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    Dedication

    I would like to dedicate this book to my mom, who raised me to be a good person and gave me the freedom to develop myself. To my dad, who showed me that there is a whole world out there. He awakened my curiosity and my thirst for adventure to travel this planet. And to Peter, the great love of my life.

  
    The color of my life was purple

    It began in Gomera, a small island in the Canaries, where I spent the winter. I lived in a small village in the mountains, surrounded by volcanic rock and endless silence. Here, in this idyllic setting, I began to let my thoughts revolve around my own self. I realized that I had experienced many beautiful and interesting things on my travels over the past few years. And one thought kept coming back to me, namely, to write down my life and my thoughts. I enjoyed spending the winter here in the sunny south with all my heart. The sun shone all day long until it sank into the sea in the evening hours, transformed into a glowing red fireball. During these hours, the most beautiful of the day, I sat on the beach, the vast Atlantic Ocean with its unfathomable depths in front of me, the wind playing with my hair, and I decided to search for the meaning of life! I realized that life is more than just going to work every day to earn money to exist. Here, surrounded by beautiful nature, I knew that I had to steer my life in a more meaningful, creative direction. My decision was made. The only question left was: HOW?

    Life writes the story. You grow up in your mother's womb, come into the world, and suddenly you are a resident of this earth. This beautiful planet floating through space. The only question is, where do you come into the world!

    If you are born in Africa, you are hungry and thirsty, and you don't know what a chocolate bar or tap water is. Or you are born in India, Asia, then your life will be very simple and if you are lucky enough to have the right parents, you will also get an education and thus the foundation for life. Or you are born in South America, in Brazil, in the "favelas," the poor neighborhoods of Rio de Janeiro, and you have almost no chance of a normal life. Or you are born in America, the way of life. Or you are born in Europe, in a world full of culture, education, and opportunities. If you're lucky, you'll be born in the right place to good parents, search for the meaning of life, find your personality, and live your life.

    I was born in Munich, at the Hospital of the Sisters of Mercy on Maistraße. A girl named Evelyn. My beaming parents picked me up and off we went to my home. We lived in Trudering, on the outskirts of Munich on Mönchbergstraße.

    A garden gate gave us access, and we walked along the paved path and stood in front of a small house, actually a converted garage. It had four small windows and an attic. The entrance was a wooden shed where the family's shoes were kept. And in front of the entrance stood a small fir tree. I'll now give you a quick tour of the little house: Straight ahead was the toilet with an old flush, a chain with a handle. On the left was my brother's tiny room, with an iron bed, a cupboard, a small table, and a chair. On the right was the kitchen, or the "Stubn," as they called it back then. There was a small window, a wood-burning stove where you stoked the fire at the bottom, and at the top there were hotplates and a hot water tank. Above it hung a rope where you could hang certain things. Of course, there was the famous kitchen table, behind it a sofa with my mom's homemade crocheted cushions; it was the center of the room. A door led from the kitchen into my father's sanctuary, the living room, also a small room with a window, sofa, and cushions, but there was also a bookcase with my father's books, travel guides, etc. And then came the highlight: the black-and-white TV with a box underneath for the TV guide and the Venetian gondola from Venice, the TV light. , my dad would buy the TV guide and mark the whole week in advance. On Saturday evening, we were allowed to watch Löwinger Bühne, Der große Preis, Dalli Dalli, Wetten, dass.? or something else. The highlights of the 60s.

    Finally, there was the bedroom, an ice-cold room, but nice and cool in summer, with heavy dark furniture. The four of us slept in this room: my parents, my sister, and me. In winter, icicles bloomed on the small window and snow covered the little house up to the windows, the large birch tree sparkled with ice crystals and the moon.

    The roof truss of the garage was converted and my sister and I got our own room. It was a typical bedroom: a double bed, two bedside tables on the right and left, a wardrobe, and a mirrored dresser, just like they used to have back then. Above the bed hung a picture of an angel walking across a bridge with a little girl. The angel showed the way. And my mom prayed with me every night before bedtime. I saw the angel and thought to myself that I was the little girl.

