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show you  

how it's done, 
Fighting,  

You must do it alone. 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Dedicated to my grandmother, Frieda Pommer 
(see last page) 
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Why this book? 
 
We are increasingly controlled by gray eminences 
and systems. Orwell's "1984" and Big Brother are no 
longer science fiction, but everyday life.  
 
Only martial artists, and especially fencers, have 
learned to fight independently on the planche and to 
stay largely away from external influences. But that 
also has to be learned. 
 
This book is therefore not primarily intended to be a 
training guide for fencers, but to educate about 
connections that influence the athlete from the 
outside. This is not only about the sporting 
environment, but also about forces that deliberately 
instrumentalize sport for their own purposes. 
 
Those who are aware of these connections will be 
able to defend themselves against these influences 
not only on the planche, but also in everyday life.  
 
The aim of this book is to strengthen the individual 
and protect him from foreign influences.  
 
Erik Kothny 
   Author 
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Erik Kothny 
 

We  
show you  

how it's done, 
Fighting,  

You must do it alone. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

This book will win few friends among politicians, 
hardly any officials, and certainly no 
lobbyists.They will try to bury it in silence. 

“Why? “  

They will complain that it contains political 
statements. They are right about that. And why 
does it include political statements?         
Because politics, officials, and lobbyists are 
improperly interfering in the matters of athletes." 

But athletes and true sports functionaries driven 
by passion can resist.They can pass it on to 
other idealists. 
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Foreword. 
 
In the Olympic year 2000, Stefan Keber, sports editor 
at Südwestrundfunk Mainz, made a film about my 
son: “Willi’s Rescue.” 2) The documentary tells the 
story of a special relationship between my adoptive 
son and me. 
25 years later, I put the video online. 
Norbert reacted in a very special way. He wrote: 
 
"Dear Erik, 
 
I watched the documentary you sent me, and I am 
deeply moved and speechless. It is such an incredibly 
heartbreaking and at the same time, hopeful story. 
Seeing how you adopted a child and, with so much 
love, dedication, and wisdom, helped him become 
the shining star he is today. 
 
This shaping of two people in such deep harmony 
and connection, born from your unconditional love, 
simply cannot be a coincidence. It is an incredible 
testimony to your radiant soul and your ability to lead 
a life from the depths to success. 
 
You are an absolute inspiration, and this 
heartwarming documentary is the most beautiful 
proof of what love and faith can achieve. Two radiant 
people, bound together for eternity. 
 
Norbert.” 
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In my book “Migration Remigration” I picked up this 
story and, using the example of both children 
Somkhit and Willi, showed that the two are not 
mutually exclusive, provided they are lifted out of the 
spiral of hate and hostility. 
 
Only two things are necessary: 
 
Love, helping another human being. 
 
And the willingness of the other person to accept that 
love and build upon it. 
 
 
If this response is missing, love fizzles out into 
nothingness. 
 
To be specific: the so-called refugee applauders and 
teddy bear throwers only pretend to welcome 
strangers. 
 
In reality, after the fanfare at the train station has 
faded, the migrants are left to fend for themselves. 
No bond is created between givers and receivers. 
The path leads to parallel societies, with all the 
problems we have known since 2015, after Merkel’s 
uncontrolled border opening. 
 
In my book “Migration Remigration”3) I summarized 
it as follows: 
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Is remigration a bad word? No! But with one 
condition: migration must first have been successful. 
Using the example of my sons, I show how migration 
and remigration can succeed. Both children grew up 
in a tin hut on the River Kwai before coming to 
Germany and integrating. After a successful sports 
career, both returned to their country of birth. They 
made headlines worldwide when they rebuilt a 
fishing village destroyed by the tsunami with German 
help. Today, both feel at home in both cultures. This 
was only possible because they contributed through 
achievement in both countries. Now I live as a 
migrant with them. 
 
Thus, our life story could already be considered 
written. I could lean back contentedly and enjoy my 
retirement. 
 
But the wheel of life keeps turning. 
 
A decisive factor in this life story is sport. Sabre 
fencing. A combat sport. 
 
A mirror of real life. 
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     Prolog                    Prologue 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

DIE Wahrheit gibt es nicht.  There is no single truth. 
Wahrheit ist wie Licht,                         Truth is like light, 
das sich durch ein Prisma windet           bending through a prism and 
und seinen Platz im  Spektrum findet     appearing as a spectrum of colors  
aus dem der Betrachter dann,               from which each observer 
was er möchte, lesen kann.  reads whatever they wish to see. 
                                                              
Der eine sieht die Wahrheit drastisch,   One person sees truth as harsh, 
ein anderer wertet sie phantastisch       another interprets it as wondrous. 
Jeder sieht sie wie er will.                    Each sees it in their own way, 
Ausgerichtet auf sein Ziel                     shaped by their own goal. 
Projiziert er sie als Bild   They project it as an image 
Das es zu erreichen gilt.   a vision they strive to reach. 

 
Dieses Buch               This book 
Ist ein Versuch               is an attempt 
Den Kampf des Lebens zu trainieren  to train for life’s battles: 
Zu siegen oder zu verlieren.   to win or to lose.        You 
Du musst dir nur noch sicher sein:  need only be certain of one thing: 
Den Kampf, den führst du ganz allein.   The battle is yours alone to fight. 
 
 

This book, too, does not claim to present the truth. 
It merely offers perspectives. 

Points of view that each reader must place, weigh, 
and supplement with their own experience. 

 
In the end, the aim is for all of it 

to form a picture 
by which one can find direction. 
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Us 

 

Wiradech “Willi” Kothny, left 
Adoptive son and world-class fencer. 

 
Somkhit Phongyoo, center 
Foster son and sabre coach. 

 
Erik Kothny, right 

Father and journalist. 
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Mehl 
 
A decisive influence on both the sporting 
development and the character of my sons was 
Eberhard Mehl. 

As a foil 
fencer, Mehl 
won bronze 
with the 
German team 
at the 1960 
Olympic 
Games in 
Rome. 
 
Later, when 
he began his 

coaching career, he switched to sabre. In Hungary 
he was trained to become a master. 
 
Mehl was a certified sports teacher and, alongside 
traditional fencing technique and tactics, placed 
strong emphasis on athleticism. 
At competitions, he would sit quietly but intently at 
the side of the piste, observing every action. He 
never called out instructions to his pupils mid-fight. 
 
His reasoning: “What I haven’t taught in training, I 
can’t make up for on the piste. I’ve shown them 
how to do it. The fight they must fight alone.” 
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Somkhit Phongyoo, as a coach, later adopted this 
very philosophy. 
 
But there was something else Mehl did differently 
from his fellow trainers. 
 
Here’s an example first: 
 
“Mr. Kothny, please report to the broadcast studio 
immediately,” barked a voice over the loudspeaker 
in the editing room, where I was just finishing a film 
on a current event. Time was so short that I 
couldn’t record the commentary in the studio, I had 
to deliver it live on air. 
 
I yanked the cassette out of the editing machine 
and dashed down the stairwell into the broadcasting 
complex. At the bottom, I made a sharp right turn 
into the foyer and bang! straight into the wall. 
The entrance was actually on the left, through the 
foyer, into the studio. 
 
What had happened? 
 
Two years earlier, during renovations, the entrance 
to the foyer had been moved to the other side of 
the stairwell. Over time, everyone had gotten used 
to it, and no one thought about how it used to be. 
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But under extreme stress, old habits stored in the 
subconscious often override newly learned 
behaviors. This can last for years. 
 
In this case: the old habit of “turn right” won out 
over the newly learned behavior of “turn left.” 
 
And it’s the same in fencing. 
 
Once, a coach from Tauberbischofsheim lured away 
one of Mehl’s successful pupils. He told him: 
“Forget everything you learned from Eberhard. 
That’s rudimentary. I’ll take you to a higher level of 
technique.” 
 
The result? That pupil never won another 
tournament. In moments of pressure, the old 
patterns buried in his subconscious overpowered 
the delicate new techniques, leaving him insecure 
and hesitant. 
 
And there was something else about Mehl’s 
methods. Unlike most coaches, he never trained 
new techniques using the traditional approach, 
practicing movements slowly at first, then gradually 
increasing speed. With him, it was full throttle from 
the very start. 
 
Why? 
 
Because the brain and muscles are lazy. 
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If you ever show them that a movement can be 
done slowly, they’ll remember and fall back on it. 
That’s why, from the very first second, you must 
train them to believe there is only one way: the fast 
version. That imprints itself forever. 
 
Automated movement patterns are half the road to 
success. 
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Section 2 

Rear view 
mirror 
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The Crash 
 
Pattaya, December 11, 2024: 

 
Sukhumvit Road. A 
four-lane highway 
leading toward 
Bangkok. 
 
On the way to the 
vehicle registration 
office, my Yamaha is 
struck from behind with 
overwhelming force. 
 
The bike lifts off. 
I slam onto the 
concrete. 
My helmet shatters. 
Consciousness slips 
away. 
 

The hands of my shattered watch freeze at 
10:46:19. 
 
A single moment.  
inviting reflection on everything that led up to it. 
 
 
 
 



19 
 

He-Man 
 

When I wake up in the ambulance after the accident, 
searing pain shooting through my right elbow, I see 
through a veil of tears, my son Willi standing at my 
bedside. 
 
“Hello… He-” I manage, searching for a name from 
long ago, from a time when the roles were reversed: 
my son in the bed, and I standing beside him. 
 
“Hello… it’s me, Willi, your son.” 
“I know, Willi,” I reply with a strained laugh. 
 
And suddenly, the name I had been reaching for 
comes back: He-Man. 
 
“Did you bring me a He-Man?” I ask. 
 
Willi knows instantly what I mean. 
“I am He-Man,” he laughs. 
 
And in truth, he was. Upon arriving at the hospital, 
he had placed the equivalent of 6,000 euros on the 
table to ensure my surgery could go ahead. 
 
In Thailand, nothing moves without advance 
payment. Otherwise, they would sooner leave you 
dying in a hospital corridor. 
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I slip back into unconsciousness from the pain—and 
wake again, this time in 1987. 
 
“Papa, Papa, my head is exploding!” Willi had cried, 
stumbling into my bedroom at two in the morning, 
doubled over in agony. I grabbed the phone. Ten 
minutes later, our family doctor, Dr. Audick, was at 
the door. 
 
“Meningitis,” he diagnosed. “Straight to the hospital!” 
 
Fifteen minutes later, Willi was in the emergency 
ward of Koblenz’s Marienhospital. 
 
The next morning, a doctor told me gravely: 
“Meningitis. We punctured the spinal cord and 
drained cerebrospinal fluid to relieve the pressure on 
the brain. Beyond that, we can only ease the pain 
and use antibiotics to stop infection from further 
weakening your son. 
 
He must fight the virus with his own immune system. 
Your task is to help strengthen his body’s defenses.” 
 
I knew meningitis could end in only three ways: 
death, brain damage, or recovery. 
 
How could I help my son? I wracked my brain, and 
found the answer. 
 
Only He-Man and his friends could work the miracle. 
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He-Man was a comic-book 
hero of the 1980s who fought 
against evil and always won. I 
rushed to the nearest toy 
store, bought a He-Man figure, 
and brought it to Willi’s 
hospital bed. 
 
“This is He-Man,” I explained. 
“With his sword, he fights 
against evil. He will help you 
drive the virus out of your 
head.” 
 

Every morning and every evening, I reinforced the 
frontline with another figure, strengthening the 
defense against meningitis. And indeed, by the time 
I had collected them all, the viruses surrendered. 
Willi recovered. 
 
Willi had defeated death. 
 
Later, when my son took up fencing, he feared no 
opponent. 
 
And now, decades later, he stands at my hospital 
bed, returning to me what I once gave him:  
 

He-Man. 
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The Battle 
 

Battle rages here; 
They are dust on the beachfront. 

Clash of iron rings out, 
And the stallions are screaming. 

A body drops, stone-like, hard to the ground, 
A beast roars out, hurling into its death. 

Arrow-flash, axe-swing, spear-throw, 
Every kind of death is delivered. 

 
Listen. Earth shakes, the ground is trembling, 

Battle-roar, hail of blackened projectiles. 
A wheel explodes, there the gesture 

of a fallen man at the edge of his dying. 
Arrow-flash, axe-swing, spear-throw, 

Every kind of death is delivered. 
 

The hero storms forward, shrieking, relentless, 
Neither arrow nor blade can touch him. 

Foam from the maddened horses stains his helm, 
And his sword, 

The blazing one, 
Cuts and consumes. 

 
And gasping, death snorts hot on his neck, 
Blinded by harvest, colossal and raging.4) 

 
Achilles, Trojan War 

13th Century B.C. 
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A description of battle, three thousand years later: 
 

En garde – stance 
…Prêt, allez – ready, go 

.Attaque – attack 
.Parade – parry 

…Riposte – riposte 
Touché – hit… 
….Point – point 

Willi Kothny,  
Olympics 2000 A.D. 

 
Between these two duels lies more than three 
thousand years. 
For both fighters, their decisive encounter ended in 
defeat. 
 
The hero of Troy died after being struck by a 
poisoned arrow, shot by Paris into his heel, the only 
vulnerable place on his body. Achilles had been made 
invulnerable by being dipped into the river Styx, 
except for the spot where his mother held him, his 
heel. 
 
The hero from a tin hut in Kanchanaburi lost his last 
decisive bout against Ruangrit Haeckert when his 
Achilles tendon tore during an attack on his Thai 
opponent. The injury was not fatal, but it ended the 
career of one of the world’s greatest sabre fencers. 
 
The closing line of the play Achilles describes both 
final battles: 
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“Death is his glory. And yours is suffering.” 
 
The sword fight to the death has long since become 
a ritual. 
 
When two athletes face each other today, they 
submit to fixed rules. Only what is written in the 
statutes counts. No origin, no religion, no ideology, 
no party matters. 
 
That is the principle. 
 
But if the principle were truly practiced, this book 
would not be necessary. For outside the piste, forces 
attempt to break the rules and exploit the athlete. 
 
Enormous pressure is placed on the competitor. Only 
the strongest can resist. The weaker ones are 
trapped in a system where the rules of fair combat 
no longer apply. 
 
The athlete is defeated before the fight even begins. 
Many don’t even recognize it. 
That is why it is essential that athletes understand 
this system, so they can prepare not only for the 
opponent in the arena, but also for the ones outside 
it. 
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Combat belongs to the very nature of life. 
 

 
Between the two photos above, not even fourteen 
days have passed. The tree has entered the fight for 
survival. Who will prevail in the end? 
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* 
 
I had just returned home from work when I 
witnessed a terrible scene. 
 
There was Willi, four years old, standing in front of a 
hedge, being beaten mercilessly by Klaus1) Tears 
streamed down his face. His arms hung limply at his 
sides while Klaus kept pounding his fist into him, 
again and again. 
 
I quickly put an end to it, scooped Willi into my arms, 
and carried him upstairs to our apartment. 
 
“Willi, what happened?” I asked. 
 
He shrugged. 
 
“Why didn’t you defend yourself?” I pressed. 
 
“Papa, you told me we’re not allowed to hit other 
people,” came the surprising reply. 
 
And he was right. I had told him that once, after the 
kindergarten had complained that Willi had been 
playing with a “gun.” 
 
In truth, it was just a forked twig he held up while 
shouting peng peng. 
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It was Klaus’s mother who reported him. She 
belonged to the peace movement and made sure 
militant toys were strictly banished from society. But 
she forgot to teach her own son not to beat up other 
children. 
 
So I explained to Willi that it’s allowed to defend 
yourself when attacked. 
 
“Of course you have the right to hit back,” I told him. 
“You just mustn’t throw the first punch.” 
 
I then practiced with him how to use body posture 
alone to show he was ready to strike back, enough 
to deter an attacker from landing the first blow. 
 
I also showed him how to box properly. Simply 
adopting the boxing stance is intimidating in itself. 
And I had experience from boarding school, I was 
known as the biggest brawler in class. 
 
I also explained that a fight ends when your 
opponent is on the ground or gives up, a rule 
belonging to our cultural code. 
 
From that day on, Willi was never beaten up by Klaus 
again. 
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The Weapon 
 
In sport fencing, there are three weapons: 
Sabre, épée, and foil. 
 
While the sword was used up until the 17th century 
as a weapon to kill an enemy, it increasingly became 
a dueling instrument for defending one’s honor with 
the introduction of gunpowder. 
 
The weapons used in modern sport are high-tech 
devices designed to register hits electronically with 
the slightest touch. They have nothing in common 
with the killing instruments of an Achilles. 
 
A mask, stab resistant clothing, breast protection for 
women, and a glove on the weapon hand ensure that 
injuries are avoided. 
 
Fencing is one of the founding sports of the Olympic 
Games (1896). 
 
Modern sport fencing is shaped by athletics, 
technique, strategy, and tactics. Although defined as 
a combat sport, it allows no physical contact, making 
it one of the sports with extremely low risk of injury. 
An internationally binding rulebook prescribes strict 
safety regulations. 
 
 
 



29 
 

Fencing has also become established in para-sports. 
 

 
 
Nevertheless, caution is necessary because: 
Épée, foil, and sabre are and will remain weapons. 
 
Handling them every day leads to carelessness. 
Especially in training, you often see fencers in shorts 
or even T-shirts. Coaches often ignore this, indeed, 
they even do it themselves. 
 
I remember when Willi joined the national squad and 
went to squad training in Bonn, the national coach 
tolerated this light clothing and undermined my 
efforts to enforce safety regulations in the club. 
It is really only a matter of time until an accident 
happens and fencing is reclassified as a dangerous 
sport. 
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Somkhit and Willi 
 

I adopted two sons from a slum in Kanchanaburi, 
on the River Kwai. They went to school and trained 
in Germany. By chance, both came under the 
guidance of Eberhard Mehl, a fencing master from 
Koblenz. 
 
Although they received the same training, each 
developed a completely different way of fighting. 
 
Somkhit was the more technically skilled fencer. 
Before a match, he studied his opponents closely, 
their strengths, their weaknessesม and built his 
tactics accordingly. 
 
He would usually begin with a cautious step 
forward, securing his flanks, testing the opponent’s 
blade, waiting for a reaction. He feinted, disrupted, 
pressured until the opponent opened a gap, then 
struck for the point. 
 
Somkhit was often so certain of success in that 
instant that his eyes flashed with triumph. Too 
soon. His opponent would seize that brief lapse and 
counterattack. 
 
0:1 against him. 
 
Willi was different. 
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He never studied opponents. With confidence he 
would say: “Let them figure me out.” 
 
He knew the same techniques as his brother, but 
used them unpredictably. And he thrived on risk. In 
the split second an opponent lost focus, he would 
launch himself forward, body stretched horizontally 
in midair, defenseless for that moment, but landing 
the decisive cut. 
 
1:0 for him. 
 
Willi fenced from the gut. Like a wildcat against a 
cobra. It earned him the nickname Mongoose. 
 
The foundation came from their coach, Eberhard 
Mehl. He broke away from conventional fencing’s 
obsession with technique and tactics, and focused 
instead on athleticism. 
 
Through targeted strength training, he made his 
fencers so explosively fast that no one could match 
their speed. 
 
Once, when Willi faced Rafal Sneyder, the world’s 
best defensive fencer in the 1990s, he hammered 
him with touch after touch. 
Rafal turned apologetically to his coach and said: “I 
can’t see him.” 
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Mehl’s secret lay in his periodized training: 
endurance, then strength, then speed. His fencers 
entered competition in peak condition every time. 
 
Inevitably, Willi’s trophy cabinet overflowed: 
8× German Champion 
7× Thai Champion 
2× Continental Champion (Europe / Asia) 
2× World Champion 
2× Olympic Medalist 
2× Sportsman of the Year (Germany / Thailand) 
1× ARD - Fair Play Award Winner 
1 x Good Samaritan Award 
 
How was this possible? 
Because Eberhard Mehl was a hobby coach. He was 
not tied to any system, answerable to no 
federation. He was free to do things his own way. 
 

With just a 
dozen fencers, 
the Koblenz club 
dominated the 
German 
rankings and 
supplied the 
backbone of the 
national sabre 
team. 

 
And Somkhit was part of Thailand’s national team. 
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Recreational Fencing 
 
Do you like dancing? Then dance, go to a club and 
let loose. Do you enjoy bowling with friends? Have 
fun. It’s good for body and soul. The same goes for 
snooker, darts, or badminton. 
 
But nobody would ever dream of entering national or 
international championships in those hobbies. 
 
Fencing often works the same way. It’s a sport 
practiced in “upper circles.” Snobbery? Not really. 
The real reason: fencing is expensive. 
 
You need to calculate whether you can even afford 
it. And if you can, you need to commit. You enter 
tournaments, enjoy the thrill of outsmarting an 
opponent with a technical trick, or tripping up a 
stronger fencer now and then. 
 
That’s how the sport was practiced in Thailand until 
recently. No wonder, then, that when 13-year-old 
Willi Kothny returned from Germany to visit his birth 
country, he wiped the floor with the Thai national 
team. Still a teenager, under his birth name 
Klinrungroj, he became Thai National Champion.  
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Competitive Fencing 
 
High-performance fencing is different. 
Once you choose it, you must change your lifestyle 
from the ground up. 
 
Take this example: 
One day, Eberhard Mehl suddenly declared, 
“This season, I’ll make Andy German Champion.” 
 
Andreas was a youth fencer, just a hobbyist. 
 
With his parents’ consent, Mehl applied the full 
training doctrine with absolute consistency: 
 
Study of the tournament calendar 
 
Setting the exact target date for peak performance 
 
Designing the fencing and physical training plan 
(periodization) 
 
Coordinating with the parents on nutrition 
And sure enough, at the end of the season, Andreas 
Hölzenbein became German Youth Champion. 
 
Top-level sport can be planned. 
 
After that “experiment,” Andreas returned to the 
world of recreational fencers. 
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From Weakling to Athlete 
   

 
Willi at 3½ years old: a swollen belly from 
malnutrition, rotten teeth, covered in bruises, unable 
to speak. 
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Metamorphosis through sport 

 
 

Eighteen years later: 
A model athlete, muscles carved, posture strong. 
The “silent boy” had studied Communication Science 
at Bangkok’s International University. 
 
Fencing made it possible. His sporting achievements 
had earned him a scholarship 
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Section 3 

Principles 
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Oxygen 
 

 
The brain makes up 
only about 2% of our 
body weight. 
 
Yet it consumes 20% 
of the oxygen we take 
in. 
 
That has a direct 
effect on 
concentration. 
 

Take this example: At the “Munich Sword” 
tournament, the Tauberbischofsheim fencer Carl 
Stahlschmitt staggered back to the team bench,  
drenched in sweat, gasping for air. His coach, Toni 
Zeiss, asked: 
 
“Well? Did you fence Willi?” 
 
