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• 1959: My First Contacts with my German Family 

• 1959: Mother’s Death 

• 1971: My Depression – Baptism in the Holy Spirit/Self-deliverance/Contextual 
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Part 1: My Father’s Lineage 

Chapter 1: 1959 – 1979 

Under my rage was a profound desire to love my father…and receive love from him 

!959 

My First Contacts with my German Family 

In the summer of 1959, between my sophomore and junior years of college, I traveled to Europe 
with a group of students from DePauw University. The trip and group were organized by the 
Methodist Student Union at DePauw and led by a Methodist pastor. While in Germany in a small 
farming village near Wiesbaden (where we lived for a week helping to build a youth hostel), I 
was visited by my German cousin Gudrun and her husband Zach an American G.I. stationed at 
an American army base near Munich. Gudrun is the daughter of my father’s first cousin Hilda. I 
was surprised as I had never met them before and was not expecting their visit. Unbeknownst to 
me, my father had corresponded with Gudrun hoping that she and Zach would make contact with 
me, letting them know my itinerary and contact information. Gudrun and Zach arranged with the 
Methodist minister to pick me up from the village at the end of our stay there and then to return 
me to the group 3 days later.  

Gudrun and Zach toured me through areas of Germany driving east toward Munich. I remember 
my surprise at their appearance and my uneasiness in relating to them. They wanted to know 
what my interests were and what I might like to see. Other than vague memories of conversing as 
we drove and gradually becoming more comfortable with them, only one specific memory 
remains, visiting the ruins of the concentration camp at Dachau. What I remember most vividly 
are the photographs of gaunt prisoners, piles of dead bodies, and then the remains of the gas 
chamber, and barracks. I knew some of this history but being in the place, on the ground where 
these atrocities occurred, left an indelible impression. I remember no defensiveness in Gudrun at 
the time, only an interest that I see this. I was horrified and grateful. That years later she became 
a holocaust denier puzzles me. What happened that changed her? A question I never asked her. 

Mother’s Death 
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My mother died while I was on the ship returning from Europe. The message my father sent did 
not get through to me. When I phoned home upon arriving in New York City, my father 
informed me. I knew her cancer had been spreading. She had encouraged me to go on the trip. I 
had corresponded with her while traveling. I was stunned and unprepared. She was gone. 
 
Mom was 49. I was 20, between my sophomore and junior years of college. In retrospect, I was 
devastated. Then, I hid my distress. Weak inside, strong outside, maintain an image. Internally, 
behind my mask, I talked to my mother constantly. No one knew. I missed her funeral. She was 
cremated before my return. My father dealt with her death like an efficient engineer, speaking to 
me in matter of fact terms, that he had proceeded to her funeral, cremation and burial before I 
returned. He seemed unaware of how my absence for these events might affect me. Not having 
said goodbye and nor seen her body made her death unreal to me. Thirty years later I gathered my 
wife, my father, stepmother, siblings and their partners for a memorial service. I prepared by 
interviewing each of them individually regarding their memories of mom. When we gathered, we 
sat together and shared our memories, then planted a tree in her honor, and I said goodbye. I finally 
laid her to rest. 
 
Since that day, I have felt her presence and her care for me.  
 
1971: Depression 
In my early 30s, I became depressed. Still hiding. I could not perform to my standards. I had vision 
for what I wanted to do with my life but felt incapable. I felt betrayed. God had given me vision 
but not the abilities to fulfill that vision. I was unable to ask for redress or care. I was struggling to 
value myself against waves of self-hatred. 
 

• Discovery of the charismatic renewal at Narberth Presbyterian Church, Narberth PA. 
• Baptism in the Holy Spirit and receiving healing prayer. 
• Continued depression. 
• Training in Contextual Family Therapy at EPPI. Studying “Invisible Loyalties” (Ivan 

Nagy) and intergenerational dialogue. 
 
My journey out of this mire began with a simple turn toward my father. Face to face with him, I 
said, ''I am not doing well. I am depressed. I need you to know my weakness, my sense of failure. 
I want you to care about what's happening to me. I want you to know the hurt I have felt with you.''  
 
To reveal weaknesses and wounds and to ask for care, I had to fight through powerful self-
accusations that I was failing him. I was failing to protect him from my needs. I was failing to keep 
him feeling good about himself through his successful, ''happy'' son. 
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Through professional therapeutic help, I became aware of how much my commitment to saving 
my father was partially based in my loyalty to my mother. I was still trying to please her, to do 
her bidding. Mom schooled me to take care of Dad. If I fought with him, I would go to my room. 
Was I sent, or did I escape?  Either way, Mom came to me. She asked me to stop upsetting him. 
When I upset my father, provoking agitation and anger, I felt both justified, I had spoken my 
mind, and guilty. I had seemingly hurt him and disappointed my mother. With the guidance of a 
therapist, I pictured my mother schooling me to take care of Dad and said, ”No.” I killed the 
expectation, picturing myself cutting it into pieces, and handing the pieces back to Mom. “I will 
deal with Dad directly. It’s up to you to hold him accountable to me, first, and then to teach me 
how to stand for myself without mistreating him.” 

I was freed to be her child, freed from being her partner in caring for Dad’s emotional life. 

I felt a burden lift, and noticed added ease in revealing myself, to Dad, to siblings, to friends. 

• 1976: Self-deliverance, commanded the spirits of depression, self-hatred, inferiority, to 
leave. Depression lifted. Free to believe God’s love and indwelling image. 

Memories of Mom’s care began to surface: food shopping with her, her presence to me in the 
kitchen as she taught me to help prepare meals, make candy, can and freeze vegetables. 

I persisted in revealing my weakness to my Dad and in claiming care from him (''Please tell me 
that you love me''), a sense of right order slowly began to rise within me. Despite his confusion 
over these ''changes'' and his difficulty in hearing my pain, I felt, in so doing, I was honoring him 
by becoming his son again. 

During this searching time, there was a moment of discovery: I was pounding the walls, raging at 
my father. I wouldn’t stop. I would not be defined by my mother’s voice saying, “don’t upset 
Dad”. Then, unanticipated, my emotions were transfigured. My rage revealed itself for what it 
really was: my passion for relationship with him. 

