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Strength
 

The strength is mine against the current
Up and down again and again

But just before the demise, I regain my strength
and emerge.

 
The commandment of the fighter nevertheless not

only for me I fight again and again against the current
before you go down, I gain strength and get

you back
 

A boon to me commanded I will convert them into
deeds swim for you against the current
before you stay behind, I'll be stronger

and pull you with me
You've done it. I'm stronger than before

The wave is coming over me now
But shortly before the demise



 
I regain my strength and emerge again

Swim against the current for the next one
gain strength even more to bear the burden, which

I am burdened with for you.
Finally, finally I have made it up

 
I let myself fall

The burden wants to crush me
but someone gives me a strong hand and pulls me up

 
Gabi Junker

God gives the strongest man the most difficult tasks.
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My castles
 

Dresden, jewel on the banks of the River Elbe, a baroque kiss in the
landscape.

This city wasn’t just my birthplace, my home, it was much more. I loved
and still love this metropolis of the Saxon kings and the surrounding
enchanting countryside idolatrously. Especially, because there the two
most loved by me people lived. Because they loved me just like me them:
my grandparents. They were the center of my childhood.

Grandpa was a scientist. The thinker of the family. Grandma was an all-
rounder: Housewife, cook, gardener, organizer, cleaning lady, tailoress,
craftswoman and an excellent representative for the many foreign guests
of my grandfather. Above all, she was a loving grandmother and a strict
educator. At some point I almost could memorize the decency rule book of
Adolph Freiherr Knigge, so often had Grandma recited me the rules. I was
hopping mad because of that.

Today I know how important her action was, that she gave me by this the
best foundations for life. Rules, values, standards ...

The two old people were very special to me. The only one ranked before
them was God.

I looked at it like this, as a little girl.

The house of my grandparents was located in the vineyards. Not quite on
the top, but still high enough for me. It was a children's paradise. The days
brought me nothing more beautiful than to romp about outside and explore
the area. The more beautiful places I discovered, the more I loved this
corner of the earth. I belonged there and especially to the vineyards.
Everything around belonged to me. Only me.



Not far away: the elementary school, a small building. It stood right in
front of the vineyards, in a street with beautiful old chestnut trees.

Right next to it: my birthplace. A rather old villa with a huge, very well
cultivated garden in the front part. Its rear part was somewhat overgrown.
For children an enchanted elf kingdom.

For me not at first. I used the garden only for my nap in the baby carriage,
guarded by a large airedale terrier.

It growled at everybody who dared to approach my carriage. My grandpa
has told me.

It's like I snuffle the summer air above my sleeping place in the green.

Augustusweg1. This name fit perfectly to the street where the house stood.

Later, when I already knew something about the royal history of Saxony, I
could imagine how Augustus the Strong rides with his followers through
this alley.

These many trees. This rich green. This scent. Unique. Nevertheless the
next crossing wasn’t the end.



On the right, it goes down to Radebeul, on the left a lime blossom alley up
to the vineyards and thus to the highest point - to Wahnsdorf. When the
blooming period was over, a wonderful, heavy sweet scent lay over the
alley, which depending on the wind direction either moved into the city or
into the mountains. No matter where. It was an awesome smell.

There was once a legend. Or a rumor? I don’t know.

The following was told:

People always had to pay taxes to some ruler. So did the inhabitants of
Dresden and their vicinity a few hundred years ago.

I don’t know if the city was already called Radebeul. But back then there
were already people who didn’t want to pay taxes, and people who were
too poor to pay their tax liability. The got hunted then. The evaders hid
themselves first in the vineyards, later on the very top of the mountain.
Thus a village developed with time. At some point, the tax collectors
found out.

But the villagers had been warned and they could hide themselves in time.

