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    And tomorrow is a new day

    And that was once upon a time… a long time ago

    And one day, from one day to the next, there was a turbulent time, the time before 2000, and when all this happens, many people thought around 1995/1996, everything will collapse, the end is near and it's good not to experience this, and entire groups took their own lives to avoid experiencing the end.

    A worldwide movement was underway, triggered from somewhere, it started somewhere and didn't want to end, everything that is alive was affected, people were torn from their sleep at night and frightened by bad news during the day, which caused confusion, mix-ups and irritation in many people, which lasted a long time and to this day the cause remains unexplained, is covered up and a lot of things are simmering underground and it all started when I gave someone a book to read at that time and they then tried by every means possible to get their hands on it, to kill me so that they could have it alone, to get it out to people and to become famous at any price and it was all triggered by greed, envy and hatred, worldwide movements were set in motion, huge waves of catastrophe came over the earth, waves of pain, suffering and death and many, many deaths.

    Those who have read this give the impression that he is alone, but in the background and underground she, his wife, is working to take over and to cause confusion in the country and so it came about that there was a national conspiracy... that one should assume that she is me and that everyone is setting everything good in motion and they claim... we wrote this... and so it came about... that the whole country went along with it and that is how those stories came about.

    Yes, with her intrigue and hunger for power she unleashed waves of destruction and in the first attempt she failed to achieve what she wanted with the Roman Emperor, who was born in 100 BC and murdered in 44 BC with 23 knife wounds by his own men. This woman, who was his downfall, contact with her cost him either the empire, the power or his life, the one whom Rome wanted at any price. And so in the second wave she tried to conquer the empire with Marcus Antonius, who was supposed to and wanted to leave it to her, but he took his own life in the war and in defeat, throwing himself on the sword.

    And she dies with this defeat through the bite of a uraeus snake and her children did not survive either, because Octavian would have had her publicly executed as the whore of Rome.

    Her body, which was declared dead, has disappeared, as has her city, her palace, and everything connected with her.

    Of course, the sunken city was discovered long afterward, as were various gold coins depicting Marcus Antonius and an "ugly" woman, even though she was the most beautiful woman in the entire Roman-Egyptian world . These were only used for payment at night.

    The entire palace and library collapsed into the sea for inexplicable reasons, leaving no witnesses or testimonies to her deeds and machinations, to the second wave of the Roman conquest, and to the one who lost the wars due to the eternal expansion and extension of the empire, which was destined to pass to Egypt. This defeat brought her a strange death, death by the serpent. The sea swallowed much and was recovered again; the marble heads of children and generals were found in the sea, a whole life filled with intrigue, lust for power, and possession through feigned love and passion.

    Perhaps this global movement can also be attributed to the discovery of the sunken city of Alexandria, the city that Alexander the Great had already besieged during his conquests, and where the woman who had Greek roots, descended from the Ptolemies, later moved in and transformed the city into a metropolis. Which empire truly collapsed, and which ancient conflicts were resolved and triggered?

    What a new empire was created, if such a thing is even possible today. Empires come and empires pass.

    And 2000 years later, at least one empire emerged from the economic basis of the common currency, the Euro replaced the Deutsche Mark, which has existed in the EU countries since 2000. There were six of them, which expanded to nine, and more were added over time.

    Today there are 18 or 24.

    And I began to think and these are my thoughts, impressions, observations and experiences from that time, what I experienced, the people around me, the entire environment, the whole world, what was going on in the sky and what was moving deep within the earth, enormous universal changes, powerful natural catastrophes, far-reaching movements of the sea and the earth triggered by a small spark of human thought, that's how it seems and not only that, it was also like that and much more.

    Such momentous changes, which only occur every 1,000 or 2,000 years, set everything in motion: faith, the church, religion and the state.

    It is no longer possible to determine exactly what moment or cause shook the Church and the faith, as there was a great deal of questionable information in public at that time.

    There were frequent reports of apparitions of people, Jesus and miracles, frequent apparitions of Mary and strange phenomena that can be associated with certain people around 2000 and this was reported everywhere.

    Perhaps this was the beginning of the invocation, but miracles have occurred again and again and they are not always associated with the Church.

    And in some past times, they were even sentenced to death and publicly executed.

    And then came the question of the Reich…

    Those EU countries that were economically and socially secure adopted the common currency and confirmed themselves in a treaty of mutual aid and support for long-term stabilization; precisely defined criteria were documented that enable accession to the EU and thus to the common currency.

    Over the last 10 years, from 2009 onwards, negotiations have also been held on the accession of Greece and Turkey, countries which are unable or very difficult to join because otherwise the financial rescue fund created by the accession countries would drag us into the abyss if we did not comply with the prescribed economic agreements and regulations such as the country's gross national income, creditworthiness, financial reserves, unemployment rate and economic growth.

    I don't know why they are renewing the oldest currency, the drachma, which was 2,000 years old.

    If a good solution were not found, the EU empire would soon splinter into individual parts and we would soon have a system of small states again.

    With the changeover to the stable Deutsche Mark, many currencies became "worthless." The conversion caused many conflicts. The DM was halved, meaning it was only worth half because we are dependent on the dollar, and the ratio of 4 to 2 euros. With the changeover to the euro, 1 euro was worth only 0.50 pfennigs, meaning you could exchange 1 euro for 2 Deutsche Marks. Therefore, the dollar also declined dramatically—a development of recent years. This changed, declining currency is the world's reserve currency.

    During the transition period, there were suddenly many poor people and some suddenly rich people. There was corruption, fraud, and miscalculations over several years until the country was converted and properly adjusted to the single euro. The good old German mark could be handed over and new euro notes were issued.

    And such currency changes also bring with them enormous national turmoil. From individual citizens to the top of governments, everything was in flux, and in some, it triggered fear and existential questions. It took a good two to three years for the euro to settle down.

    The last changeover within the country was just 51 years ago, around 1949.

    We no longer need a European army now that we are a united Europe.

    The armies of the world empires, the Roman and Egyptian, are no longer moderate; now there is Europe, stability and security.

    Nothing is as certain as uncertainty and these were years of favoritism and fraud, times of confusion and irritation, a monetary change is a time of no money, although there was neither inflation nor regression, the economy had a relatively increasing level of sales and growth with the opening up of new markets and increasing exports.

    A whole new era of technology has begun and the re-conception of energy.

    In 2000, oil prices were still quite high, with a barrel of oil costing $100. There were stock market crashes, the dollar was losing economic power, and US debt was rising.

    Until now, there has been little alternative to the oil industry, and the fight for dwindling oil reserves and water would have been the future if new oil sources had not been discovered and a new process for better oil utilization had not been developed, and thank God this has been discovered.

    And then there were the signs in the sky that made the whole world look up and that triggered mass movements and waves of panic for years.

    Did anyone really see the revolution in the sky?

    I don't know it.

    And I saw a lot, perhaps too much…

    I was very close, within reach, but everything remains an illusion. This is my destiny, it was as if I knew it, my own destiny, it is passed on to me, imprinted on my path like a matrix, readable only by the soul, and only my own self knows my weaknesses and strengths, it goes deep within me, right down to the root and back into the past, it plays out like a film, like an active dream in which I experience everything, what was and what will be, but I often interpret the future as a dream and yet on this level I am often conscious, the only certainty is that I cannot escape fate, it holds me captive.

    You look for ways out and check the stars, there too it is written, your own destiny, that of every person and that of the whole world, clear and distinct without doubt, when you get to the root of your being, reaches the innermost part of your self, so it is obvious, it reads like a book, the book of life and I wrote it down to remind myself in times of forgetfulness, in bad times so to speak, to be able to say, yes, I had my life in my hands and that is how it was.

    But even then there is still a choice, or so you think, and because I am none other than myself, I read everything in the world from the beginning to the end, from the first consciousness to the end of the world, to the last day and I held on to it with all my strength and my conviction to avert fate and it was as if it was meant to be, time, I read it, there was no doubt and deeply shaken I sometimes experienced it as I perceived it, helpless to face the end, no, I did not want it. It was and was meant to be the last, the fight for survival, the final fight, I heard the final battle, it became clear to me, it was written within me, in the stars and I read these and the word of time and searched for the now.

    Sometimes I realized I was alone, it was all an illusion.

    My paradise is no longer a paradise; the glass house is shattered, the one I had imagined building around our house for climate exchange and protection against hostile radiation, sturdy, a bulletproof glass that could be opened to allow air exchange and the birds, yet shielded from the world. I withdrew; it became cold, empty, and lonely. The king has died... and with him the illusion. All I have left is the grave, the memory, and a great dream.

    The land that once belonged to our great-great-great-fathers... no longer exists, and that is a very, very long story.

    And it all started quite harmlessly, from my very good and successful work, from bounty hunter to the hunted, from joy and security to a fall into hell, from being laughed at to the end of the world and I was often so convinced that I was her, but her star fell and the war came... not the last one yet.

    I ended my work, my successful pharmaceutical career, for health reasons, before I had to take my well-earned money to a sanatorium after a hard 25-hour day of work, in good time and after careful consideration after many successful years and not least because someone told me a bounty hunter was after me.

    I have never done anything wrong within the company itself; from the very beginning, I was demonstrably one of the best, with good annual references and encouraging salary increases and bonuses.

    This information made me both thoughtful and serious; sometimes I smiled about it, then I was a little thoughtful, I was happy, and sometimes it was a bit frightening.

    It was exhausting and encouraging; it was years of striving and wanting to achieve everything and believing that it is possible.

    Back then, we had founded and rebuilt the company with a handful of people. I worked day and night as if I were the only one in the company nationwide, as if I were married to it. I was successful and that gave me strength, so I was able to work even more, which is why the day had 25 hours.

    I went about my daily work with determination and confidence, starting early in the morning shortly after 5 a.m., year after year. But at some point, the excessive demands became too much for me, and since I was still a long way from retirement, I had to cut back. I couldn't work part-time—no, that wasn't possible. My marriage was already under a bit of strain, and this full-time employment was putting a strain on me. But I was continually rewarded and compensated with excellent pay, bonuses, and travel opportunities. Until minor incidents, including the occasional disagreement, gave me the impetus to take care of my health. So, with a heavy heart, I left the company and my job.

    I kept the thing with the bounty hunter in the back of my mind and could hardly explain the constant phone calls. It was psychological terror, at times really frightening and sometimes I collapsed on the phone, but that was either due to my weak constitution or both, an internal and external breakdown. Afterwards I broke out in sweats and had to lie down in bed because I was so exhausted and I felt really sick. I could call for help but there was no one there, I was intimidated, developed circulatory problems and finally a mild heart attack.

