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About Fred Schäfer 

 
Fred grew up in Sontheim an der Brenz in the south of Ger-
many. He lived in Berlin, Düsseldorf and Heidenheim and 
travelled extensively in America, India, Sri Lanka and Aus-
tralia. Today Fred lives with his family in Western Australia.  
 
He writes literary fiction and non-fiction books in English 
and German. His books invite the reader to reflect, they en-
tertain, sometimes they provoke, often combined with a sub-
tle sense of humour.  
 
Fred’s non-fiction bestseller, The Solution Within Yourself, 
helped thousands of people to reassess their lives, find hap-
piness and achieve better results. 
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Part 1: First time in India 

 
Crazy things like running away from elephants 

 

 
 
 
How life in the jungle taught me two lessons 

 
Maria and I zigzagged through the south of India until one 
day we found ourselves in the wildlife reserve of Bandipur 
in the vicinity of Mysore. Bandipur is inhabited by bison, 
tigers, leopards, more than a thousand elephants and by birds 
ranging from blue-bearded bee-eaters, scarlet minarets and 
ospreys to herons and ducks. We should also have come 
across crocodiles and snakes and lizards. I don’t remember 
any of them, which could mean that I have forgotten all 
about them, which seems unlikely, or didn’t pay enough at-
tention and walked past without noticing them. Maybe we 
were just plain lucky that we were still alive when we left 
the reserve three days later. 

I remember the bison, elephants and birds and whilst the 
birds were beautiful and noisy, the bison and the elephants 
taught me a bit about myself. Like Paul Hogan years later in 
the first Crocodile Dundee movie I confronted one of the 
bison (I mistook the beast for an oversized cow) and tried to 
hypnotize him with my western personality by walking 
slowly towards him. At a distance of about two metres the 
huge beast shook his gigantic head, which made his horns 
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look like rotating aeroplane propellers, and made me switch 
into reverse and slowly move out of the vicinity of the whirl-
ing blades. It was not until I moved backwards that I realized 
what was going on: that I was trying to show off in front of 
Maria and that it was plain stupid, dangerous and served no 
good purpose at all. It could have got me killed.  

This event took place in a swamp area on slippery 
ground beside a little lake (possibly with crocodiles watch-
ing nearby). As I moved backwards (watched by Maria) I 
decided that from now on there would be no more a need for 
me to show off in front of the girl I loved and who loved me, 
irrespective of whether or not I confronted an oversized cow. 

We stayed in the wildlife reserve for three days. By ’we’ 
I mean Maria and myself, Amar, who was about my age and 
from Bombay, and a guide by the name of Balachandra who 
also served as our cook and was allocated to us by the Forest 
Officer in Mysore. 

After a four-hour walk we found ourselves in the centre 
of the reserve in a little hut and Balachandra cooked rice and 
curry. After we had eaten I wanted to help clean up the 
dishes but Amar told me that I shouldn’t because it was 
Balachandra’s job and if I helped, Balachandra would no 
longer respect me as much as he respected me now. Instead 
of helping him do his work, Amar suggested that it would be 
more appropriate if we gave him money. He said: “Bala-
chandra has a big family.” He then put two rupees on the 
table and when I also put two rupees on the table, Amar 
looked to Maria and I put another two rupees on the table. 
Amar nodded and gave the six rupees to Balachandra, who 
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took them and thanked us and a few minutes later served hot 
tea which we enjoyed in front of the hut. 

We all slept on bamboo mats on the floor that night in 
one room. Maria and I were very tired. When Amar woke us 
in the morning it was already nine o’clock and breakfast was 
ready. Balachandra said that he had heard elephants during 
the night and there were also tigers in the reserve and we 
would definitely see elephants but to see a tiger would need 
a lot of luck and could also be dangerous.  

