n Bild, keine Ideen nur verzweifelte Gebete.
mte mich weg. Zum Gliick fand ich bald eine Therapie, die mir

half in fiinf langen Jahren hartep/Arbeit yfein Leben wieder zu stabilisieren und mich zu akzeptieren MIT
meiner Padophilie, jgdach OHNE das gwvigwiahrende Damoklesschwekt, irgendwann zu missbrauchen.

und von Herzen — niemals mochte ich ihnen wehtun!

N Max | Germany
istpator of/'Fate and.Challenge" (Schicksal—uanHerausforderung.de)
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At the age of around 20 I started to realize what my sexual feelings
towards children meant. I was a pedophile.

I always liked children very much and little girls were as attractive to me as women of my age—at least.
I hated these feelings as long as I can remember. But I didn't ever want to rape a child, or did 1?7
Could I still think of myself as a human being? What should my life be like in the future?

No ideas, no examples—only desperate prayers left.

II got washed away by a flood of self-doubt and fear. Fortunately I found a therapy soon, that helped me to get
back on my feet in the five years of hard work following therapy. I finally managed to accept myself
WITH my pedophilic orientation but WITHOUT having the curse of fear and abuse
like the sword of Damocles hanging over my future.

Since I do LOVE children from the bottom of my heart—I never ever want to harm them!

Once upon a time there was a man who grew roses. He had a large garden where many people came to visit
when his roses were blooming. They admired the roses and they admired the hard work this man
put into his garden again and again each year.

Among the visitors of his garden there was also a man who usually didn't come in the bloom. No, he visited the
garden when the roses were just buds. He came every year a few times to look at the buds. He considered
blooming roses beautiful as well, but he was fascinated especially by how such large and delicate flowers could
develope from the little knobby buds. Every year he came and could not get enough of seeing these
small green flower buds , and how they unfolded to blossoms.

In one year, the curiosity drove him to show up again, and to get to know how the buds made it that
in their small round spindles, the petals didn't grow to knots but kept separate from one another. He sat in the
garden and tried to unfold some buds and to cut others open in order to see what they looked like from the
inside. And he was fascinated. He made photographs and sketches and tried to understand what
was going on in the buds as they grew.

As the roses bloomed he was long gone. He knew how they rose and flourished. You can see them everywhere.
But no one seemed to be interested in the buds and their development. Around this time, the owner of the
garden called him. He came and the rose grower asked him for a tour of the garden. They talked animatedly and
he told him about all the work that it took to make roses thrive so that they bloom so wonderfully one day.
Then he said : "Come, | will show you something."

The garden owner took him to a special place in the garden and it was now
impossible to recognize the places he had studied the buds some time before.

"Do you see anything?" the owner asked abruptly.
"No," said the second man, "What should | see?"
"Look carefully! Don't you recognize this and this and that flower?"
In fact, as he looked closely he recognized that the blossoms the rose grower showed him, were unlike
all the other roses in the garden. They did not have the grace and beauty of the other flowers and

their petals seemed to be deformed, partly cut and partly dead.

The man who had examined the buds felt sorry for these flowers. What had happened, he wondered. "What
about them? Did they get too cold at some time? Did they freeze?"

"These are the flowers you have experimented with,"
the owner of the garden answered sadly.
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