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London hotel
 
you know 
life
is full of
strange
little episodes

little incidents
you recall
after an hour
or a day
and you think to yourself

oh no
this can't be true

lately
in a London hotel
on the way
to my table for breakfast
I overheard
a married couple

an elderly
English woman
was talking to
her husband
she said

dear
I think this morning
you forgot
to flush
the toilet

to which he just
replied

oh, holy
shit!
 
Socrates, I love you, you know
 
even though I had wanted to
read
a magazine
I found myself unable
to concentrate because
two girls on the subway
kept talking right behind me
in a way
impossible to ignore

they can’t have been older
than at the most
eighteen

I’m going out with him tonight
you know
(the one girl said)
later
you know
something might happen but I
don’t know
you know

her cell beeped and I wondered how
she managed to
communicate
in writing

I would have loved
to read the message she sent
in return

he'll be picking me up
at home at eight thirty, you know
she stated

or did she
possibly
ask?

sounds great
(the other girl
who had remained silent
up to that moment
replied)
that's so exciting, you know
what I mean
He's picking you up!

sometimes
I love to tell
stories
tell some
funny things in
my own words but then
reality is
so overpowering real

curiously I changed from one seat to
another to have a 
better look at them

what time is it?
(the one girl asked looking
at her cell)
oh! my! G-d! He'll be
picking
me up so soon!
It's already four o'clock, right?
I don't know what to wear!

she looked at her friend
suddenly
completely nervous and
not knowing
what to do with her hands

he'll bring his stupid friend
(she hectically continued)
this stupid what's-his-name
(she shook her friend's arm with vigor)
I don't know his name, but I know
YOU KNOW HIM
you know

words failed me so I can't
blame
the other girl for
remaining silent again but
at last she showed her teeth and
upper jaw which
must have meant that
she was busy trying
to think

and I still don't know what to wear,
understand?

hmmm..
(her friend muttered)
when will he
bring you home tonight?
Tell me!

dunno, I gotta be home by
one, right. I can't tell you,
you know

my grammar and
language transmissions looped
the loop before they finally
broke apart

I’ll call you tonight at
around one thirty then
(she said)
but I won’t
ring more than
two times
in order not to
wake you up,
okay?


»The only true wisdom is in knowing you know nothing«
Socrates
 
why wasn't it you?
 
it happened on one of those
double decker trains
some years ago
but I keep remembering
the woman's face
until today

this confused but
at the same time
accusing
look

the train was packed and
people were standing in the
entrance areas or sitting
on the stairs

a couple about my age was sitting
next to me in the two seats
across the aisle

like most people on the train
(including me)
they were reading

despite the many people
it was comparatively quiet and
outside it was slowly
getting dark

after an hour or so
the man
(presumably the husband)
got up to
go to the restrooms

I did not
look up

still I saw at
a glance
that a moment later
someone else was
sitting down in the seat
across the aisle

when another  minute later
the man returned
finding his seat
taken
he was less amused
than me

he talked to
the man in his seat and
explained the situation until
he finally got the seat back

he sat down and looked at
his wife who hadn’t
said a word before

dear, why didn’t you
say something?
he raised his eyebrows
in disbelief

but ..
(she put on this face that
I can’t forget

also I remember how
she whispered slightly
reproachful)
I thought it was you!

it must be true
I thought
that for women
men are all the same
 
talking about 1993
 
in 1993
for some time
I felt
totally
let down
and lonely

one night
before I went to bed
I suddenly
talked to
myself
which was something
that surprised me
as I had never
talked
to myself
before

soon I found out
that once
I was talking
it was hard to stop me
unless of course
the »other me«
contradicted

so I talked
and listened

one thing
I do remember well
is that the »other me«
often sounded completely
like my mother
and kept scolding

why didn't you tell me
THAT
before?
 
lost and found in Paris
 
I walked down
this broad
lit
avenue
in the centre of Paris
one late afternoon
looking for a
certain building
to take photos of

I had looked up
the way
on a map in my hotel
but then I realized
I had taken
a wrong turn
and lost my way

so I asked
a gentleman walking by
for the right way
using slowly
my few precious words
of French

he looked at me
raising an eyebrow
and replied

like a machine gun

in French

it didn't help me much as
I had been less
confused
before
I had asked him

when he had walked on
I asked a woman
this time
in English

she replied slowly
and precisely

fortunately
in English

where are you from?
and don't you speak French?

the first question
of course
was the easier one
to answer

when she suggested
to have a coffee
together
in a bistro on the corner
I agreed

I told her about the
photos I took
the stories I wrote
and much much more

like about my life

after dinner
it was completely
dark
and I decided
to go back
to my hotel

I never found
that building
 
come in and find out
 
two years ago
in summer
I spent a few days at
the Baltic coast
in Poland

every day I enjoyed
the catch of the day
as a delicious lunch in the harbor
while for dinner
I had found a small genuine
pizza house
in an old part of town

one afternoon I returned from
an excursion and found myself
already hungry so
when next to the tourist center
I saw a Mexican fast food stall with
a ''burritos and burgers'' sign
in the window
I did not
think twice and went in

a chicken burrito and a small
bottle of water, please
I said

the waitress behind the counter
frowned

excuse me?
she asked in Polish

a chicken burrito
I repeated
pointing at the sign
in the window

she showed no
reaction

I took a printed menu from
the nearest table
and showed her

co to jest? burrito?
she asked her colleague who
prepared fries
on the back with a cigarette
between his lips

he shrug his shoulders without
looking up

sausage and fries,
she said in English
motioning at the deep fryer
behind her

after all, anticipation
is half the fun

the calzone for dinner
that evening
was even more
delicious
than usual
 
how to take the law into your own feet
 
public transit in
and around Berlin is
often
really tiring and annoying
as trains are mainly
overcrowded, delayed or
canceled right away

