
    Foreword

    Hello, my dear friends!

    I wrote this book in the hope that I might be able to convince a few people that, when life seems really, really bad—and you even have thoughts you shouldn’t be having—think of me with your enchanting smile, because I can guarantee you one thing: there are people on this planet who, at certain moments, are even worse off than you are. (For example, me in certain situations!)

    So stay strong, despite all the hardships that life sometimes throws your way, because the sun really does come out after every rain—even if this lousy weather sometimes lasts so long that you could tear your hair out!!! Why am I telling you this? Well, I’m a crime scene cleaner, and believe me, every now and then I have jobs that really make you question the meaning of life!!! So please avoid completely absurd thoughts like suicide! Because let’s be honest, sooner or later we’re all going to die anyway! So why commit suicide? It’s one of the dumbest ideas a person can have! That’s why you should stop thinking that way! After all, there’s a lovely saying that goes:

    
      “You give up … a letter …,
      

      nothing else!!!”
    

    But before you toss this book into the corner thinking, “Oh man, here’s another one trying to tell me how to live my life…”—and start to panic—don’t worry, I’m definitely not doing that, because I’m neither Sigmund Freud nor any other expert. What I will share with you, however, is…

    
      Be on your guard! 
      

      It’s possible that behind a 
      

      beautiful facade…!!!
    

    To ensure data protection and safeguard the privacy of all individuals, names, places, and, of course, all other important personal data have been altered to such an extent that I hopefully won’t have to consult a lawyer over violated personal rights.

    What I haven’t changed, however, are my feelings—nor the personal language I used to write this book. Since it is MY soul, and my soul is free to say exactly what it means! Data protection or not! Or as I would put it (unlike Goethe):

    
      “Every soul needs its own space to speak; 
      

      if that space no longer exists (due to various laws) … we should stop breathing.”
      

      (Charly)
    

    
      “Every province loves its dialect; 
      

      for it is, after all, the very element 
      

      in which the soul draws its breath.”
      

      (Johann Wolfgang von Goethe)
    

    One more thing… for my dear female readers:

    Every now and then—not all the time, of course—let your Adonis get away with a little something, because this species actually has what’s called the “Nothing Box,” unlike us women, which is why he sometimes does things that are completely absurd, incomprehensible, and baffling to us women.

    And to all my “few” dear male readers:

    Since I’m writing from a woman’s perspective, of course, please turn a blind eye every now and then when I philosophize about your nature. Thank you!!!

    Have fun!!!

    Charly

  
    My Person – My Nature

    Well, I’ve always been convinced that if I were to impose—whether voluntarily or involuntarily—challenges on myself that were, accordingly, “unreasonable,” I could eventually acquire this apparent strength, composure—yes, wisdom—and from then on stride about with a permanent grin on my face! True to the motto: “Everything you do comes back to you eventually!!!”

    Believe me, that hasn’t worked out for me yet in my more than 40 years! Unfortunately! But as they say, hope dies last! Of course, it’s possible that if I live a few more years (which I certainly hope!), I might revise this idea, because I might be proven wrong by luck or bliss! However, this “truth” hasn’t been confirmed yet! Because either luck or bliss has taken a turn for the worse in recent years, or—which is my strong suspicion—the two of them have secretly colluded and run off together at the same time!!!

    Nevertheless, I try to navigate my life as best I can—both for myself and for my fellow inhabitants of this planet.

    For example, I’m nice!

    I greet people properly, no matter who they are—short, tall, young, old, or at any time of day—I greet the people (even the dogs in my neighborhood…) I come across. Because I think that’s what you’re supposed to do. It’s just a small act of courtesy toward others. (Right?)

    Of course, I don’t run around Barcelona, Munich, or any other big city like a complete nutcase, constantly nodding my head! Because then I’d really have a screw loose, and afterward I’d probably be nodding nonstop for two weeks—but here in our town, I think you should say hello!

    Besides, I always say “please” and “thank you.” I don’t yell across at least five tables in a bar just two or three minutes after sitting down—“Beer, I need beer, bring it here!”—at the busy staff; I tip generously; I don’t throw ashtrays or other items around; and I don’t get abusive.

    I’m also very helpful. And when I say “very helpful,” I mean this: I belong to that crazy species that, for some reason (why, I wonder???), at some point during early childhood development stored the completely absurd idea in the back of my brain that I have to help—or practically SAVE—EVERYONE with EVERYTHING, no matter WHAT it is or WHERE it is! It goes something like this…

    Friend: “Hey Charly, how are you?”

    Me: “I’m doing okay… everything’s fine so far.”

    Acquaintance: “Well, I’m not doing so great, unfortunately… could you maybe… lend me, give me, or just give me—money, a job, an apartment, your car?”

    BAM—and I (no idea why?), but some synapse in my brain immediately shuts down all my SOS emergency response mechanisms and finds itself in a sea of compassion toward that very person. This, as I like to call it, “Mother Teresa Syndrome” has therefore already led to all sorts of strange situations for me.

    At this point, you should know that I have neither millions in the bank nor any other excess wealth. I live in a small rental apartment that, thank God, I can afford, have an older car that I need for work, and two cats, since I’ve always preferred these furry “flea bags” to small children.

    Speaking of children…

    Don’t get me wrong—I really do like these little growing drool bags! But I just didn’t want any children of my own, and I’m glad when, after a certain amount of time, I can hand all these little, wonderful creatures—who, thankfully, aren’t mine—back over to their parents, grandparents, reform school, jail, convent, or whoever else is responsible for them. The main thing is that I’m rid of those cute “little monsters” after a certain (for me, very exhausting) period of time.

    Strange Flowers

    Money

    Yeah, yeah… money, money, money! As you’ve probably already guessed, a whole lot of acquaintances or former “friends” owe me money. Oh well—and you guessed it—I might as well throw that “cash” into the fireplace! (BEING KIND MEANS BEING STUPID!!!) Because either these poor souls have moved away without a trace in a cloak-and-dagger operation and can’t be found anymore (secretly, I suspect they’ve ended up in a witness protection program!), or they’ll NEVER be able to pay back a single cent because they have no job, no money, or still no job—and therefore still no cash. For this reason, my “money-lending syndrome” has already gone so far that I lent out my money and then had to borrow some myself from someone else. Completely crazy, and you’re right to… bang your head against the wall!

    Car

    Well, that beloved car! Like so many men, I love these motorized, devilishly handsome vehicles! And when they’ve got real power under the hood, I’m completely hooked. That’s not to say I race around the streets like a maniac. Quite the opposite! But just knowing I could do it makes me happy. My favorite and absolute (and probably also absolutely unattainable) dream car is the Aston Martin Vantage! I already know the exact paint job it has to have, the interior, the rims, etc.—and of course the price—so it’ll probably remain just a dream! I admit, I probably have too many male hormones, but what can I say—when this epitome of understatement is right in front of me, not even George Clooney stands a chance with me!

    Anyway, I had a car again. “Again,” because back when I was just starting out as a driver, I owned cars that were neither powerhouses nor even remotely similar to an Aston Martin—they were just cheap and, at best, roadworthy for a year.

    Citroën Saxo (1.0-liter/45 PS) – (Yes, I know how much displacement, horsepower, and torque the Aston Martin Vantage has!

    If you’ve recovered from your fit of laughter by now, let’s continue.)

    There he was again, that poor guy. This time, it was a coworker of mine who absolutely had to (because an inevitable asteroid crash was probably imminent nearby)—he urgently needed a vehicle to save the world. Exactly, and what does my stubborn brain do? It switches all the emergency lights to sleep mode! So I hand my car over to this fearless guy, take public transportation 15 km home after work, and wait until the comet rescue mission is successfully completed and the “sleek vehicle” is delivered to me by the hero. (Makes sense, right?!?)

