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CHAPTER ONE


As a little girl, I often watched the starry sky at night through my bedroom window, imagining if anyone else was looking down at us. I imagined how life would be on other planets. Purple and creme colored skies and yellow oceans, fairy trees with long branches carrying sparkling fruits and friendly alien companions that were fun to play with. I’d try to count the numerous stars and kept my eyes focused on the moon, trying to see if anything was moving on it. What if someone is watching us, listening to us as we are here on earth? My attraction to space began early on. I had two older sisters, which fought out all thinkable daily quarrels with me. Sometimes I snapped and yelled at them both, „if I ever get the chance to travel through space I will go with them no matter what, even if I can’t take anyone or anything with me!“


As I got older, I began watching science-fiction movies on television, in black and white; as my parents did not belong to the cable generation and refused to pay a monthly fee for an array of TV channels, which in their opinion were all filled with commercials and plastic.


Plastic wrapped around unhealthy foods, toys and products, made in factories miles away by workers with unfair pay. Our parents bought us fair-trade clothes and grew their own bio vegetables in our backyard. We spent all our free time playing games at the beach, where we built sand castles, collected sea shells and gave the waves magic names as they swell closer to shore.


My mom held regular sunset drawing contests with us. With the wind blowing through our hair and our bare feet stuck in the sand, she would teach us techniques how to draw clouds realistic and abstract; how the color of the sun can vary from all shades of yellow to red and how to blend them so that it the sunset looks like a real fireball. She also made sure we had our drawing pads with us at school, so that we could draw a situation, if words could not describe it. We would all discuss it then at the dinner table together. Along with the drawing pads she used to make our lunch bags for school every morning with home-made sandwiches with avocado and turkey slices, dark chocolate chip cookies and bio-ginger ice-tea, all delicious and a strong imprint in terms of my childhood memories. Growing up in a small beach village teaches you to appreciate the sea and it’s inhabitants, be it in our outside of the water. I was fascinated by the sea since I can remember. I loved the winds, the sand and the waves that accompanied my entire childhood. My dad was very much into sports and took us girls on morning runs along, took us diving in the open water quite early on and taught us how to surf. I even remember him taking us to his gym. When I was thirteen I got my dive certification and my dad said, „Lila now you can float through water as if you are in space.“ I believe that a childhood makes or brakes you for what life has in store. My childhood was a very happy one with a family that was out of the ordinary but dynamic to the moon and back.


As a teenager I asked my parents to both refrain from material gifts for my birthday other than the tuition they needed to pay for my university, as I wanted to study oceanography. I ended up working every Saturday in my dads local surf shop in order to pay for the books I needed for university. My entire room was filled with posters of different fish and sea plants. Eventually I was able to get my all the books I needed and my own dive equipment. Four years later after saving enough money, I bought myself a large mirror telescope with a thick planetary guide. My family had been utmost supportive with my fascination for water and space since I can remember. Since we were not rich, I I took on other side-jobs so that I could get more stuff for my studies. I mowed the garden of our neighbors, I gave surfing lessons to kids of our village and helped out in the local book store and bagel shop. We never travelled outside of California, having the beach right on front of our doorstep we really did not need to. To our surprise, one morning our dad announced, „girls go pack your bags, we leave in an hour for a trip to Florida.“ We screamed and ran off to our rooms, packed the nicest shirts and shorts we owned and stood downstairs ready for our first family trip outside of California.


On the plane, I sat by the window with my sisters next to me, which were almost always arguing about minor trivialities. A row ahead of us sat our parents, both of them reading out of one shared newspaper. I felt like I was on a space flight and imagined the plane taking off to another planet; us never to return to earth. We would build a house, live on this new planet like we did at home, only to be the first to do so. I would remain on the new planet if there was an ocean with waves, if not I would continue to search for another planet.


Upon our arrival on Merritt Island Florida we dropped off our stuff at the hotel and then headed straight to the Kennedy Space Center where we were able to see rockets of past generations and a real landing capsule of a 1960s spaceship. This was the happiest day of my childhood I can remember.


After the summer holidays, I began my studies at Scripps Institute of Oceanography. The weekends I spent at home and my sisters helped me put up a large camping tent right on the beach. The neighbor kid David also studied at university with me and he therefore spent a lot of time at our house. Within our first two years at uni, we managed to equip our weekend tent into a mobile camp lab with a full set of science tools for studies. Often, we spent the weekend mainly around the tent, studying for school, surfing in between and at night we would watch the stars with my telescope. I was used to staying up most of the night, fascinated by the starry skies, the moon and the sea right on front of me. David would usually fall asleep in or around the tent with his flashlight still on. Most times his sleeping bag right in the sand, tightly wrapped around him.


The tent was equipped with bio-carrots from our yard, dark-rye sandwiches with cream-cheese, juice and water; all in a cooler box. Then a pack of flashlight batteries, our notebooks, underwater cameras and at the back of the large tent our diving equipment along with two nitrox tanks for our morning dive. I had also installed my telescope on a low table. Next to it lay my study journal half way covered with sand, where I logged all our dive results.


Waking up at sunrise directly at the beach, hearing the sounds of the crashing waves, the smell of salt in the air and the wind going through your hair is the most powerful, poetic and peaceful setting I can imagine, until loud seagulls fly over you and shit on your sleeping bag.


Our homes were five minutes away from each other and ten minutes from the beach, past the sand dunes straight down a narrow sandy path. My mom was always worried about me when I slept in the tent, so she sometimes came to check on us in the middle of the night or early mornings and brought along her avocado cream cheese vegan sandwiches and hot chocolate with almond milk filled into our very dented metal camping bottle. In a family like mine, everything was used until it was truly broken and unrepairable. Nothing was just tossed away, but kept with its patina in honor of the element, its purpose and usage. A dented metal camping bottle was more precious to us than a new fancy one, due to the stories it told.





CHAPTER TWO


I had graduated with Magna Cum Laude from Scripps University of San Diego, where I studied Oceanography for seven years. My studies on algae were awarded best in class. I had come up with a process that purifies seawater into drinking water with the help of algae plants. My thesis ‚Algae Water Purification Systems‘ was awarded best of the year. After graduation, I continued my studies for my doctorate, which I gained on my 27th Birthday.

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
EVE JAZU

NOWTIME

Journal of a time traveler