Stahlschmitt nodded. 
 
“And?” Toni pressed. 
 
“At first, I could handle him. But then… I lost my 
focus.” 
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I knew exactly why. 
Back then, Willi was probably the most complete 
fencing athlete in Germany. 
 
His coach, Eberhard Mehl, had designed training that 
built not only speed but immense stamina.  
 
In practice, he pushed his fencers’ heart rates into 
the 200s again and again, then paused, checked their 
pulse, and did it all over, and over, and over. 
 
A fencer conditioned like that shrugs off the demands 
of a bout. 
One without that stamina? Soon gasping. Their body 
runs short on oxygen. And that shortage doesn’t just 
hit the muscles, it starves the brain. Thinking falters. 
Concentration slips. 
 
Clear advantage to the fitter athlete. 
 
It showed even more when a rule change suddenly 
gave smokers an edge.  
 
Why? 
 
Fencing needs funding, and funding means 
advertising. But a sabre match lasts at most three 
minutes, far too short for a TV ad slot at a World 
Championship or the Olympics. So organizers 
introduced a 60-second break halfway through. 
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Smokers could use it to catch their breath, recover 
oxygen, and re-enter the match sharper. 
 
And there’s another layer. 

 
 
Look into the brain: it runs the core systems that 
keep us alive. But when we’re born, the brain isn’t 
finished.  
 
It develops, grasping, seeing in color, crawling, 
walking.  
 
More and more cells link up. 
 
Until around age 12 or 13, the brain can still build 
new “wiring,” making impulses flow faster and 
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Reactions quicker. After that window closes, the 
ability fades. 
 
So what does this mean for fencing? 
If you don’t start training reflexes before 12, you’ll 
never truly develop them. Biologically, it’s impossible. 
 
That’s why any federation focusing only on people at 
university, the military, or the police will never hear 
its anthem played at the Olympics or World 
Championships. 
 
At the turn of the millennium, Thailand’s fencing 
federation, AFAT. Still relied on military, police, and 
universities. Youth fencing was almost unknown. 
Their athletes couldn’t keep pace with international 
demands. 
 
But this truth isn’t new. The Romans already knew it. 
The satirist Juvenal said it best: 
 
„Mens sana in corpore sano.“ 
 
It means: 
 
“What we should wish for is a healthy mind in a 
healthy body.” 
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The Muscle 
 
Let’s get straight to the point: to move, we need 
muscles. 
And to fence, of course, we need muscles too. 
 
But muscles are lazy. 
They only do what they must, and they love to rest. 
Push them harder, and they complain, give out, and 
punish you the next day with soreness. 
 
The good news? We can fire them up with willpower. 
The magic word: training. 
 
When a muscle is stressed beyond its comfort zone, 
it reacts: 
 
“Never again.” 
 
So it adapts. Not immediately, but the next day. 
 
To grow, it needs building material: protein. We 
supply it through food and give it time, a day to 
process. 
 
Then we trick it. After rest, we load it again, just a 
little more than it wants. The muscle responds the 
same way and grows stronger. 
 
Important: muscles don’t grow during training, they 
grow after. That’s why recovery matters. Between 
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two sessions, take a rest day. Or split your focus: 
legs one day, arms and upper body the next. 
 

And training 
isn’t just about 
size. With the 
right load, we 
can train for 
strength, for 
speed, or for 
endurance.  
 

In fencing, the smartest approach is a mix of all 
three. 
 
But muscle needs more than stress. It needs fuel: 
ATP, creatine, carbohydrates. (Look those up later.) 
What matters here: when we demand performance, 
we must give the muscle carbs. 
 
It also needs lubrication, electrolytes. 
 
That’s why nutrition is central for high-performance 
athletes. 
 
Note: yes, there are coaches who build strong 
athletes through technique training alone, without 
targeted muscle work. It can work. But it takes far 
more time. And no matter the method, smart 
nutrition is non-negotiable. 
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Nutrition 
 
“I fathered a world champion,” boasted Erhard Bauer 
one evening, after his third glass of vino tinto, when 
his son Dennis became the cadet world champion in 
saber fencing in Tenerife. 
 
Yet, the act of fathering was hardly the electrician’s 
most impressive achievement. What stood out far 
more was his meticulous feeding of carrier pigeons, 
which Erhard regularly sent to competitions. He fed 
his birds in sync with the rhythm of tournaments: 
carbohydrates alternating with proteins. The trophies 
in his home testified to the effectiveness of this 
competition-aligned feeding routine. 
 
I even made a film about it under the title: 
“Father of a Saber World Champion feeds his son like 
a carrier pigeon.” 
A headline that certainly piqued the curiosity of 
parents of competitive athletes. 
 
Because: the most effective “doping” is nutrition. 
 
We already know that muscles require carbohydrates 
as fuel, proteins for growth, and electrolytes as 
lubrication. 
 
Thus, nutrition becomes a part of training itself, and 
the mother in the kitchen a co-trainer. Without the 
right diet, training sessions are wasted. 
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Here are some examples of training-friendly foods: 
 
Proteins Carbohydrates 
Dairy products 
Eggs, cheese, soy, tofu 
 

Pasta, rice, flour, bread, 
muesli 

Meat and sausage 
Cooked meat and 
poultry, tartare, ham 

Dumplings, potato 
dishes, cakes, spaetzle, 
gnocchi 

Cooked, non-smoked 
fish, oysters, shrimp, 
squid (seafood) 

Ripe apples, bananas, 
dried fruits, chestnuts 

Stone fruits, grapes Non-alcoholic beer 
 
Note: foods from the protein group should not be 
combined with foods from the carbohydrate group on 
the same plate. 
 
Neutral foods can be eaten with either proteins or 
carbohydrates 
 

Neutral Foods 
Small amounts of meat and 
sausage 
Vegetables, salads, spinach, 
mushrooms, sauerkraut 
Nuts and seeds (except 
peanuts) 
Avocado, sprouts, olives, 
egg yolk, grains, seeds 
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It’s helpful at the start of a season for parents and 
fencers to shop together with the coach at the local 
market. Traditions like pre-competition pasta parties 
or post-competition steak dinners are also great 
rituals. 
 
Drinks 
A proven option is apple juice mixed with mineral 
water. 
 
 
During muscle-building phases, some athletes rely on 
protein supplements after training. This is fine in 
principle, but caution is needed. Many powders sold 
in gyms are contaminated and contain banned 
substances. Only use certified protein powders. 
 
In practice, a balanced diet is fully sufficient for 
fencing. 
 
A well-rounded diet is the foundation of effective 
muscle growth and overall fitness. It provides the 
nutrients the body needs for energy, development, 
and recovery. Without a smart nutrition strategy, 
even the hardest training sessions won’t deliver 
results. Proper fueling not only boosts performance 
in training and competition but also speeds up 
recovery and muscle repair. 
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Fresh, unprocessed foods give you better control 
over nutrient intake. Processed foods are often 
loaded with sugar, unhealthy fats, and additives that 
undermine progress. Preparing meals at home 
ensures that both quality and quantity match the 
training goals. 
 
Hydration matters: 
Water plays a critical role in nearly every bodily 
function, from metabolism to temperature 
regulation. Adequate hydration improves 
performance, aids recovery, and prevents cramps. 
 
Daily recommendation: at least 1.5 to 2 liters of 
water. 
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Periodization 
 
Principles 
 
To build muscle, training must follow a five-phase 
cycle. Nutrition should also be aligned with each 
phase. 
 
If tournaments are scheduled at inconvenient times, 
the season may need to be split into two or even 
three training cycles. 
 
Reason: the peak-performance phase lasts about 2–
4 weeks and can only be stretched a little by adding 
rest breaks. Anyone who wants consistent success 
must plan their season carefully, like Somkhit here. 
 

 



49 
 

Preparation Phase 
 
Focus: light weights, high repetitions 
Duration: 4–6 weeks 
 
Goal: develop cardiovascular fitness, muscular 
endurance, and overall conditioning. All muscle 
groups should be trained, with special attention to 
the core (abs and back). Weak core strength often 
leads to back problems, which in turn limit 
performance in both training and competition. 
 
No competitions should be entered during this phase. 
Even fencing-specific training should be at half 
intensity. If weapons are used, coaches should focus 
on precise execution of technique and movement. 
This is the time to learn new actions. 
 
Nutrition: carbohydrate-rich whole foods, plenty of 
fruit and vegetables. Bring diluted apple juice (1/3 
juice + 2/3 mineral water) to training. 
 
 
General Strength Phase 
 
Focus: 80% of maximum weight 
Duration: 3–5 weeks 
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Now the emphasis shifts to the muscles most critical 
for fencing (arms and legs). Weak points should be 
targeted. Physical strength is the best protection 
against injury. 
 
Fencing-specific work focuses on developing 
competitive skills, decisive thinking, and acting under 
pressure. Training loads must follow the coach’s 
exact plan, remember: muscles only grow during rest 
(48 hours). Overdoing it reduces results. 
 
Nutrition: protein after training is essential for muscle 
growth. Without it, the training effect is wasted. 
(Reminder: be cautious with supplements due to 
possible doping contamination.) 
 
Competitions should still be avoided at this stage. 
 
 
Maximum Strength Phase 
 
Focus: 99% of maximum weight 
Duration: 2–3 weeks 
 
This phase pushes athletes to their physical limit. 
Heavy weights are lifted only 2–3 times per set, 
activating even the “lazy” muscles that normally hold 
back. 
 
Nutrition: protein-focused. 
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Speed and Explosiveness Phase 
 
Duration: 2–4 weeks 
 
This is the direct build-up to competition. The focus 
is on developing speed and explosive power. Training 
now simulates real competition conditions and 
mirrors the physical and psychological demands of a 
match. 
 
Warm-up rituals, cool-downs, focus routines (like 
clapping hands), decisive thinking, and sharp 
execution become integral to training. Athletes 
should start entering smaller competitions or friendly 
tournaments during this stage. 
 
Nutrition: carbohydrate-rich whole foods. Don’t 
forget the apple spritzer. 
 
Competition Phase 
 
Goal: achieve peak performance. This is where 
speed, power, and explosiveness are fine-tuned. 
Training intensity is high, but sessions are short. 
 
1–2 days before competition should be stress-free 
and training-free. 
 
Focus: maintain fitness, remain physically sharp and 
mentally stable. 
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Nutrition:  
carbohydrates are essential before competition 
(classic pre-match “pasta party”). Otherwise, 
maintain a balanced diet with plenty of fruit and 
vegetables. Skip cola and sodas, opt for juices 
instead. 
 
Note:  
peak performance can only be maintained for 2–3 
weeks. With careful planning of rest breaks, it can be 
stretched slightly. 
 
 
Regeneration Phase 
 
Between season cycles, and at least once per season, 
an active recovery period must be built in. Stress is 
reduced to a minimum. Weapons are set aside, and 
athletes turn to other sports. 
 
During this phase there is no training and no 
competition. A healthy diet should continue. 
 
Adjustments 
 
Season planning is not rigid. It must adapt to 
unexpected factors such as illness, training delays, or 
schedule changes. Best practice: update the season 
plan regularly, note changes after consulting the 
coach, and then adjust training accordingly. 
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Season Planning 
Step 1: 
Create a list of all competitions in the season, 
including their dates and duration. 
 
Step 2: 
Determine the most important competitions of the 
year. 
 
In which periods is peak performance required? 
Which sporting events are the most significant? 
When must peak form be reached? 
 
Step 3: 
Depending on need, plan one or two annual training 
cycles. 
 
Step 4: 
Break the training cycles down into training stages. 
The starting point of planning is always the 
competition, where peak form must be reached. 
(See chart.) 
 
It must be emphasized that high-performance 
athletes need to align their entire lifestyle with their 
sport. This is what sets them apart from hobby 
fencers. 
 
The decision to pursue competitive sport requires a 
deep break from previous habits.  
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Anyone unwilling to make that change should 
continue fencing as a hobby. 

 
 
Note: 
Sports officials should ensure that all competitions 
are scheduled before the start of the season and 
coordinated with international tournaments. If this 
is not done, neither athletes nor coaches can 
prepare properly, which will lead to poor results. 
 
For fencers with fully developed musculature, the 
muscle-building phase can be shortened. Too much 
muscle consumes additional oxygen, which will be 
lacking in competition. 
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Warm-up and Cool-down 
 
I know a fencer who showed up at the hall just 15 
minutes before a championship match. 
He got changed and… lost. 
 
When asked why he was late, he said he had spent 
the night at a girlfriend’s place and simply didn’t 
wake up in time. 
 
I told the athlete that when boarding a train, you 
first put the suitcase in the luggage rack and then 
your hat, not the other way around. 
With sport and sex, the order is just as important. 
 
I’m not here to judge the topic of sex and sports, 
but “warming up” in bed is counterproductive, 
mainly because it increases blood flow to the wrong 
parts of the body for competition. 
 
And warming up with Tiger Balm, as I once 
witnessed at a veteran tournament in Thailand, 
probably doesn’t help much either. 
 
Starting a competition without warming up properly 
is something you only see at the amateur level. 
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There are countless guides for warming up before 
training or competition. Just like a car engine, 
muscles need to be brought up to operating 
temperature before starting. In fencing, this is 
combined with technical drills, where athletes may 
even push briefly to their performance limit. The 
final minutes of the warm-up focus the mind on the 
coming fight. 
 
For high-performance athletes, the cool-down is 
just as essential. It’s the counterpart to the warm-
up and marks the close of training. 
 
Cooling down shortens recovery time by improving 
blood circulation in the muscles that were stressed. 
This helps flush out metabolic byproducts and 
stimulates the muscles to absorb nutrients for repair 
and growth. 
 
In this way, the cool-down already sets the stage 
for the next day’s training or competition. Massage 
and/or sauna can further enhance the effect. 
 
On a larger scale, within the framework of 
periodization, multi-week regeneration phases serve 
as a “big cool-down.” They allow the body to fully 
rest and recharge, ensuring maximum performance 
when training resumes. 
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Strategy and tactics 
 
Willi became Junior World Champion twice, once 
with the German team, and once individually. 
Strategy and tactics shifted in each case. 
 
1998 
In Valencia, Venezuela, coach Mehl pushed his 
protégé to the absolute limit during preparation. 
Running up to the 17th floor of the Stauffer Hotel to 
train in the “torture chamber” of a shut-down dining 
hall was just the warm-up. 
 
Inside: parry–riposte, step–lunge, attack, 
counterattack. Push-ups, squat jumps, drills until 
collapse. Pulse at 200. 
 
“Right now I’d love to crack Mehl over the back with 
my saber,” Willi gasped. 
 
Pause. Then everything again from the top. 
 
One day before the tournament: regeneration. Then 
came the fight for the individual world title. 
Opponent: Alexei Frossine. After a balanced bout, 
the Russian pulled ahead and claimed victory. 
 
But in the team match against the heavily favored 
Russians, the two met again. When Kothny stepped 
in, the score stood 40:37 for Russia, and Frossine 
scored the next hit. Only four touches to go. 
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It looked over. 
 
Frossine attacked, drove Willi to the end of the 
strip, and unleashed a flank cut. In a hopeless 
position, Willi parried and riposted, a huge point. 
The momentum flipped. He rallied to 44:43, then 
landed the final hit for the win. The path to the 
world title was open. 
 
In the final against Hungary, Germany was behind. 
Kothny stepped in, turned the fight around, and 
carried the team to the world championship. 
 
The german's national anthem starts and ends. 
 
1999 
Before the World Championships in Keszthely, 
Hungary, a Slovenian coach observed Willi in 
training and said: “Willi will be world champion.” 
 
And so it was. In the final, Hungary’s Tamás Decsi 
never stood a chance. 
 
The german's national anthem starts and ends. 
 
Then came the team match. As anchor, Germany’s 
No. 1 junior, Willi Kothny. Carried a clear lead 
against France’s Nourdin Marouf. He only had to 
close it out. But Marouf clawed back, point by point, 
until it was 44:44. 
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“Prêts? Allez!” Kothny pressed forward, launched an 
attack, missed. Marouf countered. Willi parried, 
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leapt into his signature Mungo jump, too hastily. 
Marouf struck with a parry–riposte. France snatched 
the title. 
 
Later, the national coach analyzed: 
“When Willi fences individually, he takes full risks, 
and wins. As anchor in team matches, he hesitates 
a fraction too long. Responsibility makes him hold 
back. But in fencing, a hundredth of a second 
decides between victory and defeat.” 
 
Soon after, in Seoul, Korea, came the Olympic 
qualification for Sydney 2000. Again Germany faced 
Hungary. This time, Willi fenced as middle fighter. 
Without the final burden, he unleashed his risky, 
aggressive style. He took over at 30:24 down, and 
handed off with a 3-point lead. 
 
The road to the Sydney Olympics was open. 
 
Through his brutal physical training, Willi built a 
personal strategy unlike most fencers. Others relied 
on tricks and feints to outsmart opponents. Not 
Willi. 
 
His tactic: superior endurance. 
He chased rivals up and down the strip until they 
burned out, then struck. 
 
The bout with Stahlschmitt proved it: “At first I 
managed well, but then I lost concentration.” 
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That was Willi’s edge: decisive hits came not at the 
start, but at the end of bouts. Add to that his 
explosive speed, and few could resist. 
 

 
 
Mehl’s fencers trained with leg presses up to 500 
kg. At the World Championships in Korea, the 
machine didn’t go that high,  so they simply added 
a Korean as extra weight. 
 
Note: Training with extreme weights can be 
dangerous. Safer alternatives, like resistance bands, 
can protect the joints. 
 
 
 



62 
 

Physio 
 
“He has zero regard for his athletes!” grumbled 
physiotherapist Detlef Haverkamp every time he put 
Willi on the treatment table. “These muscles are 
completely locked up!” 
 
And Willi would howl as Haverkamp pressed his 
wooden tool deep into the calf muscles, scraping 
the tissue to free the blood flow. 
 
This was one of Eberhard Mehl’s biggest 
shortcomings: he placed almost no importance on 
recovery. Anyone who needed Detlef’s therapy had 
to pay out of their own pocket, there was no budget 
for physiotherapy in the club at all. 
 
How vital proper physio is became clear through the 
work of Raymond Valk at FC Tauberbischofsheim 
and with the national fencing team. More than 
almost anyone, he could not only heal the body, he 
could strengthen the mind. 
 
He played a decisive role in Dennis Bauer’s success 
at the 1997 World Fencing Championships in 
Tenerife. During treatment for a muscle issue mid-
competition, Valk didn’t just fix the muscle, he 
mentally re-armed the fencer for battle. 
 
And Dennis Bauer became world champion. 
Thanks to Raymond Valk. 
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Motivation 
 
Physical condition and mental state often go hand 
in hand, yet the psychological side is all too often 
neglected. 
 
And it isn’t always the coach who provides the spark 
an athlete needs to win. That became clear during a 
World Cup match between Willi and the Italian 
fencer Marco Danero. 
 
Willi fell behind quickly. Eberhard Mehl sat 
speechless in the coaching area beside the piste, 
utterly frustrated. The match looked lost. 
I jumped up and rushed to find Erhard Bauer: 
“Erhard, come quickly, Willi is losing!” 
 
Dennis’s father hurried over with a loud “Hopp! 
Hopp!” And that alone was enough to flip the 
momentum and turn the fight around. 
 
Team captain Matthias Behr had the same gift. The 
former Olympic champion had hands that felt as big 
as toilet lids. When he clapped them together, a 
deep, thunderous PLOPP PLOPP echoed across the 
entire hall, drowning out every other sound. 
It was a magical Plopp Plopp sending one clear 
message to the athlete: 
“You’re not alone.” 
A Plopp Plopp far more powerful than any coach 
wildly gesturing at the side of the piste. 
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Fortune 
 
I have given luck its own section, because it is 
indispensable for a successful career. 
 
“Does he also have fortune?” Napoleon Bonaparte 
would always ask when he wanted to assess the 
capabilities of an officer. 
 
“A general must have fortune,” demanded the French 
emperor and warlord. He knew that it was not 
enough for a commander to be a brave warrior and 
a skilled strategist. To succeed, he also needed luck. 
 
You can’t train luck, but you can work toward it. 
Through skill, confidence, and a positive mindset, 
you can encourage fortune to be on your side. 
 
It is no coincidence that the most successful German 
soccer team is nicknamed “Lucky Bayern.” 
 
Why? Because only through hard work, effort, and 
ability do they get the ball into a position where luck 
can intervene. 
 
So, it is not luck alone that leads to success. Sweat 
and willpower are part of it.  
 
And that can be trained. 
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The same goes for fighters on the piste. Along with 
tactics, technique, and athleticism, they also need 
that little touch of luck to succeed. 
 
Example: Sydney Olympics, September 21, 2000 
 
The gladiators march in for the round of 16 in men’s 
saber. Willi Kothny against Sergei Charikov, the world 
number three at the time. For the German, it seemed 
like a certain defeat. The experts all agreed. 
 
What no one thought possible: up to 13:13, the 
fencer from Koblenz kept the match wide open. 
Then, the old mistake, Willi rushed, his attack fell 
short. Charikov countered and took the lead at 
14:13. The Russian needed just one more point to 
win. 
 
But Willi equalized with a lightning counterattack: 
14:14. The next touch would decide who advanced 
to the final eight. 
 
“Does Willi also have fortune?” Napoleon might have 
asked. 
 
He did. Both fencers charged at each other. Willi 
slipped, causing Charikov’s attack to fall short, and 
Kothny landed the decisive hit. The way to the medal 
rounds was suddenly open. 
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Had that slip not happened, had the Russian reached 
his target a moment earlier, it would have been 
Charikov fighting for a medal, not Kothny. 
 
The result is well known: Willi Kothny won Olympic 
bronze. He had skill and fortune. 
 
Of course, luck isn’t everything. But it is the finishing 
touch the i-dot, on sporting achievement. You can’t 
train it, but it only comes to those who earn it. Fearful 
or hesitant fencers never get far enough for fortune 
to lend its helping hand. 
 
Even the Christian reformer Martin Luther knew this, 
when he said: 
“From a timid ass, no merry fart will come.” 
 
Life itself is a struggle, and even that struggle is 
accompanied by luck, or not. But in life’s battle, one 
must seize fortune and build upon it. 
 
Luck with Willi 
 
Bringing Willi to Germany required not only energy 
but also luck. 
After my reporting trip, when I flew to Thailand 
again, it was clear: Willi should come with me. 
 
In Stuttgart, I booked an additional ticket for Willi 
and his mother on my return flight, and paid for it. 
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The ticket was supposed to be picked up at EgyptAir 
in Bangkok. 
 
Three days before departure, I went there, and was 
shocked. EgyptAir had no ticket. I had been 
scammed. They told me I would have to buy a new 
one. But I had no more cash, only a check. The airline 
refused it, saying the amount was too high. The 
German embassy would have to guarantee coverage. 
 
