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Success happens OUTSIDE your comfort zone. 
~ Lou Ferrigno, The Hulk 

 
Above quote was posted on the Hulk’s Facebook page, together with a photo of Muhammad Ali. 
The photo of one of the world’s most famous heavyweight displayed the following lines: 

Sore? 
Tired? 
Out of Breath? 
Sweaty? 
Good … 
It’s Working. 

 
 
Which reminded me almost instantly of a favourite quote of mine by the Champ. 
 

Success is not achieved by winning all the time. 
Real success comes when we rise after we fall. 

        ~ Muhammad Ali (The Soul of a Butterfly) 
 
 
 
Some people say, how dare you compare yourself to [insert celebrity quoted], others drown every day on social media 
in an endless ocean of quotes, think that positive thinking alone will do the trick, solve anything. Few only take one or 
two quotes, nod and take concrete action within their own personal life. Make themselves accountable. 
 
I fell, injured myself badly, got up, saw myself the next day on the big screen in my first sci-fi action movie and two 
weeks later wrote and finished this book. 
Oh yes, and I had some 18-year old Chivas Regal. Come on, live a little. 
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I want to start by thanking Sifu Ralph for sharing his very private and at times 
harrowing early start in life. Ralph Haenel's past really does read like a Hollywood 
movie. I was blown away by the revelations in this book and how you have turned a 
harrowing experience into a positive life experience, you are an example to us all. I 
think you truly get across how we cannot run from our past, but how we let it effect 
our future is up to us. If we can turn difficult and stressful situations into positives as 
you have done then we are not ruled by our past. The way you have used your life 
experiences and called them "stories" is amazing. The life changing lessons you have 
taken away from each experience is a positive one, and I feel these will really touch 
and help not just students but any reader at various times of their lives. I can't 
imagine anyone reading this book and not be touched in some way. 

book review by Donna D 
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Prequel  
Lost books, the Russians and Allied Bombs 
 
At any age we struggle with what seems like unbearable events in our life. What at the time seemed to be a 
horrible experience might cause us in later years to crack a smile. We would like to tell our younger selves, 
that we then had no idea what life would really throw at us. 
 
It was at some point in the late ‘70s in East Germany. Local radio stations - same as DJs - were by law 
obligated to play a 60/40 mix of music. This meant that at least 60% of all music played had to be music by 
East German bands and artists. This caused many East Germans to cross the border every night via radio 
waves when we sought out and listened to West German or even international radio stations. One favourite 
was RTL, Radio Luxembourg, which started in March of 1933 as Europe’s first private radio station. 
It was so exciting to listen via radio at night under the blanket on MW or SW to the ‘happy radio waves’ 
(medium or short wave). My top choice was a show called the “Super Klub”. Besides great music, the show 
announced the postal addresses of teens in West Germany, Austria and other countries who were looking for 
pen pals. 
 
Of course, one day I wrote. I seem to remember that it took forever when a letter finally arrived from the 
south of West Germany. Elizabeth, her nickname was Bobby, even sent me a colour photo of herself. Most of 
us in East Germany still lived in a black and white photo world. 
 
The exchange of letters, this peephole into the Western world was so much more exhilarating than the pen 
pals in the Soviet Union forced upon us via the school system. 
 
Since I had expressed my immense interest in martial arts and added the fact that virtually no information or 
books were available in the East, Elizabeth wrote that she would mail me two instructional books. I was 
stunned! I am going to have books, I thought. I am going to be able to read about what to do and see 
photos of the secret Karate techniques. I will undoubtedly become a deadly weapon! 
 
For years my family had been travelling for our summer vacation to Karlovy Vary, a popular 
Czechoslovakian spa town with a history dating back to its beginnings in 1370. We used to stay in a small 
room in the attic, sink inside and washroom down the stairs in the hallway, a small place belonging to the 
apartment of a family, who were acquaintances of my father. 
 
Hotel? Impossible, due to the limited amount of money you were allowed to exchange per day in your 
brotherly communist country. For Westerners, it didn’t matter who they were at home. They could live like 
kings due to the value of their hard currency all the while looking down on their poor East German brothers 
and sisters. 
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Having heard stories about what might get confiscated by East German customs, it seemed much safer to 
have Elizabeth send the Karate books to the family’s address in Czechoslovakia, which she did. We heard via 
letter that the books had arrived, but our vacation was still months away. Long, agonizingly long months. 
Waiting. Patience wearing thin. 
 
I dreamed about my future training. How I would chop wood with my bare hands, which would soon be 
turned into deadly weapons. I saw myself flying through the air, yelling while landing my devastating kicks. I 
was already the Greatest! 
 
Finally, the day came. As usual, we travelled by train and spent many hours passing through varying 
landscapes; seeing many towns, cities and rural villages fly by. Our train travelled through flat endless fields, 
thousands of swarming butterflies and arrived in more shrugged territories after running through long 
tunnels and around big mountains. 
 
Crossing the border this way was easy. On our return we would be searched for forbidden items out of the 
Western World. There were some things you could buy in Czechoslovakia, which you could not acquire in 
East Germany. We had learned how to smuggle over the years. 
 
We arrived at the Karlovy Vary train station, waited forever for the bus and walked the last bit, dragging 
our suitcases through a pedestrian zone along the river. Up some five or more flights of stairs, we are finally 
at the door, ringing the doorbell. We ring again. That’s odd. No note at the door. No answer. Then a 
neighbour peeks out and comes into the hallway. 
He tells us that the family had been allowed a family trip to Austria, from which they didn’t return. The 
Czechoslovakian secret service, StB, had emptied the traitors’ apartment. 
 
Wait a minute! Noooooooooooooooooooooooooo! This meant that they had also confiscated my Karate 
books. The books that were supposed to change my life. The books I had dreamed about for months. The 
endless nights, during which I had imagined my lightning fast kicks, punches and chops. 
At the age of 12 or maybe 13, I can’t remember exactly, it was the end of the world. I was down. I was well 
beyond sad. I was depressed. (So I thought.) Where could it all go from here? The meaning of the word 
disappointment most definitely had to be rewritten. 
 
It was about two years later when I was around 14 or 15. During a visit to Szczecin, the former German 
Stettin, a city in the North of Poland, I visited one of the flea markets full of wonders. The wonders of 
Western jeans, West German teen and music magazines and posters of the top bands. What did I buy? 
Posters of Led Zeppelin, Nazareth, Suzi Quatro, Sweet and others. 
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Then I saw IT! Could it be true? Deep breath! Walking back and forward. Casual enquiry: “How much is this 
Karate book from West Germany?” I got a number. Played it cool. Said no, it’s not really that important. 
Was just a question. No big deal. Still really looking for other stuff. Were my hands shaking? Did I start to 
sweat? 
 
Eventually I bought the book. I couldn’t stop staring at the pages, the photos and the instructional text. My 
friend Heiko told me to relax. How could I? Really?! 
 
But now what? How do I get the book across the border? We met Heiko’s father for lunch for a big portion of 
Polish Borscht. 
 
Heiko’s dad was a seaman, in the town’s port with an East German trade ship. He told me that he would 
transport (meaning smuggle) it across the border. East German seamen were experienced in those kinds of 
maneuvers. 
 
It took many more weeks until his ship arrived in the port of Rostock, in East Germany. Then I finally had this 
treasure book in my hands at home. All's well that ends well. For once it came true. 
 
Today I remember the real hardships that I had heard about, that I was told about in those years at the end 
of the 1970s. 
My father had just turned 10 in early 1945, running around in burning Dresden, being bombed by 722 heavy 
bombers of the British Royal Air Force (RAF) and 527 of the United States Army Air Forces (USAAF). Many 
consider it a war crime that some 25,000 civilians were killed. 
No child should see people running out of a collapsing apartment building, only to sink screaming into 
burning and melting asphalt. 
 
Also in 1945, friends approached my Great Grandma Ernestine. They told her that the Russians were closing in 
on Beuthen, then a German city in Silesia. The last transport was about to leave. Great Grandma was a very 
strong-minded woman. Born in 1880, she had already survived World War 1, lost her money a second time 
during the hyperinflation in the Weimar Republic and was about to lose all but literally her last shirt at the 
end of World War 2. 
 
Great Grandma said no. She planned on leaving on her own terms with her daughter, my grandma and her 
granddaughter, my mom. A day later she found out that this last trek of refugees, the one she refused to 
join, that they were all killed. Russian pilots were enjoying themselves, planes flying low, shooting their 
machines guns at running women, children and a few old men. They shot, flew one round after another until 
all were killed. 
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My daughter expressed this year, in 2014, her gratitude that we even exist. Our bloodline and family history 
could have easily ended in 1945, in Dresden, in Beuthen or in both cities, on both sides of the family. 
 
Real, impossible to imagine tragedy. Felt tragedy. The lost books, the murdering Russians, the Allied bombs, 
buttons pushed in bombers above the clouds. It all became part of our family history. 
 
Real and imagined struggles to overcome. History coming to life, to be taught to future generations. 
 
Stories. 
 
… 
 
If not in 1945, our family story could also have quickly ended in the early 1990’s …  
Oh wait, you have to keep reading to get to this story.  

Once a deadly border, symbol for the separation of East and West Germany.
In 2018 with my daughter Samantha at the Brandenburg Gate. 
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Drop your Pants - What does that even mean? 
 
It is a German saying, “die Hosen runterlassen”. Over the past decades I often had fun trying to translate 
German sayings into English and vice versa. Mostly it doesn’t make any or very little sense. 
Online I found translations like ”to come clean” or “to put one's cards on the table”. 
It still doesn’t hit the nail on the head. How about: 
- to speak out about something that was kept quiet or 
- to speak the truth in an uncomfortable situation. 
 
Besides, “Drop your Pants!” is just a bit more spicy than “Spill the Beans!”. Let us not be boring. 
Die Hosen runter zu lassen, to drop your pants, means also to openly talk failures, to mention one’s 
misfortunes. What happened? How did one get through it? How did one recover from that setback? 
 
The D-word! 
 
I personally have experienced that it saves you from depression. Oh, just in case, I am not talking about 
literally dropping your pants. Although, in the right circumstances, that might also make you happy. No 
doubt about that. 
 
The D-word. Depression. It hits us all at one point. More or less intense; some more serious than others. The 
death of a very close relative, the loss of a child, ending up in jail, faith-sealing injuries are on the top of any 
lists of emotional trauma. 
 
What do you know … the American Psychological Association says: “Writing about difficult, even traumatic, 
experiences appears to be good for health on several levels …”. I guess that means I am on the right track?! 
 
I started teaching martial arts in 1980. Since then I have always used stories, one at a time, the good and the 
bad, to motivate and encourage others. Many of my students shared their stories with me and how they 
overcame problems, and their stories turned into anecdotes for the next generation of students. 
 
That is what this book is about.  I am telling you stories of a journey, showing that Success happens OUTSIDE 
your comfort zone. 
May it inspire you and even entertain you! May it give you a boost to get out of a difficult situation. Talk to 
others and tell your story.  
 
You are not alone. Share … and help. 
 
Get yourself going again and help others. 
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Movie premiere and faith-sealing Injury 
 
It was at some point in 2008 when I started writing short stories for my kids. A personal project which I began 
in 2000 while visiting Germany. Stories about growing up in East Germany behind the “Iron Curtain”, about 
the first 25 years of my life there. 
 
I also remembered my adventure with the 8 mm camera. 
 
My first West German Kung Fu instructor wasn’t allowed to enter East Germany after only his second visit. 
Drama. A year later, my second Wing Tsun Kung Fu instructor came, crossing the border disguised as a day 
tourist from West to East Berlin. In 1986 I had bought an extremely expensive 8 mm camera and everything 
that goes with it. But the Kung Fu training was still very secretive; he didn’t allow it to be taped. Money 
wasted. Failure. 
 
The Self-Defense Video Story 
 
For now I want to stick with the story line from 8 mm to video to movie. That’s why a jump into early 1995, a 
German-Canadian newspaper had just published a full page interview with me. Only days later I was 
approached by a video company. Wow, that was so exciting! They wanted to conquer the how-to market 
with a self-defense video tape. To make a long story short, I wrote a script. It even included a little story 
before the instructional part begins. Well, duh! 
  
After the first screen tests, the company was all set to start production of the self-defense video. It had only 
been a year earlier when I founded the first Canadian Wing Tsun Kung Fu School. There wasn't really that 
much happening yet in Vancouver. Hmm, go forward, right? So, I borrowed quite a bit of money and 
bought tickets to fly in several of my WingTsun students from Germany. The weeks went by whilst preparing, 
working on the details of the script, scouting locations. 
  
