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SEAL’S MILK 

The Harbour or Common Seal – Lac phoca vitulina 
 

Master Prover: Boris Peisker 
 

Translated into English by Heiko Schwardtmann 

 

 

ABOUT THE PROVING: 

 

From the end of January 2000 until the end of February 2000 some friends and 

acquaintances put the remedy Lac phoca vitulina in or under their pillow at night and 

recorded symptoms and other findings.  

 

Except for me (prover no. 1) no prover knew what the remedy was. 

 

Remedies derived from milk have been proven and prescribed frequently in recent years. It 

is the most easily available product of a mammal, maybe except for blood. 

 

No matter whether human, horse’s, goat’s, lion’s, wolf’s, cat’s, dog’s, dolphin’s, cow’s or 

elephant’s milk (to recall the proven types of milk), the interest in, and possible importance 

of, remedies produced by mammals is on the increase. 

 

Some existing mammal-based medicines that are not made from milk are: Ambra grisea 

(sperm whale), Castoreum (beaver), Moschus (musk), Mephites (skunk), the rat etc.  

 

The emphasis lies, easily noticeable, on animals that live on the ground. The dolphin is the 

sole representative of the ocean mammals (except for Ambra grisea). For Homeopathy, 

some real research is needed in this area. There is also no baleen whale (e.g. blue whale, 

humpback whale). An Orca (killer whale) medicine would also be an important enrichment.  

 

And there is no proving of a single species of seal. This should be done soon, although there 

are other interesting organisms ready to be explored: walrus, sea elephant, leopard seal, 

and sea lion. Whatever is not limited by pharmaceutic availability should be explored.  

 

The seal literally swam into my life. On a trip to the North Sea and Denmark in 1998 I swam 

a little bit too far off the coastline and a seal got interested and approached me. It didn’t 

come closer than 50 metres though – as far as I could discern it – the North Sea water is 

quite dim. 

 

About the common seal: 

The Harbour Seal belongs to several existing species of seals and lives at the coastlines of 

both the northern Atlantic and northern Pacific and also in European coastal waters from 

Portugal to Iceland. The predominant living area lies in the mud-flats of the German Bay. 

Occasionally seals can be found in fresh water. In the mud-flats they congregate around 

sandbanks.  
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On land they find it difficult to move because the lower extremities cannot be used, their 

‘legs’ have been transformed entirely into swimming organs and cannot be tucked under 

the body. In return they are excellent swimmers and can stay under water for up to 45 

minutes. The normal diving time is approximately 5-10 minutes.  

 

Harbour seals can grow up to 2 metres long and weigh around 100kg. Females are 

significantly smaller than males.  

 

Life on the mud-flats requires immediate swimming ability of newborns. Although many 

types of seals have got an embryonic ‘garment’ of fur, which keeps them warm on land and 

which they have to get rid of in order to substitute it with their ‘swimsuit’, the Harbour Seal 

already loses it in the uterus.  

 

Newborns can only be nursed (lactated) on land. They have to use their snout to push the 

mother’s teat out of its skin bag with great pressure; under water this is impossible.  

 

Seals milk consists to 50% of fat and newborns gain around 800g per day within the first 

weeks. The first year of life is the most dangerous for the animal; around 2/3 of all Harbour 

Seals die before the age of one.  

 

Most seals develop milk teeth but those of Harbour Seals dissolve before birth.  

 

The remaining set of teeth is similar to a predator’s but there are no fangs.  

 

Already during the first high tide the newborn has to be able to swim. Therefore the mother 

always follows and swims behind the cub. If the mother has a litter of two cubs it has to 

choose between them because it can follow and protect only one of them. The neglected 

pup becomes a ‘howler’, it continuously emits calling sounds. These ‘howlers’ are often 

raised by humans and brought up with a milk bottle in animal refuges. Without this kind of 

help the cubs would die. 

 

There are also ‘false howlers’ where a young seal is left behind when the animals are 

disturbed. The howling is then to be interpreted as a contact call for the mother in order to 

find its cub. Once the coast is clear the mother returns to its offspring. 

