

[image: Cover]



    
      Table of Contents

      
        	
          For my family and friends
        

        	
          Part 1
        

        	
          Nothing
        

        	
          On the ward
        

        	
          The diagnosis
        

        	
          Reactions
        

        	
          Therapy
        

        	
          My new life
        

        	
          Illness as a path to the soul
        

        	
          Why?
        

        	
          Happiness
        

        	
          Moving on
        

        	
          The power of thoughts
        

        	
          Healing
        

        	
          Setbacks
        

        	
          Gifts for my new life
        

        	
          Part 2
        

        	
          Mallorca – Start of the trip
        

        	
          Severely disabled
        

        	
          First riding trail in Cabo de Gata National Park
        

        	
          February 3 – Realization of a timeline
        

        	
          Egypt
        

        	
          Morocco
        

        	
          I am healthy
        

        	
          Namibia
        

        	
          Botswana
        

        	
          South Africa
        

        	
          Part 3
        

        	
          New travel plans
        

        	
          Adventure in Georgia
        

        	
          The Pamir Highway – a dream come true
        

        	
          South America 2.0
        

        	
          A tough blow in everyday life
        

        	
          Life and death
        

        	
          Afterword
        

        	
          Recommended reading
        

        	
          IMPRINT
        

      

    
  
    For my family and friends

    I have embarked on many journeys in my life.

    I wanted to take a very special trip during my sabbatical and write a book about it.

    Now it has turned into a different journey, a healing journey.

    With luck, there will be two parts.

    If not, this is my legacy to you,

    who supported and loved me

    on my last journey.

    September 7, 2023

  
    Part 1

    My journey on the golden path to healing

    "Life is what happens while you are busy making other plans."

    (John Lennon)

  
Nothing

I've been planning my sabbatical for four years, saving up for it and looking forward to it. And now this. My colleagues who see me and remember my sabbatical plans ask with interest, "So, have you packed yet? You're leaving soon, right?" I pull myself together and give a brief overview of my plans, pretending to be excited, but I feel no anticipation whatsoever. Nothing. There is a big nothing. I have booked a flight to Buenos Aires, an apartment there, and a connecting flight to Santiago de Chile. I have also booked a ship passage for my Hilde, my motorcycle. All one-way. My daughter Amelie will accompany me for the first three weeks as a passenger on the seat behind me. Otherwise, everything is open, and much is uncertain. Will I miss my daughters Amelie and Luisa? My boyfriend Julian? My home? My colleague Anikó is the only one I am honest with: "I'm afraid I won't be able to enjoy it properly." A premonition?

For several weeks now, I've been feeling different than usual, not really alive, as if I were sitting in a glass house watching the world around me.

It started at the end of June, after the wonderful salsa festival in Croatia and the children's birthdays. No matter what I do, I don't feel any real joy. I have a loving family and a wonderful man by my side in Julian. I have a year full of possibilities ahead of me. Yet I feel no joy whatsoever. Word-finding difficulties mean that I am becoming increasingly monosyllabic. After experiencing hot flushes for the first time, I blame it all on menopause. "Straw in the head," i.e., concentration problems and depressive moods, are typical symptoms, I read in a bestseller about menopause. I ignore the fact that for some time now, my right foot has been dragging when I walk and I can no longer control my right hand properly at . My (ex-)husband Klaus, the father of my children and now my best friend, with whom I still share an apartment, notices that I am clumsy when loading the dishwasher and asks me what's wrong. "Nothing," I reply. He doesn't ask any further questions.

At work—I train prospective sports teachers—a few students and I are practicing for a dance performance at the graduation ceremony, and I notice that I am not nearly as lively as usual. To dance the ABBA choreography, which I should be able to do in my sleep because I have danced it so many times, I have to concentrate incredibly hard. When we try to perform an acrobatic move involving a cartwheel towards each other, I collapse during the movement. I'm embarrassed and blame it on not warming up properly. I don't repeat it. I don't try it at home either. It's as if I already know deep down. Denial.

Mandy, a British friend I met on a horseback riding trail in Greece, is on her way to Switzerland and visits me for a few days beforehand. I pick her up at the airport. On the way home, I can't talk to her because driving requires my undivided attention. My ability to communicate in another language is severely limited, as is my willingness to go on excursions with the charming Mandy. While Klaus cycles around the lake with her, I lie down in bed and sleep. She also notices that I am very different from usual and asks me what's wrong, but I can't explain it to her. Am I depressed? I don't know. One thing is certain: I have never felt this way in my entire life. I have always been an adventurous, cheerful, and sociable person. None of that is there at the moment.

I don't go to the end-of-year party. I cancel the dance performance at short notice, lie down in bed and sleep. I also don't attend the last conferences, which is not like me at all. I don't even feel guilty, I am enveloped in a great NOTHINGNESS.

Julian and I ride our bikes to the beer garden. When I get off, I realize that I can't walk properly anymore. The bike pedal keeps hitting my calf. It's even worse on the way home when I try to push the bike into the shed. I try hard to hide it.

The next day, I go to see a neurologist. She performs various tests, which I pass. We make an appointment for an MRI scan next week. In retrospect, it is completely beyond me how I could have ignored my body's absolutely unmistakable motor failure symptoms for so long. Apparently, I had an urgent desire to believe that it wasn't anything serious. Later, I learn that such repression is not uncommon, as the psyche often needs time to face the horror.

Nevertheless, I fly to Amsterdam for the Viva Kizomba Dance Festival. It's my sabbatical year and I want to enjoy it to the fullest. I arrive a day early to see the city. But I just can't feel any real joy. I rent a bike and have to make a tremendous effort to coordinate my movements in order to ride it. As I sit somewhat lost by a canal, my cell phone rings. It's Amelie. "Is everything okay with you, Mom?" she wants to know. "Somehow I have a strange feeling."

"Not really," I have to admit. The next day, I drive to the airport and rebook my return flight. I skip the dance festival. Amelie picks me up from the airport, and we spend the drive home in silence.

After a restless night, I stand disoriented between the toilet and the bathroom. Amelie looks at me intently and says, "We're going to the hospital now. Something's wrong with you."

I refuse: "I don't want to go to the hospital. I don't need the hospital."

"Fine, then give me the number of someone older than 20."