As I was asking my father to hear me, I began to imagine his life in more detail.  
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A Window into My Father’s Depression and Perspective 

Dad was an engineer. He was learning statistical quality control to save his company money and 
improve product. I was intrigued when he showed me how it worked. I liked math and statistics 
and his eagerness to show me. I’ve kept a drinking glass he gave me, which has the ASQC[1] 
logo on it. He was hoping to convince the CEO to form a new department to implement this new 
way of doing things. He had already saved the company $21,000 using this technique. 

So, he wrote the CEO a letter (which he had saved in his files): 

The company made an investment in my training. I expected to put some of these techniques into 
operation. Such was not the case. A result that depressed me considerably. 

Further, I was assigned additional duties without help or compensation. The workload became 
excessive and resulted in a mental depression; this time so severe that I was hospitalized over the 
holidays and required special treatment. 

I remember visiting my father in the “sanitarium” on the way home from church one Sunday.  I 
was taken to see the electric shock equipment they were using to treat him. I was shaken. My 
seven-year old imagination of my father’s brain being shocked was terrifying.  This memory 
remains vivid. 

The company was very fair in giving me a leave of absence with full pay during this period. This 
was an expression of goodwill that I greatly appreciated. Personally, the expense of this episode 
used up all of my 1947 Christmas bonus, and then some. 

I like the way my father credits the company in the midst of his despair. Reading this, my respect 
for him grew. My memories are of him railing against company managers for ignoring him. This 
letter has none of that tone. 

By his account, my father had three severe depressive episodes: one in 1941 when I was two; one 
in 1942 when I was three, one in 1947 when I was eight.  I remember him staying in bed for days 
and my mom tending him. Seeing him emotionally paralyzed frightened me. How long will this 
last? Will it end? What’s going to happen? 

These three episodes resulted from what my physician calls an “overly conscientious complex”. 

http://www.spoken-here-heard-there.com/taming-invisible-loyalties/#_ftn1
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Now, in this reading, I’m identifying. I know my “overly conscientious complex.” I suffered 
depression at age 33. And a heart attack at 75. 

My one weakness is not knowing when to say “no”. Even though the facts and common sense 
dictate that I should do so.  

Not knowing when to say no is true of me, too. 

I felt that my mother expected me to parent my father. Not until reading this letter did it occur to 
me that my father experienced similar expectations, in his case to take care of his mother. His 
father committed suicide when he was 7. He found his father hanging when he went to give him 
a hug and kiss on his way to school one morning. 

My father was an only child. I imagine he carried guilt over his father’s suicide. His mother 
probably conveyed in some way, “You’re the man of the house now.” He had to feel pressed by 
expectations to fill the gap, to act strong, to hide shame. 

Hence, I frequently find myself overburdened. Through bitter experience, I hope I have gained a 
philosophy and an understanding that will prevent recurrences. 

My father could recount the moment he found his father hanging. Vividly. Visually. With no felt 
emotion. Every time I speak this memory, I tear up. Am I crying his tears? Crying for him? Right 
now, I’m tearing up. 

The remainder of my father’s letter addresses issues logically.  This logic is so different from our 
dinner table exchanges, where he would complain about how he was mistreated, victimized and 
denied opportunities at work. I would point out to him other sides and perspectives. I was 7, 8, or 
9 years old, trying to open him up to other viewpoints. This only added to his upset. Now I 
imagine that he felt abandoned by me. And, of course, abandoned by his father. 

In retrospect, I see that I was trying to save my father additional hurt and shame by offering him 
other perspectives. I was afraid that his rants would spill out at work and further damage his 
value and cause. 
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My friends seemed to like my father. But I worried that they would lose respect for him when he 
railed in their presence, usually at another driver while he was driving. I was afraid of his road 
rage. I was also ashamed and concerned that I would lose the respect of my friends. 

When I was in graduate school, my father visited me. I remember him accusing an auto 
mechanic who did or didn’t do something the way he wanted.  His calm reasoning seemed to 
disappear when he felt betrayed by a man in authority.  He did that with me as well. When I was 
about 11, we were in the dining room just outside the kitchen.  He was complaining about 
homosexuals.  I said to him, “They have a side.  These are human beings.”  He turned on me, 
“Why are you trying to kill me?”  No conversation. Maybe he felt that I didn’t get it; I wasn’t 
hearing him, I wasn’t on his side. 

Was my voice too powerful? Too injuring? Speaking up, even now, is a project. When 
someone interrupts me, I tend to give way. It’s a loyal response. 

Since my mother died when she was 49 and I was twenty, I never had a chance to engage her as 
an adult. My father was 86 when he died. I had time to engage him. 

 

 

Part 1: Chapter 2 

Searching for my Grandfather, 1979 

In January 1979, I asked my father to join me on a trip to Germany to connect with our German 
relatives and to visit the town of my grandfather Wilhelm’s birth and early childhood, 
Schwabisch-Hall.  

In early October, for one week, my father and I traveled southern Germany, Bavaria and Swabia, 
with an added excursion to Schoeningen, (in north central Germany, Helmstedt District of Lower 
Saxony), the town from which our family name is derived.  
 
As we drove from Munich, Bavaria, to Schwabisch-Hall, in Baden-Wurttemberg, my father 
turned to me and said, “Where do you get this family feeling? I don’t have that.” I replied, “I 
don’t know. It’s just there.” He said this in an envious way, as if he wished he had this also. He 
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seemed agitated as I tried to describe my “family feeling” to him. This reminded me of other 
times when he seemed jealous of me and my experiences. I thought about his father’s suicide. 
Discovering his father hanging. Remembering this vividly, visually, with no feeling. Of course, 
he was cut off from this “family feeling.” I put my hand on his shoulder and this seemed to calm 
him. We were able to talk peacefully. “I get it, he feels abandoned when my experience differs 
from his.” 
 
