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As a woman, I tell


you 'Later on'


you can ring again


and resume sex with


God, I wait,


in anticipation for


morning exercise


with you!









Brilliant little bird - Wippsteert


Want to cheer you on


You, at my feet,


your satisfaction


gives you the winning side


when will you be mine?


The man in you


should be a man alone


I remain yours in the


turmoilof love,


always yours!


I can't have him


The only man who is mine alone


So I remain yours


love is not mine


you are all certain


I will never be yours!
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Hold the world in place. The phenomenon reflects unity and has no underlying substance. No fear takes hold of you, for fear is that which does not deceive, and it no longer slips back into the old. So I begin to live what it means to bear, in true action, which is an action that snatches certainty from fear. And beyond that, I am free. So I can let go. There is no need for meaning or anything beyond that. Being and existence simply find their way. Growing up like following the course of foreign rivers. Those who have friends have half as many worries, share many adventures, and chase away monsters on both sides. I had already arrived there during my lifetime. The mere idea of feeling stronger with age freed me. I knew I was strengthening the clarity of my mind. I will see clear light, unseen by worlds, places where they have all been, practicing in the perception of light. My role as a woman in society. My role as a mother, lover in just two cases. Stop the world. The phenomenon reflects unity, existence simply find their way.
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Introduction


I am walking in my favorite forest, night is falling, the strip of sky directly above me. The damp silence descends on the past events of the day. No one says too much, an owl hoots, I walk toward my goal of finding peace. I still feel wide awake, but I notice my heart beating more calmly.


My hands are warm, and the scent of the forest envelops my senses.


The herbs moisten my lungs, I walk towards a tree. My goal is to collect its seed fruits. They are the fruits of my actions in life, which I am now willing to harvest.


I am not in a dream from which I fear to awaken. The first big stars flash into view... I think back to the day when my father met me. A few years after he retired, he began to behave very strangely.


He walled himself off and became hard on himself.


Where others lived their lives close to the truth, where others encountered each other in harmony, hatred grew within him, and as it grew ever greater, he became inaccessible to what others said. Every sentence was repeated many times, up to ten times in a row. He shook off the words that had been spoken and denied them. A cloud of violence built up inside him. I just thought to myself that it is difficult for these hard-hearted people to break the vicious circle of violence, to acknowledge the truth, to stumble over their mistakes, or to realize that something in their lives was going wrong.


This person should allow themselves to feel a first sense of remorse, especially in cases where others have their own character.


To stop the wheel, the turbulent thoughts, the restless unease, and the fear of perhaps one day, in the years to come, heading toward an abyss.


He will die in the same turbulent state and in the same agitated spirit, in a time that is ebbing away agonizingly slowly for him.


Collecting the hours, the days, without finding inner peace. While showing only harshness to all life around him and within him.


Time passes gently, we stubbornly cling to the old, and our walls are thick. How can we escape this self-created shell? Even if it is much easier to survive in a lie, because some people are not open, their problems have never been resolved, and they have spent too much of their time fishing in murky waters.


They do not allow themselves to confront others and shift their aggression onto others, dismissing everything in an arrogant manner throughout their lives,contemptuously devaluing and labeling others.


Yes, my father will soon die very lonely.


And he will continue to hate all those who distanced themselves from him. It will surely cost him many, many thousands of lives not to build closeness to people until perhaps a first glimmer of loving enlightenment comes to him.


There are people who share his view that treating the poor means moralizing them, trying to interpret them. And yet society is only putting on a show for the world. They lock the subject of their hatred inside themselves, gaze at a black sky in anticipation of a star, and mystify the world as if through a peephole.


Ultimately, they want to deceive others, as if there were only one copy, without them realizing that they are already in the moment of falling... as if human destinies could simply be torn down, rebuilt, and overturned at the same time, as if their lives were built only on sand and mud.
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Heaven can also become hell at the same time. It is always there where they feel like the great ones.


It is where men only feel the thickness in their pants.


It's hard to miss where the police officers wear royal helmets.


It is hard to deny that the craftsmen know their craft.


There's no getting around it when they make everything work.


But what if the uniformed officers became the bosses?


What if timepieces belonged to lovers?


If those with the biggest mouths and empty heads became craftsmen?


If the time-killers took everything into their own hands?


If the most brutal among us wanted to become the world's police force? On display all around


Today, the compliment goes to writing. There aren't many intellectually gifted people. Even those with a university education work hard and hardly have the energy to invent an adventure in the evening. So most of them sit in front of the TV. As a result, there are generally more readers than writers. And as such, one wonders whether many people are still able to immerse themselves in a book, or is it just a lack of willingness?