    Once I was somewhat recovered, I had to take it easy even more and wondered what I should do with my free time each day. Perhaps something as simple as cleaning lamps, delivering newspapers, collecting all the shopping carts at the mall, serving customers outside during the summer—all this and much more went through my mind, because the days were long and I couldn't work anymore due to health reasons; I was already overworked with the daily cooking.

    Only gradually and surely did I become aware of the consequences of work. I had overwork syndrome, which is not easily treatable. Quitting was one thing, but actually stopping, even in the mental aspect, takes time, and so I continued to work all day long, and at night it was even worse. I would wake up in the middle of the night and have appointments. I am under time pressure, I am in a hurry and have to prepare for meetings, whether my presentations were okay and whether I have forgotten anything. All this daily work stress and flow takes time to dissipate and to process. You can't imagine being ripped out of your sleep at night because you missed an important appointment, and in this deeply traumatic state you cannot distinguish whether it is day or night, whether it is a dream or real, and in this state of having forgotten something important, you find yourself in a nightly stressful situation that you have to calm down until you realize and adjust to it, you are at peace at home, no longer under time pressure and no appointments, a It's a slow process of adjustment that takes time, mentally and emotionally to adjust to, and you tell yourself, "I'm home, I have peace and quiet, and everything is going much better."

    All the housework, if done properly, can take up an entire day. With a 12,000 square meter garden, grounds, orchard, and animal husbandry, that alone can be work for several people. It was relaxing, but also time-consuming, and when combined with my workload, it was all just too much. But now it really was just relaxation, and I thought about a work-health plan to ensure the day is well-organized and tightly planned. That's definitely doable, and while I was at it, I had the idea to write down a few lines about what I do all day.

    Because my movements were disharmonious, I was sometimes unable to move my arms and legs properly, even turning my arm or lifting a coffee cup was very difficult and strenuous, I often had pain even when at rest and experienced slight symptoms of paralysis, which meant I was unable to move for days, and then I became aware of my cachectic weight, I sought medical treatment.

    This wasn't a big deal, they said. A medical report was written, explaining all the other things you could have. I was mentally healthy, and suddenly, in addition to this immobility, there was depression and anxiety from the telephone terror. All of this was evidently diagnosed; you don't need to be an expert to see me in this state: these recurring, inexplicable restrictions of movement and pain that forced me to walk through the house on all fours. Then I was back in bed and given a depot injection by the doctor, which quickly got me back on my feet. I also had to do something about my now declining weight, and so I had additional treatment with infusions for weeks until I told myself there was no point anymore. I hadn't gained a single gram, and my arm was visibly strained from the constant needle pricks.

    It's all worthless anymore. I'm too impatient to lie in the treatment rooms every day for weeks and neglect my work. When I realized all of this and I couldn't take my arm and the punctured veins any longer, I stopped the therapy. Otherwise I'd probably still be lying there today. I was so euphoric to begin with and thought I would put the weight back on. Yes, I gave myself hope that I would become stable again and be able to take up my field work again. But then I was suddenly disappointed and finally I started to have mild depressive symptoms. This was therapy failing.

    Well, I stayed at home and continued to think about how to spend my day meaningfully.

    First of all, a proper, healthy diet, with the latter's lifestyle—a snack every few days when time allowed—wasn't enough. Even a pot of coffee wasn't enough to stay in full health and keep you busy, because the house had to be constantly cleaned from top to bottom, the ornamental garden around the house had to be tended to prevent the wilderness from taking over, the animals—horses, dogs, cats, wild boar, rabbits, and fish—had to be fed twice a day, and everything had to be cleaned, the cars washed, and the fences and all the woodwork around the house had to be painted annually.

    We were constantly working, taking care of everything around the house, maintaining it. Hay and straw had to be made in the fields, the abundant fruit had to be harvested, the wine had to be made, the streets had to be swept, and every day it went on like this. We had a good life, we had the time and space to really organize everything properly, and that's how it was.

    We were just sitting down to eat when suddenly our cat collapsed from the chair and literally fell to the floor. We dropped everything, grabbed the cat and rushed to the vet in the next town. Diagnosis: we thought the end was near. Perhaps she was exhausted, which rarely happens, and it wasn't long before she came around again after an infusion. Only slowly did she seem to recover and so there was hope of having her a little longer. Now she was given medication and became healthy again and lived for many years.

    I was still wondering what exactly I could do every day besides the routine housework.

    Health was now more important than ever, and so I strengthened my cooking knowledge with a stack of books on healthy eating, the composition of foods and their effects, i.e. how to shop and cook correctly, and a stack of gardening books, everything about the garden from A to Z. That was the beginning of healthy living, and just reading the book brought health. I was a woman of action and put the knowledge I had acquired into practice.

    My husband was now being prepared new recipes from all over the world, and in return he was allowed to dig up the garden, which was then planted in the spring with all the vegetables and herbs, according to a scientifically developed plan of which vegetables harmonize well together, which herbs and flowers complement them, and everything was healthy and a joy. And just as it had been planted, everything grew well and at an above-average rate; it required hardly any work and produced a bountiful harvest. We sat on our white bench and literally watched the growth in our garden. Our garden neighbors were all amazed at this rich, successful vegetable garden; we could hardly keep up with the harvest; we had so much of all the vegetables, fruit, and herbs, in abundance, that a self-sufficient life was possible.

    So we lived and worked as if in a heavenly garden and the world was in order.

    We went to bed that evening and had just fallen asleep when our crystal chandelier in the bedroom started acting up. It shook loudly and that woke us up. It clinked louder and I almost held my breath thinking it wasn't going to fall. The glass objects on the cupboard also moved with a clinking sound. The whole house moved for a few seconds. It must have been an earthquake or a landslide, and the tiles in the bathroom cracked, which we didn't notice until the morning.

    And that's exactly how it happened, an earthquake in the night, the epicenter was in the Eifel, on the Richter scale it read 4.1 and we felt the remnants, perhaps our house is just as sensitive as we are, but that night we were speechless, it's not exactly fear, it was too short for that, but it sticks in your bones, the feeling and the powerlessness, we didn't really sleep through the night.

    A few weeks later, it was early evening, and we were sitting in the living room after work, watching television, complaining about the intense heat, and considering how we could reduce our workload and whether we should emigrate, when another light earthquake struck our house.

    It started with a trembling and rattling, the crystal rods on the ceiling chandelier moved like a wind chime, the figures on the television moved, the small and light objects shifted back and forth like a rocking ship and this time the fear gripped me a little more violently as I collapsed on the couch and suffered the same thing as our cat. During the tremor, which only lasted seconds, my husband had the presence of mind to take me to the hospital, but I refused, saying I'd rather lie here and die. I had an inexplicable pain of dying. Of course, he didn't let me influence me and took me to the nearby clinic in a wheelchair to the treatment room, where I was examined. I don't know how long or when I came to after the prescribed examinations, even so slowly and gradually. I was quite shaken up and couldn't speak well, and everything hurt. I felt like I was dying when my strength returned to me. I could move and coordinate my arms and fingers somewhat, but I felt pain in my heart. I had to stay lying down until my circulation had recovered, and so some time passed. I hadn't noticed everything, how many injections and infusions I received. In any case, I survived, and this seemed inexplicable to the doctors too. I didn't want to stay there any longer and was able to leave after a short time. Time to go home again.

    And just like our cat, I was given medication and felt better every day.

    But the terrestrial movements had been there, because the next morning there were now two cracks in the ceiling, one slightly thinner and one slightly wider, running through the entire room.

    I had really serious health problems and the cause was unfathomable.

    It seems like a lasting collapse after years of stress and strain, like a manager who often experiences the end of his career due to excessive adrenaline rushes when suddenly leaving work, because these pent-up stress hormones can't dissipate quickly. I was still young and had hope and lots of plans. It's not easy to simply quit after so much energy, after so many "turbocharged years" for the body and an even worse lifestyle, but even if I had continued working the same job, the same thing would have happened, perhaps even worse, which I only truly realized in retrospect.

    Now it's time to enjoy life a little, and as we leisurely thought about our future and forged new ideas, to do something out of the ordinary, something special, and so we came up with the idea of walking the Camino de Santiago de Compostela. We talked about it for many days, bought a book and a map, and carefully considered how long it would take to walk the path, how we would manage to reach our destination, how much luggage everyone would need to take on this long walk, where we could find accommodation, food stops, and much more. Every day, new ideas arose that had to be discussed in detail.

    We had two good, fast horses, which reduced the time considerably. If you were to spend the whole day walking with 10 to 15 kg of luggage from one overnight stop to the next inn, which was about 20 to 30 kilometers away, you would have to manage it on horseback in half a day. The dogs are also fast and like to run along. Now we had to add the provisions and cans of meat and a 20 kg sack of dry food, which is also quite heavy, and so the load per person increased to around 20 to 25 kg. We also had to take one or two sacks of horse feed, as there aren't everywhere a mill nearby these days. That would be about 10 to 15 kg per person, plus 50 kg of dry food and 10 cans for the dogs, each weighing 400 grams, plus dry food. All in all, that would amount to a carrying weight of 40 to 50 kg per person. The question arose: how would we manage that?

    And the longer the journey, the heavier the burden becomes.

    We started training; a year of good training is needed to cover 2,000 kilometers on foot. The first thing we bought was new shoes, and during our daily training, I had the idea of buying a camel that could carry a lot of luggage for all that. The idea was brilliant, and the very next day we went to the zoo to gain experience. Just like in our student days, we first shoveled the manure out of the stables. Finally, we groomed the animals and led them around. We noticed that although they are a bit stubborn by nature, if they are treated with the right love, they become tame and obedient, like the horses we bought as weanlings, which we trained and broke in ourselves; they were very docile and obedient and understood every word. I was so quickly enthusiastic because these animals always have an attraction for me, so that we quickly become one heart and soul, that I called halfway around the world and ordered an unusual animal, it had to be a white camel, the color alone increased the workload, interpreters had to answer the phone everywhere and they smiled at the white animal.

    Well, after a few weeks, I actually found someone who was able to get me such an animal. Meanwhile, we continued training at home, learning to survive outdoors, using our own food, even in emergencies. My husband artfully carved two hiking sticks, we bought backpacks, sleeping bags, and canteens, and hiked daily across fields, through forests, and meadows.