When the tax collectors arrived, it was just the blooming period of the
lime trees. That year, its fragrance was stronger than ever before. When
the soldiers were ordered to burn the village, the sky suddenly darkened.
The soldiers looked up, paused and at that moment a thick, yellowish,
incredibly strong smelling cloud floated towards them. They couldn't
breathe anymore and passed out. Everyone, tax collectors and soldiers,
were insane when they awoke. The villagers, however, were spared.

Since then, the village was called Wahnsdorf2 and the inhabitants did not
have to pay any taxes for many years because no one dared to go up to
them.

Well, we all know what it's like with taxes today.

No matter in which direction you look, Radebeul is still a charming town
today.

Surrounded by vineyards and bordered by the Elbe. In Radebeul you can
find the Indian Museum in the villa of the famous author Karl May. Next



to this museum there is a church where I was baptized. We went there a
lot. Until my mother said that sentence I should never forget again:

»It would have been better for all of us if we had baptized the cake and ate
you and celebrated the day of liberation.«

My baptism day was May 8th. The Victory in Europe Day. Later I never
went to that church again.

I didn't understand the phrase at that time, but I felt that it must be
something very bad, what was said about me. Immediately next to the
Lindenblüten-avenue there was a forest and right at the beginning a small,
former princely residence. Almost a castle. For us children, it was a castle.
our castle, our school. With very large and incredibly high rooms. What
imagination we had.

I wonder what might have happened in these rooms? Who once walked
through the wide doors? Perhaps a prince and a poor girl have found each
other here?

How many weddings may have been celebrated? You didn't hear any
stories about the castle.

But we kids didn't mind. We imagined some, and what kind of ones. There
were no limits to our imagination. From the school a steep path ran up to
the forest. The forest was not very well cared for by the city, it was quite
overgrown. The paths were no longer properly limited and mostly ran into
dense brushes. Quite often, one of these paths suddenly ended in front of
an abyss or you stood at a run down castle wall. It was very dangerous to
go for a walk there if you didn't know your way around. But we knew our
way around this forest, like in our pocket. It was our playground. We built
caves, fortifications and many more.

At the top was a small platform from which you could see whole of
Radebeul. When the weather was fine, we looked all the way to Dresden.

The vineyards carried several such vantage points. The highest and most
famous was the Spitzhaus with the water tower next to it.

My grandparents stood up there with my mother and my uncle, when
Dresden was bombed to the ground on February 14,1945.



It must have been a horrible sight. More than 30,000 people died at that
time.

There were several possibilities to reach the Spitzhaus. One was the paved
road from Radebeul to Wahnsdorf. But there was also a staircase with
more than 600 steps that could be taken. Of course, this was very
strenuous for untrained people.

For us a cakewalk, but we didn't go this way very often.

We children had rather fun walking the half-decayed paths through the
vineyards to the Spitzhaus, although this was of course forbidden for us.
But the forbidden fruits always taste the sweetest. The Spitzhaus
resembled a small castle and had a pointed tower. Hence the name. Or
because it was on the highest and sharpest point above Dresden? Maybe
both.

Those who came from the motorway and drove into Dresden could already
see it, the Spitzhaus. Among connoisseurs, it is just as much a landmark of
Dresden as the Zwinger, Schloss Pillnitz or the Semper Opera House.

Dresden was the cultural town in the eastern part of Germany.

The jewel of the GDR, of this small post-war socialist republic east of the
Elbe, and not to forget: my birthplace.

I was seven years old when my grandparents decided to take me to the
theater and opera. So I experienced many beautiful operas and operettas
early on. Evenings I don't want to miss. Not far from the school there was
a children's home, even in a rather old building. Whenever we passed it, I
heard the children play and laugh. Later on I was allowed to visit the
home. I had already had great difficulties with my mother and suffered
from the tensions between her, her husband and my grandparents.

That's why I wanted nothing more than to be allowed to live in this
children's home. Yes, I envied these children because they obviously had
no worries and problems.

I thought so at the age of ten. My grandparents never understood why I
wanted to go to this home. Many years later, they knew the answer.