After breakfast we walked through the reserve and came 
across elephant droppings. Several times we walked through 
grass areas where the grass was so high that we could not 
see over it and Balachandra asked us to stay close together 
so that we wouldn’t lose each other. He stopped frequently 
and asked us to be very quiet so that he could hear what was 
going on around us; it became obvious that he was afraid of 
tigers in the high grass.  

Maria was afraid. I was afraid too and I think Amar was 
also afraid, but instead of admitting it, Amar and I behaved 
as if it were the most natural thing for us to walk through 
grass that was so high that we couldn’t see whether two me-
tres ahead of us we would walk into a waiting tiger or a 
leopard. 

After several hours of walking we arrived at a large 
clearing. The clearing was at least three hundred metres long 
and two hundred metres wide and surrounded by forest. The 
grass was low and here and there we could see a few bushes 
and there was noise coming from the forest.  

“Elephants”, Balachandra said.  
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We walked along the edge of the clearing towards the 
noise and Balachandra told us to walk quietly and stay close 
to the forest so that we could quickly hide between the tress 
should this be required. As we walked the noise seemed to 
move away from us and we walked faster thinking that the 
elephants were moving away. When we talked about it later 
we concluded that the elephants probably hadn’t changed 
their position at all and that only the wind had shifted and 
provided us with the impression that the elephants had 
moved. 

We reached an area where the edge of the forest became 
irregular and where parts of the forest stretched toward the 
inside of the clearing like peninsulas and between these pen-
insulas of trees there were ten to twenty metre wide areas 
that were empty and stretched from the clearing into the for-
est like channels made of grass. We crossed several of these 
grass channels and walked fast. We felt like hunters except 
that we had neither the experience nor the instincts of real 
hunters. We didn’t realize this until we nearly ran into a herd 
of elephants in one of the channels.  

The humans and the animals saw each other at the same 
time and while for a few moments the humans stopped and 
didn’t move and didn’t say a word, the elephants didn’t 
waste any time and got up at once and moved and trumpeted 
like the angels of Jericho, except the tune might not have 
been the same. We, the humans, found ourselves already 
half way into the channel and the elephants were on the 
other side of it. Not straight ahead of us but about forty or 
fifty metres to our right. For a moment the most sensible 
thing would have been for us to retreat to the forest area 
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from where we had emerged. Later, none of us could explain 
why the elephants did not either attack us or retreat into the 
forest area behind them. They decided in favour of a third 
option and crossed the channel to our right and headed into 
the forest area from where we had emerged a minute or two 
earlier. 

All of us saw where the elephants were heading except 
Maria who was at the very back of our group. She was aware 
of the elephants, the trumpeting and noise and from her per-
spective the most sensible thing to do was to turn around and 
run back for cover in the forest area behind her. Amar, Bala-
chandra and I ran forward for cover in the forest area in front 
of us and Maria turned backward in almost the same direc-
tion that the elephants had chosen for their escape. Consider-
ing the short distances and the considerable speed of both 
Maria and the elephants it would have been only a matter of 
a minute or less for Maria and the elephants to meet.  

Amar was the first to reach the forest ahead of us and 
therefore the first to turn around; he realized that Maria, who 
was meant to be close behind me, was rapidly moving away 
from me. In his state of surprise and excitement Amar yelled 
something in his native language that I didn’t understand. He 
also gesticulated as if the heaven behind me was about to fall 
on me, which made me look back. He made more noise than 
the elephants. Enough for Maria to hear him too. She, look-
ing back, realized immediately what was going on and 
changed her direction by one hundred and eighty degrees, 
once more. She ran towards me and I ran towards her and 
when we met in the middle of the channel, I stopped and 
grabbed her by the hand and turned around. Together we ran 
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and joined Amar and Balachandra a few seconds later. Amar 
and I looked at each other without saying a word. In the dis-
tance we could still hear the elephants in the forest area we 
had left behind us a few minutes earlier. Balachandra looked 
worried, probably because he felt responsible for us and be-
cause the Forest Officer in Mysore would not have appreci-
ated it if one of us had been killed by elephants. Maria was 
amazingly relaxed about the event and when I looked at her I 
felt very deeply that she was my wife and I was very grate-
ful. I thought that she was more beautiful and more sexy 
than ever and just as a bison had taught me the day before 
that there was no need to show off in front of her, the ele-
phants now had taught me how vulnerable life can be and 
how much I was in love with this wonderful girl who was 
willing to share her life with me and do crazy things with me 
like running away from elephants in the south of India. 