July 31st was a hot
summer's day and I was
on a local train from Berlin
to the surrounding countryside

the train was packed with day trippers
so I decided to stand in the baggage car with
the many bicycle owners

at the last stop before finally
leaving Berlin
a family with two more bikes and
two little children in a trailer
boarded the train

judging by their hair and clothes and
the father's beard
I could easily tell they lived a
green alternative lifestyle
which
I didn't find disagreeable
in general

when one of
the other travelers took out a
paper bag
with a burger and fries
the smell immediately swept through
the baggage car

on a hot day with so many people
that close together
I found it quite an impertinence but
I didn't speak up like
the bearded father who had just
sat down on the floor right
next to where
I was standing

he complained loudly aloud
about the consumption of meat
about global food corporations and
in particular
the disgusting smell of
junk food in the car

inwardly
I applauded but
everyone else looked
completely indifferent

while his wife with the children
must have found a place to sit
in another car
the bearded father leaned back on
the floor next to me
taking his shoes
and socks off
then putting his feet up on
the cooling bag in front of him

fortune favors
the brave
 
try again
 
we’re still
living together but
next year
he’s gonna move in with me

that’s what she said to me

instinctively I must have
bent
my head sideways as if
there was a drop of water
in my ear

it makes me look
like a thinker
I had once been told but
thinking
wasn't the reason why
I did this

it happened automatically and
I always
imagined I
would let the words fall out
of my ear like
little
drops

then when I moved my head back
into its normal position
quickly enough
the meaning of the words
would still be there and
suddenly
make sense

I see you now
also bend your heads
sideways

it never
works
 
the real truth
 
when my job required it
I had to find myself
a room
in the city for at least
half a year

the realtor's advert read

luxurious apartment,
five minutes on foot
from central station

which I thought
was perfect for me
as I wouldn't get
stuck
in traffic twice a day

even more I wouldn't need
my car
during the week

so I called her and she agreed
to meet me
the same evening after work

together we took
the streetcar until
a good
ten to fifteen minutes later
one stop after a suburban
train station
we reached our destination

the building looked old
and so did the room
there was nothing
I might have liked
about it
and so I told her

told her
the room was not
by far
the apartment
she had described

also it was not
five minutes on foot
from the central station

when I become indignant
about something
I am as stubborn as
my star sign

on foot
(she explained obsequiously
in her company's language
meant simply)
without a car

which she said was true
due to the suburban train station
on the corner down the road
the central station was only
a five-minute train ride from there

needless to say
I didn't ask her to define
»luxurious« or
»redecorated«
but took a taxi
to go back

at once
 
Afghan color
 
outside the shopping mall
there was an Oriental
rummage sale

stalls were lining
almost endlessly
along the walls of
the building

it was not
a flea market with antiques and
little treasures but mainly
cheap Asian products like
electronic gadgets
toys and watches
clothes and instant food
to sum it up
nothing
I would have wanted to take home

still one rack
caught my eye because
the carpets there looked appealing with
their reassuring colors
and patterns

an old man with a dark red
pakol and skin like
parchment
told me the carpets were
hand-knotted
in Afghanistan
in »extremely good
quality«

now I should say that I
had been to see a friend
for a coffee or two
before I came to the mall so
what I needed more than
an Afghan carpet
at that moment was
something else

thus I hurried inside and looked for
a restroom

I followed the signs and found it
at the one end
of the mall

washing my hands
some moments later I
happened to see that
the barred window
next to the washbasin
was tilted

outside there was a
large
cardboard box

a box
for carpets to be
precise

I did not find
a country of origin
given on the box but
the model of this
traditional
hand-knotted
Afghan carpet
had a name that
caught
my eye

it was called

»Florida«

cultural exchange sometimes
obviously
goes unexpected ways

tunnel of adventure
 
the memory isn't very clear but
I do remember that
when I was a child
I was excited to ride
on a subway train
for the very first time
in my life

someone must have been
with me, I assume but
I have no idea who
this might have been
my parents or grandparents
or uncles or aunts

all I remember is the first time
we drove into the tunnel while
I imagined
being on a roller-coaster ride

not that I had been
on one before
to compare

today the central station is
a junction of
several subway lines

I don't take
the subway often but when
last time
I waited down there
in the underground station
a delay for one of the lines
was announced

it fortunately wasn't the line
I was waiting for but the line
on the opposite track

a train had broken down
in the tunnel so another train
came to tow it off

when after a few minutes
the defective train was towed
into the station
I saw that
it was labeled all over
with an advertisement

it promoted a new
entertainment park,
the slogan on the train read

»the special
adventure«

when the doors opened
people poured out like after
a roller-coaster ride

how to burn your native tongue
 
my friend and I were sitting in
a tourist cafe in a nature reserve
after a long walk
through the forest

a couple in their fifties
was sitting at the table
in front of us
looking out onto
the lake

another couple arrived and
greeted
the couple in front of us

the man
was wearing sunglasses
that he took off
like a poser
when he sat down

when he took a first
greedy gulp of
his coffee
he almost choked on it
and burnt his tongue

the waiter brought
the menu

the man put on
his sunglasses again
then
took them off
once more

he reached into
the inside pocket of
his jacket and pulled out
a shiny red
spectacles case

new specs through which
I can see, you know
optical ones

he said beaming
with delight

Yup

I thought

the joy of specs

followed by a moment
of pain because
I had bitten my tongue
accidentally
at my own
pun

witch fish
 
from the large
parking lot
just outside the airport
I took a direct bus into
the city

a group of Asian women got
out of the bus through the back door
while I got on the bus
through the front door and presented
my ticket to
the driver who didn't even
bother
to care

right behind the back door
I took a seat and
just a second later
this smell
caught me
off-guard

it was like
WOW!

my first reaction
like a reflex
was to hold my nose
with a tissue

don't get me wrong
it was not
what you may think now

it was
plain
fish sauce

one of the Asian ladies
must have had it
in her luggage
and spilled or dropped it

as I love Asian food very much
I minded the smell
much less than
the rest of the people on the bus

some held their noses
some tried to
hold their breath or
not inhale through
the nose

some tried
not to gag or throw up
others tried
not to laugh out loud
about the faces
everyone was unintentionally
pulling

the smell slowly
became revolting
intoxicating
all of us

it was a hot
summer's day, the bus
had no air-con and
naturally
the bus driver refused to
open the doors
at full speed
on the freeway
no matter how often and
insistent someone complained or
threatened to throw up

when endless minutes later
we reached an
intersection exit
there was a rush-hour
tailback

the bus driver opened
the backdoor right
in front of me

a sigh of relief
swept through the bus
until
the bus
began to roll forward at
(at best)
walking speed

the slightly
filthy looking
man in a
way too warm coat in
the last row gave
a brilliant performance

he shouted

shut the f***ing door,
there’s a draft back here!

