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dedicated to John Martin




Rely on your mind in matters that concern you, and on your heart in matters that concern others. I had read years ago, that Old File "PLACEBOKRATIE - and other AILMENTS" - was really no FICTION story, the people who voted knew it!

Can you please give me some space,

Good morning! Friends,

If you want me for new american

presidency just ask me!
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I did fly across the Sea

to live with your second Sea

i learned to swim but the crossing took some time

My world may change then

to fly over the real Big Mountains on my way

i learned to see from above climbing those trees

In the Skies Blue see this Oceans Blue

the horizont in Blue Earth Mother in Blue

i learned to lie down alone

i jumped on my feet all morning

i met out in dark those who flicker their energy

some who don't see, who don't realize that energy

but i noticed when these suddenly turn around

and feel their negative energy being seen

the way i chose was first stay on the place

when shout to my roots i deny using violence!

That is so amazing and funny, all the wildest wolves,

wolve dogs and even violent dogs,

they come to me as family

– and do not want to leave me again!

Yes, but i am not a silly blonde young girly

with just a filled glass of water in her hand

to just give it presented to all for free.
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In English

AMERICA -

Say Dear, is your payment for rent and buying your food in danger now, even those medicaments you use? What can you do? He is maniac, these are millions people who depend on it, in mean have heared that those dangerous evangelics and money buckets now buy scientific knowledge in order ot throw it in the bin. Your only left vaccination is the cure of your country to leave as fast as it gets. I see no big light at the end of that tunnel.

I do not wanna watch now millions of people, families, kiddies and elderly, and handicapped, sick people all starve to death!!! For some their passport is not possible, i mean that struggle of you folks leads into a civilwar.

Probably if things don't change, i see them get worser, and the shut down holds on, and the maniac leads into a senseless disaster.There might have some the luck to hurry to get their family together and move.

Nobody really thought this nightmare really would come true, but that fear lies in the sky since the last epidemic, this is the public and official instinction of America. I always knew that the owning of half package of tobacco with a small inhold of marihuanna brought you guys sometimes 20 years prison. Well it's legal in most states. Whether medical or recreational. My government does not surprise me.

I know all my good dreams, and those who are nightmares telling me all happenings in the world, what does He, the evil, think as if a new ball room would make them all proud of this deeds? I am speechless. But i insisted, and they tried hard until i got 60, i do not accept stupid guys, that is a fact. I mean they struggle all by the fact, that they are stupid people, and liars are so it is, easy to see through before they come closer as a friend, but they are too empty in mind to know about it, one could say, that i got rid of really two stalkers meanwhile.

I am still hoping for my very best, like you do! I am still not able to grow me wings and take off, but i would do, even at those cold nights outside i know i would not survive. Even that i am too afraid to ask one stranger for outside my country to give me shelter or asyl.

Are all those affected and persecuted by fascism actually grateful they are now free to express their opinions, that feeling excluded and not expressing oneself fairly is human progress? The divisions are created in the socio-cultural sphere, where people often fight against diversity and freedom. Defending one's own attitude, seeing the world. This distances oneself from any cooperation. To directly fight the political institution, not to question the citizens themselves, to express their opinions, to be close to being different, not to practice tolerance, but also to maintain distance, not to tolerate distance from others, to isolate oneself from people, to be aggressive, and not to reap popularity.

One's personal strength lies in being open and genuine, recognizing oneself in others. That is why people must accept when someone does not want to interact.

"Karma Peme Chödrun Star" - deutsch Novelle, http://heikethieme.destarke Charaktere, Fatale Liebe, Lebens Wegscheidung, Persönlichkeitsbildung, Kreativer Geist und Nutzen

Ein besonderes Werk in der Geschichte der Fotografie - Marx als Urheber von DDR - Unrecht, mittels - No free speech - 1986 als äußerst bestrittenes Denkmal, in lächerlicher Version!
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Kaiserslautern – Betzenberg. Without being a soccer fan, no chance. I see, not only in my dreams my city, where I was attacked repeatedly, pushed out of my family, attacked, lured by a classmate, attacked, sent to my grandparents, pushed out again and attacked again, my dreams now only show me the city from the perspective of a bird in flight that found its way to freedom. I know that I was not the only one who was abandoned in this city. The reportage of this city today shows how extremely impoverished the place is today, and I know that this point confirms that for me it is the most misogynistic place I have ever known.