    Well one day the time had come.

    A call from afar: the white camel is coming in eight days. I think that was the happiest day of my life. And when I told my husband that evening and he told me to prepare the stalls, I got the first blow. He couldn't believe he was hearing, "...how long will it take before we can start trekking..." He's right, if this is a small animal, it will take years before it's ready for use. Yes, that's true, I hadn't considered that. It was a bit frustrating. "...and anyway, how is that supposed to be implemented in practice, when two people are leading two horses, two dogs, and a camel over 2,000 kilometers over hill and dale in all weathers, and each has only two hands? That's not possible for safety reasons. And secondly, the hostels don't have room for so many animals; they have no food, no hay, and no straw..."

    That was another momentous thought of mine.

    This was, of course, frustrating, even shocking, and you can imagine how I felt. One moment I was elated, the next moment I was devastated, and with a heavy heart I canceled the booking. After all, it's a pilgrimage, not an adventure.

    The pilgrims all come quite simply.

    What prompted us to take this rather arduous journey was probably the difficulty of spending months in solitude on a 2,000-kilometer walk along narrow, impassable paths, sleeping under the open sky when no lodging was available. We prepared ourselves mentally and morally for this, and as if guided by the spirit, we hoped to find the way. Many paths lead to the destination, where the apostles once walked, preceded by St. James, hence the name of the path leading to the cathedral in the market square. All pilgrims who arrive on foot are treated to a free lunch. You can then replace your worn-out shoes and, barefoot or wearing new sandals, make the final penitential journey to the altar of the cathedral and give thanks for having survived the long, perilous journey. Not only are you exposed to highwaymen and looters, it is an exhausting journey, as the winding paths are long, across fields and through dark areas exposed to wind and weather, and only the healthiest and most stable reach the destination.

    But it all seemed like a premonition, because on the long journey one can reflect and realize that one often creates the hurdles oneself, but the journey would have been even more of a recovery journey if inevitable fate had not caught up with us, had not dragged us into these unfortunate conditions, and everything in life had remained as it was.

    We would have been far away from the country for a long time and many things would have turned out differently, but death can lurk there and everywhere and there are bad people everywhere.

    The question of how to transport the heavy luggage remained unsolved, we continued to train and think.

    Actually, he was right. We have so much work to do at home and we can go the route without the animals, perhaps even much better, more comfortably and safely.

    And so I let go of the convulsive thought of the desert ship, and the situation relaxed, and I realized I was overwhelmed. It's much easier to continue going to my larger training animals without any commitment, and that was relaxing.

    I practiced with them and took notes when I had time, and in the evenings we walked the dogs and exercised the horses in the countryside, went on day rides and outings with the village children, who often came to see our animals, and the world was right again.

    The world was generally fine; apart from a few minor ups and downs, we were blessed with good fortune. We had come together because God had chosen our paths and that's how it happened. Our path in life drew on small setbacks to always have new, better ideas than before. We were successful in our careers, financially well-off; we could afford it all: a house and farm, animals, cars, travel, and a good life. I was grateful every day for being healthy in the morning and evening, for coming home safely, and grateful that we could help the animals, as we had often cared for animals we found in need. Everything was simply beautiful, fantastically beautiful, a little heaven on earth, and we saw it with joy.

    Back then, I was still a religious person and I prayed because it was something important in my life, something that helped me achieve something and made me rich.

    My life has been about creation since I was a child, through the power of faith or the inner conviction to be there for creation, to love and honor it, to preserve and care for it. It was more than just a connection, it was a part of me, a deep connection that I saw in all living things, in all plants and animals, in everything that God had made. And at times I became aware that it sometimes pained me and I became sad when something was done to creation.

    It's hard to understand. Every day something is done to creation by people who change it, alter nature, disregard and destroy its life. Even the smallest thing can be felt and perceived, even if it's just the bushes and trees that are cut down or if the fields are not cultivated organically. Of course the world is full of sadness and you can be destroyed by it and that's why I don't watch the news and always try to live in my own little ideal world and only know good things, only think good things and see universal guidance and direction in everything and that's why it's often the little things in nature that do good. I started keeping a garden log, recording how we planted everything, how it is tended, how everything grows and thrives, we observe the flora and fauna closely and are happy about our abundant harvest.

    Doing something good means planting certain bushes, plants and trees that benefit the birds and certain flies as well as the wild animals. If you create an animal-friendly garden, i.e. build a small living space, the animals will come of their own accord and everything seems so lively and paradisiacal. You sink into a world full of beauty and diversity and are overwhelmed. You are given something unique, like a gift from nature. I wrote in my diary about this wonderful world that delights and nourishes you and also about the sad, helpless moments that I perceived.

    It is a cry for help to the world.

    I have always had an inner vision of a perfect world in which everything is alright, a world without suffering and without misery, and perhaps imagining this is just a protective attitude so as not to be destroyed by reality. If you suffer with the world, you have a hard time, and if you make an effort to stabilize your own healthy world, then it radiates out into your surroundings and everyone tries to do good and be helpful, and if you have helped someone, you also experience happiness.

    I want to be happy every day that my mind, body and soul have the strength to cope with my work and my life.

    And no matter how difficult life is, it helps to be happy about the little things.

    Even when the paths to life's goal are difficult and confusing, there is prayer or hope that can become strength and shine light on my path again, so that all suffering, all sadness and all persecution are lifted from me and I begin a new day like a new spring.

  
    A long letter

    And all for well-being…

    I wasn't in the best of health. The stress of my job was taking more out of me than I thought it would. I simply didn't want to accept it as I was putting my whole life and energy into this job. When I got the feeling that I was alone in the company, working, there were already a few employees there, at times between 80 and 100 people in the field, but I wondered whether they were working as hard as I was. There were a few of them too. I was subconsciously and consciously married to the company and so I didn't want to be ill, but long-term damage only becomes apparent later. It was simply an internal metabolic and circulatory breakdown that actually weakened me to my flyweight of 38 kg. On top of that, even as a child I was afflicted with chronic fatigue which then simply overwhelmed me. It overcame me and I had to sleep for one or two hours.

    All this vegetating had no future, and I had to take action first. Sometimes it got to the point where I had to force myself to do my daily housework, but that wasn't good for the future either.

    Because I was a positive person, prayed every day, and pursued my goals, I'd come to the conclusion that a doctor wouldn't be able to help me either. They'd probably laugh and simply tell me to eat more. Besides, I'd already tried stabilizing myself with IV drips, but to no avail. For a while, I also tried astronaut food, initially with that euphoria that this was the solution: little work, yet everything a person needs to survive straight out of a can. It had to be this way; how else could astronauts survive in space?

    During my field work I was on duty around the clock, which left little time for cooking and eating, as the restaurants no longer served lunch after 2 p.m. and I only had business lunches in the evening for most of the week, but that wasn't enough, as the stress consumed more than my body could store. Plus, because I was constantly talking I could eat a lot at once. The idea was right, food was now available from a can in vanilla and chocolate powder with water and this meant I could move around freely without constantly having to search for something to eat, regardless of the time or the work.

    But I wonder how long that will last; at least you don't lose weight.

    But now that was no longer an option. It kept me alive, but it wasn't suitable for the long term, both in terms of taste - that was always the same - and metabolically.

    And so, in this internalization, the idea was born within me, a future-oriented and desirable one, to counteract my temporary loss of appetite, something that would truly help me physiologically regenerate my body. I quickly went to the bookstore and found instructive, practical books in the health section, perfect for home use. So I read these and a few textbooks to support my anatomical and physiological understanding, and began to completely reconceptualize myself and live a healthy life.

    Before I could do that, I had to think about what exactly I was suffering from, and I quickly came to the conclusion that I was suffering from absolute deficiencies due to not eating enough and the stress I had experienced over the past few years. This almost always leads to metabolic changes and eating disorders, which are recurring patterns that need to be broken. I was contaminated, poisoned, my metabolism was slowed down, that's what I thought about.

    It was like that as a child, probably genetic, but that doesn't necessarily mean it was the case. It could have been malnutrition or incorrect medical advice and treatment in early childhood. I had an inner aversion to fats; the smell alone made me almost vomit, and my liver and gallbladder would act up. As a child, I was already on a diet, eating nothing or very little fat. I analyzed all of this: a lifelong diet of meager foods or eating almost nothing for days on end could not be acceptable for the body and growth in the long run. Whether you're young or old, the body goes into compensatory mode; the body switches to reserve, and you don't notice this right away, so it's only a matter of time before it stops working and you actually develop an illness. I considered all of these things and decided to completely rebuild myself, to remove old things, to revitalize my metabolism, to simply be like a new person.

    That's exactly what I was hoping to achieve from everything I'd read and learned. Specifically, that meant first and foremost implementing a cleansing and detoxification program consistently and systematically, one that I could identify with mentally.

    It started early in the morning with a special breakfast, followed by four to five meals throughout the day, all according to a precise plan. Having a list of important foods that have an effect, and knowing the exact amounts and composition, was a prerequisite for achieving health success.

    Since I lived in the countryside in a community of 600 people, a village that basically had no shops, it wasn't that easy, which would have been a real hurdle if you didn't have a car, but luckily I was in the fortunate position of being able to travel long distances to do everything I could for my health, just because of the various recommended teas, which were unusual and not exactly available around every corner, but all accessible and available in the nearest shopping town.

    From various grains to mate tea and buffalo meat, I marched from shop to shop, fruit and vegetables, yogurt and much more. Fully loaded, the cooking program began immediately and I must say, I really enjoyed it and as such, I recommend it.

    I now cook every day, exactly according to the instructions. You have to think about your health, but all sick people do that, and once you've learned it and become good at cooking, it literally becomes second nature, and it's quicker and safer.

    After just a few days, I noticed a strange odor coming from my skin, which confirmed the cleansing or detoxification program. My body was beginning to release and detoxify waste products through various excretory organs, such as the kidneys, intestines, and skin, from everywhere in the body where residues had accumulated, i.e., metabolic waste products that were difficult to break down, which often led to muscle and joint pain. The smell was almost unpleasant; I'm also very sensitive, but these metabolic waste products from excessive caffeine consumption and the medications that support me at work were beginning to surface.

