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Unexpected decision


Secluded should be the office suite, Xaver Glenn thought as he bought it more than eight years ago in the newly-built office tower, which was also used by some of the better-known companies errected on the edge of what was probably the oldest district in the city. Barely visible, he threw back his dark, wavy hair, looking toward Rio, knowing how much he, the late fifties, looked at her.


Construction experts took part in office projects, especially when planning their own use, if they were able to co-create their own constructive and creative idea, and so it had turned out, that Glenn designed and realized this building, at least in sections. There were only recent negotiations concerning the office space, which he exactly designed for his own needs. Merely he wanted to have only a part of the north side of it, absolutely, the shadowy atmosphere making him work better without being distracted by sweetish hours, which could take on honeysuckles and disrupted to him out of that continuity, that determined his usual pace of work. Late twilight hours were his guarantor for successful negotiations., and today he was aiming to bring in the decision for a new project on the opposite side of the ocean, offering co-financing, naturel assuming partial co-use, which could not be so absurd with such great concessions. Glenn loved his contractors, assuming unconditional trust, he had already done the cre- dit approval almost as well, even if the project would be realized abroad.


Major decisions were usually made within the choice between several variants and even today's meeting was not based on a positive decision?


He did not want to be indignant, turned away from her for a moment, two co-negotiators, now watching as if controlled by Rio, to observe, rather uninterested, his eyes wandered off again:


"There is not much time left for drumming now, and I can tell you that, seldom do I enjoy the fantastic view, far too rarely, never at this hour, which hardly allows any light. "


Resuming the subject, probably because no one responded to his objection.


"But with you I'd almost like to risk this loss, because waiting for me always means that all unfinished stays." „Yes, Xaver!“


Rio replied, not total absence expressed, "and I assure you, maybe I made best decisions, because I had not to obstinate aligned my considerations on this flat, fixed for a while required, only one response.


Passive I'm rarely here, rather inspired also by what surrounds me directly. Look but just once over there."


No one could suggest, what she said, neither a slight hand movement, nor any other gesture revealed her current thoughts and what she saw was not specifically recognize the panorama, that the huge glass front, which enabled us a very spacious window construction, which attracted almost on two walls of the very large Office.


Narrow concrete columns with a hardening black gloss only slightly interrupted the legal transparency, which gave a wide view to the outside. Little she relied, the left hand touched one of the pillars rather easily, almost in the middle of the room and only a few would get the idea that Rios emeraldgreen dress, leaving the arms completely uncovered, yet one which was completely consisting of natural fibres, even if the new natural fibre was refined by a silky coating.


After all, they wrote the year 2153 and conventional was declared unusable, at least temporarily.


Three men waited and she knew her appearance only to the extensive urban landscape oriented, that their eyes met, then fell on her body, which is surrounded by this cool-looking envelope.


Once again:


"look there!"


Now pointed her right hand on something that had to be far, far away, because Rio looked like dreamy in the background.


The other consultation participants approached Rio now, even willingly, and took similar stance, at least the direction regarding.


And actually more in the background a not entirely clearly defined cubist form stood out, a stand-alone building is located at least fifteen kilometers between them built on a chain of hills.


Summer still, beamed at the front of the larger Villa flash red orange of the last evening sun .


"Gone." She meand the went just by the illuminated building, because for a short time surrounded by a glow of light an elysäisches festive fever which occurred only in the evening, said the magic.


The illumination influenced how liquid, which constantly signals went out, this porcelain monument clasping, Rio believed in it, as if there because no downsides. Slipping away then into devotion, offered by the last evening glow, the Sun had to give away yet and there is still a glimmer of light. Mr. Glenn broke the silence that always adheres to such scenes:


„What a light glitter!“


and his assistant Mr. Jonas


„would I be interested only if it is a texture in it. "


Geben oder fügen Sie Ihren Ausgangstext ein


"In any case, a late highlight",


took advantage of Mr. Glenn the situation:


"I now suggest to go back to the small skyscraper in your town, at least to the planning. It's time.!"


Rio saved her wandering with obvious reasons:


"it would fit to stand in a wide landscape.


Therefore I consider so love to several variants of me, to pass the appropriate solution."


Your business partner finally turned up: "you want decisiveness and Rio said probably, if I understood her correctly, that's not should be made dependent on this appointment, which in turn does not remain is to perceive only one. We will see."


Rio began the full concentration on this meeting and on the target with what was expected of her:


"Well, I mean, we can now present us to the project and look at the model already created and hope on the necessary effect, which should trigger the hoped for satisfaction at least for me, to agree to the project. Doubt would have to wipe out the benefits if we agree to the implementation, because the enormous financial effort does no risk for our relatively small place, also, if Xavier would like to participate themselves financially and a favorable credit standing ready, then requires all but guarantees"


Now was also Mr. Glenn only still occupied, and pressed a button below a window sill, which resulted in the extension of an working table, immediately expanded a construction drawing.


Inbetween Mr. Jonas one of his long, thin cigarillos ignited, taken from a posh looking case and moved it already as Xaver Glenn began to present:


"Our together experienced enthusiasm for the visual sides of a building "Accordingly, the construction developed by us promises a downright extraordinary representation, in particular light effects, both in the currency of the day, as well as in the changing of the seasons."


His position he switched, resorted to an overlong, very sharp pencil, and thus pointed to a section of the total drawing:


"Take a look here! In addition, by the way, I made a black and white drawing of course in 3D, the artistic effect is already colossal, a truly magnificent performance would the..."


Muffled sounds were heard from the corridor, which was lively, although no further meeting was planned. They alone currently on this floor and the evening was already advanced the only.


Noise increased and culminated suddenly in a nudging of wide double door, actually otherwise not striking, because stylistically perfectly adapted to the interior design and thus in very dark brown tones kept and with this high-gloss, big wooden surfaces, which allowed an insertion in the overall design as excellent, harmonised. Rio, just from the design table a piece aside entered, tried to argue that she, do a second consultation, maybe tomorrow midmorning it is useful ,heard a thick book, which had now no longer stop in the compact, solid cabinet wall, heard and perceived the lifting up of the closed door with a large force, completed everything in a matter of seconds. So far, saw Rio penetrate the door flashing, assumed that it was sharp knives, jumped with maximum presence of mind behind an oversized, black and heavy leather armchairs, otherwise visitors served and therefore half stood in the middle of the room, was a strong pain noticed, under a large need pressure directly behind the chair and heard yet some shots. Last observation recorded the actions of Mr. Jonas, who had also obviously a gun in his jacket pocket, all of a sudden he moved, a not so deliberate shooting caused any yet he had stretched it forward and certainly some shots, because the noise took to eerie, unprecedented way.


Three types with face masks and clenched fists involved Mr. Jonas, favored at least, a tragedy.


Still think wanted Rio, why Mr. Jonas carried the weapon with him, could it be, that he prepared, the intruders knew anything, that saw them only very briefly. Impossible.


No more, considering it was curved, slightly rolled up behind the chair, blood flowed to her and the emeraldgreen dress, which she wore today since the early afternoon, for its, as she used to say, natural mood to match, went out from the day.


No one could accurately define, how long it took to overcome impotence, from the Rio just woke up and even she said to have spent not long as lying.


