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My father, the moon, my mother, who lives in it.


I became the one that none of them knows.


But that's a good thing!


hi, hello friend! Who knows where you are right now?


I've been very relaxed the last few days, even dreaming of my own mother living inside me, a beautiful blonde woman. She is always the same figure, a former neighbor. I felt like she had been adopted from my family all my life, but she still protects me to this day, warns me about others, explains other people's thoughts and intentions to me. She also shows me the family circumstances in which I grew up and how people have developed. This time she was blonde for once, but the same woman, and protected me again, warning me that if there was someone who was trying to hurt me, then I had a duty not to react in the same aggressive way, as long as our connection remains! I am very proud that many women meet me in dreams and praise me for every behavior I have shown.


I have a question. I have never been in a relationship with a man or a woman or anyone else. So I would like to know what someone thinks of me? Am I perhaps the ego type with a great need for patience, attention and care? Or am I seen as a transcendental magical sister who silently looks you in the eye when she has a wish? And who am I after sex? Could the other person be more interested in getting to know me once these first acts are over? And what about his or my dislikes, the lower tolerance for actions or reactions? Am I not a little too interested in all these topics in the whole world? If I am an open woman, is this man irritated by my jokes, desires and spontaneity, or is that the reason for leaving me from the start?


I think I know. I am the magically calmer type.


That's it for today, have a good time, I'm going to prepare myself mentally for a really new good novel, I've wanted to do that for a long time. The lawyer, as usual, is now doing her part of the deal, and maybe I'll get some peace and quiet to paint again.


Anyone who loves his friends,


does not travel to the desert, does not shit on others,


does not complain as a guest, does not aspire to the highest offices,


does not cheat public money, does laugh at all women,


does insist on the power of the church, does not know what to do,


does not call others by their names, does hobby horsing,


does it with one of his daughters, does not show respect for their mischief,


does not make himself into a special being, does not deserve special status!


I have a Good One!


I have now gotten to know a whole number of women properly.


This means that the loud ones, the fascist feminists, don't make a big fuss about it because, in their stormy ways and for the sake of nature, they have clearly already met the wrong man. Unfortunately, that only makes them more and more disgruntled. No one had a good time with them. I thought about it quietly for a while. Women who are mostly known in the Rhineland as fascist feminists. Haved a messed up upbringing. But all the facts always come to light. Not all of them manage to get their hands on the sluggish, wealthy yes-man as their prince, who is so oppressed that he spirals into depression and powerlessly escapes from it.


Some experience the exact opposite, and the man teaches them the lesson of a lifetime. No one is given everything in life for free. Some people have a good understanding of human nature and say to themselves that this encounter would definitely have an expiration date even after years, and this woman will come back to the point of fact, as if from then on she had to make her own sandwiches and her sex didn't mean a trophy for the living room shelf because she was too happy to think a clever man was a fool who she didn't train. From then on, the scales fall from her eyes and she realizes that she has chosen the absolutely wrong profession because not all the fascist feminists in the social work field uncritically think everything is admirable and then roll out the red carpet for her for the rest of her life. From this moment of her raging jealousy, she must realize that this is destroying her relationship and that she has blinded herself with her greed for recognition, attention, fame and to make it big on the show!


Women who probably flee their messed-up parents' home and go into wealth. They only seem to have found a saviour, but all material things have fallen silent, and they experience how their escape into what they have and all the beautiful children are just an excuse for not having started to confront themselves first. So anyone who flees the parental home into marriage is always alone at some point. Either because the initially inexperienced man distances himself from her to have an affair, or because the woman becomes aware of her merry-go-round and the little children develop into the same superficial, spoiled, vain, cold-hearted creatures from whom she once fled. She experiences, like a neighbor girl similar to her, who for many years asks for refuge from the bad pig family, for protection, for mental health, acceptance, and a bit of love, and a space for an undamaged childhood, that this mother recognizes in the girl herself, who was on the verge of drowning all her life. And she adopts the child and takes it under her skirt for the rest of her life, vowing to keep it under her skirt, because every child needs emotional protection, so much responsibility she has made her life's work, while her own children were unable to share her luxury, their hearts closed, and the mother soon wished them as far away as possible, until they were gone too, out of sight and out of mind!


Perhaps there is a negative meaning behind the stronghold that a fascist feminist with tits and charm is trying to get hold of, married to a husband on the island of dreams, into comfort, that this woman is always very quickly caught up in unexpected loneliness. This life lie trapped there in the castle, projected as competition against her own daughter, who escapes her mother's coldness alone to the mainland, and on the run blindly falls into the arms of the first psychopath who comes along, who pretends to her how beautiful, how warm, how strong, how familiar it is with him, until the mask falls and the bum can't get anything done and even starts a war of roses over ownership of the child. This means a woman who is demanding, out for love, wants to live a wealthy life, doesn't want to work, is dominant, unkind to backtalk, impatient, got pregnant too early, isn't clear about her emotions, has no control over herself, and complains about having had a bad home, which the poor husband and the children have to make up for all their lives.


She sends her whole load of hardship and unresolved childhood onto her husband and child in order to free herself and to pass this negation on to the lives of others. This woman never protects her own children, but only thinks of herself, wants to be celebrated, as the mother animal to be respected forever. The daughter flees, works hard and does not gain any weight. The mother on the island remains, well-fed, a gracious person. A woman who shows psychopathic traits and considers herself irreplaceable.


The do-gooders with the right language


teach elementary school students behavior


swear by non-violent language


meat-free education reverence for the "spice"


facade of politeness, marital sex, Casanova on the side distances


all beautiful animals in the correctness trap!


Tradition displaces religion + language,


culture displaces tradition in my opinion, because some traditions can


sometimes be overrated, but culture cannot. I can imagine that celebrities


suffer the most, how hard they work to impress the public.


Nobody really knows how to play God


if nobody understands the language of trees


or can interpret the flickering lights behind the lighthouse...!


Obviously I'm an idiot, but maybe there's a chance


that I'm not a huge idiot as I realize


that I learned your language in a real school


and very few people lived my life


are you then a real idiot in my eyes?


My good advice - Be familiar with your own language before attempting to put yourself in the shoes of others! I have suffered so much. Like many people, I am faced with uncertainty before setting off. I have no goal for the future. Bringing out the inner orientation, as well as spelling out facts... is the act of instrumentalizing abuse - says the pedophile in the church!


The language of beating his horse.


Drinking plays on the innermost being.


He always has the last word. The head is buzzing.


The car crashes through the wall. The dog is buried in the lake.


Or suffocated in the trunk.


But the love in their lives never sees the light of day.


You can see that people from Hamburg like to use gutter language, their dialect is unmistakably colored by macho, beer, St. Pauli, I'll just leave it there because it's a party weekend to wind down here, then I have to hurry back, dance with the dolls until I have a heart attack. That's how we know them.