Did people learn a lot from books, how else would they acquire knowledge? How do they mature, how did they feel able to empathize with a grieving friend?


Well-informed people know themselves. They are the ones who think independently about their work and therefore also stand up for their individual needs.


And they dismount early enough from a horse that won't take them any further on their journey, because they also know why.


Because only informed people reach the stage where they can think openly about things. In life, it's not about being the winner and raking in prizes. It's more important to know what you want and to see your values in others.


Because only those who challenge life and their encounters and look beyond contradictions, who can even contradict their best friend, knows their own worth and defends it. It is harder to find a friend than love.


It is these friends who remain with you for many years, whereas love fades sooner or later. Marriage is no longer what it used to be, where even joining a club meant nothing. Often, it is those who escape into fantasy worlds. They sit together, lonely in glass towers, sinking into the swamps of sadness. Those who want to be successful in life often declare their place of residence to be idiotic and move from neighborhood to neighborhood. This leaves most people behind in their boredom. Ignorance is dark, and brightness is in understanding more.


Differences should not only be used as a means to draw boundaries.


No, they serve to learn from one another.


When I look at the situation in the province, I notice that the longestablished residents are often the same ones as a hundred years ago. Even today, they continue to incite hatred and rejection among young boys of elementary school age until they see suicide as their only way out. Others watch with relish, even if they want to be teachers or educators. And if you look at the bigger picture, this is probably not an isolated case. These witch hunts are directed at well-behaved little boys who may look a little different and are being raised by their mothers alone. This alone empowers this or that province to take action with relish, sadism, and purpose. So that later on, they can still smile and gossip about the good old school days, about how their little competitors were kicked out of the way, perhaps destroying entire families in the process, when their own children have long since taken over their father's business and their finances are secure. Their economic security is always more valuable to them than their children possibly having to undergo social education while still at school. And as we know, a teacher alone can't do anything about it anyway.


Not every tragedy that occurs in private life can be prevented. The only conclusion that can be drawn from this is that everyone needs to know how to defend themselves in life. A single child, a little boy, cannot be the reason for pulling him out of the water in front of his mother and everyone else when she is unable to do so herself. It's just a matter of give and take, or actually a war in which everyone is out for themselves. When life no longer offers much variety and no longer offers anyone true applause, a little theater can be staged from time to time in which the unsuspecting are thrown to the sharks. All you have to do is close all doors in the faces of those seeking help and single parents, reject them every time they try to make contact, and watch them walk away with a grin on your face until, perhaps one day, everyone turns on them. Time always works on its own to determine when these people will begin to despair. A pauper's grave is always waiting for them, even if it's not in the regular cemetery.


Where would that get us?


My father was a lynx. My mother was a Norwegian wildcat. But I was too small for them, and that was the only reason there was no room for me in their family. I realized this early on. I felt different, so I moved away to the south. I learned to see trees as beings and understood from this what humans talk about, and I learned to read minds.


The first town I visited was full of people who liked to lie in wait for others in the bushes. I thought you could either lie down there or continue on your way. So I moved on. I found few places to rest and no friends encounters, not to mention high-minded conversations. The rare companions I met who shared my life, I only met in passing and rarely saw them again. From my grandfather's remark, I concluded that it was better to leave them alone, and if I couldn't score with them, I left the rockers on the left and the drug addicts on the right of the path. If I looked after people, then, but not serious criminals, murderers, or junkies. And now that I'm standing in front of the eye in the wall, I can see everything clearly. There's no need to go out drinking to tell the world that I like to spend my time alone, even without them. Fairies like to go on the internet, and so do I. It's as if someone who arrived there still had my tax under control. And I traveled on to many other cities, met old figures from my childhood again, and watched as others made proposals to them. We then went outside and the proposal was rejected. So we were able to go dancing together.


On the subject of what all this meant to me in life.


For many years, I suffered from waking up at night feeling as if every sleep was a little death. I decided to stop thinking so much and just do things, and I realized that in all the places I searched for myself, there was only a 360° movie around me, and all the hours slipped away in one go. I also lived for a long time according to an image that only wanted to be perfect. The sun always shone beautifully from the left, the clouds were positioned in the middle, and a magnificent sunset overwhelmed the right. And swimming, everyone always wants to swim above the clouds. Yes, even though a street scene only exists when it is enveloped in the darkness of night. I also looked for romantic relationships, but not so many. As the images of my life constantly changed before my eyes, at times I no longer knew what yesterday was, what today is, and what tomorrow will be.