 

The Harbour Seal’s hearing is fantastic, their sense of smell is not that well developed. The 

eyeballs are curved so much that seals can see very well and clearly under water, above 

water they are very short-sighted.  

 

Harbour Seals are able to catch their prey in the North Sea where the water is quite cloudy. 

Under water they produce a clicking ultrasound (approx. 40 kHz) like dolphins. Seals are able 

to recognize ultrasound frequencies up to 180 kHz. They are probably able to hunt using an 

echo sound system, just like dolphins or bats.  

 

A peculiarity of seals is that their blood does not coagulate. Injuries are sealed by a 

displacement of the fat layer under the skin. If the injury is too large to stop the bleeding 

with this method the seal will bleed to death.  
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The Harbour Seal has a gestation time of 11 months; on the German mud-flats the time of 

birth is May/June. 

 

Harbour Seals are fish eaters. Therefore they have always competed with and been hunted 

by humans. Another reason for hunting, which used to be carried out with sticks and bats, 

was the seal cub’s skin. Seals whose cubs are born with their woollen furs intact are an even 

greater favourite as hunting target: Harp Seals, Ringed Seals and Grey Seals.  

 

About a quarter of the overall seal’s weight is composed of blubber, which is located under 

the skin. In order to develop the blubber the milk has to contain much fat.  

 

Harbour Seals live in open packs, meaning that every seal can join or leave a pack at any 

time. In addition, every animal has the same social status within the pack, which serves as a 

protective community. Every seal has the natural instinct of watching out for danger or 

disturbances while resting. In this way, the pack is always safe because there are no 

‘security breaches’.  

 

Their individual space is very important to Harbour Seals. Direct physical contact is unusual. 

On sandbanks the distance between animals is at least 1.3 metres. If this distance is not 

respected one of the rare conflicts occur. Two thirds of conflicts are dealt with at a distance; 

only 10 percent involve attacks like head butting or fin strikes.  

 

Not much is known about the pairing behaviour of Harbour Seals, simply because it has not 

been sufficiently observed. It is assumed that mating takes place in the water and that the 

male keeps the female under control with a bite in the neck. It is not presumed that there is 

a deep connection between partners, unlike in fairy tales where seals are highly 

monogamous and only break their loyalty when the partner dies.  

 

The phylogeny of seals is not yet known. It is supposed that seals descended from a type of 

marten or otter about 15 million years ago.  

 

Historically the Harbour Seal’s blubber was the preferred fuel for lighthouses.  

 

The meat was considered a delicacy, especially the liver.  

 

The skin was used for the manufacture of numerous products. 

 

In 1988 17,000 Harbour Seals in the German Bay became victims of a morbilli virus and died.  

This was about 75 percent of the entire population. When minks are infected with the virus 

they develop ordinary mink distemper. In Denmark alone around 10 million minks are raised 

in mink farms. It is thought that the infected mink manure was washed out into the sea 

where the epidemic was made worse by the seals’ weakened immune defence due to the 

polluted North Sea water. 

 

A lot of oddities can be found in the pocket guide to superstitions:  

People on the island of Ruegen (island in the Baltic Sea) believed that Harbour Seals are the 

descendents of drowned humans. 
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Harbour Seals are supposed to be immune against lightning strikes and able to protect 

against them. 

In folk medicine the blubber was used to heal diseases of the uterus as well as alopecia. In 

addition the blood, liver, lung, spleen and stomach helped against raving madness, vertigo 

and various brain conditions.  

The smell of the fried bones was supposed to aid birth, the gall was used for diseases of the 

eye.  

People with sleeping problems were supposed to put the right fin of a Harbour Seal under 

their head.  

 

 

 

Literature:  

 

Maywald, Armin, Das Watt, Ravensburger-Verlag, Ravensburg, 1991 

 

Urania-Tierreich, Säugetiere, Urania-Verlag, Leipzig, Jena, Berlin, 1992 

 

Die Tiere der Welt, Band 2, Meeressäugetiere, Mosaik-Verlag, Bertelsmann, 

Gütersloh, 1987 

 

Reichholf/Steinbach, Naturenzyklopädie Europas, Band 1, Vierfüßer, Mosaik-Verlag, 

München, 1992 

 

 

 

 

Kingdom: Animalia – Animals 

Phylum: Chordata – Animals that have, for at least some period of their life cycle, a 

notochord, a hollow dorsal nerve cord, pharyngeal slits, an endostyle, and a 

post-anal tail. 