But first: I loved my grandparents' house and garden. Their garden was
simply heavenly.

A paradise. Everything that was scarce or not available at all in the GDR
thrived in it: Mirabelles, quince, cherries, peaches, strawberries, apricots.

In front of the house stood a huge old walnut tree. The highlight of each
year was for all of us opening the nuts when they were ripe. A sacred act.

Mmm, fresh walnuts from which the skin could still be removed. Tasty.
The walnuts that could be bought around Christmas were not comparable.

Grandma had a lot of gardening skills. She bred orchids and rare roses, and
she always had much sought-after objects to swap for other rare items that
were officially not for sale, such as bananas or pineapples. However, the
problem of supplying people with food was not limited to tropical fruits.
Often the most elementary things of daily life did not exist. At the end of
the 1970s to the beginning of the 1980s, meat was lacking for months and
vegetables became more expensive.

That was the hour of the allotment gardeners. Vegetables were grown in
the many allotment gardens. Even the smallest balcony in the new housing
estates had to be used.

A time when horse slaughtering was also booming. In retrospect, there
were many quips about it:

»Why did at least one sausage have to be hung in a butcher's shop?«
»Otherwise, you could have confused the butcher's shop with a tile shop.«

This joke was the absurdity par excellence, because tiles were rare in the
GDR, mostly not even aivailable and if ever, then only under the counter
as so-called bottom-shelf goods.

Especially for the people who could afford to pay with West German
money. Even the supply of the simplest hygiene articles was sometimes a
major problem.

What did you not have to come up with to avoid these bottlenecks.

The often heard saying: »We had to make to something out of nothing« –
was perfectly justified.



They were very creative in inventing replacement products. Many people
who grew up in the GDR have kept this up to now. So do I.

Before I go to buy something expensive, I think about whether there is a
cheaper way to make it myself. And most of the I come up with
something.

Of course, it was not hidden to the government that rare articles were
traded secretly and paid with West German money. On the one hand, the
top brass had their people everywhere who had to report to them regularly,
and on the other hand, all postal traffic was supervised by the Stasi.

I have witnessed these Stasi practices up close for some time, because I
worked for a few months in the night shift at the central post office in
Karl-Marx-Stadt, as a young girl after school.

First, I was sent to the mail sorting centre. Our colleagues were assigned a
certain district and we received a list of names, addresses and instructions
not to sort mail from the West for these people. This mail was put in a
basket.



In a separate room there were several officers and we brought this basket
to them. Either when it was full, or at the end of the shift at the latest.
These letters were then screened. If there was money in it, it was usually
taken out, the letters were pasted up again. Many letters were also read,
delivered to the recipient afterwards or he never got to see them. That's
exactly what happened also at the parcel center.

With the help of such a list, the West packages were pulled out, torn open
and most of the West articles removed. They didn't even bother to past the
packages back together again. They were so torn up and handed over,
everyone knew immediately.

Nevertheless, the number of parcels from the West increased. There were
more and more. That must have been a thorn in the side of the
government, because the state did not earn anything from it. So they came
up with something:

Little by little, new shops were opened in every major city. One chain
called itself »Delikat« and the other »Exquisit«.

In the Delikat stores you could buy West German, but also local, rare
products at exorbitant prices; in the Exquisit shops you could buy branded
clothes such as Levis, Wrangler etc. At exquisite prices.

At that time I earned 330 Ostmark3, also known as Alu-Chips, because the
money was made of aluminum. The buying rate to the Westmark was then
at 1:7. After that I would have had a monthly income of 55 Westmark. But
you couldn't calculate like that.

A can of pineapple cost, I think, 10 Marks, a pack of Jacob's coffee 22
Marks and a Levis denim 350 Marks. A normal worker could squeeze his
nose at the shop window and inhale the scents that came out of the shop, or
go home and dream of these things.

Such shops existed only for the upper class and for those who regularly
received money from the West. They had the money, not the little grafters.