Outside, in everyday life, I only experienced women as Madonna-like supergirls who have children, but I thought to myself that as such, women were hardly worth photographing.


Encounters with women were always just a wink to me, lacking only content and a single shared fantasy. Thoughts raced toward me every day.


And even if I could perceive myself twice, I didn't want to. If I feared death most at the beginning, I let myself be guided by this fear because I realized that I had been searching my whole life. No mother could oppress me with her love because I was always up and away, and I always knew when I was incapable of dreaming and when I was just beginning to dream. I mean, those who herd sheep are only after inner peace, or they are always trying to slow down their fleeting lifetime. But how is that possible? Losing someone close to you also makes time stand still, then it's like things are happening for the last time and yet you still can't have them.


Many wish for a different path and something completely different from what they may be experiencing at present, but in my plan of absolute freedom, I knew that I had to follow my feelings. The sweet love we are talking about here, or building his song into desires, noticing the nice women in their movements, it seemed to me as if they all wanted to belong to a boat, from the well of all desires. It is as if I were kissing the tears of a butterfly.


And when he appeared to me on your sad face, the dance of the ballerina that inspires me, her delicacy never broke down from being alone. So she still dances today, knowing that I am the one who thinks of her. It is almost impossible to forget her in all their words. Only their greed to be the center of attention hurt me the center of attention, those who no one sees, but who compulsively wanted to be seen by everyone.


You let me be skinned and slandered. They dragged me through barbed wire when they molested my child. I used to live alone and enjoyed boredom. So one fucked his way through the world and believes he is a hero to the world, one who will never be forgotten. Just as I sent no signal for two years, and my love for you in an instant,




	what rhymes with 'i'?




Yes, it will be seven long years before I see that you are not the only one on earth. And if you gave me just a little, it would not be enough for love, not to give something of it to the one who may have truly grown dear to my heart. And if boredom were to arise once again, I would walk the path without someone like you.


You're one of those people who didn't think twice before driving your mother to her grave, who didn't consider whether a woman might like what you were doing to her. First you're too lazy to work, but you come from a good family. Not a speck of dust was allowed to lie on the sideboard. You don't want a degree, not even from vocational school, and you ignore university too, unless you fall asleep in a lecture because you don't have a roof over your head. Sleeping in a bed during the day suits you fine, and wandering the streets at night without knowing what a home has to offer, as long as you want to play the wild man!


Never lose your courage, even if they think you're stupid.


Your child should wither away before them, even if years go by. Everyone should know what tormentors can do in this society. He was only looking for people who loved him, even if he wants to keep you captive for years. You only missed your sanctuary when he started beating you. It should have made you tough when he thought you were useless. You should always remember that he supposedly couldn't live without you. You should just freeze in his power, which this country alone gave him from birth.


When he turned off the light for you, and you went through hell again for a night, from which you woke up frightened in the early hours of the morning. Day after day, night after night.


You should have forgiven your father one day for exploiting you for his own gain and saying that if you ever took his money, you would have to grovel for it. And if you tried to escape him, as your lawyers advised you to do, your first child would also be "abused by someone like your father." And what if the highest feeling was to find interest in another person, to accept a being? For a person, this can only mean that he himself will one day be capable of love and will heal his neuroses, will be there to describe his surroundings, because even his thoughts would hardly find peace. And he will dream of love in his imagination. This is how an attitude towards life is preserved and a life is paved that breaks its path like an earthquake. You only find friends as long as you meet their good taste, because it is only the rich friends who define what comes close to taste and how a flower should unfold. But those who live for their most secret passions may create a masterpiece in art!


My child, I only now have the leisure to reply to you. With all the many pictures and messages you sent me, I lost heart because I didn't know how to reply in the same original way. To this day, I still can't impress you with such things. But I'm working on it. I think of you constantly and fondly because I love you. And since I have known you, I have been delighted by how bravely you shape your life and maintain your optimism through all the ups and downs. Anyone who has recognized that everything is an up and down will eventually come to understand the meaning behind things, as true as I always strive and will continue to strive to be a good person who moves among people in the rhythm and vibration of this earth. However, I have never been entirely convinced by the do-goodism of the pious, who nevertheless try to stir up many unpleasant fears in others with gritted teeth, and try to destroy precisely that which is the basis for people to love others. In my opinion, authority simply destroys most things in the heart. There is a lot going on in the world that borders on injustice, so I have to teach my child to speak out openly and complain about injustice. By never losing sight of your own way of life, you learn that truth lies in slowness, not in the search for truth. There was no need to share empathy with anyone but yourself. It only briefly shakes off the false charm that lies in a flower bed among all the ice flowers. I think of my hot oven, which connects me to you in love, and also of the strong bond that encompasses everything else, and I know about the protection you have always given to your closest friends. I almost think that even elves might find it quite cozy to live in your garden.