    This is where my life began, and I grew up to be a little girl with blonde curls and brown eyes. For your information: I was born in September 1954, seven months premature, in the middle of winter.

    My name is Evelyn, but everyone calls me Evi. Maybe that's why I became a fighter!

    Spring came, and then another, and at two years old I was already beginning to enjoy life. I laughed in my woven stroller with rubber wheels, a canopy, and plastic rattles in various shapes, competing with the sun! The straw hat protected me. A laughing child with chubby cheeks! Summer came , an umbrella was opened as sun protection, a blanket and a pillow. My place in the middle of the meadow was already set up. Next to it was an iron bowl filled with water for splashing around. My sister was next to it in her bikini. She had to look after me. By the way: my sister's name is Heidi and she is 8 years older than me.

    Slowly, it began. I learned to walk and my mom walked up and down the path with me. I felt good in my sweatpants and my hand-knitted jacket with colorful stripes and a button placket. My eyes discovered lots of new things. A little later, summer arrived and the colorful dresses came out. In summer, we ran barefoot, and in winter, we wore thick shoes with fur. Hand-knitted gloves hung from a cord around my neck, and I wore a muff around my neck where I could warm my hands inside. A casual outfit! It was carnival time. I was about 4 years old and my costume consisted of a dirndl and a little hat with a feather on my head. My friend was dressed as a clown, we held hands and didn't let go. We were united by our shyness and we also felt lost. But then came the streamers, the glitter and the music. Of course, there was hot chocolate and cake too. We romped around the room and life was beautiful!

    Note that this was 65 years ago.

    I grew up to be a young lady. My sister became a teenager with a petticoat and a ponytail. My mom was very Bavarian and down-to-earth. And my dad was always on the go.

    My first day of school was approaching, I was 7 years old, my school bag was filled to the brim with sweets, my blue dress with yellow buttons sewn on it was hanging in the closet, and the day arrived. Pure excitement. We walked across the field to the Forellenschule, or " " as it was called. It was about 500 meters away. A large old building opened up in front of me, the school cone became heavy and my mom had to take it from me. I couldn't stop marveling at the large, wide stone staircase that led through the school building. In the basement were the gyms (today they are called fitness rooms). On the ground floor, the principal's office was on the left and the creative rooms were on the right. When you climbed the large, imposing staircase to the first floor, the classrooms opened up. There were eight classes. It's called elementary school or primary school. This is where I learned the basics for life. I was very proud to enter the classroom, which was filled with wooden desks and benches that were screwed down and couldn't be moved. There was a drawer for schoolbooks and a large blackboard on the wall. How impressive. As I was the second smallest in the class, I sat in the front row. At the time, I didn't know what that meant. The years passed and I had my favorite subjects, such as drawing, geography, and German. On the other hand, I hated gym class like the plague. As I said, I was one of the smallest in the class; there was only Gaby, who was two centimeters shorter than me. No matter what it was, whether it was leapfrog, long jump, or high jump, we were always the laughing stock of the whole class. With our short legs, it was simply impossible to achieve any kind of outstanding performance. But when it came to baseball (Schlagball), the two of us were the ones laughing. I had an accurate swing, the ball flew far, and Gaby ran—she was fast. And just like that, we became two little heroes.

    After school, I was a little girl who played in front of the house on a large, green square with chestnut trees, the Halligenplatz. I took my plastic doll with blue eyes, 30 cm tall, wrapped in a sleeping bag sewn by my mom and dressed in a beautiful little dress. My mom kept sewing dresses and pants for my doll, and our eyes sparkled. When the weather was nice in the summer months, that was my place. A blanket spread out under the chestnut tree, my doll in my arms, and it was just wonderful. My doll was my best friend, by the way, and I could tell her everything and she listened to me.

    Two or three times a week, I had to go to the bakery at the end of the street to get milk. There was also a small café with three tables. The older people from the neighborhood would meet there for coffee and cake. My mom gave me a tin can with a lid for the milk. It was a quick trip on my bike. A woman in an apron filled up the can for me and gave me a pretzel. That freshly baked pretzel tasted wonderful. Once a week, the greengrocer came, always on Friday afternoons. He opened the tarpaulin on his car, rang a brass bell, and the whole neighborhood went shopping. What a highlight! He had everything: potatoes, lettuce, fruit, vegetables, eggs, and much more.