"Call Julian." She calls him and takes me to the emergency room at Großhadern Hospital. They both think I've had a stroke. After numerous blood tests and initial examinations by a young, sexy, and quite confident doctor who likes to joke and flirt, they do a CT scan. The previously casual and funny doctor falls silent when he sees the images. "I didn't expect this from you," he mutters. It is clear that there is something in my brain that doesn't belong there. It doesn't look good, but even now I feel NOTHING.
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The doctors want to keep me there. After Amelie has waited with me in the emergency room for several hours, I send her home and call my friend Ingrid. "I'm in the emergency room at Großhadern Hospital with something which is growing in my head that doesn't belong there. Please come over."

Ingrid doesn't live far away and arrives quickly. She comes into the emergency room excitedly and wants to know what's going on. I summarize the facts. After being told to wait until I am picked up, we sit in the waiting room for several more hours. Twice I ask in the nurses' station when someone will finally come to get me. Eventually, it turns out that they have forgotten about me.

Since there are no beds available in the private ward, I am admitted to the regular ward on the 9th floor. The nurse greets me with the words: "Oh, I expected you to be brought in lying down." Great. The first impression isn't too bad: a beautiful view of the Alps, three beds in one room. The second impression is less convincing: there is no bathroom, only a toilet, and it smells of sickness and decay. Even after being mopped, the black linoleum floor still looks filthy. Ingrid and I sit in the visiting room, which is as shabby as a prison cell. At least, that's how I imagine a prison cell to be. If you don’t move for a few seconds, the lights go out. The nurse is very nice. Still, I want to go home, to my own bed. Ingrid asks the nurse if I can leave, but since I'm on decongestant medication, I have to stay here overnight.

The next day, I am transferred to the private ward, and for the first time, I really realize what it means to have private insurance. A freshly renovated hallway in the basement, only two beds per room, a great bathroom, a modern, beautifully furnished visiting room with drinks and magazines. A TV for each person. Not that I ever used it, but all in all: a different class.

An MRI the next day shows three space-occupying lesions in my brain. Now I realize why I've been feeling like a zombie for the past few weeks and why my speech and motor skills have been impaired. The space-occupying lesions are located exactly in the corresponding areas.

My soul sister Judith, my daughter Luisa, and her friend Anni visit me. I'm in a good mood because now I know why I've been feeling so strange, where this NOTHING comes from. Since I have no knowledge of brain tumors and, due to the tumor, I don't really care about anything anyway, I'm not worried at all.
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The next day, I have surgery. It happened quickly. I am a typical cancer patient. I receive a diagnosis and suddenly I'm on the conveyor belt. The night before, I sign all kinds of documents. Ingrid brings all the paperwork; I appoint Amelie as my executor, since Klaus is hiking in Kyrgyzstan. The anesthesiologist comes by and explains the surgery to me. Fortunately, I don't have time to think about what's growing in my head, whether I should have surgery, in which hospital, and by whom. I don't care about anything, so I sleep well and stoically endure the surgery preparations the next morning. 
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I put on the cheeky plaid shirt, open at the back, and the white compression stockings. A nice nurse comes to get me. I'm lying in a room with two other people, whom I can only hear, not see. A mask is placed over my face and I'm immediately out. I don't even have to count backwards from 10.

I wake up from the anesthesia in the intensive care unit, still a little sleepy, and immediately feel relieved that I feel like my old self again. Although I am very tired, I feel that my listlessness has vanished. I am myself again! Next to me lies a Mr. Hamberger. Every half an hour he asks me to state his full name, where he is, and the reason why he is here. It's like the movie "Groundhog Day" – and it makes me smile every time. They probably asked me the same thing, but I can't remember. The TV is on. Mr. Hamberger is flipping through the channels, and even though I'm still very tired, I notice the nonsense that runs through most of the programs.

A nurse comes in and says my sister is here and would like to see me. Since I don't have a biological sister, it can only be my soul sister Judith. Yes, it's her! Judith stands by my bed, takes my hand in hers, and looks at me lovingly. It's nice to see her. A true friend is someone who takes your hand but touches your heart, and that's what she does. She asks me if the noise from the TV is bothering me. I say yes, and she asks my neighbor to turn off the TV or use headphones. Judith is appalled that there is a TV in an intensive care unit at all. Me too. The night drags on. It doesn't occur to me to ask for a sleeping pill. Mr. Hamberger, on the other hand, keeps the poor nurse running around in circles. Pain here, pain there. Eventually, she's had enough and gives him a good telling-off.


    On the ward

    The next morning, I am transferred from the intensive care unit to the normal ward. My social environment overwhelms me. Julian, my daughters, Judith, and Ingrid are there every day. Ingrid brings me apple strudel from my favorite bakery.

    It is only later that I learn how worried they were about me. How would I be after the brain surgery? Would I still be able to speak? Would I still be the Marion they knew? My friends Sandra and Cordula also sneak in excitedly and are happy to see me sitting on a bench, laughing. Lyne and Robert, Julian's parents, my mom, and my friend Sophie visit me. Klaus interrupts his trekking trip in Kyrgyzstan, for which he has been training for a whole year. I had actually asked my daughters not to tell him. I had already had the operation and was feeling fine. He should be able to live out his dream. But Amelie thought he should know what was going on and that he should be left to decide what he wanted to do. Klaus' decision was quickly made: he wanted to be there for his family. I am not alone. It's a nice feeling.

    I never see the doctors who operated on me. Neither before the operation nor afterwards. In fact, during the entire time, there is not a single conversation with a doctor that I would describe as truly informative, even though the medical reports always refer to "detailed information provided to the patient." Once, I come back from the bathroom and find a printout of the MRI taken after the surgery on my nightstand. As far as I can tell, it looks pretty good.
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Another time, I find a small booklet called "Implant Passport," with CranioFix 2 circled. So that's what I have in my skull? And how long will they remain there? Forever? Questions that no one answers for me.
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I can only sleep on my back with the headrest raised, but I'm feeling better every day. The operation seems to have been a success, I'm not in any pain. I receive great support: Klaus is coming with Amelie und Luisa, and Julian with Lyne and Robert. Two families united.
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After three days, the bandages are removed. The doctors say the scar looks good. When I see the scar in the photo, I gradually realize what has happened. They cut open my entire skull. It's scary, and I also realize how incredibly lucky I am that I can do everything again and have no deficits. I can talk, walk, there's nothing I have to learn again. I would very much like to thank my surgeons, but they don't come anymore. No time.
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Julian visits me every day, sometimes even twice a day. I am so happy and glad to see him every time.

The results take a while to come back. After a week, I am discharged without any findings. I am very happy that I can finally go home. Julian picks me up, but when I sit in the car, the tears start flowing. While I felt comfortable in the safe space of the hospital room, now everything is happening too fast and I realize that the return to everyday life is not as easy as I thought it would be. I close my eyes, not wanting to believe it. Julian takes me in his arms, holds me tight, and comforts me.