We arrived in Schwabisch-Hall, a beautiful old city, undamaged by the war. We found a room in 
a gasthaus, Drei Koenig, at the center of town. The morning that we were to seek family records 
at the city archives and church archives, I was anxious, not sure how I would communicate 
clearly to the officials there. Dad was up early ready to go, seemingly undeterred by the task we 
were about. I thought, “Okay you don’t feel it. but you are eager to do it.”  
 
We secured family records at the city archives and Evangelisch Church archives. We located a 
building at the address where grandfather was born and raised, now a clothing store. We learned 
that grandfather’s mother, Wilhelmina, had died when Wilhelm was 4.  
 
We visited St Katerina Evangelisch Church where my great-grandparents had been married. We 
touched the baptismal font at St Katerina, the one used to baptize my grandfather Wilhelm and 
his siblings. I prayed for grandfather as I touched the font imagining his baptism and asking that 
God’s love heal his wounds and restore him. I was imagining his childhood and reaching out to 
him with compassion.  
 
We walked the streets of Schwabisch-Hall, streets Wilhelm would have walked as a child. I 
imagined him as a child distraught at his mother’s death. I prayed for him picturing Jesus 
walking with him then, comforting him.  
 
Later our cousins shared with us what their grandfather Emil, my grandfather Wilhelm’s oldest 
brother, had told them about family life after their mother’s death. “After great-grandmother 
Louisa Wilhelmina’s death, great-grandfather Adolph remarried. His new wife, now the 
children’s stepmother, did not want his children and was cruel to them. I can only imagine how 
this added to Wilhelm’s grief and confusion as he transitioned from a loving mother to a 
stepmother who did not want him around. My questions are many. How were the other children 
affected? How did they cope? What happened among them? Did the older children care for the 
younger ones? Did great-grandfather withdraw in his grief and become docile to his new wife. 
How did the children relate with their father after their mother’s death? 
 
We also traveled south to the German Alps and across to Switzerland to see a sculpture that my 
father remembered from his trip to Germany with his parents when he was 7 in 1913, a lion 
carved into a rock formation on the shores of Lake Lucerne.   
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Reconciling with our German Relatives 
 
For the second week my younger sister, Mary Lynn, joined us.  

The three of us then spent much of that second week visiting relatives, my father’s cousin, Emil 
(son of my grandfather’s oldest brother Emil) and his wife, Maria, and his son Edgar and Edgar’s 
wife Ellen in Obermenzing, a borough in Munich. Maria was Edgar’s step-mother, his mother 
having died during WWII in a mental hospital. We also visited Ernst Koppe and his wife and 
children in Erding, near Munich. Ernst is a first cousin of Edgar, both being grandchildren of my 
grandfather’s oldest brother Emil and the brother of Gudrun Koppe Everett (who toured me in 
Germany in 1959 and authored her memoir, “I Can’t Forget”, see Amazon.com).  

Edgar and Ernst both spoke English well and my father could understand German quite well, so 
we managed to converse and gradually get acquainted. Later in the second week Emil invited 
Ernst and family, and Ernst and Gudrun’s brother Achem and his wife, and Edgar and Ellen, and 
a great-uncle Kuno (a former German diplomate) to gather in his home with us, dad, Mary Lynn 
and me. Apparently, they were accustomed to gathering local family together when family 
visited from a distance. They bandied about the years it had been since they had seen each other. 

 
Prior to this gathering my father and I visited the Munich archives in City Centre Munich, to 
obtain a copy of his Uncle Adolph’s will. Adolph was an older brother of my grandfather, the 
third and middle child in birth order, my grandfather having been the youngest of 5 born to my 
great-grandparents, Adolph and Louisa Wilhelmina. When great-uncle Adolph died, he willed 
his entire estate to my father, his nephew. By law my father was the only person who could 
obtain a copy of his will. I remember when the inheritance came to Dad and my parents 
discussed how to handle it. Our German cousins were dismayed and angry when they learned 
that Adolph’s sole heir was my father, their cousin Irvin in the States, who they barely knew 
existed. 
 
From their view, they had suffered Adolph’s miserliness and manipulations and self-
centeredness, especially during WWII, and he left nothing to them. 
 
What transpired between my grandfather and his brother Adolph that led to Adolph willing his 
entire estate to my father? Were there agreements between them in 1913 when my grandparents 
visited family in Germany with their 7-year old son, my father. I remember that during the war 
my father sent camera equipment to his uncle Adolph and Adolph sent us German chocolates 
and other treats. If some agreement was made between Wilhelm and Adolph, how did that sit 
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with grandfather Wilhelm when he returned to Chicago from Germany. Was he suddenly fraught 
with guilt? Was their anger from his other siblings? 
 
Or was he simply unhappy in his marriage and wanted out. I’ll never know. My inquiries to my 
father’s cousins in Chicago, my grandmother’s kin, and my German cousins have come up 
empty regarding grandfather Wilhelm’s mental and emotional state. 
 
 
Adolph’s estate amounted to about $7000 US (used to remodel our kitchen) and a house and 
furnishings in or near Munich. At the time, Dad communicated with his cousins in Germany, 
finally deciding to give the house to whomever of the German cousins wanted it. My memory is 
that Gudrun’s mother Hilda (Hildegard) assumed ownership and then sold it and divided the 
proceeds. Despite my father’s efforts to be fair, a subtle resentment persisted toward him, a 
distrust. Was he was being honest about the size of the inheritance. 
 
Uncle Adolph never married. Our German cousins describe him as miserly, stingy, self-centered. 
By occupation he was a hospital administrator. Family rumor is that he embezzled money from 
the hospital for which he worked and stashed it in Swiss bank accounts during WWII.  
 
Uncle Adolph had convinced his father, my great-grandfather Adolph Maximillian, to will his 
entire estate to him. What leverage or threats he used with his father remains unknown to me. 
My cousin Edgar remembers his stinginess. He and his father, Emil, lived with Adolph during 
the war. Edgar remembers Uncle Adolph listening at the bathroom door counting the number of 
pieces of toilet paper Edgar used, as he had instructed him as to how many he was allowed. Of 
course, paper was scarce. Everyone understood this. Given his miserliness and his yearly trips to 
the Canary Islands, where he reportedly had a mistress, Edgar and his father and others in the 
family assumed that Adolph’s estate was large. Adolph died in Barcelona, Spain, on a return trip 
from the Canary Islands, and is buried there. 
 