    O.K., I’ll tell you how it really went…

    About two hours later, the “world-saver” called me.

    (Yes, for all you youngsters out there, cell phones already existed! Okay, they were big, heavy, and didn’t have touchscreens, but at least you could make calls without a landline—provided there was a cell service provider in the area!)

    Apparently, during the impending rescue mission to the disaster-stricken destination, a red light in the Saxo’s cockpit had started flashing incessantly.

    (For all you car novices, I have to say this: if a red light that looks like an engine—and this is important: red, not yellow—flares up on your car’s dashboard, pull over immediately to the side of the road, the shoulder, etc.—even into the bushes, for all I care!!! But then turn off the engine right away , assuming you’re not already stopped! If a white-gray smog-like mixture then rises from under the hood toward the sky, it’s like an asteroid impact. Imminent danger!!! Do not keep driving—NEVER, NEVER, NEVER! A yellow light is already critical, but at least you still have about one kilometer to go before you absolutely must stop!)

    In short: Mr. Galactic Rock-Fighter didn’t come to a stop, but “strangely enough,” the little white four-wheeler did—on the highway, no less, with its last gasp on the shoulder! So that, after my pleading requests, the tow truck at least didn’t have to drag the poor thing off right in the middle of the relatively busy highway. And the savior of the world? For some strange reason, he was no longer to be found or contacted. Not even at work. Well, that’s the perk of being a leased employee! (Apparently on vacation or maybe he got fired?!? So much for the witness protection program!). After I paid the towing fees and, after quite a bit of time, was once again in possession of an old car:

    Conclusion: NEVER borrow a car again! And I actually haven’t done it since! I’ll give myself a pat on the back! At least I learned something!

    Challenges

    Men

    Yeah, what can I say, I love them!!! Honestly, I love this animalistic species with their testosterone-soaked scent, their imposing bodies, that masculine voice—unless your name is Dieter Bohlen (no offense, Mr. Bohlen!)—and their extraordinary way of mastering life as simply or pragmatically as possible, along with their—in my eyes, somewhat strange—abstract thinking and quirks! But this task (men) still drives me to the brink of despair!

    In all my years so far, I still haven’t actually figured out how this fundamentally charming species ticks. Of course, I try every method—such as using so-called body language or certain lie detectors—to see through all the tricks of these creatures! (To be honest, I don’t even know how many books I’ve read on this subject anymore, but I’d guess pretty much all the ones I could get my hands on in Central Europe!) The result? It hasn’t done me any good at all!!! At least a few authors have made some money off me, though. Honestly, either I’m too dumb to rise to this challenge, or I’m definitely too naive!

    Men’s Hobbies

    This topic definitely gives me goosebumps—or rather, makes it hard to breathe—so I’d like to ask the few men who still have this book in their hands to please skip the next few pages! Thank you!!!

    Soccer

    One of these creatures’ favorite pastimes around here is soccer! However, it’s a sport I’ll never understand in my life. (Even though I’m really, really trying hard!) No question, it’s great when people play sports—after all, sports keep you healthy and fit, and it’s good to meet other like-minded people! But that should happen on a sports field! So that after a game, the guys can crawl into the club’s shower area, completely exhausted, and then maybe enjoy a few beers together and catch up. Then, hopefully, these heroic men—no longer sweaty—will come over to your place completely relaxed, and you’ll (maybe) have a great romantic evening with your sweetheart, provided he doesn’t have to stagger off to the bedroom after heavy drinking.

    That’s how it’s been for me for years: Basically, I always end up with men who are irrevocably soccer-obsessed —but instead of on the field, they’re just in front of the TV or in a dimly lit, poorly ventilated bar.

    So I sit there for a full 90 minutes (because I love my sweetheart so much!) and listen intently to him—and to the other soccer “pros” (who’ve all seen something resembling that round leather ball at most when they were kids)—as these “charming” guys spout in their supremely important wisdom as the next generation of sports commentators or soccer coaches—at AC Milan, at the very least. A miserable, never-ending 90 minutes!

    But since I’m not completely stupid, I’ve come up with a brilliant plan over the last few years so I don’t have to subject myself to this drama at least once a week anymore.

    First, I bought a second TV (which is, of course, much smaller than the other one!!!) and banished it to an even smaller room in my apartment! Because when my sweetheart wants to watch an important game, it’s naturally in the so-called “attic”! But if I’m ever forced to watch an incredible game at a “bar” with other soccer fans again—because I’m slowly running out of excuses involving my relatives’ illnesses or the stupidly slow, creeping decline of my “extended family”—I’ve had to resort to other, more extreme measures.

    No, my dear ladies, not POISON!!!! Ladies, there’s definitely an easier way!!! And most importantly, it won’t land you in jail!

    I’ll just keep asking questions nonstop—really stupid ones, like:

    Kickoff:

    “Honey, so who’s supposed to shoot at which goal now?”

    After halftime:

    “Sweetheart, aren’t they shooting in the wrong direction now?”

    During the game:

    “How many yellow and red cards does the ref actually have? He must have a ton if he’s constantly giving them out to a few players. And anyway, what’s the difference between a free kick, a penalty kick, and a corner kick—and why? Oh, honey, I just don’t get it—can’t you draw it out for me?”

    It’s best to cheer for the wrong team when they score a goal, because then your sweetheart’s good mood will definitely be over, and he’ll be careful never to drag you into a bar again when—for him—an important game is being broadcast.

    It works!!! Give it a try!

    Next hobby: Fishing!!!

    Hallelujah, that’s another hobby. With all due respect, I mean, I get that our male counterparts back in the Stone Age had to hunt and fish to somehow feed their offspring! Which probably wasn’t all that fun, either, when you had to decide between a mammoth, a saber-toothed tiger, or a gigantic sea monster—whether there would be fatty meat, fish, maybe just rodents, or at least a few protein-rich insects to go with the berry dinner we women had gathered. But these days?

    The wonderful MR. T.

    Well, since I’m obviously a very “eccentric” sort of person when it comes to challenges, after a few previous partners I ended up choosing a very special “prehistoric” specimen: MR. T.!   With everything—including what you’d call “prehistoric”! His characteristics:

    Animalistic

    Burps, farts, honestly picks his nose every now and then (and thinks you don’t notice), makes those strange male-smoker noises in the morning after getting up: You know… Khakrrrhhhch… Cough… Khakrrrhhhch… Cough…

    But he looks (to me, at least) incredibly good, is intelligent (most of the time), has a sense of humor (not always), is lov -worthy (sometimes), and even smells good! (O.K., not always either—like after he’s butchered a fish)

    Close to Nature

    I have no idea why, but in any case, MR. T. has this inexplicable urge—always—unless it’s minus 40 degrees, no matter where or in what setting, to constantly have to run around barefoot. In his defense, though, I have to note that very rarely, even in the height of summer, there are a few events where MR. T. actually wears shoes when the temperature is above freezing. (After I’d deliberately nagged him about four weeks before this important occasion, insisting that everyone there wears shoes!!!)

    Fly Fisherman

    My current sweetheart (MR. T.) is, body and soul, an amateur angler—specifically, a fly fisherman—and he does it with such humility that it makes your blood run cold. It looks something like this:

    Before the so-called “fishing season” opens, he spends hours crafting flies on a table, either alone or with fellow anglers. Lots of small and large colorful insect larvae are expertly crafted with feathers, dog fur, or other shimmering materials and, of course, carefully sorted into small, designated boxes. A treat for every fish, so to speak!

    To be honest, I thought it was pretty funny at the beginning of our relationship—but only at the beginning! Because over time, my sweetheart apparently decided he’d much rather prepare these little delicacies at my place.

    Amore calls me and asks very cautiously if I’d mind if he and his fish buddies could make these premium baits at my place, since I have way more space than he does anyway—and besides, he’d of course miss me terribly otherwise. (Obviously, right?) What a crafty, devious creature he is!