My grandparents had enough money.



It wasn't unusual in my grandfather's position. Nevertheless, my
grandmother seldom went shopping in such special shops.

She preferred to trade. Through her trading actions she mostly got what
she was looking for in extravagant things. Grandfather not only had a good
reputation as a scientist, he also made a name for himself internationally
with his rare cactus varieties and the books he had written about them.

Anyone who wanted to know anything about cacti knew his name.

In the garden there was a large greenhouse with his rare collection.

I liked to stay there, watched my grandfather while he was grafting or
sometimes studied there for school. But it wasn't just my kingdom, as
much as I would have liked it to be.

I also had a sister: Helene. We were a girl's house and often we visited the
grandparents together. There was often a tense relationship between
Helene and me. We were very different.



A few years later, mother had moved away with us in the meantime,
Helene and I were allowed to go to grandma and grandpa for eight weeks
and were supposed to go to school there during this time.

My mother went to a rest cure. Everything was arranged. I rejoiced like
crazy.

Finally I was able to go back to where I always felt most comfortable
anyway. I was even looking forward to school. And was disappointed.

The castle had become too small in the meantime. The city hall had built a
new large, modern school in the park, directly below the old building. I
thought it didn't fit into this contemplative picture at all.

The new school messed up the whole park and took away its magic. In the
meantime, the small castle had become an additional building for the
children's home.

Much had changed, but time did not stop. Only my grandparents remained,
thank God, as they always were.

Nevertheless, I felt exactly that my carefree childhood in Radebeul was
over. It was a sorrowful feeling that crept over me.

I felt being sucked into another life. Every time I went to Dresden and
Radebeul, I was drawn to the places of my childhood, to my castles.

This then had its own ritual: I had never allowed my grandmother to pick
me up from the train station in Dresden. I always rode the tram alone
through my Dresden.

»Well, did you finish your nostalgia tour again?«, Grandpa always asked
smiling when I arrived hours later. The two old people understood me,
they were real Dresdeners themselves.

1 Weg = path

2 Wahn = Madness, Dorf = Village

3 Money from the GDR, Westmark = money from West Germany



The other life
 

The other side of my childhood was unglamorous: life with my mother,
who apparently didn't love me very much. And then the often not very
harmonious coexistence with my sister. Mother idolized my sister. I have
felt this way for many years and I have always longed for a real father.
Unfortunately, I never had it and could not accept any of these changing
stepfathers who were put in front of me as a father replacement. Mother
herself never took me in her arms. I can't even remember tenderness, a
kind word or loving gestures.

One of her often unloving sentences accompanied me all my life: You look
like your father. You're like your father and you're a liar, just like your
father.

Later, in her eyes, I became a criminal and a failure, just like my father.
Each sentence was painful like a nail impact. In my mind, the memory of
my natural father was erased for some reason.



Even though I was no longer little at the time, I was eight years old when
my parents separated.

Later I asked about him. Then my mother told me that he was deceased.
Thus felt like a half-orphan.

Maybe that's why I became a rebellious teenager. Rebellious of everything
and everybody, especially my mother. I didn't want to be at home, because
I loathed her various male visitors. I hated this life. For all these reasons, I
voluntarily moved to a children's or youth home. My decision was made
one day.

I went to the youth welfare office and told the people there that they
should put me in the nearest home. Just like in Radebeul, there was one
here. Some of my classmates already lived in this home, among them Nils,
who sat next to me on the school bench and occasionally wrote off from
me.

Actually, I was always a good student, learning was not difficult for me.
Nevertheless, I remained an absolute outsider in school because I did not
want to adapt or subordinate myself. My mother's way of life also has
done much for my reputation.



My sister was not spared either. We were considered anti-social at times.

The state had set itself the goal of making all-round educated, socialist
personalities out of its children.Those who are loyal to their country. That
was the maxim.

