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To all the victims of the womanizers of this world:
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This book is for all potential victims of these guys.


You can protect yourself if you know their tricks.


Here we describe their tactics and expose them for what these "empaths" really are: cock-driven egoists and parasites in the flesh of healthy families.




Prologue


Suddenly the music begins to play again. First very softly, gently, then slowly swelling. The sounds are getting louder and louder. Too loud. I can hardly distinguish the different instruments of this cruel orchestra from each other; more and more melodies come in, interfere with each other, intertwine and overlap; they don't fit together at all... My ears want to escape the noise, my stomach tightens in a painful way, but I can't break away. I am caught in the maelstrom of the weird, loud sounds that pull my soul down; deeper and deeper into the dark abyss until I can't stand it anymore.


A bomb in the orchestra pit seems to be the saving solution for this tormenting feeling that cuts off my breath. It would quickly bring the desired peace, my thoughts could rearrange and I would be free again, I could breathe again...


But could I really? The collateral damage would be too great; the beautiful concert hall would be in ruins, smoke and dirt would spread far and wide and cloud the view. Many people would come to harm; probably including myself. But even if this seems more tempting than frightening to me at the moment, it is not an option for many reasons: four of them are my children...


There might be another solution to bring this cacophony to an end... But it would be much more tedious. More torturing and cruel. Certainly, many times more painful... But perhaps also more sustainable and in the end less destructive: I could step down to the musicians and force myself to listen carefully to each one of them and then take the instrument out of their hands. One by one, through the entire ensemble. It would be a long way, but at the end I would have a collection of beautiful string, woodwind and brass instruments: violins, violas, cellos, horns, timpani, trumpets, flutes... With a little effort I could find other musicians and perhaps even learn, with a bit of help, to conduct the new orchestra myself according to my sense of well-being and to shape the music in such a way that it gives me strength again, gives me courage, and above all drives away the terrible fear that still surrounds me like an invincible huge swarm of demons right now. This diffuse field of demons is intangible at the moment in its unclear, disembodied mass. But if I dissolve them, look at each individual face, then perhaps I can manage to deflate them and put the ugly shells in drawers that I can open again if necessary and look at them smiling without still feeling this terrible pain.


Listening to the wrong tones. Learning to analyse them, to understand them. Taking the sound from them, changing the vibration and thereby transforming them into something beautiful - yes, this is how it shall be!


This is my opus - this is the painful processing of what was done to me and what I myself let happen, which at the moment is still strangling my throat every single minute and robs me of the strength to live. I walk the path of change, because I want peace and tranquility, accompanied by pleasant sounds in the background that make my life and that of the mine worth living again - Join me, if you have the courage to do so!


Now then!


~


I wrote this book live in times of the greatest turbulences of my life. The reader may please forgive me if the tenses jump a bit, because I was torn between the feelings that were, are and will be...


The insights gained and psychologically processed afterwards are found in the text in italics and right-aligned. Readers may skip these passages if they interrupt the flow of reading too much for them; however, it is precisely these interpolations that could provide clarification and assistance for those who are affected in a similar way.


~
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Chapter 1 – Entry of the musicians
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The white van, for whose expected arrival I had specially opened the large iron gate, drives into the Hallig yard and parks confidently between our two thatched houses. I had expected him to come a little earlier, but punctuality is such a thing up here in the north... "I'll just drop by," is the standard slogan of pretty much every craftsman here in this small and unhurried community. Even after fourteen years since we moved here, we have not been able to get used to this and probably never will. It is so solidly noncommittal and suits the people here, who never like to be nailed down.


But now he is here and I welcome Moby friendly but well distanced. Already a few times the man with the strange, but nevertheless appropriate nickname had done a good job with us on the large premises. The strong, somewhat, well, yet quite overweight guy with the seemingly clumsy thick fingers is a very talented craftsman and fixes almost everything that I have damaged, broken or deformed. This time, he was asked to take care of the dishwasher in our vacation home. The door doesn't close properly anymore, a small lever seems to be loose or broken off. The repair service of 1-2-3-Electrics is not interested in bothering with such trivialities and suggests replacing the entire machine – how typical for our today's throwaway society...


Moby has me show him the dishwasher and immediately sets about unscrewing the casing of the door unit with his workman's case. "Can I offer you something?" I ask politely and in a habit with which all craftsmen in our house are welcomed. "A coffee would be nice," he answers seemingly a little shyly and then adds with a smile, "Coffee always works for me!"


I will only find out later that this is one


of his standard sayings and that the


supposed shyness is always just an act.


You automatically trust someone like


that much more than someone who


comes across as too self-confident and


demanding. Where an actually primitive


guy like Moby got such strategies from


is still a mystery to me today, but


presumably he discovered this ploy for


himself at some point and continued to


optimize it.