Dad, Mary Lynn and I brought Adolph’s will to the gathering at Emil and Maria’s home. It left 
our hands quickly as the gathered family sequestered themselves in a sitting room and read 
fervently. We joined them listening from the periphery. I could catch 1 in 4 words, given my 
limited German vocabulary. My father understood their German. They were carrying this 
thought that Adolph had willed hundreds of thousands of Marks to my father, which he had not. 
Also, it was clear in the will that he was taking care of my Dad. He wasn’t married, and his 
brother committed suicide (my Dad’s father, my grandfather). They were discovering the 
sparseness of his estate and a motive they had not imagined. I could feel trust in my father’s 
honesty growing. 
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Gradually they went on to other topics, most especially the aftermath of the war. There were 
lingering wounds among them. When the Koppe’s (Gudrun and her mother, her brothers Ernst 
and Joachim, her father Adolph) returned to Munich from Poland, miraculously escaping the 
clutches of the advancing Soviets, other family members refused to help them. I learned about 
this issue from Ernst. “We’re hurt that you refused to reach out us when we returned from 
Poland,.destitute” 
Emil was fearful of how he and his son, Edgar, would be viewed by the, now occupying, 
American allies should he help them. Adolph Koppe had been an administrator of a town in 
Poland for the Nazi government during the German occupation, and Ernst and Joachim had been 
Hitler youth  
Gudrun’s father was eventually tried and acquitted in the Nuremburg trials. (See Gudrun’s book, 
I Can’t Forget, her childhood memories and her family story, available on Amazon.com.) 
 
That day, as they talked, healing between them was palpable. Gudrun’s brothers, Ernst and 
Achim reconciled with Edgar. Edgar and Ernst began meeting periodically visiting in each 
other’s homes or for a meal out in Munich.  

 
Out of that time a bond grew between Edgar and me, and, also, with Ernst. We visited Ernst and 
his family in his home and met his son’s. Subsequently Edgar visited me almost yearly in the US 
when he traveled on business. Ernst’s youngest son visited us with his fiancé at a family 
gathering in New York.  
 
 
Part 1: Chapter 3 
 
To Germany 2017 
 
Dear Family, 

 
Anticipating our journey to Germany this summer 2017, I am reliving 1979. 
I am reexperiencing that time with my father and I am feeling close to grandfather Wilhelm 
whom I never “knew.” In part, this summer’s journey is for me a pilgrimage to remember him 
and honor him and to say to him, “You are not forgotten.” And to share with you, my children, 
including Scott and Monica, my grandchildren, including Quincy and Catherine, and great 
grandchildren, this legacy, which, through me, is also yours. 
 
As I prepare for our Germany trip, and especially our day in Schwabisch Hall, the impact of my 
Grandfather Wilhelm’s suicide when my Dad was 7 is coming forward in me. Going to 
Schwabisch Hall is the closest that I can come to Grandfather Wilhelm. Walking the streets of 
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Schwabisch Hall where he walked as a child brings me close to him as a vulnerable child. Being 
with him in my imagination in the place that he lived and experienced his mother’s death when 
he was 4, brings me to his side in his hurt and confusion. I try to identify with him. I “feel” my 
grandfather’s and great-grandfather’s loss as I imagine their grief. And I realize that I have more 
forgiveness to do. As I walk those streets again, I will be forgiving him more completely for 
abandoning my father when dad was 7 and for the way in which my father’s loss of his father 
placed too heavy a burden on me when I was young, the burden to supply my father the security 
and love that he had lost so early. I will be forgiving my Great-grandfather who remarried very 
soon after my Great-grandmother’s death, and to a woman who did not want to his children 
around.  

So, I ask you to join me in this forgiveness process, as we have all been indirectly impacted, and 
carry an awareness that I am making this trip “home” to find him and more completely forgive 
him. 

Love you, 

Dad, Grandpa, GGpa, Doug  
 
 
Preparing for Schwabisch-Hall 2017 

Thank God for Ancestry.com. Searching Ancestry.com for records of Grandfather Wilhelm and 
Great-grandparents Adolf Maximillian and Wilhelmina, I found a treasure trove: The 1886 
address book for Schwabisch-Hall with Great-grandfather, Adolf Schoeninger, Uhrmacher 
(clock maker), Neue Strasse 766; Listings of the residents at that address in census records every 
ten years from  1860 to 1890.  Seeing the changes in the household across time began to bring 
these ancestors alive in my imagination. Real people, life evolving, changes evident. I could see 
when each child entered the household. I learned that GGF Adolf and GGM Wihelmine married 
in 1865 less than two years after Wilhelmina’s parents GGGF Friedrich W P Holch and GGGM 
Louisa Rueff Holch had died.  

Friedrich Wilhelm Peter Holch 
1812–1863 
BIRTH 5 MÄRZ 1812 
DEATH 27 JUNI 1863 
Louisa Rueff 
1810–1863 
BIRTH 14 AUG 1810 
DEATH 18 OKT 1863 
 

Dates are not neutral, they carry meaning and evoke imagination. My word! GGM Wilhelmine 
lost both of her parents in 1863, June 27 and October 18, when she was 17, them married when 
she was 19 and continued to live in her parents’ house with her new husband, GGF Adolf. 

2017 in Schwabisch-Hall 
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I am standing with 4 generations at the address where GGPS and GF Wilhelm lived in 
Schwabisch-Hall. It is now 7 Neues Strasse. I sense GF Wilhelm at age 4 ¾ just after his mother 
died. Alone, lonely. I am feeling care and compassion for him and happy to be present to him in 
this way. Returning to Munich later that day in the van we had hired, I Ask Monica what she 
sensed there. She reported an awareness of GF as a young boy feeling alone. She described to me 
what she saw him wearing a child’s lederhosen. Later she explained further that she also sensed 
my grandfather’s happiness that I had sought him out to learn of is life and grateful for my desire 
to know him. 
As Monica spoke I felt released into an intimacy with GF Wilhelm. I now feel close to him and 
his presence with me. 
 