This directive has been passed on to schools. And not just there. In
principle, this socialist education began in the nursery and continued
seamlessly: in kindergarten, school and after-school care. Whether young
pioneers, Thälmann pioneers or FDJ1 - everything was paramilitary and
practiced with the appropriate rituals. Every attendance at events was
obligatory and unjustified absence was severely punished. Any anti-
behavior towards the school or organization, even in leisure time, was
made public. 
That's how I experienced it.

I didn't think very much of these associations and organizations and I
didn't like to wear their uniforms. I was chastised all the time. Many
school days began early with an appeal.



Then all the pupils had to line up in the square of the schoolyard and the
director gave his lively morning address. Then it started.

First of all, the very diligent and especially ambitious were publicly
praised. After that, it was the others' turn. Every student who was guilty of
anything within the school or in his spare time was called by name, had to
come forward and stand in front of all the pupils in the middle of the
schoolyard. Then the particular class teacher talked very long and
especially loud about wrongdoings of the student. A nasty and
embarrassing procedure. I often stood there in the front, but not because I
was responsible for a lot of things myself, no, but because there were also
pupils for whom it was a sport to blame others for the slightest offenses or
failures. I was supposedly once observed as I overlooked helping an old
woman across the street.These two losers that had snitched on me received
public praise, and all the students had to punish me with disrespect for a
week. Such a penance had to be imposed by Nils at that time and he also
had to ensure that it was observed.



I could not have guessed then that this squirt was going to propose to me
later on, and that he would become my brother-in-law later. However in
the course of the school years we became really good friends.

1 Free German Youth



Friend, father or father friend
 

Young girl time. On my daily trip I had made friends with a bus driver.
After school, often late into the night, I went on his tours.

Viktor – my crush. He was twenty years older. I was imagining myself to
love him. My mother went waitressing at the time to make some extra
money. At some point she came back home blissfully radiant. She told
Helene and me that she had now met the man of her life. Not again, we
thought. I couldn't stand any more of these men, but we had nothing to say.
On the following Sunday, whoever was to pay us his doubtful visit. My
facial expression must have spoken volumes, because mother threatened
me with all available punishments in case I would misbehave.

Sunday came and at 3 pm the bell rang. Mother asked me to open the door.
I tore the door open and bounced back in horror. My Viktor was outside the
door. That was the peak. That was treason.

I totally freaked out and left. From that day on, I was barely home.

But my mother and Viktor didn't seem to notice that, nor were they disturb
by my absence. On the contrary.

My despair and anger became boundless. I started drinking. But I needed
money for that. I couldn't ask Mother for it, so I stole. First from the
wallet of my mother and Viktor, later from strangers. Of course, it didn't
go unnoticed. Someday I was caught. My police record was accumulating.
When I was 16, I ended up in the juvenile detention home. This was my
entry into adult life.

By the way I never got drunk again after that.

At that time, mother and Viktor got married. After my release, we've been
at war for almost two years. Because it was impossible for me to see
Viktor as a father. I couldn't and didn't want to. I couldn't understand why
he took my mother and not me.



I had no idea then that this story would be repeated in my life, only that I
would be in the role of the mother, almost a déjà vu. Not that it should be
much more dramatic than it was with me.



The Path
 

In the GDR1 you needed either Western money or relations to get
something that didn’t exist officially. For example, an apartment. Almost
the entire housing stock in the country was hopelessly outdated. But for
renovating or new constructions the money was missing. There was
constant housing shortage. Prefabricated buildings emerged as a solution.
The apartments in the prefabricated housing estates were so strongly
limited by the square meters to a minimum for different family sizes, that
they were called by many workman locker. In order to even get an
apartment, you had to register as an apartment-hunter at the respective
housing office. However, up to ten years could pass before you received
the desired admission certificate.

There were new-build apartments, which usually only privileged or large
families got, and there were old-build and extension apartments that had to
be renovated by yourself.

Nobody could choose.

