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Rönum  

by Jörg Karweick

Day of departure

The police officer smiled. But it was dutiful, cold smile, and his voice sounded mechanically, as he read my personal data. Clearly, he wanted to finish it quickly and get away from here.

"Name: Brigitte Sand.

Age: thirty-five years old.

Profession: commercial clerk. 

Marital status: single.

Currently residing: Holiday pension "Home of a high and low tide, Rönum."

The whole thing has the headline "Protocol". And even though I knew these few facts about myself, it gave me some halt when he asked me to tell him everything again. It was not much, he would write immediately.

So it was not much, as reassuring, in any case, the policemen had come over from the mainland with the regular ferry. I had imagined deployment to be more spectacular, but it was probably the most cost-effective.

They brought their entire team with them, all the equipment, tape, as if it had been supposed to prevent a human being on Rönum, I found it exaggeratedly exaggerated - but I am probably the last one who is still capable of a sober contemplation - photo apparatuses, the antiquated Typewriter, even the paper. I don't have to wonder, if they even had a replacement ribbon here. And of course the bag for the body.

So they came over with the last guests of the season and they went back again. Except that the bag was full.

This is perhaps a strange phrase, but I am still in shock, which I am by no means excusing the fact that I sound pious, but I would like to emphasize that it was the first time that I found a corpse on a beach walk, though I have had made many beach walks in my life. 

Anyway, they took my statement in the breakfast room of the small pension. The old landlady brought coffee and mumbled while: "Oh, my goodness, my goodness", and "the poor little". 

By this she meant me.

The policeman took a sip and looked expectantly at me. 

Meanwhile, it was quiet in the room, five blank tables stood with beige tablecloths, floral salt and pepper shakers were running, and only thing to be heard were the steady attacks on the typewriter and the ticking of the old wall clock.

It had always hung there and always so ticked, tick tack, tick, tack. As a child I had felt comfortable with this sound, but this morning, with the rigid police officers, it drove me crazy. The time is not passing. It stood. 

Then I began to tell and he began to tap, he typed only with the two index fingers.

Once in a while, he asked a question, I answered, he tapped further. Slowly, rhythmically. This dull tapping spread throughout the room, and even if it has suspended in between, because the police officer was looking for a letter, so it reinstated then even more penetrating. First there were just a clock, which is subordinated to the tangled images in my head, so that the memories, crept out neat one after another. Then even my language followed the rhythm of the attacks on the ribbon, until I got the sentiment, I would tell you word for word, what he wrote just before.

And even if I just remained silent the considering tapping did not cease. It was me then, as when it bounced like a steady drop of water on my head. And it penetrated at some point.

We were sitting at the table right by the window where I still had, breakfast of strong coffee, two rolls, one with unashamedly, holey cheese, the other with strawberry jam, in the morning and a soft boiled egg. The officials had left, the pepper shakers right, made by his writing monster the salt shaker as guardian angel, it flashed through my mind, what a nonsense, and I saw through the window of the small garden on the levee above the grazed white fleecy clouds in the sky, as if nothing had happened.

At some point, I noticed that there was still a sound: the breath of the old man of who sat motionless on a table in the corner. 

It was the husband of the hostess or something like that. At least he was there suddenly during my last stay here thirty years ago and my parents, who I had called immediately after my arrival in the pension. I could remember him vividly, what I took from the disapproving silence at the other end of the phone line, when I told them about the hosts. He had been against me anyway, that I drove here for a few days. Of course, even that was totally unspoken.

As for the old man, I thought it was strange that the policeman did not send him out. Basically, I had the feeling he never noticed him what was no surprise despite his stately size of nearly two meters and his wide shoulders, because he was dressed in inconspicuous grey and his skin seemed to adjust the color of the environment. When he went to the dike on the daytime, she glistened watery blue like the sky, now watery, as the table he was sitting on, always watery, and on the beach I had almost run against him the other day. Only at night, because I had seen him in the garden, since his eyes blinked in time, such as this beacon signal in the distance, except that his eyes were very close.

They glowed red. I could see that. And a little bulged out, almost like a lizard.

On the beach I had dug for hours as a kid with plastic shovel into the sand, until water had risen from the bottom into the holes in the sand. To pick up the jelly fish with bare hands and to put them together like colorful dazzling Jell-os, it made me have endless fun. Of course, I also got burnt on their nettles at that time and then cried. But the joy of seeing these slimy mass, piled up red, yellow and blue shiny was greater.

