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Glittering worlds 

 
 
"Nice to see you," she said, as he was coming home this evening. As soon as he had opened the door, she ran over to him and put her arms on his shoulders. As she rubbed the snow-damp hair 
from his face, she looked at him, with her soft, warm eyes, which showed a smile before she kissed him. Her book was still next to the fireplace. He also saw a cup of tea. She had curled herself up, 
like a kitten, because she liked the warmth, but she stopped all this when she heard him coming. It had always been so. He could not even remember that it was any different. When he came home 
even in the middle of the night and she was already asleep, he could rely on her waking up. A kiss. A smile. Nothing else. With all matters of course. Small gestures. Unspectacular. Almost 
unnoticed. So imperceptible that he did not notice. 
 
But that evening he had gone through the streets. Christmas was over. The celebration was over. Many were happy about it, but the traces were still to be seen everywhere. Above all, the 
glittering lighting pushed on. It could be seen everywhere. Decorated the streets. Aroused illusions. Christmas in the glittering world. Artificial light for artificial happiness, which becomes ever 
louder, more hectic, until it overlaps. The more it tried to hide its artificiality, the more it appeared. Leaving a bad taste. There was nothing that touched. It was much too pompous to be real. He 
was so fed up with the fuss and the nonsense. Continuously louder. Always wilder. 
 
But her gestures, they were soft and gentle. She did not push forward, but simply remained at his side. With all matters of a love which no longer needs to explain itself, because itself is sufficient 
as an explanation. Because it is living and communicating vitality, especially in this simplicity. He had been able to experience it so often. So often that he has already overseen it. But that evening, 
he had discovered it again. Disgusted, nauseated of all the artificial serenity her smile was like a sunshine in the snowstorm. She had left everything in that moment to say hello to him. It was like 
this. And though it was not that it had to be like this. She decided this herself. And he felt that it was good for him. That was the moment when he came home, the moment of acceptance. 
 
In normal circumstances, on another day, both of them would have pursued their activities again, but this time he held her back. He replied to her look and her smile and touched her. Gravity was 
in his gaze. 
"Is everything all right?" she asked somehow unsure. 
"Now, everything is all right," he replied, but the serious look remained. And her insecurity, when he added, that he had to go away again. 
 
And when he came back, he forced her to sit by the fireplace while he put a small, silver chain round her neck. Carefully she groped it and felt the coolness under her fingers. 
"But Christmas is over, and you know you do not have to give me anything," she said. 
"I know, but I wanted to," he said. "And it should be something which is close to you, and yet not intrusive, not artificial, but real just as you are to me." 
 
Then she turned to him and looked at him, with that smile that mainly was in her eyes, and he knew that it was what touched him and healed him and fulfilled him. 
 

January Di Mi Do Fr Sa So Mo Di Mi Do Fr Sa So Mo Di Mi Do Fr Sa So Mo Di Mi Do Fr Sa So Mo Di Mi Do 
1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 10 11 12 13 14 15 16 17 18 19 20 21 22 23 24 25 26 27 28 29 30 31 

 