    The rest, such as flour, milk, etc., was available at the bakery. Not to mention my mother's large vegetable and fruit garden, and the fir tree in front of the house, which grew to an impressive size. My mother watered it with cleaning water.

    Forgive me for jumping around in my thoughts, but it's not easy to remember your childhood when you were a child who only felt and didn't know anything yet.

    I want to tell you about one more experience. My mother was very religious. As a toddler, I had a serious illness and my mother prayed to the Mother of God. She made a promise. If I got well, she would take me on a pilgrimage to Altötting once a year. It was a terrible and at the same time fascinating experience. There was a chapel with a vaulted passageway, and I had to carry a cross. My cross hurt me, and in the end we were in the innermost part of the chapel, crammed with people. It was the room with the Black Madonna. That was the terrible experience! The beautiful experience was the sight of the Black Madonna, framed by a golden wreath, studded with precious stones. The sight was unique! I have never forgotten it to this day.

    Parents or adults determine your life. But as I said, you have to do something, then you get something in return. For me, it was once again a good meal, a Wiener schnitzel with fries at the restaurant on the market square, that's how I saw it back then!

    The years passed and puberty slowly made itself felt; I was about 12 years old. My sister Heidi grew into a young lady with a pleated skirt and sweater, called a twinset because it came with a jacket. I liked it very much!

    She got married at 18, had her first child at 19, and followed in our mother's footsteps. A life for the children, the husband, and, not to forget, the dream of owning a home. One thought took hold in my sister's mind: when I'm old, my children will take care of me. She achieved everything; the children grew up and went their own way. They had bought a house and created a cozy home with a conservatory, a fireplace, a large old kitchen, and a huge dining table for the family, etc. She lives her life with all its facets, ups and downs, and is now 78 years old and has been married for 60 years. Wow!

    My blonde curls had fallen out and I had a bob with bangs. My hair was now brown. It went well with my brown doe eyes, with which I explored the world.

    Hamburg was the place to be. We visited an old childhood friend of my father's. Hans and his wife Erna had a beautiful old apartment on the Alster and they showed us Hamburg. I was totally excited. My dad and I took a harbor tour, the big ocean giants were anchored and the water washed around them. A boat trip through the middle showed me how small a person is in comparison. What a lasting impression! Simply gigantic. Today, the seas are full of these huge ships and the earth is crying!

    A trip to Helgoland on a large ship, a day trip, a so-called "Butterfahrt" (butter trip). You could shop duty-free and see a little bit of Helgoland. There was also food on the ship, in the restaurant, where I sat by the window, totally happy, with a plate of fries and sausages, my doll in my arms, watching the waves. What a wonderful trip, and life was beautiful again!

    Back home in my small, lovingly furnished room, the first boys came into my life. There were three of us girls, so we were a clique of three. There were a few boys in the neighborhood, and during the summer months we were allowed to go to the farmer's field to roast potatoes. We took potatoes, salt, and butter with us and sat around the campfire for hours talking, looking up at the starry sky, each lost in our own thoughts, and I dreamed of big ships and the wide world! Our parents were fine with it because we weren't doing anything wrong, we were just enjoying the beauty of the earth.

    The golden 60s had begun!

    I think now is the time to tell you a little bit about my parents. My mom was a kind-hearted, simple woman who fulfilled her dream of owning her own home, having a family, and raising children. My parents built a two-family house with a basement and an attic. One level was about 100 square meters with four rooms. My new home was on the first floor. Mom worked part-time at a tailor shop two streets away, planted and tended the garden, took care of a family of five, and rented out rooms on the ground floor to weekend ers. But her eyes radiated joie de vivre and she had tremendous energy.

    My dad was just a great guy. I can't say much about his past. He was in the war. He was a radio operator in the air force. He spent four years in Paris, was handsome in his suit or white shirts, and had charisma and incredible charm. He worked at the old military airport in Neubiberg, near Munich, at the weather station, was a tram driver, and before that, my dad was a farmhand and my mom was a maid in two neighboring villages near Munich. What I found out over the years was that they were both orphans. That explained why I never had a grandmother and grandfather, whom I always wanted so much.

