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May 8 – Women’s Day! 2026

If you can make things easy for yourself, you’ll do just that.

It is easier to be wise for others to be the wiser one to others than to be honest with oneself. Everyone complains about their poor memory,

but not about their lack of sense!

Those who first step down from office use the time for themselves. Those who first honor someone with dignified idleness would sink so low as to bribe even a retiree. How glad I am, as a woman, not to have a brother, thus offering no target for male aggression, and offer sovereignty to no power-hungry social climber!

Whoever managed to flee,

carried only the bare essentials out of foresight.

Those who hold fast to the essentials rarely waver in their trust. Those who know the core of their being follow no one from whom they fled. Those who do not seek identical images

acts loyally toward other people. Whoever knows their connection to the right ones, captures every animal’s delight. Whoever has earned respect from those they treat you like a pack leader.

Those who are a ray of sunshine to many know how to tell stories. Those who learn to walk around the crater won’t get their feet wet. Those who once recognized the evil one in his fledgling form.



Whoever escapes fear will never be drawn back home.




Whoever follows the language of their bones will be able to breathe again years later.




Stand up to your family; the distance of distance, one day your greatest privilege will be to live independently, not to submit!

Stand up to your family, always true at every stage because of the distance, one day your greatest privilege will be to live independently, not to submit!

Stand up to your family; it will always be true at every stage because of the distance; one day your greatest privilege will be to live independently, not to submit!

No one will boast merely proclaiming the truth, oh yes, like everyone in the chorus, those dear people, to finish off the evil in their midst, they sing themselves up to the heavens, not knowing who organized them all, a lowly gang whose money they want, the last one to "die" was too much for them, they all pretend to have amnesia, the landscape around so beautiful, the atmosphere in the house so still, if this is to go on, silence must prevail, the voice must put a stop to it, no one who saw it, everyone to the limit, the choir just scratches at the edge, friendship didn’t stand up to murder!

Have you noticed?

People, just like here, are increasingly on the run.

No borders are being crossed in the process; the problem remains within the country.

They are fleeing within the country itself from... conflicts, violence, and disasters!

Who would not be worthy of choosing their own life,

to be extraordinary as such, to whom the home does not seem bright,

and their heart would not warm within it!
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FOREWORD

Do your best at work, but they’d better treat you better this time after you fell behind!!! Of course, a life of pleasure is always better than wading through the North Sea or the Baltic Sea to wait for a plastic bag that floated in, one that others used to copulate with—I mean, you might as well ambush a fish with dolphin clicks, then decapitate it, and finally start having sex with the hole you’ve snagged; that’s just what’s left for unimaginative people when it comes to sex.

One of the best snack bars you’ve ever been to was in Bielefeld, you say?

We Germans have a theory that Bielefeld doesn’t actually exist as a city— no one has ever found it! That’s the Bielefeld miracle!!!

You found it twice? What??

Others are still looking for the street. The signs all lead to Münster, the authorities promise everything, but no one has ever made it there! I even tried to find Bielefeld in a vision, like a flying bird, flew the whole damn day and all night, and saw people’s windows lit up, but a woman on the street told me, “No,” there’s no place to find, she pointed me north, so I flew on the next day to find the place! You were there? Yeah, did you land in a space shuttle,

A spaceship with a human sensor to find them? Just a Honda? No, you didn't end up in a dead end on a dirt road, or the road just stopped right in front of you, or did the signs lead you in circles,

or was there roadwork that prevented you from continuing? I wouldn’t have tried that by car.

I’m not close enough to this civilization to venture any closer than a bird in the night—there might be too many strange amateurs with construction worker cleavage, drunkenly staggering dangerously through the streets.

I’ve been a writer for over 22 years, so I’m a total pro!

But what about you? You breathe in and out. You make demands on me.

You don’t share in any fee. You just consider me private.

You pluck me like a mussel. But not to lovingly take me into your care, but to slurp me up with a sour face!

Your attention is enough. I thought to myself, your operation, trying to milk me for more,

has not become a model for my life! Your date wants to try to make me believe that I’m dealing with honest people, plain and simple,

isn’t that right!