Silence feeling and also a nausea, she looked down at first in herself, recognized the blood that had smeared itself now on her dress. Now, she remembered that a shooting took place and also the pain in her left upper arm was very present, because the consciousness on the expired relentlessly penetrated into it, the faint phase more ended her pain so that by leaps and bounds, nothing numbed.


Set up wanted to, that she needed to but remembered it well, that caution and first turned her head to look through the chair feet through. her environment from this low position was security. No one was in the room, not inside the viewing angle, Rio could perceive. Pant, heavily produced, she had high, nothing prevented her even from and saw only a disorderly covered by the invading night batch of participants of previous consultation.


Surrounded by these slightly chewy red liquid, that flowed from all sides of the human stack and more ran in different directions and the trickles seemed sometimes to meet, to merge. She musted determine, that Mr. Jonas was lying there, but only within a loss of consciousness.


Response did not want him, she found it too dangerous to enter, although seemingly no one was nearby, was moved to this scene of a kind ghostly silence.


Her bleeding arm started very strongly to pain, she used her coat well, at least the belt of which, to satisfy the urgent highly outward blood. Enable had it, did it in her mind, looked but still around, seeing, that all just lay there, unconscious. She needed own activity. Help, help, she wanted to scream, failed to make it, the situation is becoming more and more dominant.


Slack, all members of the body, of the reclining hung down as they never wanted to move.


Covered by the smell seeping, slowly also clotly blood and sweat and steam fired steel balls, She ponderd about the last three apparently very slowly past minutes, because the perception had to have is still excellent.


Silent awhile, right now, where it arrived on every second. Cinematic experienced passed once again of Rios awakened, currently very aching memory just, absorbed, she apparently had this very short time period, meant is certainly suspect him to have recognized, now she had not seen him because the three types had previously masked.


However, he could not know, as she was known, his body, the externaly of his character, because he also like to consider himselve, almost several times had installed it, could he not suspect, still no idea. His hands were's that betrayed him in awareness, including the black leather gloves that Rio already looked at him, let the hand also as hidden, then the known tone of his golden brown skin. Strange that these three obscure figures themselves,, so well had withdrawn in the dark room,. she would call the the officespace so.


Thus is at least somewhat to disclosed themselves and Rio knew the figure of Ashder exactly, no doubt, his participation was for Rio not excluded.


The wide door with two torn wings gave views of the brightness of the corridor and the pants with black leather jackets and customized. She could see the contours, anyway, just even if everything went off at lightning speed.


Downright staggerd she undertook the first steps after getting out of their hiding place, which gave her the fate, to impose, on her this huge office-suite. in the little light penetrated, none the of out occurred, only the small, vertical and irregular, but surely any scheme following on the walls, just had plain column form attached, golden cute shiny narrow lamps, which only had to, gave off a warm light, that first the area above the opening of the small pillars, or it could be simply narrow piston, lit. Very dark brown and polished to a high gloss and painted wood, which are all reflected on his, mostly large areas left, gave dignity and make mature elegance. Heavy, yet softig-looking mocha brown leather armchair regularly waiting for visitors. Also the very long table with comfortable leather chairs gave that back to it layed around or standing. The latter was the moderate anthracite-colored porcelain service with the silver stripes on the edges, this evening There forth flashed on polished surface of the table, especially because also of the silver layer was applied to two-thirds, and the remaining one third applied the inside of the cups powdery pigments of lilac, forever captured on the cup soils and their environment and only on the high-gloss outer, lower sleeve of cups repeat to. Discreet and elegant mixture of colors, from the polished table top readily reflected. Rounded window surrounding the high corner, which pointed South in direction, colored in Brown grey and Rio looked somewhat enlightening now also the city shrouded in lights, the Office suite, all produced a music, inaudible for Rio and not reproducible, was something like tuning in her duty, from the pant, brought forth by Mr. Jonas, still exciting organs, instead represented for the other two victims, and she experienced, suddenly brought into consciousness, to flee, next to use second act, to become active. No, information she had to the ambulance, the three had to be helped, they would survive. Quake in her, music, she heard even a tune for those, who must disconnect, to separate.


Addition, unprecedented abandonment made she feel the run out of time, rushed to the now closed double door, help, quickly took off the not very high, dark gray pumps, down down she had to first in the parking garage, where she would feel safer, knew a phone that knew no one and could possibly listen to there. Her own Smartphone or that of the Office here could be monitored, to avoid a risk corresponded a duty also. Careful and slowly she pushed the door knob to the aisle of the plane,.


could on it a little look around, estimated the way out as harmless and her narrow, not too big right foot down on the wide corridor, sat back down views of left and right.


Nothing that would be unusual, only empty was in some of the numerous offices long after work for all.


Turning to the left. past to the light, jade, narrow frame glazed, which contained projects only in given again fine strokes, illuminated design drawings, around five on each side of the corridor, where a thick carpet of olive spreaded.


A few steps behind this proper night lighting a steel door, leading to a rather narrow staircase, was almost always unused, because no one seventeen, twenty, or thirty-two floors was going to go down.


Now barefoot Rio from the seventeenth floor ran her target to the underground car park. On the thirtieth floor Xaver Glenn had probably a residential suite, as he just yesterday mentioned her after the greeting and also this possibility to use stairs to the building to leave and still, that underground always a phone, though somewhat hidden, always ready at hand for the employee who oversaw during at day the object.


Co-owner like Mr. Glenn knew the habits of employees and therefore he pointed out Rio and her companion this fun idea for them, to deploy a phone in a far corner of the garage, where the employees also stopped during his breaks, or if he repaired or the fitting in the wall of a niche only accounts, behind an inconspicuous grey steel door and being attached as an extension of existing pipe installations also costumized Telephone, consisting of only of a piece of pipe, all functions that were currently common, integrated. Practically Rio had thought this afternoon, when Mr. Glenn the office building a little introduced them, with pride. Then, Glenn had set the thin lips pressed on each other, his views on wide, determination expressed to pull this project, as he commented.


More accurately she had not considered him, lying there so only, his construction drawing of the forthcoming common endeavour quickly taken.


Some things not allowing simply to be based, each column of the not glazed staircase, which was located on each floor, touched she, while she down hurried, is it to repulsive, is to accelerating so herselve. Knowing her own speed and had good knowledge of the object, she meant in time help to, be able to pick up. Already before a time she got used to it and it had cost some training, Rio surrounding closer to look at, to get to know.


It was windowless, empty, a little hazy gear, may now be just as perceived on the course of now unfortunately so long that appears,. rushed through it, had in the lowest level of the underground left reside, clutched the phone already, also available at this moment. A piece of her dust jacket of thin, slightly impregnated cotton taking advantage to take the natural sound of her voice, She already chosed the number of the ambulance:


"Please rush in the Office high-rise, AV. Fields, number 316, seventeenth floor, which is this new business district close to the corner of Expy and Atlantic Ave. Construction experts have been shot there, I can not give my name, it wouldn't help also you, the wounded fighting for their lives. „Please do not refuse the action. Please you not announce publicly how many victims were found there hurt and just not who."


It was clear immediately, she was forced to leave this clean underground car park and the stylish, ultramodern office building, If once again the criminals or otherwise, who would be, who could perceive she and tried to make her presence with the tragic matter up there in context. Quake in her, even thought Rio, has realized the first duty to offer a chance to help and treat the injured and thus survival.