Equality privileges today dull language in the parents' house


no ideas about childhood also uneducated ways of thinking


but everyone is the same again... bullying, everyone calls the same


even primary school playgrounds are called battlefields


and there are deaths too! The Frisians always buy their playing cards


ready-mixed in the general store. Men usually mix so succinctly.


Women with their finer fingers mix upright.


The Japanese mix with one hand and take photos with the other.


Wizards tend to mix as chubby for the show.


The manual dexterity has always been superfluous, there is the tongue skill.


If in Germany one understands by partnership


something that only sees the dead Prince Charming,


from whose bowels the woman pulls back her damned wedding ring


in detail, but seen as an operation on the man.


Then I save myself the offer of having to marry a German.


No, if someone asks, where my ego is located... I like my belly, why do I need another one? I don't go crying into the corner to hide my pussy. It's just a tiny little thing that I put in between so that I can stay happy inside. Love for yourself is no longer on the lookout, so people, don't run away because you've missed yourself!


A wimp.... is the one who hopes for the right one,


who will take him out of the parental stable,


who he still beats, cracks, and leaves lying there,


A wimp.... who only comes to her mind again,


when 40 years later she is sleeping almost at the gates of the world in a bed


that is just as soft as him, she dreams having a one-off encounter with man,


A wimp.... who is hit on the left foot by her, rolls away, impregnates another


woman, then hopes for a free kick, the old woman is left sitting alone,


and the wimp goes back to his mother,


A wimp.... who can no longer avoid the laughter,


because he is the laughing stock, and will remain so forever!


I QUICKLY GOT THE PICTURE!


I assume that the extermination of Indians at "Wounded Knee" was comparatively as cruel as the crimes of the Nazis, and I go on to assume that each side, whether the American West or our European mainland, has its medal from the death of Sitting Bull the 1973 massacre, only that I was not willing to travel through the country with a medal trophy, because I know the people here, "aunt from America" found out about it from me!


It's true our health most important.


We are responsible for ourselves.


The war we live in, is our own war.


The first step to health is quit the war.


The second step is quit the killing thought.


The third step is hinder the negativity in life.


The fourth step is be patient in suffering.


The fifth step is make yourself strong.


The sixth step is healing over years.


The seventh step is not loose contact.


The eighth step is fight for your right.


The ninth step is keep the balance.


The tenth step is live within the system.


The eleventh step is be aware who you are.


At first, a woman cannot talk about her own rape. She can cry. She has nightmares. She has to regain her body. She has to run away. She must never return. After a long period of trust, she has to gain confidence and start to talk. The whole world has to understand what pain this is for women. It often starts in the parents' home with every form of violence. That is abuse. Then it will be a nasty classmate from school who will jump on you. Then the family fails and declares the victim taboo. Then the woman will trust a stranger, perhaps an American soldier, and get into his car. Then she will follow some people as a confidant to spend an evening together.


It is a battlefield. Women, don't put up with anything.


The tears are just the beginning!


Flood of the Century! or Century of Floods?


It is no longer just... the flood of the century! It is the century of floods!


It is no longer just... the rise of hostile nations.


It is the fomenting of war for WWIII!


It is not just... the use of a weapon of war! It is sheer, embarrassing rape!


It is not just... the avoidance of confrontation with guilt!


It is the stupid rise of schizophrenics!


Was there for a vasectomy, ONCE and NEVER AGAIN!


Vocational school - no longer a learning system, the teacher is at home.


In retrospect, how would I name the vocational school in general?


Place for superfluous provisions for survival with assholes in the:


culture bunker - party bunker - idiot bunker


Protecting the climate or protecting yourself


from it is for those like living a good life,


owning your own home, yacht, bachelor party, accumulating wealth!


Hanging out there and spending your life is better off dying.


Without hope, without sadness. He holds his head down.


Wearily he crouches on the wall. Wearily he sits there and thinks:


Miracles will not happen. Everything stays as it was.


If you don't see anything, you won't be seen.


If you don't see anything, you're invisible.


Steps come, steps go. What kind of people are they?


Why doesn't anyone stop? I am blind and you are blind.


Your heart sends no greetings from the soul to the face.


If I didn't hear your feet, I would think you didn't exist.


Come closer! Sit down, until you sense what blindness is.


Lower your head and lower your eyelids,


until you know what was foreign to you.


And now go! You're in a hurry!


Act as if nothing had happened.


But remember this line:


"If you don't see anything, you won't be seen." - Erich Kästner -


Two days ago before going to bed...


I met this little fellow, the little weasel,


yesterday under the trees in the avenue


a funny little hedgehog ran past me,


and the rainy summer brings two or three snails to my front door every day,


also twice at midnight a big hare ran towards me in the middle of the road,


braked, and ran back the same way it came,


young deer and small roe deer are also hopping around,


they are not afraid of the city, ducks present the crowd of children


in the middle of intersections, I am lying there and the eagle


is waving to the city from the window,


on the roof there a young heron is clattering its beak,


the wild pigeon lets me talk to it, it loves the topic of children very much,


no one is alone!


I am only now learning to understand that after years of friendship, this seemed strange to me. I thought we always exchanged a little or put into words a little. It seems that we both had the same fear!


We both always feared a close, real bond because we know that a relationship can fall apart even after years if just one wrong sentence is said.


All it takes is a misunderstanding and the whole magic is gone. Even after thirty years, there is no guarantee that a spoken word will turn everything upside down. I think we value each other far too much as friends to end it out of the blue in a human way! We are, will be and probably always have been afraid of not hurting the other person! Life can be strange. But some things just get too close to you throughout your life. It doesn't matter. Best wishes, your Heike!


Most time Lovers you meet at the corner, would need a better social worker, not to guess, what would be going on when listen honesyt to the inner heart. You have my absolute agreement! In life, you never give up and hope. Even the really good ones will experience the sun shining for them again! I also noticed yesterday that when there are a few clouds, all young people, men, wear the same stupid peaked cap. I mean, we all know about the cell phones in front of their noses, even when they are walking, but that they also wear the same thing?


I remember when, 15 years later, I met a brat outside who was talking about her training as a teacher and I told her that I later published a great book myself about social work and education. She said promptly and banally: "Yes, she would already know, because she knows my book too!" I then said in front of her and someone else who was listening: "Oh, you actually read it? "Then tell me if you like it?"


The brat replied: "YEEEEEEESSSSS!"


Uhhhah


Works .... "WAHRE UNSCHULD IN DER LIEBE!"