    Yes, life went on, a chain with a key hung around my neck, my ticket to the home I took such good care of.

    Then I had one of the stupidest ideas of my life. I was in love and thought I'd write him a little note with a heart drawn on it and our two names, Evi<Hans. I sent it to him from desk to desk during class. And then it happened. He blurted out to the whole class that I was in love with him. My head was red as a tomato and I wanted the ground to swallow me up. The end. I never did anything like that again and learned what it feels like to be ashamed! As I said, it was a feeling I didn't know the meaning of.

    During those years, we were regular customers at the stationery store, between school and home. We met there every Friday afternoon after school. Girls on bikes bought the magazine "Bravo," which cost 50 cents at the time. Another highlight in my life. It was the weekend, the Bravo in my school bag, a few sweets to snack on. If it suited us, we would arrange to meet up again. It was just wonderful. I would hide away in my room, my little kingdom. My first room of my own. I need to describe it in more detail, because it was an important place for me. On the right-hand side was a pull-out couch with blue upholstery, shelves for books, a lamp shining on them, and an alarm clock to wake me up. At night, the couch became a bed. At the window, which was covered with white curtains, there were two blue fake plants printed with magnolias on the right and left, and a kidney-shaped table with two blue armchairs in the corner. A balcony door led outside. On the left was a mirrored cabinet and a chest of drawers with a large mirror. Perfect as a dressing table. Then came my favorite piece, the desk. My dad gave it to me for Christmas. With everything that goes with it, a desk pad, etc. I was so happy that tears ran down my cheeks. And finally, thanks to "Bravo," the Rolling Stones in life size on my wall. My idols. I had a small record player, and when I had heartbreak, I played the only record I had over and over again. "Angie" by the Stones.

    Now I needed information. I was 12 years old, I had started my first period, and I felt dirty and insecure. I had no idea what was happening. It was a taboo subject for my mom, and I couldn't very well go to my dad. My mom handed me a few pads and said, "You'll have this once a month now." Well, thanks! I learned to deal with it and switched to tampons. Problem solved.

    What's the next step, the first time, the first sexual encounter? The so-called deflowering. The three of us girls had decided to do it. Which wasn't so easy, because we needed three boys to do it. So we started hanging out with boys. Of course, we all had role models and an idealized image of a man, so the boys naturally came off badly. But at some point, we realized that it wasn't about that at all, but simply about sex. We met three friends who had the same idea. One of them had the house to himself, and so it began: spin the bottle and take your clothes off. We needed red wine and cola for courage. I was the last of the three of us, we went into a dark room and did it. Whatever you're supposed to feel in that situation, I felt nothing, except that I was no longer a virgin. My friends felt the same way. At some point, the guys went their own way.

    Nevertheless, I needed time to process what had happened, and I kept asking myself questions that I didn't know the answers to. But then there was Dr. Sommer from Bravo magazine, who answered all my questions. My sex education had begun. Dr. Sommer had taken over from my mom. From zero to a hundred!

    Another leap in my thoughts! I also have a brother who is 15 years older than me. At the time, he was a sailor, electrician, and taxi driver. A simple man. I had to deal with him later on!

    And finally, there was a little boy the same age as me who grew up in Austria, in Carinthia, in a small village in the mountains, and became my destiny. I think those were the two most important men in my life besides my dad; they shaped my life.

    I was approaching my 18th birthday and taking my first steps out into the world. I felt excited and hungry for life!

    When we were 16, my girlfriend and I started buying white T-shirts, tying knots in them, and then dyeing them in the washing machine. We were completely obsessed with the color purple. The result was a range of casual shirts. Later, we also dyed white shirts. We topped it all off with green corduroy pants and boots on our feet. It was the first fashion style I discovered for myself. It was very unusual and had nothing to do with the normal, conservative clothes that everyone or almost everyone wore. My hairstyle resembled that of Rod Stewart, all teased up and held in place with lots of hairspray. Thick eyeliner outlined my eyes, kohl pencil was applied thickly, and lots of mascara gave my face a mask behind which I hid! And people behaved accordingly when they met me.