The company featured rooms with towers of VCR's, editing rooms, even a studio with different backdrops. 
The real thing. 
  
The day I was about to leave for the airport, to pick up the Wing Tsun gang from Germany, the video 
company called. Guess what? All of a sudden, that very morning they dropped the project. Shortly after, the 
company went belly-up. 
  
Yet another learning experience. Sounds better than failure or setback. 
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In 1996, another German Canadian contact got me into a company for extras and I auditioned over the 
months for several commercials Nothing. One negative response after another. 
 
Back to my very personal notes in 2008. For some reason I wrote: “Secret wish, I want to act.” Period. No 
idea anymore where that came from. 
Hmm, good luck making that happen! It’s virtually impossible. 
 
Out of the blue in 2011, one of my Kung Fu students asked me if I wanted to participate in a fight scene for 
“some movie project”. It was the end of November, I travelled to Vancouver Island where we met up, the 
director said “Action!” and my first day on a movie set started. 
 
Anselm Meyer (script, actor, music) and Dave Campbell (director) had gotten together, two scripts merged 
into one. The smallest film crew in Canada and possibly in the world was born. The project got bigger. 
Between 2011 and 2014 I spent 12 full days on different sets. I recruited 20 members and friends of my Kung 
Fu school for various shoots. I got to do fight choreography. One day I even got to film several scenes. 
 
The project turned from a web series, released on YouTube and Vimeo, into a full feature sci-fi action kung-
fu film. What are the odds of that? 
Sunday, July 13th, 2014 saw the big screen premiere in Victoria, British Columbia’s capitol on Vancouver Island. 
In front of the theatre I had people approach me: “Hey, I recognize you from photos on Facebook and from 
YouTube.” At the screening, there were (good) laughs, Woo-Hoos and applause for many scenes. Afterwards 
the cast was faced with several minutes of flashlight lightning. I’ve got the movie now on Blu-Ray and DVD. 
What more can you ask for? Really! 
 
After having become a Kung Fu master, I became an author after having written and published self-defense 
magazines and books - even cook books. Now I could call myself even an actor. Yet another dream came 
true. It only took a few decades. 
 
All is well that ends well! Right? Far from it … Let’s go back a few hours. 
 
Don’t forget, I still make a living by teaching Kung Fu, which means I have to be healthy. The evening before 
the movie premiere, it’s almost dark, with some friends I am walking in the forest towards the beach. It’s 
going uphill through bushes, sliding sand when I slip, almost hearing my calf muscle pop. I somehow make it 
up the hill. Sweat is running down my shorts, dripping into my sandals, running off my forehead. With a 
death grip I am holding on to a railing on the walkway. I move my head a centimetre up or to the side and 
everything is spinning, like in a fast carrousel. I feel like going into shock. I feel the need to throw up and 
worse. I can’t let go of the railing. I can’t walk. I am hot, and I am shivering, because it’s cold. The sweat is 
running down my arm, between my fingers, making the railing slippery. 
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All I am thinking … “Tomorrow is the god damn movie premiere. I am in a bloody movie. In amazing fight 
scenes. Tomorrow I will see my name as big as Arnold’s on 70 feet of silverscreen. … And this is the weekend 
my Kung Fu career ends? The night before my movie premiere I end up in surgery? Really? Who had this 
bloody hell idea, that this is a good time to experience some faith-sealing injury? Hollywood is not going to 
call tomorrow. Who the hell wants a limping General in the next movie? Why do sometimes the really great 
and the bottomless bad have to be so freaking close together? Whose cosmic joke is that?” 
 
Well, in an enormous ordeal the family got me to our quarters for the night. Pills, bandages, medicinal 
creams, ice, rest. I made it the next day to the premiere. Smiling … and limping. 
 
In the days that followed, I was thinking about how I can turn that “thing” around – the injury. So, I decided 
to write the book you are reading. 
The jury is still out on how I will recover from this injury. Go figure. I have been practicing martial arts since 
1977 and Wing Tsun Kung Fu now for 30 years. I have been teaching self-defense full time for over 20 years. 
In training, classes, seminars - never an injury. Never. 
Is there a moral to this story? Ehm, stay away from deadly forests? 
 
I always wanted to write down my motivational stories, the things I have experienced over the years, the 
many times I picked myself up. When I asked myself what I make of the mess I am or was facing. The injury, 
the time allowed for sitting back and putting my limp and injured leg up, it was during that time that I 
found the right ideas on how to put this book together.  
Moral to the story? Buy my book and we will see! 
 
Tell me your stories. Check out the social media chapter “Me, me, me", connect and write to me! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Handcuffs on display in the former secret service controlled prison in 
Cottbus, East Germany. Today a human rights museum. 
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Hard Rock and Kung Fu or 
The Rockstar and The Kung Fu Master 
 
It was the early ‘80s, maybe even 1980. We listened to AC/DC still with Bon Scott, the album "Made in Japan" 
by Deep Purple on a real record player, but top favourites were also "Room Service" by the British band 
Fischer-Z and the unforgotten "Lights in the Night" by Flash and the Pan. The latter worked best back then 
at night after a couple of beers. Michael, who went by his nickname Grauper, may not remember how he 
put my stereo boom boxes on the windowsill of my apartment to bring happiness via maximum volume to 
the surrounding apartment buildings, ... at 3am. Soon there were truly lights in the night, one after another, 
in kitchen and bedroom windows of the neighbourhood. Luckily, we couldn’t understand the yelling of 
neighbours hanging out of their windows, possibly due to the fact that the music was so loud. 
 
Still 1980. Three guys 16 and 17 years old. Around midnight at the East Berlin airport of Schönefeld, we started 
with a bet about who can drink the most double espressos. I vaguely remember that we stopped at about 
ten. Throughout the night, we tried to recover from the various caffeine-induced symptoms. 
 
Then “it” happened in the golden city of Prague. This very moment when a dream is born. We stayed at 
someone's apartment. Michael (Grauper) took for the first time a guitar into his hands and started to fiddle 
around until we almost lost it on him. But hey, he wanted to become a rock god, or maybe it wasn't quite so 
clear yet in that very night. Of course, he was later told that it would be impossible. For so many reasons it 
was very difficult to start a band in East Germany. 
I, on the other hand was already heavy into martial arts; only a few years later I was told that it would never 
ever, ever happen that I would become a Wing Tsun Kung Fu instructor, let alone see the WingTsun castle in 
West Germany. Remember, it was still the time of the Cold War; the deadly Wall between East and West 
Germany was still up. 
 
Well, guess what? I made it. From 1990 to 1994 I studied in Langenzell near Heidelberg at the famous Kung 
Fu castle. 
 
What happened to my friend Grauper's heavy metal wish? Guess what? Go online and meet the Tricky 
Lobsters from Rostock at the Baltic Sea in Germany. He is now Staff Sarge Grauper (g, voc), the front man of 
the band. Go to www.trickylobsters.de Find them on Facebook and YouTube. 
 
Long story short: Don't let anyone ever tell you: "It's impossible!" 
 
Believe in your dreams ... and work bloody hard for it! 
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The Rockstar and The Kung Fu Master (2018) 
The story "Hard Rock and Kung Fu". Two young men, who said in the year 1980 in Prague: 
"I am going to be a Rock Star!" 
"I am going to be a Kung Fu Master!" 
 
Thirty-eight years later I am in the recording studio with the TRICKY LOBSTERS. 
Hard Rockin' since 1996. And here I am with Sarge aka Grauper (guit,voc) and Doc Rawhead
(bg,voc). 
Holding two of their amazing albums: "Worlds Collide" and "The Blue Hospital Conspiracy". 
Thank you to the Tricky Lobsters for the vinyl, CDs, T-shirts! 
 
Here we are, 38 years later, the rock star and the kung fu master. 
Yin Yang Bam! Driven beats motivation! 
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The 3 Ps – Alfred’s Story 
 
We first got together in 1986. At the time in East Germany, martial arts schools didn't officially exist. Only 
state-sanctioned and government organized wrestling, judo and boxing clubs, all geared towards an 
Olympic future.  
Internet? YouTube? DVD's? Videos? Literature? Nothing! Starting at some point in the early 80's, I had the 
idea to publish little want-ads in newspapers, initially searching for books about Judo and Jiu-Jitsu. Mostly 
older people wrote me about books and booklets they had found in the attic, material which had survived 
World War 2. Over time, the ads also worked as a means to find students. And Alfred from Neustadt-Glewe 
was one of the early Wing Tsun students. 
What did one do back then, almost no one having a home phone? Little story on the side: In 1980 I applied 
for a phone installation and still remember how in 1988 I got a postcard that currently my order cannot yet 
be fulfilled. So, no home phone, of course no cell phone, no e-mail or even fax. Now what? Alfred got in his 
old car, or did he even come by train? I have to ask. He drove from his town for some 2 hours to my place. 
Sometimes I had to work longer and wasn't home yet. If unsuccessful, he drove home again, another two 
hours ... and came back the next week. This was Persistence. To do this for a couple of years, this is 
Perseverance. To drive for hours, train for a couple of hours, and drive back home for hours, all that while 
working full time and having a family, this was Patience. The three Ps! 
Today I hear at times from prospective students that it is too far to drive from one part of town across the 
bridge into another part of the same city and I think back to Alfred. 
  
How did we train? Again, books and videos or posters didn't exist. Whatever I had learned during the annual 
one or two meetings with instructors from the West, I started teaching the very next day. If you don't know, if 
and when you will see your instructor again due to political circumstances, if you have no way of receiving 
information or correction, other than training yourself, you develop a very different attitude. You learn to 
analyze your own training, deep down to the tiniest of details. 
  
We trained footwork for hours until the soles of our shoes had holes. We did chain punches on the heavy bag 
until the skin opened up, you heard the blood squishing between your fingers. It made for great conversation 
when meeting people. They took one look at your face, clean and OK and then at your knuckles, and took 
at least one step back while talking to you. 
  
I remember training sessions with Alfred. One day he "didn't want to leave". He sat outside the apartment on 
the stairs, but only because his legs were shaking so much that he couldn't even walk the seven or eight stairs 
down to the house door. Another time he was so ‘brave’ to order soup in a restaurant, after a tough training 
session. After many unsuccessful tries, he put the spoon down. The waitress came and asked if he didn't like 
the soup. Oh, he was hungry alright. I will never forget the look on her face after he told her that he 
temporarily could not master the spoon. I don't want to know what she thought of us. 
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Alfred probably still remembers my wardrobe. In Germany you don't have wall closets for your clothes. I had 
one of those big old wooden wardrobes with big doors. It was hidden behind a curtain which hung all the 
way from the ceiling to the floor. Almost like an initiation, every new student got the WingTsun inch-punch, 
flew back into the wardrobe, with a very loud crash pushing the doors inside and often the curtain being 
ripped off the ceiling and burying the happy new Wing Tsun member on the floor in the wardrobe. Just 
picture that for a moment. Ah, good old times! 
  
After changes in my life, living in Switzerland, West Germany and West Berlin, I again connected with Alfred. 
We trained for a couple of years; I did seminars in his school until I moved to Canada. 
  
Alfred never gave up, although it took him ten solid years to advance from 12th student grade to his first 
instructor level. 
  
Persistence. Perseverance. Patience. 
 This is how martial arts can shape your life, become a way of living. 
 
 
 
Checkpoint Charlie, Cold War times 
 
Everyone always talks about the Berlin Wall. Berlin was split by the Allies in 1945 after the end of World War 
2. West Berlin was in the middle of East Germany, surrounded by the so-called anti-fascist protection border, 
although its sole purpose was since August of 1961 to make it impossible for East German citizens to escape to 
the West. The much longer yet equally deadly main border ran between East and West Germany. 
 
Checkpoint Charlie in Berlin became the most famous border point, a synonym for the sharp line between 
NATO and the Warsaw Pact. The front line of the Cold War. 
There it was, a border cutting a city into two halfs. A death strip that separated families for decades. 
Whenever I visited East Berlin I was somewhat drawn to the border. 
 
I remember standing at the Berlin Wall, seeing buildings in West Berlin, knowing then that I wouldn’t be able 
to travel outside the communist countries until I was 65 years old. Seeing traffic in West Berlin, people 
standing on balconies in their apartment buildings. People who might as well have been on Mars, or even 
further away. Trying to cross the border offered two options, being shot to death or ending up in prison. 
 
Talking about Mars; as a kid I read in futuristic stories that after Communism had won over the lawfully 
dying inferior Capitalism, we would have in the 1990s daily courier flights to the colonies on the Moon. Well, 
the communist Jetsons didn’t happen. 
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One day, I was shopping in East Berlin when for a busload of money, I bought a rare import from West 
Germany; silver coloured shoes with the logo of the then super popular TV show ‘Miami Vice”. How cool is 
that?! Ah the eighties, the only real decade. 
 
My Mom and I walked past a street where you could see the outline of the enormously large border point 
installation. Today it’s less than a two - or three - minute walk to get to the buildings in former West Berlin, 
which I saw in 1988 from the East. Then it was a fact that it would take me more than 40 years of my life 
time until I would be allowed to travel to the West. 
I stopped for a moment and looked across, you couldn’t really see that much. My Mom said: “Don’t think 
about that. This is the world. There is nothing we can do. It won’t change. We have to accept it.” 
And she was right. The East and the West Germans, the Soviet Union and the US, everybody was busy 
keeping the Cold War in balance. There was no sign whatsoever that this would ever change. That’s how the 
World had been since the big war, that’s how it was in the 1980s and that’s how was going to be until the end 
of time. 
Remember the option of being shot at the Berlin Wall? Travelling at 65? The whole world changed. The Cold 
War ended. I did travel the world. I am repeating myself here, but: Yet another impossible dream came true. 
 
Everybody took credit for bringing the Wall down, from David Hasselhoff to Ronald Reagan. The real truth is 
a different story. 
All that is what this chapter is about; the absolutely impossible does happen at times. You just never know. 
Be curious. Put yourself out there. Do something with your talents. Discover. Challenge. … Never forget the 
past. I have a piece of the Wall from Checkpoint Charlie on my desk. Right in front of me. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

One step.
One look. 
One life. One death. 
2018 at the location of the former Checkpoint 
Charlie. Tourists walk, Take photos with actors in 
Russian and American uniforms. East hot dogs. On 
the way to the next point on their tourist map. 
Another checkmark. Seen it. Done that. 
 

A mere plate in the ground “Berlin Wal 1961 – 
1989”. Quickly overlooked. Easy to miss a step. 
Once it meant prison, even death, or waiting until 
retirement age, to have on paper the opportunity 
to possibly travel into the rest of the world.  
Only another step. 
One life. One death. 
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Political Prisoner of the East German Secret Service 
 
There comes a time in life when you think about where it’s going. A time when you are ready for painful 
changes. Even if you don’t know yet what they will be. I was thinking in 1988 about how to escape East 
Germany. Crazy plans formed. My personal life was in turmoil. I had no idea whatsoever where it might lead. 
 
Little did I know that only a year later many tens of thousands of East German citizens were fleeing into the 
embassies of West Germany in Poland, in Hungary, in Czechoslovakia. That they fled across the border, 
which the Hungarians opened in the summer of 1989 in their country to Austria. There was no work team, no 
group of friends, almost no family at all in East Germany who had not at least one member or more who 
fled the country. 
In 1988 though, the grip of the State on its citizens was stronger than ever before. The East German 
government went hardline, not following the Perestroika course by Gorbatchev in the Soviet Union. 
I also had no idea that I had already been under surveillance for years by the Stasi, the East German Secret 
Service. 
 
One early morning, just like in the movies, on Tuesday August 16th, 1988, the doorbell rang. This kind of bad 
stuff always happens in the morning. Three armed officers showed their IDs: “Ministerium für Staatssicherheit” 
(Ministry for State Security), come with us for the clarification on an issue.” 
After many hours of interrogation, I was told in the late afternoon: “It has been decided, you will stay here.” 
That was normal. If you hadn’t admitted your “guilt” yet, they took at times months or even longer until you 
were ready to sign a confession. At any cost. 
I did get to see a judge a few days later. ‘Did you plan to flee the country illegally?’ No, I did not.” “OK, your 
arrest warrant is valid!” BAM! That was it. 
 
By the way, I did not get to see a lawyer for any kind of meaningful defense, until about six months later. 
Hey, I had watched Matlock on West German TV, how the real criminals couldn’t be interrogated anymore 
as soon as they asked for a lawyer. The Secret Service interrogation officers were laughing long and loud. 
There were probably a few tears here and there from laughing so hard when I asked early on for a lawyer. 
Geez, what was I thinking. 
 
During the days when the country fell apart, when more than half a million people were demonstrating in 
East Berlin, an amnesty was announced for all political prisoners. The reunited Germany set it right and 
annulled all political court rulings of the Communists. 
What really happened in the Secret Service pre-trial prison, later in the big prison, what guards with 
nicknames like “Red Terror” and “Arafat” did, all that and more will be part of a very different book. 
Moral of the story: sometimes your life changes so drastically and completely, from one moment to the next, 
that nothing, absolutely nothing, will ever be the same. 
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There is no choice but to adapt, to go with it. That the circumstances break you is not an option. There will 
always be a silver lining on the horizon. Sometimes you might not be able to see it for a while. 
Rebuild your life. Find new goals. Everything blows over, eventually. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
1. RT, Red Terror, brutal prison guard, who I encountered in the Stasi controlled prison in Cottbus. 
2. One of his many tools, now on display in the former prison, a human rights museum. Batons, aka the 
    “socialist guide”, showing us (the political prisoners) the right way. 
3. During a 2018 visit, seeing one of my former cells. 
4.There is something very eerie, very real about the guard display. 

1 2

3 4
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White Torture 
 
I have been doing research for many years. Collected books, reports, studies, everything tangible to the East 
German Secret Service, the short- and long-term effects on political prisoners. 
  
What surprised me the most was that Vietnam soldiers, Gulf war veterans and East German political 
prisoners all show the same psychological and physiological long-term effects. Same, if you have been in 
horrible combat or if your life was destroyed by well-educated interrogation specialists, many of which 
received their doctor titles at the Secret Service internal academy with a thesis about how to psychologically 
or physiologically scar someone for life, including poisoning, murder, disinformation, misinformation, even 
mock executions and talking about the death penalty. 
 
It started in the Secret Service’s pre-trial prison. You were given a number. You name ceased to exist. You 
were “Bed 1” or “Bed 2”. 
You were alone in a cell, or shared it with one other prisoner in an atmosphere of distrust. No phone calls, no 
personal belongings. A watch or a lighter? No way. Most never even knew where they were held. Complete 
disorientation. Some political prisoners were driven after their arrest in trucks disguised as food transporters. 
You were in a pitch dark cell in the truck, in handcuffs and were driven around for hours until you were so 
carsick, disoriented, without willpower. The trucks would drive into the building where you would be 
processed. 
 
Typically no TV, no radio, no books and no newspapers. 
 
Other than the one other prisoner in your cell, you never saw anyone else. When you were taken to the 
interrogation building, red lights were flashing in the hallways so guards knew not to open any other doors. 
 
If you then got your ‘outside’ time, 10 or 20 minutes a day, you were in another cell with four-metre high 
walls, covered with bars, a guard with a machine gun above those outside cells. All you could see was a 
square of the sky above you. The inside cells had no windows, only glass bricks through which you could 
merely see if it is day or night. 
 
Sometimes you weren’t called for interrogations for weeks. Other times barely any breaks, day and night, 
until you were ready to sign anything, regardless what it said. 
You could see one relative once a month for half an hour, with Secret Services officers sitting to your left and 
to your right, watching every word. No talk about the case, the building, the conditions, nothing. 
 
All that does hardly begins to describe the conditions for political prisoners back then. It’s only a tiny look 
behind the curtains, this place where you think that life as you know it has ceased to exist. 
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In later years I met Bodo, a marine who had attempted to flee, who had been in solitary confinement for ten 
years. I rarely ever met anyone more Zen. He said he had two options; you kill yourself or you find a place 
and rest until life changes again. There is not really a third choice. Well, the ones who ended up in mental 
institutions were not aware anymore about that ‘choice’. 
When you are past rock bottom; when you think that this is the end, … start dreaming. Start imagining what 
you would do if and when you will have another go. There is always a next time. Another go. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
The weirdest things do happen in life. Thirty years later. I am sitting with my  
Canadian daughter during her first visit to Germany in my cell. The secret  
Service pre-trial jail is now also aa human rights museum. 
I spent painful nights on this bed. Sat at this table, contemplating many … things.



24 
 

The Grown Man who cried over a Flower 
 
After my first day of non-stop interrogations by the Secret Service, I was alone in my cell. No contact to the 
outside world. No help. I couldn’t believe it. I was in a secret prison of the Secret Service; a building nobody 
typically knew even existed in every major East German city. 
I asked one morning one of the guards what’s going on, I have to go home, I have things to do, places to go. 
He just smiled and said: “No questions.” 
 
Whenever I think of this moment, I have to think about Hans Moleman, you know from the Simpsons. He is 
in jail and asks: “Are you really allowed to execute people in a local jail?” Reverend Lovejoy replies: “From 
this point on, no talking!” 
You possibly have to have been there to find this extremely hilarious, yet somewhat very scary, and real. 
 
A few days in, I was moved into another cell and saw my first real ‘jailbird’, J. I told the other prisoner that I 
had already been there for almost a week - you know SEVERAL DAYS. He started to laugh and said he had 
been there for over six months with no end in sight. Now that was a damper. 
 
That week I thought about my favourite bar in a nearby hotel. If I got out, I would go there and drink one 
bottle of champagne after another. It took almost two years until I had this opportunity. I just didn’t know it 
yet. 
 
I spent several weeks with J. I met J. later once more in West Germany. The Secret Service had told his wife 
that he didn’t care about her and their son, that he would accuse her of wrongdoings against the 
government, if it would mean that he can leave for West Germany. They told him that she wanted a divorce 
and would sell him out. The young son was picked up from school, scared by agents telling him that he would 
be adopted because neither parent wanted him. This is only a tiny look into the extensive and calculated 
psychological warfare carried out by the Secret Service. 
 
What had J. done? His mother lived in West Germany. He had filled out an application to leave the country 
officially, which was of course denied. Friends with similar problems, who had lost their jobs due to political 
reasons, met once a week in a park to talk about the progress or any ideas that would help. He took a rope 
out of his car, walked around the benches and asked his friends “What should I do if they don’t let me travel 
to my mother? Hang myself?” An innocent joke among friends. The Secret Service had watched this one 
minute action and arrested him later at work. Reasons: public demonstration against the government, 
humiliation of government employees; sentence 1 year and 2 months prison. 
The man with the rope, that’s what I called him. 
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In the mini outside cell, measuring only a few square metres, we were surrounded by dirty dark concrete. We 
used to walk in opposite circles. I asked J. if I should bring him something from the bakery. He replied that he 
would later go into the city anyway. Some moments, after those crazy dialogues, we looked at each other 
and somewhat seriously said: “Uh oh, I think we are about to lose it. Go mental.” 
 
In the middle of this tiny outside cell there was a drain. At the end of the summer, suddenly a tiny little bit of 
green sprouted out of the hole of the drain. We called it a flower. J. started to cry. He said he hadn’t seen 
flowers, or any colour at all for over half a year. The inside cell walls were a dirty ugly blue, our matching jail 
clothes were an ugly dark blue. That was pretty much it for colours. Can you imagine missing colours? 
He cried over a little bit of real green, a micro plant, our flower. 
 
You just don’t know what you got until you have lost it all. When you have a tough time, remember all the 
things that you do have. I know it doesn’t help that others may have it worse. 
When you are feeling down, do an inventory of your life. Try to remember the very basics of life, how fragile 
everything can turn out to be. 
Find happiness in simple pleasures. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
With my daughter in the hallway of the Stasi Jail. Where J. and I were lead  
hundreds of times to long interrogations. 
Memories from one generation to the next. From one world to the next. 
It was a different world back then. That one still lingers around. Don’t know if it
will ever leave. 



26 
 

Help from a Mighty Man? 
 
Still another story from the pits of the East German Secret Service interrogation jail. About half a year had 
gone by. I had somewhat yielded to the fact that I might be gone for years, away in this surreal limited 
world. I was told that my sentence will likely be four years or more. I was an enemy of the state. Against the 
‘communist paradise’. 
 
After everything was done and signed I finally met my lawyer. It was the first time that I was in the visitors’ 
room without any Secret Service agents present. I asked the lawyer if there was anything that could be done, 
what I should say. How about the stuff I thought to be important, which I had not yet disclosed. He said: “It is 
very important to tell the truth, to tell everything!” while his head was going from the left to the right again 
and again. At the same time he was pointing at the walls and was again shaking his head. The whole visit 
was quite pointless. 
 