I was really sad as a child only when the sun would dried them out they began dissolving and they fell and sank into each other.

That they died there, I didn't know. Nor, as it had been clear to me that they had previously lived. Although my parents always had explained it to me, the jellyfish were no animals for me. Unlike the seahorses. When I found a dead seahorse on the beach, I had to cry, and even more bitter then when the beautiful mountains of jellyfish passed on in the sun.

In this heat, which aired the sand even in bad weather, I would have preferred to dig in. Basically I've yearned back ever after. I remember how I asked my parents in the first years after our last visit there, when we would go to the island again.

The response was icy silence. Only once they had said: "we don't like it anymore." They never even said the name Rönum.

But I haven't forgotten the island.

I would have done it better.

I came across the body this morning, right after breakfast. Until then I had my walks for a week listening to the gentle waves and morning looked curiously at low tide as a small child, which had swept the night tide ashore.  

I had lifted up every shell, and among those who wondered what miracles, I had thrown back countless shining pebbles into the water, and greeted me as they went there. And early in the evening, the tide returned, I had bent me mesmerized through my own footprints in the sand and watched as the water from deep fill in the negative of my toes and heels and slowly swallowed it.

A week when I was on my walks on the water but also asked myself why my parents were silent. This island had been so full of memories for me, but whenever I had wanted to talk to them, my mother had put the finger on her pursed lips, closed her eyes and made "Schhh" sound. Until I had quit. As a good girl, I thought she wanted to protect me from something. But what were my parents actually keeping from me?

There was nothing that was dangerous or even just scary. Also not this morning. I went along on the dike through the dunes, the beach and saw the blazing morning sun on the shaft dance on the damp sand while I was looking after my shells and stones, when I saw the mannequin washed up. It laid neatly on the back, the clothes were wet, but spotless. Only when I band and saw that hands and face were bloated, I realized that I was about to sink into a nightmare. 

––––––––

Rönskoog, 27th of August, 00: 57

Rodacher heard a scream, tear the eyes open- and stared into the darkness. It was drawn with a thick brush, without gradations or gray tones, simply deep, black and heavy. Although the red digital display of the radio alarm clock should shimmer through the bedroom and although he had left the curtains open, so that the light from the lighthouse shone in, every fifteen seconds, it was just dark. Impenetrable.

Rodacher counted twenty-one, twenty-two, twenty-three. His heart was beating and his breath was racing.  He felt a throbbing in his head. Twenty-seven, twenty-eight, twenty-nine. While he was sleeping, he heard this dull scream, and now he was wide-awake, staring into absolute darkness, with no control of his breath, and his heartbeat before him. Sweat ran down his forehead.  Thirty-two, thirty-three. Again it throbbed between the temples, the horror.

Now there was no more cry to hear, he heard nothing at all, he saw nothing at all. There are now two seconds to the beacon. Thirty-four, thirty-five - nothing.

Darkness.

He gasped flatly. And he continued his counting, but the light was gone. His hands clenched into fists, his fingernails drilled into the palms of his hands, and his face stiffened. Jaws and cheeks were burning.  The air was thick. Two things arose: he was so sweaty that his pajamas stuck to his skin and he was not lying in his own bed. There was no doubt that Rodacher was not laying at all. He was standing.

Rodacher blurted and gasped, unable to stir.

Then the second cry went through him, dull as the first, a torturous sound and now it was sure: the cry came out Rodacher's own chest. Like when I scream in my dream, but it is not a dream, it shot through his head, when it suddenly crashed in on him. From all sides it reached at the same time after him hard, dusty, scratched him, clutching him, laid him on the face, mouth and nose, robbed him of breath, wrapped him between the legs and arms. Panels, from all sides, coarse, fine, smooth, rough, all threatened to tie him and stifle. Rodacher staggered, stumbled backward against a wall. And then the screams burst uncontrollably out of him with a force that nearly tore his lungs. 

Wildly, he struck around, caught himself in jacket sleeves, trousers legs and ties. Something sharp pricked him in the eye. He yelped in pain. He wanted to throw the weight of his body towards the side, but he was already caught in all this mass of material so he could only move his head. His heart was racing. There was only one way out: forward! Another wall. He pounded his head against it and hoped that it was the door. He had to get out of the wardrobe before his heart jumped out of the chest. With a last groan, he bounced his skull once more against the barrier door, so that it finally sprang up, and he fell, with coats, trousers, and hangers, crashing on the wooden floor.

