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For Ben


…an almost true story…




Many names in this book


have been changed to protect individuals.




CHAPTER I


Prologue


At the Bristol Hotel Kempinski Berlin I saw him for the first time. They had hired him as a bartender. Norbert with the blue crystal eyes, obviously Austrian landed gentry. I was in the first year of my apprenticeship. We still smoked and thought it was cool.


I fell in love. He did not.


Norbert always had another girl that was more his style. He found me great, because I drove a Karmann Ghia and had an apartment on the Fasanenstrasse, next to the Literaturhaus.


Every now and then I gave him a blowjob. It was so familiar.


After the wall fell, we drove to the East, slowly, a few metres at a time.


The Brandenburg Gate was closed to traffic; Trabi stench, unusual noises, mopeds with passenger seats, potholes.


It smelled different.


From Berlin-Mitte, Hoppegarten, Königs-wusterhausen to Potsdam. There were wide fields, hilly landscapes and lakes. On the way we wanted to picnic, driving along dirt roads, on and on the railway tracks, into the forest. We made love between ants and Greek yogurt and as proof that we were there, we tied my nylon stockings around a birch and laughed until we fell over.


It was a relaxing time. There was no Berlin Wall anymore.


We just drove on. At some point, when the evening came and the tank was nearly empty, we returned home.


Norbert had been disinherited by his father, because of Norbert’s disregard for his homeland. He lived beyond his means and walked around in white pants and trench coat. But I liked him because he was different. People thought I looked like Joan Collins or Liz Taylor. Who has anything against that? I saw myself rather as a rebellious, though freckly, specimen of the new Modesty Blaise, who wanted to tear the world from its hinges. Brunette long hair well built.


How many times did Norbert come and ask for money, as I did from my grandmother. I paid, never expecting anything in return.


What I did not understand, was Norbert's special liking for drugs. He pretended to be a drug expert, but I did not take it that seriously at the time. I was natural, did not need drugs at all. I did not understand how drugs have gradually changed him.


Another Norbert lives in him now.


Feelings like concrete.


11 years later


There are days when your world suddenly changes.


I ate at Roberta's. Roast potatoes and salad and had a siesta in her guest room. She likes to rent it out to Berlin visitors to supplement her small pension. She is like a mum to me.


Roberta was a head nurse. She is more of an artist actually, composing and singing and possesses an Irish humour, matching her hair colour. She has a clarity that I have always missed in my parents' house.


I have to go to make a business presentation in an hour at the "Excelsior Hotel". Like every week. What should I tell people who have never heard of my business? It is Network Marketing. A business in the wellness and health area. It's about products that use natural energies to keep the body in balance. I work independently for a Japanese corporation that sells holistic wellness products worldwide through its distribution network called Vitessa. My task is to find people, who want to achieve greater physical well-being using these products, while at the same time, looking for business partners, wanting financial freedom from a self-determined life in network marketing. Can you understand that?


Network marketing has always been mysterious and adventurous to me.


Today there are other speakers. Luckily.


My thoughts are elsewhere.


Between my appointments I bought a pregnancy test, as I did before.


I spend my break at Roberta´s. When I see the result today, I feel like walking on clouds. "Melanie, you are old enough. Rejoice!" Roberta is right, with 34 you may have lived half of your entire life already. I turn and turn the stick; the result remains positive. Must go now. Cannot think about anything else.


The same evening, I bring the good news to Norbert.


He is against it.


"Remove it. A child is not a pet. Remove it!”


Mixed feelings.


I can hardly believe it.


Today I found out that we are having a baby.


I told Norbert. I was scared to do so.


He is totally against it.


I´m so sad.


In another financial situation, he might have reacted differently. He is so loving about his first son. I do not understand that.


What did I do businesswise? What did I sell? I have thirteen new customers with a turnover of around 10.000,- Deutsch Mark. Had not expected that I would have such a high turnover per customer. Every other day I have telephone conferences with my distributors.


For weeks after that, I was having an awful time. Norbert is always nagging me. He does not want it. He wants me to abort our child. No matter what he says, for me it is clear, I want my baby.


I want you to live.


The reason for my decision was probably the abortion in Greece.


I was twenty-one, in love with Costas.


The holiday flirtation turned serious.


We regularly commuted between Athens and Berlin.


My world consisted of this, educated Adonis and our future together, so I believed. His brother was always very direct with me: "You could be a star. With five kilos less!" How charming.


Costas, his brother and I had three stores in Chalkidiki, entrusted to us by his father as an investment for our future. A tavern, a supermarket, a disco. It went well. Seven days a week I did my best in our open-air disco by the sea. I organised the staff, the warehouse, and always mixed new cocktails. Our business was a hit. We made incredible money. With the sunrise, I brought the cash box to the neighbouring hotel, drove the staff home, and laid down for a few hours. When I got to bed, Costas had to get up. The rolls were delivered to the supermarket at seven o'clock. I became pregnant and wanted the baby. He did not. I needed to make sure.