everyone was
petrified
for a second
then all heads
turned around at once

the door closed

I swear
(no exaggeration)
the guy in the last row
laughed like the insane
Jack Nicholson
in the »Witches
of Eastwick«
 
believe you me
 
voluntarily
I would never
buy kebab for myself but
when a colleague of mine
suggested we go to
a Turkish snack bar for lunch
I went along without
an objection

the owner's youngest son
leaned against the slot machine
talking to a friend who stood
right next to him

honestly, I really didn't know
it was her birthday
he said

I ordered a chick-pea kebab
of which I always thought
it was typical Egyptian
not necessarily because
it usually was as dry as the
Egyptian
desert

no joke?
the owner's youngest son
asked his friend

you really
DO know
your parents' birthdays?

some more
yogurt sauce, please
I asked the owner
wondering
how old he was

his son was
fourteen or
fifteen I guessed
the youngest one of
I don't know how many

the imam also said
how come you don't know
your mother's birthday?

he told his friend as a
reply to something
I had not heard

my colleague paid
nodded towards me and left
to find a
free table for the two of us

I got myself
a water
from the fridge
ready to pay as well when
the owner's youngest son boasted
indignantly

man, you know
what I told
the imam
you know what
I said?

he spread his arms
lifting up his head as if
he was praying to
someone above or
asking for guidance

I said:
look, you don't even
KNOW
my mother!

when I asked
my colleague
whether she knew
her parents' birthdays
she looked at me as if
she thought
this was one of
my stories
 
Roberts de Niro (is waiting)
 
want to play another
round,
he asked

she put aside her
cola bottle and
cellphone

yeah, sure! But don't make it
as difficult as
the ones before

he was a law student
she was a senior
brother and sister
it seemed to me

no politicians or sportsmen
or stuff
she added

they were traveling on the
train from Goettingen to
Berlin with me

after what I had been forced to
listen to before
I should have added

neither any
historical figures

the two were totally likable
witty and
good company
in general unless it came to
general knowledge

the quiz round before
she had just mistaken
Berlin's mayor for
a TV presenter

from the row behind them
I would have loved to help
more than once I had felt
tempted to whisper

he never needed help
he knew his sister

is it Leo di Caprio,
she guessed at random

no
he said

are we looking for
someone male anyway
she asked

no
he said

it's no help
knowing Robert de Niro then
she declared
but is she
a singer?

no
he said

it's not
Shakira then
she noted

no
he said

is she an actress
she asked

yes
he said

is she still alive?

I think so

you're sure?
she questioned

she's old now
he replied

TV or movies?
she inquired

movies
he said

do I know her?
she asked

not sure but I think
you do

do I know
her movies?

probably not

silent movies
she guessed making me
wonder
how old that would make
the actress today

no
he said
but let me give you
a hint

(my ears were pricked up
I wanted to
find out first)

she plays in
political movies

ouch
I thought
that guy's smarter than I
expected
Even I may not
know her

she once played
an environmental
activist
he continued to help

I don't
believe it
flashed through my brain while
I sank back in my seat
Good Lord
don't let this be true!

her movies are
very demanding
I don't think
you would like them
he revealed

okay
I give up
she finally announced

it's
Julia Roberts
he solved the puzzle

ah, never heard
she replied
I told you not to make it
so difficult!

my ears were
almost deaf but still
they picked up how
she remarked

so I was already
close
when I said
Robert de Niro
 
I made the long way round
(or: happy time no see)
 
every now
and then
I happen to notice
things of which
I am not sure that others
would notice
as well

let me give you
two examples

I was driving through
a city
without knowing
my way around

of course my car
didn't have GPS and
signs
in that city seemed a rare
commodity

it was a hospital
I was looking for and finally
I did see a sign which I followed
to the next
crossroad

there were
even more signs
put up on a light pole

two clearly
protruded from the others
hanging there

the blue one pointing right
read 'HOSPITAL PARKING'
while the yellow one
pointing left read
'DIRECT FUNERALS'

now that I'm
telling you this
I remember
two young women
who once sat next to me in a
departure lounge
in a train station
(I don't remember
the city)

they had greeted each other
effusively like friends who
had to make up for
a very long time
of separation

then they
sat down
beside me

you look
so happy
the one woman said
beaming at her friend

yes
her friend replied

that's simply
because
I haven't seen you
for so long!
 
poor England
 
public transit is
always
a challenge for me

unlike many others
I never use
earplugs or headphones to listen to
music from
my mobile I hardly ever
have on me
anyway

instead I listen
to what I really
don't want to hear
and that
I confess
at times with growing
enthusiasm

the one girl on the bus
to Offenbach
sat facing backwards
facing me while
her two friends (like me)
had a forward facing seat

she had a cousin in England
she told them and it turned out that
she was the only of the three who
had already
been abroad

she found this
flattering I think
so she became a little
daring and claimed that

in England they are driving on
the wrong side

one of her friends said or
asked something I failed
to catch but the best
(you know)
comes last

when I just said
daring
I meant it in a sense of
excessive intellectual
demand

she stated
more precisely

I mean
on the other side
not
backwards
 
spine-chilling
 
it was late
it was raining
it was cold and dark

I had just
bought some food at
the mall and
was driving home with
a splitting headache when
I found the road blocked by
police cars and
an ambulance

so I had to wait until
one lane was
opened up again

my headache was starting
to kill me
the flashing lights
burnt in my eyes

when I passed the
scene of the accident I saw that
a black BMW had
obviously
tried to pass a truck and not made it
back into the lane quickly enough so that
it got hit in the side

what an idiot to pass
a truck here,
I thought because
the traffic lights at
the end of the road
were always red anyway

later at home
I dropped dinner because
I felt sick

I threw up
I felt
feverish

I had no medication

numb with pain
I went to see
a doctor on duty who fortunately was
within walking distance

the rain had stopped

in the waiting room
half a dozen people were
already waiting,
my throbbing temples
were about to burst

half an hour later
I was the next one
to be called in

I leaned back in
my plastic chair with
closed eyes trying
not to think
in order not to
worsen
my headache and giddiness

right then
a man came limping in
from outside

he’s had
an accident, he said
a truck had hit his car
in the side just some
hours ago but since then
the pain in his leg
had grown