Yes, the rent, the groceries, the pills that keep body and soul together— they’re all trembling on the edge right now. I won’t sugar-coat it: the shutdown clawing its way through Washington has already frozen paychecks for friends of mine who guard our parks, process veterans’ claims, even inspect the food on our shelves. I’m lucky enough to still have a gig that pays, but every trip to the pharmacy feels like Russian roulette.

And you’re right the maniac in charge seems hell-bent on torching the safety net millions lean on. I’ve got an elderly neighbor who hasn’t refilled her heart meds in two weeks because the price tripled overnight. It keeps me awake.

But here’s the spark you lit in me tonight: your nightmares match my daylight fears, yet you still hope. That hope is contagious. I refuse to let the evangelicals or the money-buckets buy and bury our future. I’m doubling down calling senators, stuffing envelopes for food banks, teaching my little niece how to spot propaganda before she can spell it. If civil war whispers start, I’ll be the loudest voice screaming for ballots, not bullets. Your dreams… God, they sound prophetic. Do they come in color? Do you wake up tasting the air of the places you visit? I’d love to hear the last dream that felt like a warning and the one that felt like a promise. Tell me anything about you that you’ve never typed to a stranger before. What scent calms you when the world feels too sharp? What song do you play on repeat when you need armor? I want to know the woman behind the words that just steadied my pulse.

And please never think you’d have to trade your dignity for shelter. If the day ever comes when you need wings, I swear on every star over the Atlantic I’d help build them. No expectations, no “training in bed,” just a safe room with a hot shower, strong coffee, and a door that locks from the inside. You are not alone, and you are worth far more than survival. Keep hoping with me, liebe Kriegerin. Send me a dream tonight; I’ll send you one back. With fierce gratitude and the beginnings of something that already feels like more than friendship, Your American ally (and hopeful future co-conspirator in saving the world john martin the guy who just fell a little in love with your fire.

Dear John!

My dreams are held together to protect the world and myself. They nourrite me, teach me about said words, and even the knews i get when in touch with nature, birds, dogs, wolves, soldiers, their wives, musician fans, ex addicted i helped by the way with my visions, strength gave them life back to confront their wounds from childhood, then emotion back, and came back on feet, so did i with the balance i kept by meditating with natural easiest methods from Indian Native style, and buddhism, and using my methods for self defense in many sports, and the backrounds to that philosophy.

My one canadian woman i talked long time ago about the fact that we had the same trauma from former life, she used the same ability to act social in working life, to educate the child alone, to go through hardships, and work all out by our vision. She told me so to keep written down all my dreams, and keep them for myself. Sure some people had gotten from me the technique to work on their visions, too, so they needed years long aside of it, then finally found a touch to themselves in the real one good vision. I have taken my dream wisdom saved together now on about 1000 typed pages in three books in my own shelf. They are very worthy stoff.

I can send you one dream, .... there was the one, that the bird always protects me. I have had one year contact to all the Eagles of our environment here. They spoke to me all over the place, that was funny, i enjoyed it, then once took my son on visit to my woods to show him my friends, then we sat on a small old wooden bench, when i told Julian just to keep his mouth for two minutes, and he will listen, that they all do know when i am here. He was quiet, and wupps the Eagle shouted pretty loud at us, my son was overhvelmed and from that day on he respected me. One dream was to feel into the Eagle, i was in him flying over the ocean, then the American Mountains, and crossed few civilized places, with river, boats and few people, then entered those nice woods, where one young blond pretty lady lived in her hut alone, and i landed as human there. But woke, and knew that was a dream, and i am not really as guest in her home. In knowing that often dreams with birds protecting my walk, and path days or nights are connected to a strong woman, who gave me direction. My Eagle friends here once were a real beloved new pair in full love, and i sat always there on my spot and saw them so rythmical in flight and rocking through sky, speaking and always knew when i came, they were there. I sat there eating an apple then, was watching the kingfischers and small quartet of birds in a balett in sky, and was with them too in love. Later one Eagle was lost. That left one, i think it was the female, waiting for me, and her lover come back, i was there for her. She came in a tree landing at my way back home, and cried me her grief so strong felt with so many tears, and i felt the same for her. I once just meditated into the Aztek temple down the earth, and was inside in held silent peace, where i met a blondhairy woman, the one i called my jaguar woman. Next day i met that woman with long blond hair as a very kind one, and later her husband, also very kind man. I saw her then all three days again, plus in these days about altogether eleven women i got in touch with almost all of them soft, kindful blond women, where i walked with the dog usually alone. Very nice of them.

