18.02.52
I am a psychologist and a schizophrenic.

I am a schizophrenic and I am a psychologist. I do not know what helps what or
what damages what.

Sometimes I think that my schizophrenic madness is lessened by the fact that I
know something about psychology. Sometimes I think otherwise, and feel that my rather
“sick” mind enlightens and deepens my narrow knowledge of psychology. Anyway, my
inquiries are not without sense. And perhaps they are important, if not in the present then
for some areas of human life in the future.

One thing is certain: this type of illness is not characterized by cruelty and
aggression; one does not feel from people, in or out of hospital, any forbidding
emanations stinking of blood, of egoism, or of tricks. Contrary to this, these are often
presented by the “healthy.”

The power of reason is often brutal for others; it is a harmful, refined power, a
power of tricks. It is very often subordinated to the instinct of domination, the desire to
control.

I hope, I am almost sure that one day we—schizophrenics—will not be thrust
away from human life, shoved over to the edge, and perhaps ... perhaps we will have a
vote in the government of human affairs. Would that be an improvement? Sometimes I
think so.

Through my illness I become integrated with it, the same as my friends do. We
adjust to it, and even—how do normal people say it—partially overcome it, synthetizing
our sixth sense—being able to recognize lies and aggression.

We shall be less strange and we shall know more and, perhaps, we shall even
know better. We shall probably have very different aims in relation to people—to be
good and not harm others. Besides that... we see few people among normals with whom
we want to cooperate.

There are those who have love and understanding for us and—to say commonly—
tendencies toward identification with us. Those who do not harm and do not laugh at us
in their minds; those who are subtle in their attitudes and acts; those who, not only do not
kill, but also do not even
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abuse us. Those who are quiet. They do not emanate red; we do not feel in them blood
and aggression.

From others, from aggressive people, from normal people, we are separated by a
thick wall of misunderstanding, tensions, by the wall of “their” insensitivity and our rigid
revolt:

One inch,
Or two
Walled in
And inside
Strange life,
Hidden,

Forgotten.
Through hard,
Through thick
Darkened wall
I see the world,
I see people
Walled in.

Only by a gesture,
Only by a movement
Of lips and eyes

I can tell

That which I feel

In other lips,

In eyes.

By the strength of thoughts,
By the strength of fingers,
Rigid fingers

I want to destroy

My shell,

I want to fight.

But my own voice,
My feelings

Do not come
Neither to me,
Nor to them

Often.
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If only great

Patience,

Great persistence

From there,

From them,

From outside

Searching and “calling.”

Maybe I would
Tear

Letters,

I would catch
Entangled
Instruments.
But love,
Human love—
Small,
Sometimes chained.
Limited,
Locked,
Undurable.

So, I will stay
Lonely,
Locked

In tight bonds,
In tight armor
Chained.

Wall gets thick,
Darkness grows
World is far,
Too walled in
Contemplation
I run.

27.02.52
The external and internal forms of a schizophrenia.

Healthy people, physicians especially, call my sickness—catatonia. They use the
term “‘catatonic stupor.” Maybe—
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