This was in 1974.  
 
 
 
Introducing the travellers 

 
The first time I met Maria was in a disco in Düsseldorf in 
late 1972. The disco was called Esquire, which, if you think 
about it, is a strange name for a disco in Düsseldorf. Land-
edelmann, translated into German. 
 I smoked one cigarette after another and tried to look 
handsome, impressive and cool. The guy sitting next to me 
also tried to look handsome, impressive and cool. There was 
an undeclared competition going on between the two of us. 
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Now and then one of us got up and casually asked one of the 
girls for a dance and tried to have a conversation with her 
but without much success. It didn’t work. The music was too 
loud. Mick Jagger screamed: “I can’t get no satisfaction”. 
The lights were flashing like mad and each time I danced my 
voice gave up after ten minutes of yelling fragmented mes-
sages into the ear of my dancing partner. 

To my right was the guy who I was competing with and 
to my left was an empty chair and somehow a girl who had 
just arrived managed to find her way through the smoke to 
that empty chair. 

She didn’t look happy. Her girlfriend was meant to be 
with her but had changed her mind at the last minute. Re-
flecting on this today, I suspect Maria decided out of pure 
stubbornness that this should not make the slightest differ-
ence to her plan to spend the evening in a disco. That’s how 
we met and how it happened that the most beautiful girl in 
Düsseldorf was sitting on a chair beside me. 

We left the Esquire an hour later and went to a bar in the 
Altstadt where we had a few dark beers: Düsseldorfer Alt.  

Maria, whose birth certificate says Mechthild Maria 
Bergkeller, invited me to lunch at her flat in Ratingen the 
next day. I brought her a bunch of flowers. She served Cor-
don Bleu with vegetables and potatoes and white wine. At 
the time Maria was still called Mechthild. It was only years 
later in Australia that she decided to be called Maria because 
none of our Australian friends was able to pronounce Mech-
thild the way it is meant to be pronounced. They called her 
Mekhild which is totally wrong and so Maria decided to be 
called by her second name. I still call her Mechthild but 
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since to the rest of the world she is now known as Maria, I 
call her Maria in this book. 

She was twenty-three years old, one metre seventy-two 
centimetres and fifty-one kilos. She was slim, beautiful and 
sexy with a gorgeous figure; just about everything I had ever 
wished my wife would be.  

I, Paul Friedrich Schäfer, called Friedrich by my parents 
and Fred by Maria and my friends, was twenty-seven years 
old, one metre and seventy-six centimetres and seventy-four 
kilograms. I thought I was all right. Handsome and that sort 
of stuff. I guess at the age of twenty-seven it is not a bad 
thing to have that kind of opinion of yourself.  

I was a bit of a dreamer. Not so Maria. She was a kin-
dergarten teacher and kindergarten teachers aren’t dreamers. 
You can’t live in an imaginary world if you teach little chil-
dren the rules of life. If you want to be a good kindergarten 
teacher you must be both a realist and an optimist and you 
need enthusiasm and the belief that your work will make a 
positive difference. Most of all you must love children. 
Maria was, and still is, a very good kindergarten teacher. 