Your life and limb are apparently so important that I am not enough for your “love”!

I’m not a crisis zone enough for you.

My books have only laid the world at your feet.

Only you are toxic. Probably far from reality, you have no real friends—on or off—because I, out of revenge,

I’m probably just treading water in the world’s eyes!

I’d better ignore this world that doesn’t value me from within, that doesn’t find me beautiful.

Behind the facade, they promise you a little dance. They dare you to trust them. They’re somehow from a line of work that lures out your naivety.

They’re looking for people like you. They test your limits. Your resilience gives them pleasure. Then they laugh so loudly that they simply let you fall into the depths before them one last time, like a stone or a shell, even as you’re still bleeding.

I’m not just straight. I’m also CIS—that’s how men who think they’re important respond; how are women supposed to answer that? I’m not just a woman. I also empathize with trans people.

German civilization for women, which means: Stay away,

as best you can; it’s a waterfall of depravity, a cataract of filth, a verbal stalactite of murder, brutality, and perversion in words—and they say it all originates from the Cologne brothel “Pascha”!

Do you know how mothers behave when they realize that their daughter is being abused by her husband, and how they react? Her phantom hovers before her eyes...

She never cooks. She keeps it a secret.

The daughter gets only two meals.

Either roast turkey, or beef brains pan-fried just for her—this is meant to make it clear in advance that this mother, like everyone else around this man, will begin to slanderously claim the daughter is mentally disturbed and impaired , which is why I say such things—that I was abused!

Growing old with dignity is like enjoying silence,

and appreciating your health, loving your individuality,

without having to pay for it is like not having to reproduce, and knowing yourself, your whole self without the trappings, without having to pay taxes.

Growing older is sometimes worrying about the elderly,

who are losing their minds, who no longer recognize anyone,

whose words get stuck in their throats, who finally find peace,

who need to be cared for, who no longer feel any sense of control, who have lost their bearings, who can’t coordinate their legs, who lose their balance, who own nothing anymore,

who no longer miss their old home, who know nothing of all this anymore.

Growing old is… like young girls acting wild and loud, like dumb cows in a pasture, demanding respect which they don’t even deserve!

Lia Monroe. In German we say “Holla, die Waldfee!” She’s just amazing.

That voice and that stunning appearance—a true cry from the depths of the heart. I have to listen to her several more times now. She speaks to all the sexist men who fail in the eyes of a woman because they can’t feel the way she does.

The weather is getting better. It’s not really warm inside yet. I’m going out to the meadow with my dog Mable now to enjoy the beautiful weather.

She’s wearing a wool sweater, her sheepskin coat, and is wrapped in a thick, warm blanket so she can really enjoy the day!

Yeah, we stayed for about an hour; the birds were singing beautifully. Mable stayed wrapped up in the car— she could catch a cold far too easily right now; she was very grateful for the outing—you should have seen that surprised old girl, her little head propped up over the edge, her eyes on the surrounding trees, listening like a wide-eyed little child, as if she were hearing exactly what the birds were saying to her, and nibbling on a few dry chicken strips.

And the text reads: “I was born to be myself.” It speaks of personal growth and self-affirmation; the text is very powerful… Friend, yes, I understand,

you’re absolutely right, you’re the first to learn it: If we don’t stand by our own psyche, we fail in the eyes of others; that is growth and selfaffirmation, which are not to be confused, no egoism, no narcissism, no expectations!

That I should kiss a soldier’s lips—that’s how it should be, no matter who this guy is!

That I would win his heart like a buddy, that is, to take advantage of his tender feelings! That I would be loyal to the little guys,

who love to spank each other’s butts!

That I would fulfill this murderer’s greatest wish and disappear unnoticed!

That I would become just another slut—he and his family would laugh at that! Expectations are almost always there; it’s practically inevitable, but in everything else you’re absolutely right… Everyone is called upon, whether rich or poor! You see, our healthcare system has changed, and I think it’s gotten better! We’re cutting out the most expensive expenses for junk, like too much alcohol, sugar, and homeopathic nonsense, too much paperwork, dentist visits, and cosmetic treatments, and even some unnecessary medical practices.