Next to know my father in this way, now! He died in 1993. 
 
Part 1: Chapter 4 
 
Follow up 2018:  
 
Birth of an idea: A book, Healing Seven Generations 
 
Remembering this poignant moment: Thirteen of us, 4 generations gathered together standing on 
the sidewalk in Schwabisch-Hall, Germany, at the address where Grandfather Wilhelm was born 
and raised. Greatgrandchildren, Quincy and Daelyn, ages 4 ½, the same age as their Great-great-
great-grandfather Wilhelm was when his mother died. 
  

 
 
 
Healing Dialogue among Living Family 
 

Nagy and Krasner on Filial Respect for the Past 
 
The legacy of filial indebtedness…presents adults with the life task of sorting out the 
best of the past’s input --- for posterity’s sake as well as for the present generation. 
…. The ultimate measure of an offspring’s honor for his or her parents has to do 
neither with having to submit to parental values nor having to rebel against them. 
Filial respect for the past is most creatively embodied in a person’s entitlement to 
take what has been given in the past, assess its merit, and, finally, recast it into 
more effective modes of offering future care.  
Boszormenyi-Nagy and Krasner. (1986). Between Give and Take. New York, NY: 
Brunner-Mazel. p. 145-146 

 
On Thu, May 31, 2018 at 8:59 AM, Douglas Schoeninger <doug661@verizon.net> wrote: 
 
Dear Family, 

mailto:doug661@verizon.net
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Attached are the beginnings of my writings on Healing Seven Generations. Just a small piece 
related to My dad and Grandfather Wilhelm. 
As I write I will be following each of the lineages that come to me through my Mom and Dad. 
Appreciate any of your thoughts or memories as I go along. 
Love, 
Doug, Dad, Grandpa 
 
On Fri, Jun 1, 2018 at 11:24 AM, Kevin Schoeninger <qidaddy8@gmail.com> wrote: 
 
Hi Dad, 
 
Here are some of my reflections based on your writing.   
 
First some patterns, I may have inherited: 
 
-feeling overburdened from taking on too much 
-overly conscientious 
-need to learn to take care of myself by saying no  
 
-depressed, sad/anxious, unprepared for the world 
-feeling invisible, my needs being invisible to others  
who are more focused on what they are doing 
-not knowing how I fit in here, feeling different than others 
 
Motivated by the above two sets of experiences: 
 
I have cultivated inner skills through mind-body training to gain awareness and a sense of 
connection with life,  
care for myself, heal, feel good, find my place in the world and offer my contribution,  
and transcend the tensions I feel.  
 
I have also learned, through trial and error, to be a faithful, unconditionally loving, and present 
husband and father. 
 
And, in this next phase of life, I am embracing and saying yes to what I want, to what interests 
me, 
to what makes me happy, knowing that this is best for all. 
 
I also have an image from our Germany trip that the bridge next to where Wilhelm lived as a 
child is a portal back to his time. 
 
Love you lots! 
Kevin 
 
6/2/18 

mailto:qidaddy8@gmail.com
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Kevin,  
Thanks for your reflections on the piece I sent you. I'm proud of you and me for persisting in 
pursuing healing and finally breaking out of the lonely places and engaging what truly gives life 
to each of us. I remember my father raging at me when I decided to leave pre-engineering and 
major in psychology. His anger spoke, "What gives you the right to choose what you want to do. 
I never had that chance. I saw a poster on the U of Illinois engineering degree and applied." 
I am so grateful that I found my way to doing what truly gives me joy. And that you have too. 
And that Greg and Will seem free to pursue their dreams. A new legacy thanks to you (and 
Jennifer and Monica). And all of us together. 
Love you  
Dad 

6/2/18  

Thanks Dad. I think we are creating a new lineage of emotional health and pursuing what is 
meaningful to us as our contribution. Love, Kevin 

Kevin, 
Yes, we are. And I like being conscious of it. Love you   
Dad 

From: Daughter-in-law, Monica: 

Wow Dad! this is incredible writing! 
I read it, see it and feel it! 
Thank you for sharing!!! 
 
My thoughts...  
1.) Love the "Under my Rage" awareness  
2.) Love that you planted a tree in honor of your mom 
3.) Sorry your dad suffered so much with depression. The Shock room was intense but thank you 
for sharing! 
4.) Awareness on the " overly conscientious complex is interesting. I think myself and myself 
sisters and brother may have a little of that. 
5.) Sorry for the loss of your mom as you were still a young man. xoxox 
6.) Love the Questions to consider part. 
7.) Thank you for including Scott and me in your writing. 
 
Dad, I said your prayer for my family that is in your first book about healing any curses on the 
family, along with Reiki and prayers and my spiritual growth... I had a wonderful (and intense at 
moments) time with my sister Lisa in Estes last week. My niece has been staying with Kevin and 
me and it feels great and intense in some ways, but I love it. 
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I will be seeing Liz and her two girls soon.... Thanks for the work you do. Family connections 
bring such a feeling of wholeness. That and feeling connected to all that is... and God!! 
 
Love you! 
Thanks for sharing your heart, your writing!!! I see you! I hear you and feel you!! 
Monica 
 
Hi Dad, 
Thanks for reading my posts and for responding and appreciating who and how I am.  That 
means a lot to me. 
I love and appreciate you! 
Kevin 
 
From Kevin 

Dad, When I sit with the feeling of fatigue and inquire more deeply, I discover that it leads me in 
a whole different direction.  It points to an underlying emotional experience that I’ve had since I 
was young.  It’s one that is stored right in my solar plexus.  And it rises up when I have to “put 
myself out there,” especially verbally, live, and in-person. 

So, when I am walking into work and I think of a client who challenges my knowledge, skills, 
expertise, and ability to communicate—I get a wave of fatigue and, sometimes, nausea. 

Years ago, before I was aware of this—and was just reacting to it—I would create all kinds of 
stories about the fatigue and nausea that I felt.  I would tell myself that I didn’t like “where” I 
was working, “who” I was working with, or even the work I was doing itself.  I told myself that I 
just wasn’t cut out for it, that I should do something else.  Following these story lines out, I tried 
many other things, but they just didn’t solve the issue. 