I spend the first few days with Julian. Julian and his parents, who live in the house with him, all take loving care of me. At the weekend, I drive home to Ammersee. There's a lot going on there; my daughters' friends are there. They're all grown up now, cook for themselves and are lovely, but I'm still glad when they go swimming in the lake, and I have an hour of peace and quiet to myself. I'm feeling better every day and I assume that I'll get well again.


    The diagnosis

    
      "And when you feel like 
      

      that everything is falling apart, 
      

      stay calm. 
      

      It's just rearranging itself."
    

    After another week, I receive the findings. I have an appointment at 10:15 a.m. but have to wait a whole hour. While waiting, I become increasingly nervous, pacing back and forth in front of the consultation room, and when another doctor, whom I don't know, opens the door, examines my scar and assures me that it looks very good, I know what's going on. If the results had been positive, he would certainly have told me the good news immediately, but they weren't. The results are malignant and there seems to be no cure. I don't remember exactly what the doctor said. Overall, he said almost nothing, but that in itself is telling. He sits there uncertainly and advises me not to look anything up on the internet.

    I feel like I'm in a movie. There's a woman sitting in her chair who's just received a terrible diagnosis, and that woman is me. I don't dare ask how much time I have left. Julian sits next to me, clutching my hand tightly, tears running down his cheeks.

    Afterwards, we have another meeting in the radiation therapy department. Here, they explain to us how the radiation and chemotherapy will work. Another doctor. They talk about 30 radiation treatments, combined with a chemotherapy drug called temozolomide, which is usually well tolerated. She asks about my body weight and calculates the dose. Since I am still so fit for my age, I could also combine this with another drug, Lomustine. This would be much more stressful, but the chances would be higher. The chances of what? Living a few months longer. The information rains down on me, and I can hardly take it in, knowing that my old life is over.

    As if in a trance, we leave the consultation room, hug each other, hold each other tight and cry. We stand there, in this hospital corridor, and feel as if time has stood still.

    It's hard for me to tell my loved ones about this diagnosis. Everyone thought the worst was over. No one expected such a diagnosis. What misery. Why? What is the meaning of what is happening in my life right now? Why now, when everything is so wonderful? It couldn't have been worse! But then another thought occurs to me. It could have been worse: if it had happened to the children! Better me than my daughters. Having to fear for your own children would be an even bigger nightmare!

    My family is waiting for the results. How can I put this without sugarcoating it and at the same time not causing fear? I write to my family and close friends: "The diagnosis is malignant. Radiation, chemo, the whole program. Now I have to make sure that I'm one of those who survive as long as possible and feel good while doing so. It's strange because I really don't feel sick. I love you all."

    Luisa is the first to reply: "You can do it, Mom! I love you too!" Judith sends me the contact details of a healer and an aura surgeon. Many of my friends have already had cancer and each one recommends their personal secret weapon.

    Of course, I look it up on the internet, which turns out to be a mistake, a big mistake! What you read there is anything but encouraging. I can't sleep for the next few nights. I keep waking up with my heart in my throat. How long do I have left? How will it all end? Will I need nursing care?

    I have many questions. Are there foods I need to avoid? Shaking my head. I can eat whatever I want. Why do I have cancer? Where does this disease come from? "We don't know. It's just bad luck," say the doctors. It all boils down to the same thing: "You didn't cause this disease, so there's nothing you can do about it. We are your only hope. We have the latest technology. You have to stick to the plan, come to your radiation appointments, and take your chemo pills." But even then, there's no cure? Two to three more months of life? Is that a joke?

    If it's not something I caused, that makes me a powerless victim. It puts me, as a cancer patient, in a position of helplessness and hopelessness. I don't want that. I want to be active, to be in control of my life, so I spend almost day and night researching cures for "incurable" diseases. I read one book after another, and the more I read, the more hope slowly springs up in me. Besides chemo and radiation, there are numerous other ways! Many people have survived "incurable" diseases. Why shouldn't I be able to do the same?

    However, the type of malignant brain tumor has not yet been determined. The more accurate the analysis, the longer the results take. The worst brain tumor would be a glioblastoma, but I still have a chance of it being a grade 3 astrocytoma, which would not be quite as aggressive. "We will contact you when the final results are in." Every day I check my emails excitedly but this message does not arrive.

    In order to get a second opinion at the Rechts der Isar Hospital, I ask for all the medical reports. On one of the many sheets, I happen to spot the abbreviation GBM. Glioblastoma. At the sight of this abbreviation, my whole body stiffens. I read on the internet: "The average survival time after a diagnosis of glioblastoma is less than two years – despite intensive treatment. Hardly any other cancer leads to death so quickly. The most common and at the same time most malignant brain tumor grows particularly aggressively and spreads rapidly."

    The stories on the website "Together Against Glioblastoma" and their podcast scare me, so I don't even want to feed my mind with them. I quickly switch it off again. But the negative messages are already in my head and I can't get rid of them.

    None of the doctors felt it necessary to tell me about this bad, life-threatening diagnosis in a conversation or—more likely—it simply got lost in the hectic everyday life of the hospital. So, there it is, the worst-case scenario. I find out by chance that I have the most terrible version of a malignant brain tumor, and I am all alone.

    The next few weeks are an emotional roller coaster, an up and down between hope and fear of death. I can hardly sleep. Every time I wake up, there it is, that terrible thought: "I have an incurable brain tumor. I'm going to die, and sooner than I'd like." After some time, however, I gradually develop a new attitude: I accept the diagnosis, but not the prognosis. I have to trust in life and not fight against the situation. It has already happened. I am ready to accept this condition. But the prognosis is up to me. I have to strengthen myself, take back the power from the little deity called the doctor and give it to the great deity, namely the divine within me. I can see my new life as a kind of research project in which I explore how I can improve and maintain my life. I accept the diagnosis, but not the prognosis, and that starts with surrounding myself only with optimistic people who believe in my recovery.

    I no longer feel comfortable at the Großhadern Clinic. The operation was certainly successful, as far as I can tell, but after that, nothing works with the doctors anymore. Every morning, the "visiting doctors" stand uncertainly in front of my bed for about one to two minutes.  The doctors are so young. If I didn't know that their studies take a very long time, I would guess them to be in their mid-twenties.

