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	The house on Gerberstraße


	"What is that? Dad, you can't really be serious!" The petite girl Henriette, who was called Henry by family and friends, was sitting in the back seat of the family car and was horrified.


	"This is supposed to be our new home? Where in hell are we here?" asked her twin brother Hannes, who was sitting next to her and staring out of the window of the car, equally stunned. "This is where we're supposed to live now?"


	"Weimar! We're in Weimar, on Gerberstraße to be precise, little brother." The girl pointed to the street sign fixed on the wall of the house they were standing in front of.


	Weimar is a small city, unlike Berlin. As of yesterday, they no longer lived in Berlin. Berlin was big and exciting and had a lot more to offer. "And why did we have to leave Berlin and move to this dump?" asked Hannes. 


	"So that we have more time for ourselves as a family". His father Patrick Tempus answered. The house looked ancient, renovated here and there over the years, but old nonetheless.


	"That's very pretty. I'm sure you can modernize it to something perfect!" Henry could hear some feigned enthusiasm in her mother's voice. That was typical, because she always tried to embellish those of her husband's decisions she didn't like.


	Mr and Mrs Tempus got out of the car. Henry stayed in the back of the car with Hannes. They were adamant: "We're not getting out. We'd actually prefer to go back to Berlin". This was a great exception, because normally they never agreed on anything, twins or no twins.


	"And I had to leave my theatre group in Berlin for this!" Henry snorted contemptuously. "That's nothing. It's much worse for me! I had to leave my skateboard gang behind!" 


	Hannes had a lot of friends, or rather fans, as he always called them. He regularly met up with his skateboarding mates in Berlin. They rode their skateboard in the supermarket for fun. Some things got broken and they made selfies and posted them on the internet. They had already collected 500,000 likes. Hannes had been scolded several times by angry store managers and Mr Tempus even had to get Hannes from the police station once. This Weimar didn't exactly look like skateboarding fun.


	"Henry, Hannes, why don't you get out of the car? The moving vans will be here soon." Henry rolled her eyes. Reluctantly, the two of them got out. "It's official now. Getting out of the car means there's no going back."


	Two moving vans slowly rolled up and stopped behind their car. Four big, strong men got out. Mr Tempus greeted them and they went into the house together. 


	The house was located at the end of Gerberstraße. It was semi-detached and the last house in the street. 


	Mr Tempus unlocked the heavy wooden door. "Boy, that squeaks loudly," said a man from the moving company as he walked into the house. Mr Tempus followed him. Weimar had once been his home town. He had grown up here. The house was his childhood home. 


	"I haven't been here for a long time," he said, lost in thought, and opened the door. "A lot has changed."


	Mrs Tempus was still standing in front of the house, staring at it and thinking: "I can hardly imagine starting a new life as a family now and here."


	She ran her hand through her short blonde hair. Her small face resembled that of her daughter very much. Henry stood next to her mother. Mrs Tempus lovingly put her arm around her daughter, looked into her hazel eyes and said: "We'll manage. We are a family after all. If we stick together, we'll settle in here quickly." Somehow it seemed she was saying these words more to herself than to her daughter. Behind them, Hannes snorted contemptuously.


	"My key fob is gone!" Hannes suddenly exclaimed, looking at the bewildered faces of his family. Henry rolled her eyes. "That stupid pendant!"


	None of the family really knew where this key ring had come from. It was a polar bear riding a skateboard and because of that, this pendant was Hannes' lucky charm. Hannes shook his head wildly as if he hoped the pendant was lying on it and would fall of. 


	"Admit it, you've got it," he snapped at his sister. Henry gave him an indignant look. The solidarity they had just shown was gone. "No, I haven't got it. Why should I?" Mrs Tempus rolled her eyes impatiently and went into the house. She had to escape this bickering and so just sighed: "And I thought twins always agreed!"


	She had been overjoyed when she had found out that she was expecting twins. All through her pregnancy, she had imagined that both children would never be alone and would always have someone to play with. She hadn´t expected her children to be completely different, to never play together and to argue all the time. 


	"I've been putting up with this constant nagging, arguing and fighting for thirteen years now. I'm fed up with it," she sighed quietly to herself as she looked around the house. 


	Hannes was the more athletic of the two siblings and he often went his own way. Mrs Tempus thought he was a lot like her husband, but Hannes vehemently denied it. Henriette was the artist of the two. Mrs Tempus would have liked to see her daughter in dresses, but Henriette preferred wearing trousers and wanted to be called Henry. She wore her straight brown hair in a short pageboy and could easily pass for a boy.


	The two children continued bickering. The key fob was still nowhere to be found. Inside the house only half as much of the fight could be heard and Mrs Tempus enjoyed the peace for a moment.


	The house was not familiar to her, she had never seen it before. Mr Tempus had always made a huge secret of his past and his family. He had allegedly been at odds with his parents. Mrs Tempus had never met her parents-in-law and the children had never seen their grandparents. So, she was rather surprised when her husband had announced the news two months ago: "My parents recently passed away and they have left me the house in Weimar." 