    That explained a lot to me, many of the problems I'd had for years. It was a vicious circle: when I was in pain or overwhelmed, I would suppress them with coffee and painkillers, which actually have more of a stimulating effect. I was always on overdrive and over time my blood pressure rose; before that, my whole life, it had always been on the lower side. At first there were only slow, slight fluctuations and then occasionally there were serious highs due to adrenaline surges in all stressful situations. My body was prepared for this and I couldn't live without medication and coffee to stimulate me. I had real withdrawal symptoms and constant headaches and cramps.

    I couldn't go anywhere without them anymore and always had to have enough supplies. Without coffee and caffeine tablets I was close to death, which is why I had such a hard time eating. I would literally forget to eat; I hardly had the time.

    So I successfully cooked my eating program, which made me wonder how things had gotten so bad. I was in the pharmaceutical industry, just as successfully selling health, and suffered from it myself. It's not too late yet; I'm still alive, just barely, some days more or less, but that's going to change decisively from now on. Everything's going to be better from now on. I cooked with joy, and we enjoyed the new recipes very much; we were happy and in good spirits.

    I've put the associated sports and activity program aside straight away. For me, sport is murder. Doing exercises in peace and quiet is too boring for me and I didn't want to take the time. I get more than enough good exercise in the fresh air at home in the house, yard and garden, so I don't need a sports program.

    And to prove it's really true, I was given a odometer as a gift so I could determine how many kilometers I cover at home and on the property. That was already a lot, and he managed even more. While I had a relatively small radius of movement on our 12,000 square meters, he went to our orchard in the neighboring town almost every day. He also often went into the forest and chopped firewood as required, so he managed almost double that.

    Overall, I have to say that consistently following the entire eating program over several weeks really helped me, really helped us, and I recommend it not only because of the good recipes, but also and especially from a health perspective. I've experienced this demonstrably: I no longer need painkillers, and I've also drastically reduced my caffeine intake. All the withdrawal symptoms subsided until they finally disappeared completely. Afterward, I never had those symptoms again. I was completely cleansed and revitalized. All in all, I felt very good, much healthier and happier, and my mind was more at ease.

    Over time, I modified the recipes slightly, replacing the meat and fish with various vegetables and salads. Since I've always been a non-meat eater, many new meat-free recipes emerged. I enjoyed cooking even more and tried new things, and I felt even better; every day was a joy. This knowledge opened up a way for me to improve my health and expand my horizons. In fact, the recipes were born anew. The balance of a meat-free diet is a much healthier way of life, not just from an ethical point of view, but truly from the point of view of the composition of animal flesh, while eating animal products like milk, yogurt, and everything made from them.

    A meat-free meal is also healthier from a mental point of view; you are not eating the induced death; the animal was killed, and that is not a good spiritual influence.

    We've cooked before during our working hours, but it was hardly necessary because we eat out during the day and on the weekends we're invited over or go out to eat.

    We now have a large vegetable garden with everything we need, and can now enjoy fresh food every day, year-round. The garden was cultivated in complete harmony with nature. Our horses provided us with good manure, which was used to nourish the soil in the right quantities. A mixture of coarse wood shavings and sand retains water and warmth throughout the year. This saves labor and yields a good harvest. Diseases caused by cold and wet soils are significantly reduced, and all the vegetables look healthier and stronger than from soil treated with conventional chemical sprays and fertilizers.

    Simply the well-considered, good proximity of plants, the combination of herbs and flowers in the garden bed, reduces pest infestation considerably. Natural "pest controllers," such as lacewings, ladybirds, birds, hedgehogs, and a few others, appear, finding good and adequate shelter and living conditions. They cause no damage; they are the silent helpers in the garden. There is still a wide field to be done for nature and humanity here. If we learn to accept one another from and into nature, then a deep inner harmony will emerge, which will make us and our environment healthy.

    So I enter my garden and open the door to heaven and accept what grows powerfully here as a gift for every day, for the whole year. God has made everything we need for life and health.

    He makes the fruit on the trees grow and the vegetables in the ground, he gives us herbs and roots and plants for our health, everything for life and also the animals for our joy, so that they become our friends and we can live off them in a community, that our food expands to include many products, everything that is made from animal products without having to kill them.

    We don't need to eat them to death; we'll be full anyway. When we've eaten everything that's grown, we'll be happier and more relieved.

    In my garden, I'm always finding new ideas for providing a new home for animals. These include nesting boxes that can be attached to suitable locations, stacking up a few brushwood piles for hedgehogs, planting various berry bushes with food and hazelnuts for squirrels, and stone piles and walls for lizards that like to bask in the sun. A species-appropriate pond and small pools for fish and frogs are all things that anyone with a garden can provide. If all of these things are there, garden guests will come of their own accord and are happy to stay if they have somewhere to eat and to live. This is a meaningful activity in a pleasant garden; balance and harmony are reflected in people.

    Every day I still cook potatoes for our wild boar, collect the tasty acorns in the autumn, and otherwise there were vegetables and dog food. And if I was late, he would grunt so loudly that I would get up and bring him a well-filled bowl. And so the two, dog and pig, became fast friends.

    Essentially, we had everything; we were dedicated to helping, supporting, and nurturing life. We lived in the countryside, by the river in a small castle, or in a Roman villa. Life seemed to be on our side, and we were blessed with happiness.

    But everything turned out completely differently.

    
      It was just before 2000, and at some point I felt the urge to quickly write down everything I did and experienced in my life. Actually, I'd always written since I was a child. I don't quite remember what triggered it, whether it was the doctor's frequent questions about who was interested in everything, or whether it was dictated by a time that seemed to be coming to an end; it was simply an inner, inexplicable urge to write something earth-shattering. This man, who had already read every book in the world, and even book titles that didn't even exist, titles I had just made up, had already read them. That sometimes gave me cause for concern. People who know everything...! "When people get too comfortable, they go out on the ice..." and he went on to talk about old letters, he spoke about the kind you read from someone else, I listened intently to what he was saying and it wasn't until some time later that I realized what he was talking about and I was surprised and sometimes I felt sorry for him, so compelled and fluid, I thought he wasn't allowed to say anything at home, he just talked it all out in his office. Afterwards I had an urgent need to read the same book he was talking about, so I could join in the conversation, but I never read it. It's not my area of expertise or my interest, and yet I bought it and afterwards I threw it away and thought: 
      Why? 
      He gave me the impression that he was omniscient and I was inhibited, that I had gaps in my education, something was obviously wrong, in any case, the thing with the book stayed with me for a long time, it was old zeitgeists and influences.
    

    Maybe it was about writing something encouraging, to lift the shadow that surrounded him, an opaque facade, a visible one. I don't really know anymore, so I sat down and started writing, and I wrote and wrote, and thought, it will probably take me years to write everything down, to explain every detail precisely; that takes time.

    He talked so much about everything, you can't say it's incoherent, when I still visited him routinely for work, I sometimes had the feeling, because I said... a lot of work and meager pay..." He was mistaking me for a patient when I told him about illnesses that can be treated well with these medications, and then there was the thing with the made-up book title, then I knew.

    But he had a compulsion to speak, so I offered him the opportunity to demonstrate his knowledge, and I offered to invite people, and he could gladly take over one of my lectures, but he wanted a fee of 2,000 DM, and yes, for that money I could invite a celebrity.

    I could already listen to him; he was talkative and entertaining, there was something inexplicable, something magical about him; maybe I just have too good eyes.

    So it had to be something special, and it wasn't something I wanted to reveal. Yes, it should first describe my surroundings. Actually, I was thinking of a long letter that just kept getting longer and longer. No, it wasn't that clear to me.

    Suddenly, as I was thinking, something came over me that made me hurry; I wanted it to happen quickly, I don't know why.

    My past, which I often lived in, didn't really matter either. I was future-oriented and knew what I wanted, so I got out my pad and pencil and started writing. Because I didn't have enough paper, I tried to cram as much as I could onto one page, which resulted in such tiny writing that it looked like one line under another, page after page. Even though it still seemed normal to me, and not long after, I could only make it visible with a good magnifying glass. I can't imagine that my eyesight has changed in such a short time that I now need good reading glasses.

    I've had good, expensive glasses at work for the past few years, but they made it even more difficult for me. I had to talk a lot all day and had trouble hearing when I had them on, and without them I couldn't see anything - a strange phenomenon. I could only cope with this by taking off my glasses when I was safely in the right place. I could clearly identify the people so I could hear and understand what was being said. You wouldn't believe how exhausting it is when you have to say "I don't understand" after every other word. So I took the glasses off and put them on the desk during the conversation, and then put them back on afterwards to find the exit.

    And then something unexpected happened. When I was at a symposium wearing these glasses, the people around me were talking so much from all sides that it all just blurred together. I couldn't tell which direction I was going, who was saying what from where. Everything went in circles until I couldn't understand a word. It was as if my hearing was being thrown from one side of my head to the other and vice versa. I felt dizzy and nauseous and I sank into a deep hole. I had suffered a sudden hearing loss, possibly from these wonderful glasses which, according to my research, were far too strong. I actually saw well and didn't feel like I needed glasses. The doctor said I was half-blind and needed good vision aids. How wonderful it is to have a specialist.

    The strange thing was, I could still read all the letters correctly from a distance, and I was given reading glasses, even though I have excellent vision, so they were useless at home. The glasses made me sick at work. The only explanation for how I got them is that I had a general eye test and maybe I was having a bad day, was overworked, or the person who performed the test was working with the same symptoms, and then I made mistakes.

    I read so well at home, because how else could I write so tiny if I couldn't see close up.

    Or maybe I had confused the instructions of using my reading glasses only for reading and not all day long. In any case, this is how it came about, and afterward I gave up the glasses, and my eyes were fine again.

    And everything took its course very slowly.

  
    Under a good star

    On September 15–27, 1959, President Nikita Khrushchev, on a state visit to the United States, met with President Dwight Eisenhower in a conciliatory meeting. Political talks under the famous “spirit of Camp David” were concluded to convene a four-power summit conference in the future, as well as to clarify the Berlin question and the reunification of Germany.

    The demolition of a U-2 aircraft was a provocation and temporarily strained the American relationship.

    So completely unexpectedly, on August 13, 1961, the foundation stone for the Wall through Berlin was laid, until it was surprisingly opened again after 28 years on November 9, 1989.

    Overall, world peace is in danger, as a result of the Cuban Missile Crisis.

    These are the historical milestones that move the world, and I was born into a world movement with the question of faith, God and the world.

