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Alone and abandoned




 




 




We

believe that we have experiences, but experiences make us.




(Eugène

Ionesco)




 




 




Cassian

Richard was sitting in a chair watching TV. An empty bottle of brandy was

standing next to him on the coffee table. It was the morning at 06.30 o’clock.

The TV was off. It had not been on all night. 




Cassian

was stone cold sober.




Although

he had not slept the night and the bottle of cognac in the evening was full

like before. He just sat in the armchair in which he had set yesterday evening.






His

thoughts were circling. They circled only around one thing. Melanie, his wife

had left him. Just like that, after six years. 




Cassian

reminded again and again to the elapsed time; the coming together for the very

first time; when they start living together. She worked as a surgical nurse in

a local hospital. He studied law. He remembers the years together. And as half

a year ago Cassian’s father died, she had stood on his side. His thoughts

wandered. His father had supported him financially, during the entire study. He

was close to the exam, only remaining four months. 




After

his death, Melanie had borne the financial onus. His mother had only a small

widow's pension. And now Melanie had disappeared with her boyfriend and the

brand new Golf.  




She

had covered the bank account on the highest level. Cassian could not withdraw a

penny more and could not pay the rent; about 9.00 o’ clock the telephone rang.  




"Hello,

who's there?" 




Cassian

had not understood the name. 




"This

is Caroline. You are Cassian, aren’t you?"




Cassian

thought. Then it occurred to him again. Caroline was Melanie’s work colleague. 




"Yes,

Hi Caroline, I am Cassian." 




"What

I wanted to tell you is that Melanie is gone with Ronny to Ibiza. She has taken

two months unpaid leave. I'm really sorry. You were both such a beautiful

couple. "




She

was silent. 




Yes,

thank you Caroline." He hung up. 




His

next thought: "How will he be able to pay the monthly rates for the car

further? He had no in-come.” 




And

then his vocal tics blew. 




"Fuuuuubbgdmuuuhdi,"

he cried all of his guilt and innocence out of himself. His head jerked in more

and more extreme angles, as if he does not belong to him. His spine would not

survive for long. Cassian has Tourette. How many times in the last hours he had

wondered whether this was the reason that Corinne had left him. 




However

in this respect he got no response. She had never mentioned it. And it was

never so bad in recent years, as since yesterday. And the tics and compulsions

were increasing per hour. 




She

had slept with him yesterday evening. He could not believe at all. Since weeks

she has a relationship with a guy named Ronny. Was it yesterday only a

farewell, the last peak? 




Cassian

began to see his happy marriage in the recent years in a very different

perspective.




 




He

remembered that he had several times received so stupid phone calls. Whether he

knew what his wife did at all and so on.




Melanie

had dismissed the fact that there were many envious people in hospital who

begrudged them their happiness. He had believed her. He loved her above all

else. 




Also,

as she has to go to Königstein in a private clinic for treatment, he had

believed her. She said her drug use because of their migraines had become too

strong, that they would have to make a withdrawal. 




Only

in recent days Cassian had learned that the hospital administration was then

determined against persons unknown because more morphine ampoules were gone.

The two-week separation at that time had already overwhelmed him very much.  




He

missed her. And no matter what everything else had happened, the more he missed

her today. He did not understand anything at all. 




She

had never spoken to him about their problems. It was always all peace and joy. 




"Muuudddddiiigguuh."

Cassian Richard stands up. It is 10.00 o’clock in the morning. He does not go

into the bathroom for a shower. He does not have breakfast. He leaves the house

to the nearest supermarket and gets for the rest of his money a new bottle of

cognac; in any case, the cheapest bottle. 




Back

in his apartment, he lies down in there common bed. With the bottle in his

hand, he looks to her bed side. He does not understand. His Tourette is now

very far away.




 




The

next morning the world is still as crappy as yesterday, and as the evening

before yesterday, when she was gone; his wife, Melanie.




Cassian

lives in a three room apartment in a six family apartment building in a small

community near Gießen. Around noon Cassian stands at the entrance of the house

and just opened the mail box. Although he had now taken a shower but the deep

and dark rings under his eyes speak for themselves. He went crappy. 




"Hi

Cassian, a long time has passed that I saw you. What makes the university?”




Cassian

winces. His right foot skin unconscious hit on the floor.  




John

Stooten stood in front of him, his apartment neighbor, an American. He had a

German wife, Co-sine, and a four year old son. Cosine was back in the fifth

month of pregnancy.




"You

do not look good." He looked at him.  "Can I help you?" 




Cassian

scares. Does it mean that already the whole house knows it? "Yes, I'm not

very good." He stayed to the truth. John has always been a good and

helpful neighbor. And he had always responded fairly straightforward, if

something happens outside of the rule. He’s just an American. 




Cassian

looked around, no one else in the hallway. "John, could you come

afterwards to me. I do not want to talk about it here! "




John

looked now really astonished." O.k. clear; I'll be right there. Let me

talk briefly with Melanie." Before Cassian could say something he had

al-ready turned and was gone upstairs.  




John

always had a flair for extreme situations and he acted accordingly, no ifs or

buts.




Even

10 minutes later John was standing in front of Cassian’s door. When John was

sitting opposite him, Cassian began to tell his story. 




It

was a relief for him, now to talk about the accumulated frustration. With every

sentence he felt a little better. His tics were calm. And John listened

attentively and without interrupting him, too. 




Cassian

had taken the last two bottles of beer from the fridge. When he arrived at the

end of his story, they sat in opposite still for a few minutes in silent. He

felt a little better. Now when he could free himself from his mental load, he

was relieved. 




"I

do not currently know how to proceed." Cassian looked at John.