he was a short
muscle-bound man with
thick black hair and
Mediterranean looks

ah, the idiot
I thought even though I must admit
he neither looked nor sounded like one
now

the doctor called him in first
for an immediate x-ray
then finally
it was my turn

the doctor was still in
the treatment room
next door
telling the man
his spinal column
was fractured and
an ambulance was already on the way
to take him directly to
the university hospital for surgery

don’t move
an inch
the doctor warned him seriously

but
the other voice replied
can’t that wait
just a little, please
I have to take care of
my car
first thing tomorrow morning

inwardly
I shook my head

first impressions
rarely lie
 
back to nature
 
when a friend asked if I was
interested
in going on a hike through a nearby holiday area
I eagerly agreed because I
love the countryside

when I came to the meeting point
the following Sunday I saw that
everyone had
a machine
in hand

the hike turned out to be a so-called
»geocaching
adventure«

for someone not even
familiar with
his cellphone
this felt like a
quantum leap

so far my watch and
the sun had always served me
as a compass and never
let me down
(well, outside Paris that is
but that's another story)

we all walked off
in little groups
talking about technology
about satellites and
coordinates

(did I say
»we«?)

when I saw a
blue campanula blooming
on a strip of green between the trees
I thought I have a
look
offside the track

a quick look only
so that I meet my group again at
the next Y junction before they
notice I went missing

my machine beeped
LOOK AT ME!
KEEP MOVING
FORWARD!

naturally
I didn't care and
naturally things
didn't go as planned

I found chicory and
corydalis, some to my right, some
to my left

my machine beeped again
LOOK AT ME!
KEEP MOVING
FORWARD!

I found countless veronicas
a meadow saffron and
a devil's claw

my machine I had
long put away

when I arrived back
at the meeting point
late but completely happy
everyone was curious about
my beginner's luck

did you see
all these
ravishing
bell flowers
along the way?
I beamed with delight

flowers?
someone said
here in the forest?

my machine
(I had come to call it
»Geogotchi«) looked
really unhappy
with me

a red arrow kept blinking
east as if it wanted
to tell me to

go straight
to jail

save the coat
 
one Sunday over lunch
I spontaneously accepted
a friend's invitation to
a concert
in the opera house
the same night

naturally
I was looking forward to it
thus I dressed in one of
my best suits

as it was
late October
I needed an overcoat
which I took off
as soon as we arrived

in the foyer
the cloakroom assistant
took it from me
and handed me
a token

thank you
I said
looking at
her name tag

it read
»M. Oth«

what a funny name
for a 
job like this
I thought
making a
mental note of it
to write it down for
my next story collection

done
 
a girl from England
 
today I wonder
how did she get there or
how did she end up there
at last?

it was the mid-eighties
in the village I lived in
my friend and I were spending a late evening in a pub
bored and
drinking and
probably
playing pinball

suddenly she was there
beside us
speaking no word
of German

I don't remember her name
she was in her early twenties
and had just arrived
from England
a day before with
no return
trip
ticket

Rebecca
my first real girlfriend
at the age of 15
had been English, therefore
I kind of liked
English girls
per se

we talked and drank and
probably
played
pinball

she had met a German
she confessed
he had been
on a student exchange
in England
they had spent a
long hot night together
now she was there
for more, because he
had negligently
given her
his full home address
in case she ever
happened to be around

when she had arrived
the night before
he was much less
enthusiastic
than her
she had to leave
before
his girlfriend noticed
she was there

we hadn't spent
more
than an hour with her
but it was most obvious that
she was
plain
crazy
unable to think
more
than a couple of minutes
ahead
in her life
it was a miracle
that she had managed to come
and find that small place in Germany
completely on her own without
getting lost

neither my friend
nor I
invited her to spend the night
with one of us
I assume that's
self-explanatory

in our village
pubs still had to
close at 11 pm, so
before she had to
walk out
into the night
we had another last round

at that time
night
was still a place
you walked into
to spend your night there when
you had nowhere else to go

we were the last guests
we invited her
payed up
and turned to go

she smiled at the old
bar owner and said
(in German)
THANK YOU, DICKHEAD!

he looked at her with tired eyes
saying nothing
my friend looked at her
laughing out loud

not believing what
I had just heard
I put my arm around her
like best mates
asking her
to repeat what
she had said
and so she did
a bit uncertain due to
my friend's laughter

it was the only
expression
she knew in German
she said free of any care
her friend had told her
it was
how you say good bye
to an intimate friend at night

i think it's safe to say
the term »exchange student«
also has
a second meaning
 
shit
 
it was early August
I was
on the way to
a party

on the bus there was
this woman
sitting in the back row which
I noticed right away
she was stunningly
beautiful
tall
big eyes
long
black hair
suntanned

her one foot dangled
in the aisle
her smile was like from
another world

the ride was less than
fifteen minutes and as most
other seats were already taken
I kept standing by
the back door
able to look at her

when for a moment
she looked in my direction
I was sure
she looked right through me
absent-minded
I added
to her excuse

her smile was
so inviting

the steady rhythm
of the wheels made me
imagine
we were in
a proper
passenger coach at night with
her head
resting against my shoulder
perhaps even resting more
than a little
further down

her smile caused
butterflies
to rise
in my stomach

when she ran her hand
through her hair and moistened
her full lips
with her tongue
I almost got
hard
dreaming of all kinds
of body fluids
we might exchange

almost as if she had sensed it
she took her handbag and
a package from below the seat
she got up and
walked towards me
slowly
like in a dream

her smile came closer
making my heart
pound faster

the bus stopped and
still without
visibly noticing me
she got off
leaving me dreaming
in heat
until I lowered my head to
see the package in her hand
which was
a family pack of cheap
scratchy toilet paper

the butterflies in my stomach
turned to fat black flies
in a blink
body fluids replaced with
sudden constipation
I inhaled the fresh air
that came in through
the open back door
 
Medulin 2
 
she walked down the narrow
path
to the sea

she walked it down in 
her swimsuit two times
a day
once
in the morning, once
in the
afternoon

always the same remote path
by the pool

once
when it had rained
she wore pool shoes, but
mostly
she walked lithely
like a dreaming ballet
dancer
dreaming like
in
in love

I didn't know
who she was in love with
because she always walked alone

one morning she came
towards me on
the stairs
in the hotel
I discerned at last that she
looked like
my first
ever girlfriend

just
a slight similarity

but enough for
my dreams to
grow older
at once
 
Anky
 
somehow I kept remembering
her face, I don’t know why

with the years
I have long forgotten
so many other faces
never hers
it must have been
her smile
boy
what a smile!

we had met at
a barbecue with friends
some years ago
we hung out together for
a couple of nights and
stayed in touch for
another year or so until
our letters and calls became
mere holiday greetings

her birthday by the way
was august 17

I never forgot the date
still any poetry between us
became reports, with time
inquiries into the causes
of boredom and indifference

she never
wrote one of
her charming smiles
I guess I put
the one I remember
more and more often
between her lines

lately her
youthful laughter popped up
in my mind once more for no
obvious reason
I checked the phone book of
her hometown
found her name and gave her
an impromptu call

a mistake it turned out to be
She remembered the summer, she said, but
she didn't
remember
having met anyone
Also my name
she said
didn't ring a bell
Hers was Anette, she added
no one called her Anky anymore

quite astonished
almost hurt
I hung up
wondering
why she had
so openly lied

the good old times are still
so many

now
minus one
 
most wanted story
 
some nights I walked home and had to
pass the »Bermuda Triangle« on the way
a crossroad with
the town's three most squalid bars

muggings, knife fights, shootings
had already happened after dark
which is why I never felt particularly safe
when I had to pass it past midnight

to feel safer
I bought a gun to take with me
a gas pistol with a handful
of cartridges

luckily I never
needed to use it in
my defense. I don't even know
if I had used it in such a case

being great on sport at that time
I might as well have
run away

having served at the army for
one and a half years
I wouldn't have been
too shy
to defend myself, but
who knows
I may have underestimated the
other one's weapon or
(in the worst case)
even shot myself
being not familiar with the gun

one night at home I heard
a silent noise
just a cracking sound
in the hallway right outside
my bedroom

I crept out of my bed
tiptoed to the door and
locked it from inside
turning the key without a sound

naturally
my gun was locked away in
the living room on
the other side of the hallway

I heard someone empty the pockets of
my jackets, then stole away softly
down the stairs

hearing the front door creak
I hurried to the window, but
came too late

the police said
he had used a second key and
left no traces

second key, I thought
how did he get
a second key?

the only second key that existed
was in my girlfriend's handbag and
my girlfriend (I hoped)
slept safe and sound in her own bed

nevertheless I called her
woke her up and
when she interrupted her swears
for a long yawn
had her confirm the key was
still with her

I didn't have a clue

a year before, my old original
MOOG synthesizer had been stolen, but
that had been down to my own stupidity

I had given it to a fat guy for repair
only that guy turned out to be
the son of
a notorious small-time criminal

naturally my MOOG disappeared
fatman didn't have an insurance

instead he disappeared as well
soon afterwards
probably convicted for some
other cases of theft

one year later I saw a
mug-shot
on one of those »most wanted«
police shows on TV

the face looked familiar
the name rang a bell

an APB had been put out on him
after a bank robbery

I was sure he had once been
in my flat with fatman,
he was a brown-nose
his mother ran a pub in town

somehow
he must have copied my key on that day

the police told me
my call was irrelevant unless
I knew where he hid

another year later I moved away
my gun had never been fired

once or twice I had been tempted to
try it
but you don't fire a gun in your flat with all
your neighbors around
I guess

so I finally sold it to someone trustworthy
and promised
never to mention his name
in this context

as he was an Italian with
a large family
I always kept my promise
like I keep it here and now

Germans
 
it’s no secret that Germans love football
and that’s soccer
of course

it’s nothing for me, I admit I have a
different approach to sports and
entertainment

for example I love Shawn Murphy, Jessica Ennis-Hill
or the British women’s curling team
to name just a few

Baseball and American football aren’t that big
in Germany, still
there’s a national football league here
as well as American movies and TV series
in which American football plays a role

since smoking in public has widely been banned
more and more scenes in novels and movies
are now taking place in stadiums
I observed

according to
the rules
I know I'm digressing,
it's easier to blow up a stadium and kill
everyone inside than to
make love under the grandstand and
have a cigarette afterwards

but now back to sports

earlier this year
it must have been around February
I overheard two girls in their
early twenties
on a commuter train into the city

they talked about
American sports. To be precise
they talked more about American
sports bars, to which
they often accompanied their boyfriends

the cocktails, the steaks, you know

the girls really weren't 
much into sports

the one mentioned basketball
the other mentioned softball

they also have this other kind of sport
the first one said
it's really big in America
it's not softball, it's
the other one

now I was getting curious

always a bit proud of my common knowledge
this was clearly starting to
impugn my honor

I lost it

I lost, because I had negligently
failed
to take February into
my consideration

Germans

this attractive young woman had been out with
her boyfriend and his mates
to watch
what she called

a superball match

at least
they know bowling here
these days
you have to be grateful
for small mercies
 
basement days
 
daylight replaced with a color organ next to
the mirror above my bed on
the dance floor
an abandoned basement room had been the cheapest place to
spend the weekends in while I
served my duty

the color organ was microphone controlled

I liked it down there
I didn't need much at that time

a stereo, my bed and a hotplate
was all I called my own

several times my landlord complained about
the strong smell of
baked beans in the hallway on Sunday mornings

as I didn't have a fridge, love baked beans and
there was no window down there
only a ventilation shaft
what should I have done?

even my Martini didn't taste warm, so
I killed it.

the one or other friend came over
to visit, no one ever
complained about my place
being young
you don't get embarrassed that easily

the first night my girl stayed with me
she said

kisses should be green
farts red
 
basement days, part 2
 
the storeroom wasn't more than
a large broom cupboard, but
when I put my mattress into it
it fit

the door still opened half
so I could slip in, slim as
I was at that time

unlike in my room next door
there was no heating in it
in winter temperatures dropped to
five or six degrees above freezing point
I slept in a sleeping bag with
a couple of blankets

one day I brought some rolls of
florescent duct tape home

it may work, I thought
gave it a try and
pasted
horizontal and vertical bars
all through the small room

the first night my girl stayed with me
I turned off the light
she said with wide eyes

now
I'm the tiger in your cage
you're my prey

it worked, you see
 
oh lord
 
my son was about twelve years old when
one day on vacation
we spent an hour or two on a
miniature golf course

the first couple of holes were
relaxing and fun
after a previous shower of summer rain
there weren't too many people there

having played almost half the course
we had to wait for a family
to finish and clear
the next hole to be done

we were two
the family was three
father, mother and daughter
the daughter younger than my son
she was loud and wild
my son rolled his eyes and
suggested a break

having an ice-cream
I watched them play

like me, the father wasn't
particularly young anymore, but
he had long hair that he kept
in a pony tail and smoked
roll-ups

the mother was
an ecowarrior
wearing self-knit clothes with
(probably) self-made leather sandals

at least no vegan, I thought

my son and I had finished our ice-creams and
continued to play when
the mother noticed her daughter was making
a mess on her golf club