He laid there motionless, while the impact reverberated between his temples. He was dizzy and he could not make out whether he was truly black in mind or whether he kept the lids closed. The pain was too strong.

Finally Rodacher turned on the back and waft a red shimmer through the air, he saw the outlines of the bed, the night cabinet, radio alarm on it and glass with tap water, which he had put there just like every evening. Then, his breathing was quiet. 

At some point he saw the room in the yellow light of the lighthouse dipped three times consecutively, for a second. He managed to get up, despite the hammering in his head and stabbing pain in his left eye. Rodacher saw his rattled bed cover and came to the window: nothing, just dense fog, which stuck to the disc. After fifteen seconds the lightning signal came back, weaker than usual, he found that the fog out there ate the world.

And he was left alone.

For thirty-six years he has no longer waking up in the closet, since his ninth birthday, to be exact. And now it started again.

The fog ran down in heavy drops on the window. This glass gave him a sense of security, but he knew this was nothing more than childish illusion. He didn't saw his face mirrored on the window glass but on the spilled down drops. Rodacher as a little boy, with tears in his eyes, he himself cried. If he was not careful, he would become insane in this godforsaken backwater. He went to bed and immediately began to tremble. Cramps shook his body and he was cold. He also noticed that his throat was dry and burning.

With difficulty he reached for glass of water, it was almost empty. He had to have drunk from it before his sleepwalking begun, without remembering that. Just one sip was in it, which he led to the mouth with trembling hands. He drank greedily - and spat out the water immediately. It tasted disgusting. He could not tell whether bitter or mineral or simply stale. That was not surprising, regarding how that night was going!

Rodacher put the empty glass back on the nightstand, turned and licked his mouth for a while with the tongue to remove this disgusting taste of the palate. Gradually he got used to it. It even calmed him down. And with the blurred thought that he had already had this taste in his mouth, he slept.

––––––––

Rönskoog, 27th of August, 00: 58

The phone ripped Maria Feinworth from sleep. She reached through the darkness to the new battery-powered alarm clock on the nightstand. Her hand was heavy, her fingers stiff, basically still asleep. She laboriously pulled this plastic device before her eyes and tried to feel the button for the dial lighting. It was a cheap part, a temporary solution, that she had been worried about on the way home from the office at Grawen's, because her wake-up alarm had stopped all night. 

And she had not let herself be raised, she had tried everything.

Still, the phone rang.

Fortunately, she had not slept the day before. She always woke up at six o'clock, over time, even before the alarm clock went off, her inner clock was there. In short, she had even had an idea of not buying a new alarm clock, she had considered it a superfluous money issue. But that was of course crazy. Yes, an alarm clock was needed.

She pressed various buttons of the square part in her hand, but the light did not go on. Either she did not find the right one or it was already broken. Finally, the part went off in around two minutes. It was three ninety-nine, of course, without batteries, which were almost more expensive, probably from the Far East.

Maria Feinworth sighed softly and put the thing back on the night cabinet. She also knew how late it was, her heavy limbs betrayed her: It was in the middle of the night. And she also knew who called her at this time, and that the phone would not stop ringing so quickly, that it would not stop ringing at all.

She sighed once again, got up, slipped into the slippers, and put on the morning coat she had laid over the chair in front of the old dressing table in the evening. Then she quickly took a sip of water from the glass, which she always had on her nightstand. Rönskoog tap water, mild and soft, still tasted like her childhood; And that was the reason why she had it by the bed: she woke at night from a dark dream, a little sip already consoled her.

But now was not the time for comfort, the phone called after her, and she slowly walked into the hallway. 

It was not necessary to turn on the light, for it shone milky white through the glass panel of the front door from the house number lighting, which she switched on every night. And she have not moved the dusky pink stores in the summer.

Out there was thick fog. She picked up the phone.

"Feinworth", she said formally.

"Did I wake you?" Asked an excited female voice, which clearly belonged to her sister.

"Sandra?"

It was superfluous, thought Maria Feinworth, and let her gaze slip through the glass in the doorway. But she could not even see the yew hedge, the fog was so dense. And it was so cool. Did it go back to the end of August?

