Adam Berg and the Energist Cult!

''Come visit historic Nowa Huta, where George Orwell's dark vision of a perfect industrial metropolis was executed with stunning precision. Until, that is, the workers rose up and overthrew Big Brother.'' 

Brian Whitmore 
"THE BOSTON GLOBE"
I sold my copy of Harry Potter for 10 Pounds (British) which is about a $5 loss.  That’s not bad, but what is even better is that there is a British woman who is convinced that I produce cheap knock-offs of Harry Potter books in Poland, and sell them to tourists.  Then there are the two women who thought that my solicitation had nothing to do with Harry Potter, but was just using that as my approach.  Actually, that is a good idea.

I am not going to write about the Energist Cult.  Our Polish “Grandparents” fed us every day and were unbelievably kind—it would be a shame to describe them only in terms of a cult.  Suffice it to say that they were always gracious, but wanted us to experience their healer’s abilities, and did not want to take “no” for an answer.  Nova Huta was a great place to live, and we were extremely well taken care of.  Poles have the strongest sense of hospitality that I have ever experienced.  Poland was great.

We are concluding our 7 day visit in Germany, and are going to Romania tomorrow.  It cost $135 each for the bus (2,000 Kilometers)…we opted to fly for $125 each.  Our friend Razvan is providing an apartment in Bucharest as our Base Camp to explore Romania.  I do not know when I will next be able to sit for many hours with an internet connection and update my website.  I just posted our visit to Germany on www.adamberg.net/europe.aspx
Europe is impressive…everything works better, and they use the metric system, which imbues the population with Godlike powers of reason and mutual understanding.  I thought I had mastered the metric system until the Polish Supermarket taught me otherwise.  I wanted half a pound of sliced meat for a day trip to the mountains.  I pointed to the desired ham and presented a piece of paper on which I had previously written “.2 KG”.  Oh, how easy.  The lady behind the counter began to cut.  Surely we were approaching the half pound mark…I expected her to apply the brake on the slicing machine.  “Small,” I said in Polish.  She looked at me strangely and said “Big?”  

“Small,” I repeated.  She continued slicing.  Oh boy…this was a run away truck (thankfully of delicious ham).  I think we were at about .5 KG when I said asked her with emphatic hand motions to stop, but when the machine came to a grinding halt, there was close to a whole KG, or 2.2 pounds of sliced meat.  This was soon presented to me.  “Small!”  I repeated, with the appropriate hand gesture.  “Big!” she said, with the corresponding gesture.  “Small no big” I said, in what is probably the most complicated Polish sentence I have ever assembled.  

And the predictable response:  “Big!”  It took us three days to eat all the ham, but I did learn that in Europe, not only is the comma used in place of the decimal point, but a whole number character is required.  Instead of “.2 KG”, I should have written “0,2 KG”.  I don’t even like ham very much.

Metric System Conversion Table

	Metric System
	Adam System

	.5 Liter
	One beer

	.5 Litre
	One beer in England, served warm.

	1 scoop of Ice-Cream (aprox 2 oz)
	1/3 scoop of Ice-Cream (American Scoop is 6 OZ)

	19 Celsius
	Warm, perfect temperature for Adam

	19 C
	Freezing, arctic conditions for Susan

	Rainfall by liters per square meter
	

	
	

	
	

	
	


Now that the Harry Potter Cult has reached an end of sorts, I was looking forward to some cult free time.  This was cut short by Mr. Bunk.  He is an energetic healer in Southern Poland who has a very large following of people he has healed, some from fatal illness.  Our host mother and father both believe, ardently, that Mr. Bunk saved our host father’s life. 

Our living situation in Nowa Huta, 20 minutes from Krakow, is this.  Susie’s brother David, is married to a Polish woman named Regina.  Regina and David rented an apartment two floors below her parents’ apartment so that the parents could help out with David and Regina’s one year-old, Oliver.  Susie and I are splitting rent with David, Regina and Oliver for one month, and are often in the company of Regina’s family, two stories above our flat.  Oliver is spending half the day with his grandparents, and half with all of us.

 Lilia and Janek are around 70.  Neither of them speaks English, and we don’t speak Polish.  She was a teacher, and he worked in the steel mill that Nova Huta is famous for.  Janek is a war orphan, and as a child had no family, although he was housed by a step-relative for a few very unpleasant years.  He ran away at age 16.  From that point on, I think his life was pretty normal—wife, two kids, and a flat in a communist block, and even a car.  He now has a grandson that his is enamored with.  We see his face light up, every time Oliver goes upstairs, and Oliver definitely reciprocates.  Two months ago, he was forced to take a hiatus from Oliver-sitting when Janek’s stomach ruptured.  

Mr. Bunk saved his life a few years ago (I am not sure how) and energetically healed Janek this time as well.  He is more or less recovered now (although he is still smoking).  Susie and I watch Oliver every morning, from 6:30-8:30, and then Lilia makes us breakfast—she is a good cook!  After breakfast, on the third day, she put on a video for us to watch while we ate.  It was all in Polish, so we couldn’t really understand it, but it showed testimonials of people who came up on stage and thanked Mr. Bunk for curing their various maladies.  Tumors, infertility, a child who couldn’t walk…all were cured by Mr. Bunk.  Mr. Bunk, a silver haired Bill Clinton like charismatic man, works along side Catholic beliefs, or he would be kicked out of Poland.  Lilia sees nothing incongruent with her devout Catholic beliefs and Mr. Bunk’s powers.

Anyway, after the video, Lilia invited us to go see him, and gave us three dates to choose from.  We declined as politely as possible.  The next day Lilia produced a ziplock bag with cotton.  The bag had the following instructions, in English:  Place in center of table so that bad energy will be absorbed.”  Again she tried to get us to agree to see Mr. Bunk.  Susie declined with her usual grace while I became increasingly uneasy.  The following day she had a ring that she gave to Susie, again with a  piece of paper with English text:  “The symbol on this ring is from the lost city of Atlantis.  It will protect the person who wears this ring.”  Lilia was getting increasingly agitated that we were not interested, or at least not interested enough, in what was clearly the most benevolent force in her life.  