Sub-Phylum: Vertebrata – Vertebrates 

Class: Mammalia – Mammals 

Sub-class: Theria – Actual mammals 

Order: Carnivora - Carnivores 

Sub-Order: Canoidea – Dog-like animals 

Super-Family: Pinnepedia – Fin-footed mammals  

Family: Phocidae – Earless seals 

Genus: Phoca - Seals 

Species: Vitulina – Common or Harbour 

Seal 
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PROVER 1 (MALE), remedy known, 1M 

 

Dream 1: 

Topic: gambling addiction. After 15 years I’ve realised, oh, I have a daughter. Before, 

trapped in gambling addiction, I didn’t notice anything around me. 

 

Dream 2: 

We are riding in a bus to the top of a church via a spiral driveway on the outside. From the 

top we drive down again backwards and I’m thinking, we are getting faster, soon the bus 

will overturn. But this is just a (tourist) attraction, and we go backwards at full speed on to a 

huge car park. At first I looked away and then I consciously watched.  

Then there is the next attraction, the Rhine, which flows past that place. It’s smaller than in 

real life. In my dream it’s more like a rivulet, like the Oker (creek in Germany) or similar.  

Some people want to take a swim and so do I. I undress myself, my daughters have already 

jumped into the water; they can’t swim by themselves; I quickly swim after them, into the 

middle of the river. I soon catch up with them and now easily manoeuvre through the 

water, crossing to the left shore. There we walk upstream through the water to join the 

others.  

In between, a diver crosses my path… with a turbine driven device…he won’t be able to get 

away (?)... (the rest is not recalled). 

 

Dream 3: 

I detect a tumour on my right testicle, it feels very real. I’m shocked and I can’t decide what 

to do, what a thing! I wake up and I’m really happy that it was just a dream.  

 

On waking a twitch goes through my body, as if I got electrocuted. But there is no pain. 

 

 

AFTER 30C: 

 

Dream 1: 

I am in the Natural History Museum. I keep an eye on everything and do archiving. There are 

wooden shelfs, with all sorts of boxes, everything is pretty old. There are squids with 

luminescent organs, with all sorts of dwarves in between; they look like garden gnomes or 

dwarves in fairy tales.  

I get the message that a former classmate, who developed hydrocephalus after a long 

illness, has fallen down the stairs due to the hydrocephalus. I receive a message that she is 

dead. She is the second person out of my old class who has died within 48 hours.  

 

Dream 2: 

The situation is like a spring tide. I can see a sandbank that’s quite wrecked; there is a 

woman – she must have lived there – and she cries. Her husband is behind her, he looks 

Russian and he doesn’t speak my language. I give him a hug to console him; he lets it 

happen for a while before he pushes me away. All this happens in silence.  
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Then I am in a kind of bunker for soldiers, I am a soldier, too. We have our marching order 

but one of them forgets to close the windows. The next wave comes and everything is under 

water, one soldier even drowns. Then we get the order to pick up our stuff and not to forget 

our helmets. We leave. I think, “Hopefully I have finished packing and will find everything I 

need quickly”.  

 

 

 

PROVER 2 (FEMALE), 1M: 

 

First night: 

 

The whole night a feeling of complete clarity, but it wasn’t focused on anything, like an 

empty room. 

 

In the morning there is a feeling of being high, like having taken drugs. 

 

Time is passing too slowly, everything takes a really long time. There is always fear to get 

lost in the car or to miss something. Everything appears out of proportion (huge) – it 

reminds me strongly of a cannabis trip.  

 

While I am driving I am listening to Kate Bush and Santana and it feels like I am travelling far 

away (eternity) after a long night of partying.  

 

Now I am in my clinic. Let’s see what happens. There is a case I have got to take in a 

moment, oh God! 

 

Mental work better. When I am outside I feel like walking on clouds, everything seems so 

unreal. Like a dream. A feeling I remember from night-watching.  

 

At home: very tired, I have to lie down. Have a short nap, I could mooch around like that all 

day long.  

 

Absolute silence is great. 

 

A case in the afternoon, by then I was fit again. 

 

I notice that every time I talk of myself I get confused. When I work mentally or when I am 

alone it is a lot better.  

 

In the evening visitors are coming over. Again, I am totally confused. I think people can tell, I 

think I look wasted. I think everybody looks at me and will think that I have taken something 

(drugs). I explain immediately what is going on and that I am participating in a proving. 

Everybody looks at me with real surprise; obviously nobody is noticing that I am so 

confused. I check in the mirror later and I realize that I look completely normal.  
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Second night: 

 

Slept really well. Wake up with my partner at around 4:00am. He says, “What was that? 

Probably an earthquake.” I say, “Rubbish, that was not an earthquake, don’t know what it 

was though. Maybe it was a bomb.” We both fall asleep again. 

 

No dreams, there is just this feeling of a deep, relaxing sleep.  

 

I wake up feeling well in the morning and turn on the radio. They say there was an 

earthquake at 4:00 am. I feel very relaxed and good, just fit.  

 

The day passes in a more relaxed way than yesterday. 

 

But a few things stayed with me: 

No sense of time. 

1. At 4 pm I terminate a session with a patient because I realise that I won’t have 

enough time. The next patient is already waiting outside. In the waiting room I come 

to realise that the next appointment is at 4:30 pm. 

2. I have to sign attendance in clinic. I was there from 2.45 pm until 6.45 pm, result = 3 

hours. 

Only later, already sitting in my car I realise that it was 4 hours. I had been 

wondering how I can learn so many new things in just 3 hours.  

 

Poor spatial awareness. 

On the highway I have to tell myself, “It’s the right way, you always take this way”. My 

thought before that was, “Where am I, did I get lost?” 

In the car I have the feeling that my legs are falling asleep. I have to concentrate on my legs, 

I feel as though I don’t have legs. I have to pay attention to what the body does.  

I am still better when inside and when doing mental work. 

 

General aggravation when outside. 

 

Another noticeable thing: after case-taking I am very certain of what to prescribe. I don’t do 

any repertorisation.  

 

I also believe that my sense of smell is very sensitive. I find that everything seems to stink. 

Even I, after having taken a shower, oh God, that is just not on. The toilet, despite scrubbing; 

the house, the car, etc.  

 

 

Third night, no remedy under the pillow any longer: 

 

Slept well. But this night stood out: while dreaming I didn’t know if it was true or not, so in 

principal it was the same like in the first night when I did have the remedy under my pillow.  
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I talked once during my sleep; I just remember that I talked to my daughter and gave her 

some whispered advice. I can’t remember any more of this or any other dream.  

 

 

Three days later:  

 

During the last few days everything seemed to return to normal. At the end, my sense of 

smell was the most noticeable, meaning that it was over-sensitive. (I am aware of this in 

myself but not to such an extent). 

 

Dreams: dealing with everyday life, sometimes I could not tell in my dreams if I was awake 

or dreaming.  

 

Twice I had pain in my legs and my buttocks, like crushed, as if somebody had hit me with a 

wooden stick, mainly in the evening.  

 

 

 

PROVER 3 (MALE), 200C: 

 

Dream (image) I:  

While falling asleep I can hear a man screaming… like Tarzan. It is repeated three times, but 

it rather sounds like a man being tortured! It’s scary. It turns out to be the crow of the next 

door’s rooster, which is obviously confused and just makes some noise after midnight. The 

tune is like ‘G-F sharp-E-D’ and I think of ‘F-E-D-C-D’ in my head and remember Barry Ryan’s 

‘Eloise’.  

 

Dream (image) II:  

My knees and lower legs feel like crushed, literally: like the legs of a criminal, which have 

been broken as a punishment. (I think there is a record of this somewhere in the Bible). 

 

The whole night I slept very deep and better than normal. The next memorable dream 

image I had in the morning at 6:00 am.  

 

Dream (image) III:  

Somebody wants to travel by train, but to no avail. The trains are not running. Somebody 

has fragmented the rails and cut them into 80-100 cm pieces, which now lie on and around 

the railway. (Mind you, I saw something about a convicted railway assassin on the news two 

days ago). 