So, I just kept ploughing through this feeling.  At one point in my career, cutting off from my 
feelings led me to book up to 12 clients a day—and just keep pushing through—feeling more and 
more tired.  And, wishing longingly for that day when I could retire. 

Then, at a certain point, I inquired into the feeling underneath the fatigue. 

As I paid attention to the feeling in my gut, I realized the story I had been telling myself about 
needing more sleep wasn’t actually true. 

Underneath the fatigue was a deeper feeling: “I am afraid they won’t get me.  I am afraid that 
who I am and what I have to offer is not enough.” 

This feeling has a long history.  Ever since I can remember, people have been saying to me 
“You’re so quiet, what’s wrong?”  My relatives said it, my classmates said it, my teachers said it, 
and my co-workers said it.  “You’re so quiet.” 
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Several years ago, before she died, my Mom sent me a book called “Quiet: The Power of 
Introverts in a World That Can’t Stop Talking” by Susan Cain.  In this book was a test for 
introversion—and I scored about as high as you can get.  The book goes on to extol the virtues of 
introverts, such as the ability to concentrate, write, meditate, be disciplined, dig deeply, and 
communicate intimately. 

In reading this book, I began to understand what was underneath my nausea and fatigue.  As I 
tracked the familiar feeling of fatigue, nausea, and collapsing in my solar plexus, it invariably 
related to social occasions in which I have to express myself outwardly, teach, perform, or 
otherwise convey what is “inside” to the “outside world.” 

Emotional Insight 
I discovered that under my fatigue is anxiety, specifically related to wondering if people will 
understand, value, and connect with who I am and what I have to offer.  Will they like and accept 
me as I am?  That’s a whole different issue than lack of sleep—with different solutions.  Once I 
connected with the anxiety, it pointed me toward some strategies. 

First, I don’t overschedule myself with too many of these “extroverted” events.  No more 12 
clients/classes/presentations in a day.  Second, I prepare well.  I become clear in what I have to 
offer and let go of trying to be someone I’m not.   Third, I breathe deeply and relax my 
body.  And, finally, I focus on being present with the person or people I am with and tuning into 
them, taking the pressure and focus off of “me.” 

Sometimes, I still get anxious.  But, I no longer shove my feelings aside and get overwhelmed 
with fatigue.  I no longer overbook myself and just plough through.  Instead, I stay present with 
what I am actually feeling and use good strategies that work with my personality. 

 
On Wed, Jul 18, 2018 at 6:35 AM, Douglas Schoeninger <doug661@verizon.net> wrote: 
 
Kevin,  
As I indicated in the comment I posted, I found your relating your inner experience very easy to 
correlate with my own. While I am not extremely introverted, which I know because Frances is 
off the chart introverted, I would speak my inner dynamics in a very similar way and I do think 
that wherever one is on the introversion- extroversion scale that many have a similar inner 
dynamic of anxiety about being known as one truly is and misunderstood , or simply others not 
getting one's nature and appreciating and enjoying and valuing one's nature. I've come to my own 
inner resolution of this realizing that it's so important to appreciate and value the nature I have 
and the gift that it is to me and to others and to trust that those who are capable of appreciating 
me will and those that are not will not, but that who I am and how I am made and what's true for 
me is important for me to value and embrace and delight in and to know that my nature and 
giftedness and energetics are important to the world and especially important to certain others, 
giving them life and their life bringing me life. It's so important to value and be delighted in and 
to delight in oneself. I love Psalm 139 in the Message where David says, "I thank you high God, 
you're breathtaking, body and soul I am marvelously made."  

mailto:doug661@verizon.net
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I deeply regret that I did not know this when you were young. I certainly inherited my father's 
shame in his being and then was busy trying to project images that were honored or accepted by 
others rather than simply enjoying myself as I am. Consequently, at times I tried to shape you 
into a more extroverted expression for my own needs for approval. My apologies. I deeply 
appreciate who you are and the way you have pursued the understanding and appreciation and 
enjoyment of your own nature. Who you are blesses me. Love you much. 
Dad 
 
Healing Dialogue with deceased relatives – Response to cousin Gudrun’s Book: “I Can’t 

Forget” 

“Gudrun I’m sorry. I didn’t get it. I failed to open to your pain until I read your book a second 

time. I wish we could have reengaged our dialogue when you were alive. Forgive me.” 

Healing with my cousin Gudrun came after her death and through mending a breach with my 

friend and mentor Barbara Krasner. 

A breach occurred between Barbara and me, in the 1980s, when we were setting up a Contextual 

Therapy conference in Holyoke, Massachusetts. Maury Friedman was the keynote speaker. 

Maury was to be the center of the discussion of faith and therapy. I was going to introduce 

Maury.   

I pulled out of the conference by writing Barbara a letter. What I didn’t say was that I had a 

cousin in Holyoke, who at the time was a Holocaust denier. I didn’t come to Barbara and say, 

“This is what I’m struggling with. I don’t know what to do.” I made a unilateral decision and 

informed her in writing, not mentioning the “real” reason. I was terrified of going to Holyoke 

and apprising my cousin of the conference. What if Gudrun, a holocaust denier, came to the 

conference? What then? 

Barbara was furious at me for leaving her stranded. Because of this breach, we barely spoke to 

each other in the halls at EPPI where we worked together.  

Over time, I called Barbara to try to break the silence. I said I was in pain and wanted to 

reconnect. I still didn’t give her a full explanation. Soon after Barbara had a paper that needed 

my signature. She used it has a pretext to go to my office and see me.  
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Barbara was about to lose her job at EPPI due to funding cuts. My job was not in jeopardy. The 

thought of Barbara losing her job, and my staying was intolerable to me. I spoke to Ivan Nagy, 

department chair, as to the possibility of Barbara assuming my position. Then, I resigned. 

Barbara kept her job until EPPI closed down.  

I experienced our break as my betrayal. This was one way to make some reparation.   

In May 2017, I finally shared the full story with Barbara. while we were writing a book together. 