The kids just love her. 
Apart from being a dreamer, I was also a toolmaker and 

an engineer and if you expect me to tell you now something 
about the qualities that you need if you want to be a good 
toolmaker or a good engineer, I have to disappoint you. I am 
keen to tell you stories about events in India, Sri Lanka and 
Australia. Therefore, the chances are not very good that you 
will find anything further in this book about toolmakers and 
engineers. 
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 You may wonder why Maria and I travelled and lived 
for two years in those countries. I think it was restlessness, 
mainly on my part. Of course, a better answer would be the 
one that explains why I was so restless during my youth. I 
don’t know, which is not to say that there is no answer. But 
not now.  
 One day Maria and I found ourselves on an Russian 
Aeroflot plane from Frankfurt to New Delhi. This is where 
this story really starts. The year when we run away from 
elephants. 
 
 
 
First contacts with India’s wildlife 

 
At the airport in New Delhi we noticed several geckos on the 
wall behind the customs officer. I was so fascinated by these 
cute reptiles (toy crocodiles, I thought) that I didn’t pay at-
tention to the officer. For a moment he seemed upset and I 
thought he was going to inspect each item of our luggage. I 
apologised and told him that this was our first visit to India 
and that we hadn’t slept for over twenty-four hours. He 
looked at me, then at Maria. We looked at him.  

He accepted my apology but insisted that he had to re-
cord my travel typewriter and Minolta camera in my pass-
port. “This is necessary,” he explained, “to ensure that you 
do not leave India without these items because they are ex-
pensive and you are not to sell them since to sell them on the 
black market would deprive the Indian Taxation Office of 
revenue and this would be contrary to India’s commercial 
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interests.” He said this all in this one smooth sentence and 
for a moment I was amazed and happy that I could under-
stand him so well.  

“But they are not expensive”, I replied. 
“How much is the camera?” 
“About two hundred German marks”, I lied, understat-

ing the value by half. 
“How much is the typewriter?” 
“About one hundred marks”. 
“Very expensive”, he said and recorded both items in 

my passport.  
 
 
 
As if the bell had rung and the stock market closed 

 
It was eight o’clock in the morning when we left the airport 
building and walked straight into a group of at least fifty 
people. They all seemed to have been waiting for us and 
there were arms and hands everywhere and for a moment I 
felt like grabbing Maria, turning around and running back to 
the safety of the over-aged Aeroflot plane that we had dis-
embarked from only an hour earlier.  

Maria and I carried a suitcase each and a shoulder bag; 
for a few seconds it seemed that we would not have to worry 
about these items much longer. People were pulling at our 
luggage, our clothes, pulling us from the left to the right, 
back and forth. Never before in our lives had we experienced 
ourselves at the centre of so many people’s attention.  
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“Verdammt noch mal! Jetzt reicht es mir aber!“ I had a 
strong voice and could be heard near and far and although it 
was unlikely that anybody had understood what I said, apart 
from Maria of course, the reaction that my outburst achieved 
was exactly what I had hoped for. There was silence and 
people looked at us and waited. I said, this time in English, 
the address of a place where we had arranged to stay. 

The result was instantaneous. Fifty people exploding 
into action all at once. It was frightening and exhilarating. 
That it happened in India seemed like a guarantee that this 
country was destined for a prosperous future despite its huge 
challenges. These people knew exactly what they wanted 
and not one of them hesitated for a fraction of a second do-
ing what had to be done in order to get our business. Things 
happened fast. There was no time for me to exercise the 
power of my voice again. Before I could catch my breath, 
gather my senses and repeat my outburst, Maria’s suitcase 
was loaded onto one rickshaw, my suitcase onto another 
rickshaw and Maria and I were pulled and pushed towards 
the inside of a taxi.  

“Let’s take the taxi”, Maria said. The rickshaws looked 
dangerous. Too exposed. This was the only time we ever 
took a taxi in India. On this day, our very first day in New 
Delhi, it seemed important to have metal between this coun-
try and us.  

Peace returned at the very moment we had decided to 
take the taxi. The two rickshaw drivers who had secured our 
suitcases moved them quietly from their rickshaws to the 
boot of the taxi. The crowd dispersed and reflecting on it 
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today, it was as if the bell had rung and the stock market 
closed.  
 