 

Dream IV:  

I have to hand in a so-called legionnaire’s report. On my left there is an old statue, on my 

right, literally Julius Cesar in person. Surprising myself I say: “I don’t want to hand in my 

report sitting between a broken statue and a gay commander.” But then a woman with 

nearly bare breasts positions herself between the two, a “Schlichtrakapumpe” (not a real 

word). She is standing there like Justicia herself with arms bent at her sides and palms facing 

upward. Now I can report.  
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Dream V:  

I want to buy return tickets to the West at the Berlin Hauptbahnhof (central station). Before 

that I run into some aggressive hooligans and dossers, but I am not intimidated, instead I 

send them to the desert (that’s the expression in my dream). The ticket lady is very friendly. 

Behind her sliding window there is a kitchen rather than a checkout counter. She advises me 

not to take the first train in the morning because autumn is the high season and most trains 

are overcrowded at this time. A seat reservation is not possible at this stage. But I want to 

take exactly the first train in the morning, at 7:30 am – that was the one I took last time, 

too. The ticket costs 260 Marks and after a little to-ing and fro-ing (accidentally I gave her 

270 Marks) the money is right. The ticket is smaller, handwritten, like a simple register 

receipt; it is also a little wet because the ticket lady was working at the sink before and she 

had wet hands when she gave me the ticket.  

 

The journey to the West is like a car rally. There is no train but, instead, many old-timers 

drive in both directions (East and West) on windy dual-carriage roads, which are only 

divided by a white line in the middle. I don’t drive an old-timer myself, I drive an R4 (very 

old, small Renault, from the 80’s). It really is the West, the Wild West. Western towns where 

saloons line the sides of the road, the streets are sandy, dusty an unpaved. It is difficult to 

get petrol. There are dangerous overtaking manoeuvres, with ghost motorists driving 

against the traffic. There are ghost towns, too.  

 

In between times I have a break and there is that nice ticket lady again cooking Spaghetti 

Bolognese. Being the nice person I am I help with removing the dishes. I put my plate and 

my little spoon into a big, empty pan and take them to the sink where I leave them to soak. 

This is not common in the Wild West, it is a gentlemen’s gesture (it may look a bit ‘soft’ to 

the ranchers present). 

 

Around noon, while walking, I feel a shooting, pulling pain in the tendons of the back of my 

right knee, as though somebody has hit it with a club.  

 

After I was told what the remedy was I had to think of a particular joke about the CDU 

(conservative party in Germany) and Schaeuble (member of that party. He’s wheelchair-

bound): lies have short legs (sic).  

 

[The prover sent me his journal together with two cases of Psilocybe caerulescens, a 

Mexican drug derived from mushrooms]. 

 

 

 

PROVER 4 (FEMALE), 1M 

 

Dream:  

My partner and I have moved into this super apartment. It has got two levels; there is a 

galley kitchen, then the stairs lead to a gallery and from there to the bedrooms. We 

decorated everything in a really beautiful way, just perfect. 

Then we were coming back from the city to our apartment and were looking forward to it 

when my partner saw a woman in a wheelchair on the other side of the road. He ran over 

and hugged the woman. They both came across and he introduced the woman to me.  
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She was about my age, maybe a little bit older. It’s an old friend, said my partner, we have 

known each other for ages, but there was never anything erotic or anything like that. She 

will live with us now.  

I replied that I have a say in this, too. No, he replied, you either accept that she lives with us 

or you can leave now. I said, she can’t even walk, how will she use the gallery? But he 

insisted. I packed my stuff and believed that now he would give in, but he let me go. From 

that moment I saw both of them together everywhere, shopping, in the city, everywhere. 

Then I was in a feedlot, I had to take away a horse (comment: prover rides horses in real 

life). There they were, she in her wheelchair and he next to her in the grass. I said to the 

horse: ok, now you run her over! 

There was such a feeling of jealousy and especially of a complete lack of understanding.  

The woman had dark hair, she had a horrible laugh, and I could have punched her in the 

face. I would have loved to say all these awful things to here, like ‘cripple’ etc.  

