
In that corner cafe, 
where I have apricot croissants, 

I think: 
was I in Berlin or Italy?
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The whole time I was in it, I felt 
it was too fast. Things moved in 
some Berlin place where love is 
sharp and temporary like every-
thing else, there is uncertainty 

and too much choice, in all its variants. But I 
had eyes for nothing else, it was all I could see, 
all I wanted to imagine. And then there were 
moments where everything stretched. On the 
carpet in my room, I laid down and waited 
forever. I felt my whole body and I was so pres-
ent. Trains passed by and my mind was blank, I 
was just waiting. Or rather just being. With no 
dreams or in a dream. A knock on the window 
broke it apart and time snapped back to its 
usual speed. 

These moments grew larger when there was 
nature around. It is hard to believe that we 
met in Berlin, not in the forest. There was a 
large metal gate that opened slowly and I wore 
a dress and picked apples to the edge of it. The 
church bells echoed for a while. Earlier in the 
summer we had picked rhubarbs together and 
you chopped them one by one. The speed of 
our families seemed way too fast. We sat long 
after the BBQ and the cake, the sun never went 
down. Little words and a lot of time. Discussing 
why people move so fast. And then the 
mosquitos showed up, always anywhere we 
went, too many of them. Flying always at the 
same speed. My movements had to grow faster 
to catch them.
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And then came Venice at its own pace. And  
the split of time widened its gap. As if space,  
as well, would have started to alter. I peeked out 
of the window on a stormy night while  
the others were chatting in the kitchen. I could 
hear the murmur of the talk. But I could not 
tell, if this moment was part of the timespan  
of my life. Was it way before? Or way after? 
The streets were narrow and painted with  
generous brush strokes. I felt the ground waving 
the same way as on the day I was afraid for 
my life. The day I was sailing through a storm 
with waves larger than me. My whole body was 
shivering when I reached land and it shook the 
same way now. I remembered that this city was 
built on water and a wave of fear seized me. His 
body was there on the bed and mine besides 
his. I shivered and fell asleep, before I returned 
from my memory.

My perception of time cannot tell if the  
following events took place a day later or had 
years passed by. Was it our wedding anniversary 
when we sat there in the beige colour restaurant, 
distant and discussing the design of tableware. 
We were older, much older, but yet we swam on 
the beach for the first time. I could feel the  
water pushing me around. And I knew I never 
wanted to leave the water ever again. Just to 
stay there and play, jump the waves and let 
them brush against my nipples, making me 
excited. I always think of the waves when I give 
myself pleasure, I told him. I felt my lips turning 
purple and my body shaking and my mom was 
calling my name on the shore. I had forgotten 
everything else and dove under a wave.
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Next thing I know we stood there on the same 
beach and I had a bottle of wine in my hand.  
I could not tell if it was rain or large crocodile 
tears falling down my face. Or was it his wet 
face pressed against mine? But everything was 
damp. So we hugged in the rich happy sadness. 
A distant sound of saxophone appeared and 
people were talking far far away. I could feel 
the time snapping back to its normal speed. For 
once. And then the boat came to pick us up, to 
take us back home. I sat there on the late night 
vaporetto looking at all the people. They had 
stopped being people, but turnt into moving 
shapes. And it seems like he, too, had become 
nothing more but a moving shape. Me too. So 
I watched us from a distance. The shapes that 
formed lips moved, but I would have not gotten 
a word even if I understood the language. Our 
shapes were very beautiful, I thought, but I felt 
nothing. So I stood up and stared into the dark 
night waves wrapping from the edge of the 
boat. They wrapped always in the same speed, 
only the intensity and force changes. 
And I was not afraid.

all memories are co-authored...


