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The sun is shining on the outskirts of the German island of Sylt. Water temperatures are 12 degrees Celsius; there’s nobody on the beach apart from a scattered handful of dog owners. A coastguard boat is discernible above the water, on the horizon, mottled with a number of stand-up paddle boards. Those look funny from above: Like prolonged eggs frying in the sun, eggs in which somebody’s stirring with a chopstick.

	

	The human bundle in front of the municipality of Hörnum, however, is neither frying nor stirring anything. Nothing at all. It feels like she’s been swimming for ages: left, right, left, right; her head moving to the side with every second crawl stroke; the muscles in her back working. But all that’s happening mechanically. She doesn’t really pay attention.

	

	She’s trying to perceive her surroundings. There’s a rich underwater world before Sylt; fish and jellyfish must be in her immediate vicinity. Maybe even lobsters. But her efforts don’t pay off: She doesn’t see any creatures of the sea. Even the waves are blurring into yet a denser frequency, blurring into a mist, and the sunshine they are reflecting forces her again and again to close her eyes.

	

	The sun vanishes behind a cloud. She is an experienced swimmer; the frequent movement to the side doesn’t irritate her: She opens her eyes and keeps them open. It’s not working - all she can see is her own hands. Her forearms are invisible within the blackness of the neoprene wetsuit, but she doesn’t even realize this. Her courage fails her again: She feels her aching shoulders, the insteps of her feet and her forearms seem hot with exertion, in spite of the cold water.
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