    The father of a friend uses his long-standing connections to arrange an appointment for me with Prof. M., the chief physician of neurosurgery at the Rechts der Isar Hospital. Klaus drives me there. Despite having an appointment, we wait an agonizing four hours to be seen by a young doctor, Prof. M.'s substitute, who has nothing new to tell us. It turns out that Prof. M. is not even in the building, but on vacation! No one thought it necessary to inform me of this rather important piece of information. But they made sure that I signed the chief physician treatment form. What a joke!

    A week later, the same thing happened in radiation therapy. The appointment with Prof. C., which had been arranged with great difficulty, was cancelled. While I was waiting for my appointment with her—I was sitting right outside her office—I learned from her secretary that she unfortunately did not have time. Dr. Duhl is standing in for her. He calls me a few times over the next few days, gaining my trust and thus a new private patient for the Rechts der Isar Hospital to milk. After that, I only see him once more.

  
Reactions

It's interesting how differently people react to my illness.

Sophie cries incessantly during our first phone call. "I hate this disease so much!" she blurts out. Her father and uncle died of cancer when she was a child. Her childhood was dominated by this disease. It left its mark. To this day.

Elke responds to the diagnosis of incurable cancer:

"Dear Marion, I'm so sorry! I'm right here with you. Please don't see this as fatal, that's just one way of looking at it, there are other ways of looking at it and also positive, proven outcomes. Let me know when you're ready and able to talk. I love you too and will always support you! ♡

Your friend, Elke"

Cordula asks me in the hospital about the tube in my throat, which I didn't even know I had. Later, she worries about my hair. "You could cover it up, then people wouldn't immediately see that you're a cancer patient." Strange, that thought doesn't bother me at all.

Others ask, "What about the chemo? Will your hair fall out? You probably can't dye it anymore, right?" Guys, I just want to survive! As well and as long as possible! Sure, it would be nice if I could keep my hair, but that's not the main thing!

My neighbor says, completely shocked, "I don't know what I would do with that diagnosis." Thanks, that really gives me a lot of courage. Her boyfriend looks at me in disbelief and asks, "Are you having any problems?" I'm about to contort my face, stick out my tongue, and pull a Jim Carrey. But he surely didn't mean any harm, so I remain calm and composed on the outside and assure him that I'm not having any problems.

Dominik lovingly takes me in his arms and just holds me tight. It feels so good, but at the same time it's almost unbearable because the pain in his face tells me how bad my condition is. When I mention this to Klaus, he says, "He can see that you're suffering."

Sandra says, "Oh, Marion, you're lucky. You have two such wonderful men who care about you!" Yes, she's right. In my situation, that's really a great gift. Who is lucky enough to have an ex-husband and current partner who get along so well and are there for you one hundred percent? She visits me and brings me a wellness package full of lovely things: body lotion, organic porridge, a spiritual newspaper, etc. Later, she becomes part of my energy circle. She is also someone you can rely on in difficult times.

Ingrid has no doubt that I will get well again: "You have always been and still are a lucky girl, Marion, you will make it!"

To be on the safe side, she gives me a snow globe with a guardian angel. The angel gets a nice spot on my "altar" in Julian's bedroom.

My colleague Alex visits me, as do my dance friends Selim and Volker. In the evening, Wolfgang calls me. We dream about our motorcycle trip together next year. I met him last summer at off-road motorcycle training and we've met up a few times since then. We both want to ride through South America, but he wants to wait until a year later, when he retires. Maybe we'll set off together in October 2024? That would be too good to be true!

Above all, I receive wonderful, motivating messages, for example from Ariane, an acquaintance who rode with Julian and me in Romania. She sends me a report from a woman who has been living with glioblastoma for 9 years. She writes:

"Dear Marion, my thoughts are almost always with you. I read this and thought I'd send it to you, maybe you've already found it on the internet yourself. I wish you all the best for the upcoming treatment.

Best regards, Ariane."

"Thank you for the really encouraging report," I reply.

She then writes: "Yes, I thought so too. I don't know what else to write, it's all so clichéd and I don't want to annoy you, but I found it very impressive. And I can see you doing well. My thoughts are with you day and night. You are the most amazing woman I have ever met. You can do this."

Elke writes:

"Dear Marion, what we focus our attention on multiplies. What you think becomes reality. It's a challenge to think that way, I know! You can do it!

Best regards, Elke"

I am so touched. Almost everyone says: If anyone can do it, it's you. Yes, I’m very strong, physically and mentally, but it's still not entirely in my hands.

Elke writes to me every day. She sends beautiful photos of nature, encouraging words, and information. She herself had skin cancer. It's frightening how many of my friends have already had cancer. What's going on? These are all women who live very healthy and conscious lives. Why?

Sophie is on vacation in Iceland with a friend. They light a candle for me. Julian's brother Bastian makes sure that the goddess Shiva watches over me in India. Cordula thinks of me in Japan and they all send me a photo of the candles they have lit.

What did I learn in the mindset coaching seminar? When you suffer a stroke of fate, you need the ability to change your perspective to a positive one, or you will suffer permanently. Being able to choose the right perspective is an incredibly valuable but sometimes very difficult art. Instead of feeling sorry for myself and giving up, I have to find the right, positive perspective to regain my strength. A change of perspective is often crucial to finding opportunity, possibility, and the good. When things go against us and don't make sense at first glance, we should ask ourselves these questions: What are the opportunities and possibilities here? What is good about it? What is valuable, useful, helpful? I remember that I could easily relate to the examples given in the coaching seminar, but now that I am affected myself, I can't think of much.

What is good, valuable, useful, and helpful about this shitty disease? Difficult. At first, it's not entirely clear to me, but as I search for answers, the first aspects gradually come to mind. I have time to question my life. I want to build a better relationship with my mother. I have a wonderful family and friends who are there for me. It's time for a change in diet. Those are my first thoughts.

What else did I learn in the mindset coaching seminar? If I want to change something in my life, I have to take personal responsibility. Personal responsibility is the key, the foundation for any positive change in my life. I have to take control of my own destiny, develop a vision, and then do everything in my power to achieve it. What does that mean for me in my situation? I can't rely solely on the doctors but have to find out what I can do alongside radiation and chemotherapy to heal.

Fortunately, I have wonderful friends, such as my soul sister Judith. There are friends. There is family. And there are friends who become family. That's how it is with the Wimmer family. Judith comes by with her family and has her arms full of gifts: two different vegetable quiches made with buckwheat dough (which is supposed to be healthy!), pickled pumpkin slices, a book about the brain, flowers, a necklace with a guardian angel.

