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Anna







 



I saw your golden hair



wild and demanding in the wind



Your smile showed me the way



Your touch the method



Love, however, unflinible it may be



- ubiquitous and full of power



I will never see what can be



but always what happens



And when once my spun stirs



full of procrastinating and full of timids



be good to them as it should be



- tell my legends



 



A man sneaks around a high-rise building and then waits outside the
door. Nobody goes out or into it. He rings somewhere. A woman's
voice croaks: "Yes?" "Postman!" says the man. The door opener hums,
and he enter the building. With the elevator to the top floor, the
stairs further up and find access to the roof. It should be
blocked. But the gods have a providence. The man climbs a ladder to
the roof hatch, opens it, goes out to the edge. He does not look
down, only into the distance. Without thoughts, he lets himself
fall. He still hears the air flowing past his ears. Then it becomes
quiet in his head.



 



This man was once me.



 



Flashback.



 



"Radisch! Take your ass down!" I hear the sergeant scurrying. I see
the shots splashing in. The dust takes my breath away and I must
spit out. I don't have time to take a sip of water to wet the
tongue. None of us. The opponent is well organized. I give a few
shots in the suspected direction of the opponent and roll to the
left until I bump my comrade Markus. "Where does the shelling come
from?" I sway edify at him. He shakes his head and shouts back: "At
the same time from twelve, three and nine!" "Shit!" I scream into
the sand. I roll back into my position. Position? An old, dry moat.
I shoot forward and dig myself into the sand with all my limbs. The
earth is the soldier's friend. Deep; Deeper. Hardly that I can
think. We shoot. The opponent shoots. We are here in foreign lands,
but for support – but not to wage war. With each breath I feel this
god-cursed sand that falls deep into my lungs and makes you believe
to suffocate. I shoot. I can't even see an aim. Cursed again: The
rifle has loading inhibitions! I change the magazine, throw it
aside almost empty, introduce a new one. Closure back. A cartridge
clamps. A thousand times I have fixed a fault, but not when my ass
is being shot away... Between all the shooting and the shouting, I
can suddenly hear the shout: "Sani!" From the corner of my eye I
can see that Markus was hit. He rows with his arms. I can't take
his hand because the shelling is so strong... He hasn't returned to
life in this dirt hole in nowhere...
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