages for their children), pressure, exploitation of personal weaknesses, opportunism, career opportunities, financial advantages, and patriotic duty [3] were the driving forces.

There were tens of thousands of so-called informal employees who spied on their neighbors, colleagues, or students, eavesdropped on them, and then sent reports to the Stasi.

In the GDR, people came under the scrutiny of the Ministry for State Security (MfS) if they had “contacts with the West”


	such as parcel, letter, and telephone correspondence with capitalist foreign countries,

	“visitors from the West,” or family relationships

	suspicion of “defection” or espionage


These individuals, classified as “hostile-negative persons” and “carriers of political-ideological diversion,” were monitored and sanctioned.

In addition, deviant behavior, opinions, lifestyles, or even clothing that deviated from the ideal of the “socialist human being” were also grounds for state persecution. [4]

In doing so, the GDR government and its power apparatus, the Stasi, ignored the obligation to respect human rights and fundamental freedoms enshrined in the Helsinki Final Act, which GDR had signed on August 1st, 1975.

Methodologically, the MfS used surveillance, intimidation, imprisonment, and so-called “disruption” as means [5] [6]. From
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