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Being in love
with a "ghost"

                 
 

You cannot decide who you will fall in love with. Everyone
can love beauty, but true beauty is found in a person’s heart.


 

It is love when your soul has found its home.

   

Anonymous
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„Well, I think the green one is better,” I say out loud, and
fish the olive green jacket from the clothes stand.

„Excuse me, can I help you?” asks a somewhat elderly shop
assistant with a forced friendly expression, really not looking as
though she has any great desire to help me.

„No thanks, I actually do know what I’d like,” I answer
politely. On top of that I already have an adviser, I think, and
turn once again to the jacket.

„Do you also think the olive would be the right one?” I ask.

„Yes, it’s perfect,” I hear. Good! I’m also agreed on the choice
and look up satisfied. The elderly professional clothes seller
gives me the once-over with a this-poor-nutcase look. “There are
always crazies!” she mumbles quietly to herself.

„Oh man, why is she gawking so stupidly?” I snort.

“Well, they certainly think it’s a bit strange when you talk to
yourself,” chuckles the world’s dearest voice into my ear.

I give a sigh. “Yes, sometimes I think myself I’m crazy …”

„You know that’s not right,” he says sadly.

Now I look at him and wrinkle my forehead. He looks so real
standing there in front of me. And I needed so long to realise that
I’m the only one that can see him. The rather long brown hair is
scraggy and disordered, but at the same time somehow styled, and
he’s always wearing the same black T-shirt that makes his shoulders
look so incredibly sexy. And then the tight torn jeans, the
gym shoes, and on top of that the smooth skin that never needs a
shave. I give another sigh. “If you think so …”

I go to the cash register to pay for the jacket,
and he follows me silently.

We often had discussions on whether I am crazy, but he swears
I’m not. Maybe I am just the world’s loneliest woman who has an
imaginary friend she cannot touch, only see and hear.

We leave the department store and walk along the mall. It is the
most hectic time of the year, Advent. Many sad-looking people come
towards me. I am astonishingly sensitive to the moods of other
people. I don’t know why that is so, but I feel how people suffer.
So many of them are searching for happiness.

„What are you thinking, Mara?“

I am startled out of my thoughts and look at him. Just imagine
that: I am covered in a thick winter overcoat, and he’s walking
beside me in a T-shirt as though it were summer!

„Man, it’s mean that despite my overcoat I’m freezing and you’re
getting about half-naked!” I snort.

  He gives a loud laugh. “I’m just not so
sensitive. You even use three blankets when you’re sleeping, so
it’s no wonder you’re freezing now. There is only one overcoat
protecting your body.”

I glare at him enraged. “I need the three blankets, one is for
my feet, otherwise they get cold and I hate that. The other I need
for my head because there is nothing worse than imagining something
is creeping into my ear, ugh! And the last one is for snuggling
up.”

„Snuggling up? You lie all rolled up like an embryo and cling to
the third blanket ... you practically crawl into it.”

„So what? It calms me down. I like holding on to something
firmly …” Oops! I didn’t mean that. I had sworn never again to be
so insensitive. “Sorry, Ron!” I mutter crestfallen.

„That’s okay,” I hear him say quietly, and I could bite my own
bum! Why on earth don’t I think carefully before saying something
to him? As so often, my gob is faster than my mind. Especially when
I’m with him.

The answer to that springs to my mind: because in his presence
it is so easy for me to be myself. Then I am simply Mara Schroder,
twenty-four, single.

He does not mind that I like to sing out loud. He is not put on
edge by my obsession with books, that I can plunge into a book
without noticing when the world is crashing down around me. That I
rant and swear when something does not succeed straight away. It’s
not as though I were particularly impatient …

He knows my fears and my dreams, and if he was made of flesh and
blood he would probably be the best thing a woman could wish for.
He was my most faithful friend all of last year.

I don’t have a best girlfriend, to say nothing of a man who
fulfils my life. I find myself to be normal and as dull as
dishwater. My nose is so pointy that I could easily pass muster as
a witch, and is a pure horror. My mother says I have an
aristocratic nose. I don’t know where she got that nonsense from,
but after all mothers have to judge their daughters beautiful. Who
else if not one’s own mother?

My brown hair is long but not particularly thick, and my
eyebrows have for a while at least been plucked, thanks to the
useful tip from a friendly photographer in our neighbourhood who
tried in vain to make out my eyes in the thicket of the brows.
Those eyes with their curious mixed colours of green, brown, and
grey have therefore come into their own; they are the only feature
of myself that I really like. And they distract attention from my
much too thin lips.
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