 
  Tracks in the snow 

 
"I'll go another round," she said lightly. "Are you coming with me?" 
"It's so cold outside," he said, and flung himself into the TV chair. "But since when did you go out in the cold?" 
He noticed it. Of course, he noticed it. She should not think he did not notice, like she reproached him from time to time. At least as far as she was concerned, he was attentive. He did not have to comment on 
everything at once. But this felt strange to him. Since at least two weeks she has been walking every evening, no matter how cold it was outside. It had snowed. She had gone for a walk. It had rained. She had gone 
for a walk. The water froze and turned the streets into an ice rink. She had gone for a walk. There had to be a reason for this. But what was the reason which was so important to get up at night and go out in the 
cold, which she did not like at all? Did she meet someone? 
"Wait I'll come", he shouted, following a sudden impulse. 
"Why, suddenly? I thought it was so cold outside, "she replied grimly," Or do you think you have to take care of me? " 
"Such a nonsense. You're a big girl. No, I thought you were right, a little exercise will not hurt, "he said evasively. 
As soon as they entered the street, he suddenly realized why he did not wanted to leave. The wind whistled through the streets of the city. Automatically, he held his hat. But she did not even seem to notice it. 
With a smile on her face, she took his free hand and pulled him behind her. Perhaps he was to go back, but there was no way back anymore. How would that look if he pinched now? So he let himself be pulled. 
She seemed to know exactly where she wanted to go. He just hoped it would not be too far. 
"Tell me, do we have a specific goal?", he asked, after they had turned again. 
"Yeah", she said tightly. 
"So I had been right", he thought as her steps became slower after another bend. 
The ploughmen had done a lot of work. The streets and sidewalks were free, but there was no one else to be seen. Who goes out voluntarily in such a weather just to go for a walk? Not even children with their 
sleds, but they should not be in the city anyway. There were special refuges. Children's refuges. Between luminous advertising and ancient walls, between lanterns and busyness, it is no place for children. This 
was an adult world. A world for human adults. And while he was thinking about straight walking, two leged monkeys, he suddenly felt nothing in his hand. She had let go of him, and meant to stop him, as she made 
a few slow steps forward, placing her feet as gently as she could on the sidewalk. At last she went into a crouch. What should that be? 
Suddenly he perceived a movement. A little something ran towards her. She paused briefly before it came very close to her and took something from her open hand before it turned back, disappearing again, 
leaving small, almost invisible traces in the remaining snow. 
"Was that just what I think it was?", he asked, frightened as she got up and went to him. 
"How do I know what you think?", she replied. Of course she knew what he was thinking. But she did not want to make it easy for him. 
"That was a rat, and you even fed it", he told her. 
"Of course, she needs a lot of strength now that she has babies," she said dryly, as she pulled him behind her. He let it go without resistance. 
"But they dig in the garbage and carry diseases, and anyway, they should not be here," he said, shaking his head, "And on top you are feeding them!" 
"Before there were any humans and concreted everything, there was the rat. Then the humans came, and spread out, and took over all things. And the rat found its place there, a small, secretive one because 
there was so much which was still useful and humans simply threw away. She thought there was room for all of us, "she tried to explain. 
"And then they multiply and become more and more and overlay the city and take possession of everything", escaped his mouth, imaging already the rat invasion. 
"It's odd that the rat is not allowed to do what a human does every day, because he thinks he is a human being and he can do it. That is only a rat," she said softly, "There is no difference . All living things want 
nothing but to live. You and me and even the rat, too." 
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  The women behind the curtain 

 
Every day she stood at the window and looked out. Therefor she liked to be behind the curtain, so she could see the inner courtyard, but she was not seen herself. And the people 
were watching. She knew it. They told it. At the cash desk in the supermarket, in the tobacco shop and in the inn. They told everything. They should not talk about her. They 
probably did it anyway. She was different. But how should not you be different, if one was led by the life like her. 
 
At the end she was led here. At the end. Not that she was old. Her life seemed to be over though. She lived in this house for three years. Everything else remained outside. From time 
to time she went shopping. In the supermarket. Now and then she went to the tobacco shop. From time to time she went to the inn. She was always alone. It was just like that. Even if 
she had imagined it quite differently. But how does life care about her expectations? 
 
Every day she stood at the window and looked out. Even when the window was open, she stood behind the curtain. In the midst of the desolation of the grey in the backyard, which 
was used as a parking lot, a small red car had appeared, one day. Perhaps it had been there for some time, but she had noticed it on that day. A man got out. Covered in a long dark 
coat. A hat on the head. It was winter. And everything was even more grey. The red car flashed. It could not to be overseen. He could not be overseen. She saw that he was going to 
the staircase and up. She assumed. He just came into her field of vision and then moved away again.  
 
Every day at the same time as she found out. Long enough she had watched to find out the exact order. She could afford it, because as a translator she worked from home. As she 
wanted it. With children, she had thought it would be beneficial. Then the care would not have been a problem. That would have been her life. A man. Two children. A cottage in the 
countryside. A stay at home job. She still had the stay at home job. She had had the man. He had left before they got children. Before they had a house. Now she was in the 
apartment. That was all that remained. And the stay at home job. 
 
Every day she stood at the window and looked out. At eight in the morning, Monday to Friday, when he left the house and got into the car. At five o'clock in the afternoon, Monday 
to Thursday, when he left the car and went to the house. On Friday he always came around two. He dragged a shopping basket. On Saturdays and Sundays, she was free. She was 
not standing at the window, or just sporadically. There was no rule for these days. Perhaps she would have found one, thus he was a reliable, correct man. She figured out so much 
had about him, but she did not want to. She also wanted to be free sometimes from looking out of the window and waiting for him. 
 
Every day she stood at the window and looked out. It was Monday eight in the morning. But this time she did not recognize him immediately. Only when he stood by the car she knew 
that it was him. He wore no coat or hat. It was no longer winter. For the first time, he looked around. He even looked up at her. She saw his face. Then she went away from the 
window. 
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  Just a word 
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It was just a word. 
It was just a word, thoughtless perhaps. 
It was just a word, like any other, but we had ignored the situation. 
It was no longer just a word, in this situation. 
It was a stone that we threw between us. 
It was a stone from which a rock grew. 
It became a rock because we could not push the stone away. 
It became a rock, because we were always piling new stones on it. 
It was a rock from which a mountain grew. 
It was a mountain because we gave it space and moved back further and further. 
It was a mountain and, step by step, we moved away from each other, each on its side of 
the mountain. 
It was a mountain, so we could not see each other. 
It was a mountain, an apparently insuperable intermediate-us. 
It was an inter-us that cut us apart. 
It was an inter-us and we though continued to breathe. 
It was an inter-us and we wanted to turn around and go. 
It was an inter-us, and though it was only a word. 
 
Just now, we had been so close, and now was the cold and the isolation and the 
separation. And still we could not go. Just now we had known each other, and now there 
was only I - you on your side and me on my side. We should have fallen. Actually, we 
should have been lost. But we were not, thus there was something that held us, not only 
in the I, but in the We. There was something bigger than the word, bigger than the stone, 
the rock, the mountain, the inter-us which we could not stop. 

 
There was something that separated and interposed us and covered the isolation and 
pain again and which carried us. There was something that let us know that the Inter-Us 
was not indelible. There was a foundation that we had built and which held up. 
 
And again it was just a word. 
And again it was just a word, thoughtfully. 
And again it was just a word, quite different from any other. 
And again, it was more than a word within the separation. 
And again, it was more than a word that brought us back and let us connect. 
And again, it was more than a word, soft and sweet, and yet so powerful that it could 
carry the intermediate between us. 
And again, it was more than a word that gave us the foundation to feel, straightened us 
and brought us together. 
And again it was more than a word that made us recognize. 
And again it was more than a word which led us back to what was buried under the 
intern-us. 
And again, it was more than a word that gave the You back to us. 
 
We will not be able to prevent the scattering of stones between us, but we can hinder the 
creation of an inter-us. 
 
It is never just a word. 
 



 
  From the individual to the dividual 

 
Wrapped in an armor of strength and defense, I was when I met you, when it was the moment supposed to be. I had hidden behind it, because I was convinced that I no longer needed it, the touch 
and the proximity. It would never happen again. 
"Put the armor down," you said, and it was more like an encouragement than an order, so I did not immediately deny it, but thought about it. Could this work at all, haven’t I been already too much 
attached to my armor? 
"Why?" I asked though, because it is not so easy to be defenseless with all the possibilities. 
"Because I want to see you," you explained, as I read your desire and your longing in your eyes to come to me. 
"I forgot how it goes," I had to admit, to you and me. So you stood up and came over to me. One shutter after the other cracked open through your gaze and your touch. The armor fell. 
Underneath I was defenseless and unprotected, but you embraced me with your affection, which transformed the distance into familiarity. At last I realised that you surrounded me with another 
protection, one that does not separate and yet strengthens. 
"I want to see you," you explained again. 
"But you see me already," I replied, as I stood naked and bare in front of you. 
"That's not yet you, not totally," you replied gently. And I did not know what you meant until you showed me that there is a nakedness, far beyond of the body; of thoughts, of feelings, of being. 
You invited and tempted me. So I offered myself to you, with all that I was, thinking, acting, feeling, breathing. And you wrapped me with your thoughts, your feeling, your action, your breath in 
your acceptance. I felt that I broke apart because the parts inside me were forced into each other and did not fit. You put them in the right place. You allowed me to heal myself, by dividing me. 
 
And as you gave me your gaze, you loosened it again. You went because the moment was over. I did not understand what was going on with us. An us, which didn’t exist anymore. At the beginning 
there was a you and me, as it was again now. Just that I could not find the armor I needed so much, since you had taken my security. With you. And the arm around me, in which I felt safed. What 
should I do with myself after I learned that I could still open up and give myself to somebody, since you were no longer there? What could I do with all the possibilities you unfolded to me, which I 
thought I could only live with you? 
 
It was not until the mist of the pain had disappeared that I looked again at the picture that had come about in my head because you broke me apart and reassembled me. There were not only parts 
of me, but also of you, because you answered my exposition with yours, because you showed me openly, naked and bare, in a nudity that goes far beyond the body. You got involved in me, you 
gave yourself to me, irrevocably. 
 
I have a new armor, one of warmth and security and confidence that you wrapped around me when I put down my old one. With yourself, you have expanded me and re-opened to me all the 
possibilities of experiencing. You made me new because you were mine. And are. Because we took the moment, which brought back life to us. The gift you have been to me remains as a part that 
allowed me to heal. At that moment. 
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  The moment of expectation 

 
Nice chat. Expressionless. Finally. You have to kill time. Until it starts. Slowly it should be time. The voices gradually become quieter. The light falls on the screen. Carries the call on 
expectation in the luggage. A movie will come. We do not know more than the title. We have never known more than the title. "Life" or perhaps even "My Life" is the title. Even if it 
seems more questionable from year to year, what is really "mine" in this life. It's different in a movie. It has a clear beginning and a definite end. This can be dealt with. Life also has a 
clear beginning. Everything else is vague. 
 
And while we are sitting, listening to the faded sounds, waiting for the coming ones, only the light is on the blank canvas. You're sitting next to me. I'm sitting next to you. It's not the 
time to talk. Afterwards. We'll talk about the movie we've seen. But now the naked canvas is there. The life. Maybe with the title "My Life". However, a little bit it is my life, and a bit far 
one it is influenced by people to whom I attribute this influence. You for example. But not only. It is also not a real movie but a diffuse order of images that I would like to see now, 
after the film, in a year, in a decade. 
 
I see you by my side. Now sitting. In a year. In ten years. We talk together. About the movie and also about other things. You take me in your arms. Still. It feels good. Still. It has 
something of the consistency I long for, while everything else remains keeps flowing, like a dwelling that protects me and gives me the strength to fight the storms that life brings with 
it, which is even a little bit of my own. Automatically I reach for your hand. 
 
You see me at your side. Now sitting. And then that we get up and go out. You give me a kiss. Perhaps a last one. It's a farewell, which you see, because you're afraid that time will 
pass, and you could still be here. It has something of capture and stagnation and death that you want to avoid. For as you become sedentary, life passes you by, which you have 
then surrendered completely, and which is no longer yours at all. You need the freedom and untouched world that is waiting for you outside, and which you going to miss if you stay. 
It is the world, the continual new impressions and experiences that protect you and give you the strength to fight the storms that rage inside you. You do not want to know. 
Automatically you push my hand away. 
 
Everything we think of ourselves, in this moment of expectation, in which the silence has already come, but the light still illuminates the naked canvas on which the movie will soon be 
shown. A moment of expectation, in which we anticipate our life. All for us, without a word. We look at each other. One last time before the movie starts. For us, we know about our 
expectations. Also about the ones after the movie. Together we will not have them. They are not compatible. 
 
The moment of expectation passes by. Also the movie. The farewell kiss will be the last one. You know it. I do not, but I will find out. How love can be different. Or not. 
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  Masquerade 

 
Going back is dangerous. Although one can never really return, as you aren’t the one who you were at that time, and the one, who you are now, has not yet been at that time. The place remains the same. Maybe. 
As long as nothing changes, but when she returned to this place, she immediately realized that only little has changed. Many years have passed. The shops have changed. That was everything she was thinking as 
she paused. It was a display, one, like many others. She suddenly felt absorbed in a memory, absorbed into a time of the past. It was not good, not at all good, but the force of this pull was stronger than her will. 
 
"Let's go in there and try a tuxedo," she heard herself saying at that time, her arm around the waist of the man she loved. At that time. Not now. She saw herself, that naughty, playful expression in her eyes, which 
at the same time bore so much desire and warmth. How much looks are able to say. It was meant as a joke, actually. 
"Why not?" he replied, laughing, "And the mask for the masked ball too." 
"Absolutely!" She replied, pressing a kiss on his mouth. How could it have been possible, to be so incredibly, undivided, completely, unconditionally happy. She saw herself, self-forgetting, forgetting the world, 
so full of energy and full of joy of life. Was that really her? She saw it in her thoughts, but it seemed like a movie she had seen somewhere. 
 
What had begun as a joke, ended in reality. The purchase of the tuxedo and the togetherness. He looked so good in this tuxedo. She'd told him. So damn good, and the mask he was holding to hide gave him 
something mysterious. So they went to the ball. Never before and never again she felt so shining. 
 
And it was the next morning. It came inexorably, where she woke up. He hung the tuxedo in the cabinet. He put the mask in a compartment above it. She saw his back. She was just about to get up, very quietly, so 
that he should not notice it, as he did not yet know she was awake and watching him. She wanted to sneak up to him and embrace him from behind. The hands were longing for the warmth of his skin. She was just 
about to put her hand on the edge of the blanket, ready to uncover herself and to slip away from it, as he turned around. 
 
There was something in his expression that made her wince. It seemed as if it was an unmotivated reaction, but it was there. Did she still dream? Was she just imagining that? No, it was real. All the warmth and 
heartiness had disappeared from his eyes. The mask had been removed, but under that mask which they had bought together, there had been another one. It was a game of ensnaring and capturing and 
destroying. Like a hunter on the stalk, who lures his victim and runs it to earth. Then he leaves it. An indescribable pain passed through her body, which made her shrink back. At that moment she knew that for 
him she was already done. 
 
Slowly she got up and dressed up. She wanted to go in silence. There was nothing more to say. He did not stop her. Already touching the handle, she turned around and looked at him. She wanted to say one 
more thing to him. 
 
"You have put down a track, a long one, nothing but death and desolation. It is your triumph, but finally you are a restless one who can not stay. I feel sorry for you." 
 
He did not reply, because there was nothing to say. And as she now used her last power to push the handle down and hold herself upright, she had to smile at herself. It was her pain that nearly tore her, while he 
was glad that everything had gone so well. Like a deer, who wishes its murderer to enjoy the meat at the moment of the shot. 
 
It was a long time ago, but the pain was still there. One does not become wiser, only older. And the display was just a display. 
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  Wanderlust for home 

 
From afar the call reaches me. It is the wind that carries him to me. And the clouds. And the water. The wind tells me that it saw it, the land where my soul found my home. It blew over gentle green hills, over sharp, 
steep cliffs. It met the smooth level of the ocean, swung with the excited waves. 
 
Come, it whispers to me, come home. 
I want to, but I am still bound here, but my soul is pushing towards home. 
 
The clouds bring the message to me. Between the stone walls, built over the centuries, the sheep graze. They carry peace and serenity with them, between them and to the people. In between, rundown buildings. 
Made of stone, settled in, used and abandoned. People move on and the buildings remain. Slowly they run down, but still as they run down life blooms around them, rises up on them and brings the rundown to 
blossom. Nature brings everything to blossom, integrates the dead into the living and makes it once more comfortable. 
 
