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For me


because I have earned it.


For those of you


who want to understand.





A Word Beforehand


As I think back on my past life, everything that happened seems to me like a movie that I watched a long time ago. I can only remember a few single scenes and clips. It is hard for me to believe that this is supposed to have been my life, and that I am the person who lived through all this. In spite of all my efforts, I have not yet succeeded putting all these experiences into a chronological order that makes sense.


The memory of my past seems like a shattered ship, whose broken parts are drifting in the ocean, surrounded by dense fog that has settled onto my brain. A part of me would like to leave this memory just as shattered as it is. Then was then and now is now. After all, this is how I did things all my life because I had to and because it worked for me that way.


However, another part of me longs for clarity, as I realize that the only way to make peace with my life's story, is to come to grips with my past.


As I already said, my memories are scattered. Each single event is clear as day, but the connection between them is one big fat, knotted, colorful ball of yarn. Something inside of me would like to unravel this ball of yarn, to wind up each thread neatly, put it in the right order and to take it to its rightful place. An even bigger part of me does not want to do that. I do not know why. I can only sense the reluctance. There is a wall inside of me that I cannot tear down. I should tear down this wall. Sometimes I understand this. Sometimes it gets on my nerves. It is what it is. Sometimes my story wears me out.


I have grouped my stories together. Now, instead of a big ball of yarn, I have a handful of small, colorful, entangled balls of yarn.





Prologue


"But you must know when this happened! How old you were then?!"


I love this woman with all of my heart, but she drives me crazy with this. She just does not want to understand that I am not able to tell her that.


"Maybe you do not really want to remember," she says with a mixture of accusation and empathy. "For the thousand's time: I CAN'T!", I hiss edgily.


"I don't understand why you always get so furious right away" she says weepily. That was all I needed. The last thing I wanted was to argue about this. About my life.


I take her into my arms and whisper: "I'm sorry! I'm just very sensitive about this." By now I know that words like that calm her down.


"It's okay," she says quietly and strokes my head, where my hair keeps getting thinner all the time. This is another one of those shitty side effects: hair loss.


I can read in her face that all is not really well. She suffers because I cannot open the last door that leads to my innermost being. I suffer because I cannot accommodate her. Whether I can't or whether I do not want to does not play a role in this. The result remains the same: It is not possible.


Most likely she will never understand what it feels like to be me. What it feels like to remember but to not be able to put all those memories into a logical order. I know that she just wants to help me. She thinks that everything will be okay then. The pain, the grief, the rage. But what good will talking about it do? My parents used to say the same thing all the time too.


I don't feel like doing it. I don't want to deal with all the past junk. Past is past. I want to live life like any other man. However, I'm not like any other man. "I just want you to be happy," she says with tears in her eyes, and she pushes her hair behind her ears.


I feel like crying. I want the same thing too, to be happy. Actually, I am happy. Somewhere, somehow. To look at it rationally, I'm not lacking anything except maybe money. But others have that same problem. I don't know what is wrong either. There is this heaviness inside of me that is always there. And this tiredness. So often I feel extremely tired. Tired of fighting, tired of living.


How am I supposed to explain all this to her? How am I supposed to explain something to you that I don't understand myself? comes to mind from the lyrics to a song by the German group Aertze.


Maybe she is right and I should begin to come to terms with my story. Maybe I will then be able to leave it behind. Maybe I can, with the last line in this book, leave all the darkness and oppressiveness, all the pain and confusion in my life where it really is: in the past.





All about Felix


I would like to tell everything about Felix in this book. This is all I have to say about Felix or at least what I remember. All of it is true. Even the smallest detail. It is possible that a few stories are missing. However "Almost All about Felix" sounds as if I'm trying to keep some things a secret. That is not the case. I am relating everything that I can remember and which I believe might be interesting. I took the liberty to omit a few memories which are sure to be boring and serve no purpose. Just like you never see actors in a movie sitting on the toilet, unless it is important to the plot.