    For some time before birth, there are already universal currents, invisible on the path to providence in an eternally fulfilling plan: spiritual power, an energy that enters a web of golden and silver threads, and tensions are already created in other webs. Just as actively during implantation, where spiritual energy and cell become one, emerge and thus become capable of life, so, after the grain of matter, the grain of thought is formed. These forces are now bound together, and upon entering the world, the soul, in a new garment, begins its process of transformation, with the forces of nature and the universe, to sublimate God in all, the beautiful, the good, and the true.

    Even if we sometimes have two sides, we look inward, into the depths of our consciousness and let the light shine that illuminates us and strives to reach higher levels in our development, this is the path of complexity that humanity takes in its development, through a degree of higher inwardness and consciousness.

    Now, with the entry into the cell, the beginning of spiritual life begins. A shell is formed that is amorphous for each individual. We grow into it, as if it were self-initiating; we came into being with the affirmation of God, who gives us life. And we enter the world in all silence, a new human being emerging.

    It was in the fourth month of 1960 when what was to happen happened, a day when no one knows what will happen, in that year I and some of my schoolmates were born and some were already there, making history.

    A new era had begun in history, the time of the “Cold War” was interwoven with the “spirit of Camp David” and the major powers sought solutions and made agreements.

    Peace should come, hopefully for more than 40 years, a biblical number. For forty years Moses wandered through the desert, sometimes in circles, sometimes doubtfully asking God, pleading and begging to lead the people to a land flowing with milk and honey.

    But it was an arduous path, and the people were sometimes divided and murmuring, sometimes quarreling and separating. It was a long journey through the dry desert, and sometimes they followed Moses, sometimes a mirage. And the burning bush was a signpost, a guide, and Mount Nebo, the law-giving site, provided insight and orientation. It's a long story; forty years can seem infinitely long.

    It was also the same month of Jesus' crucifixion, it was a personal month for me, I was a religious person and took the Bible and God's words very seriously, as well as daily prayer.

    Not that Moses was a guiding figure in my life, not at all, walking in circles through the desert, that was not supposed to be my forerunner.

    I knew the Old Testament from school; in my day it was still common to read the Bible once in a while. I also went to a Catholic convent school, and the subject was taught by a clergyman, so I had a strong connection to what had been handed down. My faith was also solidified through my strict church-oriented upbringing and my personal convictions.

    An even higher reference or attraction was to God, in prayer related to God, who is everything, made everything and directs everything, less to Mary or to the saints.

    I encountered the Bible again and again, and as I became more deeply involved in the crucifixion, I delved deeper to understand the mystery, experiencing a great deal along the way, as my focus in recent years has been on the biblical end-times. Not in a frightening state or in anxiety-inducing circumstances, no, quite the opposite. An inner need had arisen within me to live according to the Holy Scriptures, and when the time came, to be healed and cleansed, to experience what was intended for me: that one could potentially die suddenly at any time of day or night, to be prepared for the very last hour. This had become a need for me to convey this to people whenever the opportunity arose—not planned, simply by chance. My life was about pleasing God, and prayer was a dialogue. Throughout my life, I reflected on my day every evening and corrected every little thing that wasn't right.

    Creation, everything that God had created, was wonderful and I was in awe. I saw it as a gift to be a guest on earth, as if I were staying in a hotel with beautiful grounds where I could admire and love nature and photograph it. With this intensification, a life-affirming force for the earth arose.

    As a child, it was always beautiful being out in nature. The family would go to church on Sunday mornings and then we would go hiking in the woods. For this purpose, we children each had a small, child-friendly walking stick. At certain destinations, we would receive little badges that you could attach to your walking stick, and this would be full.

    I hope this little cane wasn't a sign that I might need one when I got older, although it would have been helpful on some days.

    So, all in all, I had a healthy relationship with God and the world, and a conscious sense of responsibility that became a duty for me. And often, much later, one can understand and explain certain influences and one's own behavior.

    Life is purposeful and straightforward, and one is concerned with the present and the future.

    And whether it is a good thing to dwell on the past, I could almost say that you are creating unnecessary hurdles for yourself.

    Coming to terms with the past always raises the question of whether one can truly overcome it. A healthy personal striving to move forward on the path of a secure life without harming oneself, the environment, people, and animals constitutes the vital force with which we are born.

    I was born under a lucky star, actually the best there is, with Aries and Leo as my ascendant, which sometimes confirms my "rebelliousness" - not a bad thing, only when I set myself a goal and pursue it to success. In some things I am consistent, strict, and incorruptible, and despite my sometimes apparent instability, which is more due to my weak constitution, I always strived to achieve what I had in mind, whatever the cost, which only concerned me personally, and which sent me on a long, hard road, a long road, sometimes steep and rocky, then again as if someone were going in front of me, smoothing the way and everything happened by itself.

    Two ram's horns for protection, not for use. A peace-loving ram, but a ram's blow can be dangerous. A temperamental animal, an imposing animal. Its nostrils are fiery when enemies approach it. A robust, battle-ready animal.

    His eyes sparkle; there's something magical about owning such an animal; sometimes it's difficult to understand and unapproachable. He loves freedom and thrives in his element; he's simply beautiful, wild, untamable, and brilliant, and those eyes radiate victory.

    The lion is the king of the beasts, he rules his land, his hunting ground, he is the most powerful, the most feared and invincible, once he has his prey in his sights, escape is no longer possible, he hunts alone or in a pack, he does not need to sneak up, he comes in all his imposing power.

    Then he is sleepy, tired of resting in silence, there is peace around him, but his teeth show and he comes into action in a flash, ready to fight and promising victory, for he has no natural enemies.

    What might wear him down is hunger and thirst, but he is robust and resilient. He is called the king of the plains, not just because of his size; he has strength and dominance; he is proud and majestic. In captivity, the lion becomes sick, his pride is broken, he grows old, and dies.

    The stars show power, wealth and leadership.

    With these opportunities, with these gifts, one can achieve much; in this combination one can find the right path; victory, power, wealth, and peace are assured.

    On this path through life there are many stops where you have to prove yourself. Once you've overcome these hurdles, you then continue confidently and purposefully on your path through life. It seems like a game of life, there are losers and winners, and so it begins on the first day of your birth. The course is set, the signs must be read correctly and interpreted well, and then it becomes a pleasant journey of experience. The lucky star lasts a lifetime, but if you only want to see one side, that is possible. It shines and sparkles, is happy and smiles, it follows its course with orderly regularity, is reliable and safe, and good things always recur.

    The future is written in the stars and signs that must be read correctly, as in 1 Kings 10:14-29: Solomon's splendor, wealth, and power in 14 ... in a single year, 666 talents of gold were delivered to him ...

    40 years of peace with Solomon, before that 40 years of alternating war and peace, conflict and strife under David, just as in our time.

    Before 1960 would mean that World War I (1914 to 1918) and World War II (1938 to 1945) are just over and from now on there will be 100 years of peace, that is as long as I live.

    When I was born in the cathedral city, 666 golden balloons in different colors rose up, joyfully spreading throughout the city and you knew there was a celebration going on somewhere.

    In the same year, other classmates were born and, believe it or not, exactly 666 black and white balloons rose up and as they flew high into the world, they appeared in the distance as little black dots and you could no longer tell who they belonged to. Some burst prematurely or got caught in tall trees and power lines.

    100 years of peace for the future is not easy, as some people are making claims to the “throne”.

    The “spirit of Camp David” had just spread, and an agreement had been signed by the oil-producing countries of Iran, Syria, Saudi Arabia, Libya and Iraq, and peace was secured.

    Let us live in peace, bury our differences and seek the way of the Lord.

    Seek the path to God, and we will not toil in the sweat of our brow in the fields, always weeding the soil. Let us and this world truly walk upright and "build ourselves a new city."

    So I was given a difficult task at birth. Everyone has a task or a destiny to fulfill in life and I quickly realized that everyone is hungry and thirsty. This is true all over the world, in small things and big things.

    It's just gotten dark in my room, the oil lamps have gone out and need to be refilled, but small children sleep long and a lot.

    As soon as the rooster crowed in the morning, my day began with work and I wrote down a short summary of some of the important stages in my life in prose full of imagination and dreams, everything important for a long letter that was almost as long as a book, because the question of what I do all day long could hardly be answered in a sentence of a few minutes.

    And it began... from the moment you appear in the world you are quickly marked, the first thing you feel is cold and blows before you open your eyes, that is why you start to scream, that is how you see and hear that you are alive and this mark in the first seconds of your earthly existence means that your soul is no longer a blank slate and I wrote and wrote about what was, what is now and what will be.

    Finally, after such inner pressure, I was able to say with the final brushstroke, "Thank God," for now, that's done. A long letter has been written, even though I originally only had a few pages in mind. The thought came to me to turn this long letter into a first manuscript and turn it into a book, and I felt immense joy at having already written a bestseller, even though there was still a lot missing, but it just wasn't quite there at the moment.

    I realized that the time was not yet ripe for more details, although it was certainly possible in terms of scope. Well, now I was pursuing several ideas at once, namely, first, gathering information about the quality of what had been written, and second, hearing another opinion, which is actually not necessary at all.

    Because I always had high standards for myself, because everything always had to be one hundred percent, I wrote something demanding for someone who supposedly knew everything and knew everything, even things that didn't exist.

    Brevity is the soul of wit. I was referring to the time it took me to write, or rather, draft, this record-breaking letter. Equally unusual was the tiny font and then its near-illegibility. I then dumped this into the strange computer. It all started incredibly quickly, and from day to day, the work accelerated inexplicably.

    The pencils were wearing out faster than I could sharpen them, the ruler magnifying glass I used to decipher the writing had become completely dull with use—worn out, as they say—the keys on my computer had practically become weak from so much rapid typing. Day and night, my fingers, my entire hand, are cramped from the rush of writing; my entire wrist, almost down to my elbow, is almost immobile, all because I had no prior practice; it's comparable to a sore muscle.

    Afterwards my eyes flickered from the computer radiation and I literally had a film in front of my eyes so that I could write as if blind. This strain spread throughout my head, which led to fatigue and slight tension from the skull up into the neck and shoulder area, continuing further down into the lumbar region and, because you often don't sit correctly on the tailor-made back protection chair, you feel this imbalance all over your body.

    But I accepted that because I was absolutely convinced I was writing an outstanding book, and I was already hearing my name everywhere. The speed—the veritable time pressure I put on myself—had me in its grip, but I persevered, and the joy surpassed everything else I could experience while working. I hadn't yet realized the extent of the joy that was increasingly enveloping me, even just the faint thought of what readers would say once they actually had a glimpse into my working world.