The lawyer was in fact the assistant to a major figure in and out of the shadows of the Cold War. Until this 
very day I still don’t know how the main lawyer came to take my case. I am talking about Prof. Dr. 
Wolfgang Vogel. He worked out deals between the CIA and KGB. He brokered the biggest exchanges of 
spies in human history. He became famous with the negotiation and trading of American pilot Francis Gary 
Powers, who was shot down over the Soviet Union and Frederic Pryor for Vilyam Genrikhovich Fisher (Rudolf 
Abel), a Soviet intelligence officer. 
Prof. Vogel managed the transfer of more than 34,000 East German political prisoners and 215,000 ordinary 
citizens to the West, beginning in 1964. 
And he was my lawyer! Wow! 
 
Little did one know that the sale of East German political prisoners, paid for secretly by the West German 
government, was the largest slave-trade operation in modern times. 
 
But all that isn’t yet what this chapter is about. 
 
Weeks later I was again transferred to the visitors’ room and told that I would meet my lawyer. Normal 
business. I walk in and who sits there? The other famous East German lawyer, who I had only heard about. 
While Prof. Vogel worked with the government, this one, Wolfgang Schnur worked for the Church. He was 
well known for having passionately defended high profile civil rights activists and it was rumoured that he 
was paid by the Evangelical Church in West Germany to free political prisoners. 
 
WOW! He gave me smokes and apologized for not having chocolate or anything like that on him. He was 
very soft spoken, calming. He said that it must be a mistake that I was sent to meet him since he wasn’t my 
lawyer. Later I found out that the Secret Service did not make those kinds of mistakes. 
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Since it took a long time for the guard to pick me up again, we just sat and talked. He put one hand on the 
bible, took my hand, and asked me if there was anything he could help with. He whispered that he might 
have ways to get messages to West Germany. I have to add here, that much to the dismay of the Secret 
Service I was now also listed as political prisoner with Amnesty International and another human rights 
organization. 
 
I don’t know how long the visit lasted. Why do I mention it? During the months of the peaceful revolution he 
started a stellar career as politician; his face was on election posters across the country. He almost became the 
number 2 in the soon to be reunited Germany and was often seen with the head of state, the West German 
chancellor Helmut Kohl. 
In December of 1989 he fell, fell deep. Files were released that he had been working with and for the Secret 
Service from 1965 until 1989. 
 
Look at who you associate yourself with (when you have a choice). Learn from your mistakes and the 
mistakes of others. Give second chances? The opinions go apart when it comes to the point if people can 
change or not. 
Be kind. 
You never know in what type of situation you might find yourself. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Outside the former secret service
Building complex, a memorial 
plate, dedicated to the victims of 
the Communist Dictatorship from 
1945 to 1989. 
 
During demonstrations at the time 
of the peaceful revolution in 1989, 
protestors placed many candles in 
front of these doors. 
On the inside, behind the curtains 
many Stasi agents were ready to 
shoot. Luckily it could be 
prevented. 
They were also busy, destroying 
many files. 
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Surviving Murder and Doppelgängers 
 
Now this story is already movie material. If I would not have had talked to people along the way, over the 
years, I might not believe it anymore. 
This is one of those stories were I could easily write several hundreds of pages, a whole book, a movie script. 
But I will try to fit it onto two or three pages. Some details are necessary to give you a feel for the setting. 
I was already on the sales list in ‘the big house’ (Secret Service controlled prison) when the peaceful revolution 
started in East Germany. The Berlin Wall opened, the Eastern bloc of the communist countries began to fall 
apart and the sale of political prisoners to the West had halted. 
 
During the days when thousands of political prisoners were released, I almost made it right away through a 
newly opened border crossing into West Berlin. In the refugee camp I had to go through all the different 
stations, including the Q & A sessions with the Secret Service representatives of West Germany, England, 
France and the US, the Allied Powers who were controlling the Western sector of the city of Berlin since World 
War 2. I wanted to stay in West Berlin, but to my surprise I was told by the West Germans and the Americans 
that I had to leave West Berlin, for security reasons I needed to be flown out to West Germany. I never got an 
explanation. 
 
I arrived at the Red Cross in the North of Hamburg. After I showed my papers, I met disbelieve and was 
asked: 
“Your name is Ralph Haenel?” 
I answered: “Yes.”  
“Is your date of birth **.**.19**?” 
I replied: “Yes, of course.” 
“You were born in Dresden?” 
Now slightly wondering about what’s going on: “Yes, I was.” 
And one of the secretaries said: “But you were already here, just a few days ago! Same name, same 
birthdate, same city of birth.” 
I was laughing. Again, understand that in the months prior, millions of people had demonstrated in East 
Germany. Tens of thousands had fled via occupying the West German embassies; the Wall, the impenetrable 
border, the death strip had just opened after 28 years of freezing Cold War. Only a few days earlier I had 
been released from prison, had to endure 10 months of interrogations by the Secret Service and suddenly I 
was in the shiny, clean, safe Western World. 
 
The strange Doppelgänger incident was blamed on the chaos everywhere. I got my international passport, 
my refugee card. 
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After having worked and lived for a while in Switzerland, I returned to West Berlin. Shortly after, I received 
mail from my bank, which was originally addressed to a Ralph Haenel somewhere in West Berlin. The post 
office rerouted it for some reason to my address, the one I just moved to after returning from Switzerland. I 
went to the bank, explaining that these were not my bank statements. I said that I had never lived at the 
original address on the envelope. 
I was told that due to the banking laws they could not tell me how this mix-up happened. With a friend and 
Kung Fu student, I visited the address. There it was. The name Ralph Haenel on an apartment door. I rang 
and knocked. No answer. A building maintenance man came by and told us that this Ralph Haenel had 
surprisingly fast, within a day, packed up and left. His company had moved him somewhere else. 
 
Really, a second time a Doppelgänger? Is this statistically even possible? 
 
A while later I called up an old friend. He had been a political prisoner more than a year before me, was sold 
to West Berlin, and had started a big storefront business. I visited the business address. It turned out to be a 
high end apartment building. The building manager told me, that there had never been any kind of business 
open to the public, but there were a few more mailboxes than apartments. Hmm … 
 
Then it started. One morning after a shower, I was dressed and ready to go to work. I was wondering why 
the clothes were still sticking to my body. It wasn’t that hot. I was not sweating. I lifted the shirt, took my 
pants off. There was blood coming through the skin. That was scary. My clothes were within minutes blood 
stained. What was going on? I went into the bathroom; I guess I probably wanted to take another shower. 
 
But instead I looked into the mirror. My face looked weird. I almost didn’t recognize myself. My face had 
started to deform. I felt strangely at peace, yet felt panic coming on. Can this happen at the same time? 
 
I called a West Berlin doctor, an old school guy who still made house calls, who took time to sit down and 
talk. He asked me repeatedly if I was sure that I hadn’t been recently to a tropical country or somewhere in 
the Far East. No! 
 
My heart was racing. I was taken in for a checkup. My heart rhythm had changed. I had to wear a heart 
monitor for several days. 
Since I had not recently travelled, no final diagnosis could be made. It was unexplainable. 
 
At night I had panic attacks, my heart started to race and my skin continued to bleed. I thought, whatever 
the reason, that this was it. So many things I hadn’t done, hadn’t achieved yet. So many dreams unfulfilled. 
 
Years later I should find out that the old friend with the business that could not be found, that when he was a 
political prisoner, he was also listed as officer of the Stasi, the East German Secret Service. 



30 
 

In 2009, I was following up on my Doppelgängers. Two West German newspapers featured me during the 
20th anniversary of the fall of the Wall. I also connected to people who had worked back then at the Red 
Cross. Yes, I found out that many photos were taken at the Red Cross office. Would I be able to find at least 
my first Doppelgänger? 
 
This is better than a movie! So exciting. What did happen back then? Why did I twice almost meet my 
Doppelgänger? Why did I get so violently ill, as if I had been in contact with a rare tropic disease, a poison? 
Then I received an email: “Unfortunately all photos from the Red Cross, the refugee centre have disappeared 
out of the archives.” Really? 
Around that time I was explaining my symptoms (bleeding through the skin, etc.) very detailed to a medical 
professional in Canada. I was told in no uncertain terms that I had been poisoned. Not the accidental kind 
might I add. I was also told, due to the many symptoms, that I had been very, very lucky. It is unclear how or 
why I survived. 
 
German News media were for a brief period of time reporting about a doctoral thesis by a former high 
ranking East German Secret Service officer, a many hundreds of pages long manual about how to cause 
accidents, how to poison the enemy. 
 
Yes, I know. You still would like to find out how I survived and recovered, right? That in itself is as strange as 
the whole story. Through family contacts I was introduced to a hand healer. I was very sceptical, remained a 
sceptic and still am today. 
 
The young man lived an extremely simple life. We met at his apartment and talked. I told him a lot of stories 
from the Secret Service interrogations, what happened in the prison. It was a lot for him to take in. It shook 
him up. 
 
I had to lie down on the bare wooden floor, a light blanket over me and he started to move his hands. No 
touch involved. It took an hour or two. At times I could barely breathe. After I left, he slept for almost 20 
hours. He said, he had never been that exhausted. After the second or third session, the wounds started to 
close. 
 
Later I heard that he had moved away from Berlin. He had taken in too much suffering from others. 
 
So, what does this story tell us? That life is unpredictable? That the strangest things can happen? That our 
experiences can completely turn our life upside down? 
That we can feel lost. Downright alone. 
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We need a compass. A major goal. Something that can lead us through the heaviest of storms. Through 
devastation. For once I have to agree with the whole positive thinking attitude. You have to dream BIG! 
 
What is your compass? Which is your major life goal? 
 
I survived! Now it is an absolutely fabulous story with some goose bumps, a little shudder and some Cold War 
mystery. When I train with my students and tell parts of this story, they forget the physical agony of our 
training and they go way past the limits they set for themselves. They succeed! 
 
 
 
The ultimate Betrayal (twice that is) 
 
Part 1 
 
Betrayal. It happens at the workplace, among friends, in a relationship. It’s one of those tough life 
experiences we could do without. This story yet, talks about a somewhat very different kind of betrayal. 
 
It is late spring of 1988, I am about to meet with two colleagues, we want to drive to Berlin; East of course. It 
seems like pure coincidence, that we meet another co-worker, a young beautiful woman. She had some time 
off and decided to come along, visit Berlin with us. 
 
At the time it was impossible to know about the Stasi "Romeo and Juliet" network, which was the brainchild 
of General Markus Wolf, the former head of East Germany's foreign intelligence service. 
 
The KGB thought to have perfected the sexual blackmail operations, during which agents started a romantic 
relationship with the target, long planned seduction games, in order to extract valuable information. 
 
In 1988 I was making good money, liked to stay at the best hotels, go to the top restaurants, night clubs and 
clothes shopping. 
The four of us arrived in Berlin. We took a big suite and had an exciting time. A relationship formed between 
the young woman and me. We travelled a lot. When you trust each other, you talk about everything. I was 
speaking about my thoughts, possible futuristic plans on how to escape into the West. She was fully behind it. 
She wanted to leave the country as well. 
 
She even wanted to get engaged. I was just wondering that she rarely ever wanted to stay at my place. 
Years later I found out that my apartment had been bugged for years. I guess night time whispering is not so 
much fun when you know that there are microphones everywhere. 
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She attempted to push me to take certain steps, connect with West German contacts, which might support 
an escape. We came back from yet another trip. Once again I wanted her to stay over. She had made a 
phone call from a public pay phone and told me that she had to attend to an urgent family situation. A day 
later I was arrested in the morning by agents of the Secret Service. Now I know why she didn’t want to stay. 
 
During the first full day of interrogations I was told in detail where I was during the past months, what I had 
been talking about to others, even what I ate. It was part of the psychological games. 
 
I said: “No, I have never talked to xx about this Western contact.” 
Interrogation officer: “Oh really? Do you remember that time at the highway stop? I think you had tomato 
soup in the restaurant, while you were talking to xx. Isn’t that right?” 
I am stunned. “I am not even sure when I last saw xx .” 
Interrogation officer: “Oh, I can tell you. A week ago you were in this hotel in Poland. Didn’t you meet xx 
there? Was this now before or after you dropped off the letter to zz in West Germany?” 
How could they know all that? How was that even possible? 
 
It took me until after the reunification of the two Germany’s to figure out: Wait a minute, anyone as 
involved as this young woman was had one of two options. Either she would have been used as witness, or 
she would have been in jail. There was no other way, no third option. 
 
Years later I talked to a former employee of the Chinese embassy in East Berlin now living in Holland, who 
suffered many years in an East German Secret Service prison for allegedly having helped families escape into 
West Berlin. He was the first who told me that besides the male Romeo spies targeting for example single 
women in West German government positions, that there were also a lot of Juliet spies who had targeted 
their male victims. 
 
