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MY  
LIFE  

BEFORE  
AND  

AFTER
The photographer Daniel Josefsohn  

suffered a stroke in  
November 2012. In his weekly column  

for ZEITmagazin, he looks  
back on moments that matter to him

It was the first summer after my stroke. I remember 
how the artist Julija Goyd mussed up my hair and 
plunked that hydrangea right in front of my balls. 
Then she photographed me with a ciggie hanging from 
my mouth, like I was a little sun king. It was the first 
time in a long while that I felt okay. You can look pret-

ty sexy in a wheelchair.
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Here’s a picture like a badly drawn comic: me, with my 
Popeye face, between Vitali (on the left) and Wladimir 
Klitschko. I was supposed to photograph them. What 
does it feel like to be unexpectedly punched in the 
face? It’s fast. Your body falls like a stone. You actually 
don’t feel the pain shooting into all the cells of  your 
body. I got punched like that when I was 23. My 
friend Max asked me if  I knew why I had gotten 
socked. I said no. “She was my mum,” was all he said. 
While studying for his law degree, Max had been mak-
ing a living as a pimp, and one day he turned up at our 
favorite café with a dolled-up battleship who I simply 
assumed was a grande horizontale. “How old are the 
whores he’s running?” I said under my breath. Max 
was so incensed that half  a year later he smacked me in 
the kisser, unannounced. Positions are not always so 
clear. It’s not often that a punch is as well deserved as 

it was in my case.

On this street in Beverly Hills you should be ready for 
pretty much anything, and not just because of David 
Lynch. My Mulholland Drive experience took me to 
Jack Nicholson’s bedroom. I’ll never forget how I got in 
to Jack’s house with my then girlfriend, Noël. A friend 
of a friend knew the house sitter, who, in the 1970s, 
had been one of the most wanted bank robbers in the 
US. Jack had given him a true opportunity for social 
rehabilitation. The guy was so proud that he pimped 
up his boring security job by providing secret guided 
tours for friends. Of course, you were not supposed to 
take photos. He showed us an unbelievably packed ga-
rage, filled with film props like the pinball machine 
from Batman I and Jack’s first car, a VW Beetle. The 
fact that you had to pass through Jack’s bedroom to get 
to the bathroom provided my as-good-as-it-gets oppor-
tunity. Damn. If it had been up to me, though, I would 

have photographed the garage.

Hamburg 19 98 L.A. 1998,  
Mulholland Drive



9594

This portrait was made for a magazine article. Just as 
Beckenbauer was about to put on his usual camera face, 
I said to him, “Mr. Beckenbauer, stand straight for me – 
no, I mean really straight.” And he said to me: “The last 
time I stood this straight was at my first communion, but 
I had a candle in my hand at the time.” At that point I 
thought, “I sure wish I could have you in exactly that 
pose – only naked.” But of course I didn’t say that. In-
stead I said, “Mr. Beckenbauer, could you not speak, just 
for a moment?” And Beckenbauer did as he was told. I 

call this picture: “Germany, stand at attention!”

I have rarely experienced a landscape that can become 
so theatrically intense in such a short span of time as in 
Iceland, where scenes turn apocalyptic, surreal in one 
instant and suddenly flooded with light in another. It 
is no coincidence that the Volksbühne Berlin chose 
this image for its poster of The Sun, a production by 
French theater director Olivier Py. If  you want, you 
can think of flights into hell or of Icarus. And for 
those planning a trip to Iceland: invest your money in 
a good rental car. Never go anywhere without four-

wheel drive. And whale steak tastes great. 

Munich 20 02 Iceland 2010
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Ten months after the stroke: my first cultural excursion. 
An attendant at the Hamburger Bahnhof museum in 
Berlin transported me in an elevator for the disabled 
from the old wing into the new. An eternity later, two 
friends rolled me through the Martin Kippenberger exhi-
bition entitled sehr gut – very good. My son Milo was in 
tow. I was grumpy, and Milo was in a terrible mood, too. 
At some point we stood before Kippenberger’s self-por-
trait. The irony of the irony of the irony. The first good 

moment. Thank you, Kippi. You made my day.

I hadn’t counted on a clear view. Nor had I counted on 
being able to photograph the scene unimpeded. In the 
end it was Kofi Annan who made it possible. Tianan-
men Square was closed off just as the visiting UN Secre-
tary-General was being chauffeured past. A tiny time 
frame. I put on the storm trooper helmet and reenacted 
the best-known pose in the square’s recent history: the 
“Tank Man,” the icon of the student protest of June 4, 
1989. We barely managed to pack up our stuff. And 

then the first guards came running after us.
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