Abandonment in the sense of feeling, unknown, she at least remembered the secondary explanation by Mr. Jonas, that a few metres further from the phone still a back exit, again closed was from a steel door, anyhow, if she walked along the narrow aisle, the behind the door, if she chosed this initial version, which opens left from the garage, the subsequent door led, then instantaneous. Second exactly she was opening the door, heard the signal of a MEDEVAC, but immediately left the building, decided to remove from this business district.


The late evening long already had moved up, it had to be at least half-past nine, Rio confessed herself and that she was still in the area. that leave she intensive wished, only where now. How long had not visited this city, focused only on being active in the town of her childhood.


Fear of being detected she let go, ignorant, how long this operation is completed, sat on a staircase with ornate cast iron stair railings, which certainly countless couples, gossip aunts and only entertaining in passing had rejected. With aching feet, tightened the pumps again, penetrated a desire in her internal affairs and the fact that it never would be fulfilled.


Irrefutably the just experienced, whose reality engraved to her, was like taken from some advertisings, because these framed such scenes at the time to a certain extent. Indeed, were in this new chic Office high-rise, three friends, their lives struggling and she went unnoticed, from this building on the brightly-lit Ave, almost narrow, between the high-rise buildings for business.


and the lights from bright, intense honey yellow, which had always a black, sometimes dark brown appearing framework or even a kind of grid and sometimes a tree, sometimes an Ailanthus.


Long, painful brightly lit Street, which then further lost it a few kilometers, ended in the impenetrable from a great distance.,that the night had only and the sea depths, which aspired to this commercial Street.


Sales saloons in this same honey yellow, pretty much unnoticed passing, entered Rio this less garish district, rested on the stone steps, felt, that eased the bleakness of her taken before the call, meant, that this therefore arose because it was a obligation to obtain help. But how could it now for her to continue in this situation, the moment, seconds?


First, she took her emerald earrings from the earlobes, found jewelry maladjusted.


No one had moved himself yet, just herself was fortunate to have got only a glancing shot. and a painful wound, bleeding, sued. Where should she turn or better whom, confidence was gone from her, almost mechanically rummaged in her elegant purse, used now but the own Smartphone that enabled an immediate connection with the known Tom Altman:


"Hi Tom, you don't know who is calling, awhile it's been already, that the last time we met..."


"In your voice I recognize you always",


communicated to the other end of the line:


"Yes, you said similar at that time also, today I find myself in a situation more than ugly. Incredibly, just I witnessed a horrific attack and is wonderful that I'm sitting here at all and still alive. "


" Where are you sitting for? "


"Let me guess, I escaped from this office tower, was how to walk and sit currently on one of these fairly high stairs in front of a rental house and mean it has to be in Boerum Hill, if I remember correctly. Where you are right now? "


"I'm on my farm, as before."


Yes, Yes, you have your mission and I don't know what I now do..."


News, three men were found shot, yet treatable, because an informed rather than female-assessed person who authorities. Did you do about it? "


"Yes that could be right. If it is a building contractor from which there is talk? "


" Exactly, a well-known even. "


"No one shall find me, Tom. They do not know that I'm still alive. They could try again, a wound I have the arm. Could you pick me up, get up from somewhere here? "


''Please wait a little minut.“


Undoubtedly Rio fell into a state of exhaustion, but was not unconscious, again felt this quake.


"Can you be thirty about three o'clock, in the morning on the ancient, partially overgrownd airfield on the Floyed Bennett Field about three o'clock, namely near Flying Field, there's plenty of grass land on which you can hide until the helicopter picks you and Ron, remember you the name. If something intervenes, call me immediately. ",


put phone down. Tom Altman mostly gave concise, accurate informations and instructions, which contained what a situation brought forward.


A little dumped in this tricky situation was Rio, knowing, that a tighter business plan that ruled over Tom, like an automaton, from even programmed it, then forgotten, victorious dominated his time limit.


Perhaps she should stay with Tom, but it often turned out differently. So it is probably, as a survivor, it then acts like a character from one of the countless television weekdays dominant crime films, the viewer are confronted with hardly a real situation. There is nothing of this when the time comes, you are lying around victims, survivors or only half-dead, a few terse instructions regulated the rest. Incomprehension and aftermath of the just experienced allowed unjust feeling. The splendour and beauty of this dark paint office suite suddenly overlayed, that is how Rio again remembered, of the grey of the atrocity of the hopefully unsuccessful murders. That she did not remain like the three on the soft, woolly, dark brown carpet, it was only because of a random, the moment, which gave her the view of the spontaneously opening door. Pity and dignity staged the consultation in this suite, the ceremonies could become a celebration. Painfully, she registered the darkness, that now surrounded her, and still contained a hint of aubergine. Tired, however, she felt the desire for a meal, even aubergines, lightly golden brown on the surface with cheese and fresh parsley. But where to go with a survivor who may has already been sought? Blood smears had rendered her chices dress unusable for an evening in the big city, the duster coat finally looked at Rio closer, found it still acceptable. in one of the bistros or small restaurants in the style of traditional wine bars she did not want to take a seat now and finally opted for a larger food stall, the one under a shrub platana offered his. Rio made a quick purchase, otherwise not her kind, went down the stairs on the right, to get to an empty, rather old parking lot, almost completely framed by old halls, to assume that they once represented contors.


Greaky and permeating food of the selected pasta dish, without tomatoes, which can be used even at this modern, almost galactic-looking, newfangled food stalls consisted largely of extracts. On the other hand, the green sauces contained fresh herbs, which Rio also contained in addition to could spread over it. She also took a popping glass of dry, white, not too tart wine, the fantastically cooled, that night at the steps in front of a not very high former warehouse, numbing seemed what accommodated her in the existing situation. Soon midnight Rio opted at the still open snack bar for another glass of the wine, could need its effect today.


Little away from the body the wine glass, she walked along the street without strolling in the way, the view switched back to high-rise buildings, this quarter seemed too densely developed, at least at night, perhaps also because she felt like a hovering in her today, she only noticed this, because sometimes her dress made the impression of a wide sweeping and not the narrow one it actually was. again, more hurtling, she walked through these streets without looking around, thus accepting more safely again, as if she had that barely two hours ago forgotten


Yes, the question that prevails at this moment was: Where to go with a survivor?


In concrete terms, she had agreed a meeting in order to secure herself. and, if possible, to consider their situation calmly.


Rio's modern smartphone rang with this melody long gone for the rest of the world and she was already talking to Tom Altman, who asked again how she was doing on any of the thousands of city roads.


' Yes, Tom, I'm glad you can be so caring, which is something like redemption for me. Is to have a real friend. Yeah, I'm fine right now, also I ate a very tasty noodle gratin, am so far fit to be ready at the agreed time to go to you. "


She got instructions again, should under no circumstances go into the hustle and bustle of the big city, on television it was pointed out, that they had to be dangerous criminals, the brutal weapons used, because the Fletcher 4 used to fire the shots were considered murderous and at the moment, unfortunately, there was very little chance for the victims.


Midnight already exceeded, Rio noted.


So where with a survivor, that still takes a few hours to move into relative safety. A good half hour she could head to Prospect Park to realise, whether her might who follows, because the thwarting of her departure or even just watching her was desperate to avoid she. Deciding to go there on the subway, she was already on her way to the entrance, knew each other well in this district. In front of it stood a brunette, relatively tall lady, styled and very heavily made, pulled on a long cigarillo, plugged on a golden holder, an exotically decorated, as noticeable when approaching.