    After everything had been neatly printed on paper with an inkjet printer and I discovered a few typos - but it was a manuscript after all, a letter manuscript - the big office machine was used and two small holes were punched right in the middle of the entire stack of paper, which then fit exactly into the DIN-standardized white and blue folder.

    And suddenly these folders beamed at me, but probably my own joy was reflected in them just as much as in the written pages.

    I could see these influences in all my objects throughout the house; overall, it was a benevolent, happy, balanced, harmonious house, where there was only beauty and goodness. Now, in all calm and serenity, I considered what to do with my not-quite-finished work.

    And somehow, the first thought of safety came to mind. It suddenly seemed to become my top priority, and I simply wanted to know beforehand what some people would have to say about it. A conversation and an exchange of ideas with several people can't hurt, but in retrospect, I realized that wasn't right; it was damaging to me, because they all had such pertinent ideas or influences, and maybe I really did meet the wrong people, people I previously believed were well-disposed toward me. That's how quickly people can change.

    But I actually wanted entertainment, and sometimes you see the true faces of some people…

    So I thought about sending it to a publisher, and if it's good, you get paid for it, it doesn't cost anything.

    And so I took my time and sometimes the right time comes.

    I thought about it for a while and, with a heavy heart, decided to wait a little longer. Of course, I let my initial euphoria get the better of me, but maybe someone who has read it is right; they would give the book to a "critic" to read and overnight everyone would be talking about me. So I'm waiting because I've let myself be convinced. There should probably be another time, after all, it was only a long letter.

    In the meantime, I could apply for a scholarship for young artists, but unfortunately, I wasn't that young anymore and I didn't want to just send it in because I don't know if it will come back or where these written texts end up. If you only send in an excerpt, the context is missing.

    And besides, my concrete statements were too true for the government, when in one excerpt it says ... our leader ... that's what I wrote in German, they probably felt addressed and thought, I'm still thinking of the leader from headquarters, when we all know what a good democracy-promoting government we have, which only wants unity, agreement and uniqueness, how can anyone think something like that, what should I have written with such a secure government, where everyone is and will be of one mind, no, for God's sake nobody is thinking of a dictatorship, we don't have one, do we?

    We are a free country and we walk hand in hand.

    At that time it was still 1996 and that determined who was in charge of the country and the world.

    And it's a good thing.

  
    Whether someone is coming

    And time is flying by... in the next few days I'm supposed to be in town for work and I'm enclosing what I've written from that doctor I intended to, the one I wanted to please, the one who supposedly knows everything and has read everything and who talked incessantly, so much that I don't even know anymore... is it all in there...? I thought.

    Or whether I had been more influenced by them than I thought, and those around me as well, or whether he was talking about another book or letters that he or others had read, but which must have been considerably older, perhaps 70 or 80 years old, so it was a kind of mental jumping from one topic to the next.

    I simply felt the need to surprise him, especially because I had the feeling that he was misjudging me, that I wasn't actually sick when I came to see him on business. Everyone talks about illnesses, what with the medication they sell, but that doesn't mean that you have all of that.

    But most of the time I just listened because as soon as the door opened he took over the conversation, interrupted it for a while, and talked until the allotted time was up. But I was a good listener, otherwise I wouldn't have come. Normally I talk at work and the person I'm talking to listens.

    In life, sometimes unforeseen things happen over which we have little or no influence. We simply go our own way, thinking we think it ourselves. Thoughts like invisible impulses that guide us and convey to us whether we like or dislike someone. Perhaps we are curious to find out something, or perhaps that person is the one...

    Maybe you have to go to the limits to recognize and examine, maybe it is old connections that we call karma, sometimes such meetings or encounters in life are simply on the life plan of every person that decide our fate.

    Everything was meant to be so, I saw it as given by God, all my work, my thoughts and actions, because I did it with the intention of the right mind.

    That was supposed to be the way it was, and—it wasn't supposed to be the way it was—that he, like such an "exalted" person, was among the first to be able to read my exact daily routine. Because I was very taciturn at work and in my private life, and never spoke about myself and my life, now there was the opportunity to gain insights, which was met with a smile, "...oh well...", "...that's a surprise..."

    So what I read couldn't match the statements in the answers, and it was as if the entire atmosphere noticeably changed, as if we were in the room with other people. Today he had an aura like a divine countenance, which I saw beneath that facade. He hadn't expected so much, and I remembered that moment again when he opened the hard binder pages and read the first few pages, and paused, something like that went around him, he closed them again and said: "... I'll read this at home in peace..."

    Yes, I noticed that today our Mr. S. was a bit strangely confused, as so much joy was flowing out here that he didn't know where to look. He opened the drawer on the right, found a wrapped chocolate bonbon, and then a blank piece of paper on the left. He pushed the folder from the middle left even further to the left. Then he turned around in his chair, not knowing what was happening to him, but something seemed to be going on in his beautiful head that was bothering him or seeing through him.

    For a few minutes, we circled around two or three times, then the slight turbulence subsided and everything went on as usual...

    The entire treatment process and daily routine continued, and I also continued with my planned shopping, various things that I still had to do—everything so far had taken its usual course, and yet everything was different.

    The sun rose like every other day, shining bright and warm in the sky. The neighbor's rooster rang in the day early. The birds chirped beneath our roof at the crack of dawn. The frogs croaked loudly by the pond as they did every morning. The wild boar grunted loudly as it stood in front of its empty trough. The cats, dogs, and horses remained quiet and patient until they had all had their breakfast. After everyone's physical needs were satisfied, I busied myself in my well-tended garden. Everything was green and blooming, and this little patch of nature invited one to linger. I could devote myself to every plant for hours, observing everything that crawled, moved, and flew around me on the ground, everything that lived in my garden, and all of it radiated a deep harmony. Nothing that grew and lived here was unimportant. I connected it with the earth and creation. Everything had meaning, even the smallest weed found its use. Here everything grew naturally under life-affirming conditions, a treasure trove for native creatures, and I lost track of time with all the daily marveling.

    Here grew lettuce with radishes, cucumbers with dill (which doesn't do what it wants; it grows well in this combination), with the beans, savory, leeks, tomatoes, peppers, eggplant, zucchini, potatoes, spinach, all according to plan, and all around a protective and decorative wall of various flowers.

    My herb and medicinal garden was a health boon, and the relaxation came just by walking past it. Once the beautiful herbs and flowers bloomed and released their fragrant scent, attracting insects that feasted on the nectar, these were lasting moments and beautiful pictures for the photo album.

    In the hops, which were growing up on poles and wires in a favorable spot, a huge, brown, rough, egg-shaped structure arose, which on closer inspection turned out to be a bees' nest, which had reached a size of 30 by 20 cm. How many lived in it, I do not know, but the conditions for a bee colony were optimal, almost all year round it bloomed and smelled of all colors, from the first ray of sunshine until the ice broke, they did not bother me, I let nature take its course and watched the busy movement of the little creatures.

    All kinds of butterfly caterpillars were chewing through the nettle patch. A rare and large, yellow-speckled caterpillar was the swallowtail caterpillar. There are brown-orange, greenish ones, and many more. Many people dislike these, finding them annoying and unattractive, or perhaps out of ignorance, not knowing that they eventually develop into butterflies and feed on grasses, leafy greens, and various plants until then. These do not normally cause ecological harm; no one is harmed by nibbling on a nettle leaf or eating other weeds—all essential nutrients for life and the development of the beautiful butterfly we all enjoy.

    Through their colours, a bright flying leaf that moves gently through the air, even more fine are the delicate, barely visible antennae with which they seek out beautiful flowers, and there they remain for a while, sometimes motionless, and you can observe them well. There are certain bright colours of white and violet that they prefer, their favourite bushes and that is where you find them, the peacock butterfly, the red admiral, the brown butterfly, the fritillary and the small blue butterfly and you can admire them with your eyes, you cannot touch them, which is why they do not come very close to people, they always hover around us at a good arm's length, their colour-touched little wings, the whole creature carried by the wind delights us, our eyes for this delicate, beautiful thing.

    Butterfly caterpillars are not to be confused with the real caterpillars found in the forest that eat everything bare. They are usually dark and cause allergies just by touching them. The small green or whitish ones on cauliflower and other vegetables that often leave visible damage are not butterflies. They are good meat for the birds, those useful helpers in the garden who spend all day doing nothing but finding flies and caterpillars, which we call pests, for themselves and their young, who open their hungry little beaks all day long. That's why we hang up bird boxes and plant lots of native shrubs with berries for them. Elderberry, rowanberries, ivy and Virginia creeper are good options. Houseplants where they can build their nests right in the middle of a richly laid table, so they stay in the garden.

    A large family of hedgehogs lives beneath a sheltered pile of wood. The young ones are already out and about, feasting on the fallen fruit, searching for tasty snails in the grass and learning how to ambush them. Like snails, they are usually only active in the evening. During the day, when it is too warm, they rest under the damp, shady plants.

    Outside in the stable, under the wooden pallets on which the hay is stacked, hedgehogs lived in this hollow space. During the day, they spread out over the large horse pasture and were able to feed well everywhere. Plenty of good food also brings healthy animals.

    Hedgehogs are not fussy eaters, they know what's good. Every day, 10 to 12 cats are fed in the stable, morning and evening, and you wouldn't believe how well hedgehogs hear and smell and how fast they run when cat meat is served. Then they stand at the bowl at just the right time and stake their claim. The cat hisses, the hedgehog hisses and the cat sometimes backs away in a hair-raising manner. They don't mess with a prickly ball like that, so I put a hedgehog bowl out when I fed them. Especially as winter approaches and the snails have all been eaten or they have already crept away, the cold allows the hedgehogs to put on a little fat pad, which is important before they go into hibernation in the always-present dry cavity, with hay and straw above it, protecting them from wind and weather until the following spring.

    My daily walk through the garden, where you can spend hours, always gave me relaxation and balance after a stressful day, connected me more and more intensely with nature, intensified my thoughts of connecting myself with a healthy earth, to realize that it is not like this everywhere, that we take new paths that promise us health and high yields, but in reality achieve the exact opposite without us realizing it.

    It hasn't just come into being now; it's been a slow, progressive, deadly development for many years. We call it progress and new development. I always stick to my line, without chemicals, only giving away what is taken out.

    I'm planting some lupins here too, they're lovely long-stemmed flowers, legumes to improve the soil, the soil bacteria produced by their roots activate the garden soil, then in late summer I'll sow bee pasture, now here and there the occasional red poppy, cornflowers, elecampane, St. John's wort and sunflowers are still blooming, a balm for the soul with their solar power, they illuminate the whole day as they follow the moving sun and move so slowly, full of strength and energy.