Location: it looked like Norderney (Island in the North of Germany), but it was not 

Norderney.  

 

On waking I had a totally sad and empty feeling inside of me. It took me a long time to 

realise that it was only a dream, that my partner is lying next to me and that everything is 

alright.  

 

I dreamed a lot more after that but I couldn’t remember the dreams. On night I woke up 

and remembered all my dreams but in the morning they were gone again.  

 

When I took it once again, I didn’t dream much any more. Stress about carnival, I have never 

slept much, I was really exhausted.  

 

My partner said that I had became more and more distant to him, that he was no longer 

important, he felt neglected. There was a big fight, we almost separated.  

 

 

 

PROVER 5 (FEMALE), 1M: 

 

First night: 

A large festive spread, a family party with many relatives and friends, the “official” part is 

over, some people are still sitting at the table – outside – Mediterranean atmosphere, really 

relaxed, everybody satisfied with everything.  

I create a drink out of Mum’s fantastic, homemade apricot jam and hot water – sweet, hot, 

delicious – I put my feet on the white tablecloth, slurp my drink appreciatively – the 

afternoon sun is comfortably warm and I am thinking: how nice to be an adult and having 

proved that you can do it (table manners!).  

Then you can let yourself go and just enjoy things.  

The others watch what I am doing; they chat and think it is ok. 
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At the same party there are heaps of children of all ages. Only some of them know each 

other but they ‘find’ one another whilst playing. They play outside near the house where 

our party is taking place. We, the adults, can hear them but we are on the first floor of the 

house.  

We can see them from a balcony; they are fully intent on running around and playing.  

As I look down because there is screaming I notice that they have swapped clothes and I 

can’t separate one from another.  

My three-year-old daughter gets kicked during the play – there is screaming – but then I 

realise that it is not her, another child is wearing her stuff. I am a little confused but I think 

that it is an interesting idea.  

 

Second dream: 

I sit at a table with my older and younger brother, again some official occasion.  

We have not seen each other for many months; I am sitting across from them.  

I have to keep on looking at my older brother and I am stunned and think; “What’s with 

him? He’s smiling the whole time. He looks 15 years younger; he is totally relaxed and 

happy. I can’t explain it, he’s probably in love.” 

I ask him and but he denies everything and says; “Life is just beautiful.” 

It feels good, but I have the feeling that they are keeping something from me and I feel left 

out and distant.  

 

 

Second night: 

 

Dream 1: 

I drive with my best friend and my two daughters to my parents’ home in Austria. My Mum 

is not home. I feel a bit insecure about how she will react to my friend and his friend and 

girlfriend, who have come along as well.  

(In real life my Mum grieves a lot about my Dad, who died about a year ago). 

My Mum comes home and looks completely different: a lot younger, hair dyed red, new 

hairstyle, and she says hello in a nice and open manner even to the strangers.  

(It’s conspicuous that the friend and girlfriend of my best friend both have fiery red hair). 

A party starts to happen out of nowhere; more and more people arrive; they move freely 

inside the house; food and drinks have been supplied; everybody helps themselves. There is 

a huge table where people sit, eat and talk in a very casual manner. 

I don’t know anybody except for a woman (somebody whom I’ve met recently in real life – a 

red-head), who lectures us on how beautiful reddish golden hair is and that only men with 

red hair would suit red-headed women.  

My Mum stays away from all the business, she doesn’t look after her guests. The only thing 

she proudly talks about is what a piece of art her new bedroom is and – like in a museum – 

everybody is allowed to have a look. 
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Then I say that I have to go to my piano lesson and I tell her to please look after the kids (my 

last piano lesson was 20 years ago). But she talks so much that I have to literally tear myself 

away and I am running late. I decide within myself to terminate the piano lessons.  

 

Dream 2: 

A large bedroom with several people asleep in it. 

I spend the night with a new friend’s husband. I’ve met them and their two kids recently in 

real life as well.  

One of the kids also sleeps in our bed which is very big.  

His wife sleeps on the opposite side to us in a single bed.  

I am very concerned that my friend will wake up and find her husband in my bed. But he 

does not make a big effort to be quiet, he doesn’t seem to care.  

