
Gustav!
Mensch, Gustav, man… Gustav, you died!  A part of you is gone!

But, I can still experience you.  We can, all of us here, experience you because… 
we all have memories of you.

I see you again and again, singing, the guitar in your arms, one of your beautiful 
Indian bhajans on your lips ... and ... laughing.

Sometime between 2002 and 2003, you slipped me a CD, a bit secretly, with the 
remark, "Listen to this and tell me what you think..." That CD, burned on a blank 
gold disc, was not yet playable in any country.  It had a few glitches. But then it 
played and quickly brought me to tears. 

No music had ever touched me like that before. "Gustav," I said, "This is 
absolutely incredible. That's something very special. So authentic; you can even 
hear the monkeys screaming and the nocturnal sounds of India."  You laughed.

In the following months I had a job in Bern, Switzerland. Once or twice a month I 
drove from Kiel to Bern, covering over 1,000 kilometres, 9 to 10 hours nonstop. It 
was always at night because of the traffic. 

On all these trips your CD was running, interrupted only by occasional traffic 
updates… the entire night long.  

But something was different, there was something special: On these trips I was 
never tired, never was inattentive, I was never tense. Since then, we’ve spent 
many, many hours conversing about your music and its effects. But, it was not 
only about the music that we discussed together. It was about all areas of life that 
you had explored so meticulously. Everyone that you met on your way through 
life, you faced with an open heart and invited them, yes invited, but also 
participated with them in designing a shared path.
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The image of us sitting together, each a counsellor for the other, always with 
friendship and affection, always open to new ideas… anything could be said. 
These images in my mind are not mine alone; all of you present here have these 
pictures in your private memories. 

Mensch, Gustav!  For this, we are grateful to you from the heart.

Mensch, Gustav!  Now you're gone!  

No. You’re not!  We have our pictures, our times together.  And, so, you live on in 
us.  In India, we have a name for it:  Atma Sandhana, the ability to remember an 
experience again, to revive it and make it as accessible to other people. Each of 
us can do that.  You get together with friends and eventually the question comes: 
"Do you remember?  That time when we…” and the past is revived.

Mensch, Gustav, what we've all experienced together with you!

Mensch, Gustav, we were affected by this music… sensitively, tenderly, you were 
there; but equally, you could be powerfully strong, loud and full of life - “High 
drums!”  This is the music, I believe, that is called bhajans.  The word comes from 
"worship" in Sanskrit. With these songs the Divine is worshiped in India. That 
sounds simplistic... but it is not.

Mensch, Gustav, my dear friend, you are, for this kind of music, a channel.   
The divine has found a way through you. I know you are uncomfortable when I 
say this. But, I know that you know that I'm right with these words.

You were always so full, and yet, it has never been easy for you. You had very 
clear ideas of how this music should sound. With Sabeena, you could form a 
symbiotic unity… wordless, a most profound inner understanding of this divine 
music.

It was easy for you to make these wonderful sounds together with Sabeena; 
entire concert halls - there for you to fascinate the people.



A major challenge for you was creating the ability in others to also play this music 
in a divine way. Here your job was also your calling. Here, you were a teacher in 
the best sense of the word.

A teacher who always challenged others to be their best, you were constantly 
looking for something new and striving yourself for even greater perfection.  
You followed the example of your Indian teacher, with whom you had a very 
unusual and special relationship.

Mensch, Gustav, my dear friend, you've done well.  For you have made us this 
music as a gift. To say it in your words: "Aah, that is…herrlich! (gorgeous!).” 

The duty to carry this music into the world was, until now, your greatest challenge. 
But, you have made it, absolutely; you've done it.  Anyone can bring this music to 
their homes and play it there, this music that found its way to us through you.  
And, just at this moment when I say this, your students in Hamburg are playing 
bhajans for the world; and, of course, Sabeena will continue to carry your shared 
energy.

It was she who has found this tree. "It looks like a tuning fork," she thought. 

Mensch, Gustav, my dearest friend,  
you were the most human person  
I have ever known!