Then it all started to make sense. This young woman was the constant. There are few things in today’s world 
you can’t find online. She is one. There is virtually no trace of her anywhere. 
 
Part 2 
 
Remember when I got deadly ill in West Berlin in the early ‘90s, the story I wrote about in the chapter 
“Surviving Murder and Doppelgängers”? 
 
Well, it was shortly after I had contacted this old friend from East Berlin. The one, who also had been a 
political prisoner. The one whose name and birth date I found later in the Stasi officers list. The one who was 
still being paid in 1988 and 1989 by the secret service, while he was already traveling the world, living in West 
Berlin? 
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He was surprised when I called him. Looking back, knowing what I know now, he was surprised as to why I 
am still alive. Maybe the Doppelgänger with my name, my birthdate, my birth city had entered West 
Germany for a reason. Maybe I was not supposed to even arrive there, in freedom. 
 
Days after I talked to him on the phone I met this young woman at work in West Berlin. Yeah, yeah, … I 
know. She had just started her job. It all happened quickly. She had a key to my apartment. But she didn’t 
want me to know where she lived. Supposedly she was still living with a guy, a loser, from whom she wanted 
to separate soon. That was fine with me. The loser loses. She made a lot of guys’ heads turn whenever we 
went out. 
 
Remember, she had the keys to my place. She got me some new shampoo. Then I got violently sick, it took 
weeks. 
When my life stabilized again, I found out that she had quit her job during the week I got sick. I never saw 
her again. Never heard about her again. 
 
Was she Juliet #2? 
 
Highly likely, unless I am living in some cosmic joke bubble. 
 
Was it the long arm of a special department of the secret service? An entity that was working long after the 
Wall fell, the borders opened, after the reunification of Germany? 
 
After that, I lost the lease on my Kung Fu school. The bank closed one of my accounts, which created a 
financial rollercoaster, typically downwards. 
A certain family contact implied that ‘they” will not stop until my career has been destroyed, or life, 
whichever comes first. 
 
I had no choice. I literally had to flee to Canada. 
 
Why Vancouver? Why Canada? In prison I was one day standing together with a whole bunch of political 
prisoners. We were watching out, to not cause one of the guards to lash out at us. We were watching out to 
not run into trouble with any of the criminals. 
Maybe a member of the diplomatic community, maybe a citizen of the Western World, many of which filled 
East German prisons, one of them must have left this book which remained in the prison library. It was a 
travel guide through Canada. Anybody who has ever been to Vancouver, knows the skyline of downtown as 
seen from North Vancouver. We were all looking at this photo in the book. If you have been to New York, 
you also know that Vancouver’s skyline is really not the same. For us it was. Vancouver near the Rocky 
Mountains. Ultimate space. Ultimate freedom. 
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It became everybody’s secret dream to escape to Vancouver. To my knowledge I am the only one of this 
group who did it. 
 
Maybe it saved my life. 
 
We cannot live our life distrusting others. We can’t take it for too long, to see the enemy in everyone else. We 
have to trust again. We have to work through it, one life lesson at a time. 
Let your disappointments make you stronger. Take control. 
 
 
 
Tragic Revenge 
 
Let’s call him George. George had become one of my early Kung Fu students in the mid-1980s. I still have 
photos with him. 
He was the proud owner of a seaman’s passport. Worth more than money or anything for an East German 
citizen. It meant that you had made it through the extensive security clearances and were allowed to travel 
the oceans of the world. See the mysterious Far East, visit exotic Africa, make it all the way to the Americas. 
He seemed happy at home. His wife had a child from a previous relationship. We often got together. We 
went out, had drinks and shared. Every now and then it happened that one of his friends lost the privilege to 
travel the real world, outside of the borders of our little country. One just never knew why it happened. Had 
he talked to the wrong person? Made a joke about not returning home? Maybe he had not behaved 
properly in a foreign port as representative of this workers’ and farmers’ state, the German Democratic 
Republic. Impossible to find out. 
 
Little or nothing did we know or assume about the degree of infiltration by informants for the Secret Service 
in every circle of friends. Nothing did we know about psychological warfare. The targeted spreading of 
rumours about you and others. The slow poisoning of relationships, the organized destruction of trust. A word 
here, an account of false information there. 
 
A “Have you heard what she/he did? Can you believe it?!”, 
or “Listen to what I found out by accident! Just don’t tell anyone else!” 
 
George’s wife talked to my mother as well, saying: “Sometimes I wonder about all the women he had. The 
talk is going around. He has destroyed more than one good marriage.” and then “Oops, I didn’t mean to 
gossip …, geez this wine really got to me. I am so sorry to have blurted this out without thinking!” 
Yeah, right! 
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Then the Wall fell and Germany was reunited. Through the now open personal files of the former Secret 
Service, George and many others found out about the source of the loss of travel privileges that had 
destroyed careers. Some found the common factor that had soured or ruined relationships and shattered 
trust. 
 
The one common factor was George’s wife. She had spread the rumours. Written reports for the secret service, 
delivering better ammunition for the psychologists to work out ever better strategies to destroy people’s 
reputations. 
 
George couldn’t face his friends. The ones he had spent nights with, drank with, shed manly tears about the 
sudden end of careers, about being marked for life as an enemy of the state. 
 
He couldn’t talk to them. 
 
George saw only the end of the line, not a way out. He had a new apartment. He put his former wife’s child 
to bed. He turned on all burners of the gas stove. No matches. He lied down. Both fell asleep. 
 
… the ultimate, the tragic revenge. 
 
Some stories stand alone. No moral. 
 
Live better. Be kind. Think about your words, your actions. 
Be aware of what happens to civil liberties under the guise of national security in your country. 
 
 
 
Crossroads - Serving a King or going to Canada? 
 
You just read about the illustrious round of political prisoners, all standing around a book about Canada and 
dreaming about freedom. 
 
Through my work as a Wing Tsun Kung Fu instructor I had met the owner of a rather large private security 
company. Let’s call him Karl. Long ago, he used to be a police man in West Berlin. Karl drove then the only 
or one of the few American stretch limos in West Berlin. I was many times invited to his amazing home. On 
the walls I could read on photos the comments from Queen Elizabeth, other heads of state, German 
chancellors and presidents, all of whom were very thankful for his protection services. The Queen liked her 
German boys with the big guns. 
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On several occasions, he supervised the protective detail around a certain King from the Arab world, his 
family, his many relatives, his many wives. 
I saw a couple of photos from stables under the desert, filled with hundreds of the most valuable Arabian 
horses. Underground installations that appeared to be as large as banquet rooms. One for suits, socks, shirts 
and shoes, thousands of them. One for watches, jewels. One for cars and motorcycles. 
Reminds me of my basement, not. 
 
Karl told me about one private visit of the royal family in Hamburg. During several jewellery shop viewings, 
the brother of the King and other family members bought jewellery for many millions of dollars. 
 
The visit came to an end; the royal family had a whole floor in the hotel in Hamburg. The floor below was 
kept empty and sealed for security reasons. Paying for a whole hotel floor of empty rooms and suites, it still 
was only change. The King was in a good mood and every main bodyguard received as a bonus the keys to 
a new Mercedes convertible. 
 
Now Karl had started to talk to me about one of the wishes of the King. He needed an instructor for the 
palace guards. They ultimately had to be able to protect while giving their lives for the King and his family. 
The King’s wealth was around that time estimated in excess of 20 billion US$. 
 
I was thinking about what kind of life this would be for me, having to live in the palace, being expected to 
physically punish guards who do not train at 100%. 
On one side it sounded like a fairy tale or one of the fables out of “One Thousand and One Nights”, on the 
other hand I thought that I shouldn’t really go for a few more meetings with death in a country that follows 
very different laws. 
 
Only a year later the King suffered a stroke and shortly after delegated most duties to the Crown Prince. 
Who knows how well I would have dealt with palace intrigues.  
 
As exciting as the prospect still sounds today, I needed some peace and safety. I feared for my life in 
Germany. I chose Canada. 
 
Often we have to make decisions. It is (luckily) impossible to look into the future. There is usually no way of 
knowing how the choices we make will turn out. 
 
The important point is to make choices. Welcome change. Make decisions. They will all be part of the sum of 
your life experiences. 
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They can be right or turn out to be wrong. More and more I hear from people past a certain age who tell me 
that they only regret the choices they did not choose, the decisions that were not made. People eventually 
only despise not having made certain experiences. 
The good and the bad. It’s what makes us unique. If you don’t fail, you haven’t tried a lot. 
 
Wonder! Be curious! What if you … 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Prison yard in Cottbus. In 1989 I stood there with other political prisoners. We looked at a 
unusual book, a travel book about Canada. It was likely left by a ‘transporter’, a West 
German citizen, who tried to smuggle an east German into the free world. Maybe he was 
also looking at one of the last free countries in the world. 
The silhouette of Vancouver got carved into my brain as the refuge for my survival. 
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Henriette’s tough Journey from a very bad Experience back to Life 
 
Now we want to leave the world of Cold War, Spies and Kings. As you remember, I use my stories to teach 
more than just Kung Fu, to tell about life, its risks, its rewards, to share some of my unique experiences. 
 
But often enough I have been blown away by the powerful stories that came from the students themselves. 
 
I will call her Henriette. She told me to share her story, in the hopes that it will one day help other women. 
 
She joined one of my Wing Tsun Kung Fu schools in East Berlin in 1992. I have a habit of asking my students 
after particular exercises, after class about their thoughts, comments, questions they might have. 
 
When I asked Henriette, the only answer I got was: “No.” or “Nothing.” 
 
Okay, everybody is different. There are many people who are not very outgoing. Stuck in a shell for many 
reasons. 
 
I have always enjoyed teaching with a bit, or even a lot of humour. Hey, life is already serious enough. 
Prospects coming to my classes I always tell that our business and family lives are often already stressful 
enough. So, when we choose a hobby, might it be Wing Tsun Kung Fu, then we want to enjoy it, be happy 
about the challenges we learn to master. 
 
When I joked near Henriette, nothing. I thought already that she is incapable of cracking a smile. Well, you 
never know what goes on in another person’s life. 
 
I tried to give her some more personal attention. Explaining an exercise a different way. Watching which 
partners she trained with. Nothing, not even empty small talk. 
 
Henriette came, trained and left. Every week. That was it. 
One day she came early to class. She was greeting everybody, addressed others by their names. So, she did 
pay attention. 
Henriette smiled! She was happy. 
With any other person I might have asked if they won the lottery. With Henriette I wasn’t sure what to 
expect. 
 
Eventually she told me her story. That day she had come out of the supermarket. She put the groceries in the 
trunk and was just about to open the car door. At that moment she felt a hand on her shoulder. She turned 
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around, for fractions of a second as she described it, she saw the dirty face of the drunk, smelled the alcohol, 
felt him about to touch her more. 
 
What she had learned in class, the scenarios we had been through so many times; she started to punch him 
with a firework of nonstop punches, he had to let go immediately, he fell down. 
 
She couldn’t really remember how she turned around, got into the car, got the key into the ignition and 
drove off. She just remembered that she was screaming while driving. 
 
She remembered stopping the car somewhere, parking, and crying for a long, long time. She said that it was 
a good cry, a liberating cry. The end of a long time of suffering. Years earlier she had been raped, didn’t get 
the attention she needed at the police, no justice. 
 
That experience now, outside the supermarket, she had set herself free. Those were her words. 
 
She won back her life. She had taken back the reigns. 
 
 
 
Thinking Positive saves the Day? 
 
Yes, I have books and CDs by Anthony Robbins. I like many ideas behind his early works. I felt very honoured 
and even surprised when a well-known and reputable TV journalist watched my classes and called me “The 
Anthony Robbins of Self-Defense Instruction”. He told me what a pleasure it was to see someone work so full 
of enthusiasm, highly motivated, teaching animated. We all need every now and then a pat on the shoulder. 
It feels good. 
 
I just don’t like, in fact I very much dislike the hyped idea that thinking positive alone will get you everything. 
“The Secret.” 
 
No, in my opinion it is the sum of actions taken, or inactions, the sum of our good and bad experiences that 
will get us from A to B. 
 
Not thinking positive with a silly grin on the face. 
 
I know that this might not sit well with some people. But then again, I am not here to please everybody. 
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I have learned that the conclusions stemming from our experiences lead to decisions which generate an 
outcome. Then we adjust if needed. 
 
What are your life stories? What experiences did you learn from? How could your experiences help others? 
 
 
 
Loss of a Child 
 
Sometimes it is all positive. All happy. We were expecting our first child. All the expectations. Trying to 
imagine how it will change our lives. How will we cope? Will we be good parents? 
 
Questions over questions. 
 
