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	Entering the wave

	 

	My name is Frank Valerian. Valerian means to be strong, to be healthy and somehow sounds very significant. My parents are still convinced that it's a good name, even though everyone has just called me Frankie since elementary school. A double name would certainly not have been my idea, but it's okay. Frankie probably sounds a bit cooler though. Right now I'm sitting here on the fine sandy beach and looking out at the open blue sea. I can feel the light breeze on my face and draw in the air with my nose.
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	My whole upper body fills with oxygen and I feel so much energy that I want to take off right away. As soon as the swell rises, I take my board into the water and throw myself into the waves. Because today I'm trying a particularly cool move. 

	About 3 years ago, when I was 12 years old, I was sitting right here in the same place. There was no sign of me taking off. It was quite different, I was totally insecure. Why was that? I'm happy to tell you. Because instead of a ride on my surfboard, I started a swimming course in the middle of a corona wave. 

	In my memory, it all started with listening to the news on the radio at the beginning of 2020. Nothing unusual, really. I often did that. But this one piece of news aroused a particular interest in me at that moment. The radio announcer was talking about 4 illnesses, just outside the county where I lived, that had been caused by a Covid-19 virus. Covid 19? Never heard of it and so I didn't give it any more thought. And I still didn't. Even when the whole development was already taking its course. I really had no idea what the extent of the spread of the coronavirus would be. What specific changes this would entail and what it would mean for my life as a whole. 

	But first things first, everything changed …

	 

	 

	 

	Fragments of memories

	 

	I immediately remember the first instructions and advice on individual hygiene measures that we received at school. My school was in the city center and was quite big. The building wasn't particularly nice, but I liked the large entrance hall. The outdoor area was particularly interesting for me and my school friends. It was perfect for playing soccer or doing something silly during the breaks. I went to school in the morning either by bus or on my bike. 

	The instruction was given by my class teacher. She told us clearly and understandably, just as she always did, what to do.

	We were told to disinfect our hands, sneeze into our elbows and keep our physical distance when in contact with each other. That was fine, I was happy to keep my distance from some of my classmates, especially the teachers. My class teacher would keep us informed about everything else. She always did. She was cool on the one hand and always a bit too caring on the other. I sighed and dived even deeper into my memory with my thoughts. I consciously tried to transport myself back to that time. 
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