    As I was touching my plants so deeply - they say they grow better that way, and my garden can confirm this 100 percent - I had a faint feeling, just a thought, whether what I had written was actually being understood as it was meant to be. This was simply because a stream of thoughts quickly guided me and my thinking began constantly, consciously and unconsciously all day long. I asked myself what had prompted me to reveal the entire folder full of private information from birth onwards, my childhood and my travels. I put it down to the fact that even at work, on routine outings, I felt a great affinity. His nature did raise questions for me because he sometimes exceeded the limits of tolerable sympathy. But my jam-packed day didn't allow me a second to think about anything outside of what wasn't directly related to my work. So I rejected these light to moderate impulses, repressed them and concentrated only on the essentials. Now I had time to catch my breath and reflect. Suddenly, someone knew something about me, even though I'd cleverly paraphrased a lot of it. Someone who sees deeply can discern more than just the printed lines, but the interpretation between the lines is left to each individual. One can read something into every book, and I still don't know if that's truly the writer's expression or if it's their own thoughts that are eager to be realized, whether they're expectations or projections? To define this, you have to be honest with yourself and know the writer well, and so it remains mysteriously hidden.

    Thus, the thoughts that flood you remain alone in the space, conversing only with your own self; it's a dialogue entirely with yourself, without words. Thus, the thought implants itself in the thinking mind, flourishing and flooding you, and with further engagement, it envelops you even more. Once present, it is already omnipresent.

    So it is with me: when I enter through the invisible gates of Eden, a sphere of devotion and love envelops me, and everything in all is homogeneous. From childhood on, there are invisible pillars reaching up to heaven that place me under protection and guidance, based on this turning to nature, to the Creator who is above all, an all-encompassing love for life, the soul, and God.

    Life, in its interconnectedness, in its interconnectedness, in its interconnectedness, is like a prayer, joy like a thanksgiving. And when I see life in everything every day, in plants, animals, and people, it fills me to feel the power of the universe in everything and to feel gratitude within me. This power fills the space around me, and in every corner of this earth, indeed in every object, love and joy radiate until everything is permeated and I am left with nothing but gratitude.

    To live life.

    To love life.

    Yes, that's how my life has always been.

    This was my life, my thoughts, my words and my actions, in all that lives, towards the people around me.

    I was so intertwined and one with everything and I could never imagine that anything could ever change.

    And yet life seemed to want to change, and it was happening so slowly that one could no longer define the exact beginning.

    And should it be planned that people become victims…?

    Everything was good everywhere.

    And no one had any idea what was about to happen.

    If you always think good things, you won't think anything else.

    And don't invent anything else.

    And only my perception sometimes told me that something was moving...

  
    The film crew

    And still waiting in that familiar comfort... so the days passed in balanced activity, as I dusted the blue crystal room, carefully cleaning the delicate gemstones with a soft cloth, I paused at one of my most beautiful pieces.

    A pleasant power ran through my hand, along my arm through my whole body and I gently directed my gaze into the blue sky and I recognized the favorite stones of the gods in all times of the day and night sky and the stars that shine above me, which are also not visible during the day.

    It is the infinite power of the universe that connected me with all of creation, with the whole world; indeed, it made the starry sky above us at night a joy for us, shining on us and connecting us, so infinite. I felt tiny sparks floating around me, around my head, as if it were a small starry sky by day, like a large aura seen the symbol of the night. I felt something changing, altering, as if I were floating on a higher plane, ever so lightly and imperceptibly from the stone and secret of the gods, or even higher; something was coming towards me, the whole room seemed to be filled with something invisible. I am very sensitive and can sense when the air, the climate, the atmosphere are changing.

    This deep blue of my color attracted me even as a child. It is the blue of the sky, the blue of kings and pharaohs, the blue of opening and emergencies. It can also be the blue of coolness, ice and snow. Meteorologists are experts and interpret the colors of the sky and the clouds and predict the weather. It is the blue of the night sky and it is full of secrets. At night the gods become active. From high Olympus and the holy temple they look down on the earth and advise what to do. As gods and gods, what is to be said and done every day is formulated, so that no one notices.

    Yes, the gods of the night are still the rulers of the world, they count the stars in the sky and the invisible golden chariots that pass by and interpret the future, they tell stories about people and look into every house, all-knowing and above all.

    And so the thought came over me again whether giving up my secluded life was the right thing to do. It was sometimes difficult to weigh up whether something was right and what the consequences might be. Often even the smallest gestures can make a big difference and that was exactly what moved me today and it obviously made me a little upset.

    Only a straightforward person can understand my writing, and I thought he was one. But if I were mistaken, I was mistaken, because I saw a flash of green in his eyes for milliseconds, and that's why I had concerns. Even while I was working, I didn't take these small signs so seriously, but I noticed them, as my successful work always had the highest priority. Only now, in quiet moments, did I define the term correctly; in hindsight, you don't want to admit that you were mistaken about the person. It was quite obvious and without a doubt envy, which is why I asked the people I spoke to who knew him whether I had told Mr. S. anything about myself... actually, nothing... he talked about himself... and so far, that's how it was. The only thing I said once, though, was after I was no longer working: "I'm one of the best in the company."

    I never say that, most of the time the work is hard and the pay is meager.

    He was the best in everything, all-knowing and almost a global authority, and I admired his sovereignty, I really did admire him at times for his appearance, perhaps that was it, his whole being, and yet I saw him in a changeable aura, he reminded me of a picture that I had hanging in my room as a child, a sweet little boy with a head of curly hair, a really beautiful, lifelike picture that was interpreted to me as the baby Jesus.

    I don't know if it was all meant to be like this, or if it really was a fateful encounter, and I saw so many different sides to him, a light and a dark one, perhaps that was what gave such expression to my admiration, there was something inside me that drove me to help and to give a gift, so this happened with wise foresight.

    I gave him a lapis lazuli to open his mind and connect him to heaven, a rose quartz to clear his spiritual residue, and a sodalite to protect him from computer radiation and, above all, from evil spirits.

    And I think these were all correct.

    God made all these wonderful stones for us, they have grown over thousands of years and we rejoice in the beauty of the colored gemstones, many appreciate their value and for those who know their hidden knowledge and their power, they become healing stones and we learn their secret and it rises, consciousness becomes more conscious and the joy of connection rises to the sky and to the stars, it becomes health and greatness in relation to one's own spiritual quality.

    I only believed in the good in everything and in what was shown to me, but perhaps it has become my downfall and we are no longer under a "good star", perhaps it is time for karma, I do not know if it is only personal karma or the greater earth karma, which is somewhat different, I just felt a very strong change, it was a perception, perhaps a foresight, the world triggered by one person, I do not know and that is how I faced things.

    These things are just too powerful, too overpowering, something was coming, we are approaching the millennium, it is only a few years away.

    For years I was convinced, simply from sympathy, that he was someone of equal quality, devout and fearing God, not from what he said but rather from conviction. I was certain I was seeing a person in his subtle being, under great pressure, at war with himself, truly victorious. These subtle beings speak of illnesses, and I felt sorry for him. He also revealed what he was going through; he couldn't stand the "stench of his wife" any longer. I didn't know how to respond, as I had only been trained in medicine and pharmacology. I was overwhelmed by such private deviations, which is why I didn't want to have any private contact with anyone; it would have been too much. He was an exception. My hearing is patient, even if I didn't really follow it.

    Heaven seems to be on my side. When I thought about my book... it was as if someone were wondering whether the stories were true or made up... well, "...you just don't know...", maybe it's all made up. When you read it, you can't believe it all happened to her. You're speechless... he and his wife think.

    And she, in turn, seems to tell other stories about me.

    This sometimes went on for days, mixed feelings alternating from one moment to the next, from joy and laughter, then suddenly deadly serious to tears, these were emotional wanderings and in order to find clarity I prayed from time to time, because these strange impulses seemed to me to be of a strange nature.

    “She will be successful with the book…” Yes, I hope so and I can definitely feel it too. Yes, people from the public and from everywhere will come, I am convinced of it. I will have a lot of work again, another 25-hour day is on the agenda.

    Now the house has to be cleaned again from the roof tiles down to the cellar and brought into the highest possible condition of hygiene. People are sensitive; if even a single cat hair is discovered, people might ask, "What are they like there?" And if you then come on television and everyone sees it, it's unthinkable that the whole world takes an interest in a single cat hair.

    I was already feeling a sense of stress. They might come unannounced with all those busy people. I don't even know where to begin. They want to record my entire life live, how I really live and work. And, whether what I wrote is true, somehow it seems to me that they were already on their way. I hurried out in front of the house and placed the white bench on the right-hand side, wiping the dust off it with a damp cloth. The people from the TV could sit down here for a while. I also had to find somewhere to put the suitcases and folders. Many things could be placed on the swept-back stone tiles, which were gray and hard-wearing, or on the freshly mown grass. Important things would be placed on the white garden table that I had placed next to the bench. If necessary, the four matching dark brown garden chairs would also be handy. They looked tidy and were finely covered in a light, durable fabric. In fact, I wasn't at all prepared for guests like that.

    I checked to see if the doorbell had rung, but there was no one in sight yet, so I still had time to clean the entrance area thoroughly and polish the Carrara marble with a cleaning product I'd bought for that purpose. The small windows on the front door and the handle had to be sterile, as several people had already touched them.

    I can't manage all of this anymore. A whole swarm of strangers could arrive at any moment, and you have to serve them something too. Lots of drinks in this heat, because talking so fluently always gives you a dry throat. A glass of water is best, that's how it's done. And I had plenty of glasses, in various qualities, from simple ones for everyday use and dishwasher-safe to fine, highly polished crystal glass with real gold rims just for special occasions, and then I have to wash them by hand afterwards. There was always more than enough sparkling water in stock, because we always bought a trailer full for hot days and for when we had unexpected visitors, or for bad times.

    Bread and water must never run out, then whatever comes and whoever wants it can come.

    So in my weekly cleaning zeal I thought, they don't have to come today, it could be tomorrow, how did I even come up with that and what surprises me is that they haven't registered, but maybe they will, so they just want to write a few funny lines about what you experience with some authors in their everyday routine, everything has to look tidy, everything has to be properly documented, truthfully and correctly and so I cleaned until late into the night, literally until I drop, normally I spread the cleaning work from top to bottom over 2 or 3 days, but when a visitor like this comes, everything has to be cleaned beforehand and then done thoroughly again.