John

put the bottle of beer on the table. "What you now quickly need is a job.

And stop drinking the sharp stuff. 




"John

raised his eyebrows.  "I think I might even do something for you." 




"Yes!"

Cassian looked again more composed. 




"You

know that I work for AAFES in Gießen and they were always looking for workers.

It is not that great, easy work for easy money. But as a bridge that would be

just the thing for you. I take time tomorrow to ask my boss.” 




“Thank

you John. At least someone is on my side! "




John

taps him on the shoulder.  “Do not let your head hang Live goes on and on, also

for you." Cassian forced a smile. 




“I

will get tomorrow in touch with you." 




When

John was gone Cassian sat at the table with two empty beer bottles.




"Fuuuuddmmmuuus,"

it comes out of his mouth. All that remained now was to wait; to try to suppress

the recurrent thoughts of Melanie. 




The

best way should be not to think about all of them and her no more. But that did

not work. Every time her face appeared in his mind his head flashed to the

right and left. His tics caused the second biggest problem at the moment in his

life, no, the third largest. The second largest was the separation of Melanie. 




Cassian

got the possibility to start working on a trial at AAFES in John's department.

The fine was that he could start at the very next day. That was just the

American way, a little different and less complicated. 




John's

department was the Depot Support who takes care of the approximately 200

hectare AAFES land in Gießen. From lawn mowers, lawn planting of street and

building cleaning, furniture moving, repairs of all kind of staff, that was

depot support in charge for any services. In winter this was still the clearing

of the roads from snow and ice.




The

entire area was part of the U.S. Army and was therefore American territory. The

area was surrounded and characterized by a high fence and guarded by a security

and surveillance company. There were two main gates. Through this, all workers

and employees snaked once in the morning and after work. 




About

30 large warehouses supplied all U.S. facilities within Europe with all the

household items of daily life.  




As

Melanie had disappeared with the Golf the next day John took Cassian with to

work. 




At

the main gate, he received first a visitor's badge to be let in at all. John

went with him directly to his boss. 




Joseph

Conrad was a choleric, elderly man. From a very distance you could hear him

shouting. Cassian glances at John. John does not react, however. Apparently the

behavior of Joseph Conrad was normal. 




John

told him to wait outside the office. He went in alone. Cassian listened to

American swear word. Then, after about five minutes the door opened and John

beckoned him to come. 




He

did not feel comfortable in his skin. "Muuuddff-fuuu," came quietly

out of his mouth.




As

he stood in front of Mr. Conrad who said briefly that he had assigned him to

John’s department and that he should work first on a trial; then they left and

return to the office. "Well then, everything has worked out." 




Together

they left the headquarters. 




"I'll

show you my quarters," said John with a little pride in his voice. 




Johns

quarters was' an old barrack; a small office, a rest room which was also used

for changing clothes; a small stock of cleaning products and a slightly larger

working space with a variety of tools.  




Everything

gave the impression that a decade has passed and never anything has been

repaired nor renovated yet. The walls were papered not yet properly and the

plaster fell off the walls in the interior and exterior applications. 




"Sit

down first." 




John

pointed to an old, rotten leather couch, left to his desk. He bent down and

pulled out of the box under the table two bottles of beer. "Here, let us

drink for a successful start in your new job."




Cassian

head twitched briefly from left to right as he took over the opened bottle from

John; in the morning at 8:00 o’clock just the first beer. This was new for him

too. 




"We

are here to eight people. Elton Miller and Virgil Snider are firm part of the

team. Then there are still five helpers. Well you get to know them soon

enough.”




Elton

Mueller came to the office. "That's Cassian Richard," John introduces

him. "He will help us here from now on." 




"Hi

Cassian," he shook his hand. "We are all name basis here.  It’s right

for you isn’t it?” 




Without

waiting for an answer he turns to John," what should he do? " 




"Take

him to the headquarters. Weeding, mowing the lawn. Looks pretty trashed the

driveway and the lawn, so clean and tidy." 




John

looks briefly at Cassian: "You have complete discretion, but after it has

to look properly.”




Cassian

looks at him a little doubtfully. 




"You're

doing it." For John the discussion came to an end. He was already reaching

for the next bottle of beer. 




"Well

then, come with me." Elton led the way.




They

took from the warehouse the required garden tools. Cassian was fully packed as

they were on the way towards the headquarters. Elton ran ahead.  




He

was wearing nothing except his walkie-talkie which he had worn on the belt;

Cassian hat to carry along the spade, hoe, shovel, garden shears and buckets.

The headquarters was indeed only about 1000 meters away from the depot support.

Cassian was sweating a bit when they arrived.




"Muuuffuu,"

it came silent over his lips. He looked at Elton.




"The

best way you can start would be to remove the weeds on the side strip of the

road and of course the driveway to the headquarters should also be weeded.” He

showed on the lawn in front of the building and behind the driveway. "Here

the whole garbage has to be collected and disposed in the dumpster," Elton

pointed to the whole McDonald's packaging’s which were spread on the lawn.




Cassian

was still standing at the same place with the garden tools in his hands as

Elton had gone already.  




He

looked up to the many windows of the three-story building which was the

headquarters of the AAFES Europe."




Cassian

placed the equipment on the ground. He winced briefly as a U.S. truck behind

him sounded his fanfare while passing him. From the opposite side the next one

was already coming. Cassian jumped to the side and managed just to carry the

garden tools on the green area.




The

trucker took no regard to pedestrians on any 'Casuals'. Yes, this he was now,

an unskilled worker.




Cassian

slowly walked towards the main entrance of the building. This consisted of

three different at least three feet wide wooden doorway framed in brass and

gold; Prior to that two huge pillars with a curved roof. 
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