The fact that I would like to tell all of Felix's story today is sort of an amazing thing because my life turned out the way it did due to the fact that I didn't want to tell all about Felix. One could, of course, also call it fate or destiny. No matter, but this is how I see it: everything that happened was driven by the desire to hide who is the real Felix. The absolute craziest thing about the matter is that Felix has always been Felix. That what people saw in Felix was nothing but the most profound and absolute truth.


I am Felix. If it was up to me, I would always have been Felix. However, at times I also was Tom, Nils, Yannick, Lars or whatever name came to me at any given moment. The deciding factor, however, not so much for myself but for the rest of the world, is the fact that I was born as Miriam.


My parents didn't get a kick out of giving a girl's name to a boy. No, they had done the right thing. They had given a girl's name to a girl. However, something didn't fit. I have always felt that I was a boy. At least, that is what I believe. I didn't really fully become aware of this until everybody else started treating me like a girl. For example, when we played those silly games in school where it was the boys against the girls and I always sided with the boys. They always made me move. "You're in the wrong place," "you belong to the other side." That's how it went.


I grew up with the feeling that something was wrong with me. I definitely did not belong with the girls. The rest of the world tried to tell me the opposite every day. I felt wrong every hour, every minute, with every breath I took. Only my senses told me I was right. There was this profound inner certainty, deep inside of me, way down inside of me, that I was not the one who was wrong, but that everybody else was. At the same time, I did have some doubts. What if I'm insane? What if the others are right? There was a constant conflict inside of me. There was fear, insecurity and the worst thing: loneliness. There was nobody else like me. Nobody understood me. I didn't even understand myself. There was no term for it and there were no words, no diagnosis and no name for what I felt. I was only sure of one thing: I was wrong. At that time I didn't know that things would get worse. Whereas my first experiences were only formed by my feeling different from how my environment saw me, in time something else was added. I realized that they were right as I started to get to know my body better. Unfortunately, this did not change my feelings. I am a boy.


Up until then, things had been relatively easy. My opponents, the "enemy", were on the outside: the ignorant, helpless parents, the stupid teachers, the clueless classmates. They just didn't have the foggiest idea of the reality. They were all just against me.


Now another opponent had arrived: my body. It was the worst enemy of them all because I could not shake it off. It was always there, and it showed me with every blink of my eyes that the reality I felt did not match the actual, palpable reality


With childlike curiosity I began the first pragmatical examinations. I was not quite 10 years old when I grabbed the twin boys from my neighborhood and convinced them to take off their underwear. It is still a puzzle to me today where I found the guts to do this and why the two of them listened to my requests.


Fact was: I did not have what they had between their legs. That gave me my first proof. Something was wrong with me. Maybe everything would have been easier if I had not been so sure of it. Maybe then it would just have been a childish phase of "I'd rather be a boy." But that was exactly the difference. I didn't just prefer to be a boy, I was one. Only my body and the rest of the world was opposed to this. Fortunately, my face not so much.


Sometimes when I was out and about with my mother, some people frequently took me for a boy. My mother never got tired of correcting this "misunderstanding" every time. Unfortunately, she still did this while I was going through puberty and far beyond. Little occurrences like those pained me but at the same time they encouraged me. Some people actually saw me as a boy. They saw the real me. Actually, there were many of them. Only the folks who knew what I hid underneath my dresses posed a problem for me. My parents, the teachers and, of course, myself.


I was, however, not prepared for what was to follow. My body started to change.


I slowly started to grow breasts, which couldn't be stopped. The first black hairs appeared between my legs, and as if this wasn't bad enough, I started my period.


That which may be confusing for any normal girl, but is the way to biologically becoming a woman, was a nightmare for me from which there was no awakening. It was exactly that which I did not want: to become a woman.


My problems got worse each day and multiplied. I tried to explain myself to my parents. It was useless.


Again I'm citing the words of the group Ärzte, that apply to me so much: How am I supposed to explain something to you that I do not understand myself? At that time I was sure that my parents did not love me. Yes, they were unable to love me or else how can you let a child that you love suffer so much? At times I was totally sure that they were not even my real parents. That would have explained everything, like why I am so different and why they did not understand me.