    The next day I was rested and had gathered new strength and was already practicing sitting on the white bench, which had become a bit hard over time due to the grooves. I made it comfortable with the decorative colorful cushions, set the table with the good glasses and matching napkins, put the chairs upright and in the right light, and next to it was a large floor vase filled with lupins and wildflowers. That looks good in the picture because I'm not that photogenic myself, so at least the flowers and the surroundings do.

    The many huge palm trees and cacti were placed in a semicircle so that it looked like an open-air room. Everything is optimal - ideally everything takes place in front of the front door, in the front yard - so you don't have to go through the whole house and that way it stays clean and I don't have to do the same cleaning again afterwards.

    The weather is wonderful, fresh and bright sunshine, perfect, I waited expectantly and dressed appropriately, sat at the summer-set table and drank from the expensive crystal glasses, it couldn't have been better, a striking number of people walked past the fence on the street today and they greeted me friendly and I did the same. There were village residents who strolled past almost every day, there were pensioners busying themselves, women with children, there were people who had visitors with whom they came to admire our idyllic village. People came by with a loaded handcart, some had a rake or a shovel over their shoulder; these were people who lived nearby and had a small garden here on the street. Occasionally a small truck would race past, loaded with stones or wood, a farm vehicle in a hurry, scattering clods of earth in all directions. Thus, the almost daily up and down path was dirty or rutted with compacted road tread pieces, and those who had time could enjoy watching this and even get to know some of the peculiar village residents. Unfortunately, I almost never had time, so our white bench remained unused and brand new.

    The film crew was a long time coming and I drank my aqua to test it out, but eventually I gave up when the high carbonation gave me constant hiccups, as I usually only drink still water. I was also complaining that I was already getting a slight sunstroke on the tip of my nose, on my forehead and on my head, so I realized that I had forgotten my parasol. I immediately remedied this avoidable situation, ran up to the first floor and found the hand-painted parasol that had been made especially for me behind the wardrobe, the one with the black and gold pattern, which was twice the size of a normal parasol. It was a rarity in our garden and no one else in the whole village had a parasol like it. As I said, this one was put out ready for use straight away. For it to be used, the heavy cast concrete safety base had to be moved into place, which was stable against sudden gusts of wind - just so it didn't rain.

    Everything in the house fit together well, the shape and color were harmonious, it had a Roman-oriental and a bit of a royal style, only the umbrella was a little out of place, which could only be used in emergencies.

    Well, it can't be the heat of the day that made it seem as though a film crew had turned up all baggage and all for no reason, wanting to film and do interviews for the whole world to see, no, that can't be it, maybe there was a mix-up or I thought that could happen like that, anything is possible, but I think that everything is rehearsed before filming, so that no one promises that the hair will be well styled and blown straight by the wind and that it will unfortunately fit in with the surroundings and that everything will look appealing and tidy.

    Sometimes in emergencies, like mine, you're actually trained beforehand how to smile on command, especially if you're so publicity shy. So the whole process, if you think about it, would be logical and normal if it were done with a registration, then you can look confidently and self-assuredly into the camera.

    I put the practice items away neatly and in an orderly fashion, but still within easy reach in case the actual emergency should arise.

    The day was also created with observation and preparedness for emergencies.

    And should it happen one way or another, we wait for what is to come...

  
    The Voyeur

    And that was all before 2000…

    Some days, everything comes crashing down on you, and you don't quite know how or what's happening. It's a single day or a single month that decides everything, everything at once—from happy to sad, from reflection to brooding, from melancholy to depression, from back pain to world-sickness—all in search of something indefinable, an inner movement that could mean resolution and protection, or could simply become distraction.

    “I look like the suffering Christ again today…” is what someone said to me when I came into the garage, exhausted, with the bucket and the scrubber to do a thorough cleaning.

    I don't know if my husband felt the same way - at least he didn't make a face and I didn't know if he was serious or smiling. In any case, we carried out our weekly Saturday work: the entire fleet was thoroughly cleaned with a steam cleaner, the cars' interiors were washed, carpets and seats were laid out in the pre-cleaned yard, the cars were sometimes half-disassembled until the last oil plug shone again. During this time I was able to scrub the floors of both garages, including the motorbike carport, with a particularly good product, and the tiles looked like new again. The washable walls were dusted with a damp cloth, and the white ceiling was swept, as were the garage doors, then all the entrance doors, and the yard gate was also cleaned that day. While we're at it, the long entrance steps also have to be thoroughly steam cleaned every week, as the large dog, which was almost the size of a child's shoe, was constantly bringing kilos of sand onto the rough grey granite tiles, which then spread as dust all over the house and also scratched the beautiful marble.

    Like everyone else, we spend the weekend cleaning and tidying up the house. Today, the entire stable had to be shoveled clean. We routinely clean the entire stable every two years. Then it always looks like new. Above all, whitewashing the walls has a cleansing, almost disinfecting effect, and it makes the entire stable climate very pleasant. Sweeping the walls and ceiling of cobwebs and dust is done frequently. The feeding bowls are always washed out, and the windows and doors are always cleaned, so the whitewashing machine, which blows the wet mixture onto the walls, gets the job done quickly.

    In the meantime, I painted the arabesque arches on the roof of the stable, which could only be reached by ladder; some of them were slightly damaged and were restored.

    Today we really had to hurry; all the work had to be done before the end of the day. The fresh, new hay was already stacked, the paddock was filled with fresh, coarse gravel, just like every year. The fences were being checked; they were still in good condition, thank goodness, because my husband wanted to go on a motorcycle trip with a friend for a few days, and we worked like crazy. Dead tired from the work, literally, we fell asleep without any nightcaps.

    The next day he started his planned tour, on which I almost never went because I'm not a good pillion passenger.

    Beforehand, he prepared a few buckets of paint for me to do the wood and concrete work. I could start painting the fence and the posts if I got bored. Otherwise, I'll paint when he gets back. I was happy to always have work lined up.

    Of course, I also had a few nice days, went into town and spent a lot of money, went out to eat a lot and visited a few friends.

    I also needed a prescription, and I was able to pick up my book while I was there. It was quite hot in the office, but actually, it was brisk and hectic. My stay only lasted a few minutes. The full folder was copied from blue to white, filed, a somewhat cool, fresh, ironic smile, a few words about my work... and he also said, "...that I want to see if there's a publisher. Only as a Jew can you still be successful these days..." That was his opinion.

    A little buoyed by my euphoria, I smiled doubtfully and thought, "...what era does he live in... I wrote a German story, so, well, everything isn't easy. And you wouldn't believe it, but as I left the treatment room, I thought, "...I'm not Jewish... he must have mistaken me..." Even at home, while cooking, I thought, no, that's not right, and in general, what he was saying, sometimes so distracted, and also the letters he read, that's on a completely different wavelength, and he's mistaken me for himself...

    And if that were the case, what difference would that make? I was and would be the same. Regardless, how would a publisher know what kind of person someone is, so it wouldn't be that bad... and so the captivating thought occupied me all day, but sometimes it's just associations that go through your head, a healthy, normal thought process.

    But when I woke up in the night and thought, Jesus was a Jew, and they were on the run and my thoughts poured out to maybe read the Bible, but I was tired and maybe this is a clue or just an association and I fell asleep again, but maybe this Mr. S. is just a cynic.

    The next day, I was dusting the shelves upstairs in the large office and relaxing in the comfortable black executive chair when I noticed that there were a conspicuous number of cars parked outside in the large square. It had been like this for the past few days, but due to my hectic schedule, I hadn't been paying attention. But now I observed the activity more closely and realized—I can't believe it, no, I'm not imagining it, otherwise I wouldn't see it—that these people who came parked for a few minutes, they stood conspicuously, some randomly took photos and drove away again. I couldn't see them talking to each other either. The next people who came gave the impression of being vacationers, curiously strolling around, up to the fence, and stroking the horses. They also took a few souvenir photos, quite strange… we don't have a hotel or a restaurant here…

    A small group of hikers came along with knickerbockers and walking sticks and they marched past attentively, stopped for a few minutes and chatted to each other and then continued on along the path. It didn't seem as if they had just happened to pass by because they turned around and went back the same way.

    Then more finely dressed people walked by, a bride and groom were there and purely from a feeling I thought: "... I don't know if that's really a bride and groom or a staged event." He was wearing a beautiful wedding suit and she was wearing a wedding dress, it was during the week and a photographer was taking pictures in the countryside, the bride was in the playground, doing gymnastics on the swings and on the fence and trying to put herself in the right light and I watched the events with a smile.

    Anything can be random, it's a wonderful day and maybe you should just keep an eye on things and wait and see what happens.

    I kept a closer eye on the changed living situation and I can't imagine that it had always been like this, because I have lived in this building for a long time and this hustle and bustle went on late into the night, I could find no explanation for this crowd of people, not least of all there were buses, even though it is not a through road, just a narrow side street, really a path for residents, this one also stopped in the large square because it realized that the bridge was not crossable, people got out and ran around the bus a little confused and after a short while they got back on and it drove slowly back down the same road, perhaps the driver really did miss the sign.

    Well then I had the thought, because it's been happening more and more often lately, that something isn't right here. Some people are throwing their rubbish around the place where they're standing or walking, even though there's a rubbish bin within sight. They disappear as quickly as they came. This can't be a tourist destination or a place of worship. As I was cleaning the stables, I came across a group of strangers in the square. They spread out and unpacked their wooden stands with their paper. Next to them was a paint box. I couldn't help but ask one of the women, because it all seemed rather suspicious to me, who they were and what they wanted here. She explained to me, it seemed, who they were and what they wanted here. She explained to me that it was a painting course and that they would paint the surroundings here and then go to another place together to put something on paper. Well, I couldn't see much in the picture myself other than a few colored spots, this was just preliminary work and it would be finished at home, or so I was told, these are painters, a beginners' course, or so I thought, and looked at the others' pictures and there wasn't much to see with them either, in one the colors run into each other, that's not easy, another already had a few flower stems on the paper, a third some wooden beams, others a rough sketch of a house... suspicious, suspicious... I scratched my head and thought: "Everyone starts small before they become a master." The rush of visitors and photos continued for some time, I simply stopped paying attention to it, when you are somewhere new you always find a motif, if you live there and are always surrounded by beauty, then it's a given and you simply enjoy it.
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