But the greatest gift of all is how much she is there for me. She creates a timeline with me, starting with a piece of paper with today's date, September 9, 2023. She wants me to imagine a situation in the future where I am healthy. I am to associate this situation with the greatest possible emotionality.
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I choose my 56th birthday on February 3, 2024 She asks me lots of questions. Who is there? Where are you celebrating? What is the lighting like? Who says what? Tears run down my face as I visualize this situation in which my friends, who are now supporting me so incredibly, are standing around me and I thank them from the bottom of my heart for what they have done for me. I tell them that I am healthy. Judith asked me to make a note of this and then look to the present time.

"What else is happening in the meantime?" she wants to know. On December 20, the last MRI of the year will be done. Dr. Duhl asks me into his office and looks a little incredulous. The tears flow and flow, all the pent-up fear bursts out of me with full force. Now there are still many steps to take in between. I write down everything that is part of the therapy on another piece of paper.

We engage in verbal cosmetics: my chemo tablets are renamed lucky charm drops, and Amelie makes me new labels for them.
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Radiation therapy becomes the light bringer. We describe everything as positively as possible. I also mention my social environment, which brings me a lot of light and love, gratitude, rituals, plans for the future, a divine spiritual connection, positive thoughts and feelings, good nutrition and support, as well as interim MRIs, which show less and less.

Finally, she puts me back on the present note. I am to look at my path again and consider whether I need anything else. Pretty quickly, the term "trust" comes to mind. "Trust in what?" she wants to know.

Without thinking twice, I answer, "Everything. Trust that the doctors will adjust the light therapy correctly. Trust in my lucky charm drops that they will really make me healthy and not poison me. Trust in my body that it will get through everything okay, and trust that I will really get healthy again. Trust that I will have a second life."

She lets me look beyond the birthday note and asks me what I see. I see myself consciously continuing to live, grateful for every good day, slower than in my first life, but more aware. I see us riding horses together, riding motorcycles, me dancing again, and I see myself writing this book. Judith thinks that maybe I'll also coach cancer patients. Why not? It's an interesting idea. In my old job as a sports instructor, I no longer see myself working at this moment.

The next day, Cordula picks me up in the morning and we cycle together with Amelie to the Schondorf community jetty. We sit in front of the sparkling water. It's actually beautiful, but I can't quite feel any joy. The night has really worn me out. Although I was very tired, I couldn't fall asleep. At around 4:00 a.m., I finally took a sleeping pill, but it was probably too late because I feel exhausted.

Afterwards, I drive to Cordula's house. She helps me make a vision board by drawing what I still want for my life, or rather, what I would still like to do. We laugh a lot because I'm such an incredibly bad artist. It gets even funnier when she—the art teacher—is supposed to draw a dove for me. The dove she draws for me for looks like a wolpertinger. Laughter is good. Laughter relaxes you and is healthy.

Amelie reads my tarot cards, cards she drew on the occasion of the Super Blue Moon. "The 10 of Cups stands for fulfillment and joy in the family, for the rainbow after the flood. The Knight of Pentacles is someone who constantly and deliberately achieves his goal step by step and moves forward with great confidence and trust. The 7 of Cups symbolizes the infinity of ideas and visions that can become reality. Awesome cards!" she says happily.
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A day later, she sends me "another message from the universe":
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Interesting cards. I should tell my story and dream up a world where I would like to be?

Never in my life have I experienced such a rollercoaster ride of emotions. From "I consciously enjoy life to the fullest," really in the sense of "it could be my last day," which, incidentally, I often said to myself and lived by even before my illness, to "I'm suffocating with fear."

Ingrid puts me in touch with the "Witch of Neuried," physiotherapist Susanne, who has found her second calling as a healer. "Don't be surprised, she sometimes says strange things," Ingrid warns me. But I don't care anymore. Exhausted, I lie on her couch and can only cry. That's it. My life is over.

Susanne gently places her hand on my chest and focuses on something positive: "Have you practiced gratitude yet?" she asks me. "Gratitude? Gratitude for what? For this shitty brain tumor? For the fact that I'm going to kick the bucket soon?" flashes through my mind.

"Look how lucky you were! Your daughter noticed that something was wrong and drove you to the hospital. The tumor was in a place where it could be easily removed. Since you are a private patient, you had surgery the day after your diagnosis. The operation was a success, you have no complications, which means you had very good surgeons. You recovered quickly. Although I was fully booked until the end of the year, you got an appointment with me immediately due to a cancellation. You are on the road to recovery!" True, when you look at it that way, I was very lucky in my misfortune and had reason to be grateful. "And when I see who is with you—you have wonderful companions," she continues. I think of my social circle, of Julian, Klaus, Judith, my children, and friends. Yes, I do have wonderful companions. But then Susanne says, "I see Jesus on your left and Mary Magdalene on your right." Ah, that's what Ingrid meant. But I welcome anyone who offers me comfort in any form, and if it's even Jesus himself, then I gratefully welcome him into my circle.

"You lack a connection to the divine, we have to work on that," says Susanne, bringing "brightness" into my head. She really does me good, and when I arrive at Julian's, I feel calmer and more confident.

My college friend Elke comes by with a huge basket of healthy food, including homemade vegetable broth, hand-picked yarrow from South Tyrol, rose hips, and other superfoods. She quickly realized that I need a lot of support when it comes to healthy eating and cooking. Unfortunately, I'm just not a vegetable freak. I'm definitely not the pizza-pasta-fries type either, but for me, vegetables are more of a side dish than a main course.

We cook together, tell stories from our student days, and have a lot of fun. Another time, she brings edamame spaghetti. Very tasty, especially with a good homemade basil pesto!


 
[image: a woman standing in front of a table with a plate of food]
 



    Therapy

    Without having received the results of the PET scan, I get my first appointments for radiation therapy. What? Don't they have to show me the images first? I call the Großhadern Clinic and ask for an appointment. The lady in the office says I can come a quarter of an hour before the first radiation session, but she can't promise that there will be enough time to explain everything to me. I then inform her that in this case, I would continue my therapy at the Rechts der Isar Hospital. Suddenly, there is an appointment available, a whole hour! But it's today. And only today. So the planned trip to the mountains in bright sunshine with the girls and my mom has to be cancelled.

    When I sit down in the private clinic, the doctor explains the findings to me, but she can't show me the images because she can't open the CD on her computer! Who still works with CDs these days? With such large amounts of data? I want to see if there's anything that stands out, as I only understand half of the medical jargon anyway.

    It boils down to me going to the radiology department in the basement with the CD in my hand and looking for someone who can open it and explain it to me. After several inquiries, I finally find a doctor who shows me the images in a dark little room. At the edges of the removed tissue, you can see glowing areas, tumor remnants, but these would not be a problem for radiation, says the nice gentleman, who saves my day with this simple but hopeful sentence. Maybe he just wanted to get rid of me quickly, or maybe he knew the power of words.

    I decide to continue the radiation therapy at the Rechts der Isar Hospital, hoping that communication will be better there and that I won't feel quite so impersonal in the much smaller clinic at . A few weeks later, I realize that neither of these things will happen and that a clinic cannot deliver them, at least not in its current structure. Rechts der Isar offers to start with a Gamma Knife laser, a precision radiation treatment. That sounds good. After five Gamma Knife treatments, another 33 "normal" radiation treatments are to follow. That's a total of 38 radiation treatments. Oh man, what damage will that do to my brain?

    On the same day that I decide to go to Rechts der Isar, I receive a call from the radiation department at Großhadern Hospital. The doctor from the private clinic has obviously informed them that I am seeking a second opinion. I explain that I am changing hospitals. "We've already prepared everything for your radiation treatment!" the doctor replies reproachfully. I assure him that I'm sorry, but I've lost confidence in his hospital due to poor communication. I also explain to the doctor that Rechts der Isar offers Gamma Knife treatment, which Großhadern does not. This makes me feel really uncertain again: "Why Gamma Knife? That's not what you do for glioblastoma, is it?" What assholes. Who is right? Anyway, I had to make a decision and I made it. It wasn't an easy decision because Julian's apartment is five minutes away from the Großhadern hospital, but for the Rechts der Isar hospital I have to cross the whole city. But convenience should not be the deciding factor for my further therapy.

    First day of radiation. My head is clamped into a tight mask made especially for me for the Gamma Knife radiation, and I feel so confined that I am tempted to press the emergency button a few times. "I can do this," I tell myself over and over again, imagining my light workers sending healing light.

    The 20 minutes feel very long, and the first Gamma Knife session exhausts me enormously. I hadn't expected that. When I try to get up from the couch, I feel dizzy. The doctor offers me water and butter cookies. Butter cookies! Haven't they heard anything about nutrition and cancer? Butter cookies are made of white flour and sugar, which is toxic to cells! I decline twice with thanks and consider whether I should bring up the subject but realize that I don't have the energy to do so.

    My forehead burns a little. "Is it normal to feel the radiation?" I ask.

    "You can't feel the radiation at all!" replies the doctor, who is once again very young. Then I realize that the mask on my forehead is much too tight. They promise to warm up the mask next time and adjust it to my forehead, which actually brings relief. This happens a second time on the third day of treatment in the chin area. After that, it becomes more bearable. I am also encouraged by the fact that the mask will supposedly no longer be so tight during the following normal radiation treatments.

    After the first radiation treatment, I slowly drag myself out of the underground catacombs into the daylight and sit down dazedly on a small wall. My head is spinning, and I'm worried. Will this really help? Is it normal to feel so miserable afterwards? There's no way I can ride my bike home now. I need a break and something to eat. A bed or sofa would be great. Then I discover a massage parlor right next to the entrance to the radiation therapy center and a small restaurant next to it. After a delicious lunch, I feel much better, and "Nori" becomes my little regular hangout for the next week, where I meet up with Ariane, Jan, Amelie, and Judith. It's so nice to know that after radiation therapy, loved ones and a good lunch are waiting for you!
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My cousin Günther, my beloved daughters, and I meet at the Asian restaurant. Günther doesn't know the exact diagnosis and prognosis and says, "You can do it, cousin, it'll be a piece of cake. Of course, you can do it. You'll see, it's no problem!" Sure, no problem. Just incurable.
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After five days of Gamma Knife treatment, the normal radiation therapy begins. The predictions of the doctors at the Gamma Knife Center turn out to be wrong. The mask is not looser, but even tighter. It is so tight that tears spring to my eyes. I feel helpless, at the mercy of others, and in pain. I wave and the nice ladies in this department ask what's wrong. I ask them to warm up the mask and continue in the chin area, but that doesn't seem to be possible with this mask. A warm-hearted woman gives me her hand and I relax. I ask her if she can stay with me, but of course that is not allowed due to the radiation. She makes me a cloth with several knots, gives it to me and tells me to press the knots. It works. I hold out for five minutes. That's the positive thing about this radiation treatment: it doesn't take that long but is much quicker. The mask is so tight that after just five minutes it leaves a clear imprint, as I can see in the mirror in the changing room. My face also looks a little distorted.
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On the way home, I am so tired that I lie down on a bench in Westpark and fall asleep immediately. When I wake up again, I see only bright rays of light through the cloth covering my eyes and think, "I've made it, now I'm in heaven." Then I realize that I'm not, and I'm not sure whether to be happy or sad. I plan to always take a blanket with me in the future, partly for the radiation treatment because it's cold there, and partly so that I can lie down on the way home whenever I get tired.

Every day, I ride my e-bike from Großhadern to the Rechts der Isar Hospital. After the first 10 radiation treatments, I feel tired and weak for the first time. "Here we go, now it's going to be tough," I think. Then I receive a WhatsApp message from my young colleague Marie, a former student:

"Dear Marion, I received the news from Alex yesterday. I just wanted to let you know that I am thinking of you and sending you lots of strength. I'm sure your family is giving you lots of love and support. Marion, stay the wonderful, positive person you are and draw on YOUR inner strength to get through this difficult time! You are a POWER woman! All the best and love to you! Warm regards and hugs. Marie"

This message cheers me up immensely and I feel really good on the way back. I don't need the blanket I brought with me to lie down somewhere. It stays on the luggage rack for the next few days too.

In the evening, Amelie and Luisa call from Madrid and send photos. I'm glad that they are having fun, that they can take a week off here, and above all, that they have each other!

I tolerate the accompanying chemotherapy in tablet form surprisingly well. In addition to the radio-chemotherapy, I try everything that comes my way. Coffee enemas and baking soda baths for detoxification—I'm happy that it's doing me so much good! Suddenly I have so much time for myself, which was long overdue! The only thing I can't get into is oil pulling. The oil tastes so awful in my mouth that I have to spit it out immediately every time.

Andrea, Klaus' girlfriend, who has breast cancer for the second time, recommends Dr. Buck as a companion. Dr. Buck is an expert in the field of complementary oncology and biological cancer therapy. When I call, I am told that the earliest appointment is in two months. When I mention the diagnosis of glioblastoma, I get one in two days. His first question: "Can you sleep?" No, of course not. He prescribes me tablets containing two milligrams of melatonin each. If that's not enough, I can take two tablets. Dr. Buck gives me a stack of documents with recommendations on nutrition, exercise, mental health, environmental toxins, etc. He knows which medications can prevent recurrence and how to rebuild the immune system during and after chemotherapy.

In addition to infusions, oxygen, vitamins, and dietary supplements, he recommends that I take methadone. "Methadone? Isn't that a substitute for heroin addicts?" I ask.

"Methadone binds to the receptors on the cell surface, seals the cell surface, and allows the temozolomide to take full effect. Experimental studies by Dr. F. from Ulm have shown that this makes the drugs more effective, but so far this has only been confirmed in cell cultures under laboratory conditions," he explains.

"Why haven't my doctors at the hospital told me about this?" I ask. There is insufficient research data. When I pick up the methadone at the pharmacy, I understand why. The bottle for three months costs just 24 euros. Studies are expensive, and the pharmaceutical industry certainly has no interest in such a cheap remedy. Cancer is a billion-dollar business!

Andrea tells me about the "Power of Eight" circle, an energy circle. What a great idea! I invite my family and friends to participate online every Tuesday. At my request, Judith agrees to lead this circle. After a short meditation to get us in the right frame of mind (YouTube: The Power of Eight 3-minute connection meditation), she shows a picture of me on a mountain, Monte Baldo, above Lake Garda.
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In our minds, we all go to this place of power, form a circle around me, connect in our hearts, and focus on my intention:

"My intention is that I am and remain cancer-free and that in 20 years' time I will be standing on this mountain with my daughters Amelie and Luisa and some of you, looking back on a happy and healthy life."

It wasn't easy to formulate this intention. It is essential that it be phrased positively. Later, I add to this intention: "To this end, I bring my love and my soul into my body, into every cell."

For ten minutes, everyone concentrates on my intention. This is followed by a short feedback round: How did you feel? What images came to mind?

I carefully explain to Julian that I am turning off the power strip that runs right behind my pillow and that we also need to turn off the Wi-Fi at night. A few weeks later, I equip both households with the appropriate technology from the Rosenheim-based company.

In the morning, I walk barefoot through the wet, cold grass. It feels wonderful and refreshes my spirit. Why have I never done this before?

I receive a message from Jan, a former student and later friend. Jan has not been working as a teacher at the school for over a year. He is on sick leave due to depression and anxiety disorders. I am all the more delighted to receive his beautiful photos from his mountain bike tour in South Tyrol. He wants to know if everything has been sorted out with South America and the motorcycle and if I had a great August with my boyfriend. He doesn't know yet.

I spend two days thinking about what to write to him or whether to call him. I decide on a short message to let him know what's going on. He writes back: "Dear Marion, I don't know what words to choose or what to do right now. But what I do know for sure is that I want to see you."

After my appointment with the light beams, I meet Jan. There we sit, both damaged in our own way. I take his hands in mine and we look into each other's eyes. The look in his incredibly blue eyes is powerful, he doesn't look away. "We can do this," I say, and he replies:

"We can do this!" This goes back and forth a few times. An incredibly beautiful and intense moment.

"I have time every day during the week until May," he says. What a wonderful prospect! I invite him to my first online energy circle that evening. He's ready to go. I'm incredibly happy that he's there. I've known him for so long and have always had a very special relationship with him.

During the 10 minutes in which the others "send their energy," I lie on the couch. Tears run incessantly down my face. In between, I calm down, then it starts all over again. The idea of seeing my friends around me in this place of power is overwhelming.

What Jan says at the end of the feedback session brings tears to my eyes. "You chose the perfect picture. In the mountains overlooking Lake Garda, where there is so much life and movement, hikers, mountain bikers, surfers. The liveliness, the zest for life is expressed here, and that is exactly what I have always associated with you. And don't worry, I will still be inspired by you in 20 years' time."

In the days following the energy circle, I feel a powerful calm within me. I no longer experience these emotional ups and downs; I no longer wake up at night with my heart pounding in my throat and thoughts of my illness and possible death. I feel peace and I rejoice in the little things. Considering the circumstances, I am doing well.

The second energy circle is coming up. Julian tells me as we say goodbye that he won't be there tonight because he has to attend an event organized by his employer (he is a voice actor and actor) to show his presence once again. I am disappointed. He has a lot of work at the moment, but he still feels he has to make an appearance. So, everyone goes their own way, continues to live their own lives. Ingrid is on vacation in Sardinia, Susan is in Mallorca, the children are on a plane tonight on their way back from Madrid, and my partner has to make an appearance for his employer. It would have been so important to me if he had made an appearance for me tonight. Then I realize that this is exactly my issue, that I quickly feel rejected by someone. Julian does so much for me, and of course, everyone else's lives go on. When Ingrid had her colon tumor, I wasn't really there for her either. My life went on, and I didn't have a clue what she was going through.






As the day goes on, I realize that he doesn't have to be there if he'd rather do something else. Julian does so much for me; others should organize this energy circle for me. Nevertheless, he arrives shortly before eight and joins in.

My friend Susan, also a former cancer patient, joins us from Mallorca. Her presence is powerful, a source of energy in itself. "You once said I had such a big heart. That big heart is overflowing with love," she says during the feedback session, tears running down her cheeks. Another time, she sends me a photo from the Helene Fischer concert she is attending with a friend: "A red heart of strength for you today, my dearest Marion ♡." She looks so pretty and young that I ask when the photo was taken. When I find out that it is actually recent, I am incredibly happy for her that she has managed to get her life back on track after her cancer.

And she sends me another picture: "I love this picture—it's so beautiful—the two of us so carefree!"
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I had seen the same photo a few days ago and saved it to my favorites. The picture is many years old. We were inline skating in Raisting. A different life. Back then, we didn't know what was in store for us – fortunately.

I cycle over to her place to borrow a few hair bands, which I never end up wearing because they're too uncomfortable. I ask her about her wig. Although I would never have chosen such a dark color, it doesn't look too bad, but only with the scarf over it. Luisa says I look like Julia Roberts. So sweet!
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My new life

Amelie drives me to a healer in Rosenheim. On the way, I listen to a podcast with an account of someone with cancer. After a while, Amelie says, "For God's sake, Mom, please turn off that whiny, tearful podcast! Listen to something that will give you strength and hope again!" She's so right! I switch to my motorcycle adventure travel podcast PEGASOREISEN and immediately feel a thousand times better.

