

  

    

  




  Poem




  Life is breathing in and breathing out.




  Life is a thought.




  Life is the desires of the soul.




  Life blossoms into a bud.




  Life is joy in the eyes of a loved one.




  Foreword




  Refresh the world with the morning dew of your thoughts and the silence of harmony.




  I wish you a pleasant journey through the pages of the book "Elmau".




  Alexandr Schmidt




  Chapter 1




  By the lake




  Inspired, the train carried him towards southern Germany at a speed of two hundred and eighty kilometers per hour. He was filled with hope, and the thought of being on a quest for something new never left him.




  His thoughts turned to Schloss Elmau! He thought of the elderly woman who had sent him a large, colorful brochure of the castle with an invitation to visit Elmau for a few days. "Life consists of interesting encounters. That's the meaning of life," he thought, "and also its colorful diversity."




  The train stopped at Garmisch-Partenkirchen station. He got off, looked around and recognized her among the few people on the platform - Ingrid. She was a tall, older woman with gray, tied-up hair and a slim figure.




  "Hello Alexander," she said, "I'm so glad you came and that the train wasn't late. How was the journey?"




  "Very pleasant. I almost didn't notice how the hours flew by."




  They went to a car, which immediately took them out of the city towards Schloss Elmau. He immediately took a liking to the beautiful landscape and the peaceful surroundings. They exchanged a few words and arrived in silence at a pretty two-storey house on the edge of the village of Elmau. He had never seen the castle before and had never thought about it. His aloofness had long since ceased to amaze him. What would this trip bring? He surrendered to the feeling of inner peace, without asking his companion any questions in an effort to preserve his inner world and not waste it by observing the events and people. He sensed people's gratitude, although this was not always expressed in words. This was also a source of new inspiration for him.




  The atmosphere in the house was simple. Everything was kept in white and the few pieces of furniture created a pleasant, cozy and at the same time carefree atmosphere. The hostess didn't waste many words and behaved respectfully. He also liked the fact that she didn't suggest any plans for his stay in Elmau. He felt as calm as if he had met an old acquaintance and spent half his life in this quiet place called Elmau.




  "Alexander," she turned to him. "There's usually a dance at the castle at the weekend. And if you like, we can go there. I think you'll like it. They dance there barefoot to piano music." "Why barefoot?" he asked. "So as not to damage the parquet flooring." "Yes, we can go, but I don't know what they dance there." "Then we can just sit down and enjoy the music. We have a very good pianist from Hungary. I think you'll like it! By the way, your bed is up there. I'm sure you'll be comfortable." And she pointed to a wooden staircase that led straight up from the living room. "And if you leave the house before I do, just close the door."




  They made themselves comfortable on the veranda in front of the house. The view from there was fantastic: no buildings, a clear view as far as a huge rock that glowed purple and blue in the light of the setting sun.




  "Listen, Ingrid, the view from your veranda is beautiful, I would even say mystical. Plus this mountain landscape with the fairytale rock, as if someone had colored it on purpose."




  "Yes," she replied, "I really like this view too! That's where Austria begins. They actually wanted to build a few more houses, but I prevented the panorama from being destroyed."




  "When you see this mountain landscape, you can forget everything and let your mind wander. You don't even have to drive anywhere. You step outside the house and have a fairytale view," he confirmed.




  "There's dancing at the castle again today, Alexander. Shall we go?" she asked. "People even come from Munich and Austria to dance here in the evening."




  "You could always go there," he thought. "Just listen to live music and soak up the atmosphere."




  "But I don't know what will be danced there. So I can't promise that I'll dance." "That's not a must," she replied briefly.




  In the evening, they entered a not very large but cozy hall with a parquet floor, where people were already sitting on the edge. And as Ingrid had said, they were all barefoot. A tall gray-haired man of about sixty with a handsome figure and a benevolent smile approached them.




  "Hello Ingrid, I'm pleased to see you today. Please go inside." "This is Alexander," said Ingrid. "Very nice to meet you, Alexander. I think you'll like it here with us."




  "That's the director of our dance event," whispered Ingrid.




  After two or three dances, Ingrid said: "I'm going to bed. But you can stay here all evening. You have a key there. When you come back, you can unlock it yourself. I'll be asleep by then. Don't wake me up. You know everything else. And if you get up before me tomorrow, please don't wake me up either."




  "Understood," he replied briefly. "I'm off then, have a nice evening!" Ingrid moved away.




  A brunette woman aged around thirty-five to forty sat down next to him. "What is your relationship to Ingrid?" she asked without introducing herself. "I'm an acquaintance of hers," Alexander replied. "Aha, an acquaintance? Her boyfriend, right?" she asked again intrusively.