Janis! she called

oh lord, I thought
 
a lethal dose of Doris
 
if ever a woman had earned herself
the epithet »killer«
then it was her
there was
no other word for it
Doris was lethal

my friend had met her in a bar and
taken
her home with him for
a night
the night
she had completely forgotten
she was married and
had a baby

the next morning
she didn't want to leave, but
get a divorce and
leave her child behind

she was hot
she was slim
she was unashamed
only she had no talents
that required brains
she lived solely according to
her instincts
she didn't know how to cook
or clean
or anything

my friend was not amused
only he didn't have
the faintest idea of
how to get rid of her again

a week or two later he returned from work
one afternoon
kind of confused about
the police waiting for him
in front of his
apartment building

many nights we had drunk
endless Cuba Libre
and played cards until
the early morning
in his large living room on
the fourth floor
a large sliding door
led out onto
a balcony
overlooking the city's main street

my friend found his
chandelier
right on the walkway
where it had nearly missed a
group of passengers before it
hit the ground and exploded
into a million pieces

she had tried to
wipe the dust
she explained
not really knowing how
this heavy thing
got off its hooks and
cables
and flew right through the room
out the door
across the balcony
over the balustrade
down four floors onto the street

pure
magic

when he told me on the phone
I nearly laughed my head off
he didn't find it funny
he sounded almost
helpless
she destroys everything
she touches
he said

the same night
my doorbell rang and
there they were
her
with just a handbag

take her
he said
put her into your guest room
do anything you like with her
only
never
ever send her back

really
i wasn't my fault
she said lamely and
looked at me with big eyes

defenseless I agreed and
lead her upstairs to
her new room

she was still shocked
about my friend's behavior so I hoped
it was easier for me to
talk her into
a strict schedule
She needed to leave the house with me
in the morning
and not come back
before I was back
from work

it was safer
for all of us
(including the building)
not to give her
the spare key

our partnership of convenience
soon got inconvenient
at least for me
when she confessed
she missed her washing machine
even more
than her daughter

when the next evening I heard noises coming from
her room, I knocked on
her door
she opened
completely 
naked

well-formed
I had to admit
she must have noticed my looks and
momentary voicelessness

I'm cleaning, she said
that's something
I always do naked at home

if that happened to me again
today
I would most certainly
react differently, but then
I simply had no need for
a cleaning woman
especially after what had happened to
my friend's chandelier

when the next morning
I knocked again
asking her to come out and
leave the house with me
she was still naked and
still cleaning

that's strange
was my first thought
followed by a firm
WHAT
THE
F***

I did not
believe my eyes
while she laughed cheekily
like a child
hoping
to escape punishment this way

it wasn't her fault
she said
the toothpaste tube
just happened to
explode
without her
even touching it

Doris, I said,
this is where we part company
now
please, please
please go back
to your husband

in the afternoon we took a long walk through
a near-by forest
(it was a beautiful day in autumn)
the next morning I bought her a
ticket back to Cologne and personally
put her on the train to see her leave
with my own eyes

neither my friend
nor I
have ever heard from her again
which I believe is
a good thing
as none of the disasters
caused by her
made it into the national news
 
for sure
 
in the morning I left my
hotel room
leaving the maid
a tip
on my unmade bed
the way I always do
when I'm on a vacation

it had been
the first night
after breakfast
I was eager to
explore
the beach and
the sea
the breeze
was fresh and salty

for two or three hours
I walked through
the wet sand with
waves ending around
my ankles
enjoying
the freedom
and peace

there weren't 
many people there, so
I was almost alone
with eternity and
the forces of nature

around noon
the sun got
more intense
so I put on
a baseball cap
and slowly began
to walk back

before leaving the beach
some time later
I stopped at a beach bar for
a refreshing juice and
some fish as
a quick lunch

with every minute I felt
more relaxed
totally
relaxed
I closed my eyes
for a moment
thinking about
a nice
afternoon nap
back in the hotel
after lunch

the sun on my skin
felt so pleasant
still the coolness of
my room
was almost
as inviting

in front of
the hotel
I looked up to
my room
on the top floor
in the roof
and saw the maid
a young, dark-haired woman
climbing that roof to
clean the window
from outside

if she slips
she's dead
I thought to myself
when she climbed along
that small sill onto
the balcony and
back into my room

when she looked down
I showed her my key
smiled and motioned her
»my room«
she understood
waved and
smiled back

wanting to have
a coffee
I went straight in to
the hotel bar which
was deserted
the maid came downstairs
hotel bar closed
she said with
a strong Polish accent
pointing to the clock
and the sign on the wall

cleaning dangerous
I said

no
not dangerous
she laughed

I asked her how
I may get a coffee
she offered to
prepare a fresh one
for me
in the kitchen
so I sat down
for a few minutes
and waited

finally up on the balcony
I had my legs
stretched out
before me
wore my sunglasses
and began to read
another Murakami

after the first
cup of coffee
I saw stars
dancing
in front of my eyes
blurring the lines
and letters
which seemed to
slide
out of the book
stars
in bright daylight
something wasn't quite
as it should have been
my heart beat
up to my throat
I thought I get
a heart attack
from that coffee

inside I emptied
a whole big bottle
of water
lay immovable on my bed
trying to
slow down
my heartbeat

an hour later
I woke up again
immediately
checking
myself for
any malfunctions, but
fortunately
found none

after having relieved my bladder
to get the coffee
visibly
out of my system
I thought I go
for a cocktail
on the beach