So I went to the German embassy. There, I literally 
stumbled into an officer whose rank insignia was 
falling off his jacket. 
 
“Lieutenant Colonel, you’re losing your rank,” I joked, 
pointing it out, then introduced myself as a major 
and explained my problem. 
 
His nameplate read “von Braunmühl.” I mentioned 
that in my barracks in Stuttgart there was also a Dr. 
von Braunmühl. I told him about my comrade. 
 
“Come with me,” he said, leading me into his office. 
He stamped the check with the embassy’s guarantee 
seal. We were cleared to fly. 
 
What if that child from the tin hut by the River Kwai 
hadn’t been able to come? 
 
No one knows. But Willi had this stroke of fortune, 
and he seized it, and built upon it. And how. 
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The Clinging Child 
 
When I returned to Thailand a year after the 
adoption, something miraculous happened: 
As we got off the plane in Bangkok, the boy clung 
tightly to my thigh, as if afraid he might have to go 
back to Thailand. 
 
He didn’t, but at four and a half years old, he couldn’t 
understand that. So he held onto me, to be 
absolutely sure. For a whole month. I couldn’t walk 
alone, couldn’t eat alone, couldn’t sleep alone, not 
even go to the bathroom alone. 
 
Only when we boarded the return flight did his grip 
loosen. Then, he embraced the fortune of his 
“rescue”, as reporter Stefan Keber put it, and 
developed it, until he became one of the top three 
saber fencers of his era. 
 
Napoleon would have been proud of him. 
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Section 4 

In Focus 
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Systems 
 

 

 
To understand how systems work, let me take you 
back to my past. 
 
Hamburg, 1975 
The Bundeswehr had assigned me as an intern to the 
German Press Agency (dpa) to refine my journalistic 
skills. (Appendix 1) 
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That autumn, a massive wildfire swept across the 
Lüneburg Heath. It was the big story of the season. 
The dpa’s Northern bureau sent me on-site to add 
human-centered reports to the dry updates coming 
from the operations center. 
 
But something strange happened. On the ground, I 
saw the fires being brought under control. Yet, in the 
bulletins from Norddeutscher Rundfunk (NDR), which 
I monitored, the inferno seemed to be spreading. 
 
My reports weren’t reflected in the news. Frustrated, 
I boarded a Bundeswehr helicopter to confirm what 
I already knew: most of the flames were contained. 
But on NDR, the fire was just beginning. 
 
Angry, I added a personal note to the end of one of 
my dispatches: 
 
> “You may criticize my style, but not the truth of my 
report. As a Bundeswehr major, I’m trained to assess 
a situation, and my assessment is that most of the 
fire fronts are under control.” 
 
Shortly after, an NDR camera team arrived. I 
watched as their reporter chatted with soldiers, who 
then piled up branches, poured gasoline over them, 
and set them alight. The cameraman filmed. 
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That evening, the footage ran on TV, alongside the 
operations map showing the heath engulfed in 
flames. 
 
I was stunned. 
 
Furious, I stormed into the editor-in-chief’s office and 
vented my outrage. 
 
What went wrong? 
The system itself had failed. Every reported fire had 
been marked on the operations map. But once a fire 
was put out, its symbol wasn’t removed. On paper, 
the blaze was still growing. 
 
The Tagesschau needed pictures, and the reporter 
had to deliver, so he delivered. Sensational coverage 
took on a life of its own, drifting further and further 
from reality. 
 
No “Big Brother” was needed, the system generated 
its own momentum. And I, a lone intern, was left 
standing in the Lüneburg Heath, shouting into the 
wind. 
 
On a larger scale, it works the same way: the 
mainstream dominates, and the individual voice, no 
matter how accurate, goes unheard. 
 
At least in the 1970s, there was still room for 
reflection. A week later, the editor-in-chief gathered 
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the staff, explained the error, and apologized to me. 
As compensation, I received a bonus of 300 
Deutschmarks. I had resisted the system. 
 
Later, when I traded my pistol for a typewriter and 
became a journalist at Südwestrundfunk, I held on to 
that independence. 
 
I’ll admit, I had an advantage. With my Bundeswehr 
pension supplementing my fees, I wasn’t financially 
forced to “dance to the tune” of any newsroom. And 
because my work was valued, editors couldn’t easily 
dismiss me. 
 
That freedom even allowed me to choose my editors. 
It wasn’t always about conflict, it was also about 
creative fit. Take Rolf van Lessen: his editorial style 
simply didn’t align with mine. I told him so openly. 
We remained friends, but I found a team that 
appreciated my way of making films. I was no longer 
a “little sausage” stranded in the heath. 
 
Most journalists don’t have that luxury. Dependent 
on every paycheck, they bend to the system if they 
want to survive. 
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The Referee 
 
In fencing, the judge is called the referee . 
His task is to enforce the rules and decide on the 
validity of actions and touches. 
 
After his active career, Willi Kothny told the 
Koblenzer Rhine Newspaper how he wrestled with 
the decision to serve as referee at the 2024 
Paralympics in Paris. The role, he said, was both an 
honor and a burden. 
 
“This summer, I’ll be a referee at the Paralympics in 
Paris,” Kothny said. He admitted it took him ten days 
to give the federation his answer. “I know from my 
own experience how decisive a referee’s call can be. 
One wrong decision can crush someone’s dream of a 
medal.” 
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And Kothny knew what he was talking about. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
At a Junior World Cup in Budapest, I once filmed 
Hungarian referee Peter Erdei lighting a cigarette in 
the middle of a bout. When I made it public, both 
Willi and the German team had lost all favor with him. 
 
At the Olympic Games, in the match for a spot in the 
final, the referee’s influence was decisive. 
 
The magazine Fechtsport later quoted coach 
Eberhard Mehl, who called the officiating a 
“disgrace.” In the 44:45 loss against France, he 
criticized the referee, who overturned two touches, 
handed out two yellow cards and one red, and in 
doing so robbed the Germans of victory after leading 
44:42. 
 
Skeptics might doubt Fechtsport’s objectivity,  
refereeing decisions are open to interpretation, and 
a coach’s view is inevitably subjective. 
 
But in Korea, where Willi fought for the Asian 
Championship, the story was harder to dismiss. 
Conspiracy theory or coordinated action? The Korean 

Personal note. 
In this chapter, I describe events that cannot 
always be proven. Some are based on private 
conversations; others reconstructed from 
circumstances that may have unfolded differently. 
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federation and a Hungarian referee appeared to work 
hand-in-hand to block Kothny from winning the title. 
 
Here are the facts: 
 
Before his semifinal, the organizers abruptly moved 
lunch forward. Officials, press, and the FIE president 
left for the dining hall. Once the venue had emptied, 
Willi was ordered back onto the piste. The match 
would take place,  before empty stands. 
 
He lost to blatant miscalls. At the peak of absurdity, 
when the Thai coach pointed out that the clock had 
stopped running, he was shown the black card and 
expelled. 
 
After the bout, the Korean winner packed up quietly 
and left, without celebrating. He had reason to 
celebrate, at the time, Willi was considered the best 
sabreur in Asia. 
 
At least the scandal reached FIE president René 
Roch, who ensured that referee was never again 
appointed. But the damage was done: the title was 
gone. 
 
Willi also knew the other side of fortune. In 
Budapest, while breaking into the world’s top ten, he 
scored his final hit against world no. 1 Stanislav 
Pozdniakov with a diving “mungo jump.” He fell in 
the process, normally, a fall invalidates the touch. 
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The ruling was disputed, but Kothny’s win stood, and 
from then on he was among the world’s elite 
sabreurs. 
 
That case might have ended there, if not for what 
followed. After the match, a colleague of the referee 
approached me and asked whether I might “show 
some appreciation” for his colleague’s decision. I 
invited him to bring the matter before the technical 
committee, where it belonged. 
 
Years later, the ARD Sportschau reported a scandal 
that echoed my Budapest experience. 
Referee Marcus Schulz recalled being approached by 
a well-connected coach at the 2024 Olympics: 
 
“Marcus, we need to talk,” he said. In the hotel room 
he asked, ‘Would you accept a little advantage?’ I 
said, ‘For what?’ He replied: ‘For this fencer, we’d 
give you €5,000.’ 
 
My answer was clear: ‘Absolutely not.’ 
His response: ‘Don’t be naïve. You think being a good 
boy will get you anywhere? You’ll never make it to 
the top if you don’t play along.’ 
 
I couldn’t help but think back to Budapest. 
 
Former referee Joachim Wargalla later confirmed in 
the ARD documentary: 
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“The rules have become so complex, they’re wide 
open to interpretation. That makes them exploitable, 
and referees manipulable.” 
 
The only real protection against manipulation, he 
said, is to avoid simultaneous attacks and go for 
single hits. But that is extremely hard, even for top 
fencers. 
 
Dennis Bauer mastered it almost perfectly. 
His specialty was the arm thrust: when the opponent 
extends to attack, you stop short, hit his arm, then 
spring back. Simple in theory, brutally hard in 
practice. 
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Sport and Politics 
 

No matter the discipline, athletes enjoy high respect 
among the people. Rightly so. Sport is a return to 
nature. And nature knows no mercy, no pity. 
 
Its law is brutal: the strong prevail, the weak are left 
behind. Whoever triumphs in this arena becomes a 
hero. 
 
Systems understand this. They seize the heroes, 
bask in their glow, hitch them to their wagons. 
 
Athletes accept it willingly, it brings them money, 
status, admiration. 
But dependence follows. 
 
The days when ancient Greece paused its wars so 
athletes could fight naked, free of sponsorshipsม are 
long gone. 
 
Competitors have become figureheads of ideology. 
National Socialism and socialism were the peaks of 
totalitarian misuse. 
 
Today, the abuse is quieter: athletes turned into 
walking billboards, bought with money, enslaved to 
economic or political interests. 
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I know from experience: sport is expensive. Special 
diets, equipment, competitions across the globe, not 
every club can pay. The call for sponsors is loud. 
 
In West Germany, “Sporthilfe” once tried to soften 
this dependence. But against the millions athletes 
earn today, the effort collapsed. 
 
Politics too has learned to harness athletes. An AI 
analysis spells it out: 
 
“Sport and politics        
 are closely intertwined, influencing each other. 
Politicians use sporting events for self-promotion or 
distraction, while clubs and associations are shaped 
by political funding and laws.” 
 
Politics turns sport into a tool. Olympic Games, World 
Cups, politicians climb on stage, polish their image, 
distract from scandal. 
 
Even AI is already indoctrinated. Google claims: 
 
“Initiatives like Sport and Politics United Against 
Right-Wing Extremism show that sport and politics 
can also stand together for fairness, respect, and 
human dignity.” 
 
Had the AI not quietly dropped the word right-wing, 
the statement would ring true. Because threats don’t 
come from the right alone. 
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Fencers know how to defend against attacks from the 
right. 
 
They also know how to parry from the left, or from 
above, when religion fuels the strike. 
 
Fencers know how to defend themselves against 
attacks from the right, but they also know how to 
block attacks from the left, or even from above 
(those driven by religion). 
 
Anyone who only pays attention to one side will be 
caught off guard by the other. 
Even Bruce Lee warned of this, and Somkhit made it 
his guiding principle: 
 
 “Unexpected moves are the hardest to counter.” 
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Politics, however, prefers to offer sweet words: 
 
“From the attack on the left,” they hope, 
“We shall not be struck.” 
 
A coach who worked that way wouldn’t have a job 
for long, and I’ve yet to meet one who does. 
 
But politics goes even further. With charming 
rhetoric, it makes “the promotion of democracy” 
sound appealing, and naïve athletes fall for it. 
 
Yet sport has nothing to do with democracy. 
Sport exists just as well in dictatorships. It’s about 
measuring an athlete’s performance, showing 
respect for one’s opponent, and practicing fair play. 
No politics are required for that, it’s inherent to the 
very nature of sport. 
 
The true idea behind sport is to bring people closer 
together. That’s how understanding between nations 
is built. 
 
Football coach Rudi Gutendorf demonstrated this in 
Rwanda: 
He placed players from both the Hutu and Tutsi tribes 
side by side on the national team. Sport united the 
footballers of two warring peoples. 
 
No ideology was needed, sport alone was enough. 
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Stains on White Vests 
 

Let’s revisit the issue of bribery among referees and 
look closer, because it doesn’t stop there, it runs 
through the system, reaching even the highest 
levels of sports administration. 
 
We know that fencers wear white vests, and on 
white, every stain shows. I don’t want anyone to 
believe that fencing is drowning in corruption. There 
are far too many volunteers who dedicate 
themselves selflessly to this sport. And it is precisely 
those honorable fencers who must care that the 
white vests stay white. 
 
I cannot prove what I’m about to say, since the 
conversation took place behind closed doors. But as 
a journalist, I stand by its truth. 
 
It happened during the election of a new FIE 
president. A senior fencing official approached me 
and said that one of the presidential candidates 
wished to promote fencing in Thailand. He asked 
me to whom such support should be directed. 
 
As a general once explained to me, in Thailand 
corruption is considered part of the culture, not a 
moral failing. Accepting such funds is not unusual. 
 



84 
 

I told him there was only one person in Thailand I 
knew who would actually use that money to 
promote the sport: 
Willi Kothny. 
 
That ended the conversation. 
 
Whether money ever changed hands, and whether 
the new FIE president was ultimately elected with 
the Thai delegate’s vote, I cannot say, the election 
was secret. 
 
Fencers themselves usually have no say in such 
shady dealings. But they can, at the very least, 
keep a skeptical eye on their consequences. 
 
I remember one case after a continental 
tournament: suddenly, a sport director was driving 
two new cars. He was the man who handled 
business with the equipment supplier. 
 
It would be cynical to suggest that funds had been 
siphoned off, but two active fencers did have the 
courage to ask him directly how he could afford two 
new cars so soon after the event. 
 
He replied that he had inherited them from his 
aunt. Shortly afterward, he resigned from his 
position. 
 
Coincidences do happen.  
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Transgender 
 
Pattaya. Walking Street. Blue Hawaii. 
 
I’d be lying if I said striptease never appealed to me. 
 
When I pushed open the door to Blue Hawaii, the 
melody of Je t’aime wrapped around me. In a golden 
cage, moving with the rhythm, clung a being of 
breathtaking beauty to the bars. 
 
Wow. 
 
Our eyes met, locked. Caught in each other’s 
presence. A cocktail at the bar took care of the rest. 
 
The dancer called herself Ann, from Chiang Mai. We 
were so drawn to each other that we met daily after 
that, outside of Blue Hawaii as well. 
 
Ann came home with me. I traveled with her to 
Chiang Mai. I was fascinated by her, and she, I think, 
by me. 
 
Only later did I learn: despite her strikingly feminine 
presence, Ann was biologically male. Transgender. I 
hadn’t noticed. After all, you don’t grope a new 
acquaintance straight away. 
 
We stayed close friends until Ann got married and 
moved to Switzerland with her husband. Even today, 
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furniture I bought in Chiang Mai reminds me of that 
shared past. 
 
Why do I mention this? 
 
Because today, transgender issues dominate 
headlines in sport and politics. And no one can say I 
don’t know what I’m talking about. 
 
My transgender friend was biologically male with the 
soul of a woman. He felt as a woman, perceived as 
a woman, reacted as a woman. 
 
But we also know that men and women differ 
physically, with different hormonal balances. And 
biologically, men hold an advantage. Proof? Year 
after year, friendly matches between the German 
women’s national football team and DFB boys’ youth 
teams, and the women always come up short. 
 
Now politics steps in, together with certain sports 
officials, and in the name of tolerance allows 
biological men to compete in women’s sports. 
 
That may be tolerant toward transgender athletes, 
but in practice, it causes disadvantages to biological 
women. 
 
Politically charged federations, including the IOC, 
even promote it. 
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When American fencer Stephanie Turner refused to 
compete against trans woman Redmond Sullivan, 
she was disqualified by “USA Fencing.” According to 
the rules, technically correct, since you cannot 
boycott an opponent who has been admitted to 
competition (Rule t.113-17). But Turner had exposed 
an open wound. 
 

 
 
She defied the system, yet remained personally 
respectful: 
 
“I feel great love and respect for you, but I will not 
compete against you.” 
 
And so the debate was ignited. 
 
Say what you will about the queer movement,  it has 
no place in sport. 
 



88 
 

Footballer Manuel Neuer, and not only him, has 
sometimes led his team wearing a rainbow captain’s 
armband. 
 
I asked AI about the meaning of the captain’s 
armband. The answer: 
 
“In sport, especially football, hockey, and other team 
games, the armband symbolizes leadership and 
responsibility. 
– Leadership: it marks the captain’s role within the 
team. 
– Responsibility: the captain makes decisions to 
support the team. 
– Communication: the captain acts as a link between 
players, coach, and referee.” 
 
The band’s function is simple: it shows who the 
captain is. 
 
But then politics steps in. It hijacks a functional 
symbol and loads it with ideology. 
 
The problem could be solved with one sentence of 
rule change: 
“The captain wears a white armband with a black C.” 
 
Period. End of story. 
 
But politicians and officials don’t want that. They 
want the indoctrination. 
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My proposal to the German Football Association went 
unanswered, as did my letter to IOC president 
Thomas Bach. (Appendix 3) 
 
 
The peak of the transgender debate lies outside of 
sport, but sport is the platform that amplifies it. 
 
When biological men are allowed into women’s 
competitions, the next step is an official form where, 
under “mother,” you can tick male or female. 
Oxygen deficit? 
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Contradiction 
 
Before I begin this chapter, I must say a word about 
Norbert. 
 
Norbert was the owner of the restaurant Nachtcafé 
in Pattaya. My daughter Manuela had invited me 
there for dinner, along with her mother. 
 
As it happened, a few friends of mine also joined. 
When it came time to pay, I couldn’t very well let my 
daughter handle the bill. I asked Norbert to settle it 
and handed him my Mastercard. 
 
“Sorry, Erik,” he said, “I don’t accept credit cards or 
mobile payments.” 
 
I was surprised. Norbert explained to me that this 
method leads us to the threshold of total 
surveillance. What is sold to citizens today as a 
measure against money laundering and terrorism is 
gradually being expanded until the system can 
monitor people entirely: The system knows where 
you are, the system knows your preferences, the 
system knows what you plan to do in the future, the 
system restricts your freedom of movement by 
refusing payments you wish to make outside your 
designated area. You cannot refuel your car because 
the system blocks your card. 
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I became friends with Norbert. He wrote the 
foreword to this book and found moving words. 
 
My accident not only shattered my elbow but also 
affected my head. The helmet split from the force of 
hitting the concrete. Without it, my earthly existence 
would have been over. 
 
Along with the shattered elbow, another handicap 
came: my brain no longer works as it once did. I have 
forgotten, among other things, the name of my 
former editor-in-chief, the first name of my 
production manager, the name of the Brazilian 
samba dancer from Ochtendung, and so on, and so 
on. 
 
Since I feared that I might also write nonsense in this 
book, I asked Norbert to read some passages and 
point out any rubbish. 
 
So I gave him the chapter Fight. In it, I tried to 
capture the difference between the life-and-death 
battle of the ancient Achilles and the athletic fight of 
my son at the Olympics. 
 
I chose the hexameter verse form for Achilles’ battle, 
and for Willi’s fight, a sober, emotionless listing of a 
modern athletic contest. 
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Norbert’s response: 
 
 “The blood-battle of Troy is indeed heavy fare.” 
 
Okay. That was, of course, the point, to use this 
ancient verse form to highlight the contrast between 
the original life-or-death struggle and the derived 
sporting contest. 
 
But then Norbert, in a sense, contradicted my 
explanation by bringing the topic back to the core of 
the title You Must Fight Alone. 
 
“Hello Erik, 
 
I see the athlete’s fight more as a struggle with 
oneself, a confrontation with one’s own limits, fears, 
and inner weakness. 
 
It is about overcoming oneself, proving mental 
strength, and bringing out the best within. It is a fight 
for perfection, discipline, and personal development, 
even if competitors and opponents play a role. 
This fight takes place within rules and is directed 
toward athletic performance, not the destruction of 
the opponent. 
 
It is a constructive struggle that brings growth and 
progress, even though it is hard and exhausting.” 
 
Contradiction accepted. 
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Norbert reaffirmed in a closing remark: 
 
“Victory is not achieved solely through strength, but 
through the unshakable spirit of those who refuse to 
give up, even when the odds are against them.” 
 
 

 
Photo Körperwelten (Body Worlds) 
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Abuse 
 
Despots are interchangeable: 

 
-Adolf Hitler 
-Josef Stalin 
-Ayatollah    
 Khomeini 
 
 
 
 

 
Fencing World Cup 1999 in Tehran 
 
More than 100 fencers from 20 nations had come to 
Tehran to collect World Cup points. The competition 
was particularly important because the results 
counted toward qualification for the 2000 Olympics. 
 
The day before the tournament, the Iranian Fencing 
Federation invited the athletes on a sightseeing tour 
of the city. 
 
Of course, no one wanted to miss the opportunity to 
get a glimpse of this closed-off country outside the 
fencing hall. Almost all the athletes agreed to join. 
 
The first stop for the bus was the Holy Shrine on the 
outskirts of the Iranian capital. 
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The fencers were led from the parking lot to the 
mosque. There, they received instructions on how to 
behave in a Muslim place of worship. 
 
The athletes followed the instructions meticulously, 
eager not to offend the religious feelings of their 
hosts. Shoes off, wash your feet, enter the mosque 
with the right foot. (The left is considered impure and 
used for the first step into a toilet.) 
 
Just beyond the entrance, we were asked to line up. 
A mullah informed us that in this mosque lies 
Ayatollah Khomeini, leader of the Islamic Revolution 
and founder of the state, in his final resting place. 
 
Before the group began to move, soldiers stepped 
forward carrying a wreath. We were told to follow 
them. 
 
Cameras from Iranian television whirred. So did 
mine. 5) 
 
At the grave of the deceased, the wreath was laid 
down. The soldiers saluted, the fencers stood at 
attention, and all observed a minute of silence. 
 
Later, in Iranian TV broadcasts and the newspapers 
the next day, the true purpose of the sightseeing tour 
became clear. 
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Fencers from 20 nations, it was reported, had paid 
tribute to the Ayatollah on his birthday the previous 
day. 
 
The next day, Khomeini was invoked to bless the 
tournament. It was dedicated to him. The late 
religious and political leader of the Islamic Republic 
was omnipresent in banners and imagery around the 
arena. 
 
Before the first strike was made, an official 
interrupted the athletes’ warm-up with a wailing 
recitation of surahs from the Qur’an. 
 
A glaring example of how athletes can be exploited 
by political or religious authorities, without any 
means of resistance. 
 
My report about this abuse of sport was discarded by 
all German media in the name of tolerance. 
 