Come, they whisper to me, come home 
I want to, but I am still bound here, but my soul is pushing towards home. 
 
The waves tell me about the beach they are rolling along, letting themselves be carried into the land by the flood and let themselves be carried back from the ebb. An everlasting coming and going. And the water 
feeds the waves, but it also spills over the land, goes into the earth and makes it fruitful. Everywhere it is green. It is the water that makes the island blossom and elicits the most beautiful colours out of the earth. 
It is the water that accumulates in streams and rivers and cuts through the country to travel, to bring life or death. 
 
Come, they whisper to me, come home. 
I want to, but I am still bound here, but my soul is pushing towards home. 
 
The sunrays carry the fragrance and the breath of the land to me. Nobody sees as much as they do, as they pour out their golden light, over all that lives there, without regard. Just because. They have a smile 
for everything that lives there. Sometimes they hide behind the clouds. And nature is revived, again, when they pass by the clouds, pass through the clouds. They tell me of the evening, of the noon and of the 
morning. Of the game and the laughter, if they succeed in chasing the rain and painting a rainbow to the sky. 
 
Come, they whisper to me, come home. 
I want to, but I am still bound here, but my soul is pushing towards home. 
 
But one day, I will be driven by the wind, carried by the clouds, rocked by the waves, and guided by the rays of the sun, to reach the land which my soul knew as home from its very beginning. So much will be 
explained. So much of a construction is accessible when you have finally found the place where the soul can rest and the mind dwells, a place that exhales the restlessness and takes you with matters of course (in 
its own accord) as if you had never been anywhere else, at the place where my soul finds home. 
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  The bill poster 

 
All his life he had done nothing other than sticking posters. Always one over the other, after a certain time passed, in his section. He was responsible for this. Religiously he did his 
work. Day after day. Week after week. Month for month. Year for year. He began in the morning until it was done. He often needed more time than his colleagues. Because he 
worked religiously. Or he just grew old and slow. It did not matter to him. He did what he had to do.  
 
Then he went home to his wife. She brought him the food. Then he slept with her. If she did not sleep with him, he drank a beer. In the last few years he had drunk more beer. It did 
not matter to him. Then she died. And only the beer remained. Even that did not matter to him. What sense does it make to rack one’s brains about things you can’t change? 
Sometimes he took his cock out of his pants and masturbated. It was his way of commemorating her. But he quickly realized that he preferred the beer. And so his cock stayed 
where it was. He did his work religiously. As always. There had never been a special incident. 
 
One day he stuck a poster, like every other day. He stepped back a few steps to look at it. He had never looked at the poster itself, he only ever looked if his work was perfect. It 
had always been. But this time he looked at the poster itself. Not even the whole thing, just a part of it. It showed a young woman. Her gaze was peculiar. He shook his head, turned 
around and walked away. He wanted to leave her where she was. He did not care. He only did his work. He wanted that. But it was his last day. His last working day, and the last time 
he went home from work and drank a beer. 
 
The next morning he woke up and wanted to leave, as always. Then he remembered that he had no more work. Instead he went for a walk. He stopped before the billboard with the 
woman, whose look did not let him go. Every day he went to the billboard. Then home to drink a beer. There was nothing more to be done. That was his job now. One day she would 
be covered. One day she was covered. He saw the advertising poster with the cheerful people and cheerful faces. Why had her look been so peculiar?  
 
The more often he had looked at it, the sadder it seemed to him. He was amazed that nobody had noticed this, because on advertising posters sadness is forbidden. Nobody buys 
what makes you sad. But now she was covered with happiness. Happiness you can buy. But her gaze drifted through the poster. A silent demand to release her. He was paralysed. 
And even if he did not go, her eyes followed him. Awake. Sleeping. Always and everywhere. Until he could not resist any longer and removed the poster of happiness so far that you 
could see her face. The sadness. 
 