Today I know better but I don't know it all. Unfortunately. I know that they loved me and still love me today and that they did everything they could do from their point of view. My mother especially assures me over and over, with tears in her eyes: "We didn't know any better. What were we supposed to do? In those days people didn't know about such things!"


Well! Transgender, Mom! That's what it is called!, I feel like screaming at her. But I can't. I see her helplessness and her silent struggle with her feelings of guilt and I just want to take her into my arms. But somehow not even this is possible. To this day, my parents seem to have a hard time talking about my story by name. At least there is a name for it. It already existed in those days, but I didn't learn about that until much later. My parents and the doctors we consulted didn't know the name. Things that do not have a name do not have the right to exist. That is how things go in this world.


This affected me a lot and in the end it also did my parents. To this day I am torn between sympathy and rage towards my parents. If I look at it from their perspective, I almost understand them a little bit. Then I feel a rage that they never tried to do that. All they needed to do was to take me seriously. Nothing more than that. It doesn't matter if ONE knew about this or not in those days.


If my child came to me and told me that it did not feel like what it was thought to be, I would take it seriously even if it told me it was a camel. Then I would just have a camel for a child. So what? It is my child and I would set anybody straight who said: "You have a cute child!"


"Yes, don't I?" I would answer. "But it is a camel!" Most likely, everybody would think that I was crazy since there is no name for this yet. But maybe, many, many years from now they will find out that there is an identity disorder called transcamelism. Who knows.





What is Left over from my Youth


During very melancholy days I think that I never had a time of youth, and then I feel this exactly as theatrically as this sentence sounds. There are so many things that other young people experience and try out that I never had. I always had the body I hated so much, this prison I lived in and always this idiotic secrecy because nobody knew how to deal with the truth.


However, there are other days too when I do remember the time of my youth that I did have. Unfortunately there is not much left of those memories. I would like to hold onto what is left of it before it completely slips away. In spite of all the pain and self hatred that I felt, there was always also the urge to live according to my feelings, to find a way to be acknowledged as a boy and to not bow to the advice of my doctors and my parents. Never. Not because I took it for nonsense during the stubbornness of my puberty, but because they were in the wrong, as simple as that. I just couldn't prove it.


I think that this constitutes the biggest misunderstanding between myself and my parents. As the wall made of disappointment between me and my parents got bigger and bigger during the course of my life, I looked for ways away from my parent's home.


Now I was no longer on the run from myself and my feelings, but for real. Away from the house where nobody understood me, away from the people who knew me as Miriam. Anywhere, where I could be a boy. I worked on this tirelessly and sometimes even pretty creatively.


Today, I sometimes ask myself how I could have been so naïve during some of my activities, but in those day I believed in them. Each time I ran away I believed or maybe just hoped that everything would turn out alright. I was hoping for a miracle, that I would find a job just like that, a place to stay and a life of my own. A faith and a hope without having a picture of it in my mind. I would not have been able to manifest it or make it concrete. I was just living for the feeling. The indestructible hope that gave me the strength during those unlucky attempts to find my place in this life, to give my soul a home and to set it free.


Again, she brushes her hair behind her ear and says somehow I must still have loved myself. Because I did everything possible and, unfortunately, many impossible things in order to be able to live the way I felt. Maybe she is right, but that is not what I feel. There was no choice for me, just as a person cannot decide whether he wants to eat or to drink – he has to do those things in order to survive. That is exactly how I felt: I had to leave in order to survive.



Birthday Wishes


As I reflect on the past, I often wished for things which society considered to be suitable for boys, but as I suppose, girls would probably also have enjoyed if given the opportunity Except for very few exceptions, I never received any things that were so clear cut. And the ones I did get, I probably only received because my parents considered them to be "safe". I believe that they tried very hard not to support the fact that I felt like a boy and/ or pretended to be one.


I so much wanted to have a remote controlled car, a go-cart or a motocross machine. Clothes were the only exception. I was pretty much allowed to wear whatever I wanted to.