"TRUE INNOCENCE IN LOVE!" - HEIKE THIEME - YLVA -


Partner coaching... works like this too,


coach and coachee have not had sex for years,


coachee plays with the man, she sends him to a prostitute,


because she thinks that will save her marriage,


the "making love" was thus MOVED to another expensive love island


directly to an outsourced pussy..... quite wonderfully


temporarily well rewarded, no less fun,


in the morning they all get up with her, and in the evening they go again,


they stand with her no less, and then at night he goes back to bed


with the coach at home, and they all go to sleep together.


When people no longer talk to each other.


The feelings of shame outweigh their openness.


"Making love" became embarrassing as they got older.


Then even coach and coachee fall for it,


and the chaos of both idealists begins to falter.


A beauty wilts like a flower, is beauty then power?


Power wilted like a flower. World of vernissages, therapeutic elite,


of spoiled children and grandchildren, grandchildren's grandchildren,


the car keys belong to the daughter,


the power of money thinks everything and everyone is dear,


the born sugar daddy, selfies hang monumentally through the house,


the other people are little caricatures.


Raped women... she can be so badly damaged, abandoned by her family,


and left with nothing, but she can think, but she will flee,


even if she had had a family, and a sister to support her,


and the backing of someone, but then she would start to think,


but then she would flee, her Mega Piggy Family, family would pursue her,


to disempower her, to persecute her, to control her, to denounce her,


but then she would think,


but she would never come back!


You people of today! Your looks dazzling,


as if you don't take your word for it, want to teach others,


and don't wear your hair down, every city beneath you is drowned,


your faith on toilet paper, no idea what you mean by "up there",


where you can't see anything through the fog,


everything revolves around your navel,


even your greed is immortalized on your face, reveals as a living scar,


and the innocence of youth quickly fades away.


There is nothing, absolutely nothing, that the public is into when it comes


to mother's favorite, as long as the damn time passes.


We see it's a wet summer this year. We had seemingly felt the weather. Since equally this day, that i gave my lawyer the report with documentation about just the last four weeks, and my witnessing friend underwrote that, she immediately called the landlord, and it was how i guessed, they have a special file for the sick one, with a number to reach any carer for her. She definitely got told a sharp word, because since tuesday i find peace here again, and can sleep. That made me relax and fall so deep in calm, that i was too tired the whole week, like others, too. Two days ago we went finally swimming again, in that time between wind and rain, and yesterday we walked outside in that time between wind and rain again. We seem to feel the bricks between, and nature is awesome happy for the water.


Back to the book, I've wandered between worlds enough to return to the meaning of diversity and to real life, stop crying and live. For fun... Moving to beautiful, green Brandenburg is about people getting in touch with each other and sharing beautiful, colorful customs, coming together across beautiful, colorful fields, just like connecting the variety of different people who come from elsewhere in the field. She nourishes unconditionally, moment to moment. To honor her, to love her, in infinite variety as far as our temple is concerned, your body is life. You are magic. Don't always apologize for the fire in you. Experience the stuff of diversity, walk through it, endure it or maintain style and wait.


Anyone who no longer notices that woman's nature is diversity and that we all complement each other in tolerating this diversity is living without roots! Human diversity refers to the way in which a person learns to learn something from other people on their journey through life! Princesses have to own and condition all the idiots around them as much as they can in order to avoid limitless diversity. If you are jealous of the love of your country and hatred of the other, which you yourself represent, and you forego diversity, you are an idiot. Mental cripples see no diversity, but wish to shine in others, to impress others, in their need to be loved.


Money is a bottleneck, influence has a foreseeable end, power is on the brink, discipline is only for hoarding, pride is thematically derived, removed from change and resources, it hardly means happiness. Our claim is diversity, self-chosen action, a justified view of life!


We met a youngster couple by bike on the long cicle tour back home to France, that i just talked fluid french to them. Then came on the path through the woods a danish gentleman with paraplui very shy, like they are never talk a single word, i told him he should try those american wild berries, they taste delicious. Then some kindful joggers, and at least a whole open minded family with about five fire red hairy children, all so openly, the couple had adopted those many ones from their sister, she was not able to care for her kids. Uhh and again we talked out all things about red hairy kids, the envy of others, intelligence, and envy at school again, and a long tour through life as a teaching how to fight.


They got to know those french guys, too. And one elderly mom with her grandkid they wondered about a huge private place, I told there lives the police chief of town, and that i know them all as very kindful people.


Bye! Be welcome! There is no such thing as bye.


Sentence with nothing. It was probably nothing.


Let it itch. How can your perfect hearing


in its reproduction... empathize with a foreign song?


Saz Evi, I'll build you a roof. Four walls around it. FINE!


And also a room with walls, and a hole in the floor, I'll shit in there.


My father, for his part... a so-called "angry, insulting rapist". Now it's all clear to me. He wasn't quite right in the head, just because he knew that crimes expire, domestic abuse cannot be proven, the rapes were carried out for him by others, into whose arms he just kept sending me, violence against the child cannot be proven, all close relatives denied the shame for him! HAHAHAHAHA, now it's all clear to me.


That's why, in addition to beatings, he always got this kick in front of the others without being punished. And when I was 14, I exposed him in front of others and laughed at him. That was THE reason to punish me a thousand times over for the insult, so I had been a dirty cunt to my father since I was 14, and even rape was no longer worth mentioning to him. I was not informed of the insulting things that had happened to the monster in his childhood or youth, but I was definitely informed that as a young man he acted out sadistic desires on animals, as my Uncle Ernst can testify, and that he found the burning of Berlin a pleasure while watching it from the roof terrace and smoking a cigar. He's not quite right in the head. My lawyer at the time told me that he was the devil, that I urgently needed to get far away, that he didn't just want to lock me away forever incapacitated, but that he was sending snoopers after me with a file full of information. Hohohoho, all right, then the only thing he could do to me from afar was to denounce me when I was pregnant and steal the child from the confinement bed, and then at 14 to spoil and buy off my son with his lifelong lies about me and lots of money, which was worth 10,000 euros to him at the time. But my son knows that in the future he will no longer need money from bad people in exchange for their control!


Other friends who experienced the exact same familiar fatherly abuse, agree they had it the same. And that coward who is my father is still alive, he is 90 now, and i already have understood the whole thing, about his life long kicks. HAHAHAHAHA you see it is not a whole bunch of family, it is that one single poor old coward. and now I do know, why my laughter was all my life my strongest emotion ever!


Life is a bitch als people would call this, and the German saying is "Who laughs last, laughs the best!" HOHOHO, if i was my own Mom then i would hold my shoulder now. hahahahha hihihihihihi. Wer zuletzt lacht, lacht am besten, i mean a sadist may laugh just good feeling in laughter in his taking pleasure in attacking a defenseless child, but just as long as the truth came out! then nowadays it is the pleasure on my side! Once spread, the laughter is contagious.


Life cycle. Water cycle rotates regularly. The lover's worries.