It does not go with the sadness that has now become transparent through the cheerful environment. It was covered. And removed. And covered. And removed. No matter how many 
layers of new posters were applied, no matter how much happiness was pasted on, he always kept her free, the woman with grief in her look. He had no other task anymore. 
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  What remains of me? 

 
People enter our lives. Some just stay short before they leave again. On the other hand, others accompany us a long distance, but at some point the paths lead us apart 
again. Sometimes the farewell is easy for us, especially when it happens slowly over some time. Changed conditions of living. One moves away, far away, and slowly, 
secretly and quietly, the contact fades away.  
 
Sometimes it is hard and we are suffering from this farewell, feeling as torn as if you had removed a part of yourself. A painful wound remains, which only heals slowly. 
Sometimes, however, such a farewell is a relief as well because some people put pressure on us and hinder our development. But then there are always the very special 
ones, that gently take us by the hand and let us be, not just like we are, because that is not enough, they encourage us to grow, show us our possibilities, so that we 
become what we can be. But if it is so that people enter our lives just to leave it again, wouldn’t it be better not to meet, because then one does not have to suffer the 
pain? What remains of an encounter when it has passed? 
 
It remains the memory. Not by sticking to it, but in situations where scenarios are comparable, there is a sentence, a hint, a gesture, which reminds us how to deal with it, 
so that we do it right. Then you are suddenly present again. You can be so far away, at this moment you are back with me. Here I walked with you. Here you have drawn 
my attention to a cloud which had the form of a horse, at least with a lot of imagination, and suddenly I know what we have been talking about, as if I was back in that 
exact moment and listening. Perhaps now a smile sweeps over my face, a smile of joy, seasoned with a little sadness. Because I immediately asked myself why you cannot 
be here now.  
 
Maybe we'll find a horse-cloud again. Even if you are there somehow. But I am also glad, because  if I had not opened myself to you at that time, and if I had not admit to 
the encounter, I would have been left with nothing, and nothing could have developed which could stay. You have touched me, with your presence, and whether you have 
gone forever, or only for a little while, this touch remains. 
 
What remains when I go? Is there anything that remains of me? Is there anything worthy of me to stay? Perhaps it is my stories that still touch, bring people together and 
tell about the benefit of this being-together. Perhaps the touch remains in the people I have encountered, and when they think of me, the time of our togetherness, then 
hopefully a smile sweeps over their face, a smile of joy, seasoned with a little sadness. That would be what I wish to remain of me. 
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A house of memories 

 
I carefully turn the key around in the lock. Once. Twice. Pull it out. Press down the handle again to make sure that I have actually locked it. It would not be necessary. It though is necessary, because since 
I knew that it was time to lock up and leave, I was a little confused. There was no way back. The finality was pressing like a heavy burden on my shoulders. Nevertheless, I did everything I had to do with the 
utmost care. I took my time because I was still hoping. But what for was that hope about you, where you yourself had told me:  
 
"Lock up and throw the key away!" 
 
Yes, you said that. It was not absurd or unexpected, and yet I fought against it. As far as one can fight the inevitability. Also against facts. Just a little bit. Not necessarily sustainable. Just leaving a little 
too much time. Shadows were playing tricks on me. Fooled. It was only the leaves that moved in the wind. My eyes went up to the tree tops. The leaves are moving. Nothing else can be heard. No tweeting 
of birds, no buzzing of insects. But perhaps I cannot hear it, as your voice sounds sweet and gentle in my ears. Like a tinnitus. I shake my head as if I could shake off the voice. As if I could shake off you, 
but it does not help. I still cannot make up my mind to leave. 
 
Do you remember when you took me by the hand and took me with you, step by step? Under our feet there was the path and our encounter formed the foundation. With each time, with each experience, 
we added a piece. Foundation, supporting walls. An exciting time of approaching and learning. Do you still remember? Smiling, I turn to you. No, you're no longer there. The smile disappears again. 
Perhaps it will return when I manage to leave the pain behind me and see the house as what it is, the place of our memories. Perhaps one day I will be able to turn to myself and rejoice, but I am not yet 
ready. 
 