When I come back to the apartment with two latte macchiatos from our new coffee machine, the dishwasher is disassembled and screws and small parts are lying around everywhere. For the next guests who would soon arrive, I had bought a new couch the day before and now use the time to position the TV technology correctly, connect everything and realign the seating area. The latte is drunk along the way. Moby explains to me that the plastic lug on the snap lock has broken off. "So, can you glue it back together somehow?" I ask, feeling a bit silly about my lack of knowledge about mechanical stability. "Oh princess...," he gives me a playfully contemptuous but somehow also amused look. "Gluing it together...?! It'll be welded and then the thing will be like new."


"Oh princess..."


Well, the clever reader will have


recognized the strategy in this


communication... an empathetic teasing,


combined with a compliment that


actually has a positive connotation.


Brought forward noncommittally, yet


garnished with obliging glances. The


true princess has already lost here, the


weak woman in me at least felt aroused


in a strange way, but couldn't describe


or even place where this feeling now


came from exactly. It was a free-floating


field of a vague feeling to which nothing


concrete seemed to want to correspond


as a manifest basis.


We continue to talk for a while as we both do our jobs...


The eerie orchestra is just playing


again... Like an octopus it crawls into


my body, seizes my stomach, turns it


and wants to tear it out of my womb... A


small thought is enough and I feel bad as


I haven't for days. I can't escape, the


bomb comes back to my mind... just


detonate, wait and be redeemed... The


option sounds so tempting again... But


I'll fight! I continue to write my


memories of the worst time of my life


that started so harmlessly.


We continue to talk for a while as we both do our work and I enjoy the light, trivial communication. No big intellectual outpouring, no lectures reminding me of my mistakes of which I have so many, no new scientific findings that I can't follow. Just casual chitchat about the weather, the stupid antenna cable that won't reach the wall socket, the movie that was on TV last night and was really dumb. The gray fabric couch fits really well in the new TV corner, we could inaugurate it sometime with a nice movie, we joke and I'm a little embarrassed, but think nothing more of it.


And again, this free-floating,


ungraspable field. I didn't even notice


how Moby steered this field and caught


me in it. I didn't recognize the


connection between the pleasantly


simple communication, for which he


always let me choose the topics that


suited me, I didn't see the trivial


allusions to cozy and informal get-


togethers and didn't process the glances


thrown over to match. The field grew


stronger and stronger. Moby directed it


around me and skillfully increased the


field tension until a seemingly pleasant


crackling emanated from it and seemed


to come from everywhere but from this


man who was actually so unattractive to


me.


I'm a bit sorry that Moby came so late and that I now have to leave to pick up the kids from school. The little one has another appointment with the orthodontist and so I probably won't be back until his work is done here for today. But I know there is still a lot to do and he will be back.


~


A few days later I meet him again as I wait at the bus stop for one of our four school children. I have some time to kill and try my hand at the saddle holder I had recently bought and actually wanted to use in my car to transport for our horse competitions. Unfortunately, the stupid thing doesn't want to be put over the rear seatback; it was just too narrow for that. In that moment, Moby is at a site meeting in the new fire station across the street when he sees my car. He comes over to me and we chat a bit before he becomes aware of my problem with the saddle holder. "Well, that can't be working! I can flex this part off for you and weld in a wider piece," is his sweet offer, which I am very happy about and gratefully hand over the black piece of metal to him.


Clever game with the electrifying field,


disguised as a generous offer of help in a


concrete practical matter... who thinks


anything of it, right?


It does not take long and there we contact via WhatsApp to arrange the delivery of the saddle holder.


Only an idiot of a womanizer would not


also use the new media to make his "field


optimization" more effective. The vehicle


of practical help provides the appropriate


pretext for contact.


He has just finished a job in a village nearby, my small order is already ready and so he would bring it over immediately if I want to. I am happy about the short exchange and the "appointment" somehow. I had some spare-time anyway and fancy a coffee as well. So, I prepare two latte macchiatos for us when he arrives and am honestly happy about the new acquisition that would bring me and my daughters from now on more order in the trunk on our numerous trips to horse shows in the surroundings.


We again enjoy the conversation at the kitchen counter with our latte and forget how time flies.


Now it was time to incorporate


something private and thus, let the trust


component flow into the field. After all,


it was essential to explore further


connection elements and then approach


them accordingly.


For the first time, he talks about his marital problems, which have accompanied him over a long period and are already a topic of conversation among the mates of the community's volunteer fire department. And we talk about his dogs, a topic that our youngest daughter has long been concerned about, because she has wanted a little furry nose of her own as a friend for as long as she can remember. Moby suggests that we might like to borrow one of his dogs for a few hours to try out how a dog would fit in our house, but I know Tim won't be thrilled. He never wanted a pet; certainly not a dog. The responsibility and bondage that such an animal brings has always been repugnant to him and it was quite an admission when Elisa and Sisi were allowed to get two rabbits a few years ago. The horses are kept in the nearby riding stable and are always taken care of even when we are away on holiday, so they are not a burden in this respect. Our second son also keeps a whole flock of quails... But a dog?