I constantly look over at her, my conscience is killing me and I am sad to be in such a 

situation. I am totally torn between guilt and enjoyment.  

 

There were more dreams. First when I woke up I had the feeling that I wouldn’t remember 

anything, but I keep on remembering many fragments, I just can’t put them together.  

There is one sequence at our Alpine hut in Saalbach (Austria) (we’ve owned it for 30 years 

and my parents have made a huge effort to renovate and maintain it). 

Everything was strange there, different, new. I was very confused and unhappy, because I 

could not orientate myself.  

 

Body: 

 

I’ve had a latent cold for about 2-3 weeks: a little scratch in the throat and the feeling of 

having a cold. Since yesterday “everything is coming out” (first contact with the remedy).  

Pain is in the throat on swallowing; more on the right side. This morning I had a persistent 

cough between 6am and 7am with pain behind the sternum, rawness, a lot of discharge, 

yellow green. I had the desire to breathe the warmth under my blanket; otherwise there 

was the urge to cough with every inhalation.  

Nostrils are blocked alternately.  

Much white-yellowish discharge from the eyes. Feeling of malaise with flushes of heat when 

moving.  

 

 

PROVER 6 (FEMALE), 1M: 

 

During the time I had the remedy under my pillow I was very restless and I thought I hadn’t 

slept at all though I did. I thought I was awake all night but I did sleep.  

Dream 1: 

I was in a forest with someone, a large area had been cleared or it had been destroyed by a 

storm, there were many fallen trees and roots. In this area there was a market with many 

stalls, they all sold meat and sausages, half pigs, all sorts of things, but only meat. It was 

entirely a meat market. 
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Dream 2: 

I am on board a ship and I am looking for the captain to get my orders. I am searching for 

him but behind every door that I am opening there are more doors. Finally I get to a 

balcony; there are a lot of dividing walls behind which I can see people; they are wearing 

thick, white cotton socks. Nobody responds to my yelling and nobody is able to help me find 

the captain. I couldn’t recognise these people by their faces as these were hidden behind 

the walls. But there was a gap at the bottom of the walls, that’s why I could only see the 

white cotton socks.  

 

Dream 3: 

We are in an underground cave; in this cave there is a lake. Every now and then the lake 

heaves as though there is a storm on the water; then funnels appear within the lake. The 

man (sic) doesn’t know himself anymore; he wants to jump into the funnel in order to get to 

the bottom of the lake. He suspects a Chinese treasure down there. He is aware of the fact 

that he might die. Nevertheless he risks it; I don’t hold him back and I don’t expect him to 

come back again. Then, after some time, he reappears; dry, full of energy and not at all 

exhausted and he shows me an old Etagere (large plates at the bottom, smaller plates 

higher up and so on), it is beautiful and painted black and gold. Each plate has an old ship 

painted on it: one ship has four or five masts. Another ship is decorated with black and 

golden mountings. We both believe that this ship really existed once upon a time and that it 

must have sunk. We suspect this ship still lies where he has dived.  

 

Dream 4: 

Somebody emptied his rubbish bag in my apartment, with all its contents. 

 

 

 

PROVER 7 (FEMALE), 1M: 

 

I had a lot of confusing dreams, but could not really remember a single one of them.  

 

 

 

PROVER 8 (FEMALE), 1M: 

 

The whole time I crept around the remedy but I did not dare to put it under my pillow. I 

always came up with a new excuse.  

 

 



Lac Phoca Vitulina                                                                                                                             Boris Peisker 

14 

© Patricia Hatherly   Translation: Heiko Schwardtmann 

THEMES 
 

Addiction: drugs; gambling 
 

Prover 1: Topic: gambling addiction. After 15 years I’ve realised, oh, I have a daughter. 

Before, trapped in gambling addiction, I didn’t notice anything around me.  

 

Prover 2: In the morning there is a feeling of being high, like having taken drugs.  

 

Prover 2: …Everything appears out of proportion (huge) – it reminds me strongly of a 

cannabis trip.  

 

Prover 2: While I am driving I am listening to Kate Bush and Santana and it feels like I am 

travelling far away (eternity) after a long night of partying.  