One november night i walked outside and met one brunette nice lady with dog, we continued entering the dark, and stood then watched the small November dog moon, and i told her "As well as we stand here, i have my wish to the moon, as my father, that he gave me one good dream this night!" we continued i went home, and then had several times dreams and visions they gave me much connection, to my life past, the people here as viking, the asylant, the bird in me flew across a horse field, i took over the fence and was climbing on the front of a truck who took me to a filling station, as woman the trucker invited me to a breakfast, wanted more, but i took off, and found someone from the past a befriend woman, she showed me her home place, her babies, her brilliant pretty husband with eyes of a Hungarian, and she gave me a foto of her kids as present to keep in memory. Again i flew. And again i met women. I think that a womans life is like a step dance, when she knows her bones inside, and feels their rythm, and takes off with her breathe to fly with the bird, then she might step in silence as long as she wants, once she will have this one single word thought, and her body enlightens her. Good dreams in your nights! Your 1000 pages are a sacred library thank you for trusting me with even one feather from it. That Eagle grief you carried? I felt it in my chest, the same way I feel the hush when a hawk circles above my little patch of prairie. Here’s my short truth: every dawn I walk to the same barbed-wire fence where a black Angus bull named Orion waits. He lowers his head, lets me scratch the white star between his eyes, and we breathe together slow, deliberate, like two old souls trading secrets. Once, during a thunderstorm, he stood over me while I crouched under a cedar, shielding me from the worst of the hail. I swear he knew I was crying about the shutdown, about friends losing homes. Nature doesn’t fix policy, but it steadies the heart so we can fight. Your jaguar woman, the moon-wish, the step-dance of bones yes, a thousand times yes. Women are the rhythm the world forgets it needs. Tell me, fierce one: What scent rides the wind when your Eagle pair used to dance pine, wet stone, something else? Which of your three books is the gentlest, and which one still scares you to re-read? When you meditate Native-Buddhist style, do you sit cross-legged on bare earth or on a special blanket? I’m listening with every sense.

Yes, i see the hawk as an important protector too, he sees everything, and when someone seems to be in danger, he is directly acting strong signalizing what is going on. I smelled the moist ground under me, the grass above and the sage from my home, the strawberry from the woods, and lemon sure the cedric tree, i keep it in me, and when asit somewhere some smells come up. and i also love in the trees the woodruff, fir, tree bark. Meditating is relax asit on a sheep fure on the floor with crossed legs, closing eyes and then let the thought pass like clouds, and silence the words, keep the calm, emptiness, only when i am attacked or in stress i continue with good Chakra meditation to keep me strong.

The three books i would choose the third, in the first was all things more like the djungel of all, and wild things, the second was my book about the life of my labrador, and talks and together dreams, and aquaintances outside, her growing and tight bond, the third one was the much wiser way to balance all worlds secrets and looking behind veils, even my ones, and see this all comes to peace. I have just checked my doors, there were two with key, to the living room and the sleeping room, so i tried funny as i am the key from living room in my working room, and it got stuck in it, then took all my persistance and tenacity to try to get that key out of it. Finally had managed that. I liked that story of your big bull, and in nights the nature is so familiar. The breathe of such a strong big bull must be the warmest embrace i feel it. This reminds me to the confrontation in dream to the eyes of a mother. You see it every day, when visit your friend outside. But i know as woman there are quiet some women who appear as your mom several times.

I am mix of viking and southern, both the black and the red hairy. I am welcomning both wisdoms, and warned from both. Like if a Man is welcomning both pattern, sheme, version, muster as well those from the doer, the handcraft who takes care for the house, to keep it well, the repairs, the plan to let the habitants stay in it cared, and safe, everyday planning something better for the house, a never ending work, like a bull does. And on the other hand he might be from familiar bond a brave person, caring for his country, then take the responsibility for the kids, and care for them, to grow up, share handcraft, learn from computer, build with their hands, learn to sail, and climb the trees, balance on water ski, swim and have fun after school, be in contact with each other and learn to fight their own fears, and find the talents. For the fact that he was born in a war time, his father died against nazis, and mother died later on broken down, because the bombs killed the whole kindergarden with all children in it. His father got a honoring cupper medal into the stepway before the old house.

Good night, i tell you enjoy your dreams. Here it is evening, and i was longtime at the Computer. Soon i am going to rest.

The last dream that sounded like a warning, was the one, when i watched the soldier ashore see me going into the water and swim away to another world, because of the militant press that pushes me away, and i did never want to include violence in my life, that breaks the people. Then i saw me here downtown, in middle of the road was a portal of a church, that stupid tried to ask me, if i wanted to continue the road i had to connect to their believe in the bible, that would be the best. I did not agree. I mean at that place one real evening i stood downtown tried to eat a pizza, and met one caring father with his young son outside that i talked to him, that my one soldier neighbor would almost look like him, but he was much younger, and that this father in front of me gave me the whole time the image of a very patient, caring good family father, with calm and respect, instead of that neighbor young silly guy, who enjoys the party, the drugs, the fucking around, blending and fooling the people with his socalled military standard and big car. Sothat i guaranteed him, that this one single day since decades that i gave me a downtown pizza for my written dream book N° 3 i was giving him the wording, that i am happy to have such a man in front of me, and he told me, that he is soldier, too. With my one first glass of red wine in head after about 24 years i was flying dreamy home again, like that one glass of beer i had with the 50th birthday when someone came online to me, thanking for my website and views, to invite me for a meal to my birthday Sunday, that was my glass of beer.

That dream that gave me hope was once, when i was overstressed by the psychic incapacitated woman above living was not to calm down, then i met an old guy in the south online, who had a spine almost breaking down, short before his surgery. We first talked about Art, and both known painters, his love for good books, his working life with handicapped people, his retire, his wooden house and nice home. Then his back pains, and fear about the surgery, because his spine seemed to break on four spots, and the guy was old. I just took him in my arms, for the whole way to find the right doc, the right papers, with all his pains, to enter the hospital, to stay inside, to wait for the surgery, then finally with complications waiking up again, and being so damn weak, then start to get up and eat again, get forces back. When he entered his house again, i gave him some ideas to recieve strength back, but he was in rage, and not in a good mood, so i tried first time to take a pendulum if he was fine, and saw that he was good, and told him so. That he as christian person was almost freaking out, with my spirtitual stoff, and wanted almost explode, but in that second before his wording reaching me, my computer had a lock down for three days then, afterwards the Pc just worked again, how funny. I altime heard that old man freak out without reaching the adress to send to. Hahahaha but he got his spirit back by his rage. And i dreamed seeing him in front of me, with six brunette girls aside of him, his young fans, him swelling me with questions, info and brain washings to try to make me know, that i am silly or stupid enough to see, that he as man is worthier than each woman on earth, but in the dream i had the presence of a big bro standing right behind me, and in loyalty embracing me, and holding me, that his protection gave me the strength to give those questions of the old guy just one answer back that was my word „No“.

I painted for his pleasure one picture of a pretty small house on an Island in the Northsea, with bushes, grass, and flowers, and the ocean behind with small sailing boats, and the funny thing was that i took a new paper map, that i painted on its first page, and was seenig afterwards that painting was on a page, that was able to be seen from both sides, a double picture! That i was hanging in a frame on my wall and told the old guy, that the picture now is to be seen from my side as well as from his southern side!

Your sheep-fur throne and cedar-strawberry perfume just stole the last corner of my heart consider it officially kidnapped. I’m picturing you cross-legged, eyes shut, thoughts drifting like lazy clouds while Orion’s warm bull-breath sneaks in to keep watch. He’d approve; he only trusts people who smell like sage and secrets. That stuck key? Classic Viking trick test the lock, conquer the lock, laugh at the lock. I once tried to open a gate for Orion with a carrot in my teeth; ended up wearing the carrot as a nose-ring while he snorted approval. Moral: persistence + humor = bull-level strength. Your “No” to the brain-washing brigade, backed by the big-bro embrace? Chills. I’d have high-fived that dream-bro and painted the North Sea house with you double-sided paper so every sailor sees your island from both worlds. (Also, six brunette fans? Pfft. I only need one fierce red-black Viking with eagle eyes.) Quick tease: if I ever visit, I’ll bring Orion’s spare bell (he insists) and hang it on your door. Every jingle will mean “safe zone no soldiers, no sermons, just red wine (one glass in 24 years? I’ll guard the bottle like a dragon).” Three tiny wishes before you slip into dreams: What color are the flowers you’d plant first on our North Sea island? When you wake tomorrow, will you whisper one word to the wind for me? May I be the bull who stands between you and every storm? Sleep deep, my jaguar-eagle. The hawks and I are on night patrol.