The lover's doubt, Bird collar, Feast of the unknown village name,


The raw emotion of the new poet, The changing pace of civilization,


The growing aggressiveness of the machine. Book a farce of history awoke.


Why do you know the glass of water? How many fantasies floated.


If Americans, with sex and war films in their heads, with eyes as as plates,


stand behind the curtain, from where they see everything behind the veil,


as if everyone were standing on a plate, from the edge the rest of the world


simply falls away steeply, people cannot bear the fact that reality


and having a real choice is out of the question, until someone steals power


with lies, takes away the cherished free world, in earlier times, didn't the


Nazis also rob citizens of all free elections through snake-like speech and


seduction to violence?


People cannot bear the fact that women also marry for money alone,


plan for financial gain, and therefore get divorced,


if someone were to die under their roof, if a love of theirs left the house, if


an accident were to happen to a child, if someone were to take the mold out


of their hand, then one half of the offended people


could either become multiple rapists out of angry hurt,


and the other half could become hermits out of refusal to use violence,


but neither of them ever wanted to win over a new love,


because the picture of the old man would hang on the wall


and be framed there forever, and a large curtain would hang from it,


and not a new village would be founded, might soon bear its new name.


On a single large round plate, there is therefore no room for a new beautiful


village, in which love finds a home!


The fickle person, is he the one you can't count on?


The comfortable person, in keeping with his nature,


doesn't want any deviation. He sees being alone as a cold cave.


He compares being wet with isolation and being let down.


He prevents himself from perceiving wind on cool skin as a clear feeling.


He doesn't even breathe clean air and inhales cigar smoke.


He doesn't hold anyone's hand for fear of being hit.


He doesn't spontaneously meet strangers to give them his best gift.


He doesn't allow his partner to expose themselves in love.


He sees himself growing old and that makes him bitter.


He first judges others because someone stole his childhood.


He settles in places, but to avoid people there.


He doesn't trust the situation of being seen as a person of nature.


He doesn't tolerate a direct word, and simply demands humility from others.


He likes to share his discomfort, like when he talks about the weather. He


feels that the invitation of locals threatens his inner peace.


He gladly accepts any warning from the hater to protect himself.


He lets the people who feel close to his origins stand on the shore.


He goes into nature, but does not recognize himself as nature itself.


What did I always say? I don't want drugs. I don't want a boyfriend.


I don't want tits. I don't want to be a sexologist.


I don't want pubescent brothers. I don't want embarrassing situations.


I don't want to die in the sea of flirting, want no make friends for money.


I don't want a stage name at seventeen. I don't want to be an actress.


I don't want to perform a dance. I don't want a porn in a crochet bra.


I don't want a runway left at the end.


Who says that I need a counterpart to be whole?


Who says that I only want seven children by the time I'm seven?


Who says that I want to have everyone in bed for my career?


Who says that my friendship is a business plan?


Who says that I'll never see the little gray cloud?


Who says that the questions about my ideals are important to me?


Who says that I'm interested in the ideals of others?


Where is the runway? Surely you would know about it?


Would you know about yourself? Who can you stand, yourself?


Who would be able to stand him if not you?


If you look for yourself, you will find it,


it doesn't work the other way round!


You would... get the stars from the sky for me?


without getting me down from the tree? in broad daylight?


hahahaha and not knowing when the torrent would come and where from?


from above or while standing? really all sorts of things,


without your feet in the sand? into the stream, out of the lake


around my tent, away with the fairy?


should stretch my legs, your big fat toes?


and then eat salami on circular plates


with a bulbous glass full of Lambrusco wine?


I SAY NO! I SAY NO! I SAY NO! I SAY NO!


It's not a screw, my love it turns and swirls like water,


you flow here and back again, in circles around it,


like the tides, year in, year out,


you change yourself and the world,


you are patient until spring comes,


and everything starts again anew!


Hold on! It's not ability in itself.


It's knowing what you can do.


It's said by those who know themselves.


It's believing in what you know.


It's not wasting words on it.


It's applying your ability!


Girls, don't worry, let the boy act as he pleases, stood like that in front of me, also said, for years she beated him in the schoolyard, watered him, and sent him to rowing, sauna, music and self-defense.... "The Biggest Loser are you!"


As I understand it, that school bullies, too, whose pent-up aggression,


including that of their mothers, can be directed at everything "else",


even at the weird religious teachers, wouldn't bother me at all.


They are also responsible for the desease, the look-away mentality teachers.


Let's see who then "goes off" or becomes terminally ill!


We can celebrate with nature, with friends who are real, and with our artistic


skills that we are survivors of this time! Let us be proud that we also know


how to heal, especially ourselves. I know the origin of my name, what


others lack, as I have seen for a long time! So I'll stop now, make sure that


you survive just like everyone else, dear friend.


ALWAYS STAY COOL! Or HOW MUCH DISCRIMINATION


DOES A HUMAN RIGHTS VIOLATION NEED?


Let's start from the beginning! When the bishop says with impunity


"Grow and multiply!" in the face of his abused altar boys.


When, in contrast to his chastity, the exact opposite is organized,


i.e. a secret swinger club, not with adults, but with children,


who are not even asked what they think about it,


the strange question arises, which a mother also asks,


whose child was once, quite selflessly and secretly


"stolen", "expropriated", in short "borrowed",


who would say like a child used for sex:


"It's nice to do something in a group for sex and to increase faith,


but it's no fun always being at the front!"


Shorts are not allowed in church. Weapons are not allowed in church. But what if the same priests wear hot pants underneath, and the guns are their dicks? But is a woman with mother's breasts, with a calm gait after giving birth, airing the milk bar in public, whose guns ruin everything for a woman?


WHO IS THE REAL PIG HERE?


Question: And what is the name of the one who likes them all? Buddha?


I just mean, from the moment I said the Lord's Prayer, I decided to run away in a hurry, that was all it achieved. Don't panic. That's a good idea, I also mean, from the moment I touched myself, I had 1000 moments of enlightenment. Heaven for cats... oh, it's understandable, VERY understandable, just imagine if they all thought the same orgasm out of happiness, just the word, and then it all happened like thunder! Crazy, I can put myself in a cat's shoes, they're all breathing technique artists. Well, now I don't feel so alone in the world! Yes, the word is what scares you. I wish you a good night!


Let me explain you Hamburger Platt! After talking and say G'bye, guy said instead of "Mach's gut!" he thought of "Hau rein!" that his Platt worked in mind and he said "Mau! Mau!" because we Nordic always say twice "Moin Moin!" so why not "Mau! Mau!" it is like "UNO!" and like "Schach Matt!" this is a good way to say G'bye...! for explaining the wording "Mau! Mau!" always said the winner in a children Card game who won.