Let us shift, in thought, to a Christian country and 
imagine this: at the opening ceremony of the 
Olympics, the athletes would have to march behind 
a monstrance to the sound of Kyrie eleison... 
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Plaything 
 
The athlete is not only a plaything of politicians and 
ideologues but also of sports officials. 
 
Of course, as an individual, he is embedded in a 
sports system from which it is extremely difficult to 
break free. He cannot practice his sport alone; he 
needs the community, the club, the federation, the 
society. 
 
As long as he functions obediently within the system, 
everything runs smoothly. But beware if he doesn’t 
play along. There are many examples of athletes 
being sanctioned when they refuse to follow political 
directives, for instance, wearing rainbow colors on 
their jerseys. 
 
Even in Willi’s case, the empire of the German 
Fencing Federation struck back when he decided to 
go his own way and refused to dance to the tune of 
the sports director. 
 
It had been agreed between my sons and me that 
they would receive their education and training in 
Germany, and afterward return to their country of 
birth. There, the know-how they had acquired in 
Europe was to be put into practice. 
 
After finishing high school, Willi received a 
scholarship offer from Bangkok International 
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University. He accepted. But the German Fencing 
Federation had something against it. 
 
At no point did Willi intend to leave the German 
Fencing Federation. He was willing to attend all the 
qualifying tournaments (Q-Turniere) of the DFeB. But 
he lacked the funds. His request for travel cost 
reimbursement was denied. 
 
Before the qualifying tournament in Bonn even 
ended, Willi was pressured by the then sports 
director and head coach to reject the Thai offer and 
stay in Germany. But Willi refused. 
 
Olympic champion and team leader Matthias Behr 
intervened, promising to find a sponsor to cover 
travel expenses. But neither the head coach nor the 
sports director would accept that. I had warned them 
not to back Willi into a corner, because I knew his 
reaction: pressure only strengthens his resistance. 
 
The former model athlete was expelled from the 
German national team. An absurd move, since the 
top three fencers in the German rankings 
automatically qualify for the national team. 
 
And Willi was number one. 
 
After being expelled, Willi transferred to the Amateur 
Fencing Association of Thailand (AFAT). 
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The German federation responded with a three-year 
ban,  practically the end for any professional athlete. 
 
However, the International Fencing Federation (FIE) 
lifted the ban after we used a technicality in the 
statutes to get around the rules. 
 
For German sports, the fencer Kothny had become 
useless. He was turned into a competitor,  even an 
enemy. 
 
Due to the lack of training partners in Thailand, Willi 
relied on maintaining contact with German fencers 
and coaches. 
 
Some sports officials obstructed this. The most 
extreme case: when Willi wanted to join a training 
camp in Germany with the Chinese national team, 
the event organizer was forbidden by the German 
Fencing Federation to grant the former German 
Olympic fencer access.  
 
A kind of precursor to political firewalls today. The 
result is identical in both cases. Christian Bauer, the 
French national coach of the Chinese national team, 
put it this way, shaking his head: 
 
"If you lock others out, you lock yourself in." 
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The Hungarian coach Gábor Körmöczi, who offered 
to train the former Koblenz fencer in his free time, 
was threatened by the regional sports association 
with termination of his contract. 
 
To be fair, not everyone followed the orders of the 
DFeB. A glimmer of hope: Olaf Kawald from 
Dormagen defied them and allowed Willi to train at 
his club,  a decision that ultimately benefited the 
club. Dormagen soon replaced Tauberbischofsheim 
as the premier hub of sabre fencing. 
 
But even in his new federation, Willi became a 
plaything of officials. 
 
Despite written agreements, the authorities did not 
honor them. They exploited the fame of the world-
class fencer for their own image promotion but 
avoided providing the necessary and contractually 
promised support. 
 
What remained was a retreat into an international 
school (NIST), where the two brothers passed on 
their expertise to elite students. 
 
By that point, I could have leaned back and looked 
proudly at my life’s work: two children from the slums 
serving as instructors at an elite school, a remarkable 
rise. 
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But that was never the real goal, neither for me nor 
for my sons. From the beginning, our mission was to 
enable other underprivileged children to experience 
the same ascent. A fencing center was meant to 
make this possible. 
 
The land had been purchased, contacts with other 
schools had been established. But before the project 
could begin, COVID intervened. The new schools 
canceled the initiative, and the old school made 
continued employment dependent on vaccination. 
 
As an individual, you couldn’t fight against that. 
Experiment failed. 
 
If this story were titled “The Hero from the Tin Hut,” 
one could end it here. Even Achilles met his end 
through a poisoned arrow, and still became a hero. 
 
But the book “You Must Fight Alone” has not yet 
reached its dramatic conclusion. 
The fight continues. 
 
It is the fight against all odds, the fight beyond the 
fencing piste, against vain officials, greedy sponsors, 
and political entanglements… 
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Michael Zwimpfer 
 
If you google “Michael Zwimpfer”, you get the 
following information: 
 
“Hello, I am your computer specialist, Michael 
Zwimpfer! 
Do you have a problem with your laptop, 
smartphone, printer, the internet, or any other 
computer technology? 
I’ll take care of it.” 
 
Not a word indicating that Michael also carries the 
first name Sarawut, which suggests he has 
something to do with Thailand. And yes, Michael has 
a Swiss father and a Thai mother. Like Willi, he is a 
wanderer between two cultures. 
 
And the two share something else. 
 
If you keep googling, you will also come across the 
name Michael Zwimpfer on the website of the 
International Fencing Federation (FIE). You learn 
that he competes in foil for Thailand, is male, 180 cm 
tall, weighs 75 kg, and is right-handed. 
 
Under “Results” it is documented that in the years 
2005 and 2014 he fluctuated between places 333 and 
625 in the world rankings. But rankings were never 
important to Zwimpfer. It was the participation in 
these events that mattered. 
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The fact that he was ever included in the world 
rankings at all is thanks to an encounter with me. 
After Willi switched from the German Fencing 
Federation to the Amateur Fencing Association of 
Thailand (AFAT), a tall foil fencer caught my eye at 
fencing tournaments, because of his European 
appearance. 
 
In conversation, Michael complained that the Thai 
Fencing Federation did not register him for 
international tournaments, even though most World 
Cups were held practically on his Swiss doorstep. In 
Thailand, he could not take part in any competitions 
because the distance to Switzerland was too great 
and therefore too costly. But no one at AFAT cared. 
I felt sorry for the young man who loved fencing. And 
I took up the fight against the officials’ disregard. 
 
Because of Willi, AFAT had given me the access code 
for registering athletes for World Cups. And so I 
nominated Michael without informing the federation. 
That’s how Zwimpfer came to participate in his 
international competitions. This little trick harmed no 
one. On the contrary: 
 
Later Zwimpfer moved fully to Thailand, helped 
build the Chiang Mai Fencing Academy, and became 
a coach there. A “hobby fencer” who gave fencing 
in Thailand a new impulse. 
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NIST 5) 
 
“Khun Willi, could you train my son?” asked Ping 
Ping’s mother one afternoon. 
 
“What happened?” Willi wanted to know. 
 
She explained that she had accompanied her son to 
the Cadet World Championships in Ljubljana. There, 
she realized just how far behind the Thai coach was 
compared to international standards. Ping Ping was 
eliminated early, and sent straight to the showers. 
 
It wasn’t surprising. In Thailand, fencing was a 
barren landscape, a sport ruled by military men who 
could barely tell a sabre from a walking stick. 
 
Olympic medalist Willi Kothny and his coach Somkhit 
Phongyoo had seen this incompetence firsthand after 
joining the Thai fencing federation. The peak of it 
came at the Beijing Olympics: (Appendix 6) 
A general was appointed team manager but never 
once appeared at training or competition. Worse still, 
he couldn’t even secure an accreditation for Coach 
Somkhit, who had traveled at his own expense. 
 
So Willi fully understood Ping Ping’s mother’s 
frustration. 
 
But there was a catch. 
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Ping Ping already belonged to another club, and Willi 
didn’t want to give the impression that he was trying 
to poach the young athlete, a common practice in the 
fencing scene, but not one Willi would engage in. 
 
The mother, however, pushed for a solution. 
That solution was NIST. 
 
NIST stands for New International School of 
Thailand, an institution that not only teaches 
academics but embraces the Latin motto mens sana 
in corpore sano (“a healthy mind in a healthy body”), 
offering a wide range of sports in its curriculum. 
 
The mother suggested adding fencing to the school’s 
sports program. And so it happened: 
NIST founded a fencing club called The Falcons. Willi 
was appointed manager, Somkhit became the coach, 
and Ping Ping could train under them, without 
leaving his original club. 
 
The results came fast. Ping Ping’s performance 
soared, so much that he earned a scholarship at a 
U.S. university, where he was later coached by Willi’s 
former national teammate, Jacek Huchwajda. 
Jacek himself was a model of successful migration: 
from Poland to Germany, and from Germany to the 
United States. 
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Ping Ping’s success spread quickly. More and more 
NIST students took up fencing, and soon they 
dominated Thailand’s sabre scene. 
The small fencing club evolved into a fencing 
academy. 
 

 
 
NIST, however, was a school for children of privilege, 
the elite among themselves. 
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And yet, they too were bound by the system that, 
after the outbreak of COVID, began to encroach on 
personal freedom. 
 
This isn’t about debating the pros or cons of a gene-
based therapy, the one euphemistically marketed as 
a “vaccine.” 
 
It’s about how political powers, wherever they came 
from, enforced global mandates that defied the 
Nuremberg Code: the prohibition of medical 
experiments on humans without their consent. 
Such actions are classified as crimes against 
humanity. 
 
Still, NIST’s teachers and students were coerced into 
vaccination. Refusal meant unemployment, or 
expulsion. 
Coercion, pure and simple. 
 
In Germany, footballer Joshua Kimmich made 
headlines for refusing the injection, citing unknown 
long-term effects. Bayern Munich, the German 
Football Federation, and the health minister piled on 
the pressure until he finally gave in to the system. 
(Or perhaps received a placebo, who knows?) 
 
For Kimmich, it was about a few million euros. 
For my sons, it was about survival. 
 
And with that, we arrive in the present day. 
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The Tube 
 
I was slowly recovering from my motorcycle 
accident. My arm, stiff and aching, was beginning to 
remember its old movements. Morning walks 
returned, followed by a dive into the pool of my 
Belgian neighbor, Lou Lou. Things were looking up. 
 
Then one day, I started limping,  the hip. 
A cane helped for a moment, but the next day, the 
pain was unbearable. By the third day: rien ne va 
plus. Nothing works anymore. I was confined to bed. 
 
The Bangkok Hospital ambulance rushed me to Dr. 
Suradej, an orthopedist. X-rays showed nothing. 
“Into the tube,” he said. 
An MRI would reveal the truth. 
 
The nurses lifted me onto a narrow table and pressed 
a rubber ball into my hand. “Squeeze this if you 
panic,” one said. The scan would take an hour. 
 
A masked nurse wrapped a blood pressure cuff 
around my arm, plugged my ears, and covered them 
with padded shells. I glanced at the massive white 
cylinder before me — SIEMENS – Healthineers. 
 
“German engineering,” I thought. “Built for the 
world.” Then the hum began. 
 
“ssssssssssss—” 
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Followed by a rhythm: Tüt, didl-di-düt düt—drums—
dum da da dum. 
Pop music tried to drown out the machine’s voice. 
 
My mind drifted. 
 
Where am I? What are they doing to me? 
 
Isn’t this life itself? 
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You lie there, helpless, inside a system you can’t 
control. 
They distract you with noise while invisible hands 
dissect you 
slice by slice, layer by layer. 
 
“ssss—wumm wumm—rrrrrrt—” 
The magnet spins. 
It reads your body. bones, tendons, nerves, blood, 
everything. 
 
What happens to all this data?  
Do they use it to heal you? 
Or to make money? 
 
I could squeeze the ball, but I don’t. 
What if pressing it just starts the whole thing again? 
 
Silence. 
 
Then a calm, synthetic voice in German:  
‘We are now giving you the medicine.’ 
I feel the cold rush of fluid entering my hand. What 
is it? What does it do? 
 
“Fifteen more minutes,” says the voice. 
 

* 
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The next day. 
Diagnosis: Nothing definitive. 
 
Could be a torn muscle.  
Could be a nerve.  
Maybe arthritis. 
 
“Come back in two weeks,” they say. Maybe the pills 
will help. 
 
The insurance refuses to pay. My account goes into 
the red. 
 
And again I think aren’t we all inside a giant tube? 
 
Unable to move. Unable to resist. 
 
The state scans us, records our insides, charges us 
for the privilege and we don’t even know what it does 
with what it finds. 
 
And if the magnets start to wobble, who sets the 
counterweights? 
Who keeps the system balanced? 
 
When they finally pull me out, I wipe away the fog of 
thought. 
A nurse bends over me, lowers her mask, and smiles. 
“Khun sabai di mai?” Are you feeling better? 
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I nod. My eyes catch her nametag: Suwarna. “That’s 
your name?” 
I ask. She smiles and nods. 
 
“My name is Erik,” I say. 
 
And in that small exchange, I’m reminded even inside 
the machine, there are still people made of flesh and 
blood who can smile. 
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Imbalance 
 
A quick look online reveals: The Bavarian Fencing 
Association is promoting imbalance. And they're not 
the only ones. 

 
"The LGBTIQ* 
community in Munich 
launched Pride Weeks 
on June 14, 2025, 
under the motto 
"Liberté Diversité 
Queerité." 
Until the Pride 
weekend, the pursuit of 
freedom, diversity, and 
self-determination will 
be the focus of these 
weeks of events. 

 
As the Bavarian Fencing Association, this topic is 
important to us because it is closely linked to our core 
values of fairness, respect, diversity, and team 
spirit." 
 
And further: "Pride Weeks in Munich are an annual 
series of events aimed at promoting the rights and 
visibility of the LGBTIQ* community. They 
traditionally begin with various events and activities 
that draw attention to the community's concerns and 
challenges. Christopher Street Day (CSD) on June 28, 
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2025, with the political parade, is the climax of the 
celebrations, where demonstrations for equality and 
against discrimination are held." 
 
Using characteristics that have always been 
associated with the sport, politically minded officials 
try to cook up their own ideological soup and misuse 
fencing symbols to link them to ideological currents. 
 
The Bavarian Fencing Association even openly admits 
that this is a political issue, calling it a "political 
parade" and advertising it, as if queer fencers 
wouldn't find their way to such a parade on their own 
(which is their right). 
 
Ideologies no longer come along in a gradual march, 
but rather worm their way into people's brains. 
 
Let me put it bluntly, at its core, it always comes 
down to the same thing. 
 
There are those who live by the motto ‘For the people 
and the fatherland.’ Others rally behind ‘Freedom 
and socialism.’ And today, the slogan of the moment 
is ‘Diversity and inclusion.’" 
 
When political officials, depending on the system, 
impose one of these slogans on their association, 
they marginalize others who disagree with them. 
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And it is precisely the strength of sport to bring 
people of different worldviews together and closer 
together. 
 
In sport, there is room for everyone: 
 
Christians next to Muslims, white next to black, old 
next to young, rich next to poor, communists next to 
fascists, gangsters next to police officers. 
 
Sport is the number one factor for integration. 
People come closer together through shared 
competition. This is especially true for migrants. 
However, politicization leaves some feeling excluded. 
 
A focus on the rankings should be more important to 
an association than on following political trends, 
because this misses the opportunity to bring about 
integration through shared sporting encounters. 
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Today, a movement 
is spreading from 
the US to Europe 
and from there to 
the world. The 
Eugene Fencer's 
Club is a pioneer. 
 
The movement 
is coming 
quietly, lulling 
itself into the 
world of 

diversity, 
fairness, 

tolerance, 
and freedom. 
 
 
This has 
happened before 
under different 
circumstances. 
Today, the club (left) 
displays the German 
"Sports Greeting," the 
gender star, on its 
jersey. 

                     
Slogans always had positive connotations in their 
time. 
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The abbreviation LGBTIQ stands for the community 
of lesbian, gay, bisexual, trans, intersex, and queer 
people. It is therefore a clearly defined group that 
sees itself as a counterpoint to established society. 
 
The fact that LGBTIQ is not a cosmopolitan 
organization striving for freedom, diversity, and self-
determination became apparent in the German 
Bundestag at the end of July 2025. 15) 
 
At a meeting on cross-hostility, the Green and Left 
Party parliamentary groups gathered for a 
parliamentary debate in rainbow colors. 
 

The purpose 
of a 

parliament, 
however, is to 
discuss all 

political 
directions and 
not to mutate 
into an 

advertising 
platform for 
an ideology 
whose lead no 
one knows. 

 
It took the Nazis four years to bring them into line. 
And sports were part of it. 
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"Formula 1, Vettel warned," ran the headline in 
Motorsport Magazine on August 1, 2012, pointing out 
the German Formula 1 driver's violation of the rules 
that require wearing a racing uniform during the 
national anthem, and that demonstrative display of a 
Pride shirt during the anthem is prohibited. 
 
Nevertheless, there are athletes who ignore such 
rules:  
 
Vettel was one of them, along with Valtteri Bottas, 
Lance Stroll, and Carlos Sainz, who ignored the rule. 
This quartet also wore their WRAO shirts over their 
racing uniforms during the Hungarian national 
anthem. 
 
The drivers were warned by the stewards. As an 
excuse, they offered that they had "forgotten" to 
take their shirts off because of the rain that had 
started to fall. 
 
A good decade later, Max Verstappen reacted 
differently. By announcing that he would boycott an 
upcoming "Pride Night of Sport" before a race, he 
had "sent shockwaves through Formula 1," the press 
hyped up what was a normal procedure. 
 
The reigning champion declared: 
"Motor racing should always be about racing, not 
politics." 
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According to some media outlets, this had triggered 
a "storm of outrage." The fans were divided: some 
were stunned, others supported the event. 
The move sparked one of the "most heated cultural 
conflicts in sport" and raised questions about 
identity, values, and the role of athletes in shaping 
history off the track. 
 
The reigning Formula 1 World Champion made it 
unequivocally clear: "I'm here for racing. I respect 
everyone, but I don't believe you can use sport as a 
platform to promote social movements," he said. 
 
This "culture war" is being fought by just a handful 
of racing drivers, and that's because Formula 1 has a 
high advertising impact due to the media coverage. 
In everyday life, Vettel and his co. don't walk around 
like parrots. 
 
LGBTIQ emphasizes self-determination, freedom, 
diversity, and tolerance, fine attributes, but 
shamefully keeps quiet about the fact that this also 
includes gender reassignment, including castration, 
supported by a lobby that even demands this for 
minors. Above all, the EU. Trans activist groups are 
also publicly searching for "enemies" online.21)  
 
What does this have to do with sports? 
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The European Champion            
from Thailand 6) 

 
In 1999, in Bolzano, Italy, two fencers faced each 
other in the battle for the European Championship: 
the Italian Luigi Tarantino and the German fencer 
Willi Kothny. Luigi was the reigning world champion. 
 
“En garde,” the referee called, asking both 
opponents to take their positions. 
 
The hall in Bolzano fell silent. The score was tied at 
14:14 between the Italian and the German. 
 
What the audience had witnessed up to that point 
was pure suspense. The reigning world champion 
Tarantino seemed certain to win after the first few 
strikes. But when Willi landed his first hit, making it 
4:1, something remarkable happened: 
 
The local spectators began to applaud the German, 
who originally came from Thailand,  and they 
cheered him on all the way to 14:14. 
 
The atmosphere in the hall reflected the broader 
mood in the region: the South Tyroleans were 
supporting a German-born Thai rather than their 
“countryman” Luigi Tarantino. 
Tension filled the air. The next hit would decide who 
would become the 1999 European Champion. 
“Prêt,” the referee stretched out his arms. 



121 
 

Both athletes focused intensely, muscles tense, the 
air electric with anticipation. One could almost feel 
the moment before release, to whom would that final 
surge of energy go? The German? Or the Italian? 
 
“Allez,” the referee clapped his hands together. 
 
Before the sound could even reach the upper stands, 
or so it seemed, Willi lunged forward, covering three 
and a half meters in a single bound, and struck the 
decisive hit against the reigning world champion. The 
arena erupted in cheers. 
 
Wiradech “Willi” Kothny was the Champion. 
 
Luigi Tarantino, according to journalist Egon Theiner 
writing for his South Tyrolean hometown paper, was 
so devastated that he “could have hanged himself 
from the nearest tree.” (Appendix 5) 
 
“The ‘hostility on the piste’ lasts three minutes in 
sabre fencing, and ends with a handshake once the 
bout is over.” 
 
And the spectators? 
 
The South Tyrolean crowd cheers for the “German” 
who comes from Thailand, and carries their 
resentment toward Italy home with them. 
Can that be explained rationally? 
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And what do 
athletes like Luigi 
and Willi do? 
 
Long after their 
historic match in 
Bolzano, they 
keep meeting at 
training camps, 
and with photos 
like this one, they 
make a 

statement 
against racism. 
 
This is how an 

international 
fencing family 
grows, one that 

has found what truly connects in sport. 
 
What use are banners like “Red against Racism” 
when, after such a bout, racist comments about Willi 
appear even in Germany on Facebook: 
 
“Get lost, go back where you came from, and take 
your medal with you. We don’t need it.” 
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Ideologies 
 

 
 
Playing sports is a very personal decision. Many 
simply want to get away from everyday life, seeking 
balance through physical activity, while others see it 
as “the most beautiful side thing in the world.” 
 
And then come the disruptions, uninvited, not on the 
entry list, and bound by no rules, like a dragon that’s 
been unleashed from its chain. 
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Every ideology that is carried into sports from the 
outside is a disturbance, no matter how great the 
“points of contact” may be or how noble the 
intentions seem. 
 
My comrade from the Bundeswehr, Uwe Junge, 
former AfD state chairman of Rhineland-Palatinate, 
once flippantly referred to the rainbow armband as a 
“f*ggot band,” which sparked a massive media 
outrage. 
 
Whether that label was appropriate or not is not the 
issue here. The fact is that this topic has deeply 
penetrated sports, sparking heated debates and 
fueling hate and hostility. 
 
After Muslim elementary school students demanded 
a ban on the rainbow flag at their school, I went 
online to collect opinions: 
 
Elfi: 
“(Uwe) Junge is absolutely right. My God, if this 
keeps going, the world will only consist of 
deviants!!!” 
 
Alex: 
“What your army comrade (Uwe Junge) did was not 
right.” 
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Manuela:  
“Calling this kind of visibility ‘political indoctrination’ 
is a common tactic used to delegitimize efforts 
toward social progress.” 
 
Eberhard: 
“So what now, should fencers start wearing little 
skirts to avoid offending the feelings of the gay 
crowd?” 
 