    The Olympia Club, a disco not far from my home. That's where we made our first attempts to be different. There was Sunday afternoon tea, as it was called back then, when we 16-year-olds were allowed to go to the disco until 10 p.m. WOW! Imagine this: a large dance floor in the middle, the DJ at the end, and tables in two rows on the right and left. The DJ played rock 'n' roll, cha-cha, foxtrot, and slow music, the so-called "Schieber." That's where you got closer and you could only dance if a man asked you. Oh dear, that wasn't for us, but the first attempts were very valuable.

    Off we went to Schwabing. At the "PN" we danced to Deep Purple etc., at the "Big Apple" there was rock and pop music. The highlight, the trendy bar, was simply "Tiffanys" at the end of Leopoldstraße, the promenade par excellence. At Picnic, we bought cube pizza, which in my opinion was the best in Schwabing. At the Venezia café, we met for cappuccino, espresso, or ice cream. Citta 2000 was a large covered building with several open floors, cafés, restaurants, and boutiques. An absolute must! That was our weekend. What should I wear? And then off to Leopoldstraße and Occamstraße with their pubs and small boutiques. The artistic flair and the whole scene, it was another world.

    By then, we were wearing hot pants and mini dresses. The hippie movement and the bright colors, the easy life, the joints at the Monopteros in the English Garden at sunset—it was a fascination I was addicted to every weekend. I had an orange one-piece pantsuit, knitted, a hot item. I had a tailor alter it into hot pants. I wore it with silver knee-high boots with 7-inch heels and platform soles. I felt good and brave!

    At the same time, my normal life went on. With work and everyday life. By then, I was a civil servant, having passed my exam with a "GOOD" grade after months of cramming paragraphs, lying in the sun in the English Garden by the Eisbach, mind you. And now the rest of my life was supposed to take place in an old building with old furniture and dusty files. I couldn't imagine that at all!

    So I went to work like a good girl from Monday to Friday, which was important because the salary paid for my life. Work for money! My best friend was four years older than me and my boss. That was great. On the weekends, we painted the town red, as they say, and from Monday to Friday, we were two normal civil servants doing our jobs.

    The next change came when I met my dad in our bathroom; he was spraying himself with my perfume. At the time, I was using an aftershave with a very tart, fascinating scent that wasn't as expensive as women's perfume. A black suit looked damn good on him. I asked him what he was doing, and he replied, "I'm borrowing some of your aftershave because I want to smell good. I have a girlfriend named Evi and I'm moving out!"

    My world fell apart and I couldn't think straight anymore. I retreated to my little kingdom, put on the Stones and cried until there were no more tears left . Eventually, my thoughts cleared and my emotions receded into the background. I looked around and Keith Richards was looking at me. I realized I needed my own apartment.

    "Feel < Think < Act" is one of my life philosophies! It works, by the way!

    My feelings clearly told me: "YES!" Find a small apartment that you can afford in the east of Munich. My job was just around the corner, I grew up here, and part of my life took place here. My thinking told me that this was the right decision!

    "Felt and thought": I placed an ad and, of course, studied the rental ads as well. For the first time in my life, I knew what I really wanted < and what I didn't want. I wanted to be independent and live a free life without compromises.

    The apartment search was successful and I soon found a one-room apartment with a balcony, bathroom, and small kitchen. The landlady was a very nice, open-minded old lady and we immediately hit it off. When she heard that I was a civil servant, the lease was signed and I had the keys to my first apartment in my hand.

    I went into the empty apartment, closed the door behind me, and looked around. I sat cross-legged on the bare floor and realized that from now on, I would be responsible for my own life. I moved out with a mattress, two suitcases, and a few personal belongings. That was all I owned at the age of 18!

    Reality quickly brought me back from my dreams. I needed dishes, furniture, etc. "HOW" was I supposed to do that ? I had no money to spare. My salary was just enough for a frugal life, but with my own apartment. I called my dad to tell him that I now had my own apartment and could be reached there. The next morning, he stood at my door, saw the empty apartment with the mattress, and said, "Come on, let's go to a furniture store," where he bought me everything I needed for my little household. Once again, my dad was my savior. He helped me take a step forward and was always there for me. He became a good friend. Maybe he also had a guilty conscience!