 
 
As the Minolta clicked for the third time… 

 
During our first weeks in New Delhi and in the north of the 
country, India moved us around and we accepted whatever 
was on offer. Travelling from five o’clock in the morning 
until late in the afternoon in a bus without glass in the win-
dows at heart-stopping speeds towards the Himalayas with 
half the passengers vomiting out of the windows and the bus 
racing and swinging along small and curvy roads, past 
abysses which looked like openings into hell is a tourist ex-
perience of the highest order. There were the sightseeing 
spots in New Delhi: fascinating and of cultural significance. 
The Taj Mahal, too, is a good place to visit. 

Then there was the festival of Diwali and somehow we 
received an invitation from the Indian Tourist Office. It said: 
On behalf of the Government of India… It sounded personal 
and we accepted it and two days later found ourselves in the 
middle of a huge square less than twenty metres away from 
the Indian President who gave a speech about democracy 
and people’s dignity. Maria and I looked around and at first 
we couldn’t believe it, but we were indeed surrounded by 
millions of people. 

However, remembering these events requires an effort. 
Other events and impressions remain alive and they are the 
ones that touched my life and left a lasting impact. There 
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was an old woman lying in the middle of a major street in 
Old Delhi; she was either dying or dead. I took pictures of 
her and as the Minolta clicked for the third time she opened 
her eyes and for a fraction of a second I saw a world of such 
pain and innocence that it felt as if the forces of hell and 
heaven had combined against me all at once. I jumped back, 
turned around, crossed the street and left the old woman be-
hind for the rubbish and dead people collectors. India had hit 
me hard, deeply and unexpectedly. Later, in Germany, I 
gave presentations and slide lectures about India and showed 
one of the pictures that I had taken of the old woman. I 
talked about India’s contradictions: its amazing culture and 
friendly people, the all-encompassing nature of Hinduism 
and the tension between Hindus and Moslems; all the time 
as I talked in the back of my mind I couldn’t help asking 
myself the same question again and again: Why didn’t I 
help? I had a bottle of water with me and could have offered 
her a drink. I could easily have carried her frail body from 
the middle of the sun-drenched street to a shady place. I 
could have gone to a phone and tried to call an ambulance or 
the police or I could simply have stopped a rickshaw and 
taken the woman to the nearest hospital. There was so much 
I could have done. Why didn’t I help? If I had experienced 
the same in Munich, Berlin, Chicago or Perth, would I also 
have taken three pictures and walked away?  

I don’t feel guilty or bad about what happened. I feel 
sad about it. I know that most people from the west feel to-
tally overwhelmed and helpless when they are confronted by 
the misery and despair that can be found in countries like 
India. I also realize that there are psychological explanations 
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for my behaviour. But none of these explanations is satisfy-
ing. Seven years earlier in Berlin I saw an old lady lying on 
the ground after she had slipped on an icy patch on the foot-
path and injured her ankle. I rushed to her, helped her up, 
supported her, stopped a taxi and helped her into the taxi 
without much thinking because this was the right thing to do. 
In Old Delhi I didn’t do much thinking either. I took the Mi-
nolta and made sure the settings of the camera were correct; 
I paid particular attention to the distance because I wanted 
the old woman’s face in focus. Was this the right thing to 
do? I guess it was because the pictures turned out brilliantly 
and the one that I showed during my presentations touched 
people and made them swallow and be silently grateful that 
their own lives and the society in which they lived were so 
much better. But what happened to the old woman? Did she 
survive the day? Did someone else help her? Or was she not 
really in such bad shape and only placed in the middle of the 
street by relatives in the hope that people who passed by 
would throw a few coins towards her? One of my Indian 
friends suggested this and he added that he was used to this 
kind of begging and I shouldn’t think too much about it. 
How interesting. How very interesting. He was used to it. 
But what about me? I wasn’t used to it. To me this was the 
first time I saw an old dying woman in the middle of a hot 
and dusty street.  
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About friendship, trust and honesty 

 
After a few weeks in the north we boarded a flight from 
New Delhi to Madras. From Madras we took a bus to Pondi-
cherry, where we stayed at the international guesthouse of 
the Sri Aurobindo Ashram.  