    Logically, what do I do? (Of course, without questioning my idiotic brain cell—which is probably off on a retreat somewhere…) I say yes, of course!!

    And just like that, there’s the problem: Have you ever witnessed this when male fish talk about fishing? No??? Okay, prick up your ears:

    So if you happen to hear men talking about fish—and I’m not talking about the zander on a restaurant menu, the North Sea section at the department store, or at a fish market…! RUN!!!!! Run as fast as you can! If for any reason—such as a physical disability—you’re unable to run, crawl under a table, hide silently behind a piece of furniture, in the restroom around the corner, or at a neighbor’s house! IT DOESN’T MATTER!!! Immediately call for help—a taxi, the police, or emergency services! BUT GET OUT OF THERE if you’re hoping for luck and bliss!!!

    Why? Well, if you can put up with that, you truly have the patience of a saint! Because this fishing drivel is even more dreadful than tedious discussions about soccer! Every one of these so-called hobby fishermen has caught a fish the size of a whale at least once! Logically, this is only thanks to their special fishing technique and their homemade, excellent bait. And of course, this creature was also one of the rarest and most challenging specimens ever hauled ashore by an “amateur angler”! Hours and days of discussions about fish migration routes, bait, fishing reels, and, of course, the biggest fish ever caught in the universe will henceforth haunt your dreams with phrases like:

    “Such huge fins,” that colossal length, and above all those “gigantic eyes” will haunt your dreams, because waking up from THIS nightmare is simply impossible!

    Or as the well-known saying goes:

    “The best anglers have the longest arms … to demonstrate the eye-to-eye distance of their prey …”

    Cave Dwellers

    Or in today’s world: If not “Mom’s place” anymore, then at least a student dorm, a super-cool guys’ shared apartment—or he moves right in with you, because EVERYTHING is so much cheaper there than renting an apartment or owning a home! So, I’ve now described the key characteristics of this unusual creature.

  
    1. Little Human (PART I)

    My dear colleagues

    Yeah, yeah… those dear colleagues! They fall head over heels in love with their beloved and, of course, in the blink of an eye, imagine a relationship that will last at least an eternity, complete with every cheesy cliché: a home, a wedding, maybe kids, a dog, or at the very least a cute little pet to stand in for a child, like a hamster or a hairy tarantula… (Sound familiar?)

    Of course, I’m no different in that regard, although—as you know by now—I’ve opted for cats over a crawling, eight-legged “hairy” insect or a subtropical venomous snake that’s best left untouched. (As cute as those critters may seem!)

    Well then, you’re in the early stages of falling in love and naturally want to find out everything about your sweetheart—and, of course, get to know everyone in their circle!

    Little by little, you’ll be introduced to their family, coworkers, best friends, and the like… In any case, as their “beloved” partner, you’ll now have to constantly deal with their acquaintances and relatives, whether you want to or not!

    Which brings us to the topic at hand! Most of your beloved’s coworkers are actually quite nice—as I said, most of them, but certainly not all! My prehistoric specimen, MR. T., has developed a very special knack when it comes to his fellow human beings. But I still haven’t figured out what criteria MR. T. uses to make these selections.

    In this chapter, though, I’ll mention only two of the people he’s brought along. (The others will even get their own chapter later!) So that brings us back to me and my oh-so-great synapse, which apparently simply ignores dangers that are almost deadly (depending on the person)!

    Colleague (Max)

    So there’s one thing you need to know up front: Max,   (an employee of MR. T.)   oh, you just have to love him—he’s a really great guy! Okay, maybe not exactly Einstein, but who among us is a math genius anyway? Max   is   totally lovable, helpful, funny, and generally reliable. At least when it comes to me—he works for me every now and then, too.