For a long time Rio did not wait for the arrival of a railway, arrived at a parking entrance in a timely manner. Rarely crowded during the day, at night the park lay quite lonely, sparse visits left him, then empty and very quiet back for long hours and Rio knew this part very well and remembered, the young girls, clothed in skimpy, simple tops, long, blowing hair, the gracefully held the steering rod, just holding, corrected them if they got into a wrong position. For a while, cycling boomed again, citizens had decided to live more actively until bicycles became disproportionately expensive and plaster wheels came up, other material alternatives were also devised, which allowed interest in cycling to fade again. Back then, she sometimes sat here smiling on a bench, already exhilarated by the hilly landscape and the young people and the elderly, who rarely stopped chatting as soon as someone known came into view. At first Rio hid a little in the thicket, saw around if anyone was following her or any other way she had chosen herself as an observation target, at night anyway hardly possible. No one was near her.


As a professional biologist, she still admired the refreshing of the parks during hot summers, that made escaping from the burdensome, stored overheating of inner cities so easy. Hoppla, there were two uprooted trees, probably lying down since the last hurricane? Maybe.


For a long time Rio did not want to stay in this park, was already striving for the exit when she discovered the phosphorizing light on a tree, caused by some fungi.caused by some fungi.


Subway lines have been greatly expanded over the past fifty years and she had been able to get to its destination well behind the Parkway Bridge, passing industrial areas and the market halls opening the wide gates, where, as for ages, young and old workers are still local seafood, sorted into sometimes ancient wooden boxes, offered again.


Colorfully painted stone walls alternated the cityscape the further the subway approached the edge of the district, after getting out behind the old Floyd Bennett Drive, Rio immediately started the grass grown nearly a metre high, that was still considered part of the former prairie, to visit in order to stay and initially went on a little curved, glancing several times, also her looks directed towards the sky, the not yet announced the arrival of the helicopter. Straight to the easily walkable Flatbush Ave she didn't want to switch, soothing security found she more valuable.


Spartina grasses still grew here, adapted to the habitat, Rio knew so directly near the beach could not possibly be landed, because the remaining, soft marshes did not offer the suitable nature.


The repetitive feeling of inescapable abandonment dampened the incipient sunrise.


Someone had scattered a little purple wampums on the grass grounds, otherwise found all over the beach. at some distance, she saw a risk-ready angler on a dilapidated pier, hoped it wasn't Ashder or one of his people quickly calmed down again, finding this rather unlikely. Presumably, the one or more of these tasty summer flounders, wonders, was out. Meanwhile, almost arrived at Flying Field, Rio sat down a little more optimistic, yet tired and invalidated into the well hided grass, waiting, doubting that this is the appropriate place to be recognized by the helicopter immediately and at the same time dismayed by the possibility, that it might not arrive at all. What then?


In the morning, closeness to the beach embodied drowsiness, inaction, still included silence, producing first action, completely abolishing incipient ebb prevailing lack of excitement.


Impatient lingering made her realise, how much she was lurking, on the recognition of a sign, the hum of the approaching helicopter or that maybe Tom was just standing next to her, which wouldn't be, sat down to her in the grass as an old friend.


Only one thing her wasn't allowed to do: Fall asleep.


Transition situations had something consuming, her lacked the strength after the horror of the early evening, now the air began to brighten with grey.


Almost dreamy, imagining, that she was perhaps just sitting on a spot, where the advancing ice ten-thousand years ago ended pushing forward.


Far away, Rio heard a sound, the beginning of which and was directed, it came from the right corner, because Tom had been living in New Jersey for a number of years now, she believed near Orange, but could also be wrong. No matter, the main thing, it was the expected flying object.


Now she only discovered the concrete platform some distance away and ran in that direction, while the helicopter flew close, too the grass area she was still on, something they flew over and apparently they had been spotted, hope came up in her to improve her risky situation. As she suspected, the flying object landed on the platform and from the opening door she heard:


"Rio, Rio, run here"


And heard it almost like a bawling, well, she remembered, that Tom Altman was a really coarser, but he had some warm-heartedness, which is why she turned to him with her problem.


Under the arm of her coat and bag, she ran toward the helicopter, which was still waiting about two hundred and fifty feet away from her:


"Tom, Tom!"


Uneven grass offered no good reason for very fast runs and so anyone would have believed, for a morning interlude run towards and not her rescue. Uncomfortable she found boarding while running propeller, was almost pulled inside by Tom Altman, who had moved his seat from the front to a seat in the back row and now noticed Rio, she wasn't quite seated next to him yet, hugged him.


' It's been appalling, horrible! ' Slowly, the helicopter took off from the concrete platform, removed, still slowly at first.


"You're such a good friend, Tom,"


retaking the conversation.


"Thank you for making it possible to help me so quickly."


"I liked to do that, Rio, my dear, I sometimes need the helicopter for fast transports to the city and keep it ready for me with a few acquaintances and today, coincidentally, no one else was interested in it and so it went so short term. "


' Where's it going now? Don't you live recently near Orange? "


' No, we're flying over the Staten Island Expressway now and then a bit into New Jersey.


Then we drive a small piece. However, once this property was in discussion at Orange, but I decided otherwise. "


' Clearly, why not. I'm so happy to be up here now. "


Meanwhile appeared on the horizon lilac and an orange rosé, from which Rio could no longer let a look.


And black, variously shaped and sized boxes appeared in front of remaining near-black clouds with light grey edges.


Later, these two-dimensional rectangles or compositions dissolved into three-dimensional buildings, often made from bricks. Later, some windows were already or suddenly given a inner enlightenment.


On fast flight they approached the outskirts of the city, she found it very amazing, how intense these dark, space-saving skyscrapers framed the highways leading out.


Among them soon stretched a large forest areal, in whose emerald green already went in mais-yellow sun rays, precisely bundled, again and again on lines of groups of trees, which were then edged by light and created a light grey mist, wanted to flood the first light. But all was still in nocturnal harmony, seemed undisturbed, above it a little torn clouds, and owned much of the emerald green of the forest, mixed with grey.


Puzenously shredded bright green, first light these clouds without repeating the corn-yellow.


At last, Rio felt her fatigue, which is why she barely registered the helicopter slowly lowering, without having monitored time. Again, the flying object seemed to want to land on a concrete platform, unfar from a road. Visible from above became something like a large garage or a warehouse.


"We'll switch into the car."


Tom Altman looked at the slumbed Rio a little smiling, several years ago he had fallen in love with her, what left that real friendship behind.


Now he led the marriage with Livia and the two children.


At that time, Rio disappeared again on the the opposite side of the ocean and operated since then, a joint project, arguably bigger format. He couldn't go for that.


In the car, Tom informed her that he was opting for this property at short notice at the time, because, at least in this size, it was almost to be had for a mockery price.