    The new apartment took shape, becoming very cozy and colorful. I'll give you a brief description: yellow and red circles with a brown background shone at me from the wall, the other two walls were a bright yellow, and a beige carpet covered the floor, providing space for a table, a two-seater couch, and an orange beanbag chair. The rest was parquet flooring. The crowning glory of this room, however, was a curved floor lamp and a yellow wall unit with white doors. I was absolutely delighted with it and I radiated that delight. In the following weeks, a TV and a compact stereo system were added. Another highlight! A record player, a tape recorder for recording, a radio for the news. It was amazing!

    Nothing stood in the way of my life! The year was 1972! I was 18 years old and on my way into my world, into my life, with everything that goes with it: responsibility, life experience, mistakes, and happiness!

    I realized that my life was simply wonderful! During the week, I took care of my modest existence, and on the weekends, I slipped behind a mask of makeup and crazy clothes. No one would have guessed that I was a civil servant by profession. But there was still one thing missing to fulfill my other dreams: . Pocket money!

    I got a part-time job in a bar and worked there every Friday and Saturday. I enjoyed it and earned good money, which I divided up. Half went towards living expenses, clothes, weekend trips, etc., and the other half went into my savings jar for vacations. This job also had many other positive aspects. I got to know people, it didn't cost me any money, and I was constantly being invited for a drink, sometimes to the point where I was practically swimming in alcohol. It was also easy for me to approach men and seduce them. There was eroticism in the air, the clothes were appropriate, and it sometimes took months before I succeeded in seducing someone. But it was the foreplay that made it all worthwhile! As a bartender or waitress, I had contact with all kinds of people, and over time I got to know their life stories, which were about lonely women and men searching for the ideal partner! And, of course, about all kinds of problems.

    I worked in the restaurant of a tennis club for a summer. There I dealt with lawyers and tax advisors, etc. They were all very courteous and respected the work of a waitress. Their wives were probably a little jealous when the gentlemen taught us how to play tennis. We really enjoyed playing tennis and, of course, immediately bought ourselves some decent equipment and clothing. We looked like two tennis pros. We took a few lessons from a tennis coach who taught us the basic rules. We taught ourselves the rest, playing tennis once a week. And then something new came into my life. It was sport! I had a very full life. My work, my life, a part-time job, and sport. I lived for the moment and enjoyed life!

    In winter, we drove to St. Johann in Tirol, about an hour and a half's drive from Munich, in my girlfriend's VW Beetle. We checked into a small guesthouse and off we went! I wore my bright red ski suit, which I had bought in the children's department for DM 35 (not non-slip). And of course, I had all the other accessories too: gloves, thick underwear. We rented the ski boots and skis. I had no idea whether I would even enjoy it. First, we went for "five o'clock tea." Of course, in après-ski clothes with big fur boots on our feet, tight pants, and, most importantly, the bright red anorak. The Lumumba flowed, the band played, and life was wonderful once again! The ski instructors were all standing together at a bar and were nice to look at. I immediately spotted a young man with brown, curly, long hair, a tanned face, and a good body. My friend found her counterpart, a man with a curled moustache, also tall and well-built. We never got in each other's way when it came to men, as we liked completely different types. The flirting could begin! Off to the dance floor. We performed an impressive foxtrot and attracted the attention of the other guests. The dance floor filled up, the mood exuberant in keeping with the alcohol level. And then the date at the disco in the evening with the two ski instructors! At the time, it wasn't about love or partnership. We were happy, we had each other, and our lives were full. There was no room for a relationship. As I said, we took a relaxed, carefree, and uncomplicated approach to life.