Either you accepted the apartment or the next family on the list was happy
to take it. If you refused to accept a housing offer, no matter which one,
everyone had to expect the same waiting time again.

Unless you had connections. Connections were important. Viktor had
connections. Through his work as a driver for the Red Cross. I'd gotten a
boyfriend by then. Alexander.

At some point I was tired of the war with Viktor, looking for a truce, but I
didn't want to live next to him under one roof. So I asked Viktor to get me
an apartment, which he did. However, I should be married to get it. So
what? Then I'll get married. My friend Alexander agreed. Shortly after my
18th birthday it was time. The event was short and brief. We became a
married couple and I could move out from home.

Furnishing an apartment costs a lot of money, then and now.



We got the state marriage loan of 5000 Marks, but if you calculate the
renovation of an old building apartment, it was not enough. So my
grandparents furnished my apartment. But this was not only related to my
lack of money, it was also about the furniture itself.

We had also received coupons for furniture in addition to the marriage
loan, but these were of little use to us because there were none.

Consumer goods such as furniture, electrical appliances and spare parts or
cars could not simply be bought in a shop. There were often waiting lists
for that.

In the case of cars, the waiting period was between seven and fourteen
years, two years for furniture, one to two years for larger electrical
appliances such as washing machines etc. and up to eight months,
sometimes even longer, for spare parts.

My grandparents sent me an acquaintance with a truck. The car was full of
furniture they had left in the attic.

Finally.

Back then I wanted everything, but not one thing; being alone. However
Alexander was a soldier in the NPA2, and unfortunately rarely at home. At
least the little time was still enough to get pregnant.

One of our neighbors was Christoph. An elderly, at that time still very
attractive man who swarmed around me in Alexander's absence like the
moths the light. I liked that.

To be spoiled like this was new to me.

Until then I had received gifts with my sister mostly only from our
grandparents. From my mother rarely. From what even? As a single
mother, she didn’t have enough money. For GDR circumstances we were
poor, but many others as well.

As a normal citizen, you should be a member of the FDGB (Free German
Trade Union Federation) in order to get a holiday place. You had to sign up
for it. When you got a vacation spot, was written in the stars. That
depended on many factors.



From the work effort in the company, from the evaluation of the
collective, from the exemplary validity of marriage, the upbringing of the
children and how many people were involved. You might have to wait
years for it. Of course, there was the possibility of a camping holiday.
Yeah, if you were quick enough. Even these places had to be booked on a
long-term basis. Nevertheless, the camping holiday remained extremely
popular because it offered greater freedom, less state supervision and thus
more carefree freedom. But you couldn't just drive off and pick a
campsite. No. In the GDR, everything was regulated and had to proceed in
such a disciplined manner, as prescribed by Uncle Sam.

Christoph didn't leave me alone any more, but I was looked after and
courted.

I didn't know such security and care at all. Oh, I enjoyed it to the fullest.
Alexander couldn't notice it, he had his hands full, at least to get a
vacation for the birth of his son.

Fabian was four weeks old when Alexander got to know about my
relationship with Christoph.



He went on his annual vacation and stayed at home for one month. After
his vacation ended, I was pregnant again. Christoph was glad because he
thought he was the father. Alexander doubted his fatherhood from the start.
Only I knew with certainty that it was neither of them.

At that time I couldn’t reveal the father of my second child, that would
have been my demise. So did I believe and kept silent.

A few years later this should turn out to be a fatal mistake. But the
question of fatherhood never came up again, because my lover Christoph
claimed it happily from the start.

