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1

Along  the  Rhine.  Southwards. To  the 
Chiemsee.

Another station. The first light of the day falls 
through the train’s window. Fixing my eyes I 
see individual flakes. If I let my view wander, 
the snow  swirls into a dull-white wall. And I 
am at the centre of it.

People rush past,  touch me,  apologize,  want 
to see the ticket once again. In slow motion 
the river flows in the opposite direction.  The 
water is grey. In some places it is black.

For several kilometers, the country holds the 
flakes. The display of the mobile phone shows 
trees,  houses,  and people  – distorting 
themselves into inclined figures.

How did I manage to get up today at 4.40 this 
morning?  I did not sleep before one. Have I 
taken  everything for  my visit  to  the  clinic? 
And what about the to-do-list from the office? 
All  done?  Does my collegue have to rework 
yet?

knocking off
crisps first, then a burger
and another



2 

On old  snow new  flakes fall. A taxi driver 
knows, where I need to go.  The lady at the 
counter  asks and takes notes,  sends me to 
building A.

On the ward’s blue wall – a sunflower. I have 
lost my way.

the case
unpacking
what has been

The co-therapist inducts me into my new life. 
A fellow patient is  my mentor.  I  follow him 
through the corridors.

I see everything. I do not understand. But he 
is a nice guy.



3 

Therapy session is over. We put together the 
chairs,  I am  looking  for  my water  bottle. 
Someone talks about creative therapy.

A poem fragment falls out of my sketchbook. 
I'm looking around, no, no-one has seen it.

I remain unasked.

snowed in
walking the footsteps
of the others



4

Your letter is placed in front of me.

This tear – it does not fall.

I imagine how you would react if you would 
read, what I am going to write.

Now, at last – it falls.

And it is me, who writes this letter. Not the 
other  one.

in your eyes
my tears
do not fall



5

In the hands of this girl next to me cheese is 
growing beyond her bread.

And I hardly know how to cover my bun with 
two much larger slices.

How she chews. So slow. So silent. Even her 
eyes are quiet.

I eat
nothing 
but eating



6

She, whom I wanted to help, attacks me. Her 
gaunt face is changing. Gets red. Acid green 
then. Pus pours from her mouth.

She spits her thoughts into  my brain.  I am 
afraid I might strike.

The nagging is dull  now.  My  hands drop 
immediately.  My  back hurts.  Inside  me 
injustice is digging.  I bear old stories in my 
mind. 

I want to scream.

I  tell what I  have  experienced  in  therapy 
group. I say that I am emotionally stressed.

fog in the valley –
only these strangers
will see the mountains



7

Good morning. Four slices of bread and two 
sachets of  butter.  Three cheese singles.  An 
egg. Tomatoes. No cucumbers left.

I  sit  down at  the beginner’s  table.  Drawing 
the  teabag  from  the  cup.  Spreading  the 
bread. Covering it.

My dinner partner takes so much pepper that 
only a bit remains for me. I wonder how I am.

I have eaten the allocated quantity.
And I am satisfied.



8 

Lunch time. We leave building B. We laugh. On an 
icy  sidewalk  we  overtake  the  old  lady  on 
crutches.  As  we  greet  her,  she  looks  up  in 
surprise. A smile lights up her wrinkled face. Her 
"Good day!" beams at me.

red traffic light
a lorry comes
I hold her back



9 

Preparing  an  individual  therapy  session. 
Writing  down  thoughts.  Having  thought. 
Permitting them. Enduring.

I do not want that.

My rage merges with my rage about my rage.

medical center
a young man seats himself
in the sunlight



10

Snowy Sunday. I  could go for a walk.  But I 
have to go alone. Those with whom I want to 
talk now are with their families. Or elsewhere. 

Tea is cold now.

And its leaves ... brown as shit.

now that I'm sick
I long for 
your purring



11

Smashing the receiver into the cradle. 
Flinging the balcony door open. Breathing 
deep. Cold winter air. Frost. It is pitch dark.

Only the windows of the others are brightly 
lit.

empty account
and I
heal the world



12

The left eyelid trembles. Below the shoulder 
blades  the  back  aches.  Behind  my  belly 
button something is brewing. The hands are 
damp,  dry  mouth,  something  bothers  my 
throat. I could barely utter a word. 

Another 50 centimeters. Then I have to hug 
him.

end of the day
she has forgotten to release me 
from that role



13

Advent Sunday. My anger increases beyond 
itself.

clinic for eating disorders
after eight days
arrived



14

A sunny winter day. Only the clatter of two 
knitting needles echoes through the hall.

thaw
roommates keep still
temporarily



15

Doing a secret Santa. The binge eater draws 
the anorexic that nobody likes.

I want to cry
says the white fir
cry



16

How she laughed! As if she was happy ...

Just before eleven she was leaving the turret. 
Her cheery joyfulness lingers for a while.

with all these lovely people
celebrating Christmas
without you



17

Interim report. I am shocked at the depth of 
my bad feelings.

in bed
alone
these lines go to you



18

I write in my notebook: "Sick, says the doctor. 
Meschugge, believes the Yid. Disturbed, the 
psychologist  concludes.  Mad,  thinks  the 
English. Stupid, they think on the road. And 
that  these  should  just  buck  up.  I  feel  still 
amazed, that all this is my business now. But 
I'm comfortable with my peers."

massage
stroking out
the dispute



19

The strength that we need is given to us, I 
say to the fellow patient. The place where it 
is, we have to look for. She smiles. I get up, 
go  to  my  room,  and  write  down  the  two 
sentences. When I come back, no one is left 
in the turret. Not a one anywhere.