I felt that the event was unfinished and incomplete; that I had something more to say. I told her 

that I would visit my cousin periodically. Sometimes during dinner, she would bring out her 

holocaust denial literature. She said that the holocaust was just Jewish propaganda as part of their 

manipulations to take over the world. The idea that she might come to the conference terrified 

me. So, I pulled out. I was ashamed of the legacy of my family’s Nazi connections and of 

bringing this up to Barbara, a Jew. My loyalty was always to appear strong, and I was afraid to 

show my fear and “weakness”.  

I recently sent Barbara a copy of the book cousin Gudrun wrote in 2006 (I Can’t Forget). The 

picture on the cover of the book reminded Barbara of herself at that age, complete with braids in 

her hair. I had hoped the book would give Barbara the context of Gudrun’s Holocaust denial. 

Everything Gudrun had told me had to do with her father and with his relationship with her and 

their village in Poland where her father was the German administrator during the German 

occupation in WWII. I heard her reasoning in the context of exonerating her father. I 

challenged her when she would talk about “Jews trying to take over the world”.  I pursued the 

relationship…but there seemed to be a bridge too far for me to cross. We ultimately lost touch, at 

my doing. 

Gudrun sent me a copy of her book, written some 30 years later. Our relationship was 

presumably still a spark in her world. 

Barbara: “My unique friendship with Doug drove me to read his cousin’s book, I Can’t Forget, 

about how she lived and survived in Poland during the German occupation in World War II. She 

knew the history of the Poles and Germans and of Germans in Poland, which predates WWII. 

She described witnessing the torture of Germans.  I could not read that book and still hold 

Gudrun ‘in contempt’ for her impact on the relationship between Doug and me, and for her 
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position of ‘Holocaust denial’. (She did not discuss anything about the holocaust in her book.) 

She might have had to protect herself from the things she saw and did and lost. She wrote about 

the treatment of Germans in Poland and the terror of her existence during the German occupation 

of Poland. At the same time, she spoke of her life in the village during the occupation. She 

recognized others’ suffering in Poland as well as her own.  

There was so much gratitude in Gudrun for anything that was given to her. Her father 

reinvented himself several times for his family, both before the war, when they were moved to 

Poland, and after the war.  After the war they lost everything. Gudrun didn’t know if her two 

brothers were dead or alive; they both came back. Her father was being pursued by the Soviets as 

the family, Gudrun, and her mother and father walked back to Germany from Poland. When they 

arrived in Erding, near Munich, they were unwelcome in her mother’s family. I don’t know how 

she brought herself to write this book. She didn’t form any one enemy in the book. It was her 

life. 

Gudrun was no longer just a position, or an attacker to me. She was a person who lost 

everything several times in her life, before, during and after the war. She walked through 

dark shadows. Years later, she went back to her village in Poland to rekindle the friendships she 

had made during the occupation of Poland. You can’t minimize the spirited way in which she 

recognized her pain. She was startled at how her own children took so much for granted. 

I wish I could ask her about her intensity toward Jews: what drove her “Holocaust denial” and 

how did she overcome it to write this book?” 

Doug: When you say, “I have some grasp about how Gudrun might have formed this attitude 

toward Jews… Wow, it’s amazing for you to say that as a Jew”. Your family loyalty was to 

hate Germans for what “they’ve done to us.” Your openness to connecting with a German 

woman for her pain and suffering and why she might need another to vilify, frees me. You 

engaged her with compassion that wasn’t disloyal to your family but opened you up to 

someone else’s suffering. 

After Barbara’s reading I reread Gudrun’s book. Barbara opened me to hear Gudrun’s side. I 

lament that I kept her boxed in by my hurt, the pain I felt when she had justified her Holocaust 

denial to me. I had never asked her how she got there and how she had developed since then. 
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There was no hint of Holocaust denial in her book, only a desire to tell the world of the massacre 

of Germans in eastern Europe before, during and after the war. 

Gudrun, I am sorry for cutting you off from me. Please forgive me. 

Mending with My Father, Between Us.  

I am being invited into the possibility and the beginnings of friendship with my father and his father, my 
grandfather, now. Long departed, Grandfather Wilhelm in 1913, my Father Irvin in 1993, I feel them 
reaching toward me from across the divide as I reach toward them seeking to know them and be known 
by them, now.  

During the past three weeks, I have been asking daily to experience a present relationship with my Dad. 
Early one morning I felt taken into his inner world. I could see, feel and imagine obstacles he was up 
against. As a young adult, I asked him to inquire of me, to express a desire to know me, and to discuss 
our past together. Now, as I am briefly privy to his childhood wounding, I see that for him to desire to 
know me and actively inquire of me, would, likely, have stirred well defended primitive anguish within 
him. How could he give to me what had been taken from him? His father’s presence to him ended 
brutally, in a moment. My Dad, age seven, reached out for his father’s affection, and found him hanging, 
dead. 

I have imagined this moment before. As an adult Dad answered my query about that moment, what he 
remembered. He told me with visual detail finding his father hanging. In the telling he said he felt no 
emotion.  

This time, however, I felt the event as if within him, from his child perspective. I awakened one 

morning with dread in my soul, asking, “What is this about?” Inwardly I was seeing dread in my 

father’s soul when he found his father hanging, seeking his love and finding him dead. His shock 

and horror and devastation were now palpable to me. I was stunned by the nakedness of his reaction. I 

contemplated my father’s face, visually vivid in my mind, showing the complexities of his life, 

loss of father and fathering, suffering his mother’s strictness, fed by her shame. I remembered 

him recounting to me his mother taking and smashing an egg given to him by a neighbor and 

chasing him around the kitchen table swinging a switch. “Never show need.” 

Then I began seeing the dread in my grandfather Wilhelm seeing his mother dead at his age 4 ¾; 

shared dread across the generations.  

 

A sense of solidarity with my father and grandfather began to form within me, sharing with them felt 

shame, deficiency, inadequacy, and our charged hunger for fathering. I could appreciate the roots and 

tenacity of these self-diminishing and unrelenting deprivations. 
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As a child my father must have believed that, somehow, he had caused his father’s death. Who could 
rescue him from this conclusion. I imagine his mother withdrawing into herself, coping, deeply ashamed. 
I imagine her unable to talk to him from her anguished heart and reassure him that he was not 
responsible for his father’s choice to end his life. Who could Dad turn to? 