We drove for an hour until we came to a supposed gynecologist. The practice was empty, more like an old apartment set up.


The rotund, elderly woman, posing as a doctor, was tall.


She spoke Greek and Russian. I did not understand either. Costas translated into English for me: "You are not pregnant. You only have an infection from the sea water. She will treat you!"


I trusted him, climbed onto the chair. She took iron bars and hot water.


No anesthetic. I remember my body shaking and the words "Poly ema, poly ema ..."


"Lots of blood, lots of blood ..."


The only thing she said, the only thing I understood.


Could not realise what was happening,


I did not know where my soul was.


Maybe it was with our child who just died.


After two weeks the cramps stopped.


I could fly home.


My Berlin doctor confirmed it.


Physically, I had got away with a tennis ball-sized cyst, but my soul had stopped breathing. My desire for a child was seared into me.


In what kind of world do we live?


Fifteen years have passed since Greece. I experience the pregnancy pleasantly. I'm fine, no nausea or discomfort. Have baby things already. I'm looking for a name.


I worked with six wellness consultants from my team. Also, have given two presentations with colleagues in one month, had a weekend as the training assistant. And I always thought I was lazy.


The planned Volvo gives me cause to think. The sales management of Vitessa finances it only with my turnover. If there are differences, I must pay the rest.


I also have stress with Norbert.


The Sixt bill for his Austria weekend with the BMW has been debited from my account.


Preparing for the spring Expo. There are more new products, again. Tuesday wellness lecture, before that the management meeting. At the weekend I went with two new wellness consultants for an introduction to the preview, at the business centre Halensee. Slowly it gets too much for me.


Clinic Info evening in the hospital. I have decided. A water birth! Manon will do that too.


I'm mad at Norbert because he does not care.


Two friends have died of cancer.


At the best age.


S. leaves three small children.


D. had just become a father.


I get crazy about the idea that there is help, and the "people in charge" do not allow help. Through my business partners in Dresden, I learned about an insider article in the Swiss "Times Script", Phillip Day's unbelievable discoveries in his book


“Cancer: Why We´re Still Dying to Know the Truth". It has been proven that vitamin B17, found inside apricot kernels, sold in every health food store, can be lifesaving against cancer. If you have read that, you will have goose pimples. Am stunned how we are all treated as cannon-fodder. Cancer.


The truth never comes out.


In every third family there is a cancer case.


And in every family, as much as possible is done. However, the pharmaceutical industry calculates differently. Because of their financial omnipotence, millions of men, children, and women are not helped.


They let them die.


It was Bastian birthday today. My younger brother is now Twenty-six! We celebrate in his recording studio. Again, a lot of snow on the streets.


Norbert wants to help us now; we want to try it. Cooked together: Original Wiener schnitzel and salad.


For dessert we cuddle in bed.


I am straddling two horses at once, to be both, a businesswoman, and looking at my future responsibility as a mother. It does not seem so easy to do. Norbert still has no job. He is not a support.


I'm horny.


Mum and Dad bring a cot and baby stuff. What did I hear as a child?


"Maybug fly, your dad is at war.


The mother is in Pommerland, Pommerland has burnt down, maybug is flying! "


Maybe that's why the maybug disappeared from the scene for so long because they could not stand the songs of our parents and Grandparents anymore.


My baby belly is round and big. Today I gave my last presentation.


I'm sad.


Swimming was fantastic.


I float with my ball in the warm water and look forward to my child. Strange, so many big bellies, and yet everyone is left alone. Showers, creams, and everyone waddles back into her life.


The pharmaceutical industry is hot on the heels of the wellness industry. Anything else that could bring a breakthrough is picked apart.


Our drinking water quality is very questionable.


We tried to check the Berlin drinking water for drug residues.


No laboratory in Berlin wants to do it.


My little darling, you petal. You have turned! Lie with your head down, optimal position! Relive my body.


In the health food store, I discovered the magazine "Consciousness". The report on "climate collapse caused by weather manipulation" takes my breath away. It says:


”Did you know that:




	The sky above our heads has been sprayed since spring 2003 (possibly since 1999) with a mixture of barium salts and aluminum powder to manipulate the weather - and in Switzerland and Germany as well?


	These spray actions take place on an almost weekly basis across much of Europe, and are carried out by both the major airlines and NATO (Boeing) military transports?


	Censorship prevails in many media (press, radio, television) and authorities keep quiet about it? Some of them are trying to convince us that the tenacious cloud cover that forms due to the spraying is solely due to the increase in air traffic.”





They are called "chemtrails."


In what kind of world will I see my child grow up?




Countdown


Appointment for flow measurement in the hospital.


Everything great.




For my baby!





Tobias, James, Jakob ... or whatever you will be called, we both have nine weeks left to go. Never again will we be so closely connected. You made it easy for me. I'm curious who you are and what you look like. Have everything prepared for you, and I wish us a nice birth. I hope that you will always be well.

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg





