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Holiday trip to France




 




 




  The

grief that does not speak gnaws at the heard until it breaks.




(William

Shakespeare)     




 




 




  

When Birger was finally able to leave the bus, he first mentioned the lack of

any plant; as far as the eye could see, no greenery, no trees, no shrubs. It

lacked almost entirely the color green in the landscape.




They

only what he saw was the color of sand, beige, ocher and white. The development

area of Port Leucate was created of the government planners in the 1960s. The

city was designed for the budget traveler and is almost completely be surrounded

by water. In the small "village" on the edge of the two docks were

simple restaurants and fast food places.




In

a large circle around the "center" were largely more uniform gene

holiday resorts and apartments built. The apartments were one to two stories

high built into one another and provided with a flat roof.




Beside

Birger stood his friend George, or rather friend was a bit exaggerated. They

lived in the same place and met on the common way to school.  




Now

and then they went to the same disco. Anyway they had come together to make a

joint summer vacation trip. Two weeks south of France. Now they were here. As

portrayed and not picked up. So it seemed to Birger at any rate. His head

jerked slightly. He suppressed the compulsion rather than give it to him. This

led to even more often tics.




They

shared an apartment. Most rooms were twin apartments. They lined either side by

side or were installed at an angle. 




That

evening, the travelers met only once during the evening bread. You got to know

each other slowly but still continue doing their own activities.




Birger

and George established themselves in their rooms. The sunset over the ocean is

admired by a circular atrium that was open from the sea-facing. 




When

Birger opened his eyes the room was brightly lit. The sun was shining and the

sky was already clear. His roommate George was not in his bed. Birger had slept

badly the last night. The new environment and not knowing what was coming in

the next few days to him made him even frighten. It was likable warm in the

room.




The

small attached bathroom was equipped only with a small sink, a toilet and shower.

More does not fit into the space.




After

Birger had been extensively refreshed, he went on his way to the Community

space. The apartments, rectangular and square rooms that were built up to two

floors above the other, formed the accommodation.




For

dinner they gathered in a central, single-story building. Prior to that, was

intended as a meeting place, a polygon made of wood and stone benches.




Everywhere

there was a floor of fine sand. Sand in the same form spread to the beach 200

meters away. 




On

the way to breakfast Birger met two girls and a boy more. Instead of going

together to the common room, they went without a word greeting or otherwise,

further separated. 




George

was waiting for him at the table, but what a table. The whole room was

virtually only one table. The table top was rounded and opens on two sides.

They sat in a semicircle on both sides. George had been placed right out-side.

Many seats were still available. You could see the whole glass wall to the

outside.




Prior

to that there was a sort of porch with additional seating. A little further out

then joined the polygon made of wood and stone benches. Birger helped himself,

and took his croissant, baguette, cheese and cafe au lait, so a real French

breakfast. 




“Listen

all of you. After breakfast we will meet in front of the building. There by the

wooden benches. We then discuss the rest of the day.” 




"That

was one of the supervisors," George was always well informed. "I'm so

curious to see what program they will have for us.” 




When

the two arrived at the meeting there was no free seat anymore so they had to

stand in the second row.




It

was agreed to meet in half an hour here in two groups.




One

group should explore the nearby city and group two wanted to go swimming.

Birger and George were in group two, although Birger would love to go with the

first group. The division was also dependent on the quantity and the people

were determined partly by the supervisors.




The

next day should be replaced.




 




Dressed

with an open shirt and a bathing suit George and Birger met at the meeting

point. 




"Will

you come at last? It's nearly noon and we're still around here.” 




"More

gently Svenja," Jens, one of the supervisors took the lead. "We've

got all day and after all its vacation. “ 




"You

can make your luxury body soon enough to show" Vanessa quipped.” 




Two

other guys went next to Birger. Both grinned to themselves.




“Melanie

and Ronald come on now.” Sven called after them. They stood a few feet away together

arm in arm.




The

mile-long beach was deserted except for a few exceptions. They had plenty of

room to spread out. 




The

sun was already quite high and there was no real shade, where you could put

yourself and protect. In general, there were no dunes, nor any kind of grass or

bushes, was present.




Birger

was only a bit perplexed among others. George had placed a towel on the hot

sand, and was about to lie down on it. The most, however, ran to the sea and

threw themselves into it, screaming. Mike and Marcel, the roommate of George

and Birger waved to them.




A

blond girl walked by Birger. "What do you look so stupid? Are you afraid

of the water? ", and she was in the waters and swam out. 




"Svenja

does not mean so."




"Rebecca,

are you coming," a call comes out from the water. 




“We

play water polo. Did you want to join?” She did not wait to Birger's response

and was on the way to the water.




 




Birger

glanced at George. “I stay here lying. The sea water smells very fishy to me.”




Birger

grinned and ran after Rebecca. She was already a few meters in the sea water

and threw the ball in his direction. 




The

ball game was good for till several boys splashing water on the girls and tried

to push them under water. There was a wild scuffle, and the group moved

increasingly toward the sea. Birger was among them.




