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The Aviator



The throbbing wheels push up against the hold.

Beaten back by the propeller’s wind, the grass all around seems to drown for about 20 kilometres. With a single motion of his wrist, he can unleash a storm.

The deafening hum continuously builds itself, solidifying, until it almost occupies its own space, with the body now trapped inside. As the pilot recalls everything which yet falls short of this, he thinks: “That’s right” then, with the back of his hand, strokes the frame around him: it rests completely still.

With the thought of so much energy pent up, euphoria swims through his veins.

He leans out: “Farewell friends...” Their long shadows trail into distance as their farewell meets the dawn. But already at take-off, on this three-thousand kilometre leap across the sky, the pilot is now far behind his friends. He gazes into the black cloudy shroud above, as if from the barrel of a pistol. In the background the grassy landscape quakes.

The motor now slows. Hands now untied, alas, like the final cable of a ship’s mooring. It’s always a strange silence right before we buckle in our seat belt and two parachute straps, then with a shrug, adjust our body to the frame. It’s takeoff time: in the next moment, we’ll have reached a new world.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