I see that people are now considering alternative healing methods and could heal themselves in a more natural way, instead of wasting money on quacks, in a more genuine way. Married couples are no longer covered for free, but the poor are better supported!

What is the situation regarding water loss in the western United States?

Is the world facing a water shortage soon? The distances between bodies of water in Arizona and Utah are enormous! The signs point to a sharply dropped water level. Sandbars in the middle of lakes and rivers. Major cities are losing the most water. Farmers are losing the most. In the worstcase scenario: dead lakes with no energy supply. Europe is warming the most worldwide! The planet is heating up further this year due to El Niño.

People, be prepared!

We have dentists who lie to us with the fluoride lie, as if fluoride toothpaste would help. But even in my childhood, a dentist in my hometown told us that it’s all a lie. We know today that fluoride destroys bones and teeth and poisons the brain, like a deadly metal toxin. It was used by the Nazis in concentration camps to suppress popular uprisings; this poison broke people’s will. Since that is the truth, all those greedy dentists sell fluoride toothpaste to make more money, because it dissolves the teeth. I say: It’s best never to go to the dentist! They also offer their patients so-called gentle teeth cleaning, but then they drill around in the mouth with a device for as long as possible to loosen the teeth or cause pain, so that new ways must then be found to “solve” the problems. So my theory is: Don’t go to the doctor today, and an apple a day keeps the doctor away! Please, you don’t have to drink other people’s urine, or even your own. I don’t judge anyone for their behavior. Hahaha, of course I have lots of dreams where someone tries to sell me a crab for €300,000.

I keep seeing birthday hats. I was just curious—maybe it’s just a coincidence that the sun is shining brightly again and my energy has returned. Also, someone fixed the heating in the basement again, a friend found a job and is happy, but my dog is eating less—he has trouble swallowing. There’s always a reason to be mindful and find joy in the little things.

That’s why it’s important to stay alert and use your positive energy to overcome the negative.

I once had a severe stress attack; my whole face hurt so badly that I thought my teeth were going to fall out. The dentist said everything was fine. At home, I remembered that stress needs a massage. So I massaged my own head and face, and the pain was gone. It was exactly the same after the third rape—I had nightmares for six months. Every time, I would dream at 3 a.m., jolt awake, gasp for air, and think I was standing in a cemetery where all my teeth had fallen out. This second moment of stress was truly painful,

but the teeth—and about ten years later, when I developed my own unique way of expressing my traumatic experience outwardly—helped me overcome it. The consequence, however, was palpable: I could never sleep soundly again. The desire not to wake up or to fall into the abyss of black sleep resembles my situation. Like others who use drugs or are at risk of suicide, I told my doctor, who prescribed me only half a tablet a day to make my life bearable. I told her that if I needed a little break to reduce my brain activity, I might take a whole tablet three times a year to really calm down, as if I were discharging my battery. She said “No,” but added that I shouldn’t do this regularly. I never needed more than this minimum. Yes, I was raped by men and experienced parental abuse; we have this longing to quiet our thoughts and fall into a deep, peaceful womb at night, never to wake up again.

... What a mess we left her with! Our nights, our lives, our retirement, our dreams, and our sleep—they belong to us now. I suspect our mothers lacked empathy; they weren’t the kind of mothers one imagines. They were probably flooded with too many stereotypically male hormones, which made them heartless. But they weren’t self-aware, too preoccupied with their own problems.

The so-called "good faith" that punishes people for their stupidity. When things go well, when they go badly for a long time,

as they’ve long wished for, they end up lacking milk,

because it costs more than a car; they’re missing the egg omelet altogether,

because the eggs can’t be found on the shelves; if it was the story where there was milk, eggs, and sex guides,

it’s improbable stuff that no one expects anymore.

Being globally stupid, ignorant, and looking the other way—that’s a fine game to them, staring dumbly into the light, clear gazes only in the clear drink; “Cheers,” they say, and then they’re gone!

Who asks about the simple ways of poetry?

When politics knows how to screw everything up?

Local politics says that the economy is governed in a way that makes
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