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Foreword

Originally published: Tuesday 10th January 2006

Hi, you lot out there!

My name is Wilkie Goldentongue, and as I'm not a real living person,
you won'’t ever come to know me personally.

However, you’ll be able to enjoy (or not enjoy, be that as you like
it) the things I'll write here. I won’t even tell you if I'm a real user of
this forum or have just found this happy place to drop my stories like
a bird of prey always finds himself something to eat, thus securing the
life for himself and his family.

As you may have noticed, I'm English, however, I can understand
some pieces of German (enough to be able to use this thingy here, that
is).

But now, I've told you enough about myself. The story will speak
for itself, it’s mine. You may call it my autobiography (or a short
history of my life, or my life in a nutshell,...), if you like to do so.

Time is valuable, and we are to use it wisely.

Read the following stories, enjoy them, add your own impressions
and learn more about yourself, this world and me. Please feel free
to retell these stories, as they are the only thing I'll ever tell you,
so don’t ever ask for more. As I see, your Admin has opened this
thread under the condition only to write texts, tell stories or write
down real experiences. I've always searched for such a possibility to
express myself, and as I'm unable to start something like that on my
own, I'm glad to be allowed to use this forum. I'm looking forward to
discussions in other threads, if you like these texts. I thank you to be
allowed to join this small group of people.
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1 Introduction

Originally published: Tuesday 10th January 2006

It was a normal day, influenced by the number nine, a strong, impressing
one. Thus, he tried to control his thoughts, not to give away something
of his real personality, trying to conceal as much as possible to ensure
the possibility of his own future. He entered the bus, as he did every
morning, and took the same seat he took every day, when he went
to school, that is. The next action he had to do was to look around,
in the steady hope of finding somebody who would accept his look
and answer him, simply by not looking away or feeling that she was
watched. His hope wasn’t fulfilled, but that was part of the daily
ritual. Finally, he turned to look out of the window, seeing the same
houses passing by, the same cars and the same numbers on their plates.
Nothing changed, though everything was changing continuously. Not
a thing was going right, but he did'nt really expect that fact to change.
While the bus moved, he watched the people going or running outside,
the small cute lights that threw masses of photons on the faces of the
children behind the windows of their homes, them eating the breads
their mothers had prepared for them. They already looked at the
watch, as if in a hurry, calculating the amount of minutes they had to
sit before they joined the others outside to reach the bus.

Once, he was one of them: Living as if every day was the same, as
if nothing changed or could be changed. Now, he had changed for
the worse: He was thinking, the biggest crime one can commit. If
somebody wishes to understand the world, he first has to understand
himself and his fellow men. That was something nobody could manage
without strong, uncontrollable feelings of pain, but he was one of the
rare people who managed to hide these emotions and smile all the
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time without ever giving away anything of himself. That was the
only thing that had protected him up to today, and all the same, it
was the only thing that he felt would kill him one day, if he didn’t
change. Her house passed; He had a close look at it, for him it was
all different: It seemed to be the only coloured thing outside, the only
thing having an own personality. He discovered her car in front of the
house and wondered if she was still eating or already on her way to
it. He would never know, as the moment passed and he wouldn’t ever
dare to ask her. A short, afraid look in the direction of the building,
followed by a small shot of pain right inside his brain and his guts
— that was part of the everyday-ritual — and he tried to look away,
to conceal the short moment when he had been unable to control
himself. She was the person that had changed him, and fate would
decide if she would ever know. He hoped for it, but didn’t believe
she’d ever find out about his love for her. She had a boyfriend, he
knew him: A serious, but happy boy, he seemed to have a good sense
of humour, but he also had a quite determined look: something he
himself could have, too; but he knew he wasn’t determined at all,
pretending everything but being unable to make up his mind to find
his own opinion. That was his biggest fault, and it all had begun when
he was quite young: He didn’t wan’t to go outside, not seeing a sense
in jumping around and smashing windows with balls. He didn’t have
real friends, though he tried everything to get some. Finally, he was
the friend of his teachers and they were his best friends, too. The only
other people that liked him were these who were excluded from the
groups of sympathy (you’d rather call them ‘gangs’) that represented
the majority. He made presents, he helped every way he could help,
but that made it even worse: He didn’t happen to know the power
unrestrained envy could unfold, if the valves to this all-destructive
emotion had been opened once; He was an innocent boy, somebody
who really believed in what he said; He believed in God, and this belief
was one of the single powers they couldn’t take away from him. They
couldn’t even touch it; others were to come to take that one away, or at
least to cast off a fundamental change in his sight of the world. Thus,
his self-conciousness was destroyed, when he was still young; he became
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a quiet boy, in short: A pupil trained to play the role of the adult,
just missing the authority of one and thus being left to endure the
physical and psychical pain he was thrown into by the people calling
themselves his friends. That was his youth; he was traumatized before
he ever experienced real feelings, and these came to melt the block of
ice that had built up around his heart, but destroying the rest of his
inner stability, too. Nevertheless, the illusion of a strong person, so
strong that no storm would ever be powerful enough to stop him from
standing up to it, was perfect; He was different to everybody, and as if
he was a computer, he had different profiles that started themselves
in regard of his environment. If several of these were activated at the
same time, he had a problem; but up to now, he’d always managed
that situations, too. He seemed to react exactly the best way one could
expect him to act; It had been hard work for him to be able to do
that trick, but now he had different opinions when he was in contact
with different persons, and all the same, he seemed to be something
individual. He wasn’t a human being anymore; He’d devoted himself
to his environment, he’d given up his life for the sake of the others;
that seemed to be his fate, the final fulfilment of his life. Up to the
day everything changed; the day she walked into his life as a bunch of
happiness and innocent, but guilty destruction. ..