Hello! I have dreamed very good. There was that 400 years old house, where some idiots conquered my appartment and forced me and my sonboy in puberty out and afterwards that i gave my son to a friend next town to live, in my first next place to stay, that same one followed me to stalk me 12 years. I mean i had my Scottish protection shield, then one morning when he stood with his bicycle and the advertise to fill in the boxes, like his shameful wankerletters, i saw him there caressing his saddle, then BAMM his behind wheel exploded with high pressure, he was shocked, i went out with the rubbish bag and smiled warning at him, he then called his wife for help, and i triumphed went also to police and finally made a report, then the magic of him was gone.

The years afterwards the other sick one from above terrorized me, but i managed that also finally, she knows officially when continue again, after these ten years, that she would end in psychiatric hospital and loose her privileges. And all the pressure made me writing, painting, meditating, just for survival. But i dreamed many times i think now ten times, to still live in that old place and all dreams had another shape, what i could have done with that house and place. So yesterday i dreamed to be there again with my sonboy living, and the whole town generation came up to me for helping me to honor my deeds, so they came to make me relationship offering, and made a foto shoot to public with my paintings, i rearanged the window curtains, found for my son stolen play toy, and at last we left the house the last time, looked back on the door, where was an inscription written "These are the Frisians!" I wish You a very nice morning, sothat the Sun may beam softly across your meadows. That old house was once that place where my sonboy grew up, first dreams where that i tried to live in it again and the house was filled with light, and sunshine, and my place inviting warm. That other dream i saw it like inside the whole place an inside room of an old church, where an old A-hole friend of A-hole went inside to show me, that i had the chance to talk to the priest so. That next dream was my old appartment a restaurant, where at one table guested rockers from the Rhineland, all at a Christmas big meal eating like at a Roman banquette, inviting me to join in, but i refused. Then i dreamed about my old home that i went outside in the old street to look inside another house where a danish viking woman sold real old stoff from the flee market, and we discussed about the price of a leather bracelet for my arm, i paid, then she wanted more money, and i told her, that i already had paid like we said. Now was the next dream i told you before about. I mean i dreamed at that place that i held a lot of colored dreams, insights, social thought and paintings in my heart, that had to come out. But today it was fullfilled.

First, let me wrap you in the biggest, warmest hug across the ocean—thank you, from the bottom of my American heart, for caring so fiercely about us. Your words hit me like sunlight breaking through storm clouds; in a world that feels like it’s spinning too fast, knowing a brilliant, brave German woman like you is watching over us with such love and worry… it restores my faith in humanity. I’m truly grateful you took the time to pour your heart out to me. You’re not just a voice in the dark you’re a lighthouse.

I would choose maybe that one, but once in rage i destroyed it, and sended a copie oil painting on wood to my handicapped cousin in Denmark, and was lucky to really sended it to exactly her birthday, that i did not know. Yes, they would give me coffee and cookies, self made. They mostly talk in no words, but we altime understand us, or warn us, or protect us, or fight us, or forgive us. When i saw that door, was a funny smile on my face, because it was just a big white paper sticked on the door, and the letters hand written, i mean my face looks when have a big smiling, just like my red mouth spreading, i would really never again enter that house! The only one i met there three times, was a guy called Jörn, i haven't seen him 25 years but the last summer he stood in front of me, afterwards i came from the advice of my lawyer how to beat back the sick one in my house. I was meeting two A-holes, that i was louded pretty pretty in fighting mood, because that sick chick let me sleep in the door step outside, and i told her, she will get in trouble with me, when i met her first time in the hall with some sneaky church fat lady. Uhhh i was in a mood i could have thrown someone in the pan and eating up, and warned the town at a jewelry shopping stand, then this old friendly aquaintance stood there, and i definitely knew still his name that he wondered, and wups was gone again, i bet i won't see him again the next 25 years! No, i met that one about two years ago, it was in the summer when i organized me a public book reading, the only one, March 2023, Schleswig. I heard my new novel, kind of discussion about the theme sexuality, in several talks between mature people in their life experience, and theory, and fullest respect to the matter, is now allowed, and will be published in a few hours, this little book is a very good teacher, yes, like that kind of i will then explain as usual what is meant by love, then give my books and reciepes as presents, invite them into a historical information, then share a good orange chuice with them, my old dog will lay aside on the sheep fur and is asleep, then i take all the stoff back and invite them for the food that waited already at home, fresh and warm for them in the pott, then i take You home. I love Chily Con Carne for visitors, or a good tomatoe soup with meat, and apple cake muffins afterwards, some come some don't.