We met Sharmila at the reception desk of the guest-
house and within a few days she became a good friend. It 
was one of those friendships that just developed automati-
cally. We met a few times and talked about our lives. We, 
about how easy things were in Germany. She, about how 
tough things were in India. Sharmila was about ten years 
older than Maria and we trusted her without ever questioning 
why we did it. 

Initially we stayed in Pondicherry for three weeks. Dur-
ing our subsequent travels through the south of India and 
later through Sri Lanka we left our suitcases with most of 
our belongings in Sharmila’s care. When we returned, 
Sharmila was gone. We were told that she had lost her job at 
the Sri Aurobindo Ashram and moved on. Nobody in the 
guesthouse knew where she had moved on to, and there was 
no trace of our suitcases. 

I remembered a story that we had heard a few months 
earlier in New Delhi. A burglar had broken into the house of 
a rich Indian woman whilst her husband was at work. The 
burglar demanded from the woman that she handed over her 
jewellery, which she did. In the evening when her husband 
returned home his wife yelled and screamed and cried be-
cause of the loss she had suffered. Her husband stayed calm 
and looked at her and noticed the golden earrings she was 
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wearing. After a while he asked her why she hadn’t given 
her earrings to the burglar too. On the brink of a nervous 
breakdown his wife stared at him, not believing what she 
had heard. Her husband explained that a man who was so 
poor that he had to break into houses and steal has much 
more need for golden earrings than she had and the right 
thing would have been to give them to him, too. 

Maria and I had managed without our suitcases for sev-
eral months. We had zigzagged through the south of India 
and through Sri Lanka with the clothes we wore, a few 
pieces of spare underwear, spare shirts, a warm jumper each, 
our toothbrushes and the Minolta camera. Our belongings 
fitted comfortably in two shoulder bags and I understood 
exactly what Henry Miller meant when he wrote in Big Sur 
and the Oranges of Hieronymus Bosch about the things Je-
sus didn’t carry around during his journeys: “2o baggage, 
no furniture, no change of linen, no handkerchief, no pass-
port, no identity-card, no bank-book, no love letters, no in-
surance policy, no address-book.” Life is easy without be-
longings if you don’t see a need for them. Our suitcases 
were full of stuff that we could do without as the previous 
months had shown. The only item that I missed was my 
typewriter. I also realized that I would have a problem when 
we left India since my typewriter was regarded as a valuable 
item and recorded in my passport. 

Three days after our return to Pondicherry and the dis-
covery that Sharmila had left, someone knocked at the door 
of our room at the Sri Aurobindo guesthouse. We opened 
and an Indian whose age was between thirty-five and forty 
introduced himself as Monahar. He asked if we were Fred 
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and Mechthild (he said Mekhild) and we said that we were 
and he told us that he was a friend of Sharmila and that she 
had left our suitcases with him in his room in a hut on the 
other side of the Quai de Gingy.  

“On the other side of the Quai de Gingy?”  This was all 
I could think of to say and for a moment I wasn’t sure 
whether I was happy or disappointed. The Quai de Gingy 
separated the Ashram area from the rest of Pondicherry. You 
would have to be reasonably wealthy if you wanted to live 
on the Ashram’s side of the Quai. 

It was five or six o’clock in the evening and we invited 
Monahar for dinner in a restaurant. The restaurant was also 
on the other side of the Quai de Gingy and we had eaten 
there before and knew it was clean and that the food was ex-
cellent and inexpensive. The first time we ate at the restau-
rant the cook invited us to inspect the kitchen. 