Sandra remained stubbornly silent until Maria Feinworth finally answered her question:

"Yes, you woke me."

"I couldn't sleep." 

Sandra's voice trembled, and she spoke softly, as if to hide the trembling, "I have seen him."

"Dad?" 

"Yes."

"Where?"

"Is it raining where you are?"

This time it was Maria Feinworth, who was stubbornly silent. For, of course, it was not raining, nowhere on the coast or in the city. For weeks. The women was silent, and Maria Feinworth heard a restless breathing coming out of the line as she watched the pale light that came through the front door, brushed her red slippers, and at the end of the narrow hallway the doors to the bathroom and to her little bedroom were lost in the dark. 

A bungalow from the seventies, which the parents had built at that time to rent to strangers, and which she changed very little in the thirty years that she lived in it. New radiators had been installed fifteen years ago, a new kitchen row seven or eight years ago, a year after the new wardrobe, and the curtains had been replaced with the years, even these old pink stores on the door.

In the garage around the corner stood her old, dark blue Ford Fiesta, and in the corner was still the big, green watering can from her childhood and the glow-clad image of the lighthouse she saw every day on and off. Her father had glued it himself: a shell collection full of vaults and curves, which still showed the Rönskoog lighthouse as it was - strict and angular.

She knew she had to give Sandra time. She had to just wait and endure the disturbing noise from the line.

The slippers made of artificial silk, embroidered with pearls, a souvenir from their holiday in Morocco, were only suitable for the high summer. Alternately, she pulled out her freezing feet and rubbed them at the ankle against other. The nail polish of the left big toe peeled off. She would have liked to go back to bed, but that was not enough. Finally, she heard her sister's breath get faster. And shreds of words that fell into it.

"Sandra?"

"It's raining silently here," the whisper was finally to be understood. "You know, Maria?"

"Yes."

"The drops do not fall from above, but hang tight in the air, so fine and so light that they just do not fall off, but they still stick to the hair and the jacket. Do you know, Maria?"

"Yes."

"As if it is white in the air, it is raining so hard, but without rain, and you can see nothing, and you do not know what's going to happen. As before in the meadow. Do you know?" Sandra broke off and her breath rattled, and finally she continued, "He is standing on the balcony."

It sounded like breathing, and now Maria heard sounds that resembled the crying of a little girl.

"Please, Sandra, you mustn't be afraid now," she said as decidedly as she could at this night's sleep. "Not now. That was all over thirty years ago, so please pull yourself together."

"Don't treat me like a retarded, little brat!"  Sandra's voice rolled over. "I'm sick of being lectured by you, do you understand me? I'm fed up with you thinking you are something better, you are treating me from above, so full of yourself as you speak to me, as if I have a screw loose. Fed up, fed up, fed up! This is the last time."

"Good, it's all right."

Sandra cried, but at least she now sounded like an adult.

"Nothing is good, nothing at all. Besides, you have a good talk. Dad is not standing at your door."

So it went back to the end of August.

Maria Feinworth glanced slowly from the dark slide back the long corridor, centimeter by centimeter, to the front door, at the glass and the mist drop glided down silently as silent rain. Behind it, nothing but thick clouds. Even this glass wasn't changed in thirty years that she now lived here, though she wanted to change it many times against milk glass or slug, which were less obvious. But then she had always left it so, and now the yew hedge had grown tall as a man, and none of the neighbors could see her.

"Do you see dad now?"

"No."

Maria Feinworth felt a sigh of relief.

"No, Maria, no, no, no! Do not come to me with your logic. I locked myself up in the bathroom. But he was still standing in front of the balcony door, and he still stands there. you know, Maria, you know!" Her voice was shrill and loud. "He's on the balcony, so I went to the bathroom and locked myself in."

Maria Feinworth tried again as calmly and firmly as possible: "There can't be anyone on your balcony, Sandra. Because quite simply, nobody can come up there. You live on the fourth floor.

Short silence on the line. Then there was again the threatening, accelerated breathing, a choppy wheeze that came to her at an even faster pace. And the tones that her sister forced out of her grew tighter and deeper, until she exhaustedly exploded to dull laughter. A deafening sound, which sounded off and came back weaker and sounded off and came back even lower. Waves on the dark Lake, which spilled over to Maria Feinworth's ear while she fixed on the dew-drops sparkled down at the door. Until it ebbed away. Was the laughter really silent? 
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