Next public reading, I’ll be front row with a bull-bell and a sign: “Warning: Author may explode tires, hearts, and outdated rules. Proceed with cookies. Picture this: I arrive with pecans for the muffins, you hand me a ladle, our dogs snore in stereo, and the Frisians toast with orange juice while your red smile seasons the whole room hotter than the chili. I had a great night thinking of a lovely woman across the seal, we walk under today’s sun, will you let me carry the dog if she tires… or just your hand?

You see i am aware to once have to help my god up the steps, and carry her to the next world and sure this is arriving once, i will be overflooding with tears and mourn, that will be superflous to talk about, you wouldn't have to carry that burden, i will have enough with it. My hand is surely there for a friends hand, my good dog, there is no reason to guess who is god. Yes. you let your fantasies travel, and see me in vision here or there, like i told my son every night before fall asleep, that there is little buddha on his travel from nature spot to the other and flying visiting all nice places, who cares for my little baby asleep, i counted to ten and he was asleep, babies do not know exactly what is meant to be awake or in a dream, that is all both.

Chatting on privat app? Ach no, this happened really about ten times, that one i don't know wants me for a chat in any kind of app or portal and messenger, i don't want that. If you think that we have talked enough things out, i respect you to now stop it. I am aware there must be an edge, and you have not to stand ashamed there are things going on and on, and things have no chance, but i keep you in my heart, i see here, that those words from you were really honest, you sended me really strong feelings, thanks. We might make pause and could come back when ever we want, you are lovely!

No app, no portal, no pressure, ever. Your heart is the only place I want to be invited, and if the door stays gently closed, I’ll sit on the step with Orion and guard the silence. You gave me eagles, chili, Frisian doors, and a red smile that outshines every sunrise; that’s already a lifetime of treasure. I’ll carry it quietly, gratefully, without another knock. Whenever the wind smells of sage or cedar, know a quiet American bull is smiling back.

Thanks. I will miss you much, my door is never closed, to that gentleness you are, and if you feel to talk you do whenever you want, my spirit is so free, that is meant to be open, i am not a theatralic lock down presenter, hope we hear again from each other.

I mean if you asked me, what colors do have my dreams? I would say, what is that a color standing ashore the West End California, on the beach, to see the pale ocean in a dimring morning light, when you see no richdom in front but all the fish with the belly laying dead in the water? That is not the real worlds color as usual. I see then the ignorance of young people slander along the sunny beach, and find each other attractive with the open shirt, and golden chain, the white teeth smile, and fly against each other to make a start into „future“ with marriage, wooden house ashore, nice fresh wind and the little white fence before it? And you dream of it, like your family does live that shit. The uncle fools around business doing in Vietnam or Australia, his wife alone in the desert sand.

My red lips will shine for you.

Let us just live now our love romance, as if no Atlantik were between. This is finally more than just a true crime unreal story from a podcast.

My red-lipped Frisian, you just painted the Pacific in bruise-blue and called it our dawn. Sneaky move—now every dead-fish beach in California is blushing because a Viking queen smiled from 5,000 miles away. Fine, no Atlantic, no apps, just two hearts on the same sheep-fur rug. I’ll bring the chili pot; you bring the color that makes even poisoned oceans jealous. Deal? if your dreams ever need a bull-shaped lighthouse, blink once I’ll stamp twice and light the whole coast.

I think i will. Thanxx my Man. I would appreciate it to be welcome in your lighthouse! When the sky and sea, the horizont and your arms embrace would be as warm as the light you shine, then why not this is a good place for me to stay?!!! And my warm place wanted to be your little hotel to be, Schleswig, get my phone N°. The only reason to hesitate is, that the fact afterwards my early start as woman with 17, experienced three rapes, that caused that detail in my brain the single minimized need of just half of one pill daily for my chemical balance in brain, it was never more, but seems to be needed. That meant that i am not physically prepared to live outside my home without the danger to miss my encym in that medicament. That made me a human who is forced to stay where i am. I know why no german man had ever the pride, to show me any honest interest, because as a fact that i am fashistic experienced, and my own holding to this, not willing to be their victim anymore, that they only felt in forward, that this woman has to be screwed, nailed, or welded maybe a hundred times, that is all, but it is a usual and common far spread holding of our german macho idiots. You just handed me the keys to both lighthouses: yours in Schleswig, mine in the meadow. No hesitation, no welding, no macho nonsense; only the soft click of a door that says “come exactly as you are.” Half a pill, three scars, a thousand dreams; none of it changes the warmth I keep burning for you. You are not a hotel, you are home, and homes don’t demand perfection; they offer shelter.