Monahar told us that he was a bank employee and that 
Sharmila had a disagreement with the manager of the guest-
house because she had refused to sack one of the cleaning 
ladies. The manager didn’t like his authority being chal-
lenged by a woman and sacked them both. The cleaning lady 
was now living with her four children on the street. Sharmila 
had moved to Bangalore where she thought it might be eas-
ier to find a job. It was not good to be sacked by the Ashram, 
Monahar told us. The Ashram was the biggest employer in 
Pondicherry and the unemployment rate was very high. 

“How high?” Maria asked. 
“Very high”, he replied.  
After we had finished the dinner, Monahar took us to his 

room in a little hut. Maria and I looked at each other and I 
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could see that we had the same thoughts. Why did he bother 
to contact us? The hut consisted of four little rooms without 
running water, but there was a well outside. Each room was 
rented out separately. Inside Monahar’s room I saw our two 
suitcases underneath the table and realized that it must have 
been inconvenient to have the suitcases in the room. The 
room was so small there was just enough space for a bed, the 
table, two chairs and a small cupboard. Thinking of the 
businessman who had reprimanded his wife because she had 
failed to offer her golden earrings to a burglar, I wondered 
for a moment if we shouldn’t offer our suitcases to Monahar. 
But this thought disappeared as quickly as it had appeared 
and I gave him some money instead. It was a small amount 
if expressed in German marks and a large amount if ex-
pressed in Indian rupees. 

“No, no”, Monahar said,“ you don’t have to give me 
money”.  

“Please take it”, Maria said and I added, “Yes, take it. 
We are very grateful that you looked after our luggage.” 

“This is too much. This is more than what I earn in one 
week.” 

Back in the guesthouse I said to Maria: “What an un-
usual man!” 

“He is too honest”, Maria replied. 
“There is no need to be honest if you are poor. If you 

live in a tiny room in a hut without running water you are 
allowed to steal from the rich.” 

“We are not rich”, Maria said. 
“Now we have the stuff back and have to carry our suit-

cases around again,” I complained. 
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Fred Schäfer 

The Short and Wonderful Life of Henry Hemingway 

Fred's single-minded search for a muse, his struggle with his 
demons and his refreshingly unique literary voice make his 
memoirs a brilliant book, a page-turner, provocatively hu-
morous and acutely reflective.  
 
Fred Schäfer takes on two of the 20th Century’s literary gi-
ants. The story takes off when he arrives in New York. Mi-
raculously, he meets an old mate of Hemingway’s from the 
Toronto Star. He enjoys a bevy of buxom beauties, in true 
Miller style. Not as macho as Ernest, Fred manages to inject 
the book with a unique philosophy, somewhere between 
Schopenhauer and Bob Dylan. 
There are scenes that will stay in my memory, like the time 
he visits Rachel’s English class and speaks about his radical 
reading of The Great Gatsby. Or the time he stays up all 
night with his Mexican hosts in California, arguing about 
Schopenhauer and predetermination. 
Bruce L. Russell 
Author of Channelling Henry (Fremantle Press, 2003) 
 
Henry Miller’s son Tony wrote about The Short and Won-
derful Life of Henry Hemingway: “Dear Fred … I really 
laughed out loud about our casual meeting. You have such a 
good way with words … I am totally delighted by your 
book.”  
 
 
 

 



Travelling with Maria 

 

31

 
Fred Schäfer 

The Solution Within Yourself 

A practical guide for achieving results, happiness, success 
and purpose in life. 
 
This book will teach you how to develop a powerful focus in 
life, how to deal with obstacles and adversity and how to 
achieve personal change. You have a picture of yourself and 
once you start changing this picture you change your entire 
life. The Solution Within Yourself is one of the most empow-
ering and concise personal development books available to-
day. Its emphasis is on thinking strategies and on how to 
convert these strategies into actions and results. 
Top achievers differ from ordinary people in one major as-
pect: their minds are conditioned for success. This book will 
teach you how to condition your mind in whatever way you 
decide is right for you. You will learn four rules and seven 
steps that leave you with no alternative but to achieve what 
you truly desire. You will learn a two stage perception con-
trol approach that provides you with a powerful basis to deal 
successfully with whatever obstacles and negative events 
you encounter in your life. You will learn how to relax and 
control your emotions, even in very adverse and stressful 
situations.  
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Fred Schäfer 

Success, Money and You 

Start your journey to financial success! 
 
