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If I had a wish to express, to choose, to determine for a world leader, then it would be Michael Jackson. 
He managed it to unite the world with his themes.

	It doesn´t matter if you are white or black, it doesn´t matter if you are right, just fight for it. 

	What about our planet? What about the animals? 
What about the oceans? What about the babies? 

	There is no excuse. 

	“I will make a change” and “…start with the man in the mirror!”

	This is it and nothing more or nothing less. 
It´s time for a change. 
Thank you Michael Jackson. My dream world leader.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 


Two books

	 

	Deniz Egece

	Doris Dörrie

	 

	Deniz Egece was a randomly ordered book from Turkey. I had never heard, read or spoken this author´s name before. It sounds so strange.

	Deniz means “the sea”, Ege is the singer from the ´90, “yaz askim”. 

	And Ece is a beautiful girl´s name. The combination sounds good, so “buy”.

	Doris Dörrie. I still have to pay attention on how the name is written. So many Ds, Os, Rs. What was that again? Her photo can be seen on the last page of the book “Living, Writing, Breathing”. I lived and still do so, I wrote also. In my childhood, youth. I have fulfilled numerous diaries - “how embarrassing”- I can hear my daughter´s voice in my ears.

	The last word in the title is “Breathing”. I just finished it last week. The breathing meditation. It was worth an experience. Maybe this is also the reason why I am writing this book now.

	Who am I?

	I hope to find an answer to this question through writing and that is why I am embarking on a journey.

	I am in my mid-forties. I've heard from those around me that men at this age become strange. So why not me? I am looking for my potential. Unfortunately, actually I don't know what it is. The movie “Soul” is so great!!!!

	Should I draw, read, study, cook, bake or write a “book”?

	I was born in Cologne and proud to mention it at every opportunity. 

	My parents came to Germany from Turkey when they were in their early twenties. It wasn't easy for them, that's what they always said. No language, no money, no family or friends. They have left their roots to create a new future. We are actually the children of this generation, the designers of the future.

	I am watching a lot of comedy shows on German television and on YouTube. Many aspects are listed there. I laugh so hardly that my laughter made it into the camera of the Comedy XXL shows. The loud laughter from deep inside also has a sad aftertaste. The clothes from my childhood have not been “Chanel”-like. 

	I still remember I was always wondering how it has been possible that the other elementary school children were able to wear new clothes every day. That wasn't the same for me. I wore the same clothes for few days. They were folded carefully in the evening and were not allowed to get dirty during the day. What a luxury for my mother.

	The topic of school lunch has been brought up so often on television. I can agree 100% with Enissa Amani and Özcan Cosar. It was like they say! And nothing else! For us foreign children it was the aluminum foil and for the Germans it was the great Tupperware box. The content was incredible. Mostly filled with brown bread and some fruit or vegetables (nibbles).

	In the kindergarten my teachers often asked me whether I was really Turkish. And the answer that both parents are Turkish brought great astonishment to their faces. My pronunciation would be perfect. I had a lot of fun in the kindergarten. I wanted to set the kindergarten on fire with my friends. A campfire in the boys' toilet. My children should better never know this.

	But we were so clumsy with the matches that we were caught in time. Thank God. There was a loosening on the fence, behind the shade sandbox with a lot of draft even in summer. When I pulled, a bulge opened up underneath and I was able to easily escape to the other side in seconds. I've done that many times. Finally no rules, no observation, being alone, just me and my world. I don't remember exactly how old I was at the time, but it should have been between four and six. I enjoyed the meadow, the sun, the magnificent trees with their varied green leaves. Especially the sounds of the leaves in the summer air. A dream.

	Of course, time was no longer a concept in such an environment, so I went on a research tour. I went so far that I ended up sitting on a pole in the market square from exhaustion. It must have been a Tuesday or Friday. I thought and became engrossed in something that remains a mystery to me to this day. Until the moment my mother came back from shopping at the market and “luckily” saw me sitting there on her way back.

	Shortly before the six-week summer holidays, a big summer festival took place in every kindergarten year. The whole street, the whole town have been there. It was so exciting and everyone was happy. Parents held their children's hands or sat together with the teachers and chatted calmly. I was there alone. I didn't mind, but something had thrown me off course. It was the seductive smell of the grill. This was taboo. Just don't buy anything; What if the seller gave me pork on purpose? What if I had to ask what meat it was? I was very uncomfortable. What if God/Allah saw it, he sees everything, is always said. Oh God, what a dilemma.

	The bright and light fabrics of the dresses with pastel-colored flowers on them were able to tame my thoughts for a few seconds. But there had to be a plan B. What is that? Why is everyone standing in line? A lottery drawing with gifts. I immediately fell in love with the suitcase. A suitcase made of white plastic. Not a suitcase, not even a briefcase. It was about two feet long and forty inches high and about four inches wide. It was rectangular and had a plastic handle. On the suitcase there were pictures of pineapples, pears, bananas.

	My brain works extremely practically in such moments of desire. I had to buy the one ticket with the corresponding number, but I didn't have that much money. I had to get this one ticket specifically and safely. I bought a ticket, a rivet. It was clear. One rivet was a piece of mini paper rolled up with a mini rubber band. Sort of like a message in a bottle, but without a bottle.

	I can't remember the number. But it was a double digit number and something with a two. I ran home and wrote the number on it with a ballpoint pen that was also on the sample case in the gift exhibition. Bingo! That was the idea!

	Back at the kindergarten, I stood in the gift distribution line. It was exciting, only a few steps separated me from my dream. It was done. I had it in my hand. The surface of the suitcase felt so smooth and soft. What a great day.

	I had to get back home quickly in case I was caught.

	A few days later I learned in passing that the color of the pen had given me away. Not me, because no one knew it was me. But the perpetrator. The original tickets were written in black ballpoint pen and I quickly used a blue ballpoint pen.

	I thought I was great, because that was “just” a mistake made in a hurry and in an emergency. I still got to my destination without being caught.

	I used the suitcase for many years. I kept art supplies and later Barbies in it. It was the longing for privacy. Our apartment was a two-room apartment on the ground floor with only fifty square meters. But with a balcony and a large green area.



Elementary school


	 

	In elementary school I was always the second best in the class. Dirk B. took the first place. We went to kindergarten together and were friends. But more discreet friends. We never played alone. There always had to be others there. But we somehow got along better on a non-verbal level.
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