in the hotel lobby
I bumped into
the maid

not dangerous
she laughed
 
unsure

the place
was fabulous
one of the finest
restaurants
I had ever dined at

as it was
still early
dinner rush
hadn't begun

across the room
a woman
reading a very
thick
book
while eating
caught my undivided attention

waiting patiently
for my food
I watched her
inconspicuously
she definitely
looked familiar
I thought
only
I didn't know why

it wasn't her hair
or was it?
it was
kinda curly
was it her big eyes
her profile?
was it her mouth
her lips
her overbite when
she smiled?
was it
the orange fingernails
her blue dress?
I didn't have
a clue

and that
I hate

back in the hotel
later
I tortured my brain
it's a habit
I seem to be
unable to kick

people whose names I forgot
people who remind me
lines from songs
sometimes
I go crazy
brooding over it
a scratch in a record
I can't turn off
or skip

her profile before
my inner eye
I knew her
I was sure
I had seen her before

obviously she had never
seen me
before
it all
didn't
make sense

I'm fooling myself here
I thought
perhaps it's just a
stupid déjà vu

she looked like
wait
I thought
and then it dawned on me

at first I felt relief, but then
I was embarrassed
about myself
I had never
thought
this
possible

oh
my
Bart

from my perspective
the woman had looked
like Marge Simpson
with shorter hair

and for such
cognition
I sacrificed
a whole
evening
of my vacation

dee
uuh
emm
bee
me
 
roy o.

I always preferred
Cyndi Lauper's version of
»I drove all night«
to the original version
which is due to
approximately
a ton of
sweet memories
of Heidi

there's hardly
a song
from that time
that's not
lovingly
connected to her or
that at least
reminds me
so pleasantly
of her
the 'legendary' one

quite some parts of
my past
were good parts
special times or
periods that will always be
worth remembering
crucial times
of waking up
of leaving
my cocoon

my world was warm
and beautiful
when Heidi was
its center
my whole
feeling for life
has never
ever been
more intense

we parted some time, but
a lot of her
remained
in poems
in me
in the
beauty of
the world

»I drove all night«
has become
one of my classics lines
especially
those days I'm running
through tunnels
on empty
I once had thought
the same
about some of my own
lines or poems, but
it's the music
I assume
that makes the difference
 
sudden sweat

it was one of
the hottest days in
the city
last summer

I had walked through a
large part of
the crowded city center
on a Saturday
on foot when
I came across
a huge
drugstore of
my favorite chain

there was nothing I needed
in particular but
I walked in anyway
not at last to
cool down for
a minute

right in front of me
a couple
in their twenties
walked into
the store

she wore
a mini skirt, he
wore denim jeans
and dirty old trainers

they both looked
sloppy or
(sorry to say)
even slightly vulgar

a short time later
I met them again
between personal hygiene
and perfume

she
carried an armful of
cosmetics while he
simply looked
a little lost in
the aisle

blame it on the heat but
when I had a closer
look at him
he looked more scruffy
than bad and I
wondered for a second
how he might be looking
clean, well-dressed and shaven

she said something to him
I didn't hear but
what I did hear
was his distinct reply:

I don't want
no deodorant, he said
I want
something male

having come into
the store
without a clear idea
of what I may need
I suddenly knew
it certainly
wasn't a deodorant

it made my day
 
king for a day
(in the 1970s)

in school
I was
(well…)
trying to be
fine
like everyone but
today there's not much
I particularly
remember

except for
the very last night
after the ball
when I ended up
totally
washed out

pissed
for the first time

I kept telling
everyone
about the
platform boots
I had received
on my sixth birthday
and that had made me
king
of the playground
for a day

so much about
perfection of
education
and maturity at
the end of
your schooldays

Turkish

I saw this woman
in the airport
on my way
to Turkey

she was small
almost fragile
but dressed
in noble
black
designer clothes
and jewelry
which made me
look at her
more closely

her age was
indefinable
between 30 and 40
I should say

her face looked kind of
oriental
so I assumed
that she was Turkish

a woman
with influence
a business woman

we sat
two rows
from each other
in the departure hall

she reached for
her cell to
make a call

I heard her speak
something
that must have been
Turkish
and I was surprised that
her voice sounded
so young

when she talked
she talked with
enthusiasm
and bright
smiles
and the voice of
a young
boy

I got the feeling
that I had instantly come
to like this elegant woman

minutes later
when we boarded
she walked past me
(as she traveled first class)

I noticed
she was wearing
bright red
biker
boots
 
about students on the bus and the future,
part 1

one late afternoon
I was waiting
at a bus stop
right next to
a young woman
who was reading
a newspaper

a few moments
later
another young woman
came sneaking up to her
from behind
surprising her
with a hug

with delight
she looked at her
and kissed
her cheeks
the way that
Russians
greet each other

Hey
the first one said
I haven't seen you
for a long time

to which the second one replied
with a very
thoughtful look

Yeah,
I also haven't seen
YOU
for a long time

they were students
it crossed my mind
and I didn't think
about it
any further
until
I was
on the bus

about students on the bus and the future,
part 2

on the bus
there were two
male students
sitting right
behind me
talking

about their mothers
and their girl-friends
(in this very order)
about high school days
and about how much
the parties
had changed
these days

it should have
made me
think

You know
said the one student
in a black suit and tie

my big dream is
to travel to
Australia but
this continent is so big
that you can drive around
all day
for weeks
and still never get to see
everything
you would like to see

Oh,
his fellow student said after
a moment of reflection

why do you go
by car then?
I mean ...
you can
fly to Australia
and rent a car
there
when you arrive!

this was the moment
I got really
deeply
worried
about the future
in this country

 
Oscar

when I returned from
a two week trip to
the US
there was a new
Caribbean looking
barista working in my
Sundime
coffee house next door

she looked handsome though
perhaps
a few years younger than me
which I thought wasn't
something
I couldn't fix

normally I'm not
after young girls but she
really looked worth
an adventure
among neighbors
so to speak

the next afternoon
I studied
her physiognomy
over a coffee
following
her movements
as an attempt to
have her look
into my eyes
very well
knowing that
my open shirt and
me being taller
guaranteed she would
have to look at least
twice
to see them

another day later I
smiled at her trying to share some
of my good mood and high spirits
with her