 

Prover 2: …I think people can tell, I think I look wasted; I think everybody looks at me and 

will think that I have taken something (drugs).  

 

[Prover 3 sent me his journal together with two cases of Psilocybe caerulescens, (a Mexican 

drug derived from mushrooms)].  

 

 

Punch/Stick/Beaten 
 

Prover 1: On waking a twitch goes through my body, as if I got electrocuted.  

 

Twice I had pain in my legs and my buttocks, like crushed, as if somebody had hit me with a 

wooden stick, mainly in the evening.  

 

Prover 3: My knees and lower legs feel like crushed, literally: like the legs of a criminal, 

which have been broken as a punishment.  

 

Prover 3: Around noon, while walking, I feel a shooting, pulling pain in the tendons of the 

back of my right knee, as though somebody has hit it with a club.  

 

 

Personal space 
 

Prover 1: I give him a hug to console him; he lets it happen for a while before he pushes me 

away. All this happens in silence.  

 

Prover 4: My partner said that I had became more and more distant to him, that he was no 

longer important, he felt neglected. There was a big fight, we almost separated.  

 

Prover 5: It feels good, but I have the feeling that they are keeping something from me and I 

feel left out and distant.  
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Dimensions displaced 
 

Prover 1: Then there is the next attraction, the Rhine, which flows past that place. It’s 

smaller than in real life. In my dream it’s more like a rivulet, like the Oker (creek in Germany) 

or similar.  

 

Prover 1: …with all sorts of dwarves in between; they look like garden gnomes or dwarves in 

fairy tales.  

 

Prover 2: …Everything appears out of proportion (huge)… 

 

Prover 2: Time is passing too slowly, everything takes a really long time.  

 

No sense of time. 

1. At 4 pm I terminate a session with a patient because I realise that I won’t have 

enough time. The next patient is already waiting outside. In the waiting room I come 

to realise that the next appointment is at 4:30 pm. 

2. I have to sign attendance in clinic. I was there from 2.45 pm until 6.45 pm, result = 3 

hours. 

Only later, already sitting in my car I realise that it was 4 hours. I had been 

wondering how I can learn so many new things in just 3 hours. #2 

 

Prover 2: Poor spatial awareness.  

 

 

Wheelchair/Legs gone 
 

Prover 2: In the car I have the feeling that my legs are falling asleep. I have to concentrate 

on my legs, I feel as though I don’t have legs.  

 

Prover 3: My knees and lower legs feel like crushed, literally: like the legs of a criminal, 

which have been broken as a punishment.  

 

Prover 3: After I was told what the remedy was I had to think of a particular joke about the 

CDU (conservative party in Germany) and Schaeuble (member of that party. He’s 

wheelchair-bound): lies have short legs (sic). 

 

Prover 4: …my partner saw a woman in a wheelchair on the other side of the road.  

 

 

“Howler” 
 

Prover 3: While falling asleep I can hear a man screaming… like Tarzan. It is repeated three 

times, but it rather sounds like a man being tortured! It’s scary.  
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It turns out to be the crow of the next door’s rooster, which is obviously confused and just 

makes some noise after midnight. The tune is like ‘G-F sharp-E-D’ and I think of ‘F-E-D-C-D’ 

in my head and remember Barry Ryan’s ‘Eloise’.  

 

Prover 5: We, the adults, can hear them but we are on the first floor of the house.  

 

Lack of orientation 

Prover 2: On the highway I have to tell myself, “It’s the right way, you always take this way”. 

My thought before that was, “Where am I, did I get lost?”  

 

Prover 5: Everything was strange there, different, new. I was very confused and unhappy, 

because I could not orientate myself.  

 

 

Am I dreaming or am I awake? 
 

Prover 6: During the time I had the remedy under my pillow I was very restless and I 

thought I hadn’t slept at all though I did. I thought I was awake all night but I did sleep.  

 

 

Danger of drowning 
 

Prover 6: Every now and then the lake heaves as though there is a storm on the water; then 

funnels appear within the lake. The man (sic) doesn’t know himself anymore; he wants to 

jump into the funnel in order to get to the bottom of the lake. He suspects a Chinese 

treasure down there. He is aware of the fact that he might die.  