But the clock is ticking. The months go by. You try to get everything, including yourself, ready for the big day. 
 
How was it in the olden days? Fathers came to the hospital, once the child is born. Fathers are happy, drunk, 
hand out cigars, leave some flowers, tell the mother that she did a great job and leave again for another 
round at the pub. 
 
Well, now it was different. We went to all kinds of preparing courses. The father has to breathe like the 
woman giving birth; the father has to walk like his pregnant wife or girlfriend. 
 
Then the day comes. Just thinking about it makes you break out in sweat. Yet you are also very excited 
about the unknown. 
It began, labour started, through the night, into the next day. I heard screams from other delivery rooms. 
Screams that make your blood curdle. 
 
Then the moment came. The doctor said: “Do you want to look?” I replied: “No, thank you!” There should be 
some mystery left. There he was, our baby boy. … but I instantly knew, somewhere deep down in my bones, I 
don’t know how. I knew something was wrong. 
Very quickly other doctors were there. The room swarmed with nurses. Some kind of portable station was 
brought in. I can’t remember. 
 
A lot is now fragments of memories. Sitting at night somewhere in the hospital in an empty hallway. During 
the day absent in the corner of the cafeteria. Walking the hallways. Watching regular life resume for others. 
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We were confronted by doctor teams. Do you want to make this decision or that? Our son Duncan Connor 
had been moved to a special neonatal intensive care unit. 
 
I was sitting there, holding him, thinking positive, thinking positive. Day and night. The power of thought. A 
crapload of good that did. 
 
We were moved to a family room, a special good bye room. 
 
Our firstborn son lived seven days and seven nights. Until this last moment. The moment of the last audible 
breath. No more. Silence. 
 
We left eventually. 
 
In the months that followed, we bought an espresso machine, it broke. We bought a fancy expensive juicer, 
trying to live healthy, taking care of ourselves, it broke. We got another, it stopped working. We got a new 
car, two large café lattes fell over and messed up the air conditioning. And more of the same kept 
happening. 
 
OK, last resort. After a lot of research we got a puppy. A German Shepherd. Hunter was his name. Yeah, 
back to life. Back in the saddle. Within 24 hours, we noticed that there was something seriously wrong. 
Expensive vet appointment. Diagnosis: he either had his back broken after birth or some rare cancer. 
I am not even talking about the ordeal of bringing the dog back. Afterwards we found out that the owner 
was known to other breeders. Just nobody had said anything. 
 
The end of a horrible string of bad luck? 
 
Three or more miscarriages later and two high risk pregnancies later, we now have two healthy children. 
 
There are times when life throws everything at you. Runs you over like a truck. Back then I would have 
taken out the person who says: “You will forget. It will get better.”  
 
You never really forget. But it will get better. There is really no choice. Sometimes you need to go forward. 
Work through it. Nothing else. 
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Lost 
 
 
we are all born good 
into a good world 
happy in this piece of paradise 
until one day we have to leave 
some leave slow and uneventful 
hardly notice the world change 
others leave sudden 
painful goodbyes 
echoes be heard forever 
sounds and images, smells 
we never forget 
from our time in paradise 
now we long to go back 
knowing that it's lost forever 
how safe it was 
back then 
when a good day was simply a good day 
now today, we would like to laugh 
laugh as we did before 
like to have a good time 
as we did before 
just have a drink and enjoy the moment 
as we did before 
without the memories 
without the knowledge of now. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I wrote this within one minute on Friday, October 10th, 2008 at 2:16 am 
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Just one more Thing … and the lost P 
 
When we don’t know where to go, what to do, we like to look at others. As if other people’s lives are perfect. 
We like to see what others accomplished, the success they have. 
 
We want it too! Sometimes we ask, why not me? What else do I have to do? 
 
Beware what you wish for. 
 
A very young man, a student told me a few days ago that he wants to be just like me. I half-jokingly asked, 
what, with all the good and the bad? He replied, yes of course. You are so good; your Kung Fu skills are so 
amazing, I read about the books you published, I saw you on YouTube in the movie trailer, WOW! 
 
Maybe I had a bad day. So, I started. You really want to be like me, eh? With all the good and the bad 
aspects? 
 
Hmm, at 24 I was unjustly arrested, interrogated for ten months by an inhuman secret service and spent five 
more months in a big prison. At 25 I lost everything, all my belongings gone, I owned a suitcase and a plastic 
bag, started new again from scratch, barely survived a murder attempt by a rogue former secret service 
unit, had to flee the country, found out that two women severely cheated me, one of them likely having 
been an instrument to kill me, the first got me in jail, I saw my firstborn son die after seven days and nights, 
on the eve of one of my biggest achievements, seeing myself in a movie, on that eve I injured my leg so 
badly, that my whole career began to shake, my very livelihood, what my existence depends on. 
 
So, you still want to be like me? Experience it all? 
 
Was I being too hard on him? Maybe. Probably. 
 
You can only grow through your own experiences. The stories might help on the way. You can only hope that 
they will help and that they will contribute to shape your decisions. 
 
In 2000 I met with an insurance professional in Germany. It was after the loss of our first son, miscarriages 
and a first high risk pregnancy. 
I saw his life. He had a healthy child. He had a great brand new German car. He owned a house in a fancy 
part of Potsdam near Berlin. He made a good living. 
 
I wished to have his life. Remember what I wrote initially in this chapter? - Beware what you wish for. 
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Two years later I emailed him, no answer. His business was taken over by someone else. I found his name in 
an online police report. He was reported missing, due to previous experiences based on his mental state, the 
possibility of suicide was assumed. He was eventually found, alive. Due to his battle with depression, trying to 
take his own life, his marriage ended, he lost the house; he started over somewhere in an entry level office 
job. 
Beware what you wish for. 
 
The birth of polar bear Knut in the Berlin Zoo in 2006 became a very public affair that found international 
attention. Thomas, the zoo keeper who raised Knut, became a celebrity, found fame. He was honoured for 
his work, received prizes, even turned down some big national awards. At the age of 44 in 2008 he suddenly 
died of a heart attack, after having been diagnosed with cancer. 
The papers wrote: “Everybody wanted to be like him. …” 
Knut, the polar bear unexpectedly died at the age of four in 2011. 
 
Having told you about the Stasi, East Germany, the Cold War, many have seen in English-speaking countries 
the movie “The Lives of Others” It even ran on Netflix for a while. I also found it years ago on the shelves of 
DVD stores in Canada. The movie received a lot of international attention, including an Oscar. 
 
It stars the East German actor Ulrich Mühe as a Stasi Captain. He was seriously ill at the ceremony in Los 
Angeles in February 2007 when the movie was awarded its Oscar, and he flew back to Germany hours later 
for an urgent stomach operation. In a news article dated July 21st 2007, Ulrich Mühe discussed his diagnosis of 
stomach cancer which had put his acting career on hold. He died the following day. 
 
This was the year when the East German actor had received offers from Hollywood. The big break! The 
future international career. 
You never know. Beware what you wish for. 
 
Build your own life. Create your own success! Don’t try to be someone else. Find out what you are good at. 
Make it happen. Do something with your talents. 
Be yourself! 
 
The lost P! 
Yes, it takes the 3 Ps (Persistence. Perseverance. Patience) that you read about in Alfred’s story to find your 
way in life. But there is one other component, one P still missing. The lost P, which I have often experienced 
and observed in others, the one that makes all the difference in the world. 
Your PASSION. 
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Passion for what you do, for what you want to accomplish, is the driving force, the life force of all of your 
enterprises. If you are passionate about what you do, then you will overcome the setbacks, the 
disappointments and the failures. 
Passion is what keeps it all together, the glue of your very existence. If you now can share it with the right 
people on your side, then call yourself happy! 
 
 
 
Self-employed and endless patience 
 
It doesn’t matter where you live. Being self-employed is always a profession, inside which you hold a 
minimum of 10, 12 different jobs. 
One of them is selling yourself. Typically you are the product, you are the service. If you don’t sell yourself, 
nothing is going to happen, nobody will buy you and you won’t be able to pay your bills. 
Long before the Internet, before social media, you needed to attract the attention of a journalist to get a 
piece into the newspaper, even better a magazine article. 
My very first press-cutting is from 1980, still in East Germany, an article about my work as 16-year old Junior 
DJ. For the younger audience, a DJ was a disc jockey, or in plain East German bureaucracy terms a record-
playing entertainer. 
I even won an all-expenses paid trip to the Soviet Union. 
 
I lived in a city of about 250,000 people. In 1986 I organized the first Asian evening in a hotel. That was a 
huge thing. Organizing special food items. Having a dozen cooks work for several days. Instruct a whole 
team of waitresses how to serve. The interior was decorated with my own collection of Chinese and Japanese 
lamps, wall hangings, sculptures and more. It was a big success. 
I had even visited the Chinese embassy in East Berlin. They ended up giving me as gifts several records of 
Chinese music. Even a few Kung Fu books from their library. With a friend I prepared and we demonstrated 
Japanese Karate and Chinese Wing Tsun Kung Fu. An event that was for a long time the talk in town. Since 
the journalist got sick, I even wrote the article, and it was published in 1986. 
The development of the event idea and preparations took months. 
 
Having found inspiration in Hungary in an actually very healthy type of hamburger in 1987, I wanted to 
open up a burger place. The bureaucracy in a country where almost everything was owned by the people, 
made it impossible. Personal initiative was not very well liked. At the very same location is today a Burger 
King. Talk about cosmic jokes. 
 
The Mollie is a narrow-gauge steam-powered railway in Mecklenburg. A very exciting train that also goes 
through narrow streets of cities. In 1987 I discovered the wreck of the former restaurant wagon. I found 
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companies who would have restored it, developed a menu, argued with bureaucrats. I was told if I became a 
member of the communist party, there might be a way. 
Another big project that didn’t go anywhere. 
 
Follow your passion, and go broke. 
 
As you read before, after having lived and worked in the North of West Germany and in beautiful 
Switzerland, I had moved the West Berlin. Later in 1991 I thought: “That’s it!” It was my dream to teach Wing 
Tsun Kung Fu since the mid-1980s. So, by the end of 1991 I quit my day job. 
I started teaching full time on January 1st, 1992. By the end of the month I was broke. Great! Good planning! 
 
At that time a formerly serious well-researched newspaper began to turn tabloid. They visited my school. An 
article was published. Even today I still think, and it’s not just me who thinks that this was one of the most 
horrible interviews ever; the style in which it was written, the tabloid style and choice of words. It was bad, 
really bad. 
 
But my phone started ringing and didn’t stop for over a week. Thirty to forty messages a day. People ripped 
the contracts out of my hands. They wanted to pay. 
 
I got lucky. I was saved. It was that time. East Berliners were afraid of the crime, drugs, prostitution that 
appeared to come in from the West. Everybody wanted self-defense courses. 
 
Keep working hard. Make your own luck. Do not despair. 
 
 
 
Don’t worry, be happy! 
 
The song "Don't Worry, Be Happy" by Bobby McFerrin was released in September 1988. Interesting side note, 
it became the first a cappella song to reach number one on the Billboard Hot 100 chart. 
 
In the fall of 1988, I shared the cell with another political prisoner, who at that time was already imprisoned 
for almost a year. He was close to losing it. That was the reason why he was allowed to have a simple radio 
in the cell, set for one local station. 
 
That is how it came that I had the pleasure to hear this new song in a very bizarre environment. 
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It became a way of thinking. Sometimes on the way from or to the interrogation, I was singing this song in 
my head. It made me grin. For prolonged times. It was comical, somewhat unreal, surreal. Yet also strangely 
soothing. 
The guards were probably recommending that I be committed to a mental institution. 
 
But then again the guards were used to a lot. I recall one dark night. Remember, we could never see any of 
the other prisoners. You could just feel all the unhappy souls, held in little cells with no windows on three 
floors. That night someone was crying. The kind of crying, sobbing, hopelessness that makes your hair stand 
up. You knew, the Secret Service intrigues had destroyed a life, or a family. Then it appeared as if someone 
was banging their head against the wall. A cell door opened. Now we heard the sound of a body being 
dragged through the hallway. We overheard a guard saying: “First he plays Tarzan, now I have to clean up 
this mess.” 
 
We were still for a few days. 
 
All those stories you have read in this book will hopefully tell you one thing. That you can get past any 
obstacle. You will recover from any setback. Your mind will come back from misery. 
 
Somebody just asked me; what if my leg won’t recover and I have difficulties teaching in my main profession, 
where or how will I make money? 
 
Well, there will be a way! And maybe, just maybe I should finally take up those singing lesson, which I have in 
the back of my mind for many years now. 
 