I asked her
what she liked
to recommend that day

I like my coffee black
with a little sugar
she said
which I thought was
kind of bold and bad for business
as I had hoped she might
encourage me to try
some daring new creation
or specialty

at least she handed me
my black coffee showing
perfect
white teeth which made her
even more
irresistible

of course I poured milk
into my coffee
as soon as
she looked away

when I left
she looked into
my eyes and
wished me
a nice day

needless to say
I was back
the next morning

a black coffee with
a little sugar, please
I was about to
say with a Sunday smile when

wordlessly ignoring me

she turned her head sideways
to her fellow barista
telling him
she just remembered she
had forgotten to roll in
the dustbin from outside

without a look she left so that
distraught and without thinking
I ordered a chai latte wondering

do I have
a hairy green face to
remind someone of
an empty dustbin as soon as
I walk in?«

do I smell?

now I still think of her
every now and then when
I scrunch up a paper cup and
throw it away

also the staff
in the bistro round the corner
is much more
considerate and
age-appropriate

 
abandoned gardening fish

a friend of mine
had called me the night before
and invited me for dinner
to a hotel restaurant

we hadn't seen each other
for a long time so I was really
looking forward to meeting her
again

in front of the hotel I waited for her
for more than 20 minutes
but she did not
show up

as it was winter I slowly started
to freeze and get angry

people passing by
began to look at me

I wore a thin black suit under my coat
and did not want to know exactly
what people were thinking
about me in this
specific
outfit
walking up and down
outside a hotel

as I do not like cellphones
and never take mine with me
I didn't know if my friend had called
excused herself and left a message
on my mailbox

finally
I went in alone

the reserved table for two had already
be given away
and as many people were waiting
for a table
over at the bar
the waiter asked me if I minded
being seated at one table with two elderly ladies
who wouldn't mind

hungry as I was
I agreed

inside me I was still angry
about my friend who didn't show up
and secretly wondered
if voodoo dolls might really work

I ordered a fennel salad
grilled swordfish and
when it was served I realized that
the two ladies were talking about
gardening

they had been ignoring me all the time
and kept ignoring me now and talked and
talked about
gardening

when I took the second bite
of the fish
which was delicious
the one lady said

do you also have problems
with these little worms?

oh,
the other one replied
these little slimy ones?
they're a real plague this year!

this way I learned that if ever again
a friend keeps me waiting
I will either go home at once
or save
the reserved table for two
solely for myself

 
you talk about nature

when I'm on my way
in a big city
I often find how different
people are
in a big city

as I grew up
in the countryside
I sometimes
feel sorry for
especially the young ones who
have to grow up without
a natural
green surrounding
without clean air

it's of course none of
my concern but every
now and then I feel a kind of
urge to talk to
a random person I bump into
because I feel I know
what the future
has up its sleeve
for him or her

early pregnancy
dropout
obesity, booze
unemployment
junk food
divorce or lining up on
poverty line

the one girl in
the ice cream parlor
for example
had nice features
yes
she looked kind and sensitive
in an almost childlike way of
behaving

still her clothes
were a little crude

she wore them with style
like a
second skin
like a uniform of
the underprivileged

her girlfriends
wore the same clothes but
they looked less good
in any respect

like guards around
the queen bee

no busy bee ever
reads a book or
listens to Mozart
of course

when a Latino guy
about their age
approached and
addressed them
queen been instantly
stung

don’t you dare
to talk to
a woman
with a face like that!

she didn't
pronounce
the words properly but spoke
in imprecise sibilants
adding an aggressive

you better learn proper
English first,
you missed hap of nature!

call me
what you like even
a country pumpkin but
regardless what
the future
has up its sleeve for me
the city will never
really
be my world
 
to Lily
 
when in 1994 I had returned from
the war in the Balkans
one of my
senior co-workers kept telling me
about her home help
a Croatian girl
called Lily

in fact her name
wasn't Lily, but my co-worker
said
she had such a strange name that
it was impossible
to keep it in mind
let alone pronounce it
(she really
wasn't very good at that)

so we called her
Lily

Lily here
Lily there
Lily everywhere

my idea of her
was a romantic one
fueled by
all these lovely stories about
her and all the things
she was reported to have done
or said in
her broken German

I imagined
where she might have come from
how
she might have lived
imagined the clothes she
might be wearing
(light blue shirts and Adidas superstars)
imagined her laughter
her messy black hair after getting up
in the morning
and so much more

sometimes
I remembered her
in places
I had never seen
like I
had never seen her

one day she quit

a month later
some other
home help
was employed
again it was
a Croatian girl

for the sake of
simplicity
we named her Lily 2

my co-worker invited me
to meet her in person
and all I can say
all I remember
is that she was wonderful
a good-looking
always positive and
kind young woman
dressed in black
after her father
had passed away and her mother
had been transported to
a concentration camp

she would have had
every reason
to go crazy
with grief
or fear
instead
she worked
and believed

Lily 2 and I stayed in touch
we met once
in a while
just to have
a coffee together

at the end of the year
her mother was released from
the camp in
an act of grace for Christmas
she came to live with
her daughter

would you care to
spend new year's eve with us?
Lily 2 called to ask
explaining she may
go out for an hour or two that night so
I would be alone with her mother
for some time

she asked so kindly
that I eagerly agreed
I spoke a few words of Croatian and
understood even a few more, but
it wasn't enough for a conversation
not by far
it was simple
tourist
level

for new year's eve
Lily 2 had cooked a
traditional
Croatian dinner, served with
the traditional
high percentage
drinks

we had a good time until
some time before midnight
she left
like she had said she would

her mother was a quiet person, but
she felt like talking
it must have been
the fireworks
the sounds of
shots and explosions
that scared her after all
she had been through

she talked about
the camp she had been sent to
about torture and pain
beyond my imagination
about humiliation
of the worst kind
we were lower than chicken
in a chicken farm
she said
and cried

I knew these camps existed on
both sides of the border and I had read
what happened inside
they didn't want
their prisoners to survive
and treated them accordingly
doing their best
to make it slow
and painful

the few words
I had understood of her report
were more than enough for me
I had probably missed 95 percent
of what she said
it was a blessing

Lily 2 so deserved a night out
a few hours of forgetting and
leaving everything behind
knowing
home was still there
the next morning

what did I know?
what
do I know?

all I know is
her name wasn't Lily 2
now
I wish
I still remembered
her real name
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