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(…)

My name is Mariella Mehr, and for bourgeois society I am a so-called ‘Yenish
writer’, but at the same time I am a victim of the Pro Juventute Children of the
Road extermination program – one of its many victims.

I suffered violence and electroshock treatments. I suffered the same fate as my
mother: they took my son away when I was eighteen and they sterilised me.

When I was five, I was torn from my mother’s arms and placed in the care of foster
families, orphanages, and psychiatric institutions.

(…)

On November 26th, 1998, I was awarded an honorary degree by Basel University’s
Faculty of History and Philosophy. This was a great honour for me and for this
occasion I wrote the following text.

Ladies and gentlemen!

You are looking at a registered psychopath, an unstable yet ambitious personality,
morally challenged, who – despite her neurotic tendencies and severe self-esteem
disorders – continues to have a high opinion of herself.

(…)

Yes, I’m arrogant in believing that time will heal the wounds.

(…)
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Ladies and gentlemen, the people responsible for this diagnosis and many others
just like mine are all public figures. They taught and continue to do so. None of
them has paid for what they did to us.

(…)

When I was eight, I’d think ‘If I had a mother, nobody could hurt me. But I don’t
have a mother, it’s my fault. It’s my fault she’s sick.’

(…)

The gong strikes twice at Hohenrain, calling us to gymnastics. One short, one long
strike. I can’t jump up and down in that room any longer. Instead of the gong,
some ancient jungle echo rumbles. Fräulein Fedler scolds me because I’m neither
pretty nor graceful. She wears a tight black dress. I blush if she looks at me. And I
flinch when she touches my shoulder. This makes her furious. She can’t stand girls
scrambling up trees, but I want to live on the treetops. I can climb like a boy. I can
run like a boy. I’m so very proud of this. I hear the breath of the forests; my hands
feel the heartbeat of the fields. But I can’t tell anyone this. They’ll make fun of me:
adults always make fun of me.

Today the doctors have gathered round me to show visitors a specimen of Gypsy. I
was lying on that bed and all those men in white coats were staring at me. I asked
the director who I was and who my parents were. He said it’s none of my business,
that my mother was a whore and my father a drunk.

(…)
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They tie me down with rubber straps on my ankles and wrists. An injection,
anguish, panic, fear of dying. They lied to me, they lied, they lied to me! They said I
would sleep a little and I would wake up cured. But they’re killing me. They lied to
me.

Someone strokes my temples, then ice, pain, pain... enough, please stop it. What
did I do? What did I break? Don’t kill me, my heart, my heart can’t stand it, even
my head is bursting, please, no more! They destroy my body, they torture me. But
why? Why all this? I fall into a black nothing that must be death, it must be death
at last.

I didn’t die. I’m alive. Hate. Hate. Hate. Deep, murderous hate. I want to destroy
everything, myself, and leave nothing of this terrible world. Kill, blood, a lot of
blood. Kill, kill everybody. You damned pigs, damned murderers, I’ll kill you all, all of
you, scream, just scream. I defend myself like a tiger.

I wake up. I’m not dead. Silence. Total apathy, empty, empty of feeling, of pain, also
empty of hate, empty, absolutely empty. What happened? What did they do to
me? I’m nine years old.

I don’t understand the pain. Nor the violence they inflicted on me. They say it’s
normal, this emptiness, this weariness, it’s always this way afterwards, they say...
and maybe now they’ll leave me alone. Maybe…
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