Alexander: 
“In the Soviet Union, we liked to call things by their 
names. The word ‘f*ggot band’ could have just as 
easily come from me.” 
 
Elena: 
“This incident shows how language can perpetuate 
harmful stereotypes and contribute to a culture of 
exclusion. 
The rainbow armband stands for diversity and 
acceptance, and derogatory remarks about it can 
alienate people who identify with the LGBTQ+ 
community. 
It raises critical questions about the environment in 
which we play sports — especially in fencing, which 
should be based on respect and sportsmanship.” 
 
6th Battalion (excerpt): 
“The use of derogatory terms such as ‘f*ggot band’ 
to describe the rainbow symbol is not only 
disrespectful to the LGBTQ community but also 
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harmful to the values of inclusion, respect, and 
dignity, values that should be upheld particularly in 
institutions such as the military and sports.” 
 
The explosive nature of political controversy 
becomes clear in the dialogue between Markus and 
Klara: 
 
Markus: 
“What a sad life Mr. Junge must lead to hate people 
who are different from him so much. But you can’t 
expect much intelligence from AfD supporters 
anyway. They’d gladly send homosexuals, Jews, or 
other minorities back into the gas chambers, just like 
their great idol did. Pure human scum.” 
 
Klara: 
“Your insolent insinuation clearly shows what kind of 
person you are.” 
 
Markus: 
“What kind of person one is becomes quite clear 
when one belongs to, or supports, a party that the 
German domestic intelligence service has officially 
classified as right-wing extremist. That’s the opposite 
of patriotism, which means standing on the ground 
of the constitution. 
That’s not compatible with either right- or left-wing 
extremist parties, both aim to overthrow the current 
system, just like the NSDAP or KPD once did. 
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And since several AfD leaders have repeatedly made 
such statements (‘should be shot against the wall,’ 
etc.), one can indeed assume that enemies of our 
democratic order are at work there. Those are the 
true traitors of the people.” 
 
Bernd interjects: 
“Uwe Junge, you put your life on the line for Germany 
in Afghanistan. My respect.” 
 
Uta: 
“No question about that. The same goes for his 
efforts during the Ahr Valley floods.” 
 
Harald: 
“Anyone who feels the need to loudly flaunt their 
sexual orientation through symbols in public must be 
able to handle an honest word. The fact that such 
things are scandalized in Germany is yet another sign 
of the slide toward a totalitarian state.” 
 
And in such an environment, sport is supposed to 
flourish? 
 
What stands out is that these statements are not only 
contradictory and often false, but their language also 
resembles a battle of slogans and empty phrases. 
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My grandson Morgan finally summed it up: 
 
“When I think of sport, I think of an event that brings 
together a lot of people from different backgrounds.” 
 
We can see that ideology is in the process of taking 
over the field of athletic activity. 
 
Then my proofreader, Norbert spoke up with the 
headline: 
 
“The Shadow Over the Symbol of Joy in Sport” 
 
“Once it shone as a symbol of joy and fair 
competition, but today the innocence of that symbol 
has been clouded. Increasing political influence has 
cast a dark shadow over what was once a pure ideal. 
What once captivated athletes and fans worldwide is 
now increasingly co-opted by ideological agents. 
 
This development strips sport of its original meaning 
as a unifying force among peoples. 
Where once talent and performance took center 
stage, unwanted political messages and dogmas now 
intrude. 
The symbol of joy, once representing carefree 
moments and the pure spirit of sport, has become a 
plaything of foreign interests. 
The bitter reality is that this takeover is robbing sport 
of its soul and permanently diminishing the joy many 
once found in it.” 
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Before Willi faced the Olympic fight in Sydney, a 
photographer for Stern magazinen11) captured him 
just as athletes of ancient times once appeared —  

naked, 
without advertisements, 

without ideology. 
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The Dragon Family 

 

 
Anyone who thinks that was the end of the 
disturbances is mistaken. 
More dragon offspring are pushing forward, some 
even breathing fire. 
 
After the 2004 tsunami, Willi Kothny immediately 
went to the disaster area. First, to help the German 
Embassy identify bodies. Then, to assist German 
tourists in hospitals or help organize their return 
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flights. Later, he built a fishing village of 100 houses 
for sea nomads on the Andaman Sea, financed by 
German donations. 
 
But to do so, he had to hang up his fencing career. 
Thai sports journalists later named him “Athlete of 
the Year.” 
 
A very different reaction came from F.C., a local party 
and union official and chairman of a writers’ 
association from Bendorf, near Koblenz. 
 
On Facebook, he had sung a hymn of praise to 
footballer Diego Maradona and his political 
engagement (see Appendix 4 for wording): 
 
“Diego Armando Maradona carried a tattoo of Che 
Guevara on his upper arm and one of Fidel Castro on 
his calf.  
Of course, he wasn’t an angel. The fact that he also 
used drugs was exploited by the right-wing media to 
stir resentment against him.” 
 
Naturally, I had to respond because my sons are also 
athletes, but they don’t lean politically to either the 
right or the left. 
 
F.C.’s reply: 
 
“Athletes who close their eyes to social realities are 
opportunistic crawlers...” 
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So, athletes who help selflessly and on their own 
initiative are “opportunistic crawlers”? 
 
 Did my sons “close their eyes to social realities” by 
building 100 houses and 20 fishing boats for the 
victims of the tsunami? 
Or is that just political polemic? 
 
 “These defamations aren’t just directed personally 
at athletes,” Norbert added, “there are also the 
invisible dragons of the system.” 
 
He explained further: 
 
“These invisible tauri can take the form of political 
decisions, restricting access to sports facilities, 
cutting funding, or canceling events. 
Suddenly, regulations and directives determine how 
and where sport may take place, pushing personal 
freedom of movement into the background. 
What was once a private passion becomes a pawn in 
political games, and even ‘the most beautiful side 
thing in the world’ is no longer safe from political 
influence.” 
For now, these dragons and tauri have not yet 
completely taken over fencing. 
But examples from football show where things are 
headed. 
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It’s not the purpose of this book to examine the 
COVID issue as a disruptive factor in sport, but a brief 
personal note: 
 
I’m unvaccinated, and I caught the virus on a flight 
to Málaga. 
Fine. 
But: two close relatives, both vaccinated and 
boosted, also caught COVID. Twice. 
 
It was our personal decision to act that way. 
But athletes, as the Kimmich case shows, are put 
under massive pressure. 
 

If you look 
closely at the 
picture on the 
left, you’ll 
notice that the 
“little man” in 
the background 
is also a fencer. 
He’s threatened 
by the dragon 
just like the 
fighter in the 
foreground. 

 
But he receives unexpected help from above, for he 
bears, instead of tattoos of Che Guevara and Fidel 
Castro, an angel tattoo on his left upper arm. 



134 
 

Olga Kharlan 
 

 
Olga who? 
Olga Kharlan. 
 
She is a Ukrainian 
fencer who, at the 
2023 World 
Championships in 
Milan, refused to 
shake hands with 
the Russian 
fencer Anna 
Smirnova. 
 
On her website, 
the sabre fencer 
lists her 
achievements. 
 
Impressive: 
 
 
 

 
2008 Olympic Games – Gold Medal 
2012 Olympic Games – Bronze 
2016 Olympic Games – Silver + Bronze 
5x World Champion 
7x European Champion 

https://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=100063495465285&__cft__%5b0%5d=AZXPwQljLKf3GSrvOpocFVxtNPOgOAKO9CuxZstslGQULkprrvTPtOdcuA_niEjbZTRJyuv_3bui7nzJv6_RvwQ8dIDxrLm1Pz7yA0QJx3enmznIi7EsnaoK3O0O6sUXMhEgZ6I-zcSfIABQVg0c9lJEvA5lvx_5idbn1mbrxJR6QMV1FLui5b48-I7rYx2ojaTuXjjAaOWXMJoaGdKuJPt1RuykANYu5EME_7pCH_KbGw&__tn__=-UC%2CP-y-R
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Without taking sides for or against this exceptional 
athlete: an open post of hers on the internet makes 
the political influence of powerful figures on sports 
strikingly clear. 
 
Olga criticizes (see Appendix 7) that when Russia 
violates rules, nobody is surprised, but when the 
International Fencing Federation (FIE) covers up 
these violations, it is a slap in the face. 
Russia, she says, now wields such power over the 
FIE that the federation has openly violated the IOC’s 
recommendations by allowing blatant war 
propagandists and military personnel to compete, 
even including them in team rankings. 
 
This criticism is harsh, but an athlete is allowed to 
express it. 
 
Back to the 2023 World Championships in Milan: 
At the end of the bout, Olga Kharlan refused the 
customary fencer’s handshake. 
 
According to regulation t.122 (17): 
 
“When the last hit has been scored, the bout is not 
over until both fencers have saluted their opponent, 
the referee, and the audience. They must therefore 
remain still on the strip during the referee’s decision 
and, after it is given, perform the fencing salute and 
shake hands with their opponent. If either fencer fails 
to comply, he/she shall receive a penalty.” 
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Olga, after the match, refused to shake hands with 
her opponent a Russian, “as a protest against 
Russia’s invasion of Ukraine,” as Google’s AI notes 
(20). 
 
A clear violation of the rules. The International 
Fencing Federation then tried to downplay this 
breach by reinterpreting the rule, claiming that Olga’s 
tap of her blade against Smirnova’s was a “fencer’s 
salute.” 
Yet the rules clearly state “shake hands.” 
 
The FIE, for political reasons, avoided enforcing a 
sporting rule consistently. 
On the contrary, the FIE lifted Olga Kharlan’s 
suspension at the Milan World Championships and 
declared that the handshake after a bout was no 
longer mandatory. Offering a blade tap would suffice 
(19). 
 
Three corresponding inquiries (two emails and one 
registered letter) to the FIE went unanswered. 
 
Shortly afterward, Olga Kharlan went further 
(Appendix 8): 
 
The fencer lamented that more than 650 Ukrainian 
athletes had been killed by Russia in this war, and 
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yet, their killers, wearing sports uniforms, now stood 
beside them at the same starting line. 
 
Olga reminded that systematic violations of IOC 
recommendations could cause a federation to lose its 
Olympic status. 
 
If the FIE does not comply with IOC guidelines, 
fencing could be removed from the Olympic program. 
 
The FIE, she argued, is on the verge of misusing 
sport as a weapon of war, explaining: 
Russian officer Sofya Velikaya, a Major in the Russian 
Army, is not just a fencer, but a “tool of state 
propaganda,” part of a vast machinery that has 
justified war and violence for years. 
 
Of course, this is Olga Kharlan’s perspective, one-
sidedly Ukrainian, clearly so, as shown by her 
labeling Russian soldiers collectively as “murderers.” 
 
As understandable as it is that people in war take 
sides, it is counterproductive to carry that war into 
sporting arenas. 
 
Perhaps the two fencers, despite their opposing 
views, should have embraced, as a sign of peace and 
reconciliation on a personal level. 
It would not have been against the rules, after all. 
 
When searching for similar cases, AI found only one: 
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“An example of a friendly gesture between players of 
two hostile nations is the story between Iranian 
footballer Ali Karimi and Israeli footballer Tal Banin. 
During a match between Iran and Israel in the 1990s, 
the two players exchanged jerseys and showed a 
gesture of friendship and respect. 
The act was seen as a sign of peace between their 
peoples.” 
 
I also cannot say what influence Ukrainian Sports 
Minister Vadym Gutzeit may have had on the sabre 
fencer. 
I know him personally. Gutzeit was himself a sabre 
fencer and crossed blades with the rising Willi Kothny 
in the late 1990s. 
 
An irreproachable athlete, but as a minister of a 
warring nation, he likely holds different views now 
than he did as a sportsman. 

 
That Vladimir Putin uses his 
fencers as psychological 
weapons is well known. 
In a fencing channel, the 
Ukrainian Vasili Golod laments: 
“Russian military athletes are 
allowed to fence at a world 
championship while their army 
omrades are simultaneously 
killing Ukrainians.” 
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It reminds me of February 18, 1943, when Joseph 
Goebbels urged the crowd in the Berlin Sportpalast: 
 
“Do you want total war?” 
 
 

 
Those who want total war 

turn sports venues into battlefields. 
 
 
If we follow that logic through, American athletes 
could never again compete anywhere since the U.S. 
repeatedly finds itself at war with parts of the world. 
The same applies, in milder form, to Russia, Israel, 
India, Pakistan, Laos, Thailand, Cambodia, North 
Korea, Syria, Iraq, Iran, and others. 
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Whichever position a reader takes, they find 
themselves in the midst of a psychological war 
between relentless enemies, a war also fought on 
fencing pistes around the world. 
 
It has always been the athletes who suffer most 
when officials or politicians decide to exclude them 
from competition. 
 
My personal plea to Olga Kharlan: 
 
“Dear Olga Kharlan, please turn 12 pages ahead to 
the chapter ‘Integration Factor Sport.’ 
There I describe how shared interests can unite 
people. 
Is fencing not a shared interest, even with Russians?” 
 
Google translation: 
 
«Шановна Ольго Харлан, будь ласка, перегорніть 
сторінку 12 до розділу «Спорт як фактор 
інтеграції». 
Там я описую, як спільні інтереси об’єднують 
людей. Хіба фехтування не є спільним інтересом? 
Навіть для росіян?» 
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Halt 
 
“Halt!” this is what a historian would now cry out, 
stopping the duel on the piste before it escalates into 
World War III. 
 
And indeed, László Marácz once gave this very 
command, standing at the crossroads between 
fencing as a military necessity, a defense of honor, 
and as a sport. 
A Hungarian, he made clear how, in his country, 
fencing after World War I played a vital role in 
rebuilding the nation. 
 
A delegation of Dutch military fencers, led by “Arie” 
de Jong (1882–1966), forged close ties with 
Hungary’s fencing elite. These fencing exchanges 
were part of a broader Dutch diplomatic cooperation 
and proved crucial in restoring Hungary’s 
membership in international sports organizations in 
postwar Europe. 
 
Fencing rose to the status of a national sport in 
Hungary, with influence lasting well into the late 20th 
century. 
 
The flagship figure of the Hungarian fencing school 
was sabre fencer Tibor Berczelly. 
 
He competed with Hungary’s sabre team at the 1936 
Olympic Games in Berlin, winning gold. The success 
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would be repeated twice, in London in 1948 and in 
Helsinki in 1952. 
 
At the first Fencing World Championships in 1937 in 
Paris, he also became world champion with the 
Hungarian sabre team. 
 
The Hungarian school, based on military fencing, was 
characterized by refined technique, a style that kept 
the fencing world in check for decades. 
 
Yet success often tempts one to remain on the same 
step where that success was achieved. 
 
It was, not least, Eberhard Mehl who, together with 
Willi Kothny and Dennis Bauer in the late 1990s, 
heralded the decline of Hungary’s dominance. 
Foil fencer Mehl, after earning his own successes 
(bronze at the Rome Olympics), sought a new 
challenge. He switched weapons and trained in 
Budapest to become a sabre coach. 
 
The analytical Mehl then searched for ways to break 
through Hungary’s near-perfect technique, and he 
did so, ironically, against Hungarian fencers 
themselves. 
 
Mehl combined technique with athleticism. 
 
Hungarians in the 1990s almost scoffed at athletic 
training. 
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Once, Mehl asked a new Hungarian coach, who was 
assigned to assist him as a co-trainer by the national 
sports federation, how he trained for speed. 
The Hungarian’s answer: 
 
“You can’t train speed. Speed comes naturally.” 
 
Another top fencer from Bonn complained that his 
Hungarian coach had forbidden him from entering 
the weight room. 
We gave him asylum in Koblenz, and Mehl personally 
developed a training plan for him. 
That fencer later went on to the Olympic Games in 
Sydney with the German sabre team, and won 
bronze. 
 
In Koblenz, there were two fencing clubs, KSC and 
CTG. 
KSC was coached by a Hungarian Olympic champion. 
CTG, by Mehl. 
The plan was to merge the two into a single fencing 
community that would revolutionize the sport: 
Hungarian technique and German athleticism, an 
unbeatable alliance. 
But things turned out differently. 
 
The merger took place, yes, but the project failed 
because the Hungarian refused to accept athletic 
training. 
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Yet Mehl’s method could be clearly measured by his 
students’ success, notably, in decisive victories 
against Hungarian fencers. 
 
The standout bouts have already been described 
under “Strategy and Tactics.” The final highlight 
came in the bronze medal match in Sydney. 
There, Domonkos Ferjancsik, a Hungarian 
heavyweight, awaited. 
Willi managed to counter the Magyar’s refined 
technique with pure athleticism, landing the winning 
hit at 15:11, symbolically with a “mongoose leap,” 
flying horizontally through the air. 
 
Hungary has since recovered and regained its place 
among the world’s elite. 
 
Experts say their fencing style has become more 
athletic, confirming the thesis that a once-successful 
model often lingers too long on its step of triumph, 
failing to climb to the next, out of fear of new 
challenges. 
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Sochi 
 
Flight TG925 
Black Sea 
August 10, 2025, 5:54 p.m. 
 
The Thai Airways flight attendants are clearing away 
the last of the plastic dinner trays. The options had 
been beef or chicken, both with noodles and peas. 
 
I’m on my return flight from Munich to Bangkok. 
In Germany, I had undergone surgery, the result of 
a motorcycle accident in Pattaya, when a car 
slammed into me from behind. Time was critical. A 
spinal injury threatened paralysis. In Munich, they 
could act quickly. Now, I can walk again, slowly, on 
crutches, but still. 
 
Flight TG925 passes along the Crimean coast. 
Somewhere below, a shot is fired. Up here, at 11,000 
meters, you can’t hear it. A soldier falls. You can’t see 
him from this height. 
But I think, Soldiers don’t die, they fall. It sounds 
more humane. And yet, somewhere in Russia or 
Ukraine, a mother waits for her son, the one who will 
never rise, never return home. 
 
I sip the last puddle of red wine in my cup. Others 
recline their seats, drifting toward sleep. 
 
Below us, people are dying. 
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Some for a despot who craves more land, others for 
a man whose pockets aren’t yet full enough. 
 
Strangers, pitted against each other, ready to kill, 
stirred up by their rulers. Only the mothers of the 
dead are united, in the grief for their fallen sons. 
 
I’m tired too, but I don’t sleep yet. 
Because soon we’ll pass over the place where this 
war becomes personal, where the dead aren’t 
numbers in a soulless statistic. 

 
A few 

minutes 
later, Sochi 
glides by 

beneath 
the clouds. 
Somewhere 
down there 
lives Mark. 
 
Mark is my 

grandson Morgan’s best friend. The two went to 
school together in Pattaya. Mark is the son of a 
Russian man who worked in Thailand. Morgan is 
Willi’s son. 
 
About a year ago, they said goodbye at 
Suvarnabhumi Airport. 
Mark had to return to Russia with his father. 
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There were tears. 
 
Both were supposed to begin university, one in 
Thailand, the other in Russia. 
But while my grandson now studies for his exams, 
his friend stares at a draft notice from Putin’s 
administration. 
Mark is to be sent to the military, to be used as 
cannon fodder somewhere down there, at the front. 
 
I wipe a tear from the corner of my eye. 
What will I tell my grandson when I land in Bangkok? 
That I just passed over his friend? 
That I could feel his nearness, but couldn’t help him? 
 
I crush the empty wine cup in my hand. 
I crush it out of rage, that one single person has no 
power to stop this madness. 
 
And what does any of this have to do with sport or 
fencing? 
Because fencers, at least, are not quite as powerless 
as I am. 
Fencers from opposing sides could still meet, and 
make a gesture of friendship: to face each other, not 
to kill, but to fence. 
Peacefully. 
With a handshake at the end of the bout. 
To put what unites us above what divides us. 
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The Fencing Family 
 
When the German Fencing Federation presented the 
national sabre team for the 2000 Olympic Games in 
Sydney, they introduced four fencers whose roots 
spanned four continents. From left to right: 

- Alexander Weber, son of an Argentinian 
mother 

- Dennis Bauer, German 
- Willi Kothny, Thai 
- Eero Lehmann, with Moroccan heritage 

 
And if the Eislingen athlete Joe Rieg (second from the 
left) had not replaced the former national coach Boris 
Stavrev, there would have been a Bulgarian on the 
team as well. 
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All of them were united by their determination to 
excel and ultimately rewarded with an Olympic 
medal. 
 
All of this happened without LGBTQ labels, without 
“queer,” without “transgender.” And even if a gay 
athlete had been there, it wouldn’t have bothered 
anyone. 
 
It was sport alone that achieved this remarkable 
integration, 
without political influence, without ideology, without 
religion. 
 
There are countless examples of how sports bring 
people together: 
 
Keeth Smart is an American fencer, a few shades 
darker than my sons. 
One day, he emailed me, asking if I could send his 
daughter the videos of Willi’s matches.12) 
She admired his fencing style and wanted to model 
herself after him. 
 
Another example of sport connecting two strangers 
across two continents. 
 
In fencing especially, this sense of belonging is 
deeply rooted. People seek connection, they trust 
one another. 
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I experienced this strongly in Tehran. 
Between bouts, I spoke with Iranian female fencers. 
They were hungry for news from outside their 
country, and I wanted to understand how they 
managed life under the mullah regime. We talked 
openly. The women had no hesitation in sharing their 
thoughts, no fear that I might betray them. 
I learned that many young people embrace a 
Western lifestyle. Private homes host parties, much 
like the nightclubs we have here. 
 
Social and political conversations, right next to the 
fencing pistes. 
 
But our conversations caught the attention of the 
moral guards. 
They intervened, cutting off the exchange of 
information. 
Still, even if briefly. Sport had built a bridge between 
us. 
 
Another example: 
When Willi was marginalized by the German Fencing 
Federation after his switch of nationality, it was 
fencers from around the world who came to his aid. 
The U.S. national team invited him to train with 
them. The Chinese national team included him in 
their Olympic preparation. 
If you visit my son’s Facebook page, you’ll find 
hundreds of contacts across the globe. 
A potential counterweight to the dragons. 
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Connected by Fate 
 
In 2025, Willi served as a referee at the Para Fencing 
World Championships in Korea. On Facebook, he 
reflected: 
 
“Working as an international referee at the Para 
Fencing World Championships in Iksan, Korea, has 
been an unforgettable experience. 
The atmosphere was electrifying, charged with the 
passion and determination of the world’s best para 
fencers. 
 
I was honored to be selected as the video referee for 
the men’s epee team final between Ukraine and Iraq. 
The match was an intense showcase of skill, 
strategy, and true sportsmanship. Every decision 
mattered, and I was proud to contribute, even in a 
small way, to a fair and thrilling finale. 
 
It was a privilege to witness Ukraine claim gold and 
Iraq secure silver. Their extraordinary performances 
were a testament to the spirit of para fencing. 
 