Keep an eye out for them, you might spot some!


I am a woman who has lived in many places, raised her child alone, and kept her head above water by doing various jobs. So far away from any family, I gained all kinds of experiences and acquired a lot of professional knowledge. Love did not play the leading role in my life, but friendship with a few, but always very multifaceted people who, like me, have always known how to live their own unique style of life.


Even if paradise on earth can only be an approximation, a kind of art of living is still possible: it could lie in truly being yourself, not letting yourself be bent out of shape, and yet experiencing love and friendships harmoniously. This also applies existentially, in principle to all areas of life. Should life be divided into professional and private spheres at all? Don't we have to remain true to ourselves and thus have the same basic expectations of interpersonal relationships, whether professional or private?


Every person has the same opportunity to find their own individual form of expression, their own destiny, and their own relationship with themselves. Everyone relates to a so-called common God in their own unique and best way, as best they can. Furthermore, despite all doubts, every person follows their own path of development and each is definitely different from the other. This refers to the way in which a person learned to learn from other people on their journey through life. My destiny to teach others is obviously that of the written word.


It is easier to say something new than to combine what has already been said. Some of us have had truly horrific experiences in our lives. And we can only rely on the fact that we share our lives with others to give them something to take with them on their journey from what we have had to learn. So I have been writing books on and off for twelve years. There are almost 148 books with 30.000 pages. And I know I will continue to write about what moves me and what life is all about, and that has only worked for me so far because I understand something about human interaction. As far as I know, what others say is that a healing process can take a very long time, so the current moment of my healing has only become a fraction of a second. I paused and began to drink from an inexhaustible source. However, before I got there, I turned my life over and over again in my mind, my thoughts constantly working on my problem. But each person has their own time to heal from something they have experienced, and at some point they will decide that enough is enough. Friends judge my statements to mean that, based on certain insights I have gained recently, this time has come for me and I must have reached it. For me, it can only mean certainty to travel back in time, to look back on my life, and to realize why I did certain things in my life and how I behaved towards certain people. That is precisely why I am not relieved of my responsibility to accept these situations, in which I was significantly hurt in life, as events that happened.


In this way, I began to learn and to hold on to things, to heal, and even more so to offer my support to the rest of the world to heal.


It consists of many files on so-called employees and clients, in each case categorizing them into diagnostic classifications of their so-called "ailments." These diagnoses were once invented by Nazi doctors during the extermination period as a classification of those who, as Nietzsche so aptly put it, were to serve the purpose of an educated society of human breeding and extermination, far removed from any values, far removed from any morality, enclosed in a single imperative: to authoritatively classify people as unworthy of life, to observe them, to control them, and to subject them to a negative form of theological procedure, to describe their truth-loving statements about their experienced world as 'merely illusory'. The failing search for truth is to be replaced by institutionalized imperatives – see anthroposophical pseudo-believers, whose co-creative beliefs demand absolute humility and uncritical acceptance, who drill and chase people around in their workshops. Their imperatives are to be as arbitrary as they are effective.


As far as I know, attempts are being made in some places to judge people by assigning them a numerical value based on the worth of their underpaid jobs. However, Plato's structural game seems to suffer from the fact that it begins with the difference between the large and the small and introduces the operation of subtraction before addition. From a mathematical point of view, however, addition is started first, so that the large is considered the sum from which the small is then generated by subtraction.


My personal opinion is that when you offer people jobs, they should be considered fully-fledged members of society, meaning that no one has to work their way up from zero to become a valuable member of society. But the socialization that some people may experience involves more violence than is necessary in this context.


It was also not his unreasonable desire, as it seems, to ask for a raise in the end, in line with his performance, but the reaction to this was simply that ten percent was deducted from his salary, clearly because this game dictates that there will be no more. Nothing could be done to change this.


Questionable.


One sits there castrated, disillusioned.


He is also unemployed untalented.


But he lives unabashedly off others, gloating. He leavesnothing but himself behind in the world.


And he leaves the others where they are.


Indifferent to who will feed him.


Well, the bold prevail.