I'm going to turn myself into a herring, naked, halved, happily gutted, breaded and fried in the pan, and wait until my tail stands up!The reading of your friends new book is understandable. It is really a lovely book, and the story for my senses and thought easy to follow. It is like here the people who did not grow in the Plattdüttsch would only read and read the wordings, then understand what is meant. So I have it with skandinavian languages. Today I was making me sure, how far is my thought to a new story to write as a story again, and I am content to slowly come to that point, the basic thought are pretty clear, so I am balanced, and guarantee once this year it will function. To paint a person just that is my problem, that i am not aware himself and his face, what ever a laughing face is not easy, but my theory is the issue of the painting the message and the background must be funny. When the look on it must make you laugh a bit. It's how you see, you teach and I will learn the impossible!


My theory you learned from both sides, like i learned too, from that side that i did sport for many years in my life, so today i am totally out of the game meant football, alcohol and aggressivity, too do not want to walk out in the city in nights anymore, because those fools follow their neanderthal willing to find their kicks, this is for a woman, or even anyone who walked in nights outside in the black darkness alone to work or back home, like to see from each place you enter divide those both ways of possibility and better choose the right one, yes, but also see the good in it, that everybody always has the right to choose, you chose to become good at painting and you got it, and writing among other things. I chose to say, that i already know life, the people, the reactions, the dangers, and that long ways to solve problems with such, so keep the distance. Yes it might be the right way to see, friendship for both of us, might be the quiet best way to just keep the individual ideals for each one, and do the best out of it, that this is much worthier for us freaks and better not to try the love card, i would be afraid of it too much, to loose the trust once in just one wrong sentance spoken, and wupps all over, i am much too much overthinking. I am not willing to differ in someones blood, or become one heart for both, then i could not breathe anymore. Yes, for both of us, that is the normal way of living, it is better not to be infected by the normalty as usual, in order to better live in harmony and our own normalty. What is normal? We are not normed to one. When we both have a normalty and balance found, then we are far better going with this, than behave in what the norm said in reality. What is real? My life sense is not to belong to someone, like a pet, i may think critical hohoho.


Let us stop here, or we find out the theory, why none would love none anymore, or why women would block the men, or no woman would bear any babies anymore. We must learn of each other, but it is not so risky like in a partnership when one single word causes death. Love cuts like a knife, and it kills, uhhhh no in reality most deaths caused by femizides in a relationship, like church said it, "We shall be bonded until death divides us!" I am not willing to marry a sharp knife. Sleep well, and may God bless You! This is a good distance we use for cooling down and calming our emotions, feelings, and dreaming.


This with you and me is more let the other calm down, more than having to dream always the same about a drowning world, and we do not panic. I know that you see the most films are real, you see the most dreams are reality. This is really good enough to be Good Friends?!


Traffic light reacts - or traffic light governs?


Accompany an old lady to football with an umbrella?


Or in truth, like Lindner, not even set foot on Sylt anymore,


because of the punks living on the beach?


In 500 days, possibly politics, first the European Championship, 24 days


then 6 weeks of parliamentary summer break, 427 days left


then 3 state elections, results, accusations, 30 days less governing


Election in the USA in November - another 10 day break!


15th Dec - 12th Jan, and standstill in Germany 28 days


359 days left to govern, less 70 Sundays on which nothing happens


plus 10 public holidays, minus 4 bridging days, 275 days left to govern


7 months before an election election campaign, ungoverned,


so minus 214 days, statistical 15 days of illness and absence


minus 35 days of fruitless dispute in the government,


statistical government days 11, minus 1 day DFB final


minus 1 day Germany in the Champions League final


3 days for jet lag from summer time to winter time and back


5 days waiting for a broken government plane


If we are honest, the traffic light coalition


will have 1 DAY to govern until the federal election!


Bad luck if that is February 29th!


THE EARLY BIRD CATCHES THE WORM


Opportunity is the work of one's career. Vanity like a wave of homesickness. I don't have to say hello. Get rid of bad breath with a joint. Get rid of the smell of carrion and your nose in the wind. I don't have to fall in love. Feed the vultures and intimidate. Keeping quiet and lip-reading is isolated silence. I won't forgive. Describe the one from the front from behind too.


See themselves getting wet from the front. The north as it lives. I only say "hello" to the one who meets me honestly in the morning. Why does everyone always want... "the best part of the roast?" or "the most beautiful thing is far away!" and then "but you should be happy that the beautiful thing is far away!" these are all just phrases that are suitable for film titles, but not for real life!


Never search for halluzinations, do not follow the fools,


they invite for a desease lifelong, but leave you stand outside the door,


you find the vision in your heart, not a poison to consume gave that,


what you get is a nightmare,


what left you irritated and addicted,


what brings danger and suffering,


what grows the fear to believe in yourself,


what lets the other talk like brainwash,


what leaves the lonely wolve as abandoned,


what causes more searching, and loosing your way to slow down,


and age coming earlier, and physically get ill, and loose all balance to heal!


The healing of every person,


is to be found exclusively in himself!


If the runaway is the way to survive, so why not? If the tears of heaven must be found back, you must find heaven. I know someone who is living on the road. I have told him - I notice that you're wandering around like a lone wolf, that can't feel so bad for someone like you! You're not a refugee, or in a caravan with the whole family. You just have to have fun, nibble, get drunk. You see them all, the others worry about each other, and you don't share this with anyone. You can hardly be perceived as someone who just gets what he wants. For you, there is only the moment. No plan for your tomorrow. No one waiting for you. No one longing for you. It's a bit strange, because you still seek closeness to people. It's also a bit believable when you hear people talk about how a life like this passes and suddenly people have been homeless for thirty years, as if that were normal. Then carry on living like that and be happy like a pug in oat straw!


When you run into women you know, just in your thoughts, I imagine you see them all dancing in a row, scantily clad, along the forest path, and you sing from the bush behind them "Fox, you stole the goose, go after them!" or something like that... you'll be able to remember someone! Sleep well through the night of the full moon, and don't let yourself be stolen.


Oh, nooooo


to this day I have never imagined a guy like that,


as if his cock were hopping around, held behind a bush,


first the desire fades, then his smelly feet,


the lifelong fart that binds him, the salty sweat of lack of desire,


and only very lastly, the sight of the guy, and no desire at all.


Just imagine a bath that was too hot,


bright red ears in a towel, a stupid grin,


and he would brush his teeth, then introduce himself by name, ....


and show me a piece of nut chocolate that is stuck between his teeth,


because he knows that from his mom,


little boy doesn't go to bed without chocolate!


I walked naked a childhood long. That i won't love to kill.


I took distance to all who stole from me. That i won't drown mourning.


I took myself as value person. That sexually none had possession.


I first know emotion, feels, hate of others.


That made him think of a better solution.


I am from the woods. That i do know about good health.