Do you remember, when you took me with you over the threshold, to a homely way of living? Full of joy and laughter, hope and confidence, curiosity and openness to everything which would decorate 
this house. It was not yet finished, far from it, and actually I thought it would never be finished as eagerly as we were building. Sometimes there were whole rooms, and then again only a small ornamental 
object. Nothing was important or unimportant. Every single part, no matter how big or small, made it distinctive and unique. Do you still remember how good it felt to see it, to understand? I can’t find it, 
but it will return. 
 
Do you remember when you invited me to live with you in this house? No matter where we went, it was with us and we were in there, in ourselves and around us. Every laugh and tear, every joy and every 
sadness took place in it, decorated it with a living pattern. We felt well in there, at least I thought so. It was probably so. It's always like this. As long until it is no longer. I will not despair and I will not whine, 
but who could hold me now in his arms, since you were the one who always did it when I was sad. This sadness though has no place in your embrace. 
 
"Lock it and throw the key away!" 
 
Yes, you said that. I feel the key‘s weight in my hand. It feels light. I reach back and want to do what you've told to me to. But the hand does not let go of the key. Once more I look at it. Spontaneously, I 
put it in my pocket. I can still throw it away, later, when I'm ready. Or one day I can simply return and rejoice, that it once was. 
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Just seeing 

 
 
I wake up, because I have no other choice, into a condition. Freedom is not limited by the given condition, but only by the necessity of a condition. Some conditions. I cannot change 
the necessity of the conditions, but the condition in which I awake. After all. But I also use it all too rarely. I'm not used to interfere into conditions. Moreover, I was so preoccupied 
with the given that I had forgotten that I could influence it. As if I were sitting in front of a bowl of water.  
 
No wind blowing. Nothing touches the surface of the water. I hold my breath. Unconsciously, as I notice how a feather settles down on the water. Light waves curl the surface, break 
the lack of movement. Just then I notice that it is possible, movement, and yet nothing happens, only that I can affect the conditions. At first I hesitantly make use of the newly 
discovered possibility. Then always brazen. It gives me pleasure. I am no longer at the mercy, as I begin to use my potential. Because I can. 
 
I awake, because I have no choice, into a condition, but into one that I have chosen myself. It takes me a little while to know what I have chosen for myself and my awakening, and in 
which I have established myself into. The light of the approaching morning is still weak and all around me is still caught up in my sleep. You too. I understand quicker than I can see. I 
feel the warmth of your skin. Next to me. On my hand. My breast. My stomach. My thighs. I have pressed myself on you whilst sleeping. I am impressed that I can influence the 
conditions, even in my sleep I can influence the situation. But now that I'm awake and the possibilities expand, I want to leave it as it is.  
 
Your chest lifts and lowers regularly. A quiet, gentle breath. You have not woken up. It is good. I want to let you sleep. It is not necessary for you to wake up. Moreover, it is good, 
because I look at you. So familiar. So close. Just look at you, how I only can do, if you do not recognise it. I need not to explain anything. You will not ask me. I have neither an 
explanation nor an answer, as I look at you, without a purpose or an aim. I look at you without an interest. The gaze stands for itself. It is, because I have forgotten that it is and takes 
whatever it is. Indiscriminately. Without evaluating or judging. 
 
I awake because I have no choice but influence, on the condition I want to have, in which I do nothing more than look at you. And my gaze overshadows even the slightest touch. 
Uninterested. Absent-minded. Simply because it is. Nothing else, nothing further. It is good. Carefully I release my skin from yours. For a moment I think about pushing my lips on 
yours, but I hold back. I do not want to wake you up. Silently I slip into my clothes and leave the room and the apartment, out somewhere. It does not matter.  
 
My gaze coats you. Maybe you find it when you wake up. I have coated you with this gaze, neither purpose nor orientation, which has no interest. I'll take it with me, to another 
situation, so it will also dress me when I'm out there and freeze. 
. 
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