    Max is, honestly, the kind of person you just want to give a big hug! And now we’re in a real pickle! Because that’s just not possible! And for one very simple reason: hygiene! Despite his age (late 50s) and a new, nice girlfriend, Max is definitely incapable of washing himself, brushing his teeth, or putting on clothes that have ever seen the inside of a working washing machine. I swear to God, the number of kind—or not-so-kind—remarks, suggestions, and efforts I’ve made—like buying him new shoes, clothes, giving him tips, deodorant, aftershave, and so on—is practically record-breaking! No chance! In that sense, when it comes to hygiene, Max is unbreakable! Just like the sun rising and setting every day! Max will never change that in his life. Come what may!!!

    After Max, following a pretty nasty crime scene assignment, still refused to let his girlfriend see him in all his “glory” from the inside—let’s put it that way—he’d been given exactly two options by his sweetheart: either undergo a thorough cleaning or find an emergency place to sleep somewhere! After his dramatic call to me and thanks to my incredibly “persuasive, sensitive, and psychological intervention with Max”—in the sense of: “Idiot, get the hell in the shower—we all stink after this call! You just can’t smell it yourself anymore, and wash your clothes or set them on fire—and do it RIGHT NOW!!!”—he actually did end up choosing the INSIDE of his girlfriend’s shower! So that would also disprove, so to speak, the idea of a constant “ ” with the sun rising and setting, which is why there is, after all, a lunar eclipse every now and then.

    Anyway, one day Max was standing in front of me again, looking pretty dejected, because he’d obviously gotten into trouble with his girlfriend and had nowhere to sleep—for some reason, his sweetheart had kicked him out of her apartment that day. (Hmmm—maybe the hygiene disaster???)

    No problem, you might be thinking! He can just crash at my place—assuming you have a second place to sleep (other than the bathtub) in your apartment or house. Because not everyone wants to share a bed or couch with just anyone. (At least I don’t!)

    Well, and since luck and bliss are so kind to me, I’d just moved into a small, lovely new apartment (since MR. T. and I were getting along more poorly than well at the time) and had therefore moved out of our shared apartment. (Besides, maybe a little physical distance could still save something in our relationship in the current situation?!)

    Small, freshly painted, chic—and I’d gotten myself a guest couch, or as I saw it: If MR. T. comes over and he ends up really getting on my nerves, he’ll either have to sleep on the guest couch or I’ll just kick him out of my apartment! (Well, women! We have our moments of power, too!)

    So “poor” Max is standing in front of me—luckily, the sun was shining, so we were able to have our first drink on my balcony and figure out his fiasco… as far as that was possible. So there we are, sitting at a safe distance (thank God, because of the hygiene issue), enjoying a delicious beer, and a little later MR. T. shows up too, and we’re having a blast! After talking it over with Max (and, of course, without consulting my brain cells!!!), I let Max stay over at my place later—after his personal deep clean—on my brand-new (!!!!) couch, of course. So, into the living room, shoes off, make yourself comfortable!

    Do you know what the smell of decay is like? No? Believe me, you never want to find out!!!

    Well, anyway, the gentlemen had stupidly taken off their shoe covers at the same time, and within a fraction of a second, I felt so sick that I sprinted to the bathroom in a ten-second marathon. After what felt like two hours in the bathroom, having surrendered to my stomach, and crawling back to the “living room of death” with a greenish tinge, they were still there—those stinking shoes! Strangely enough, though, they were MR. T.’s shoes! (Max wasn’t wearing any shoes either—but where were they, anyway?)

    You have to understand: MR. T. works in an industry where, of course, you have to wear your shoes all day long—rain or shine—and can’t just quickly slip off your pumps under your office chair like you can in an office. But the smell of decay? In shoes? Never!!!

    Anyway, the story ended with me screaming at the top of my lungs—my face now bright red—at poor Mr. T. like a madwoman, since his shoes were obviously the source of this deadly stench, and eventually forcing him into the shower with a barrage of verbal abuse, because I just couldn’t shake that choking sensation. I didn’t set his shoes on fire, but of course I threw them out onto the balcony, only to realize right away… it wasn
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ORTHE DEVIL OF THE SOUL...