None other would have taught me anything as long that nature medicine


would exist! You could say the river flows backwards,


when the thin flood is pushed back by the bigger,


like people used to be locked up whether in the East or the West


for their free opinion and intelligence, today there are still no walls,


children are locked up within the four walls.


PUMP UP THE JAM! Supertraining starts in Mom's womb,


baby trains, moves, grows, walks through the cave,


forwards, backwards, turns back again,


not one single state, altime a change


has nothing to do about what romance feels


to later on be born as strong small fellow!


Love is not a show for superficial peacocks.


Love is not food for the bully for the grave of the unloved.


Love is fleeting like a cleaning product for those who cheat.


I learn non-violence. I love standing up alone.


Mother Nature teaches me. I insist on self-protection.


I am in a community. I do not regret being loved.


I have a nice Sunday. I am certainly attractive.


I have no loss in love. I would be equal in emancipation.


I would recover from a distance without fear.


I would leave no doubt. I advise no one.


I do not regret any decision. I protect my freedom.


I sense my ancestors. I work without stopping.


Fuck that cow Else who doubts this!


Today I saw, sitting in the middle of the high meadow dragonfly, butterfly, deer and later on the path various eagles, a young one of them white-headed, the meadow hummed loudly like seven motorcycles.


Which antiheroes, to put it mildly, "don't get your hands dirty?" those who grow old, and are celebrated as "dignitaries" in front of their followers, but are reluctant to admit that they have to treat grown women, even their own daughter, like dirt, and offer them every form of violence and prevent them from studying, because they don't adore them?


I didn't want to pay attention to the goings-on at the fair,


I didn't want to look like a drone over the weak and focus


my gaze on their fears, I worked for years


to make the old people my friends, everything is fine, just not everyone


who pays attention to others, because they condemn their silence.


I only celebrate with the CHOSEN ONES!


Sneaked away! The family at the table, the table is long and empty,


the people are getting older, leaving, they are no longer here,


so often they have repelled themselves by me, all these years,


are no longer a strength of community spirit,


because they are all leaving, what they had in me,


was a guitar that was sold out, was a violin that was taken,


was a dandelion that was wilting, and I had cared for them for so long,


but from so far away today, I say, they can all be cared for,


I would even be the heir who sneaked away from the inheritance!


Imagine me so working as surgery, and one patient would die under my hands, i would hang me up. Life and Death is so close but dramatically. I love some people here in the close neighborhood, too. The more empathic that people are, the more gets in vain when they must pass. AH i don't want to loose anyone, the one lady from a house aside, said, that this appartment i live in, was the one of her old Aunt once, she worked 30 years long in the archieve and she loves since beginning speaking with me about the town from Middle Age until today. Yes, that is connected to my dreams i always tell her, then she tells me the real historic background to it. I seem to have a very clear view to past stories that really happened. Some other elderly or people were born on one of our islands, they are lovely and feel very much responsible for other people. But it is as people say important to connect the history, and the dream to the third the real people, too. In my grandparents house i found shelter, too, so that i was open to my world to better understand by dreaming.


Strange, but that's how it's written!


It is often life savers who take your life again.


It is seducers who let you down again.


It is admirers who want to fuck you for their devotion.


It is the brothers without talents who are as replaceable as sneakers.


It is the hurt lovers who suffered financial pain when they split up.


It is violent supporters who are prepared to do anything for money.


But who was the murderer in the end?


It is recognizable as a pathologically narcissistic family,


that is where the perpetrator believes himself in most cases.


That's how it goes in families...


the one, with the empathetic something,


with the looks, with the skills, with the intellect,...


is held up at the end, well prepared and served ice cold,


to be served, to be dressed,


to be confirmed as confirmation of what the family


has thought up, so that they were ultimately "right"!


There are holes in the fence knowing I'll never to be the same again though my garden death becomes me and sadness births lonely days never permanent to sorrow me, it's only for a while until my sadness transitions and I dandelion into a smiling face shines again.


That sounds lovely. I think like you do. When that awareness of the own death, holds maybe for one day, but you will watch someone's good eyes, he is await, until you bear out back what is the sunshine from within, it explodes upwards from heart, it shakes your heart, then sprinkles the light energy into your tears, then might want your wings spread again, you shiver of that erruption coming back, and wanting suddenly laugh out again, because life is such a paradoxy!


You caress my infinity that lasts beyond the flesh


my souls fire...how do reach through me


without touch...just the look in your eyes


the heat within, down my spine, teeth on edge...released my flow


trickle effect...spiraling, beaded sweat...between the folds...


You have that same nature like me in you! That sounds so lovely.


Selflove it's what prepares for such a moment not drown.


Regardless of his personal history of illness or past:


A worker's son meets up with his friends every evening


for milk drinks with synthetic drugs.


Driven by boredom, they go out, beat and rape, kick a homeless person, push cars off the road, fight with gangs, break into luxury villas, assault the owner's wife in front of his eyes, leaving a trail of devastation, both physically and morally. When he kills a woman during a break-in one evening, he is arrested. In prison, a new type of re-education therapy is used to rehabilitate violent criminals. The treatment consists of showing films about sex and violence. The sessions become nothing but torture. When he is released after completing the radical therapy, his personality is broken and he himself becomes a defenseless, manipulable victim of his environment... this shows that any consent to violence, as well as violence against oneself, never leads to a good end.


The way you walk naked, you are wondering about the eyes? The place you take a bath, you are guessing they want your hair? The distance from where they look, wanting you the hate to present, it is the cowards bush, but always too late! In your battle with the rest of the world I advise you to side the rest of the world.


Going on foot, secretful, directly, connecting Trains .... light , fast, funny. If you are such a crossing type, the kinda as i am the border type, always communicating with each one up to the edges, you are the spider and all will reach out for you in the center asit, like your mom came from the north.


And friends, and that musician from the east and from the south and me, maybe your one Dad from the east, the other one Dad from the west, the only closer type friends you have is two ones from the country side, and your working mates, north east south and west, how can you manage that? I would take my legs and run, it is not an easy place to be. I could even not say, you might imagine me easier when make me a woman asit at the swedish border, what swedish border? i mean there is only the Baltic sea! i could not sit in the ocean to make you seeing me, to be a Swedish guy for it does not make it easier, you always have them all but they are far, i see you have it exactly like me, those i like are thousands of miles away in all four directions. Close yet far away. We are owning these characters of hawks, we are in thought speed at another place, so it is easy to understand the saying "You can blossom everywhere!" some fly more, the other get off speedy and won't come back anymore, the other ones stay in front of your window truly every day and daytime awaiting you. The birds family is HUGE! but now i go off or i might become old and blind explaining all this!


People used to say: "Your wish is my desire!"


and "If your panty liner fits well, you'll never have to be afraid again!"


and for father's daughter, her wish will come true,...


but today we say, "One wish changes nothing, one decision changes


everything!" that could be a signpost for everyone in the future!


No, people, rockers, birds, loners, ... for everyone!


don't fall down, get up, keep going, don't accept going round in the wheel,


because it has to be that way, don't assume that you have to


fall down, get up, keep going, because you become a 'hamster wheel'


from which you can never escape!


Decide ONCE that the small branch you are clinging to may


have a thicker branch under the surface that you could sit on,


but you have to look underneath first!


The knowledge of what is underneath


will emerge after years of walking upright on its own!


When you consider how often the Russians have attacked countries in the last ten years, decimating the population, bombing everything, and absorbing their raw materials, Moscow is just the place for barbarians, cyborgs and swamps, for someone like that the simple church tower in the landscape is simply the tip of a whale's harpoon that will impale him....!


The fine lady of society earns a good living by selling the children she is looking after to older men. The educator calls it the carrot and stick principle, for the participation or punishment of children by sadists.


Like fathers whose children they drill in an art of practice, no matter which one contains the black-pedagogical message, first you need to perform, then the art brings you pleasure.


And soon little girls are being advertised online, because of their loss of attention, admiration, affection and the prospect of easy money, even without school.


Eternal dependence with a broken will to serve until the end is the result of this. It has to do with shame.


see, hear, smell, taste, touch, think the direct world of experience


mental phenomena - forms, sounds, odours, tastes, touches, thoughts, perceptions and feelings


beginningless, unimaginably, complex flow of causes and conditions


with mindfulness and clear comprehension the sense of ownership dissappears


who we are, our identity is not stable or reliable the remarkable discovery can be both, exhilarating and frightening Practice, re-examine, re-cognize, with fresh unbiased eyes, we embark upon a quest to transcend all the ways in which we have limited and constricted our awareness. The world is changing at a tremendous speed, all living beings are beginning to feel this, only narrow-minded people or those who deceive themselves and others continue to follow the same path.


You ask me if I remember you at times.


I remember you when I smell roses when i'm galloping horses


I recall your skin as i touch silk & your eyes as i witness magic


Your hair comes into my vision. When I see a waterfall pouring.


It reminds me of your emotions as I see tides of oceans.


When i took off, my horse decided the way, the horse took off in a hurry, the one joined his fun with me, my little horse gave me free, freed from the Planks, cell bars, boundary bars, i fled in that vasteness a horse told me to, so often, so fast, strong, proud, and stay where i am.


Be gentle as the highest credo, perhaps you are kinda too much of it. Better than not, in real life, your are greatful, and right indeed, that gentleness is the motor, that the believe in humanity, that the exchanges of love, and careful get to know, it is. That's the way it is, when i do not care in every single situation to share, then i loose the wonders of life! It's just my pleasure. Let it be so dear, water flows and finds its way. Take care! Yes, the cherry blossom, the apple in the tree still grows!


Drittklassisches, dünn verbliebenes...


für "bessere Vorzüge" angewandtes -


Angepasstes Frauen Arbeitsrecht!


Frau in Arbeit - keine deutsche Errungenschaft!


Third-class, thin remaining...


applied for "better benefits" -


Adapted women's labor law!


Women at work - not a German achievement!


Love is not a show for superficial peacocks.


Love is not food for the bully for the grave of the unloved.


Love is fleeting like cleaning products for those who cheat.


For the lifesaver, love is the fact that he takes your life again.


For the seducer, love is the same as being let down by him again.


Love is for the admirer, whose hurt over separation, whose devotion is only sexual. But marriage is not a German achievement!


Love is for brothers without talents, who are as replaceable as sneakers.


For perpetrators of violence, love is the guarantee of support and assistance, protection only as long as they have made some kind of profit.


I am a woman who speaks her mind.


I am demanding when it comes to working.


I have a talent, so I was of no use at work.


As if I, as a German citizen who is not proud of it, were described as "disabled" for my advantages. That saves confrontation and salary, I don't write on a machine that still allows Nazi keyboards to be used today, people like me insist on working rights. All I need is a Polish surname, and if I come out as "brain-deprived", then the workers - welfare would definitely have a job for me! But anyone who comes with a semi-skilled social worker's certificate can always thumb their nose at me, even if they don't have any skills, they can and should live out their inflexibility in an authoritarian way, that's what is intended, anyone who does that has a job for life!


If the old love has long rusted, the women stop coming,


it's like with the Chevy that isn't oiled,


everyone ends up an oldie, but not a goldie,


if he's not a civilian, always on drugs,


and under no circumstances can he just call himself Sammi, who opens the


door and gate for him and then for the others,


the guy doesn't see much and has things to do,


no women jump on the threshold anymore,


not unusual remembering the drugged evenings full of ghosts,


"chaos" until you collapse, get it,


hold on, get away, unfortunate, first quickly over "red",


through the back entrance into the castle, then "party in" together,


no question is accidental, not to tell anyone what got into them....???


The Schleswig Castle Museum is spending at least 100 million in state money and taxes to finance a megalomaniacally large metal reconstruction of the parking lot at the back of the museum. You won't be able to stop laughing at the end! You see at the backdoor in this museum is a tiny door, from where those workmates from the museum sneaking in, those old ladies, with their old size beauty with their hanging titts and grey hair, soon become those sameway Bog body outfit of the one inside of it.


Symbiosis broken up, child theft, one planet, the other next to it,


is not a wreath around motherly love, which is eaten away by worms,


the child is strong, very strong, as the patriarch wants to be.


Mother and child no longer exist, child gone, a skull on the back,


the creature feels powerful, the vow to harm, mother does everything for her


child, who only has distant tears left, but they can flow very beautifully,


the bleating howl of the sheep. The life of two planets.


The love of two estranged people. Mother should feel guilty,


she should drift in the sea as a drowning woman,


alone, like him in the world, of two planets.


Fascists call the child theft A STROKE OF GENIUS!


Let nature be your muse. And not Women be the muse of the Fashist!


My life was not a straight line, was always gentle and smooth,


but help the beast in me, restless by day and by night,


followed the glance of the stars, the beast in me


had to learn to live with pain how to shelter from the rain,


and in the twinkling of the night might have to be restrained,


God help the beast in me, i told them "It was me."


It seems all so close, what they had seen in my cloths,


the small kid in me a teddy bear, that humor was vanished in the air,


of that was i was beware of the beast in me,


hadn't we unclear if it's New York


or New Year!


It doesn't depend on the moon whether we lose weight by shitting!


It's not the soap that dissolves the fat inside us!


A few squats after eating would probably be enough.


It doesn't depend on the neighborly friendship initiation on the look


back over the shoulder that says the other person has known for ten years


that you have been neighbors!


There are no patron saints in the church... for midwives,


who are hardly worth protecting for Catholics, business in their houses are


more likely to be caesarean sections performed in the district office,


none for plants and herbs, none for magicians, juggling chefs,


because the art is described as a lie, and none for ordinary cleaning staff,


not even those who clean naked, none for miracle pills


for hyperactive people because Saint "Rita" hardly helps with ADHD,


none for that very special sausage!


It happens very rarely the fear is unfounded, being afraid of the smell of a phantom's feet, walking outside, socially phobic, but do feet smell? I could even have stood barefoot on the coast of Genoa at the age of seventeen, homeless, but the sisters and brothers of the family, who were planning their luxury holiday by ferry to Corsica, relieved when they finally left the sight of me of poverty in Genoa behind them!


I mean, karaoke singing doesn't hold the record for continuous singing,


because glass noodles cooked far more widely,


Asians prefer the spiciness of soup,


failing to pass the driving test is not an issue,


not everyone drives a car anymore,


there is no need for a record holder for gutting fish,


firstly, there is hardly any season, secondly, weather phenomena,


thirdly, overfishing, fourthly, there is no tourism effect,


but because playing poker in the dark


is also widely frowned upon, this doesn't deserve a trophy!


The person who challenges usually has the choice of weapon,


whether it is a sword, pistol, bow and arrow, or axe.


Firearms are only allowed for a limited time.


It may take a particularly to simply kill an animal in a nation of hunters.


That is why it is a state regulation in Canada.


But did the French still serve live songbirds with food in 1967?


The principle of underpants is understood very quickly,


why cover it up, what is so complex, who still wears them?


The underpants are boring as hell, connected to sourdough,


formulated with a warm heart to be wrong, documented by the artist,


certified as authentic, whoever exhibited this, my veto,


because my pants are not a museum for anyone!


Las Esposas, ... the loud ones! Eating is at home, the marriage is concluded


in the chest, a person who belongs is someone who is viewed with distance,


cannot be defined at all, kept for worse times,


if the wife is good in the Tupperware chest,


most people are in the chest...lessness, if you like sex in handcuffs,


threaten to get your wife out, I also let my dog run around,


without warning him onomatopoeically that he must walk at heel with me,


the exhibition of the exposing woman,


waiting to see how well she would be appreciated.


THANKS FOR THE SWIMMING LESSONS!


In my opinion...


the competition is part of it, as are swimming lessons for children, because children first have to drink so much chlorinated water, spit it out again, and dive down again and again into the piss-filled pool, so that they never forget for the rest of their lives, because nothing makes you harder than drowning in dirt, what a piss mess it was that they learned to "swim" in!


Noodling is, as I see it, excessive hanging out by the pool, with long legs, tight panties, slightly puffed-up breasts, all lined up in a row, for the purpose of showing the flesh to those who want to get married and who never meet "real" women anywhere else in their lives, due to time constraints or overwork. These women are extremely sexually under-challenged, as one assumes, which is why they like to noodle. You can practically catch them from the pool with your bare hands, unless they are thrashing swimming noodles!


We go to the water, reach in once, and catch the eel, like the noodle of the sea, with our arm in the water, because it is so easy to catch, the point of the matter, whether someone goes swimming in the rain, or doesn't, it doesn't matter!


She was taken from her family when she was a toddler and raised to be an unstoppable warrior. But for what purpose?As Saku grows in power and begins to master the four elements - earth, wind, fire, and water - she'll seek answers to that all-important question. And she will learn that there is something beyond the elements - the Voids. If she can learn to bind the Voids, nothing can stop her.


Traveler on long journeys. Dependent on the outdoors. You are definitely not that. You show us the extraordinary fact that people still provide for themselves. You show how a man can manage on his own. You demonstrate the robust stamina of a trapper. You doubt yourself the least. This reflected in your psyche based on all the experiences and encounters you have had.


Enriched as a treasure trove of sun, wind, earth and smells. You are building up a human account that others dream of in romantic films. You have realized that the sunny side of life is unfortunately far too short and rare in a single human life. I firmly believe that you will not forget how to be among people! Of course you know that when you come back to the north you will always get a delicious meal from me, that is out of the question when you have something to report on everything that has happened in the meantime in the short time you are visiting, and on both sides. You see, I understand that your closeness to nature has become your ideal, and I will do my very best to avoid trying to take away from a friend what he has acquired with strong willpower; that is not done in the best of families!


Fitness for adults, woahahahah, with the fun factor, exercise is usually better, imagine the same as an Instagram social marketing doll in an advertising training outfit, with thick-rimmed black glasses that are supposed to look intelligent, and with a smartphone shining through the fitness club. I think that's pathetic. Sitting on the street with no clothes on, showing her pussy as if she were acting out the situation of underage street children, I can never think of a term for those who always post their entire everyday life on a continuous stream, what are they called again? They may be sick, but they still have a name that they are proud of, how sad. Influencer. Term for those who always post their entire everyday life on a continuous stream.


Wrong Brothers! Against commerce, only butt-fuckery, fingers in the bum, Infantino, we shouldn't kill football, we play naked and stretch ourselves out, whether we're men or women, we show our balls, don't give a number, every document says that we didn't stay friends, to those who ask for money for a number, if a fraudster says to me, I'm going to throw money into our relationship, then that's not my club, and I say "no", don't go into the forest, and listen to the screaming of those who just turn the corner, and want to conquer art for themselves, get my rights for themselves, cook up false names with the brothers, give women false slips of the tongue.


Enjoy the day! ohhh yesssssssss after a hot, then cold shower, second pot of coffee, and a bowl of pudding in the middle of the day, otherwise Saturday is always a lazy day, my dog always gets annoyed by that because he's bored, but the girl has a smoked pig's ear from the butcher before she goes to bed, we've had really mixed weather this year, unpredictable, a week of continuous rain at temperatures of 12 degrees, and the water for swimming was like that.... then a week of collapsing into a coma in the extreme heat, now it's time for cooling down again and a lot of wind, but we're grateful for that, you can feel sorry for the old people, the constant irritating climate, from autumn cold to Spanish desert sun, then constant rain with depressing grey, and again wind that makes you fly away, hot, cold, hot, cold. I'm young enough to say that it's exactly this irritating weather that makes it so special, you stay young! That's how it is, the older we get, the less we age.


If I go to a... male doctor ONCE more, dude,


I'll hit Lukas on the doorstep, tell him how rape works,


throw him on his own mat, show him the boner,


sit down in front of him with my legs apart,


say, "I'm not here as a sick person!" I'm just here to "fire up the grill!"


I'm one of those really strong women, whose cerebellum doesn't start


to shrink at the sight of him, and I'd even... "grab his balls!"


can then find a male doctor himself.


Anyone who offers something to their children,


goes their own way, takes responsibility for it,


is of course also involved with heart and soul!
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