I'm preparing myself a green tea. Sit down at 
the table. Stand up. Get my pen. Think. And 
write in a patient booklet: The one that I am, I 
get to know, since I  know where I  am. Will 
she like it?

sunrise
in her eyes
the lake



20

New Year's Eve. Will you come with me, she 
asks.  Pregaming.  Yes,  I  say.  And  get  my 
fireworks.

leave me alone
she whispers
holding me tight



21

Not  any  more.  So  loud.  So  happy.  The 
lifeguard  crosses  her  arms  over  her  chest, 
looks down on us from the pool edge. We try 
to  explain  to  her,  she  reports  on  other 
patients' complaints. They have the right to 
rest in the pool.

her laughter
loud and louder
a water-lily swims away



22

January  sun  in  the  hospital  corridor. 
Glistening.  In  front  of  the  medication 
administration a fragile girl basks, her fingers 
race  across  the  control  panel  of  her 
smartphone.  Again,  she  firmly  presses  the 
headphones  into  her  ears.  A  bunch  of 
depressives laugh.

almost forgotten
the sound of walking
on snow



23

Calmly,  the  Chiemsee  reflects  the  wooden 
bridge.  Far  out,  it  beckons  to  the  water.  A 
young couple in thick anoraks are standing at 
its  end.  Silently  looking  towards  the 
Fraueninsel. Then he smiles at her. And she 
nudges  his  nose.  Now is  not  the  time,  she 
says. She must return to the clinic.

winter wind
under this tree
I am a leaf, too



24

She  told  me  that  I  should  be  mindful.  I 
understood  that  I  should  be  more  careful 
what I  do to others.  My anger,  my family – 
and me.

She  told  me  that  I  should  be  mindful.  I 
thought she was talking about the things of 
this world. Above all, eating sensibly. Curbing 
my  self-indulgence.  Solving  my  problems 
better.

She told me that I  should be mindful.  With 
me. That did not cross my mind so far.

adipose swimming
I follow
my waves



25

In  the  turret.  No  tea  anymore.  But  a  good 
conversation. She tells me that she loves her 
child.  The fact  that  she is  afraid  to  protect 
him not enough.

I  talk  about  my  home.  About  my  family. 
About  our  daughter.  About  her  birth.  About 
the pregnancy. About the decisions.

I give some good advice, go to my room, and 
realize that I toddle. Squatting on the toilet, I 
start to shiver.

At dinner, I do not know where to look. Inside 
me I discover ... sadness.

And sitting next to me – those who want to 
comfort me.
 



26

I am sitting here at the family table and I am 
crying. So – that's it. That's the way it feels 
like.

I'm  standing  next  to  me.  I  see  myself 
unfolding a handkerchief. I hear myself falling 
silent. I bend over my meal.

Behind  me,  I  sense  my  daughter  standing. 
She hands a card to me. It says: believe in 
yourself.



27

A drop  of  sweat  hangs  from his  nose.  The 
dumbbells  in  his  hands  are  tiny.  In  the 
rhythm of the music we lift the arms.

The Loud Laughter tells a joke. The Bleak Air 
leaves the room. The Greek Way of Life asks 
if we take the course seriously.

Where the stool was before, my underpants 
stuck  now.  There  are  many  people  around 
me. So everything may stick. Until I forget.

in the clinic
he tells of a film
about the clinic



28

Nordic  Walking.  I  just  fly  along.  I  will  not 
catch up with the two thin beings at the top. 
But the rest of the team I leave behind me.

their astonished eyes
as she learns
how it works



29

Salzburg.  The  noise  of  the  costumed  brass 
turns into a joyful bustle.

At  the  curry  house,  I  begin  to  explain  the 
food. And in a hush I ask my friends to try. I 
try myself.

The christmas ball shop is selling out. I can't 
believe the bargain in my hand. Bring it home 
for your wife, she says: We love that.

The luxury café has chairs, to hang out in. I 
do  not  do  that,  but  I  try  to  order  in  a 
gentlemanly fashion.

At the Svaroski store it is clear what I'm going 
to  bring  home for  my loved  one.  But  what 
about my daughter? Just try this, she says to 
me: she will like it.

Along the high castle. Along the many brass 
bands,  which  begin  to  dissolve  in  this  very 
moment. In the crag we find the entrance to 
the parking garage.

the glass angel
I hang it on her door – murmuring
goodbye
 



30

Farewell  party.  They  present  me  with  a 
picture made of pictures.

Not  everybody  is  here.  Those,  who  are 
already out, are missing. Those, who do not 
like me, too. And there are those, who don't 
habe the heart to come. Who is who? I'm not 
sure.

I roll  the poster, showing the internal team. 
Listen  to  the  poet,  as  he  argues  with  the 
office manager. See the father in a desperate 
dialogue  with  the  club  chairman.  So,  that's 
gratitude.

cry
and tell what you want
that this works out ...



31

Just before Munich. Not so long ago we used 
the  tram here.  Visited  F.C.  Bayern's  Arena. 
The Hofbräuhaus. The Olympic Stadium.

How we laughed – and we sent smartphone 
photos to those who were at home already.

With our heavy loads we had to run to get the 
last train. They didn't excuse us from dinner.

Shortly  before  Kassel.  Westwards  now.  To 
Münster. Two rolls and mineral water in the 
luggage.  And  hope,  always  being  able  to 
restart.

three systems
rehearse an emergency
the rolling of my train
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Created in 2010/11 and translated in 2012/13 
"Empty  Account"  describes  a  journey  many 
people have experienced: feeling burned out 
they hope for a new start in a psychosomatic 
clinic.  They work hard for  a good time after 
their return. Inspired by traditions of Japanese 
short  poetry  these sketches of  haiku do not 
say  everything,  but  give  room  for  own 
associations.
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