1 German Democratic Republic

2 National People’s Army



... into the chaos
 

After the birth of Benjamin in November 1979, Christoph and I got
married. Only then did I find out that he was 23 years older than me. But
this age difference made no difference to me. This should soon change. As
it turned out that Christoph was abnormally jealous and hot-tempered. If a
man on the street looked at me longer than half a minute, Christoph
already assumed a relationship. Just the same when meeting harmlessly
colleagues. It was always the same and every time there were excesses. He
beat me more than once the hell out of me. I can still remember very well
the scene with the company doctor of the diamond factory in Chemnitz, in
the city, which was called back then Karl-Marx-Stadt. I had been given a
position there, as a cleaner in the company medical practice. On one
workday I felt pretty bad, but I dragged myself on.



Just before the end of the shift I fell. The doctor put me on the stretcher
and got a glass of water. He helped me to sit up and supported me with his
arm so I could drink more easily. At this very moment Christoph entered
the examination room.

He stopped dead in the doorway, but said no word. It was also redundant as
his face spoke volumes and his ice cold gaze pierced through me.

Without saying a word, he slowly walked through the room, pushed the
doctor aside, dragged me from the stretcher, and pushed me out the door.
Outside his hand closed like a steel handle around my upper arm until we
were home. I anticipated what awaited to me. After we arrived in the
apartment he sent the children to play in the yard and closed the door.

Silently, and constantly staring into my eyes with his compelling look , he
took very slowly, almost in slow motion, an extension cable from the hook
on the wall. He carefully placed both ends in his right hand and came
towards me. I was trembling like a leaf and begged over and over again:
»Please don’t. Please don’t. It wasn’t anything. Please don’t hit me.«

In the meantime he had stopped. He rocked up and down with the heels
and hit gleefully the extension cable like a whip into his hand. Again and
again. Each time I winced and each time the blows grew louder.
Meanwhile I crawled on my knees before him and begged him to stop.

I was already totally exhausted and could only whimper and beg. But that's
exactly what he was waiting for. Out of the blue, he brutally struck me, the
beatings came down on me. He hit without interruption. How long? I don't
know. I didn't know when he quit, either.

When I came back to myself, the lights were out all over the apartment – it
was three o' clock in the morning. From my uncomfortable position on the
ground I could see the kitchen clock. I wanted to turn on the lights, but I
had to get up for that. When I tried to move, I screamed in pain and could
not stop. Seconds later the door was torn open and Christoph came
storming into the kitchen.



»Shut the fuck up. We want to sleep, you bitch.«, and he left again. Shortly
before the bedroom door he turned again, came back and hit me in the face
with his fist. Some sound came to me, but I was still far too numb to see
what it was. I heard that sound a few more times, louder and louder.
Strange. Some time later there was a loud bang and then I heard voices:
»My God. Somebody go get the ambulance. Immediately..« In total I was
in hospital for almost eight weeks.

Christoph hadn’t beaten me green and blue, no - my body was almost
completely black, some f my ribs and the right arm were broken. My boss
had been worried after I hadn’t appeared to work, and meanwhile it had
leaked that Christoph beat me. But since I didn’t dare to report him, again
nothing happened to him.

Back at home, I watched Christoph even more carefully than before the
last hospital stay, in order to avoid possible danger situations in advance or
to try at least . A few months it didn’t run smoothly, but there had been
already worse times. Then these situations and beatings accumulated
again.



Because my anxiety increased immensely I asked a friend to move in.
Lotta. She knew Christoph and knew how brutal he was to me. But she
dared herself to bring Christoph to reason. She often did. Then each time
Christoph regretted what he had done to me the day before and slid with
roses in his hands before me on knees. Deceptive. Two or three days later
he had forgotten this already and I got the next beating.

The children, my boys Fabian and Benjamin, he idolized. These were his
princes. Nevertheless he has trained them strictly, they couldn’t allow
themselves anything.

He never struck them, neither did he need to. Christoph raised them with
his eyes. Diabolically. With me he applied other insidious mental methods.
Because he knew that my mother had already controlled me to perfection,
it was no longer a feat for him to create the same feelings of guilt within
me.



After one and a half years I was mentally and physically exhausted. But
only with the help of a new friend did I succeed in getting rid of this
marriage.
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