  The question annoyed him and he muttered under his breath. "This is getting off to a good start."




  "I am distantly related to her". And he decided to take the initiative. "And who are you?"




  "Me?" she replied in astonishment, as if it was a sin not to know her, "I'm from Munich." And that said it all. And after a short pause, she added: "I am a princess."




  "Really?" he asked.




  "Yes, by the way, representatives of the Austrian elite often come here too."




  "Princes too?" he asked mockingly.




  "Even more important," she replied.




  "It couldn't be more important," he played along with the game.




  "Oh, you even know that! But now again: What is your relationship with Ingrid?"




  "Here we go again," he thought, already regretting having attended the event.




  The music started up again and saved him from having to give any explanations. The tension between him and his conversation partner eased and she even asked him to dance. He refused on the pretext that he didn't know the dance because he didn't want to hurt her pride. Then he went home because he was planning to explore the countryside around the castle the next morning.




  As usual, he woke up early. As the day starts early in summer, it would be pointless to stay in bed any longer. He felt the urge to go outside to enjoy the fresh air and take in his surroundings. He liked the fact that there was forest all around him, and intuitively he was drawn into the green thicket. In the forest, he came across a mountain stream that was no more than a meter deep and whose cool water was crystal clear. He rejoiced like a child at the freshness of the green forest and the mountain stream. There was not a soul to be seen for miles around. He undressed and lay down in the mountain stream. The cold water flowed around his tanned body, enveloping him and caressing every muscle. He even managed to submerge his head. He realized that the journey had been worth it just for this feeling of complete freedom and joy. Even without the company of any acquaintances! Nature was his best friend at that moment. Everything vibrated to the beat of his enthusiastic emotions! The forest and the stream and his tanned body! And he took his beloved camera, which was no bigger than the palm of his hand and had been his faithful companion on numerous trips, and captured this connection between man and nature.




  "Yes," he thought, "the beauty of the vibrations in the world can take on different shapes and colors. The meaning of a moment in life lies in the moment itself! Life is made up of moments. A person's life - these are his inspirations and aspirations!"




  With light steps, he walked deeper into the forest and was rewarded. In front of him he saw a beautiful forest lake surrounded by green grass. After getting rid of all his clothes in the clearing - there weren't many, just a T-shirt and a pair of sports shorts - he plunged into the cold water of the forest lake without hesitation. Again, there was no one to be seen for miles around. After swimming, he stretched out on the green meadow and surrendered to the pleasantly warm rays of the rising sun. He didn't even notice that he had fallen asleep for a few minutes.




  "Oh, it's the very first time I've met a person here in my favorite place at such an early hour," he heard a melodious, laughing voice.




  Awakened by this, he looked around. In front of him stood a very young woman in a light, almost transparent yellow dress with small blue flowers on it. He turned around quickly and, after covering himself with the T-shirt that served as both a towel and a pad, he asked with an artificial smile: "Excuse me, is this a private lake?" "No, no, I just come here often to swim and sunbathe." "And who are you?" came the question immediately from both people. They both asked the question at the same time and had to laugh. Smiling, she pointed a finger at him and asked:




  "Who goes first, you or me?"




  "I think you," he replied.




  "I think it's more likely to be you, as you're probably here for the first time."




  "Yes, that's right," he confirmed. "My name is Alexander."




  "And I'm Lora. Can I just call you Alex?"




  "Yes, that's fine," he replied.




  "Well Alex, how's the water?"




  He hadn't expected this spontaneous turn of events, but he responded with a smile:




  "Wonderful and refreshingly cool."




  "I think I'll take a dip in the water now too." And once she had undressed completely, she looked him in the eye and asked:




  "Are you paying attention?" she pointed to her clothes.




  "Yes, of course. But there's no one here anyway," he replied, delighted at the opportunity to finally put on his sports shorts. At that moment, he forgot everything and just watched as the young woman dived and jumped out of the water. "Just like a mermaid," he thought.




  Once out of the water, she continued the conversation with him, squeezing out her wet hair. And he watched as the drops of water slowly ran down her slender, tanned body like transparent pearls.




  With a smile, she said that she didn't like drying herself, but preferred to let the water dry on her body. The girl then lay down on a towel and remained silent. He also remained silent and looked across the lake at the green forest surrounding him.




  "Alex," she asked, "can you give me my dress? The sun is a bit too hot now."




  "Of course," he replied with a smile and covered her with the light dress. They didn't notice how almost three hours passed over their conversation and their silence.




  "If your mother is still young, how old are you? Excuse me for asking."




  "Oh, I'm very old," she said with an artificial grimace. "I'm already sixteen," she said, blinking her eyes so he wouldn't notice that she was dizzy.