I'm awake long before the alarm goes off. I'm too excited to be able to sleep any longer. However, it is too early for me to creep into the living room. So I try to go back to sleep. I keep dozing off and on, but I never really go back to sleep. What if my wish has come true and it is already standing there waiting for me? For my thirteenth birthday this year I asked for a racing bike. A real racing bike. With more than three speeds, without a back brake and, of course, with the most important feature: the cross bar. A few years ago I had already wished for a bike, a wheelie bike with a banana seat, high handlebars and a fox tail. I didn't get one.


I finally do climb out of bed, put on heavy socks and quietly open the door to my room trying not to wake anybody. Dressed in my pajama, I sneak through the hallway and the dining room into the living room. There are a few small packages on the table, wrapped in pretty paper and colorful ribbons. I let my gaze wander through the living room, and then I see it. It is standing on the upper level, covered up by a piece of cloth, but the size and the shape leave no doubt about it and I know right away what it is. I hastily climb the two stairs and I'm so excited that I can hardly wait for the moment when I can see it, but at the same time I also want to make the moment last a little longer. I wonder what it looks like. No, I can no longer stand it and slowly pull off the piece of cloth.


It really is a bike. A brand-new bike. It is silver colored. The fact that it only has five speeds and does not have a racing bike handlebar is not so bad. However, it is so completely obvious that the thing standing there is a girl's bike, that it turns the happiness I just experienced into disappointment. The bike does not have a cross bar. I wanted so badly to have a real boy's bike. My parents tell me that the bike is much more practical and safer without a cross bar. I don't understand. Does this mean that all boys are in danger because they ride a bike with a cross bar? Oh well, what did I expect? Did I really believe that my parents would give me a present that is so obviously something masculine? I didn't really think so, but I hoped so. What harm would it have done? Surely, it would not have been more expensive. I try not to let my disappointment show. The bike is pretty, no doubt about it, but it is a far cry from the one I had wished for.


A few days later I have an idea. I grab the saw from the tool room in the basement and ride into the woods on my new bike. After searching for half an hour in the hedges, I find it. The perfect stick. It comes from a beech tree and is very strong, almost straight and has a diameter of of about five centimeters. I saw off as big a section as possible and ride back home. Now I measure my bike and use the saw to shorten the stick to the exact length. I find package wrapping twine in the kitchen drawer. Now I attach one side of the stick to the saddle support and the other end to the side of the handlebar support. Not bad. I take a few steps back and look at it. From a distance it looks strikingly real. The color of the stick is not too good. It differs too much from the silver, but I will take care of that later. Now my bike has a cross bar. Proudly I get on my bike by coolly lifting one leg across the saddle from behind. Yes, this is what I have always wanted. I feel totally cool and very, very masculine. Then I take a turn through the village. Yes, this is the feeling I always wanted. This is how it has to be. I'm amazed that it is possible that such a simple change, such a small difference can have such a big effect. I will take down the cross bar, however, for the 2,5 kilometer ride to the bus stop that I have to ride every morning, together with a bunch of other kids. I'm afraid that they would make fun of me since you can see up close that the bar is not real. I will only attach it whenever I ride in the afternoon and I'm by myself. I buy myself a racing bike handlebar and a can of silver spray with my allowance. I color the bar with the silver spray and attach my new handlebar to my bike. It all looks quite different once the paint is dry and I attach the bar again. Almost like a real boy's racing bike. It's true that this is still just a compromise, but I'm satisfied with it for starters.


Everything will be different by my fourteenth birthday. I'm sure of that. They will have to understand some time that I'm a boy.


Again I've been lying awake in my bed for what seems like an eternity because I'm all excited. I try to get back to sleep for about an hour but it is just not possible. Today is my birthday, and my thoughts all swirl around in my head about the anticipated presents. I have voiced many wishes during the course of the year and, therefore, I have no idea what I will receive.