As

they already have no ground under the feet, Svenja pushed from behind Birger

under water. He huffed and briefly lost all orientation.




Since

he had now over one year a hole in the eardrum, he tried to avoid coming under

water. Now it was too late.




At

the same time a certain pressure in his head was built up and the verbal tics

wanted to come out.




His

head jerked back and forth. An unprecedented fear filled out his whole soul




He

rowed frantically with arms and legs but got no traction.




Birger

already felt with the hands to the sea floor, as he threatened to go off air.

That was the wrong direction. With all remaining strength, he pushed off into

the supposed opposite direction. He broke the water surface and immediately

took a deep breath.




A

large wave breaks over him and he swallowed salt water. With coughing and arm

shoveling he tried to orient himself.




A

few yards down the other frolicking in the water without difficulty. They did

not mind that they had no firm ground under their feet. They swam and dived at

the same time.




 „Fuuudschiimii,

muudiieh.” His tics came through loud and clear. You could hear his coprolalia

and was aware of him. His head twitched unstoppable. 




The

first jokes were made about him. But that did not bother him once.




His

only desire was to get back solid ground under his feet. Then he was out of the

water.




Loud

shouting was coming from behind. 




"Wimp",

was the only word he heard yet, since he had already arrived at George. He let

him-self fall into the sand next to him and glanced over the sea. 




George

was opening the eyes. “Well, it was fun? “




Birger

looks at him shocked. “You can say nice. “ More was not to get out of him.




The

group of three girls and four boys had begun to play ball in the sand beach.

Birger stood apart and watched her. Several times, the ball landed close to

him.




Vanessa

once took the ball and when she saw Birger, she began to grin, bent down,

picked up the ball and nodded her head off and on, like a chicken. She looked

back to the waiting crowd and shouted: “Muuuuufuuubuu." Everyone laughed. 




“What's

the matter with them?” George went to Birger. 




“What

do I know. “ Birger turned around and walked slowly inland. 




Apparently,

the news spread like wildfire. Birger's struggle in the water and his screams.

Even at lunch time and again he thought it sounds like:  “muuuhh" and

fuuuh.” And they whispered on the other tables.




Birger

was heading towards the town center. He went alone. The street was empty. Left

and right of the road were the houses previously, in a line bushes. Trees were

distributed very rare. He did not look very often. His head was rather pointed

at the rough asphalt road. He wanted to take from all this, nothing more. With

his 17 years he was already accustomed to loneliness. But there is a huge

difference when it comes only from within, as if it is hurled from the outside.




The

sun was high in the sky and seemed strong. “Fuuuuuuggggd muuuuuddiiiiie,” he

cried loudly. He could not see any other walkers, but that it did not matter.

He yelled out his frustration that means he let his tics out of his frustration

and let the constraints free run.




There

are beads of sweat formed on his fore-head. But Birger ignored. After about 30

minutes’ walk he came to a crossroads. Here is a sign with the inscription ‘Bar

Discotheque Stardust’. 




Birger

went the other direction. His thoughts continued to Svenja, Vanessa, Eric, Mike

and the others. 




Just

as he walks past a parked car, he heard shouts behind one of the apartments.

Two thuds were heard yet, then nothing. Birger stood still and listened.




As

he already wanted to go again, two gays came from a small side road running

towards him. They did not run just for fun. Behind them came others.




It

already looked like a pursuit.




 




Not

more than 10 feet away from him the pursuers reached the fugitives and took

them to fall. But they were pulled up and flew right back now to the parked

car. 




“Give

me that stuff out.” One boy was pressed her head against the car roof. 




“This

is our territory. Here you have no business!” 




The

second boy was held by two others, while a third went through his pockets. 




Birger

counted five pursuers who poured out the two pockets of the victims on the

ground beside the car. At the same time they push, beat and kicked them

repeatedly. 




Birger

stand now not more than 5 feet away. However, he was not perceived. He wanted

to turn around and go straight away when he saw a flash in the hands of the

club. The snap-ping sound of the knife sliding out held him back.




“Now

you're marked. Everyone should see that you were in the wrong area!” 




The

guy pulled straight out with the knife, as Birger came to a halt behind him and

held his arm. Now all looked surprised at him. 




“What

...” The detainees turned to face him. He wanted to break free but could not. 




Birger

continues to uphold his arm. 




„Let

off, asshole. “




With

his left hand he tried to escape, however, lacking. With a lever handle Birger

expertly disarmed his opponent. The knife fell to the ground.




So

when the other friends of him wanted to come to his aid from different sides,

Birger treated him into a short rotation, gave him a shove and he flew to the

next person coming from the right. 




With

two kicks and a Karate punch to the chest Birger once get enough space. He felt

really free and had a good feeling.




As

two other guys were trying to open up their knife, it was already too late.

Their arms were beaten to the side and the knife flew in a great arc of it, and

with a few short chest strokes, they fell back onto their back.
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