'“And do you know why? Hardly would you believe it. "


"Hm,"


Rio's fatigue didn't subside:


' I want to tell you. Some time ago, about fifty years ago today, there were signs, that some places within a relatively small territory, just behind Staten Island, are inexplicably contaminated, because a variety of citizens contracted the same disease, at least very similar symptoms showed up. The population quickly moved to new areas and so this country lay, to a certain extent, broken, at least unused. It was said that there was something wrong with the water, at least temporarily, because possibly harmful substances from certain rock layers could contain disease triggers. People's empty villages were only met in advance, which greatly reduced the value of the lands. And so I took the chance and bought quite a few hectares of land at a mockery price and found long, narrow, painted wooden troughes on a field, even was stinking after their incineration, but the only unusual finds since I own this land. Strict controls I also subject to drinking water and soil anyway. However, I do not use a certain area for my organic farm at all, but I want to show you that later. Livia therefore thought I was very much eccentric, so as not to mean crazy, which of course she never uttered. "


Continuing, Tom Altman added:


"So we're more of a drive towards Newark now, although I do not want to hide the fact, that at Orange I still have a small plot of land, lease it.


Please don't mention it, Livia doesn't even know about it yet. Well, at some point it will be a surprise. "


There was an open space between two forests and in the background Rio saw smoke rising.


"And now you are only dedicated to organic vegetable growing? "


„That's the way it is. ' Teasing:


"Do you have to pull furrows?"


"No, they were already in stock."


"Believe it or not, where it is right away the earth has a little orange to shimmer out, let's drive in and at that time should this already newly developed area is a new road, which was later superfluous. So only this fairly solid, old sandy path leads to our estate, of which we are very proud, because it brings abundant yields, the city is downright wild on our products. "


Tulip trees now lined the sand road, detached from a concrete good end with a parking place, Tom, however, drove straight into an underground car park, on the side of the house, he opened the gate automatically by voice radio.


Leaving it all lay around after, Rio left the garage with him after driving in, Tom desperately wished, she entered the house at the main entrance rather than from the garage.


On the front, the large house, also serving its business negotiations, recalled an early modernity project, only one side of the complex was used as a model by the builder. Field stones were used to design the façade, the house was completed by a flat roof structure. The actual peculiarity represented the front entrance, generously sized, not completely square cut in this fieldstone front and from the front, the edges of several square columns of squads impressed, the rejuvenated backwards to the entrance.


From the front, the second left pillar with jadefy light illuminated the entrance and the third right.


Urbanity combined with elements of early modernity resulted here in the landscape, close to a great metropolis overwhelming experience, the irresistibly emotional shaped. The tall house reduced its height a few meters behind the portal by a right-angled gradation.


Even before the first pillar, we went to the left to a smaller platform that led to the entrepreneurial part of the building. Behind this began the generously designed private area that both were now entering, illuminated by the matte light, broadcast by the column, the edges of which were slightly rounded.


From the anteroom, both entered the modern kitchen, which is decorated with warm colors, shipped of wood tones in sepia and indirect natural white light that no one but the owner could tell exactly where it came from and this always fulfilled its functional task on the most diverse work surfaces of the large kitchen, their design resulted from the various, rounded, considerably expanding sideboards to this.


Livia ran on Rio from inside the apartment To, she embracing:


„Since your phone call, I've been waiting so tense The final arrival. I prepared a little meal for you, but first a cup of tea. "


Livia now also hugged Tom, got out of the cupboard part two white cups and saucers, similar to petals, distributed on the not quite two-meter-long table, the one for this unusual breakfast table cloth covered in vanilla, the subdued sepiaton of the kitchen elevated.


In addition to her chair to the table leg, Rio parked her dark grey, trapezoidal, a little too compact case, it also included utensils for one to two nights after all, Mr. Glenn mentioned, that after the meeting, they could also stay in his loft on one of the upper floors in case, if it was too late.


In Tom's hand, the glass was already, cool zuccino soup with herbal fresh cheese and curly endive, intended as a starter. Mechanically, Rio also reached for the one in front of her situated off glass of same content, tried, found it delicious. If only the occasion was a better one. To do this, Livia was enough to create a quickly prepared, Still delicious dish, consisting of steak, roast potatoes, both coated with sugar pea paste as well and a dip of self-made tomato dip with rosemary- and radishes salad with herbal dip, prepared on end divides.


"You are a fantastic female cook, Livia."


Rio sought a good mood.


"Even l like it."


"I'm still preparing you a good coffee, although, you should sleep out first. In the guest room, I prepared the bed. The window is easy to darken.


You'll already see, Rio. I think we could also be familiar. "


"Of course, Livia, I am happy to make your acquaintance and assure, never to have met Tom more successfully and happier.


Even not during his European stay. But that can wait. I will eat and then go straight to my room.


I'm terribly restful and tired. Tomorrow, after all, there will also be time for talks. First, I need a foundation to arrange everything else. "


Livia's phone rang, better glowed, because it seemed to be one of those very modern of the art, that like a large Beryll or Tourmaline naturally radiated, in incoming phone calls also shoned, in the colours of the ocean, in blue and green tones, purples or in white. It looked like a source from which water flows out, at least equal to a liquid, that kind of shapeless dalag when someone called. As know,n the context of the manufacturer pointed out, that only ocean colors were available.


"I like to take more coffee, but then immediately go to my room."


Tom had put the wine red cup with golden embellishments in front of her, Livia still on the phone.


When they went out, Rio discovered on a high-metre corner cabinet made of matching wood.


A fantastic-looking shell with handle, stepped up there once again for closer consideration.


Sepiaground painted with light brown brightening and black figures and a classy horse, black handles that she would never dare to touch.


Livia smiling:


"The wedding of Hera and Zeus. Don't worry Just a reproduction, albeit a very good one. "


"We were both convinced of it."


Tom stepped up, laughed.


"Still, an outstanding piece, very beautiful."


Already Livia's phone offered a dreamlike sight, due to its colour scheme, it enlivened the Most beautiful holiday memories. Both had achieved prosperity at the highest level.


On the second level of the house, Rio entered her guest room, immediately found the bathroom she wanted to use for a shower even before falling asleep.


Especially on such mornings, which are bright and clear, fallen from a rounded skylight, that obviously all floors of the house crisscrossed, a cheering beam of light into the bathroom, designed in jade shades, in addition, a restful flair was given by the plants in intense greenery and the light blue velvet curtains, an additional window adorning. Rarely seen showers with this clipped circular shape surrounded by meter-high plants.


She quickly sank into an ongoing deep sleep and a new moon woke up in a night sky, as Rio cheerd up and felt the cool air train, from the window of the dormitory of her guest apartment, the white gardine wafted noiselessly into the room, illuminated by the moon and the stars, the room had wrapped itself in a light blue light and Rio felt fear again, at some pointto be discovered.


Only now did she realize that already another night dawned or maybe even was over soon. Barefoot she put on the velvety, light blue bathrobe over, put on the pumps, left the bedroom, to walk slowly down the stairs, on the dimly lit kitchen clock, made of bronze glass saw, that it wasn't quite two o 'clock yet.


Getting back just after seven o 'clock and this time Rio really looked at her guest room, suddenly stood in front of the oversized wide window, that rounded upwards, could belong to a medieval castle. In front of this window, about two metres wide, stood a not very high octagonal wooden table and wide armchairs with a satin cover in Bordeaux and woven pattern. For a long time, she looked out the window without really perceiving the landscape she had never seen before never met, she began to study the elms, which she now perceived in the foreground. From her leather bag, she retrieved a new slip as well as a tights out, also a skimpy lingerie, walked over into the bathroom for a shower, frothing for longer than usual, comforted contrary to her other kind. Again, Rio walked down the stairs, taking children's voices just to say goodbye.