At 5 a.m. nothing can keep me in bed any longer, and clad in my pajamas I wander into the living room where, as every year on the occasion of mine and my sister's birthday, one of the tables is set up as a birthday table. When I turn on the light, four packages that have been arranged around my birthday candles, shine on the table. One of them is relatively large and square, another one is the size of a shoe box – I assume it contains new winter shoes. The other two are rather small and, in spite of their colorful wrapping, they seem plain.


First, I read the birthday card from my parents and from my grandma on my father's side. The latter contains, as always, 100 German marks. I sit on the couch and put the biggest one of the packages on my lap first. I shake it a little and listen to the noise coming from the inside. It sounds heavy and dull. I squeeze if from all sides, and I'm clueless. What could this be? I have no idea. In order to prolong the anticipation for as long as possible, I very impatiently untie the colorful crinkled ribbon and carefully peel off each of the strips of Scotch tape. Now I unfold the paper, and there is a carton in the middle, like a nest. A carton that does not give any clues about its content. However, when I pick it up, I realize that it is open on one end, and I feel something round and smooth. My heart starts to race and it feels like a train is running through my head at great speed, out of whose windows a thousand colorful flags are flying and are waving in the air noisily. No, it cannot be true that it is what I see flashing through my head for a second. I turn the open side of the box toward myself and cannot believe my eyes. My heart almost stops beating, I feel my eyes filling up with tears, and I cannot even think anymore. All the flags from the speeding train are released all at once and swirl around like a colorful rain against the blue sky. In my hands I am holding a soccer ball. A real soccer ball made of leather. I set it free from its carton with shaking fingers. It is lying on my lap, white and with black decorative stitching. It looks awesome. Over and over I touch it and smell the leather in order to fully get this. I was given a soccer ball as a gift. A soccer ball which all boys have.


Almost intoxicated, I pick up the next package. After I have set if free from its paper with a lot less patience, as I had guessed, a shoe box appeared. An Adidas box. Oh, good, that means they are not winter shoes but gym shoes for school. No matter what else shows up, nothing can top the soccer ball anyway. I lift the cover off the carton and now I almost have a stroke. I have to pinch myself to make sure that I'm not dreaming. The carton contains soccer shoes, wrapped in white silk paper. I'm not talking about gym shoes that you can wear to play soccer in, no, I'm talking about genuine soccer shoes with cleats. Black with two white stripes and a red trim.


I must be dreaming. There is no other explanation. I'm sitting here trying to understand what is happening. The other two small gifts have become totally unimportant and, I just sit there in disbelief. A small, tender hope is making its way and makes me glad. After some time I do finally reach for the other two gifts and unwrap them. The contents leaves me completely speechless. A pair of shin guards and a pair of goalkeeper's gloves. This small, tender hope starts to manifest inside of me. I'm not just glad anymore, I'm overjoyed. Now I'm sure. They do understand. They love me and I am their boy. I expected a lot of things today, but this was not one of them. How much I wished for this and longed for this moment, and now it has arrived. I am finally a boy. Now everything will be okay, I am sure of that.


I'm sitting down with my legs crossed like a tailor, among all this evidence proving that now they also look at me as a boy, and I put on my soccer shoes. Cool, just totally cool. I also put on the goal-keeper's gloves, and I can barely resist putting on the knee protectors while still wearing my pajamas. Dressed like this I quietly go back to my room. Then I look at myself in my mirror. It all suits me very well. I look great, a little daring, cool and like a boy in spite of my embarrassing pair of pajamas. With a heavy heart I take the stuff off again as I have to get ready for school.


Coming out of the bathroom, I hear my mom making noises in the kitchen. I enter the kitchen full of joy, happy and with the feeling that the world is mine now. My mom takes me ino her arms and wishes me a happy birthday. I thank her and tell her how cool the stuff is, and as I am about to add how glad I am that they finally understand, when she says: "Well, you know, Miriam, we thought that girls can play soccer too. It's not just something for boys."


I must have heard wrong, I'm sure I didn't hear right. She cannot have said that. The sky, that had been blue up until now, turns dark and all the colorful flags that just recently were all happily whirling through the air, disappear into a dark sack. Tears well up into my eyes. Disappointment, pain and rage take hold of my heart and threaten to squish it. All my hopes went up in smoke. Nothing has changed.