My rage at his “withholding” fathering from me and looking to me to undergird him, gave way to 
compassion. He was not withholding fathering from me. He was not refusing to grow up and accept the 
responsibility of parenting. 

As an adult, I had directly asked him for everything I wanted from him and found his limits. He tried to 
respond to me. “Dad when you or I call, ask me about my life, what I am doing, what I am thinking.” In 
the next call he would ask me about me. Then, as soon as I started talking, he would find a similarity in 
his life and turn the conversation to himself. “Dad I’m not finished telling you about me.” I did what I 
could to finish my piece, for myself, to “stay alive.” I had to forgo any sense that he was curious about 
me. He would come to me to talk over his concerns. He used me to listen to him.  

Recently I awakened one morning to a sense of Dad’s presence within me speaking. “I couldn’t go 
further. I did not know how. I didn’t have the help I needed to even begin to open up my pain. Without 
intending to, I have passed this work to you. To restore fathering to our lineage.” 

I experienced this message as a gift from my Dad, as coming from his awareness of me and caring for 
me, now. I had no sense of him exonerating or excusing himself, rather an impression of him speaking 
truth to me. I was encouraged. His presence with me, now, might begin to fill in the “hunger to be 
fathered” gap within me. 

Now I am moved to forgive him, not because I know that I should, but, rather, I want to. The solidarity I 
feel with him compels me. I feel his remorse for failing me. I comprehend his wounds and limitations. I 
feel the pressure that my challenges to him, to step up to fathering me, put on him, how confused and 
accused he felt. I have compassion for myself for reaching out to him for more. At the same time, I now 
feel our common dilemma. The gap of fathering I have felt when reaching inward for substance and 
guidance in fathering my children, was, most likely, even more severe in him and pain filled. “Dad 
forgive me for the times I went beyond asking and accused you of withholding from me, of refusing to 
grow up and provide me what I was asking for” 

Each day I ask for more intimacy with Dad, now, a present abiding sense of him with me, watching out 
for me, knowing me, encouraging me. And I am asking that his present presence to me be connected 
with my memories of him. I want to find the potential of his concern for me in memories of my 
childhood.  

Ask and you shall receive.  

• I remember sitting on his lap as he read Sunday comics to me, a memory of warmth and 
affection for me as a young child;  

• I remember sitting at his desk in our living room and playing with his pipe, pretending to smoke 
like he did; 

• I remember sitting next to him and playing with his hair. 
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In those moments, I was certainly receiving a father’s affection and identifying with him, a son taking in 
his father. 

So, when did the breach between us begin? When did I lose the felt sense of him attending to me and 
my hunger for him to see me, be present to me, guide me. 

 I remember at 9 or 10 disagreeing with him. He went into a rage accusing me of trying to kill him, a 
moment for which, later, he had no memory. Upon recounting this to me he said, “If I did that I am 
sorry.” 

 I remember his anger at me when I told him I was switching from pre-engineering to a major in 
psychology during my sophomore year of college.  “What gives you the right to choose what you want 
to do. I never had that opportunity.” Explosion. 

I was growing my own mind, and this seemed to threaten him. He had no father to test himself with and 
against. 

I was growing beyond the age when he lost his father. He had no father memories to turn to for comfort 
or advice or for experiences of disagreement. To him, my disagreements must have been felt as 
abandonment. 

The response I received when asking for the continuity between my experience of Dad now and my 
memories of him, surprised me.  

I awoke one morning, with a sense, unbidden, and not the result of forcing my imagination to it, 

That we are developing friendship between us, now. Is this what I need? Does this fill the gap between 
my memories of him and his, now, presence with me?  

My hunger to have that gap filled seems to be fading. Or the experience of friendship is filling the gap. 

How is this possible? Has he healed and reconciled with his father. Are they now friends. I find it easy 
and natural, now, to include my grandfather in this friendship, the three of us together. I am consulting 
them about my life, about decisions I am making, seeking their input. They seem aware of me, see me, 
understand me, respect me, want to help me. 

Part 1: Chapter 6 

Contextual Questions to Consider 

1. Whose tears am I crying? Whose sadness do I carry? “Am I crying his tears? Crying for 
her? Crying for me?” 

2. What do I owe and to whom? What do I deserve and from whom? 
3. How do I show my passion for relationship? “My rage revealed itself for what it really 

was: my passion for relationship.” 
4. How could anyone conceive of rage being an expression of love? 
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5. Is my voice too powerful? Too injuring? “Speaking up, even now, is a struggle. Giving 
way is my usual, loyal response.” 

Invisible Loyalties: Loyalty is preferential attachment to persons entitled to priority in a 
given context. 

Invisible Loyalties; 

• Are resources and stumbling blocks 
• Guide our motives. 
• Inform our choices. 
• Are a foundation for therapeutic work; within, between, and across generations. 
• Elude our awareness. 
• Yet we intuit their presence 

The Consequences of Invisible Loyalties: 

 Unseen, loyalties may blunt imagination and impede the capacity to act.  
 My grandfather’s suicide. 
 My father’s demand for recognition in the workplace 
 My rage, directed at my father. 

 Made visible, loyalties can become a resource – to be examined and re-cast:  
 My grandfather’s suicide became my compassion for his suffering 
 My father’s demand for recognition sensitized me to his need for validation 
 My rage, directed at my father, was transformed into love for him 

 The ability to grasp the threads of invisible loyalties may stimulate imagination that 
kindles us to act justly, to love mercy and to walk humbly.[2] 

[1] Association for Statistical Quality Control 

[2] (Micah 6:8) 

 

 

http://www.spoken-here-heard-there.com/taming-invisible-loyalties/#_ftn3
http://www.spoken-here-heard-there.com/taming-invisible-loyalties/#_ftnref1
http://www.spoken-here-heard-there.com/taming-invisible-loyalties/#_ftnref3
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