Don’t worry; there will always be something new. 
 
Dream it. Find you passion. Follow it. Live it. 
 
Don’t worry, be happy! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Once I started, I could not stop turning the pages. Some interesting insights into how 
the secret service worked. Most people in the West have no idea what went on in East 
Germany before the fall of the Berlin Wall. This book opens that door, and gives you 
a glimpse from a personal point of view. It is important to not forget the lessons of the 
past, otherwise it is easy to repeat them. Certain aspects of Ralph Haenel's life sounds 
like a film - albeit a dark one in places. Thoroughly recommended. 

book review by John D 
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Thursday, November 9th, 1989 
„Friede, Freude, Eierkuchen“ … or not? 
 
I am pressing my forehead against the cold iron bars in one of our cell windows. Over the months we have 
been up to 28 political and criminal prisoners in one cell, barely 40 square meters with one toilet. I am 
looking at the high prison wall, topped with layers of broken glass, barbed wire. I hear the dogs barking. I 
have to look at the lit-up guard tower at the far corner. Apartments and somewhere a newspaper building 
on the outside, so we have been told by criminals who live in town. The whole setup strangely reminiscent of 
the equally impenetrable Berlin Wall. 
 
From a large prison, East Germany surrounded by the Iron Curtain, into a small one. A miniature society. Red 
Terror, called RT, one of the infamously brutal prison guards, never tires to tell us, the scum who wants to 
leave the workers and farmers paradise on earth: “My wife is ugly! But she is a communist.” 
More than 200 guards are “protecting” us. This tiny little country has over 200 prisons. 
 
It is late afternoon. We just got up. The guards had hammered with their keys against the doors. Soon there 
will be count. We are supposed to get ready for the night shift. We will have to see if there will be enough 
parts to resume work. Some shifts didn’t happen recently. No parts were delivered into the prison for us to do 
our cheap slave labour. A miserly hundred bucks or less a month for dangerous three-shift work around the 
clock. Some have lost over the year’s fingers or hands while working on these ancient Russian punching 
machines, cutters hammering down with the weight of several tons. Let alone the mind-numbing noise. I 
think I have already lost part of my hearing. 
Well, better than working in the surface treatment of furniture, another factory in the same prison. Although, 
they do get a free quarter liter of milk per day. The downside, it’s to wash down the chemical dust they have 
to inhale each shift for over 8 hours. 
 
Out of the cells, down the staircases, marching outside in perfect military order to the dinner hall. I guess I can 
be proud of having yellow stripes on my uniform, the old army uniforms we are all wearing. No stripes mean 
you have a sentence of less than 2 years. You can do that, sitting on one butt cheek. I am trying to resist 
adapting to the primitive prison slang and thinking. Trying to think of the outside world. 
Is it will power or foolishness to remain positive? 
 
Prior to having my life destroyed by the secret service, I have worked for many years in the hotel industry. I 
am used to eating gourmet meals in five-star hotels. I like to eat good, try out fancy restaurants. Only 
describing what I have to eat these past months would be enough to turn most people’s stomach. It is so 
difficult to find out which potatoes are moldy under the liquid starch that is supposed to be sauce. Still can’t 
get used to the wiggly lumps of pure fat that stand in for the meat ration. The old seasoned criminals say 
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that the soldiers at the end of World War 2 had it worse. Na, still doesn’t do it. Still choking and feel like 
throwing up. 
 
Tonight, I remember the day in August, when we didn’t get any food. Lockdown in Cottbus, one of the secret 
service controlled prisons in the German Democratic Republic. After the incident we heard from the criminals 
that someone had written on a wall in the dining room: “Hungary, and what happens to us?” As the floating 
rumours told us, Hungary started to open the borders and many East German tourists escaped peacefully 
into Austria, continuing to flee from there into West Germany. Starting that day more than 13.000 refugees 
used this escape route. 
An estimated 220.000 citizens will flee the country this year, before the Wall opens. 
 
By the way, it is November 9th, 1989. Just a regular day. It’s actually evening already. No important date. 
Fifteen months in prison and counting. Fifteen months apart from my former life. The ‘total damage’, the 
sentence is four years. This time is spent in the twilight zone, before my next life starts. A countdown towards 
the unknown. 
 
By now I am somewhat used to the two layers of life in prison. The criminals, bank robbery, theft, 
aggravated assault, attempted murder and worse, these are the humans. On the other side us. We are the 
political prisoners, not worthy, not human. Daring to want to immigrate to the dark side of the world. The 
inferior and according to Karl Marx lawfully dying capitalism. 
The elbow society where we will be jobless, living in the streets, ending up as druggies or if we are lucky only 
as drunks. 
 
We have been told that our worldview has been blinded by TV commercials from the West, by the shopping 
windows which we only know from movies. 
How can one have a worldview if you can’t see the world? 
 
It’s maybe around 10pm. We have been sent back into the cells, locked away. No work tonight. The guard 
dogs had no muzzles. The guards had their guns pointed at us. Unrest in the air, as we will say later. A wind 
of change blows. Right now only life blows. Majorly. 
 
What is happening in this country? The East German government praised during the summer the Chinese 
solution. Then, earlier this Fall, following the 40th birthday of the German Democratic Republic, the prison 
gates started to open during the night. Police and military trucks entered the grounds. A strange short term 
peace between political prisoners and criminals had formed. I wouldn’t really call it a bond. It’s more of a last 
hug on a sinking ship. They were telling us that the interrogation jail started to fill up, the attic, the 
basement, even the hallways. Crying old people, young people, even teenagers, followers of newly formed 
environmental organizations, church groups. This has never happened before. 
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There were supposedly demonstrations in the streets, tens of thousands of people in some cities. Clashes with 
the police. The old guard of politicians quiet, decision-less, cooped up in their little protected government 
compound outside of East Berlin. 
 
Will we have an East German version of the Chinese solution? At that time we didn’t know, couldn’t have 
possibly known that new concentration camps for the Day X were already prepared. Long lists of regime 
opponents, critics, people to be arrested. Just as the take-over of West Berlin was prepared. The goal for the 
East German people’s army, a supposed peace army, that was in reality an attack army, ready to invade 
West Germany, to be in 24 hours at the French border. All those plans were during that night still secure in 
the safes of the almighty secret service and the Politburo.  
 
I have met in the ‘big house’ in Cottbus again my buddy, the man with the rope, who had started to cry over 
some green leaves in the secret service interrogation jail. Months ago, we had shared another more 
frightening experience. We, the two cell mates who never saw another prisoner in the high security pretrial 
prison were called for the weekly short shower. A big white room, almost fully tiled walls, many long pipes 
leading to little shower heads, little peepholes in the walls for the guards. We were waiting for the water to 
be turned on. The pipes were creaking. No water. That very day at the time seemed off. We hadn’t heard 
any other prisoners. Were they all gone? Were we the last ones? We kind of joked about how maybe they 
were getting rid of us. Enough precedents in German history. A few minutes later it wasn’t so funny. We had 
ben told often enough in history class in school, how the shower pipes in the Nazi concentration camps 
delivered the poisonous gas. 
 
Were now all the others rounded up? Communist propaganda talked about the counter revolution, criminal 
elements guided by Western forces. Not even us thought of it as the people simply having had enough, the 
stagnation of society, told by all the communist governments in Eastern Europe that there will be a reward in 
the future, a better life in h future. The future had passed. Life in the Eastern block had turned into a grey 
yesterday with no promise of colour ahead. Any individualism dead or choked to death. 
The ideas were dead. The night of November 9th, 1989 was young. We, the political prisoners is East 
Germany were clueless. 
 
A scene in the hallway. The criminals often get rewarded and can watch TV in the hallway. East German TV 
seems recently have started to produce youth oriented talk shows showing music videos. Lambada from 
Kaona is on, pure torture in an all-men prison, in an atmosphere already loaded with aggression, violence. 
 
It is now November 10th, we moved into the factory halls within the prison. One of the engineers, supervising 
the work for the camera company, he was laughing. He asked us if we could guess where he was last night, 
in the night from November 9th to November 10th? Why he almost didn’t come into work? 
He was in West Berlin, strolling through the streets, flattening his nose on the shopping windows of the enemy. 
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Friede, Freude, Eierkuchen 
 
For most people the Berlin Wall opened, people were standing on it celebrating, drinking champagne, 
communism ended. Friede, Freude, Eierkuchen. A German saying that means “everything is fine” but 
translates literally as "Peace, Happiness, Pancakes." It can have ironic undertones. 
At the start of prime-time news shows or trailers for political shows you see flashes of 9/11, people standing on 
the Berlin Wall and moving pictures of other historical world events. 
But then, on November 9th, 1989, the prisons were still full of political prisoners. The Stasi, the East German 
secret service was stunned, yet still fully operational. Arrests were still made. Secret observations were 
ongoing. Hundreds of people who first crossed the border points that night, had their personal ID documents 
stamped over the photo by the border guards, by law making the ID’s invalid. Many thought, for the next 
weeks even, that it will all turn around. That once the temporary border openings had relieved the political 
pressure, when the “trouble makers” had left for the West, that the borders will be closed again. 
 
Nothing was sure on November 9th, 1989. Problems weren’t solved. The government was simply not 
operational. The border guards called the secret service, the army, the party. Nobody answered. Everybody 
waited for answers from above, from the party leaders. They were ignoring reality. 
 
The mysterious note read during the infamous press conference by Gunter Schabowski started to unravel the 
communist empire. Chaos due to inactivity. 
 
For us political prisoners the night of November 9th was chaos, uncertainty, unfair. Thousands had crossed 
the borders, an act for which many of us had been imprisoned for. Our act was thinking about it, planning it 
and only in few cases actual attempts. We were victims of a regime that severely sentenced its citizens for 
mere thoughts.  
 
You want the world? You go to jail! 
 
You have individual plans apart from the herd? We will watch you! 
 
You act out? We will take you down! 
 
None of it had changed on November 9th, 1989. As always, the photos and videos tell a different, an official 
convenient story. A feel-good story. 
 
Months later too many holes were in the Wall. Too many new border crossings. People found their ways, like 
ants. It could not be reversed anymore. For the time being … 
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But the secret service was still active. Some structures, financial and organizational structures of certain 
departments are still alive, even today. But that’s another story for another time. 
 
There are times that may throw chaos at you, feel like a never-ending lineup of days, drowning you in 
despair and depression. Yet years later you will tell stories, remember that time when the world changed and 
ended as a marker in the history books. I remember the night that became known as the night the Cold War 
ended. As I also remember where I was, when Elvis Presley died. He died on August 16, 1977. I was arrested on 
August 16, 1988. 
 
I remember the December morning in 1980 when we heard about John Lennon having been shot dead. 
When the first war was shown live on TV, 1991 on CCN. I remember in the 70's how we gave our milk money 
to support the school children of Chile under Salvador Allende, until Pinochet’s rule via military junta started 
in 1973. Seeing in the first half of the 70’s the recovering freedom fighters from Vietnam in our city, until they 
were shipped back home to resume the fight against the imperialist pigs, as we were told. 
 
The first time I saw as a kid Fidel Castro. It was 1972, he waved hello to me out of his Tschaika (Russian luxury 
limousine, Чайка). The first German cosmonaut in space, an East German. The country was almost collapsing 
in pride. I shook Sigmund Jähn’s hand while he visited my home town. 
 
You never know when you partake in a little part of history. Be amazed by it, remember and tell the real 
stories, your personal stories. 
 
Think it will never happen for you? There is a long time between now and never. 
 
Live. Tell your stories. Be adventurous. 
 

    The End. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I'll be honest. This book made me very emotional. This book is honest and from the 
heart. It's one of the most touching works I've ever read because it expressed in simple 
terms Sifu Haenel's journey, the almost unimaginable hardships he faced, how they 
have shaped him and how he pulled through. Highly recommended. 

book review by Pablo Tenret 
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Bio 
Changing lives, one punch at a time. 

 
Ralph Haenel, 
learning and teaching 
Wing Tsun Kung Fu since 1984. 

 
 
 
Ralph Haenel, German-born self-defense expert and author, looks back at over 37 years of martial arts 
training. He started his studies in Judo in 1977, followed by Japanese Jiu-Jitsu and Karate. In 2014 now he is 
celebrating the 30th anniversary of learning and teaching Wing Tsun Kung Fu. 
For well over two decades, his life is committed to teaching Wing Tsun full time. Benefit from his experience 
of having learned in the worldwide largest professional Kung Fu organization. For 16 years Ralph was 
educated by expert WingTsun masters whose previous careers spanned from professional boxing to full 
contact champions to military combat instructors. 
More than 10 years were invested into the development of his teaching and learning method named 
"WingTsun-CoreConcepts," which generated a series of special topic seminars. 
 