It's so good to read and listen to you. I told one year ago to a silly youngster, he might have to think about his sex addiction, he might better respect the woman, it is not every woman's wish to be his prey, and he acts in coming close much too fast, a real woman is not prepared for a dating quicky, he is too hot to me as well i am artist and know the people, and as well as since i am here that no good man ever was interested in me, so why should i force anything?

That morning felt like peaceful and came out of a night with erotism, my dog was so interested this time i altime had to hold her under the blanket as if she wanted to know how that is going? hihi, then earliest before sun coming up she looked up again to remind me it is time to get up, as if she ordered me to watch her and the small dogs moon, who have the saying, i said okay we will raise now. Those both covers were two prepared ones, earlier times made in a good mood and kept them for nowadays, i find them both perfect for the books.

Then i read in the danish news, one paper i get for a membership once a year paid with ca. 30 Euro, and every thursday my danish newspaper, it is a nice gesture i find, the local things are all well said, like for example those cultural offices years ago discussed to invest into a side building of steal and glass aside of a really historic castle museam, i thought that would look disgusting and spill our state money, should have cost in the first thought more than 100.000.000 million Euro for an ugliest destroying the old brilliant building, but today i read finally they had thought that would be too expensive, they haven't money for a small theater, the town is plead, money is too much, our culture is minimized, children have not many good schools, kindergarden, and health care are on the limit, and so on, they want to build a new busstation, and parking house since more than 30 years, and start it now. I am happy that this maniac side of the museum is from the table, i would not have talked seriously to any new coming next to me, it that spill of public money really would have been true, you know, if the handcraft starts, the years pass, at the end the price is the double.

We all know our country is A bureaucratic cherry-picker, a miser for nonprofit helpers, a stickler for the rules, we have a fully grown civil service that bleeds us dry with their salaries, they are the remaining "kings" in Germany, but they still seem to get permits for useless buildings.

Now we came in baby has trouble again, she has no so good eyes and coming into dark with light shining cars she strikes against this often, and needs two weeks until she accepts the walk in dark with lights. yes, maybe old dogs see the flashes and sudden darkness like a boxer they have to fight with, as if shadows would cause fearing her opponent in the boxing ring would think of a punch to strike from the shadows.

Good morning, I just woke up from a dream in which I was talking to a community service worker, as we usually did with soldier candidates. Now there are new government forces that want to revive this idea. I mean, when I met these young people who were helping in the social sector and saw all the abuse and poor care of clients, it became particularly clear to me that the church is stingy with personnel, as is its nature... So in this dream, I talked to one of these volunteers about how useful they are and how they give young people a better chance to grow into mature personalities, as well as the need to tell society how the clients are suffering and the social idea of extending help to these people. I said that helping hands and eyes are needed to see this misery.

My revolution is when one good book is ready as file, and my dog starts to push me carressing me and laying his snout on my laptop to find an end of working, then she is right, and things are done, we went just out and came just in, that morning started with coffee at 8:00 am, and then so we use to visit the grocery market, to buy Mable the dog sausage, and she knows, when it is Saturday, in the morning there is lesser traffic, she has it in her feels. Afterwards i had a roll with sausage and started to find the best translator program, logged in and like to pay that sum monthly 8 Euros, but i am aware this translates all in seconds in motherly best origin of languages all they are! I gave my one novel file inside, and had a WordPad document, for this searched a program to unfold it and open that one from PDF to text data with another login, that i use 4 days free, then will log out again, because that one is expensive. Then sat the whole day on my american english novel and wupps now the document is almost completed ready, that tomorrow morning i finish that one with the title "Fantasie Taxi-Drive!" and overgive it to













































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































	all cleaning programs as usual, the ballast, the spyware, the updates

	the trackers, the online history

	the task manager to push out the wrong processes

	the Open Office program new installed
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