This is a concise and inspiring must-read book for people 
who seek secure and lasting achievements: in business, pro-
fessionally and financially. You will discover the philosophy 
of the rich, the philosophy of the poor and powerful success 
strategies. You will learn how to re-program your thinking 
and how to overcome money-making limitations. 
 
To be financially successful is not nearly as difficult as 
many people think. Don’t wait. Awaken the wealth-creating 
power within yourself. Be successful with your next applica-
tion, promotion or business venture and develop a deeply 
satisfying vision and focus in life. 
 
 

Fred Schäfer 

Herrn Eberhardts Erinnerungen 

 
Ein sechsunddreißigjähriger Mann liegt bewusstlos in einem 
Stadtpark. Die Polizei wird verständigt und der Ohnmächti-
ge ins Krankenhaus gebracht. Der Mann ist unverletzt und 
gesund und die Ärzte sehen keinen Grund, warum er nicht 
jeden Augenblick aus seiner Ohnmacht erwachen könnte. 
Wochen später ist er immer noch ohne Bewusstsein. 
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Herr Eberhardt, zweiundsechzig Jahre alt, schreibt seine Le-
benserinnerungen. Er hat sich von einem schüchternen Dorf-
jungen, zu einem Bohemien und schließlich zu einem erfolg-
reichen Mann entwickelt. Er hat verantwortungsreiche Posi-
tionen innegehabt, Bücher geschrieben und sich einen Na-
men als Professional Speaker gemacht.  
 
Eine Detektivin, ein Obdachloser und ein Schriftsteller ver-
suchen, die mysteriöse Vergangenheit des Ohnmächtigen 
und seine Beziehung zu Herrn Eberhardt zu klären. Was sie 
entdecken, ist ganz anders, als jeder von ihnen sich je hätte 
vorstellen können  
 
Herrn Eberhardts Erinnerungen ist ein zweisprachiger Ro-
man (75% in Deutsch, 25% in Englisch), ein Meisterwerk 
und ein mutiges Buch, das Fred Schäfers Vielseitigkeit und 
die literarische Bedeutung seines Werkes überzeugend dar-
stellt. 
 
 
 

Fred Schäfer 

Die Beeinflussung des jungen Jakob Berg durch 

Henry Miller 

Eine faszinierende Liebesgeschichte, die ihren Ursprung im 
epochemachenden Berlin der sechziger Jahre hat und dreißig 
Jahre später ihre Fortsetzung in einem ungewöhnlichen indi-
schen Ashram findet.  
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Im Berlin der sechziger Jahre lebt der junge Jakob Berg ein 
unstetes und widersprüchliches Leben. Er sieht sich als 
Künstler, arbeitet als Mechaniker, studiert: er schwankt zwi-
schen den Wertvorstellungen seiner bürgerlichen Erziehung 
und seinen Zukunftsphantasien. Drei Jahrzehnte später, im 
Alter von dreiundfünfzig Jahren, liegt er im Sterben in ei-
nem indischen Ashram. Er wird von seinem Sohn Wolfgang 
gefunden. Jakob Berg weiß nicht, dass er einen Sohn hat. 
Der Sterbende erzählt seine Geschichte: von seiner Flucht 
vor den Gespenstern der Nazizeit, von Helga, seiner ersten 
großen Liebe, und davon, wie diese Liebe zu Ende ging. Ja-
kob erzählt von seinen Vorbildern Henry Miller und Ernest 
Hemingway, seinen literarischen Träumereien, Freuden und 
Qualen, von seiner Suche nach einer Muse. Er erzählt von 
der bisexuellen und mysteriösen Marlene... 
 
 

 