I leave the house with my book bag, the school bus will arrive in 10 minutes.



Vacation at the Neusiedler See


I instantly recognize the song after the first three notes. Self control by Laura Branigan. I turn up the sound and wait for the moment when the singing starts. While I'm singing along I contemplate how long some things will remain in one's memory. Why is is that you forget some things faster than others or that they just fade away and they turn from a high gloss picture by a photographer into a picture printed on your own printer?


Now I'm sitting here and don't really have an answer for myself, and I struggle with myself whether the story, which still hangs on my huge pin up wall in my head like a high gloss picture, is worth writing down.


She tells me not to think that way. She wants me to just write everything down. That which moves me, what I remember and what I used to feel. She says the feelings are very important. Bring back the feelings as if you were fourteen again. Is that possible? Can you bring back the feelings? How can I go back to a time that was almost thirty years ago with the feelings and experiences I have now?


For today, this song provides me with the answer. Every time, every single time any radio station plays this song, my thoughts go on a journey. This journey takes me to the Neusiedler See, back to a family vacation. A vacation at the lake. I am fourteen and, I believe, I do not have to tell you how much I like a vacation at a lake.


During the entire car ride I hope that it will rain as soon as we arrive. Rain is good, it means you don't have to go swimming. Imagining that I have to put on my blue bathing suit with the white stars already makes me feel like throwing up.


What am I supposed to do to keep other people from thinking that I'm a girl? They can't think any differently. What do I think when I see a person in a bathing suit which clearly shows the curvatures of two breasts?


I feel like I'm being pushed and develop a headache. Despondency comes over me. The stark loneliness that comes ever more often and gets bigger and bigger is reaching for me again. I try to shake it off. It's not really so bad. My goodness, don't make such a fuss, just go swimming and people will see you. You will never see them again no matter what they think.


The worst part for me is that they wouldn't even think anything. They are not able to look inside of me. They don't see the boy who is dressed in the wrong clothes and who is all torn up inside with pain. I do not want to be perceived as a girl by my environment. I just do not want that. Neither here nor anywhere else. Neither in a bathing suit, nor during phys ed class, nor anywhere else.


My sister wails and asks if we will arrive soon. She wants to go swimming. I silently pray that we will never arrive, that this car ride will go on forever. Finally my sister's wailings are answered and we arrive at our destination, the Neusiedler See. The hotel is big and almost directly by the lake.


My sister happily squeals: "this is great. This means we can go to the shore straight from the hotel in our bathing suits and we don't have to change."


I hear my mother say: "This looks like a picture book!" I do not want this picture book. Did anybody ever ask me? No, of course not. I have the feeling that nobody ever asks me anything. Instead I get nothing but criticism. It is supposed to be very nice here and why don't I like it and why do I always make a face. I assume they mean my expression which I don't really know how to interpret. I just don't feel well, unhappy, lonely, clueless and all torn up inside from trying to please my parents without losing my own self.


It is too late to go swimming today, so we take a stroll through the town. There is a supermarket, a mini golf site and a place that rents out rickshaws. It is warm but not too warm to wear a sweater. Thank God.


We are accompanied by a couple and their daughter, who are friends of my parents. The three of us kids share one room. There is one double bed and one single bed. My sister and I share the double bed. We go out to eat in the evening and then it is time for bed for us kids. I don't like this. I don't feel like going to bed, and I don't like this vacation either. Angry that I'm not free to do as I please, I jump onto the bed and take refuge in my dreams.


In my dreams I am a man with a masculine body, no more and no less. I'm not a hero in my dreams, and I don't color my hair blonde or change my eye color from brown to green in my dreams. I don't make myself look taller or shorter, nor heavier or skinnier. Not smarter and not better. I only make myself into the person I cannot be in real life. The one I'm not allowed to be. This is great, so great that I don't ever want to wake up again. However, each day I have to look at my other, real life all over again. The only way I am able to escape from this unwanted kind of life is when I'm among strangers, among people who I do not know and who know nothing about me except for what they can see. There I feel free, only there.