With the melatonin tablets Dr. Buck prescribed me, I can finally sleep again. What a blessing! What a gift! When I wake up, I give thanks that I am still alive, that I am well, that I slept well, that the sun is shining. Nothing can be taken for granted anymore. Then I go into the garden with Janosch, Julian's dog, and walk barefoot through the grass. At the back of the garden stands a stone lion with a French coat of arms, but I didn't recognize that at first. For a long time, I thought it was a Bavarian lion, which reminds me of my late father, so I have a little chat with him. I tell him that I miss him, but that he'll have to wait a few more years for me.

Then the sun usually shines into the garden. It stands in the sky like a golden ball, sending its powerful energy. It's a wonderful start to the day, which I can now afford because I don't have to work.

Afterwards, I calmly make my muesli, which I eat in peace because I don't have any appointments to keep except for my radiation treatment. As I do so, I thank Mother Nature for all the gifts on my plate and all the people who are involved in getting them there. Julian turns off Deutschlandfunk radio when I come to the breakfast table, for which I am grateful because negative news is not conducive to a healthy mindset. My life has slowed down completely, and that's nice.

Then I get on my bike and cycle to the hospital. The weather is so nice! The sun has been shining for three weeks and I enjoy every moment as I cycle through the beautiful Westpark.

I am glad I chose the Rechts der Isar Hospital, as I often combine my appointments with meeting friends, so I have a very nice life alongside my radio-chemo! The fact that Amelie is studying in Munich is a stroke of luck, because we can meet up often.
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I often take a break at the Viktualienmarkt and treat myself to a freshly squeezed organic smoothie or a delicious potato. In fact, I have completely rediscovered the Viktualienmarkt, and indeed the whole of Munich. Opposite the fruit stand hangs a sign:

"Dear Universe, I am now ready for ..." In my mind, I add "HEALING."

After meeting with my light workers, I have a consultation with my doctor about my follow-up treatment. They are convinced that the current therapy, i.e. 38 radiation treatments and chemotherapy, will not lead to a permanent cure. The doctor talks about tumor control and offers me TT Fields. I am familiar with TT Fields; it was one of the first websites I came across when I googled the term "glioblastoma." Tumor Treating Fields are electrical fields with specific frequencies that are designed to disrupt cancer cell division and inhibit tumor growth. To use them, electrodes are attached to the shaved head like a cap and a backpack containing the power supply is slung over the shoulders. This backpack must be carried at all times. The whole thing is certainly stressful and restrictive, but if it helps me survive? I am open-minded and think to myself that I can hardly say that I don't need the follow-up treatment because my plan is to be cured.

As the afternoon progresses, this "offer" weighs more and more heavily on me. Is it really so unrealistic to believe in a cure in my case? Amelie says, "It won't change anything."

Judith also tries to encourage me: "That's their normal procedure." My hope: They don't know that methadone is my new ally. Nevertheless, I feel discouraged and now have to rekindle the light of trust. How can I do this? I meditate.

At 10 p.m., I fall into bed, exhausted. With methadone and melatonin, I manage to sleep for eight hours. I wake up sometime during the night, have to go to the bathroom, wobble there with great effort, pee for a long time, imagine how I am peeing out the dead cancer cells, wobble back and fall asleep again immediately. What a blessing to be able to sleep so well!

And again, like EVERY (!) morning, a picture with a message from my friend Elke.

"Dear Marion, today there's a poem for the beginning of autumn. Take it with you in your heart on your barefoot walks in the morning and feel my warm embrace. Elke"

Don't take in the gray sky,

Don't let frost and snow in

And resist the passing of the seasons!

What must be, need not be!

Seek out the evergreen herb,

The chickweed, and the scent

That has been within you since childhood:

Earth, suddenly brought into the air

Bring it to the surface. Dig up summer,

Autumn and all springs.

And bring them into your house.

Eva Strittmatter

Reading the poem brings tears to my eyes. I respond with four hearts and go out into the wet grass. Barefoot, of course.

It's the end of September and the third energy circle is taking place. After Elke said that one important person was still missing, namely my mom, I invited her and she's here. Luisa explains Zoom to her. Eva, my physical therapist, is also here for the first time.

After a beautiful day in the mountains, I am relaxed, a little tired, and calmly state my intention. During the meditation, tears run down my face again. The idea of ten of my family members and friends forming a closed, close circle around me, up on Monte Baldo, is so powerful, so incredibly powerful. My mom thanks me for letting her be there. That feels good to me.

The next morning, when I turn on my cell phone, I receive a flood of messages.

Luisa writes:

"Dear Mom, I wanted to say about the meditation that it was the first time I cried during a meditation because the power I felt was so overwhelming. I just felt that everything would be okay. I felt how much warmth, love, and light everyone sent you and how many guardian angels stood by you today and will continue to stand by you in the future. We really don't need to be afraid anymore because today we were so close to the universe that we all became your personal guardian angels and will never leave your side.

I love you very much."

Amelie writes:

"Look, Mom, I didn't quite know how to describe what I saw today at The Power of Eight, but then I remembered this scene from the Barbie movie, and that's exactly what it looked like."

She sends the corresponding YouTube links, in which fairy Barbies float in a circle, protecting each other and giving each other light. My daughters! It's wonderful to feel so strongly connected to them!

Luisa and I meet for lunch at a sushi restaurant. She was very happy about my feedback on her message and tells me about her new job, which is good for her. We are closer than we have been in a long time. Hand in hand, we march to the Viktualienmarkt and treat ourselves to freshly squeezed melon juice. We sit by the fountain, enjoy the sun, and watch the hustle and bustle.
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She makes my heart overflow. I love her so much and I'm so sorry that I'm not there for her much at the moment. What must it mean for my children when their mother, who has always been healthy and strong, suddenly has to fear for her life? Everyone deals with it in their own way. While Amelie takes action and helps where she can, Luisa tends to withdraw. I am glad that they have a lot of support from my friends and theirs.

Julian has the day off and we stroll through the Wiesn at lunchtime, dressed in dirndls and lederhosen. It's warm, the sky is white and blue – truly Bavarian. If it weren't for the medication I have to take at specific times, you could say: everything is normal!
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Well, it's not quite normal, because of course I can't eat anything here, absolutely nothing. Pork knuckle with dumplings and sauce, roast pork, currywurst with fries, cheese spaetzle, roasted almonds, cotton candy, chocolate-covered fruit, beer, soda. The food at Oktoberfest is dripping with trans fatty acids, sugar, and animal proteins. It's delicious, but from a health perspective, its unbelievable what people do to themselves. I buy a small bottle of water for 5 euros plus a 1-euro deposit to wash down my medication.

I cycle to my radiation treatment in my dirndl, then meet my dear friend Sophie at the Viktualienmarkt. We eat a delicious baked potato and enjoy the day.
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