Let others learn to satisfy other demands. You can't fulfill all of others' desires for recognition. There are people who have a different perception than you do. Some can't bear it on their own and desperately seek connection, most easily with those who seem weaker than themselves. Then the doors are open for them to manipulate and mold them to their liking. This pays off when they can distract from failures. They also make good listeners. This allows the ego to continue to celebrate itself, receive applause, and indulge in the illusion of love until it clearly fades away again. I consider myself to be intelligent and truthful enough. My life experience, including my professional experience, single parenthood, my writing, etc., is also quite sensitive. And even I, as a responsible citizen, have the power to distinguish between probability and improbability, insofar as I express my opinion, also to judge, and I consider myself to be quite probable. Throughout my life, I have been able to forge my own path and have been able to accompany this with countless valuable observations on the sidelines, as well as in every novel and its dialogue. What I don't tell people right away, I keep to myself as a woman, as my irony. And I also claim that, according to Plato, there is talk of an equal exchange between humans and animals. I want to be rewarded accordingly for my performance. How cheeky not to grant me this! There is a hint of cleverly hidden fascism here, after all, I mean, others should not have to submit to such an imposition either.


A good friend says that when a person is on a spiritual journey in their life, they meet the people they expect to meet. If we are open, we see the gift in this and take the experiences as they are, simply as experiences, some good and some bad. I have a son. I have learned so much about myself through him over the years that I hope he understands why I have done certain things in my life. I think he's just great every day. There's always drama in life, but how we deal with it is a choice. You can tell from the noises someone makes in life whether they have learned from their life and whether they have been able to open themselves up to more experiences and encounters that come their way.


Fine, there are a few people who think they are better off being alone, but usually they just live disconnected from their emotions. People evoke their emotions, which include their personality, emotions, feelings, belief systems, all of which are necessary for us to grow. Being a couch potato robs us of our experiences.


Human beings are not empty and intersubjective.


Men and women live the same life. Both have their own authority, manage their lives independently, and think and decide about their existence autonomously. The dynamic through which a life can develop into intellectual courage means that a woman does not have to submit to any rules or regulations just because she is a woman. However, she is usually considered a second-class citizen.


It is women themselves who care for others, who campaign for the preservation of the environment and for the protection of the weak from the strong. But in essence, it is a hand-in-hand life, and what has been created by both in civilization applies to women as well as men. Theories do not even come close to the substance of human possibilities, and the analysis of other people only comes close to a kind of philosophical theory formation. Philosophers defend the original evidence of human beings as "for themselves" and "freedom."


It is a beautiful thing to live like this, learning from one another.


And this does not require a separation between the two sexes.


Biology alone is not everything. Regulating or controlling awoman's life throughout human history has led to nothing and is old and outdated.


There have always been strong women who stood above the laws and commands of men, who also contributed to science and became great artists. Some even managed to create their own identity through writing.


So, what's this all about?


The church and its offshoots from co-creative social classes and their interpretations of faith, or shall I just call them followers of sects, work hand in hand when it comes to committing serious crimes and then authoritatively oppressing and slandering the victims for decades.


Instead of the people who have experienced the worst actually deserving an award for their achievements, which they bring to their society, ... women are deliberately intimidated so that a critical consciousness does not prevail and the crimes committed against them by the church and the state cannot be punished.


People are indiscriminately accused of having such an abstruse psyche that it would keep them forever and ever in a room, in a vacuum that constantly forced them out of their unconscious and existence to live far from reality, as the male world would have it, whether they are women controlled by morbid and paranoid delusions, and instinctual behavior, parental complexes, sadism, and give the impression that they are controlled by outside forces.


They want to justify this with their control system, claiming that such women are incapable of living independently, as if they were in a state of alleged regression and inability to express themselves clearly or assess their environment realistically.


They were constantly subject to psychological dynamics that caused them personal problems. They could hardly be trusted to act consciously, and there were always certain signs of something and for something that suggested that certain neurotic symptoms were the result of their actions.


These 'signs' are then applied as specific terms such as clinical pictures and names of the respective persons, and with these, following a pattern of theories in the labyrinth of the masters and their interpretations, an empiricist and materialist approach is taken to label people as incompetent because ...human beings were constantly in danger of existing in causal dependence, of committing fatal mistakes, in order to conclude certain processes that occur one after the other in their lives.


Yet women had always managed to apply their own rules to their lives. They set themselves high spiritual and religious goals, but knew that all gods were part of an overall environment that affects us humans. They protected their families themselves and acquired property. They created higher social rules for their everyday lives than men did. Today, they act according to their own desires, goals, and purposes, master the system they have put together, and pray for children and the weak.
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