. Oh, it was weekday and the two children of the Altmans had to go to school. Livia saw she go into the kitchen and followed her.


"Good morning, Livia."


"Nice, that you slept out, Rio, good morning, Tom just drove off with the kids. We can have breakfast together. He said, that it would be better, but if you stay in the house at first, our employees should not see you for the time being. "


"Yes, I, too, do not want to risk anything, I am also terribly concerned, without to have lost my general well-being, but something is wrong. The horror at the day before yesterday's experience is in me, One night, of course, couldn't shake off that gruesome experience. I like to have breakfast with you. "


Half of the morning, Rio reported again in details about the shared experience and felt, that she could not distance herself from it by a long shot and an ice rose in her. After that, both dominated silence, that none wanted or could to lift. Rio broke this silence:


"I only need one more things, some things, like underwear and some outerwear. I usually live in my small, inherited apartment in Downtown, which is known though temporarily rented out.


Never dare I go there, to be seen, could make my situation dangerous again. "


"Write a note with your wishes, this afternoon I will have everything taken by a good acquaintance. That's not a problem. "


By writing this paper, Rio spent the rest of the morning, repeatedly silent, their situation again kept in mind.


Next morning Tom took Rio aside, he winked to a little along the way:


"Now I'll show you what I'm still doing special have created. Of course, I assume, that you do not have anything else in mind for today.


Rio, you really should stay with us for a few days.


The delicate situation requires careful action, wait a little, which is true. "


"All right, Tom, I am happy to accept your invitation for the next few days and I am very pleased, that you are so helpful to me in this extremely complicated situation."


"Let's go, come on, we go a few meters to the botany, which you love so much, are, after all, a Biologist. "


For a while, they both just walked next to each other, to nearby behind the house and passed an Avenue of tulip trees until Rio saw some distance away, that obviously part of the property was lavishly planted, even on a larger terrain. Thickets liked she, as adolescents sometimes hiding in it, But this was a long time ago and miles away.


Paradisiacally, the newcomers received the dark grey round arch, built with small field stones, at most two matched side by side. In front of it, and also behind it, poison green grass grew with high perennials, as well as rhododendrons, flourishing in Cyclam, medium-high trees with long, feathery flower stalls in white or wine red, large elms wanted to frame everything. Yet she could not see, what was hiding behind the round arch, which appeared to be just an opening within a longer wall of field stones.


"Surely when I was in Europe at the time, you remember, that I suddenly broke off my visit to your project, as you always used to call it, almost rushed away."


"But yes."


"Today I can tell you, that since I arrived with you I waited literally as sat on coals, and why? You will be able to experience the result of my secret activities at that time.


Tom probably alluded to Rio deciding at the time, that it must have been about eight years now, not to follow him to become part of his numerous life plans and he was inventive, debaucherous, boasting sometimes when it came to offering things to come. Perhaps too much alive in the place where she grew up, she decided at the time, staying there. Never would she tell him now, that this day, when he spontaneously set out, she even felt happy about it, an existing problem solved so by itself, for many in such situations, bringing their own liberation:


"I have to tell you Tom, that nothing special happened with me since that day, my activity at work took almost the essential time. On the other hand, you built up a lot, as I have seen so far, even started your own family. "


„Because you didn't want to come along! ' ' I couldn't leave it all to my own. ' Strange. The dense grove disappeared, thinned its accumulation of various trees and shrubs, soon they stood on a large open space. Tom pointed far into the backland:


' There's back somewhere there is Staten Island. I told you, that there is this area, of which everyone went away, which no one wanted to inhabit anymore. This is it, reaches quite far beyond the serpentinite. No one has any more interest in it, just me, as you see. "


In front of her, something opened up that of a larger passion must have been needed.


"Before I even travelled to you, I visited some major European cities, also in Germany and that's where it started."


"Surely someone hadn't been following you?"


"No, not exactly, apart from the somewhat fixed idea, that blossomed in me, When I took pictures one afternoon, even at train stations, so pretty much everything. "


"I already did."


'But not as enthusiastic as I am. In really photographing everything, I noticed, that some people, probably builders of the city, in my designed camera image pushed, but without prejudging my desire. EY, away from my subject I called, then everyone looked at me, a green bawled, but quickly, this is all being demolished. "


"Then retrospectively. You can buy it, then they have everything to themselves. laughing, the meeting turned away. "


What Tom wanted to photograph, structural Conditions, discoverable at all stations, even side-by-side of individual sections of the route, are immortalized in some places of the big cities.


Mostly very old structures, reduced to three to a maximum of five low walls, which have an area or framed a slope, metal fences incorporated on it.


At times, these structural miniatures, which did not reveal any concrete function, could also close a tunnel roof, to fix. Extremely different shapes, each embedded in a concrete landscape Or urban landscape revealed these components of some railway facilities For Tom, a motivational foundation that fascinated him, does not want to give up his ambition at all. Smaller perennials or succulents often grew at it or even on it. Since the founding period, they have formed the backdrop of inner-city transport and far beyond the city limits were the result of small structures. So much idiosyncrasies and adaptation to exactly a landscape without functional necessity, away from houses and their cabinets, which consistently possessed quader shapes, Tom almost promoted his quirk at that time, more places sought out, to photograph something similar, an artistic idea sprouted up in him that made him ,but to seek a conversation with this seconding of a demolition company. Certainly, it were old structural systems, but that everything had to go away so quickly! He wanted to get to know more about this now, maybe it was enough for a little documentation at some point, he approached the group, which immediately turned to him:


"These built adaptations to these urban soil now still fit minecamera, here you can see. "


Tom showed everyone his photographic performance, was admired and was told that this age-old technique is now being renewed all around the big cities in general.


"This is going to be a costly affair, because it would really almost be necessary, to sell these things to museums or something."


One city employee pointed out with the right hand to these things, everyone laughed:


"So you want to give me that? Is there more of them? "


Tom also went into this fun laughing.


"Pretty much all light rail vehicles here will be restyled shortly, technically and also designered.


In any case, we have to make plan this areal for the new technology. "


"Where are other, such buildings, if this can be described as such. "


"We already have concrete plans for this. Now Since everything is demolished, in any case, soon, the heard in the past, we can already give you some tips. Give me your phone number, I can tell you some places this evening or tomorrow morning. "


"A good idea and how much does such a small structure cost?"


Tom's question already had a realistic character, a readaptation to a landscape he chosed, began to interest him, thinking of a park-like enterprise.


"Well, cost, what is that supposed to cost? I could think of a takeover of the demolition as a price.


Do you seriously mean that? "


"I think so."


"Then give me your phone number, I give you my business card, so that I can stay in touch."


Tom turned back to Rio:


"And when I disappeared afterwards, almost without permission, I had received a phone call, I wanted to get clarity on this matter.


Today admirable for you the result of my activities at the time. "


"Rare sight, an extremely idiosyncratic idea, You, of all people, dedicate yourself to such architecture? I always thought you was a predominantly, almost exclusively rational person "


'That's true too, just you don't know that I also possessing artistic blood in my veins, because an ancestor used to operate as a painter and photographer, which is why I also eagerly practiced. "


"Interesting. Watchable is it a little bit, at least a strong intellectual talent. "


"So, since I drove to this guy for the purpose of meeting and he said, if I have any real interest in these buildings, then I should know, if it is not just a mania, that in many major European cities these new railway structures and associated facilities are being switched to, which is the very cause of these demolitions and there are already a large number of small buildings of the sort.