I wake up in the middle of the night because I fell asleep with all my clothes on. I take off my clothes and lie awake for an eternity, brooding about a way out. How many times have I done this before? Too many to count. However, the result is always the same. There is no way out for me. There are only various tries to escape that provide me with enough happiness to allow me to go on living.


The next day we receive our allowances, and we are allowed to go out on our own and into town. I really want to ride in a rickshaw, so my sister and I walk to the supermarket where they also rent out the rickshaws. Today I'm wearing my new black cargo pants. It is my absolute favorite pair of pants because the crotch in the front is a little big so that it almost forms a bump. I also decided to wear my equally new white sweater that has a big Mickey Mouse face on the front. Underneath I'm wearing a red polo style shirt and my white and blue shoes. I picked out the shoes in the men's department. I don't remember how I managed to do that, but they are men's shoes. The pants could also pass for men's pants.


I am very satisfied with myself when I see my reflection in the store window. I secretly took my sister's other bathing suit and put it on. It is way too small and too short and, therefore, it flattens my breasts. Unfortunately, it pinches me badly at the crotch, but I'm willing to put up with that. My hair is freshly shampooed and has a cool style. I already noticed on the way that a few girls turned around to look at me. What a pity that I'm not by myself.


We buy candy at the supermarket, and there she is, all of a sudden. The most beautiful creature I have ever seen is standing behind me, wearing dark blue jeans and a white sweater with embroidery on it. Brown, curly hair falls down to her shoulders, and she appears so grown up. So mature. Oh boy! I quickly avert my look, only to look back at her again anyway. She smiles at me and I grin back at her.


"Let's go," my sister says and rudely extracts me from this wonderful situation. I reluctantly leave the store, and we climb into the rented rickshaw. I had been looking forward to ride in the rickshaw so much, but now I don't even feel like it anymore. I really want to know the girl's name and where she lives. She looks older than me and she smiled at me. A thousand butterflies come alive within me and start flying around in my stomach. All of a sudden the vacation turned into something great and makes sense. I feel lightheaded, but I'm also afraid that my sister might notice something. I see the girl leaving the supermarket.


I'm at the steering wheel and I inconspicuously and at some distance follow the girl. She is strolling along the edge of the road all by herself. After some time, my sister wants to turn around and drive in the other direction, along the shore. I'm angry and we start arguing. I say "go ahead and ride by yourself then," and I just get out. I make a bee line for the supermarket. When I reach the supermarket again, I can't believe my eyes. The girl is still there or maybe there again.


Why do I have to be so shy? I want to go towards her, but I don't dare. Inconspicuously I stroll a little closer and pretend to look into the store window. All of a sudden, she walks towards me and just says hello. I'm completely dumbfounded and also stutter "hello." She asks me what my name is. Without having to think, my name is Patrick. Her name is Katja, she is from Hamburg, and she is 16. That makes her two years older than me. She tells me that she will be here another three weeks, and she lives in the second street behind the cemetery with her parents. From the corner of my eye I see my sister and her girlfriend coming towards us in the rickshaw. She must have picked her up someplace in the meantime in order to have some reinforcement. I abruptly say goodbye and look into her disappointed eyes.


The rest of the day goes by at lightning speed, and I only take part in it as if on drugs. My thoughts are taken over by the desire to see Katja again. I feel as if I'm being transported from this world by wings as light as feathers, on which I'm flying away towards the endless possibilities of another life.


I feverishly contemplate how I can sneak off to see her without my parents noticing. During the day I have no chance since we are always all together then or at least my sister is always with me. That only leaves the night time. This afternoon I found the cemetery. The cemetery wall begins about one kilometer away from our hotel, on the same street. I couldn't make out how far along it stretches, but I don't care. I feel like no distance is too far.


I'm lying here without moving and try to breathe smoothly. I must not fall asleep before the other two are asleep. The minutes are creeping along endlessly, and at 11 p.m. I am sure that everybody in our room is asleep. Besides, I cannot wait any longer, and I hope that my parents are either already in their room or, should they return later, that they will at least not check on us in our room.