I don't know how Sisi and I managed to tell Tim about Moby's idea with the short-term foster dog, but surprisingly he was not adverse to the idea for the great happiness of our youngest.


And there it was, the next, unsuspicious


and seemingly harmless bonding


element. The next good reason for


contact, whenever you, or rather


womanizer, want.


From now on, the pretty Australian Shepherd bitch with the funny and appropriate name Chocolate is a frequent guest on our property and little Sisi is overjoyed.


It's almost unbearable, the music is so


loud!!! I don't want to have to listen


anymore - a stroke would be just right


now... Not feeling anymore, not having


to listen ever again... Waking up then


after a long time of restful sleep, in a


white, cold hospital room, surrounded


by people who look at me regretfully and


lovingly - because they don't know


anything, haven't heard anything...


Often, we "borrow" the dog from now on. Always on friendly grounds, on my part still with companionable thoughts and gratitude for this opportunity that our child and we get here. When the fire department gets together, Chocolate may spontaneously go with Sisi, in the evening we bring her home again. Moby has become a real friend of the family, we often exchange ideas, his visits to coffee meetings become more frequent and we sometimes talk on the phone. It's just what friends do. I don't think anything of it, but I feel that our connection is gradually, gently and quietly getting stronger…


... and the free-floating field is crackling


louder and louder.
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Chapter 2 – Tuning the instruments
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The daily routine with our children, the large property in Hallig with household and the existence as a freelancer have kept me on my toes for a long time: four children in six years, eight years continuously either pregnant or breastfeeding - my strength has long been used up and I was so glad that my parents rushed to our aid so often and allowed us a short break every now and then. We have always been able to count on them, even when my husband Tim almost broke two years ago because of the problems of our country, in which we somehow have not been able to live well and happily at all for a few years now, and began to fight against his severe burnout. It was a time of hell for all of us... For years Tim fought on so many fronts, almost like Don Quixote against the windmills of crazy politics in Germany, against asylum seeker mania and finally against the mad COVID-19 measures in the world. He, as a scientist, always had a hard time when seeing how stupid people make situations worse by making even more stupid decisions. Tim didn't form opinions, he calculated them. He is the smartest and broadest thinking person I know or have ever read about. His broad knowledge ranges from history to myths, medicine, evolution, virology, mathematics, physics, chemistry, astronomy and beyond, and I certainly do not claim without justification that many experts in those special fields are not a quarter as good as him. Once, only a few weeks after our wedding, when I had been left to die by disinterested and ignorant, but highly arrogant doctors with a severe sepsis in the St. George Hospital in Leipzig, he stayed by at my bedside, made the correct diagnosis and did what was necessary. The professor who appeared the next day explained to the entire and at that moment no longer so arrogant "white cloud" that it was not they, but the husband who had saved my life that night. If I had not been completely exhausted at that time, I could have married him again that moment. His irrepressible urge for knowledge, no matter in which field, had brought me back to life. And it is precisely this broad knowledge, this constant linking of information, that brings him a world view that explains so much and presents it in such a simple way that it must cause him excruciating pain to watch how the wrong decisions drive an entire country, perhaps even the entire world, to ruin. For almost a decade he tried to elucidate through his hundreds of publications, but many of his papers did not fit the narrative and were artificially ignored and blocked. Science has not been science for him for a long time and so, as a physicist with a doctorate and habilitation, he turned his back on many official positions, the universities, oh-so-prestigious research facilities and institutes in order to bring home the bacon honestly as an independent, "real scientist" who is allowed to do his research freely. Having to deliver agreed-upon results to fit the brief and the client's wishes was never his thing; that kind of acting disgusted him. Even during his fight against his burnout, which almost killed him due to a rapid loss of weight, he continued to write on various publications, shared his results and consequent opinions in front of the camera in interviews and published three scientific books; the last of them nine hundred and fifty pages and two thousand formulas in volume. Dr. David Martin, a renowned polymath, reviewed his book "The Math of Body, Soul and Universe" and summarized it by saying: "The Renaissance had its sculptors and painters. The author of this book wields his mathematical brilliance to offer an impassioned advocacy for a rational humanity. Let the symphony of consideration resonate in your consciousness." And the hotshot psychologist Prof. Mattias Desmet from Gehnt University wrote: "There are only a few people who manage to bridge the gap from the concrete to the most abstract – this author is one of them. In a dazzling way, he presents abstract mathematical language that testifies at the same time from the phenomenology of everyday life and the perennial beauty of mathematical forms."
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