There's a lot to be done with some organization.


We are a well-functioning working group, Everything manages one big company that coordinates the whole thing. "


Tom then shared a lot more on how it could lead to price formation for demolition and transport across the ocean and it all seemed almost funny to Rio, that she was laughing once again.


"This boss even visited me last year, wanted to look at everything after completion and was really surprised, at how a fixed idea can lead to a fairytale result.“


On a wide area Tom had reconstructed railway, flat small buildings, each reproducing its own new shape, the ones he found in different places and in between he had grown perennial plants, which, when they grew high enough, sometimes snaked up at the low, metal fences. Because some of these buildings closed or supplemented tunnels in the original, Tom had also had them installed in small underground tunnels, he had enough land to carry out his fantasy. No one had any interest in this country, that seemed overrun by a curse, at least according to talk. Entrances of these underpasses were invisible from afar, at least for the ignorant. His gallery still included a life that once, even took place in different places in Europe, his exposure reminded him of his journey and a moment when he found himself ready, to visit these places, first to photograph, then to fully acquire the demolished, because otherwise it destroys, just forgetting on a dump should wait for the complete doom. Yes, he could call himself a visionary, not just a biologist and vegetable breeder, he was stimulated by these rudiments more and more, who had thrown away more or less luxurious city citizens after performing a function since the founding period, perhaps even perceived by some, but mostly went unheeded because nowhere was written by it, Before, no one photographed these low structures. Tom found after his own often mundane vegetable growing activity for pampered big city needs, new issues that distract him. His exhibition invited him to rest and reflect in equal measure.


The multi-layered built, often sloping, flat, always manageable buildings so put in this landscape, also inherent something sinister, reduced let hidden forces, perhaps this came from the manageability of the whole, distracting from the vast expanse of the other landscape. Rio also saw it as indulgence, slow sinking into it, a little self-abandonment, but with a positive character.


"No flood of images, that I no longer like, a unique gallery, nothing is too colorful, it fits the circumstances of local nature, even this will lead to the existing rock problem, included. Or is it on the water? "


Tom rather ponderd in front of him with these words, as for him to start a conversation with Rio wanted. He later confessed his idea, which was to, that these bought, old stones of a foreign continent should symbolically eliminate the problem. Force he saw in it. Energy in fired stones from cities on the opposite banks of the ocean should help to improve the soil conditions, Tom wished for it anyway.


"What do you say about my art?"


Again, he said it more so before him:


"Lack of originality, but novelty from distant times, unprecedented. Sometimes I felt like I was an artist, when I was here, even though it's just a private exhibition, more of a garden landscape. After all, the plants all around are for me the actual design basis, thus an attempt to bring stone shapes into harmony with nature without having created artistic sculptures, but these imperishable forms, each capturing a small area or only partially filling it. "


Looking into the distance, he stood there and Rio admired him


„ Collecting I never wanted something.


Some days I developed important thoughts here.“


Different dimensionality of these flat, isolated small, often polygonal buildings, with sloping and alternately straight, never top-roofed walls, had the same goal, with no visible function, to serve long-worn technical equipment. Actually, this were only contours or arrangements, that always serve different ways of contemplation in the prononcation, without color gimmicks.


"Introduce yourself Rio, sometime, shortly after the completion came to me the thought, that this was a place of leaking.


No, not because this formedness is a little reminiscent of funnel, but I saw from some distance, that in a way, the sky can be absorbed, trickled away in it. '' Especially at this exhibition, which at first glance seemed to belong to nature, was the absence of anything as bleak, desolate or wistfully describable. To this barren region and the lines of the small buildings, viewed from above, saw the diversity the mostly passable areas of perennial plants originate a little exotic.


"Such a kind of dynamic got my thoughts here, especially, when I consider, that about two hundred years ago a group of like-minded people, All this, just not so compressed in one place, already built. "


Now Tom smiled a little, walked some steps on one of the small, not quite man-high buildings, with the right index finger waved at Rio:


"Only the function underwent a change. Watch here! "


Squatingly, he covered the wall surface and she did after him.


"Are these surfaces somehow painted? You probably want to preserve the whole thing for all eternity? "


"I would, if there were opportunities to do so.


Look! ' Narrow cables hung from the metal fences above the masonry.


"Do you see the slight illumination of Wall surface?


This layer is solar-active and the entire gallery of my area produces no small amount of energy in this way. My fantasics thus got a clear function and my building has the same surface coating on the sunny sides, not unimportant to me, because vegetable farming is quite elaborate from an energetic point of view, and I significantly improved my efficiency. So rigid these place, apart from the plants, may look, there is a force in it, a movement.“


"I see in this as a tremendous drama,"


she decided to make a fina. utterance.


"It is, too."


Tom considered Rio now, almost like used to be, she still seemed very attractive to him with her long, black hair being smooth, but also swinging inward, the Ponny, as she has been in years, hunging her forehead. Finely cut facial features regularly distracted from the light brown, rather large eyes, which narrow, straight nose including the fine drawing increased her gaze. Silky alabaster skin surrounded the person with a flair of gentleness.


'I've always got to think about how the three victims are doing, whether they're getting through. terrible!“


Rio turned away from Tom, looked at his complemented landscape. About a meter and seventy she was tall, looked into this rather abstract exhibition:


"What I like about not finding some of these primordial forms, as it have been idolized for years in the art scene, my inclination belongs more to these energy-reduced forms, more in major sounding. Stress producers I find your paradise of silence. "


"I probably wanted an order, created by myself, without these chaos versions that have long prevailed. But I have no idea if it's something monumental or not.! "


Smiling, Tom began the retreat through the thicket to the plant-rimmed gate.


Unusual preferences he possessed, she knew he was raving for dry gardens, hereby Tom came off this teasing.


„It's almost that. Youcan't ever find a tree here, any remaining rudiments and creepy movements of low and half-high perennials. "


During the first night, Rio's upper arm had bled again, an embarrassing affair for her, as the bed soiled blood smears and she again remembered the horror picture in the office high-rise.


As both approached the house, which Rio now began to take a closer look at, wanting to discover the surface coating, Livia became visible, standing in front with a middle-aged gentleman, clad in a light brown flannel suit, as became recognisable as Tom and Rio approached the duo.


"Rio, may I introduce you to Dr. Quents? Bitterly scare not, the concern for your well-being made me act, your problem must be presented to a professional. Don't be afraid, It is a very good friend of my family, and an extremely secretive friend. "


"Good afternoon, Tom, look super as always."


"Hello Quents. My dear acquaintance Rio lived a little very frightening two days ago. Please dedicate herself to. The cost take of course me. I then inform you about the matter itself. "


Ever since Tom gave himself as an impersonator, of noninformational, completely constricted into his use of language, he gave even his wife only the most frugal information at times, which often sounded like instructions. Hard she found it on some days with him living together. But he didn't mean his kind so rough, rather behind it was way of life, more brittle in nature coming from.


It wasn't until late at night, that the TV on. The children were already asleep. Special care has now been taken, to ensure that they are unaware of the conversations surrounding Rio's problem got along. Tom has already chosen a program, that only communicated new informations. Rio marveled, almost the entire right wall was mirror-smooth covered with a kind of foil, with the remote control, only the qualitative functions and the desired transmitter were controlled confidently.