I am deeply grateful to have been part of such a 
remarkable event. 
Thank you, World Para Fencing, and congratulations 
to all winners and participants. You are all incredible 
human beings.” 
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Sport as a Force of Integration 
 
Note: Readers already familiar with my book 
“Migration Remigration” may skip this chapter. 

 
* 
 

I first learned how sport can become a powerful 
engine of integration outside the world of sport, in 
Hamburg, at the Academy for Journalism. 
 
One morning, our instructors sent us out into the city 
center with a bold assignment: 
approach as many strangers as possible and start a 
conversation. 
 
(Try it yourself if you’re brave enough.) 
 
That afternoon, we presented our findings: 
 
Walking up to strangers with no context: rarely 
successful. 
 
But whenever there was a shared topic, conversation 
flowed immediately. 
 
Example: 
 
“Oh, your dog is adorable! I have one just like that.” 
And suddenly you’re deep into a discussion. 
 



153 
 

Or: 
“You’re reading the Hamburger Morgenpost, do you 
think Cruyff to HSV could actually happen?” 
And there you go: instant connection. 
 
The secret is simple: 
Shared interests dissolve barriers. 
 
My two sons had integrated so well in Germany that 
they lost their connection to their birth country. They 
even refused to speak with other Thais. So I used 
what I learned in Hamburg, and now we arrive at 
sport: 
 
I wanted both to remain rooted in their own culture. 
 
So while on holiday in Bangkok, I went looking for a 
fencing club. By chance, thanks to the newspaper 
The Nation. We ended up at the training session of 
Thailand’s national team. 
 
In the National Stadium, the ringing clash of sabres 
greeted us like music. We followed the sound, a 
dozen athletes on strip, blades flashing. 
 
An older fencer approached us: 
Could he help? 
We explained in English that we were seeking contact 
with Thai fencers. 
 
His name was Jomyut. 
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And he wanted to see what Willi and Somkhit could 
do. 
 
He handed them gear, and one by one, they fenced 
every member of the national squad. 
 
To Jomyut’s astonishment, 13-year-old Willi. A 
German youth fencer, defeated the entire Thai 
national team. 
 
Days later, both boys were welcomed into the 
Bangkok Star Fencing Club and allowed to compete 
in the Thai Championships. For Willi, who was on the 
German rankings and technically forbidden from 
competing abroad, we used a trick: he entered under 
his Thai birth name. 
 
Nobody in Germany would notice. 
 
Then came the sensation: 
 
Willi reached the medal podium at the Thai National 
Championships. 
The ice was broken, thanks to what I learned at 
journalism school. 
 
Somkhit, Thai by citizenship, fought bravely and 
would later join the Thai national team permanently. 
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A highlight of this new chapter came months later at 
the 14th Thai Open. Thailand vs. Germany in the 
team final. 
 
Before the final bout: 40–32 for Thailand. 
Not surprising , I was the third fencer on the German 
team, and every Thai had beaten the living daylights 
out of me. 
 
Both teams sent out their best for the final match: 
Willi for Germany. 
Somkhit for Thailand. 
 
A duel between brothers. 
 
Willi turned to me: 
 
“Papa, am I allowed to win?” 
 
I told him: 
 
“You must. 
This is sport, and in sport, everyone must give their 
best. No matter who stands across from them.” 
 
Willi began his comeback. 
44–44. 
Then the final light: 
45–44 — Germany. 
 
Gold. Won against his own brother. 
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With tragic consequences: 
Thai national coach Gábor Fekete expelled Somkhit 
from the team. 
 
A painful setback, rooted in personality difference. 
Technically, Somkhit was superior, but Willi had the 
killer instinct. 
 
So Somkhit focused on coaching, with great success. 
He would one day become the Thai national coach, 
leading his brother to the Asian Championship title 
and supporting him at the Beijing Olympics. 
 
Both boys had fully re-anchored in the country of 
their birth. 
 
Yet for both, something was more important than 
medals: 
 
Fairness and helping others. 
 
Willi received the German ARD Fair Play Award for 
giving his Olympic team medal, which he wasn’t 
awarded under the rules, to his friend Eero Lehmann, 
whom he had knocked out in the individual event. 
 
In Thailand, journalists voted him Sportsman of the 
Year for pausing his career to support tsunami relief. 
He also received the Good Samaritan Award. 
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Despite all of my criticism of sport’s darker sides, 
these positive aspects matter more: 
 
Communities do remember their own. 
 
The city of Koblenz sent Willi financial support to 
Beijing, the same as for their star flèche fencer Peter 
Joppich, even after he switched federations. 
 
Individuals within the system stood tall: Dennis 
Bauer’s father stepped in to train Willi when officials 
blocked access to his former teammates. 
 
Dormagen’s role, as earlier described, speaks for 
itself. 
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And in return, our home welcomed the Thai national 
team into our house, épée fencer Lek, foilist 
Nonthapat, and others. 
 
These stories outweigh everything negative. 
Because at its heart, sport brings people together. 
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The Turning Point 
 

Banglamung  
June 17, 2025 
5:51 p.m. and 34 seconds. 
 
Dam Dam, my black 
temple dog, starts barking, 
tail wagging like crazy. 
He only does that for 
family… or when Stone 
arrives, the president of 
Cobras MC. 
 
Dam Dam knows Stone 
always brings him a treat. 
And today is no different. 
 

But this time, Stone has brought a treat for me as 
well: the brand-new club watch of the Cobras. 
 
With these bikers, I feel a real bond, because we 
live by the same rule: 
 

“Give respect. Get respect.” 
 
It doesn’t matter what a person is, only that you 
respect them as they are. 
 
For me, that watch is the starter pistol of a new life. 
I’m stepping into the fight. 
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Clinic Dr. Decker 
 
“Hello, I’m Hannes, your night nurse today. Good 
evening,” a tall, well-built man says as he steps into 
my hospital room at the Clinic Dr. Decker. 
 
I return the greeting. 
 
“How are you feeling?” Hannes asks. 
 
“Good,” I reply. “I just can’t walk.” 
 
Hannes laughs. He’s one of the many staff 
members here I’ve grown fond of, and one of the 
few who clearly come from Germany. 
 
In this private Munich clinic, it looks as if Dr. Decker 
went on a recruitment tour through the Balkans 
after the collapse of Yugoslavia, hiring the best 
nurses he could find. 
 
I even called my friend Nina Wagner in Croatia to 
ask how to say “good day” in Croatian, just so I 
could greet Nurse Lena in her native language. She 
is especially dear to me because my cat, rescued 
from starvation, is also named Lena. 
 
“Dobar dan,” I say to Nurse Lena the next day as 
she smooths out my tangled bedding. 
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Unfortunately, I don’t have enough friends around 
the world to also greet the rest of the staff in 
Bulgarian, Romanian, Serbian, Russian or Greek. It 
isn’t necessary anyway, they all speak perfect 
German, just like the first generations of immigrants 
who came to Germany to work and send money 
home. 
 
I already knew Dr. Decker from earlier: he once 
performed a colonoscopy on me, and he operated 
on Willi. 
 
My son had needed surgery on his calf because 
Coach Mehl, in his eagerness, had neglected 
recovery, leading to poor blood circulation in the 
muscles until they “shut down.” As we know, 
muscles have a tendency toward laziness. 
 
My own operation became necessary because, likely 
due to the motorcycle accident, a bony growth on 
my spine was pressing on the surrounding nerves 
and threatening to pinch them off entirely. 
 
Without the surgery, it would have eventually led to 
paraplegia. Time was critical, but speed was 
impossible, because the insurance companies 
blocked a quick procedure in Thailand. 
 
This predicament had revealed itself years earlier in 
Germany when I asked my insurer, Continentale, 
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whether they would continue coverage if I moved 
to Thailand. 
 
My agent, Lutz Hufschmidt, a respectable 
gentleman, reassured me: 
 
“We can continue the insurance, though your 
premiums will increase by 50 percent.” 
 
A bitter pill, but one I was willing to swallow. After 
moving, I reported my new address to 
headquarters… and instead of the updated policy, I 
received a cancellation notice. 
 
I called them immediately and referenced my 
agreement with the agent. 
 
Their response made me doubt everything: 
 
“Yes, the agent was correct, we could continue your 
policy. But in your case, we won’t.” Followed by a 
long stream of legal justification. 
 
From one day to the next, I was uninsured. 
 
The Thai insurer I had since taken out, WRLife. Also 
refused to pay, claiming from their “desk diagnosis” 
that the condition was degenerative. 
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Yet again the agent, Mark Levitan, expressed 
sympathy, yet the bureaucrats at the claims 
department remained unmoved. 
 
Thailand was no longer an option, since payment is 
required before surgery. 
So: back to Germany. 
 
In Munich, the operation on my spine was a 
success. Professor Dr. Stefan Zausinger removed 
parts of the growth, relieving the nerves. 
 
When I’m able to walk with a walker the next day, 
tears fill my eyes. Suddenly I can truly understand 
the performance wheelchair fencers deliver when 
they step into competition. 
 
Every bout begins as a victory over themselves, 
accepting fate and fighting against the adversity of 
disability. 
 
After his competitive career, Willi dedicated himself 
to these athletes and has refereed wheelchair 
fencing ever since. With such passion that he was 
nominated as referee for the 2024 Paralympics in 
Paris. 
 
And he went even further: 
 
When a fencer at the NIST school asked if he could 
coach her brother, Willi agreed, only to be stunned 
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when she returned with her brother in a wheelchair, 
paralyzed from the waist down. 
 
I had always respected wheelchair fencers. But the 
full weight of what such a disability means only hit 
me when I myself was one step away, from cane to 
walker to wheelchair. 
 
Only here, where life is reduced to the basics, do 
you realize the strength that disability can awaken 
within a person. 
 
A disability forces you to reflect on life, accept your 
situation, rethink your future, and fight the battle 
against your handicap. A battle you fight alone. 
 
That deserves respect. 
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Sun Fitness 
 
82.2 kilos. Wow. 
One look at the scale and I’m celebrating. Perfect 
weight for someone 182 centimeters tall. 
 
Then I glance in the mirror, and freeze. A massive 
belly perched on two matchstick legs. Two months 
of barely moving have left their mark. The muscles 
in my legs have vanished, and the belly fat has 
taken over. There was no avoiding it, I had to get 
myself into a gym. 
 
The moment I step into Sun Fitness on Naklua 
Road, the atmosphere hits me, the same vibe as 
the old weight room in the basement of the Max-
von-Laue Gymnasium in Koblenz: 
Stationary bikes, weight benches, dumbbells, power 
racks, and the smell of sweat. 
 
And as I start warming up on the bike, my mind 
flashes back to Eberhard Mehl’s training program, 
the one he used to torment his athletes into 
becoming model physiques. 
 
Periodization. That was the magic formula. 
The edge Mehl had over every other fencing coach 
in Germany. Now, I was going to use that formula 
on myself, a light version, of course. My goal wasn’t 
Olympic glory. My goal was simply… to walk 
normally again. 
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Bimbes 
 
Bimbes is Palatinate dialect and became part of 
common German thanks to former chancellor 
Helmut Kohl and his donation scandal. In short, 
Bimbes means money. 
 
And money is the biggest factor of influence in 
sports. 
Without money, nothing works in sports, and in 
fencing, even less so. 
 
While street kids often make do with a tin can they 
kick around on the asphalt, fencing gets serious 
from the very first moment: 
 
                                   Saber 
                                Mask 
                                Gloves                      Plaststron 
                                Jacket                      Electric  

Vest 
                                Pants                         
                                Socks   Body cord 
            Shoes 
 
 
 
   Fencinf bag 
 Spare saber / spare body cord 
 
 
Before a child can even make their first attack, Dad 
already has to put down a thousand euros.  
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No wonder fencing is considered an elite sport. In 
many countries, people only start fencing if they’re 
officers, policemen, or university students. 
 
When Somkhit and Willi entered secondary school, 
their PE teacher Eberhard Mehl recognized their 
talent for fencing. Willi clearly had the potential. 
 
But did he also have the will to excel? 
 
Wiradech, his Thai name, literally means “the 
strong-willed.” 
Would he live up to it? 
 
Willi was immediately hooked. Somkhit was more 
reserved. Since fencing is an expensive hobby, I 
made a deal with the boys: 
 
I would pay for the expensive equipment and the 
travel to every tournament. In return, they had to 
commit to attending all training sessions and all 
competitions. The contract was valid for one year. 
 
We all signed it, officially, just like in real life. 
 
And that contract was renewed year after year, 
right up to the Olympic Games in 2000 (lol). 
Anyone who thinks that’s where the expenses 
stop… will quickly learn otherwise. Once the kids 
enter the competitive level, money becomes 
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influence factor number one, with all the negative 
consequences that come with it. 
Two examples: 
 
1. Dennis Bauer 
Willi’s fiercest rival, Dennis Bauer, was on the brink 
of winning the Junior World Cup in 1998. He 
needed one more World Cup in Palermo to secure 
the points. But neither the German Fencing 
Federation nor his club CTG had money, or interest, 
in his title. 
 
So as the head of the fencing department, I 
reached into my own pocket and paid for his flight 
myself. 
He took that chance, and turned it into success. 
 
2. Willi Kothny 
When Willi switched to the Amateur Fencing 
Association of Thailand (AFAT), we wrote a 
contract: 
AFAT would pay for all World Cup events as long as 
Willi stayed within the Top 32 of the rolling world 
rankings. 
 
They rarely stuck to the deal, but I always found 
enough Bimbes to finance the flights anyway. 
Except once. The Boston World Cup was crucial, 
Willi needed to defend a 5th place from the 
previous year. I begged AFAT to cover just this trip. 
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They refused. In fact, my empty wallet played right 
into their hands: 
 
Because Willi did not participate, he slipped from 
32nd to 33rd in the world rankings. The ink wasn’t 
even dry before AFAT held a press conference to 
proudly announce: 
 
“Willi has dropped out of the Top 32 and will no 
longer receive financial support.” 
 
Applause from the épée and foil camps, they hoped 
more money would now flow their way. A mistake. 
The money simply found a different path. 
 
But the message was clear: 
At a certain performance level, nothing in sport 
works without money, unless you’re in a discipline 
funded by spectators and TV rights. 
 
So the goal must be to reduce dependency on 
federations and instead find funding sources that 
are reliable and sustainable. 
 
Where does one find such sources? 
In Koblenz, I had a kind of money divining rod: two 
well-paid jobs. Enough to buy a team bus for the 
club and airline tickets for my sons. 
 
But then one of those money streams dried up, and 
with it, my self-employment vanished. 
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Dramatic Arc 
 
Every story, every play, is built upon a dramatic arc. 
I learned that at the Academy of Journalism. 
 
The arc begins with a short introduction. 
 
Then comes the situation: the audience gets to 
know the main characters and their environment. 
First hints of conflict appear. 
 
In the main section, the conflicts deepen, tension 
rises, and new problems drive the narrative 
forward. 
 
The tension reaches its dramatic peak, the situation 
appears hopeless. 
 
Then comes reflection, the search for a solution. 
 
Once the turning point is reached, the conflict 
resolves and the story concludes. 
 
But what if we are still in the middle of the story 
and the ending is nowhere in sight? As in this book. 
 
Pause. 
Take a breath, gather strength, rethink the tactics, 
regain courage, assess the situation. 
 
Wait for the next command: “En garde.” 
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The Unknown 
 
Mathematics was always about dealing with multiple 
unknowns. 
And yet, math has been my constant companion. 
 
I find it easier to chat with dragonflies by the pool 
in the morning than to solve a simple rule of three. 
 
But real life forces mathematics upon you. It all has 
to be financed, whether you like it or not: food, 
clothes, wife, children, sports … 
 
Mathematics even takes center stage when you 
want to become independent. 
Like around the turn of the millennium, when we 
planned to open our own fencing center in 
Thailand. 
 
First, a piece of land had to be acquired. 
My thought: buying land can never be wrong. 
Land keeps its value even in hard times. 
I had saved a few thousand. Willi found a parcel in 
the greater Pattaya area. 
 
Later, a fencing center was to be built on it. 
And soon the plan became concrete: 
 
But the fencing environment needed to move from 
Bangkok to Pattaya. 
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The Rugby School Pattaya offered a solution. They 
wanted to make fencing, like at NIST, an elective 
subject, and hire my sons as coaches. 
 
With that secure income in the background, it 
would become possible to build a fencing center in 
several expansion stages. 
 
Then came the Corona dragon. 
The plans turned into scrap paper. 
But the idea lives on. 
 
Suddenly and unexpectedly, the Ambassador Hotel 
in Bangkok offered a solution. 
The hotel manager offered a floor suitable for 
setting up a fencing hall: 
Four aluminum competition pistes and four training 
lanes in between would be enough to run 
independent training and competitions. 
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And now mathematics enters the scene: 
Kung Wijitta, Willi’s wife, calculated the costs for 
the hall’s construction, rent, and operations, a six-
figure sum in euros. 
 
Willi had to take the risk, just like in sport. 
 
He took out a mortgage on the house I live in (and 
that I built). 
Construction could begin. 
There was no turning back. 
Outcome uncertain. 
 
What remains are the dependencies. 
They simply shift from NIST to the Ambassador. 
Smaller, yes, but still there. 
 
The dramatic arc reaches its peak when I pull the 
old Pattaya fencing center project out of the drawer 
again. 
 
But how to finance it? 
With zero euros in the account, unpaid hospital 
bills, and surgeries ahead? 
 
A new assessment of the situation is required. 
 
Or, wait for a fairy tale to become reality. 
 
I experience such a fairy tale every morning in the 
swimming pool of my Belgian neighbor, Lou Lou. 
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The Fairy Tale of the Dragonfly 
 
My time in the swimming pool isn’t just for exercise, 
it’s also for conversation. 
Every morning, I’m greeted there by a dragonfly, 
with whom I exchange my thoughts. 
A beautiful emerald-green creature with transparent 
wings. 
 
Dragonflies have something we humans lack: 
They can move in any direction from a standstill, 
forward, backward, up, down, left, right, even 
diagonally if needed. 
They act according to the situation, not ideology, 
unlike birds of prey. 
 
When I hold a finger out to my conversation partner 
(I hope I got the gender right) at the pool’s edge, 
she lands on it and listens. 
I don’t need to speak, she reads my thoughts, and I 
read hers. 
Once, I told my wife about these conversations. She 
said I was crazy. 
(You, dear reader, may think so too.) 
 
She never wanted to tell me her name, so I simply 
called her “N.N.” no name. 
And N.N. told me: 
 
She specialized in optimizing her hunting methods. 
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The Dragonfly News, she said, once compared her 
to a “renowned crisis economist.” 
Since then, she’s been a regular guest on almost 
every major pool talk show. 
 
She confided that she learned this from a human on 
the other side of the pond, one she admired, 
because life around the pool wasn’t so different 
from human society. 
There were successful hunters and envious failures 
here too, which led to insults and territorial 
disputes. 
 
Once, at the height of an argument, N.N. decided to 
raise her voice against intolerable conditions at the 
pool, and was promptly ostracized by the 
established water residents. 
 
What impressed me was how much she resembled 
her human counterpart across the pond: 
She refused to be co-opted by any one pool faction. 
She even accepted a nomination from the shadow 
side group to run for a high office within the sunny 
side community. 
 
She was promptly expelled from her own group. 
 
One day, this fairy-tale creature offered to advise 
me on hunting techniques. 
She said she knew a thing or two about that. 
I declined, I know next to nothing about that field. 
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Still, I often listen to her in secret. 
Maybe her hunting system could be adapted to my 
own needs perhaps even help me find a quick way 
to finance the fencing center. 
But I was disappointed. N.N. set the bar too high. 
 
To make her point clearer, she quoted from a 
human financial exposé, perhaps, she said, it might 
help me in acquiring bimbes (cash): 
 
“Investment gains must be sustainable. 
When evaluating time and capital investment, 
another key factor is sustainability. 
 
The most important thing in investing is to secure 
your capital while minimizing risk. 
Only after that should you focus on maximizing 
returns. 
 
In the long run, it’s worthwhile to invest time early 
on to achieve consistent gains.” 
 
 
“Nonsense,” I thought. 
“With that kind of financial gobbledygook, there’s 
no way to fund a fencing center.” 
 
N.N. read my thoughts and compared human 
behavior to her own world. 
“It’s really quite simple,” she said. 
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“The most important thing is to secure your basic 
nourishment while minimizing hunting risk. 
Only after that do you worry about increasing your 
stockpile. 
Translated to your finances, that means: take time, 
save up, reduce risk, and maximize gain.” 
 

 
 
At 85 years old and with an empty wallet, this 
method of financing my project was no longer an 
option. 
Since then, my conversations with N.N. have 
focused on things that touch the heart and soul. 
 
And my wife still thinks I’m crazy. 
 
 



179 
 

AI 
 
While researching this book, I repeatedly used AI 
programs to gather information about athletes. 
What interested me most was the interaction 
between sport, ideology, and politics. 
 
The results were surprising. 
 
Question 1: 
Which female athlete refused to wear a headscarf 
at an international tournament? 
 
AI’s answer: 
The chess player who made headlines for refusing 
to wear a headscarf is Dronavalli Harika, an Indian 
chess grandmaster. 
 
Question 2: 
Are there athletes who were punished because they 
refused to wear political symbols? 
 
AI’s answer: 
Serbian football star Nemanja Matić was suspended 
for four matches in the top French football league, 
“Ligue 1.” 
The midfielder, who played for Olympique Lyon last 
season, was banned by the league on Thursday 
because he refused to wear a rainbow-colored 
LGBTIQ symbol during a league match, part of a 
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league-wide campaign promoting diversity and 
inclusion. 
 
Question 3: 
Are there cases where athletes refused to shake 
hands with an opponent for political reasons? 
 
AI’s answer: 
We already know this one: 
The fencer I found was Olga Kharlan from Ukraine. 
At the 2023 World Championships in Milan, she 
refused to shake hands with Russian fencer Anna 
Smirnova because of Russia’s invasion of Ukraine. 
Instead, she chose to tap blades, a gesture that 
honored the rules and the opponent while at the 
same time signaling protest against Russian 
aggression. 
 
No matter what I asked, the AI had an answer. 
So why not use AI to collect money as well? 
 
But caution: r i s k. 
 
Even in sports, AI didn’t always get it right. 
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Junk-Star-Coin 1) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
“When Willi is airborne, he’s at his most 
dangerous,” 
the Koblenzer Rhein-Zeitung once wrote about my 
son’s risky fencing style. 
 
I had to take risks too. 
 
The question for me was: Could AI be used to raise 
money for the project? 
 
And the internet is a risk. 
 
It’s crawling with scammers. I myself have dealt 
with around 40 of them. The pattern is always the 

Warning: 

This chapter recounts an episode from my 
struggles in life and is not applicable to others. It 
is a desperate attempt to become independent of 
external influences through money. 