  "Just wait, I'll get you," he thought. "Juliet was fourteen when she met Romeo."




  And suddenly she moved closer to him. "Yes, that's true, but how do you know?" She thought for a moment and then continued: "I could have told you my age, but I was afraid because many men react negatively to my fourteen years. And sometimes they just ignore me around my parents, even though they sometimes look at me like a statue in a museum."




  "And how old was Romeo, Alex?"




  "Romeo was already sixteen years old."




  "You know," she said, "I would like Romeo even if he was twenty-five or thirty years old." She put her right arm around him. He was a little taken aback by her friendly embrace, but decided not to lose his self-control, even though it left him speechless for a few seconds.




  "Yes, what kind of people are we? Why are we like this?" he thought.




  "What kind?" she asked, as if she had read his mind.




  He then realized that he had to be careful with compliments, especially since she didn't need them at all, as she was aware of her youth and the beauty of her athletic body.




  "I'm from Munich," she said, "and I'm spending my vacation here."




  "With your parents, of course."




  "Why with the parents?" she exclaimed, bravely putting one foot forward like the American Statue of Liberty when looking from below.




  "The old people stayed at home."




  "All right," he replied. "And how old are they?"




  "Well, Dad is twenty years older than Mom. She's still young, but she understands me better than my father, who always wants to protect me from wild men."




  "Like me," Alex remarked casually.




  "No, you're civilized, and I suspect you're educated too."




  "Yes, but I don't even have a towel yet."




  "I've got one for that. Move a little closer to me and there'll be enough for both of us."




  "Alex, how do you know that?"




  "Like what?"




  "That Juliet was fourteen and Romeo sixteen. Only Shakespeare, who probably met this couple in Verona, could have known that."




  "Is that what you mean?"




  "Yes, I read somewhere that it all happened there."




  "And I've read that Shakespeare was never in Verona and just made it all up," he said, feeling her body warmed by the sun.




  "And what would you say to him?"




  "Who?"




  "Shakespeare."




  "Well, I would whisper to him so quietly that no one could overhear." And she looked around her.




  "Here you go," he replied, stretching out his left ear to her. And she approached with her face and kissed him tenderly on the cheek.




  "And now Shakespeare has answered you," he said with a smile and gave her a light kiss in return.




  She laughed and said: "Alex, it seems to me that I've known you for a long time. Have we perhaps met somewhere before?"




  "That could only have been in kindergarten."




  "Haven't you been to Munich by any chance? Maybe I saw you somewhere with us in Munich?"




  "Yes, just passing through." "Oh, don't bring that up. We're all kind of similar in this world," he said.




  "Yes, yes," she said thoughtfully and fell silent.




  "Let's swim, Alex," she suggested, looking him in the eye.




  "Yes, of course, my body is already glowing like an oven."




  "Yes, I can feel it, you probably want to bake pizza on it."




  They took a running jump into the cool water.




  Back on the shore, Lora asked: "How did you get to Elmau? I've heard that there are lots of lakes in Baden-Württemberg."




  "I was invited by the family that owns Schloss Elmau."




  "Do you know the whole family?"




  "I was invited by Ingrid Brooks."




  "Really? You know Ingrid? How do you know her?"




  "That's another story that started in Wuppertal, where Ingrid came to me for treatment and obviously enjoyed it. And not just her, but also her daughter and son-in-law."




  "You know, my ancestors already knew her. Ingrid is a very cultured woman. I can only have a good conversation with her, not so much with the others, but I don't really know her at all."




  "Alex, where are you staying in the hotel? In which room?"




  "I'm not staying at the hotel, I'm staying with Ingrid."




  "With Ingrid herself?" she asked thoughtfully. "Alex, who are you anyway?"




  "Let's not talk about that. By the way, it's getting late and you might miss your lunch at the hotel."




  "Time has passed so quickly with you. And I'm not hungry at all. The heat will pick up in the afternoon, but we have the lake, don't we, Alex?"




  "Let's go to the castle anyway, otherwise you'll get heatstroke."




  "You talk like my father. But well, you're right."




  They dressed quickly and made their way through the forest to the castle, joking around.




  When he returned home, he quickly changed his clothes and began to prepare a snack.




  Ingrid came out of her room. "You're here already?"




  "Ingrid, we can have a snack on the veranda." He then looked around her spacious living room and noticed that it was all white. There was a bookshelf above a large white sofa. He approached and noticed a collection of ten books in green covers. He picked up one of the books and leafed through it. He liked the subject matter of the book, which was about people and nature.




  "That's a real scientific treatise," he said aloud.
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