Rio scared, when she saw the image of Lucien, her travel companion and on-screen counselor:


"So far, no one has been able to give an indication as to who is the male person who is also shot at, who is still in a coma to this day."


Thoughtfulness overran the previous horror of Rio, in silence she withdrew until she also listened to the information, that Mr. Jonas succumbed to his wounds, passed away in the early afternoon. shot twice, he had a slim chance of survival in his very high blood loss, despite short-term help.


' Also the voice of the caller, assisting, could not be identified so far, even whether this was a male or female person. A fake sounding voice gave the phone storage system again. Investigations are still ongoing. In a coma, construction expert Mr.


Glenn, whose insurance agency initiated intensive planning activities, remains in vain. "


"Terrible,"


Livia began to break the silence.


"Mr. Jonas was such an agile person and resourceful. Oh God, now I'm already catching myself at an obituary, although I immediately alerted the ambulance transport, without giving my name, of course. And I know neither, whether I should share the name of Lucien, nor, which is why I have not yet called our colony, as we sometimes call ourselves, informed. Is the time just favorable or Should I wait a few more days? "


Tom's gaze rested on her:


"Hard to give a good tip on this."


"So, now I'm going to see her arm, Rio."


Dr. Quents thus registered his desire to help her:


"But a question, and you were still talking to Mr.


Glenn before?"


„Yes I was, a total of four were at the consultation.


It's best to go to my room. "


"Good!"


After the rather slight strike shot on Rio's upper arm, he awarded a serum injection:


„The wounding isn't as bad as I previously assumed. Only if an infection could occur, then you must inform me immediately and rest it sufficiently on a daily basis. "


A "thank you" that was returned very inversely followed for her part. Even at the table, Rio took during the following days hardly took part in the talks, but had decided to stay with Tom Altman for a few more days. The little girl and the boy, three years older, balged some days to calm was urged. She disturbed all that around her little, silence captured her, even the children fell silent many times, when they looked at Rio in the course of meals, did not know why the stranger had suddenly made her way into their home lives. It didn't matter to her, if the little ones looked at her for a long time at times, also remained silent. Whenever Rio overcame, tried to accept the role of an average guest, the children could not know what happened to her unlong, Nor would it comprehend it. Encouragement then let them follow, trying to tell little stories that somehow even caused a conversation.


After examining the rather slight strike shot on Rio's upper arm, he awarded a serum injection:


'The wounding isn't as bad as I previously assumed. Only if an infection could occur, then you must inform me immediately and rest it sufficiently on a daily basis. "


A "thank you", that was returned very inversely followed for her part.


Even at the table, Rio took during following days barely part in the talks, but had decided, to stay with Tom Altmans for a few more days. The little girl and the boy, three years older, scrambled on some days, were urged to rest. She bothered all that around her little, silence captured her, even the children fell silent Many times, when they looked at Rio in the course of meals, they didn't know, why the stranger had suddenly made their way into their home lives. It didn't matter to her, if the little ones looked at her for a long time at times, also remained silent. Whenever Rio overcame, tried to accept the role of an average guest, the children could not know what happened to her unlong, it would hardly comprehend it. Pep talk then it follow, trying to tell little stories that somehow even caused a conversation. After all, she was a very talented, educated woman, had some experience as a biologist collected, the nature was still familiar to children, offered interesting details, that moved children. For a while she participated in the family life of the Altmans in this way, until again a section full of despair followed, silence and thoughtfulness followed. Rio tried to seem inconspicuous and interesting, as a guest should be, concealing her hopeless condition through special choice of words, never bursting into tears.


Slowly normalized her external appearance, could dispense with playful self-portrayals, wanted to completely control her situation after this immeasurably terrible experience. Almost every day, the news brought in Television also informations on Rio's case, both friends were still in a coma and nothing could be prophesied in good, only hope. Then She played with the thought , go back every time, however, this is premature, as Tom suggested. The planned project was encouraged. Probably Rio reacted so positively and got involved in it, because in her background a processing process took place for her, she could remember the criminal event and be in conversation, forgotten again:


"Why did you really want Mr. Glenn as a engaged architect? Your action happens on the opposite bank of the great pond. "


Ascertainment Tom wanted now, to get to know the overall situation.


„At some point, Xaver Glenn showed up with us.


Certainly who invited him, soon every day we have in our small, remote around visitors, those who are interested in our work. No one knows for sure, if someone made an appointment with a guest, why too. "


Rio said, Mr. Glenn showed enthusiasm for her colony and wanted to get to know the project, one of the architects living there had also been part of his acquaintance for some time. In the course of his stay, he came up with the idea, for the construction of a skyscraper and developed plans for it, already possessing certainty for the success of the building at that time.


„And now he's lying there, no one could explain why. Only I now own the almost complete certainty, that Ashder is dealing with it, without just to be able to make an indication, of what motive he might have. For several years, about two, we did not see each other, the relatively brief acquaintance I had abruptly canceled, of which I will report later. "


Further, Rio described the admiration for Mr.


Glenn, because of his just built office high-rise, which had a very aesthetic design, seemed questionable to no longer anyone to consider building the solitary. Co-financing also offered Mr.


Glenn, to easily address such a favorable opportunity.


And really, the office high-rise of the Mr. Glenn represented a beautiful heyday performance, the medium blue glazed front featured looking at the shape of an e-function, emerging on the right side that turns you up rejuvenating tower, without making the partially covered roof café visible from the front, made impressive construction, and very shapely.


„Slowly I wonder, if Glenn might have had business with Ashder. Of course, I am very familiar with the affairs of Ashder minor, wherever. Why should he has discussed it at length with me. Do you actually know Ashder, Tom? I think there was once an afternoon when I introduced you to him. Right? "


Now looking at Tom, not necessarily a answer expecting, because she was aware of her assumption what was certain:


"Well, it was the other way around."


„As far as I know, Glenn's office high-rise on Field Ave received a lot of attention once, after it was completed. great attention. His design approach to the connection design between proximity to the earth in the left part and direction of the towering part near the clouds, were all thought to be very beautiful and classic. Such a modern building fits in in many places, experts-like. "


Tom got into the conversation with intensity now:


"Yes, an expert is Mr. Glenn, but what should your high-rise look like, what idea followed he there?


Did he already has concrete plans, at least statements? "


"But yes, quite detailed even, at least two hundred meters high must ultimately have such a scratch. I saved the manufactured construction documents, that we were just beginning to look at when the door was opened. "


Fatigue afflicted Rio, which is, why she suggested continuing the conversation the next day. The Drawings would then present him.


Next afternoon, Tom started the conversation again:


"Extravagantly skyscrapers impose themselves on us, idiosyncratic cult wants to be paid for and you think you can do it financially? Why had this construction expert Glenn insisted on landing such a structure in your place, a rather small designatable, one that the maps hardly show because it is still new. "


"Current became really topical after he recognized the special acoustics within our main building, then stayed with us for a few more days.


Later he emailed his idea to the bosses and they immediately began to debate, until pretty much everyone's subject became present and so treated, as if it were already real. Finally everyone wanted to know more about it and so there were concrete further relationships with Mr. Glenn. "


Tom amazed:


"So, so and you can really fund this?"
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