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         The first impression of the dorm was not great. It looked like a kind of institution. The gray doors that led to each room, seven on each side, looked like doors that led to cells or hospital rooms. The floor was tiled and the walls were concrete. There was probably a reason for this – it was probably fireproof and easy to clean. But as if to rebel against a sensible architect, the residents had put posters, large photo collages, drawing and paper clippings everywhere on the walls. The floor was filled with shoes, hockey sticks, junk, an ice cream poster and a guard dog made of porcelain. And trash bags. It had not been cleaned for weeks. The hall was a pigsty. But if anyone had anything against it, they did not say it out loud.

         There was a note from the housing association at the door to the hall. There were a few different sets of shoeprints on it, and the tape that had once fastened the note to the wall – maybe not that long ago – was now covered with a fine layer of sand. No one had read the note. 

          
   

         Linda was in the kitchen, stirring the wok. The oil was bubbling and it smelled good. Noodles and chili. She was alone in the kitchen and really hoped she would keep being alone. At least until she had finished the food, packed away the leftovers and finally taken her plate to her room. She enjoyed the silence. She enjoyed the absence of other people. Linda rarely talked to anyone and did not feel the need to do it, but her silence made it hard for her to be around other people. When there were other people, she felt like there were expectations she could not live up to. People always wanted you to take their side, wanted you to think the same things as them and show the same emotions. It was exhausting. 

         Sometimes, there were moments when she saw herself clearly, and it felt like she had actually been molded in the wrong form. But at the same time, she did not know how to change it. She had been shy since she started going to school. She had always been silent. She found solace in books and in her own world. She had always played alone and in her mind. When the teen years came, she was the first one to get acne. Small, red spots on her cheeks. Most guys saw through the zits because her face was so beautiful. Her eyes were honest, awake and very humble. She was incredibly sweet. But she never understood it herself. When she looked in the mirror, she thought she was ugly and uninteresting. That is why she never saw the admiring looks she had, and she never heard the discreet and careful invitations she was met with. And her incredible shyness and seclusion gave her an aura of unavailability. It kept many guys from talking to her. She had only been to a few parties in the older grades, and at one of them, she had nervously and quickly lost her virginity. It was her only experience and so she thought sex was completely uninteresting. Instead, she delved into her studies and read all the books she could find. When she got glasses, it seemed like a further barrier between her and everyone else. She started exercising. She tried anything, but the only thing she kept doing was yoga. And sometimes she jogged too. 

         She liked seeing herself naked, but that did not make her more confident with other people either, since she had never had the thought that anyone else would find her beautiful. She chose her clothes without any sense of fashion, and often she wore oversized clothing. She picked the clothes that were comfortable, and so her incredibly well-made body remained a secret.   

         When she became older, she started reading all the classics, and the books she found felt like newly discovered treasure. Often, one book led her to the next one. But above all was her love for fantasy and adventure novels. She usually read two to three books a week. And then she wrote. She did not quite dare to dream of being a writer. She hated the box other people put her in, but when she avoided people, she felt free. And even though the world she had created for herself was not without its flaws, and even though she had a bottomless longing for something – for someone ­– for love, community, laughter, understanding, anything … even though she wanted all of this and sometimes drowned in her own loneliness, she had a world and a life she could accept and understand.
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