    Nothing stood in the way of conquest. We each wore white flared pants and a crocheted, backless top tied with glittery yarn, light blue for me, red hair and all. Dark blue for my friend, blonde and all. It was a powerful appearance. We danced under the silver ball and people looked at us. The dance floor filled up again. Since we had no inhibitions and went out onto the empty dance floor, we were a guaranteed success for any DJ that evening. Only a full dance floor spread a good vibe and let the emotions flow in the movements. My ski instructor, , came up to me, asked me to dance, and casually remarked that my nipple had found its way out. I wanted the ground to swallow me up, but he reassured me, took me in his arms, and the erotic journey began. Every weekend, I longed to lie in his arms and experience the mighty nature of the mountains with their sunrises and sunsets. It was a different world I found myself in on the weekends. But everything comes to an end. After a few weeks, I saw my successor at his side. We drank a Williamsbirne together, an Austrian clear schnapps with pear. We remained good friends and both thought back on a wonderful time!

    So, St. Johann was out. The new ski resort was called Sudelfeld. A small ski resort, an hour's drive away in our VW Beetle. We didn't need to stay overnight, we thought, because we could go there in the morning and come back in the evening. The first time, we were caught out in the cold. During the day we skied, the sun was shining, blue skies. It was great fun on the blue, easy slope. I got a feel for my skis for the first time. In St. Johann, it wasn't about skiing, but about everything else. The other side of the sport! Après-ski.

    We went to the hut at the end of the day and wanted to have a coffee before heading home. There were no super-looking ski instructors, just locals of all ages, from 20 to 80. Simple people and a chance to spend the night on a mattress. Which we did, because we had already had quite a bit to drink and didn't want to drive anymore. It was a cozy evening, we got to know a lot of people, and skiing suddenly took on a whole new dimension. As with tennis, we stocked up on high-quality clothing. A ski suit, white anorak, and blue dungarees, which of course emphasized the figure and were also super warm. Super modern and very expensive.

    This trip only lasted a few weeks, and the expensive ski clothes, ski boots, etc. were relegated to the back of the closet. We didn't need them for a while. Now we stayed at home on the weekends, and the disco wasn't so interesting anymore. We discovered knitting, sat together in the evenings, and watched TV. Life became a little quieter and more relaxed!

    So, the vacation fund was full and it was time to empty it. How exciting! Nothing stood in the way of our first vacation. Our first trip, or rather a booked package tour with charter flight, transfer to a four-star hotel, balcony, and sea view awaited us. And all of this in Gran Canaria.

    The travel bag was packed and the taxi to the airport was already waiting for us. We locked the apartment and walked to the taxi dressed up. Skin-tight jeans, flared from the knee, a casual top and the cosmetics case in hand. At Riem Airport (Munich), we took a bus to the tarmac and boarded the plane via the gangway. It had room for about 120 passengers. Our seats were at the end of the aisle because we had booked for smokers. The plane took off, the wheels retracted, and we climbed to an altitude of 10,000 meters. Blue sky everywhere, white clouds below me.

    It was morning, a glass of Prosecco and a cigarette! The flight time was about 4 hours, the stewardess served breakfast and it was wonderful once again!

    That was back in 1976! What a difference to today. Airplanes have become bigger and bigger, with more and more seats, and people are flying around the globe like never before. The world has opened up for everyone! After a successful landing, the whole plane applauded, as was the custom. A thank you to the captain. A bus took us to our hotel in Playa del Inglés. The drive south took another two hours, but we were in Spain, so everything was a bit more leisurely. We drove past barren, scorched landscapes, interspersed with small villages and houses. Out of nowhere, we saw the tourist area. Our hotel was in Playa del Inglés! My girlfriend and I checked in. We had a wonderful view from our standard hotel room, with two deck chairs and a small table on the balcony. This would be our home for the next 14 days, the duration of our vacation. Fourteen days to switch off, leave everyday life behind, and simply be free. We started right after we had settled in and went to the supermarket. A few sweets, a bottle of "Don Carlos," a Spanish cognac, and candles. We enjoyed the first sunset on our small balcony overlooking the harbor. A glass of "Don Carlos" on the table, the smoky taste of cognac wafting through my nose. It was a real treat! A glowing red fireball sank into the sea, the sound of the sea sang in my ears, the boats rocked in the waves, and at the same time the moon rose into the night sky and the stars in the firmament accompanied it. One cognac had now become three, the candles burned down and we slept like two babies, thanks to the "Carlos."
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