 

And everyone must be aware that nature shows 
no mercy. It's a fight in a snake pit. And when it 
comes to finances, it's even worse. 

Please do not try this at home. 
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same, huge sums are promised, but first you have 
to pay a small amount upfront. 
 
Example: 
A supposedly terminally ill widow offered money for 
my project. Her bank manager created an online 
account for me and gave me the login details. 
 
Wow. USD 1.7 million were sitting there. 
 
Using the PIN they provided, I logged in. 
As a test, I wanted to transfer €100 to my German 
account. But before the transfer could be executed, 
I was instructed to pay a €700 “activation fee.” 
 
Ha ha ha ha. Easy to see through. 
 
As were four more grotesque offers: 
Relatives with the name Kothny had apparently died 
in various accidents and left me millions. 
 
A Kothny in Togo in a car crash, another in Benin in 
a terror attack, one during the tsunami in Phuket, 
and even one in the World Trade Center attack on 
9/11. 
 
Because of our humanitarian project “Willi hilft,” 
through which we helped the sea gypsies of the 
Andaman Sea recover from tsunami damage, I had 
become a magnet for scammers. 
I defeated all of them, until I finally met my match. 
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4% 
 
Math was always a horror to me. The whole school 
year I swung back and forth between “sufficient” 
and “insufficient.” I comforted myself with a joke 
about my number-crunching weakness. 
 
A young man was driving his Rolls-Royce through 
the city when a pedestrian crossed the street on a 
red light. Full stop: the pedestrian fell. The driver 
jumped out of the car, helped the man back to his 
feet, and paused: “Oh, Professor, that could’ve 
gone really wrong.” 
 
“Max,” the professor marveled, “Sorry, my eyes. But 
I see you’re driving a Rolls-Royce and wearing a 
Rolex. You must be doing well. In math you were 
absolutely terrible. How did you come to such 
wealth?” 
 
“Oh, Professor Ebretzberger,” the former student 
explained, “Very simple. I buy crates for 1 euro and 
sell them for 5 euros. And I live off that little 4 
percent.” 
 
Something like that was how I wanted to build a 
fortune now: with crypto. Buy cheap, sell high. 
 
Ramsch-Star-Koin1) is an AI-driven crypto platform 
that promises high profits from small investments. 
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Albo Pexal1) from Scandinavia introduced me to the 
system. It was tempting: 1.2% per day on an 
investment should rapidly build a fortune. Pretty 
much the same way Max made his 4% profit. No 
math skills required. 
 
I told Libelle about it. She advised against it. I 
ignored the warning. I invested. 
 
A small investment multiplied rapidly. But: it was 
only a virtual increase on the desktop, because 
soon came the hammer blow: the site needed to be 
reverified with a deposit of 100 USD. 
 
And it had to be exactly 100.00 dollars. I don’t 
know how, but when I made the deposit, 3 dollars 
extra landed in my account. This overpayment was 
not accepted for verification. I was supposed to 
deposit again, exactly 100.00 USD. Both deposits 
would then be refunded. 
 
Yeah right. My risk-jump ended in a belly flop. 
 
But it got even better: my account swelled and 
swelled within just a few months to a gigantic 
1,024,445.00 USD. Then came the message from 
the crypto platform that my account needed 
maintenance. 
Before that, however, I was supposed to withdraw 
324,708.83 USD. I didn’t need to be told twice. 
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But now came the catch. You can’t just withdraw 
like that. First I had to convert the balance into 
cryptocurrency and then deposit it into a wallet. (A 
wallet is a kind of account number with 42 letters 
and digits.) Not really a problem, except there are 
just as many networks (42) to choose from. 
 
Since not all wallets support all networks, the 
money disappears into the void if you pick the 
wrong one. 
 
And to transfer from one network to another, there 
are fees. In my case: 4,033 USD. 
 
“Child’s play,” Albo Pexal1) suggested to me, but my 
financial pain threshold had long been exceeded by 
then. The only consolation was that the 324,708.83 
USD was just a virtual gain and the real damage 
was still within bearable limits. 
 
The scam ended with an email from the platform 
itself: 
“Account maintenance is complete. You can now 
register a new account with a different email and 
use it. Thank you.” 
 
Musicians would say: “Da capo al fine.” 
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Ladies and Gentlemen 
 
“Under the blankets, all women are the same,” a 
coach once confided to me. Whether he spoke from 
personal experience, I never found out. He certainly 
would have had the opportunity, as his squad was 
full of female students. 
 
And he wouldn’t have been the first to take 
advantage of that. Time and again, the sports scene 
is plagued by such affairs. 
 
It’s hardly worth a chapter, because it should go 
without saying that coaches must not exploit the 
dependency of their students to satisfy their sexual 
desires. Incidentally, the same applies to female 
students who throw themselves at their coaches to 
gain advantages. 
 
Both cause unrest in the club, and with that, losses 
in performance, quite apart from negative press 
coverage. 
 
I can only recommend a rule from my military days: 
“Your own secretaries and your comrades’ wives are 
off-limits.” 
 
There’s nothing more to add. It really should be 
clear to everyone. 
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The Project 
 
With the rise of a child from a slum in Kanchanaburi 
to the top of the world, we achieved something that 
in itself is worthy of a Hollywood story.² 
 
But it is a single case. 
 
Our goal is to give more underprivileged children 
the same chance to rise. By building our own 
fencing center, this story should be repeated on a 
much broader scale. 
 
The basic idea is the same one I successfully 
applied with my own sons: 
 
Underdogs should be given an opportunity that they 
may take, or not. If they take it, they must work 
their way up through their own performance. 
Handouts cannot achieve this. They only tempt 
people into laziness. 
 
To achieve this, we intend to bring together 
children from wealthy families and children from 
poor families in a shared training facility. 
 
As a further step, the project also plans to include 
athletes with disabilities in the fencing family and 
have them train and compete alongside each other. 
And if a transgender person applies, they are 
welcome to join the training as well. For 
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competitions, however, attention should be paid to 
XX/XY DNA, simply for the sake of equal 
opportunity. 
 
A training and competition hall with 8 standard 
pistes and 8 wheelchair pistes should be sufficient. 
 
A fitness studio will ensure that athletic components 
can be further developed. 
 
A culinary facility will provide balanced sports 
nutrition. It is an essential factor in high-
performance sports. 
 
Offices, workshops, retail spaces, press rooms, and 
classrooms will provide all necessary services 
around such a center. A spectator tribune should 
attract audiences to tournaments and training 
sessions. 
 
Connected to the heart of the center is a “swallow’s 
nest”: individual container-style houses serving as 
accommodation for coaches, fencers, and guests. 
 
And why fencing, of all things? 
Because we know what we’re doing. 
The success story of Somkhit and Willi already 
proved, on a small scale, that it works. 
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Model of the fencing center: 

 
With this, the dramatic arc would reach its peak. 
 
We stand at the turning point of the story. Will the 
goal be achieved, or will the implementation fail? 
 
No one knows. The narrative tension breaks. A 
story with an open ending? 
 
Will a rich widow appear? 
Will AI win the race? 
Or will a sponsor be found? 
 
One percent of what a billionaire supposedly offered 
a world-famous footballer to promote LGBTIQ topics 
should be enough to fund this project. 
 
Will the fight outside the fencing piste be won or 
lost? 
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Johannes Kremser from Austria already offers an 
alternative in case of failure: 
 
“Could I rent the property to let my cows graze on 
it?” 
 

   
In the worst case, the story’s arc would lead back to 
my childhood, when I spent school holidays with my 
cousin Michaela, herding Uncle Arthur’s cows on the 
alp. 
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Engarde 
 
When Willi was asked by a reporter what he 
believed in, he said: 
 

"I believe in myself." 
 

 
 

Me too. And you? 
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Epilogue 
 
Norbert speaks up. He writes the concluding words: 
"Your book is like a tree that slowly but surely puts 
down roots and begins to grow. 
 
Every word is a leaf, every sentence a branch, and 
with each day you work on it, the trunk grows 
stronger and the crown broader. 
 
Soon it will be a magnificent tree, bearing rich fruit." 
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Section 6 

Appendix 
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Willi and Somkhit were an unlikely pair as fencers and 
coaches. Willi was in the spotlight, while Somkhit 
supported him and did the dirty work behind the 
scenes. He kept things running smoothly. Both their 
contributions were equally valuable 
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Appendix 2 
 
Erik Kothny                    Chonburi 20150 Thailand 
        
An den  
Deutschen Fußballbund 
Kennedyallee 274 
60528 Frankfurt am Main             Via: info@dfb.de 
 
Subject: Captain’s Armband 

 
To introduce myself so that you can place me 
correctly: 

 
Erik Hanns Kothny 
Born 1940 
Raised in the Sudetenland, Austria, Norway, 
Germany 
Major in the German Armed Forces (Bundeswehr) 
and TV journalist at SWR 
No political party or religious affiliation 
Father of one daughter and two adopted Thai sons. 
One of them, Willi Kothny, is known as a sabre fencer 
of the German national team with the following titles: 
 
8× German Champion 
1× European Champion 
2× World Champion 
2 Olympic medals (Sydney) 
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As his manager, I know the world of sports. That is 
why I am writing these lines to you. 
 
When Thomas de Maizière launched the campaign 
“Sport and Politics United Against Right-Wing 
Extremism” in January 2011, the German Olympic 
Sports Confederation abandoned its self-defined goal 
of strengthening social cohesion and reducing social 
distance. The shared interest in sport and movement 
has been clouded ever since. 

 
(www.vereint-gegen-rechtsextremismus.de)  

 
This slogan does not unite, it excludes. 
Why? Because it targets only one political direction. 
If de Maizière had at least created the slogan “Sport 
and Politics United Against Extremism”, he would 
have maintained the necessary neutrality and 
excluded all extremist currents. Instead, the 
politicization of sports was given free rein, whether 
through Uli Hoeneß railing against the AfD as Bayern 
Munich president, or the president of Eintracht 
Frankfurt questioning whether AfD members should 
be allowed to belong to the club. 
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The spark spread to the kneeling of entire teams for 
Black Lives Matter, and to the rainbow armband worn 
by captains of club and national teams. 
 
My appeal at the time to the German Olympic Sports 
Confederation fell on deaf ears. As the manager of a 
fencer, I wrote: 

 

 
 
A video was intended to reinforce my appeal: 
https://youtu.be/PX784u8fYmg 

 
The results of this politicization are well known. 
Instead of living sport, politics clogs the minds of the 
athletes (see the results of the German national 
football team).  
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In sport, Whites should play next to Blacks, Muslims 
next to Christians, heterosexuals next to gay people, 
Greens next to AfD supporters. 
Because of physical differences, one might even 
distinguish between XX and XY chromosome carriers 
and end the nonsense of 72 “genders.” 
 
Therefore, my demand: 
 
The DFB should define the appearance of the 
captain’s armband in its statutes, just as it defines 
the size of the ball or the goal: 

 
“The captain’s armband consists of a black ‘C’ on a 
white background.” 

 
This would remove politics from sport and return 
football to what it should be: 
The most beautiful minor matter in the world. 
 

 
With kind regards, 
 
Erik Kothny 
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Appendix 3 
 

Erik Kothny               Chonburi 20150 Thailand 
        
Herrn       
�homas Bach – Persönlich - 
Maison Olympique 
1007 Lausanne 
 
Sehr geehrter Herr Bach. 
 
The name Kothny is probably familiar to you, since 
my adopted son Wiradech ‘Willi’ Kothny, whom I 
adopted from a tin shack in Kanchanaburi, took part 
in three Olympic Games as a sabre fencer and won 
two bronze medals for Germany in Sydney. Since 
then, I have followed all events surrounding sports 
very closely. 
 
I was truly shocked by the 2024 opening ceremony 
in Paris. I will spare you an evaluation, because you 
are likely already being flooded with comments 
from around the world. But this sad climax did not 
come out of nowhere. The division of sport, which 
should unite people, will continue unless the 
emergency brake is pulled immediately. I call it an 
emergency brake because, with the boxing match 
Imane Khelif vs. Angela Carini, the Olympics are on 
the verge of breaking apart completely. Hence this 
letter: 
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Thomas de Maizière’s campaign in 2011, ‘Sport and 
Politics United Against Right-Wing Extremism,’ 
created the unfortunate liaison between sport and 
politics and severed the intrinsic unifying bond of 
mutual understanding that sport naturally provides. 
From that point onward, division spread into all 
sports, whether through political statements during 
award ceremonies or the wearing of multicolored 
political symbols on captain’s armbands, as if sport 
needed to outdo the inherent diversity it already 
embodies: The white athlete plays next to the black 
athlete, the gay athlete next to the straight one, the 
Muslim next to the Christian… 
 
Beyond that, it would be utter nonsense in fencing, 
for example, to train an athlete only to defend 
against attacks from the right. You, Mr. Bach, know 
as a fencer that attacks also come from the left and 
from above. As a competitive athlete, your coach 
prepared you to respond to all attacks; only politics 
does not understand this. 
https://youtu.be/PX784u8fYmg 
And as the Olympic Games in Paris show, even 
there sport follows its woke master like a little dog. 
 
The queer sociopolitical movement is in the process 
of taking possession of sport and of the Olympics, 
pushing ‘faster, farther, higher, better, and 
stronger’ into the background. I know what I am 
talking about: 
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I myself was long friends with a transgender 
person—without knowing it; after all, one does not 
reach into the pants of every acquaintance. When I 
found out, I tried to put myself in this person’s 
position and gained understanding for her/his way 
of life. This otherness must be respected in 
everyday life. 
But in sport, alarm bells must ring, because the 
biological differences between the two sexes lead to 
distortions of competition. Paris demonstrated this 
clearly. 
 
To prevent the now, emerging conflict over queer 
ideology from escalating further, and to avoid 
discriminating against men who feel (socially) like 
women, I propose that future competitions no 
longer be divided into women’s and men’s events, 
but that a neutral hair or saliva test be carried out 
before competitions to determine, objectively and 
soberly, as with a blood test, the chromosomal 
composition. Depending on the result, athletes 
would then be assigned to the XX or XY categories. 
Equal opportunity would be preserved, and 
emotional gender identity would not be violated. No 
one feels discriminated against when they are 
assigned to a certain weight class, either. 
 
Now, there are borderline cases where such a clear 
assignment is not possible. A doctor I know 
explained this to me, and you likely know it as well. 
There are exceptions: 
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XXX (“so called superwoman”) 
 
X (Turner syndrome with only one X) 
 
XXY, also XXXY and even XXXXY (Klinefelter 
syndrome) 
 
XYY, XYYY, XYYYY, etc. 
 
 
Worldwide, and presumably also in sport, about 
1.7% of people are affected by these exceptions. 
But it cannot be the case that a tiny number of 
individuals, who deviate from the majority of XX-
chromosomed people, gain a competitive advantage 
through their particularity. 
 
In the interest of fair competition, it would be 
important for the IOC regulations to specify with 
which chromosomal composition one counts as a 
woman, and where the threshold to being 
considered a man is crossed. If necessary, 
participation in the Paralympics could also be 
considered. This is not discrimination. My son Willi, 
for instance, is friends with Thai wheelchair fencers 
and will serve as referee at the Paralympics in Paris 
at the end of August. He is proud of that. So am I. 
 
However, I suspect that the current confrontation 
between political forces is being deliberately 
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provoked. The example of the captain’s armband 
makes this clear: Through a simple rule change, it 
could be established that the captain of a team 
wears a white armband with a black ‘C’. Period. But 
no, the armband is politicized with rainbow colors, 
triggering an ongoing controversy detrimental to 
sport. This became painfully obvious in Qatar during 
the World Cup. Instead of accepting a neutral 
captain’s armband, the Sports Minister escalated the 
controversy politically by wearing a One-Love 
armband as a spectator, making it clear that her 
concern was not sport, but its political 
ideologization. 
 
After Qatar, I already suggested to the DFB that 
this politicization should be stopped by regulation, 
but received no answer, presumably because there 
is no interest in resolving the conflict. The outcome 
is well known, and you, as a fencer, Mr. Bach, know 
how such unnecessary discussions outside the piste 
impair an athlete’s performance. Put an end to it. 
 
And now I leave you alone with the decision. I am 
quite certain that the XX/XY solution I have 
proposed will find support in the less degenerate 
countries and especially among women. 
 
Yours, 
Erik Kothny. 
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Appendix 4 
 
Facebook conversation in the original. Only the 
name “FC” – based on the abbreviation for Football 
Club, was changed. 

FC1)  20 October 2024 at 23:58 

On 20 October 1976, a footballing child prodigy from the 
slums of Buenos Aires began his football career and 
played his first, first-division match at the age of sixteen 
for Argentinos Juniors. A few years later the whole world 
knew him. He became the best player in the world, 
perhaps the best of all time. They gave him the nickname 
“Football God” (Spanish: “Dios”), and combined with his 
jersey number “10”, the famous spelling emerged that 
fans around the world printed on their shirts: “D10S”. 

But he was much more than just the greatest footballer of 
all time. Similar to Muhammad Ali, he campaigned for 
the global South and never betrayed his class, the 
underprivileged. 

He fought against US imperialism and publicly attacked 
the American president Bush Jr. 

And he, like his Argentine countryman Ernesto Che 
Guevara, loved Cuba. Both also received dual citizenship. 

Diego Armando Maradona wore a tattoo of Che Guevara 
on his upper arm and one of Fidel Castro on his calf. 
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Of course, he was no angel. The fact that he also took 
drugs was used by right-wing media to stir sentiment 
against him, something hardly possible on footballing 
grounds. He was labelled a cokehead and mafia kid 
because he played for Naples, where he is still revered like 
a saint today. When he died, fans around the world cried. 

In Argentina and Naples there were mass gatherings of 
people who publicly showed their love for their idol. Diego 
was the greatest. 

The musical tribute given to him by the Argentine singer 
Soledad is dreamlike. 

Look:https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_sKeWiRArZs 

Reply Erik Kothny: There are also top athletes who do 
not take coke and who do not lean politically out of the 
window either to the left or to the right and glorify the 
violence of ideologies. 

And precisely this political engagement in sport prevents 
people from coming closer together. Disgraceful. (“Pfui.”) 

Reply FC:Disgraceful? My thanks in return. Athletes 
who close their eyes to social reality are opportunistic 
crawlers before the system. And not neutral. 

Reply Erik Kothny:FC, only an embittered ideologue 
can argue like that. Sport is supposed to connect, bring 
people closer together. Black should measure his strength 
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beside White, the Green beside the AfD member, the Nazi 
beside the Communist. 

Sport is supposed to build bridges. Only deluded 
ideologues misuse sport for their purposes. 

Your answer has given me deep insight into your way of 
thinking. Now I also understand how someone like Nancy 
Faeser misuses sport for her political aims, or a Peter 
Schreiber. Disgraceful! 

 

Reply FC: Erik Kothny, bourgeois nonsense. You and 
your “disgraceful!” 

Reply Erik Kothny: “Bourgeois nonsense” is an answer 
on a high intellectual level. That way one doesn't need to 
discuss content anymore. 

2nd Reply Erik Kothny: I’ll give you the answer 
anyway. In a book. 

Reply FC: Erik Kothny, I wrote that extraordinary 
athletes like Ali or Diego became athletes of the century 
because they were against the establishment, accepted 
personal disadvantages, but never allowed themselves to 
be corrupted by the powerful (unlike your “neutral” 

athletes, by the way). You can see it differently, but to 
respond with “disgraceful” is = disgraceful! I returned the 
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disgraceful, not aimed at you, but at your disgraceful. 

And after you lashed out and I didn’t bow, you start 
playing the victim. And that is not neutral, but: typical 
right-wing! First hit. Then “mimimi.” 

 

1st Reply Erik Kothny: FC. You’ll get my answer in the 
book. 

Thank you for helping me with the prologue. I couldn’t 
have done it so well alone. 

2nd Reply Erik Kothny: I am neither “mimimi” nor 
right-wing, and I am not defending myself, I am 
attacking. 

Also nice that you just added another paragraph to my 
prologue. You’re a true friend. 

Anyone who wants to know how FC is politically aligned 
will find out on his Facebook page from 24 October 2024: 

(for me now blocked) 

“The enemy stands on the right. Always has. In 
Germany, America. Everywhere. Glück auf.” 
 
My reply: “Objection! 
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The enemy does not stand only on the right, but also on 
the left and in the religions. Whoever sees the enemy only 
on one side has a distorted perception.” 
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Appendix 5 
 

The European Champion Who Came from 
Thailand 

by Egon Theiner 
 
It was one of those moments that will go down in 
the history of the European Fencing 
Championships. It was the moment when Wiradech 
Kothny, number 30 in the sabre world rankings, 
leapt at reigning world champion Luigi Tarantino 
like a wildcat, landed the decisive touch for a 15:14 
victory, and crowned himself continental champion 
in this weapon on Thursday afternoon in Bolzano 
(South Tyrol). A moment that left the current, but 
luckless. Industry leader Tarantino only shaking his 
head and making several inappropriate remarks. 

Such as: “I should probably go look for the nearest 
tree and hang myself.” Or: “If I can’t win this final, 
then I’ll never be European champion.” Or: “It will 
never be as easy for me to win EM gold as it was 
today.” 
 
Inappropriate remarks from a sulking superstar. 

Tarantino had led 4:0, later 8:5, and at 13:11 looked 
like the certain winner. And then this. A 20-year-old 
German, reigning junior world champion, stole the 
gold from the star in front of his home crowd. 

Kothny had planned to fence calmly against the 
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Italian, but after the first hits quickly changed his 
tactics, began to act instead of react, and was 
rewarded with the victory, won in the style of a 
mongoose, one of those leaping predators that hunt 
snakes in Asia. 
 
At his club in Koblenz, Kothny is called “Mungo” 

(Mongoose), 
because he is of 
Thai descent and 
performs the 
leaping style on the 
fencing piste to 
perfection. His first 
name, Wiradech, 
was changed to 
“Willi” by the 
mother of his 
adoptive father, Erik, to make it easier to 
pronounce. Literally translated, the name means 
“the fighter.” Rarely has a name been more fitting 
than that of the young German who fought through 
the preliminary round like a seasoned athlete, then 
eliminated Frenchman Damien Touya, number five 
in the world rankings, froze for a moment out of 
sheer awe of the name Tarantino, and after the job 
was done, casually stated, “I just wanted to knock 
on the door and say hello to the absolute world 
elite.” A brief hello is meant to become a permanent 

http://www.kothny.de/pics/wm1999/wmr001g.jpg
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“Here I am again.” But Kothny knows the road 
ahead is long. “I’m still young, I go through highs 
and lows,” says the sabre fencer, who celebrated his 
triumph in the South Tyrolean capital with his 
teammates, had dinner at an Italian restaurant, and 
went to bed early. 
 