	And she was horrified when her husband said: "I have resigned from my job as a professor of history at Freie Universität in Berlin to take up a position as a secondary school teacher at Humboldt-Gymnasium in Weimar. That way I have more time for my family and we can escape the hustle and bustle of Berlin."


	But she hadn´t really believed him. Something had told her that there had to be more to it than that. She too had had to give up her job in the administration archives, where she had worked part-time, and had not yet had time to find a new job.
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	"Well," she was standing here now, in her new home. It smelled strange, a bit musty, like old people, though, her husband had hired a company to clean and tidy the house in advance. The hallway was dark and a small lamp provided only dim light. A staircase led to the upper floor. Helene Tempus heard her husband's voice. He was talking to the movers: "The furniture for the children's rooms goes in here and the master bedroom is over there."


	"I told you it was under the back seat!" Mrs Tempus heard her daughter's angry voice. Henry and Hannes entered the house. "Wow, the house looks even older from the inside than it does from the outside," Hannes exclaimed as he stood in the hallway.


	"Come on," said Mrs Tempus. "Let's go and look around!" They explored the house together. Downstairs there was a large kitchen, a bathroom, a dining room and a spacious living room, which was separated from the dining room by a sliding door. All the rooms had high ceilings, as was normal for old buildings. The rooms did not meet modern living standards, but at least everything was tidy and there was a heating-system, probably been installed in recent years.


	"And where are our rooms, Mum?" asked Henry. "Do they look that ancient too?" 


	"They're probably upstairs," Mrs Tempus surmised and together they walked up the stairs, "Excuse me." The movers pushed past them and began to clear out the truck outside. 


	Upstairs there was also a bathroom, a master bedroom, an office and two children's rooms. "Head or tails? Whoever gets tails must take the room that's closer to Mum`s and Dad's bedroom!" said Hannes and Henry got heads. "Ha, oops!" she said, making a face at her brother.


	You could see the street from the master bedroom. The windows of the children's rooms looked out to the back, with a beautiful view of a small garden behind the house. 


	"Basically, the house isn't so bad. Maybe better than a five-room flat in Berlin," said Mrs Tempus to herself.
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	And so, the day passed with work, lugging boxes, dusting the furniture that had been left in the house and a whistling Mr Tempus, who was obviously reminiscing about his youth.


	In the meantime, Helene Tempus had discovered a door to the cellar in the hall and had taken a quick look. There were many bookshelves in the cellar and various things were lying on the floor. Apparently, the company had overlooked the cellar and hadn't cleared it.


	"Hannes, Henry, would you come here, please?"


	"What's wrong?"


	"Come here, please! I have a task for you!"


	"When Mum shouts like that, it´s not a good sign," said Hannes. "I'm sure we've overdone it with our bickering," agreed Henry. Embarrassed, they both went downstairs.


	"Please tidy up the cellar together!"


	"That was obvious," whispered Hannes. "Now the cellar on top of everything, as if the day wasn't bad enough."


	"But Mum..." Henry couldn´t go on, because Mrs Tempus gave her a stern look. Both children made their way towards the cellar. "You first," Hannes ordered. 


	"No, you!" Henry countered.


	Their mum's annoyed voice stopped another argument. "Children, please, tidy up the cellar!"


	They gave in and disappeared into the cellar. The cellar was surprisingly dry for its age. "Wow, so many books," Henry was surprised. Downstairs there were heavy old oak-shelves, packed with books. Many more books were lying on the floor. "I guess that's what Mum meant by tidying up," Henry sighed.


	Meanwhile, Hannes had picked up a book and threw it at his sister. He just couldn't stop teasing his sister. "You don't throw books, you idiot!"


	But then Henry wanted to defend herself and reached for a book on a shelf. To her embarrassment, she not only pulled out one book, but a whole lot of books fell down. "Great, now we have to tidy up even more." She looked at Hannes, but he stared at the book-shelf. His mouth was open and he seemed to be deep in thought. 


	"What is it?" Curious, she turned around to see what had upset Hannes so that he completely forgot about throwing books and getting angry. And that was when she saw it. The book-shelf in front of them had no back panel and when the books had fallen out, something resembling a machine with buttons, displays and levers had appeared. This machine looked very strange. On its surface was written in capital letters: TEMPUS - 1612.


	"What does that mean?" Henry asked her brother. He shrugged his shoulders and perked up. "How should I know?" he replied and took a step towards the strange device. He stroked the surface with his hand. "It seems to be made of some kind of iron. But there's no rust on it at all."


	Henry also took a step forwards and unintentionally stepped on one of the books on the floor. "Oh," she exclaimed. She bent down and picked up the book. Judging by the cover, the book was at least a hundred years old. She opened it and remarked: "This seems to be some kind of diary."


	The pages were handwritten. Henry held her breath in astonishment. "The entries are all dated 1875. They must be valuable. And look here!" She showed her brother the diary. "It says Patrick Tempus here. How can that be? That's Dad!"
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