I get dressed without making a sound and put the towels from the bathroom underneath my bed cover. I pocket the room key because I assume that the door downstairs is surely locked. Step by step I sneak down the stairs. I don't run into anybody, and the door to the hotel is not locked yet. Outside in the street I run as fast as I can in the direction of the cemetery. A short time later I see the wall and I keep running. The wall is endless and I'm all out of breath, which forces me to slow down for a few meters.


Finally, there is the end of the cemetery wall. I look toward my left and notice that the wall turns into another street here. I slow down a little bit, and I'm glad when I finally see the other end of the wall. It is pitch dark and I'm starting to feel a little uneasy. It took me until now to realize that there is no single street lamp and that all the windows in the houses are dark.


I hastily walk on. A thought flashes through my mind that I should turn back, but it quickly goes away. There are three houses here. The first one is a regular one-family house, the other two are, without a doubt, apartment buildings. Everything is dark. Why did I not ask her which house, which floor and what her last name is? At the same moment I realize that this knowledge would not help me now anyway since it was long past midnight. I look up towards the houses, and I see a light shining in one of the windows. I'm undecided. Is this her room? Did she leave on the light for me? I pick up a few small pepples and aim towards the window. The first ones miss their target and fall down onto the porch on the ground floor. After each failed throw, I anxiously wait to see if anybody wakes up. Everything remains quiet and dark. Then, two of my little pepples hit the window with the light on. I finally figured out which way to throw the stones and I happily keep on throwing them. A shadow appears in the window and somebody pulls back the curtain. My heart is pounding in my throat, and I duck down into the bushes beside the narrow lane. Then she stands at the open window and looks into the deep blue night. Quietly, I call her name and let her know who I am. Now, I'm sure that she has waited for me. She whispers to me that I cannot enter through the regular entrance. It is only possible via the balcony. The balcony is not very high. I espy two empty beverage cases that sit underneath the terrace. Quietly I put one on top of the other one and step onto them. Now I can reach the balcony with my hands. I pull myself up on the lowest railing and reach for a higher one. When I reach the highest one, I manage to pull up my body and to set foot on the surrounding drain pipe. Then I fling myself over the edge and I end up standing right in front of her. I see admiration in her eyes. This alone was worth everything.


She takes my hand and we go to her room. Without speaking a word we lie down on her bed, and she turns on her walkman. We each put one of the buttons in our ear and, lying on our backs, we silently listen to the music. I cannot think clearly, would like to have everything in this moment. She smells so uncannily, bewilderingly good. Then she asks me if I have a girlfriend in Germany. I tell her no, and when I ask her if she has a boyfriend in Germany, she also tells me no. She kisses me without a warning. Her lips touch mine and linger there for a short moment. I'm too shy to reciprocate with a kiss, and she asks me if I like it. Yes, I like it a lot, and to prove it I now do kiss her back. We kiss for hours, and I wish it would never end. We stop when I am startled to see that it is already getting light outside. I check my watch. 5:30 a.m.. I have to get going immediately. I promise that I will return the next night. Then I climb down the balcony and leave exactly the same way I came. How simple all this is. Full of adrenaline I walk to the hotel. It is 6 a.m. when I arrive there, and the door is unlocked. I creep past the already lighted kitchen downstairs and up the carpeted staircase. Quietly I depress the door handle to our room and squeeze myself into the room that is almost light already. I immediately go to the bathroom, tear off my clothes and take a deep breath for the first time. The easiest way not to attract attention is for me to flush the toilet and then to just simply get into the bed in my room.


Perfect, nobody noticed anything, and as I'm lying in my bed, sleep takes over right away. Breakfast is served at 9 a.m. and I don't wake up until somebody wakes me. My first thought is of Katja. This day and the following days pass by like in a trance. I'm madly in love, and there is no room for anything else in my my head. I feel very clever because nobody notices anything. I steal away each night after midnight.
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