Ralph Haenel is General Conrad Matheus in QUANTUM SHOCK, the sci-fi - action - kung fu movie. 
Available now on Blu-Ray and DVD, the movie saw its big screen premiere on July 13th, 2014 in Victoria, the 
capital of British Columbia, Canada. 
 

As an author and publisher, Ralph has produced magazines and books about self-defense and fitness, as well 
as a German and an English cookbook, preserving delicious family recipes. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
My mugshot as political prisoner of the East German Stasi (secret service) 
 
Remember: Persistence. Perseverance. Patience. … and PASSION! 
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Your Book Review 
 
Read them all in one place on the book’s website 
http://reviews.ralphhaenel.com  
 
Thank you for the many book reviews. I very much appreciate your feedback. 
If you didn’t have a chance yet, I would be very happy to hear about your thoughts. Please consider one of 
the following two links below, to leave your book review. 
Thank you for taking the time! 
 
Reviews of the paperback edition via Lulu.com 
http://paperback.ralphhaenel.com  
 
Reviews of the eBook edition via Lulu.com 
http://ebook.ralphhaenel.com   
 
 
Watch it @ YouTube 
 
Watch the emotional one-minute book trailer at YouTube: 
http://booktrailer.ralphhaenel.com   
 
Watch the interview at the SHAW TV ‘On Da Grine’ Show: 
http://interview.ralphhaenel.com   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I had great pleasure in reading this book by my Kung Fu Sifu Ralph Haenel. I heard the "bing" on 
my phone of an email and when I opened it up and started reading the ebook I had to put 
everything aside and finish it right there. I too reacted very emotionally and became very 
motivated to achieve some specific goals after reading this book as I know that if he could survive 
and thrive...so can I. I'd heard some of his stories in bits and pieces over the years of attending group 
classes as well as during private lessons and always thought, "wow Ralph is a pretty well adjusted 
man for all the things he's been through". I am always impressed with his ability to see through to 
the silver lining or to the thought pattern less destructive or negative, he has a way of shrugging it 
off and now I know why. I'm seeing more and more how Kung Fu principles translate to life and 
that it's obviously influenced him in a positive way in order for him to be the success that he is and 
help him through his tough times in life. I've spent a lot of time explaining to friends and Kung Fu 
prospects how talented, dynamic and amazing Ralph is, now I have a tool to help explain it better. 
I've ordered the print version to have on-hand to pass out to friends in need of a pick-me-up. Great 
motivational book in a brief format. 

book review by Marcel Schaubs 
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Me, me, me (Social Media)  
 
 www.facebook.com/kungfucoach  
  
 www.twitter.com/kungfucoach  
  
 www.youtube.com/kungfucoach  
 
 www.instagram.com/kungfucoach  
  
 http://plus.google.com/+RalphHaenel  
  
 www.linkedin.com/in/ralphhaenel  
  
 www.vimeo.com/ondemand/wingtsuncoreconcepts  
  
 www.realisticselfdefense.net/blog  
  
 www.wingtsunkungfu.com – On Demand Training Videos 
  
 www.ralphhaenel.com – Berlin Wall Shadows Book Series 
  
 sifuralphhaenel@aol.com / info@ralphhaenel.com  
  
 +44 20 3290 1562 
 

Please visit us on Facebook 
 
 www.facebook.com/dropyourpantsbook / www.facebook.com/BerlinWallShadowsBOOK  
 

"Drop your Pants!" the motivational story book is available as 
print and eBook via www.DropYourPantsBOOK.com 
paperback ISBN 9781312436275 
eBook (ePub) ISBN 9781312436541 
ITunes  id910254371 
Also via Lulu.com, Amazon, Amazon Kindle, Barnes & Noble, 
NOOK, Chapters Indigo, Kobo. 
Download via iTunes Canada, US, Australia, UK, Germany. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



56 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

1 2 3 

4 
5 

6 

1. Control point at the “Palace of Tears”, former Border Checkpoint Berlin (East) Friedrichstrasse, now museum 
2. A few Berlin Wall pieces left where once the infamous Allied Checkpoint Charlie stood 
3. German Embassy in Prague – 1989 refuge for thousands of East Germans trying to flee to the West 
4. “Grotewohl - Express”, one of the small compartments in the last remaining prison train waggon, then 
    transporting political and criminal prisoners, a railway wagon disguised as postal service wagon 
5. Gate of former secret service controlled prison Cottbus, the “Red Hell”, now museum 
6. With my daughter at one of the last stretches of the Berlin Wall at todays so-called East Side Gallery 
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More Book Reviews 
 
The stories contained within this book are utterly astounding. It's one thing enduring and overcoming such 
traumatic events, let alone writing a book about them in such an open and light-hearted way. Friends and 
students of Sifu Ralph should be left humbled to personally know him after reading this book, which defines 
true determination. 

book review by Jason Ludwig 
 
 
Ralph's life journey can be read in 19 brief stories of a 50 pages book! That's an average of 2.6 pages per 
story. It's really an art to be able to capture in such a few words the essence of each story; and at the same 
time having the luxury to meditate, conclude and draw life lessons from each of them. Definitely, Ralph had 
in mind the modern busy people who has no time for reading thick books! :)) Each story could be the start of 
a screen play; actually the book feels like a saga and it could easily be made into captivating tv. series. More 
importantly though, is that something from this book stays with everyone: weather be it somebody starting 
on the adventure of life - who would like to walk in Ralph's footsteps, as the youngster in the book, or 
somebody who wished have had accomplished becoming a Sifu,, but didn't have all the P's (sic! Persistence, 
Perseverance, Patience... and Passion) needed for such a tremendous endeavor. I think the title "From Chaos 
to Success" says the truth. And Ralph's biggest success is that he could forgive those who tried to destroy him 
for no reason, forget the past, came out stronger from the adversities in life and focused on his goals. The 
downside of this book is that: beside waiting to meet Ralph in his always intriguing seminars, everybody 
ended up now looking forward to his next book or movie!! 

book review by Adrian Jipescu 
 
 
I read this book in one evening immediately after meeting Ralph for the first time. Like a good Kung Fu 
punch, these real-life stories were delivered straight from the heart. The writing is lighthearted and authentic 
and shows us how adversity can willingly be transformed into growth and opportunity. Get knocked down 
seven times? Get up eight. To me, this is what Real Power is all about! Thank you Ralph. 

book review by Staffan Rydin 
 
 
I really enjoyed reading this book. It has multiple facets. On one hand the author with a light/easy to read 
style runs you through a series of tough experiences, extracting life lessons and demonstrating what it is to not 
give up. And on the other hand I was fascinated by the stories happening during the cold war describing 
events that you'd think only happened in movies. 

book review by Michael De Ruyter 
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Reading these series of short stories through tears and smiles brought a much needed boost and sense of 
purpose to the work I want to bring to the world. Ralph's life lessons touched my heart and opened up new 
perspectives on life, love, and how to find breakthroughs in the midst of insurmountable difficulties. 

book review by Atta Ermani 
 
 
I took my time reading and devouring every word of Drop Your Pants. Sifu Ralph Haenel has a way with 
words and humour capturing my interest throughout. After each story, his words of wisdom in being positive 
no matter what the hardships inspires one not to lose sight of your passion. To keep working hard and a new 
door opens. Trust in oneself. Ralph showed us that it is possible to achieve one’s dream. He did. He shared 
that even though he has accomplished what he wanted to do there continues to be that thirst for growing 
and learning. Ralph Haenel’s writing style gives us food for thought without going deeply into the details yet, 
he did it in a way that peaks your interest in wanting to read more. I see Drop Your Pants as Book 1, to 
inspire and motivate one to follow your passion. I am ready for Book 2, the next chapter with more depth 
and detail. I feel Ralph has many more stories to share. He has a unique gift for writing and to nurture that 
gift to share his knowledge and experience of life which we can all learn from. 

book review by Natalia Nimetz 
 
 
Sometimes you get stuck with life thinking "Why me?". Have you ever thought that there are definitely 
people who have it worse out there? You should think twice before thinking you're having the worst life in 
the world. In this book, Ralph Haenel tells us unimaginable experiences that we wouldn't even think of, even 
if we were trying to make it up. He shows us that even with those difficult experiences, he is able to overcome 
it through his positive attitude, actions, and risks that he takes. As long as you don't give up on yourself, there 
is always a way as long as you try. Read this book to see his life journey and how he got to where he is today. 
Try to picture his life as you read it. It isn't a long book and you will definitely find it worth your time reading 
it. 

book review by Darrin Chen 
 
 
This book has it all - intrigue, drama, mystery (just who were those doppelgangers?) but most of all this is a 
story of motivation and inspiration. Surviving murder attempts, betrayals, and incarceration one would 
expect a world weary and bitter person, but Ralph rises above it all with compassion, humour and a positive 
mantra for living with his 3 P's: Persistance, Perserverance, Patience. And of course, his 4th P - Passion, which 
is evident in his undaunted spirit! A great read, very uplifting. Can't wait to see more. 

book review by Rhonda Bacon 
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The Three P's of life: Persistence. Perseverance. Patience. This is also followed by Passion according to Ralph 
Haenel. While this seems a simple formula, it is not so easy to follow but definitely the tried and true 
ingredients to getting the most out of life. Ralph shares his anecdotes that reveal some of life's truths in his 
book when he encounters obstacles, heartache and disappointment time and again only to resurrect himself 
with unwavering resolve and shiny optimism. The stories contained within are fascinating and riveting, 
especially the KGB Romeo and Juliet encounters where he was betrayed, that happened not only once, but 
twice! Outside of the movies, how many people do we know that get seduced and poisoned by Secret 
Service agents to get us to divulge information? Quotable quotes are all throughout the book that can easily 
serve as mantras for anyone who needs motivation or a new perspective. Ralph's triumphs over adversity are 
truly an inspiration. We CAN survive, we can dream and we can achieve. These are the underlying currents 
of this well-told journey.       book review by Joy Katkic 
 
 
Sifu Ralph Haenel, I want to thank you for sharing your incredible journey of life which no one will believe 
unless they have met and know who you are. Your courage and determination is an inspiration to all and a 
reminder to everyone to stick with their goals no matter what they are and how difficult it may seem at the 
moment. Reward is there for those who persevere and everyone should read your life story. I am honored to 
know you and wish you all the best on your continued success. 

book review by Patrick W Cho 
 
 
These are stories that exemplify the courage and resilience of a highly skilled teacher and martial artist in the 
face of what was the grim reality of the former DDR. In 'dropping his pants' he also shows us what real self-
confidence means; it is about the ability to rise above difficulties with dignity and insight, while still 
maintaining a sense of humour. I only wish he would write more about his experiences in the former East 
Germany.....I get the strong sense there are still many stories to tell. 

book review by Ada Tuck 
 
 
I'm incredibly impressed by how the author, Ralph Haenel, has moved past his past. Today, if you met him, 
you may not believe he had such a dark history because of his glowing character. Personally, I liked the 
"Romeo and Juliet Secret Service" stories and "The Grown Man who cried Over a Flower" the most. These are 
TRUE stories which sound like plots of Hollywood movies. This book offers an insider's look within East 
Germany during the Cold War. If you're interested in stories about abused human rights, corrupt societies, 
and positive self development, I recommend this one to you. 

book review by Kevin Chen 
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 Most of us like inspiring, interesting, even strange stories. Stories 
describe experiences. Experiences guide us. We want to learn from 
other people's experiences. And sometimes we just want to feel a 
little bit better about our own protected lives, get ahead without 
the chaos, misfortune. 
 

In my Wing Tsun Kung Fu classes and seminars I help my students 
to first develop a healthy confidence, become aware of their 
surroundings, teach them how to identify and avoid problems. 
The same skill set which can also help you in your personal 
life. 
The skills that can prove valuable in your job environment 
Kung Fu is ‘Hard Work’. Life is Hard Work. 
I teach through stories, for life, not just the Kung Fu 
school. 
 

We can’t avoid the failures; they are part of us, the 
Driving force which has the potential to make us in 
the end successful. 
 

Real success happens outside the Comfort Zone! 
 

Now follow me into real-life stories, tales about: 
- a King, the world’s most famous Border Point and 
  Cold War mystery, 
- a Woman’s hard Journey back to a Happy Life, 
- a Secret Service version of Romeo and Juliet, 
- a grown Man who cried over a Flower. 

 

Motivation outside 
the Comfort Zone 

• Surviving Murder 

• Ultimate Betrayal (twice) 

• Faith-sealing Injury 

• Innocent in Jail 

• Loss of a Child 