Today, Friday, the native Thai who came to 
Germany at the age of two and a half is relaxing at 
Lake Monticolo (near the better-known Lake 
Caldaro). The exertion of racing from Havana to 
Bolzano is forgotten; he smiles at the memory of the 
night before his big day, when he could not fall 
asleep until 3:00 a.m. (and subsequently overslept). 

His body rebelled, his mind less so, and thus the 
German fought his way from bout to bout through 
the competition successfully. 
 
That Wiradech grew up in Europe is thanks to a 
fortunate twist of fate. In 1981, his adoptive father, 
Erik Kothny, undertook a world trip through crisis 
regions, met his future wife in a Thai orphanage, 
brought her back to Germany, married her, and 
adopted Wiradech. The Asian in a European body: “I 
fully absorbed the German upbringing, and I don’t 
have Thai character traits either. For example, I 
don’t bow as a younger person before older ones, as 
is customary in Southeast Asia.” Wiradech feels 
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German, though he also speaks Thai “enough to 
make my way from north to south.” 
 
 

It took Erik Kothny a year to nurse his adopted son, 
who arrived undernourished and with a distended 
stomach, back to health. His school sports teacher 
introduced him to fencing. 
 
Eberhard Mehl, Olympic bronze medalist in foil at 
the 1960 Rome Games, recognized Kothny’s talent. 

The native Thai collected five German youth 
championship titles and won the junior world 

http://www.kothny.de/pics/wm1999/wmr008g.jpg
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championships in sabre in Hungary over Easter. 

Currently, he tops the German senior national 
ranking. European Championship gold is the 
provisional highlight of his career. 
 
Other outstanding and meaningful moments are to 
follow. Having completed the 12th grade with a 
technical secondary school certificate, Kothny is 
taking a one-year leave to complete his civilian 
service. But he will be granted release time for 
fencing training in preparation for the world 
championships and the Olympic Games. In effect, 
“the fighter” will spend the next twelve months 
solely on sabre fencing. “After Sydney, I’ll finish my 
Abitur,” explains Wiradech, who from now on will 
receive tutoring in his weaker subjects (biology and 
mathematics). 
 
In Bolzano, he proved that he can certainly count to 
15, and fence. “My victory shows that in Germany, 
very good youth development work is being done 
in sabre fencing,” he says thoughtfully about his 
discipline. “The young generation is coming. You can 
feel it.” And if anyone hasn’t noticed, they may ask 
Luigi Tarantino, already 26 years old. 
 
Results: 
1. Willi Kothny, GER (CTG-Königsbacher) 
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2. Luigi Tarantino, ITA 
3. Julien Pillet, FRA / Dan Gaureanu, ROM 
5. Norbert Jaskot, POL 
6. Sergey Berko, UKR 
7. Alin Lupeica, ROM 
8. Kende Fodor, HUN 
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Appendix 6 
 
Koblenz Rhein-Zeitung. Olympic Report 

In Beijing, many things went 
wrong for Kothny 
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At the end of a sporting career, success is not 
guaranteed. 
Saber fencer Willi Kothny had hoped to reach great 
heights one more time. Now he looks back on the 
Beijing Olympics with mixed feelings, because even 
during the preparations, a lot had already gone 
wrong. 
 
KOBLENZ. 
“Beijing will stay in my memory for a long time,” 

says Willi Kothny of CTG Koblenz, recalling his 
third Olympic appearance. The 7:15 bout for a place 
in the round of the last 16 against the eventual 
Olympic champion Zhong Man was not only the 
end of all medal hopes, but also marked the end of 
his sporting career. 
 
“I wanted to perform well in China, but that plan 
failed,” the German-Thai athlete from Koblenz states 
matter of factly. “And the fact that this lost bout 
would also be my last. Well, I already knew that 
beforehand.” 
 
At least he can look back on three Olympic Games. 

After winning bronze in Sydney 2000 and finishing 
a solid 13th four years later in Athens, here a 
meniscus injury troubled him. Wiradech “Willi” 

Kothny had high ambitions for Beijing. 
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“Had I defeated the Chinese, I might have gone all 
the way,” he says. “Why not? After all, no one 
expected Zhong Man to win gold (Kothny: A wild 
dog, but apart from strength he has nothing to 
offer), and his final opponent Nicolas Lopez from 
France was ranked behind me.” 
 
Not ideally prepared 
 
That Kothny finished only 25th in this Olympic 
saber event full of surprises had its reasons. His 
twelve month preparation in Germany was better 
than it would have been in Thailand, but still far 
from optimal. 
He found sparring partners only in Dormagen, 
where he drove once per week. 
 
“A joint training setup with Dennis Bauer in 
Koblenz failed due to scheduling issues, and the 
officials didn’t want it either,” says Kothny. National 
coach Gabor Körmöczi was unavailable for lessons. 

“He would have sacrificed his free time to bring a 
fully trained fencer to the Olympics,” Kothny says. 

“But that failed because of the German Fencing 
Federation and the state sports association. My 
Olympic preparation suffered because of that.” 
 
He had to make the best of it. Physically he was in 
good shape thanks to gym training (“I had 
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absolutely no back problems anymore”), and 
technically prepared by CTG saber coach Erhard 
Bauer and the Dormagen sparring partners, Kothny 
flew to Asia, where the trouble with the Thai 
Fencing Federation (AFAT) began. 
 
“The training camp in Tianjin had to be canceled 
because the federation hadn’t registered a coach.” 

On 4 August, Kothny arrived in Beijing, found an 
excellent training hall, but his coach, Somkhit 
Phongyoo, had no accreditation. So he lost three 
hours every day commuting from the Olympic 
Village to a private practice hall. Under pressure 
from Kothny, who turned to the media. The 
federation finally sent a team manager two days 
before the competition, far too late for necessary 
discussions with Olympic officials. “He was more of 
an Olympic tourist,” Kothny says, “and he did not 
want to or was not allowed to give his accreditation 
to my coach.” 
 
During the bout against Zhong Man, his coach was 
missing in the box, the area at the end of the piste. “I 
would have felt much better if my brother Somkhit 
had been sitting there.” 
 
So Kothny is left with mixed memories: a 
spectacular opening ceremony and time spent with 
other athletes; but also a competition where, from 



224 
 

the preparation to the final bout, everything that 
could go wrong did go wrong. And finally, his 
farewell celebration on 15 August, which naturally 
took place outside, since parties in the Olympic 
Village are nowadays just a rumor. 
 
Kothny has put down the saber and now more often 
picks up a camera: “While I’m still here in Koblenz 
for four months, I’m doing training with my father, 
TV journalist Erik Kothny.” Later, in Bangkok, he 
will complete his studies in communication science, 
focusing on advertising, supported by a university 
scholarship. 
 
“As a fencing coach, I wouldn’t be as competent as 
Somkhit, who learned under Eberhard Mehl,” says 
Kothny. He has no desire to continue a sporting 
career in Thailand, where he would have to work 
with a federation he considers “corrupt and 
incompetent, with the military pulling too many 
strings.” Ideally, he sees his future along the Rhine 
and Moselle: “Koblenz is my city.” 
—Thomas Wächtler 
 

Counterexample 
 
Flashback: Olympic Games, Sydney 2000. 
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Just like in Beijing, the number of coaches allowed 
inside the Olympic sports areas was limited. This 
affected combat sports the most (one coach per 
athlete). 
 

 
Germany’s fencing team leader, Matthias Behr, did 
not let the IOC rules deter him. He looked for a 
solution, and found one, as I wrote in my report at 
the time: 
 
“Head of the fencing hall is Michael Read, a 
confident young man who seems to be everywhere 
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at once, diplomatic, well-organized, and talented in 
countless ways. 
 
Without him, the German fencers would have had a 
hard time at the Olympics. Unlike major fencing 
nations such as Russia, France, or Italy, whose 
athletes train at national centers with their national 
coach. Germany relies on its home coaches, none of 
whom had accreditation. 
 

The IOC planned 
for home coaches 
to be identified 
daily in the 
Olympic Village 
by team leaders 
in order to 
receive a day 
pass. Due to long 

travel routes, 
Eberhard Mehl, for 

example, would not have been able to conduct 
early-morning training on many days. 
 
But Michael Read showed foresight, ignored petty 
regulations, allowed home coaches to be identified 
on the spot by team leader Matthias Behr, and 
granted them uncomplicated access to training 
without compromising security. Bravo, Michael; this 
is the true Olympic spirit!” 
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Functionaries who actually function. 
 
In the end, the German saber fencers won two 
medals. 
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Appendix 7 
 

Olga Kharlan 
 
Will Fencing Be Removed From the Olympic Games? 
 
When Russia violates the rules, no one is surprised 
anymore. 
But when the FIE covers up these violations, it is a 
slap in the face. 
A slap to the IOC and its recommendations. 
A slap to the Olympic Charter. 
And a slap to every fencer. 
 
Russia currently has such influence over the FIE 
that the federation openly violated the IOC’s 
recommendations by allowing brazen war 
propagandists and members of the military to 
compete and even including them in the team 
rankings. 
 
And these are not just technical documents, these 
recommendations are written in blood. 
At least in the blood of more than 650 Ukrainian 
athletes who have been killed by Russia in this war. 
And at the same time, the murderers in sportswear, 
are standing next to you on the same start line. 
 
Let me remind you: systematic violations of the 
IOC’s recommendations can lead to a federation 
losing its Olympic status. 
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My colleague @cyrusofchaos has been warning 
about this for a long time. 
 
It has already happened in boxing, and although it 
hurts, boxers at least have other major arenas: 
WBA, WBC, IBF. 
In fencing, the Olympic Games are the only global 
peak. 
The pinnacle of our dreams. 
 
And that is exactly what the FIE is now putting at 
risk by allowing Russia to misuse the sport as a tool 
of war. 
This is not about a few individual athletes. 
This is a systemic campaign involving soldiers and 
supporters of Putin. 
 
Yes, the military officer Sofya Velikaya, major in the 
Russian army. Is not just a fencer. 
She is an instrument of state propaganda, part of a 
vast machinery that has justified war and violence 
for years. 
 
The athletes from CSKA are part of the army just as 
a saber is an extension of the hand that wields it. 
 
And if anyone still thinks this has nothing to do with 
fencing, let me remind them: fencing was the first 
federation to betray the Olympic principles. 
And this could be the drop that finally makes the 
barrel overflow. 
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Appendix 8 
 
Letter to the FIE regarding Olga Kharlan 
 
Erik Kothny          Banglamung, 08 September 2025 
 
An den Interims-Präsidenten der FIE 
oder Beauftragten. 
Maison du Sport International 
Av. de Rhodanie 54 
1007 Lausanne 
Switzerland 
 
Dear Mr. President, 
 
My name is Erik Kothny. I am the father of three-
time Olympic fencer and two-time bronze medalist 
Wiradech Kothny (Germany/Thailand). 
I am currently writing a book titled: 
 
"We show you the way, but you must fight alone." 
 
This book includes a chapter on Olga Kharlan, who 
at the 2023 World Championships refused to shake 
hands with the Russian athlete Anna Smirnova at 
the end of their bout. 
 
Because this has been interpreted differently in the 
media, I would like to receive a precise answer 
regarding the applicable regulations at the 2023 
World Championships. 
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Two of my email inquiries (04.08.2025 and 
16.08.2025) to the FIE press office have remained 
unanswered. 
 
I kindly ask you, Mr. President, to instruct someone 
from your organization to respond to the following 
questions: 
 
When (date) was the rule requiring fencers to shake 
hands after the final touch suspended (due to 
COVID)? And what was the wording of this 
regulation? 
 
 
When (date) was this regulation lifted? 
 
 
 
With sincere thanks and kind regards, 
 
Erik Kothny 
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All My Books 
 

at 

www.kothny-buecher.de 
 
A few remarks about my books: 
 
As a journalist at SWR, I focused on current 
situations, exactly as they revealed themselves to 
me, unvarnished and honest. I portrayed people 
from the region, mostly ordinary people. 
I left the celebrities to my colleagues, who needed 
to bask in their glow more than I did. 
 
After my journalistic career, with the political 
turning point came the problems that arose from 
Angela Merkel’s policies. 
That required particular steadfastness. 
 
Beginning with the analysis “Deutschland, es 
brennt“ (Germany, It’s Burning) and continuing to 
the reflection “Migration Remigration,” my struggle 
is described, one that I fought primarily with a 
judiciary loyal to the government. 
 

And I fought this battle alone as well. 
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Bücher 
 
 
Der Schriftsteller Heinrich Peuckmann hat die reale 

Geschichte von 
Willi Kothny zu 
einem Roman 
verarbeitet.  
 
Die Fakten sind, bis 
auf die Namen, 
authentisch: 
 
Einige Ausschmük-
kungen am Rande 
der realen 
Handlung machen 
aus dem      
Buch einen 
Roman.  
Super erzählt, wie 
ich es nicht könnte. 
 

 
Der Roman erzählt dieselbe Story, wie dieses Buch, 
nur aus einem romantischen Blickwinkel. 
 
ISBN-13  :  978-3967632064    
ISBN-10  :  3967632067                      
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Es war 1981, als 
mich die 

Abenteuerlust 
packte und ich 
mich aufmachte, 
um den Kampf 
der Mudjaheddin 
gegen die 
Sowjets mit 
meiner Kamera zu 
dokumentieren. 
 
Ich war damals 
Major bei der 
psychologischen      
Kampfführung.  
Ein Abenteuer, 
das ich ohne         

      ISBN978-3-935286-18-3        Erlaubnis  meiner 
                                                 Vorgesetzten 
durchzog. Es hätte mich den Job kosten können oder 
das Leben.  
 
Mich interessierte vor allem, welche Rolle die 
psychologische Kriegsführung in diesem ungleichen 
Kampf spielt. Das Ergebnis überraschte mich: Die 
„Russen“ waren nur halb so brutal, wie uns die 
westliche Propaganda weiß machen wollte, dafür 
waren die Afghanen schlimmer als gedacht.  
Ich zog mir den Shitstorm beider Parteien zu.    
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Autor Erik Kothny 
hat zwei asiatische 
Adoptivkinder aus 
den Slums in 
Kanchanaburi nach 
Deutschland geholt 
und ebnete nach 
Schule und 
Ausbildung deren 
Weg zurück in ihr 
Geburtsland. 
 
Er war Major der 
psychologischen 
Kampfführung. 
 
Er war Reporter 
beim SWR.                           
                                       ISBN: 9783753122595 
 
Aus diesen drei Blickwinkeln beurteilt er die 
Flüchtlingskrise: Die Integration, so wie von Angela 
Merkel verordnet, kann nicht funktionieren.  
 
Und weil die Integration nicht funktioniert, greift die 
Politik zu Mitteln der psychologischen Kampfführung, 
um das Volk zu beruhigen: Desinformation, 
Infiltration, Zensur, Täuschung, Unterdrückung der 
freien Meinung. 
 
Das Buch basiert auch auf Fakten eines Polizisten. 



236 
 

Medien machen sich 
zu Handlangern der 
Macht. Marodierende, 

gewaltbereite 
Menschen verwandeln 
Deutschland nach und 
nach in eine 
Landschaft, in der 
niemand sicher ist. 
Jeder, der dies 
kritisiert, wird als Nazi 
denunziert, ausge-
grenzt, verfolgt, und 
durch staatlich       
geförderte   Schläger-   

    ISBN: 9783753175973      trupps der   ANTIFA 
                                              mundtot gemacht. 
  
Keiner ist vor den Nazijägern sicher. Nicht einmal der 
damalige Präsident des Verfassungsschutzes, Hans-
Georg Maaßen. Durch eine konzertierte 
Lügenkampagne von Angela Merkel und ihrem 
Pressesprecher Jochen Seibert wurde er aus dem 
Amt gejagt. Eine erfundene Hetzjagd wurde 
umgedreht. Anhand selbst erlebter Beispiele zeige 
ich das Netzwerk der Nazijäger auf. 
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Siggi ist eine 
Sammlung von 55 
Geschichten, die 
sich Autor Erik 
Kothny und sein 
Feriengast Siggi fast 
jeden Morgen beim 
Frühstück erzählten 
Bunt zusammenge-
würfelt und unter-
schiedlich lang. 
  
Geschrieben ist 
dieses Buch gegen 
alle „Political 
Correctness“.  

     ISBN: 978-3-753175-97-           
Kurzum:  
Die Erzählungen sind genderfrei und unterwerfen 
sich nicht dem Mainstream. Sie sind so 
wiedergegeben, wie einem gestandenen Metaller das 
Maul gewachsen ist. Der Autor hat seine Sprache 
authentisch übernommen.  
 
Siggi schildert, was er als Angestellter von Bilfinger 
und Berger in China, Iran und Nigeria erlebt hat. 
 
Manches lässt Rückschlüsse auf heute zu und warum 
es in einer Multi-Kulti-Gesellschaft zu Problemen 
kommen kann, wenn zu schnell zu viele Menschen 
aus anderen Kulturkreisen in unser Land kommen.  
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Mit einem 
Haken setzte das 
Amtsgericht 
München die 
grundgesetzlich 
garantierte 
Unverletzlichkeit 
der Wohnung 
außer Kraft.  
Auslöser war der 
FB-Post einer 
geschächteten 
Frau durch IS-
Schergen, als 
Antwort auf einen, 
den Islam                  
Verharmlosenden                  ISBN: 9783753114781 
Kommentar des Rektors einer TU.  
 
Dann begann eine Orgie von Rechtsbeugungen, die 
sich der ehemalige Bundeswehr-Major und TV-
Journalist nie hätte träumen lassen. Mit Methoden, 
die der Autor bisher nur aus dem kriminellen Milieu 
kannte, landete er im Fahndungscomputer der 
Polizei.  
Danach erschlich sich die Polizei eine als Quittung 
getarnte Unterschrift für eine Vollmacht. 
Elektronische Beglaubigungen ersetzten Beschlüsse. 
Maschinen machten Unterschriften überflüssig. 
Der Autor beschloss, Widerstand zu leisten. 
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Dieser Roman 
spielt im Jahre 
2048. 
 
Deutschland ist in 
unzählige No-go-
Areas zerfallen.                     
Navin, Sohn eines 
Deutschen und 
einer Thai-
länderin, wächst in 
zwei Kulturen auf.  
Navin wird in 

Deutschland 
Polizist und  
beauftragt,    eine    
schwangere    
Frau                     

       ISBN: 9783753166421         festzunehmen, die 
gegen das Rassen-Gesetz verstoßen hat. Ihr Kind soll 
abgetrieben werden. Als Buddhist ist Navin aber 
verpflichtet, Leben zu schützen. Er befreit die Frau.  
 
Auf dem Dachboden des Hauses seiner Ziehmutter 
entdeckt er eine siamesische Truhe mit Dokumenten. 
Aus Unterlagen, die sein Vater gesammelt hat,  wird 
ersichtlich, wie es zum Untergang Deutschlands 
kommen konnte. 
Navin schließt sich dem patriotischen Widerstand an, 
wird entdeckt und vor Gericht gestellt. 
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Ein unglaublicher      
 Vorgang in der 
Justizgeschichte. 
 
Der Rektor der TU 
Dresden postet ein Bild 
von sich, mit einem 
Pappkarton in der Hand:  
 
„Ich bin Rektor der TU 
Dresden und einer von 
mehr als 500.000 
Dresdner, der nicht zur 
Pegida geht.“ 
 
Der Autor, ehemaliger 
Bundeswehrmajor und 
TV-Journalist, setzt das         ISBN-0.3750202486           
Bild   einer geschächteten     
Frau dagegen.      
 
Dann geht es vier Jahre lang „Schlag auf Schlag“.  
- „Bitte des Rektors“ an den StA, das Bild zu überprüfen. 
- Die Justiz: „Rechts-politische Kriminalität“. 
- U-Richter bescheinigt  „Schwere der Tat“.  
- Hausdurchsuchung 1 – Schlag ins Wasser. 
- Hausdurchsuchung 2 – Schuss in den Ofen. 
- Angebot des Staatsanwalts, das Ganze gegen Zahlung    
  von 500,-- Euro einzustellen. Durch Autor abgelehnt. 
- Strafbefehl des Amtsgerichtes über 600,--€  
- Anklage vor dem Amtsgericht. 
In diesem Buch lesen Sie das Plädoyer des Autors. 
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ISBN: 978-3-819030-81-9                                   
 

Erst küble ich als Dichter  
Spott und Hohn auf Richter. 

Dann auch auf den 
Staatsanwalt 

Und die politische Gewalt. 
  

Wenn Sie mein Handeln nicht 
verstehn, 

In den nächsten Absatz gehn. 
 

Da erklär´ ich ihnen dann, 
Wie es zu dem Giftpfeil kam.  

 Weshalb, wozu, wieso, warum, 
                           Und alles Weit‘re drum herum. 

 
Wer das noch immer nicht versteht, 

In den Quellennachweis geht. 
 

Doch die Worte dort sind spröde. 
Fachchinesisch, manchmal blöde  

Und nur der Jura-Masochist 
Liest begeistert diesen Mist. 

 
Deshalb sind auch meine        

Reime 
Nicht das Seine. 
Denn dieses Gift 

Mag das Gesindel nicht. 
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ISBN: 978-3-819028-67-0 
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Migration Remigration 

 

 

ISBN: 978-3-818736-59-0 
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Dedication 
 
This book is dedicated to my grandmother Frieda 
Pommer. We lovingly called her Omi. 
Omi understood as much about fencing as I 
understand about cooking. 
 
After being expelled from the Sudetenland, Omi ran 
a small inn in Köflach near Graz. 
 
The “Gasthaus zur Linde” stood just a stone’s throw 
from the church. 
 
At midday, Omi cooked good, inexpensive home-
style food, which her daughters Lisl and Sissi served 
to the workers of the industrial town. 
 
I noticed that in the anteroom of the inn, two plates 
were always set, complete with knife and fork. 
 
“For the poor,” Omi said. 
 
My grandmother did what the priest preached about 
in the church across the street. 
 
But I never saw her in that church. 
So she couldn’t have learned her charity there. 
It must have come from within herself. 
 
Omi fought for the family all her life and never gave 
up. 
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Her saber was her wooden spoon. 
Perhaps she is an example for fencers who act out 
of inner conviction, free of outside influence. 
 
She once gave me a golden Omega watch, saved 
from her own mouth. 
A watch that reflects the spirit of its era: 
No batteries, no digital display. 
 
It was called “Automatic” and ran on its own. 
An inner mechanism ensured that with every 
movement of the arm, the mainspring wound itself. 
 
This Omega accompanied me through my youth. 
Today, my son orients himself by it. 
 
It carries into the present the wisdom of Hermann 
Hesse, that before you can step onto a new stage, 
you must leave the old one behind. 
Hesse also gives courage to follow your own path: 
 

“And every beginning holds its magic, 
That protects us and helps us live.” 
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