Life is full of pain; accept it to be allowed to feel happiness.
— W. G.

Never believe that something will finally sort out right —
it won’t.

— W. G.






2 The Beginning
or: the day he heard HER name

Originally published: Tuesday 10th January 2006

Hello again! It’s time to continue the story, as my present
is changing faster than I can type this story, and I haven’t
even told you the beginning. . .

It was a normal day. A nice day. Also for him, as he had changed to
another school some time ago, and his profiling system soon gave him
the chance to be everybodies and nobodies friend, the only way he’d
found to be accepted by other children, because that’s what he was: A
child. At least, to anybody he knew. You must know, he normally was
no person to remember something word by word or the exact place
where something happened; but that day, that moment when he heard
her name for the first time — even though it was just her surname —
was something he would never forget. He remembered the exact place,
the position of the sun that shone on his back, while he faced the other
direction and simply heard two of the pupils that were in his class
talking about two girls who newly moved somewhere near (the two
boys didn’t tell where THEY came from or where THEY went, and
a long time was to pass till he’d find out about that). At that moment,
he just felt kind of special when hearing that names; they somehow
sounded important, and he couldn’t help but remember them. And
the situation when he heard them was saved in every detail on the
harddisk every human being owns, but few of them really use: Our
brains. At that time, he decided to suck in all information concerning
these two girls; he wasn’t yet able to decide which of them was so
important to ring a bell in his conscience, and he wouldn’t learn before
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one of his most fatal errors had become a fact nobody would ever be
able to change again.

About one year, nothing happened; his method that included profil-
ing and sending a special kind of profile to his ‘friends’ worked, and
soon he was accepted at his new school, often asked for help with
homework or ‘other problems’ He couldn’t help but give this help,
and be happy about it. This was his only joy at that time, and it over-
whelmed his emotional experiences until then. ‘Friends’ everywhere
around him, calling his name, asking questions; but just about school,
a sad fact he ignored on purpose. But if one happened to ask him
somebody about himself, he always remembered it and this person
was marked as somebody special for him. Soon, he had something
you’d call his ‘best friend’; well, he was, even in an objective view.
Who wouldn’t like somebody pretending to be perfect, somebody who
really seemed to know everything? Well, everybody did, but only
few people want to be friends of such men. So finally, he had a best
friend, and on one occasion he was talking to him, discussing a topic
he can’t remember today; for him, it’s about the third of his life ago.
But like before, he can exactly remember where the sun was located;
THEY couldn’t be seen clearly, as he had to look into this gigantic
source of light if he wanted to see THEM. Blinded as he was, not
knowing what he did expect to see neither noticing he wouldn’t ever
be able to see completely clear again, he saw two girls; he saved their
voices for eternity in the part of his brain that would never forget a
thing, though he didn’t know their names nor recognize their faces.
In that position, they looked the same to him, and they had heard
the discussion, supporting him by calling his nickname, urging him to
enforce his will, the thing he didn’t own anymore. He decided with the
logical part of his conscience to regard these two as two silly children,
who liked to make fun of him, and didn’t ever remember this moment
even when he knew them, their names and the places where they lived;
the time of remembrance was yet to come.

Making the connections between names and faces had always been
a problem for him, and thus, it would take him an even longer time to
recognize THEM as it would have taken another boy; but when he



2 The Beginning: or: the day he heard HER name

knew them, he would have been able to FEEL if they were near and
he could tell you who was who from such a far distance you couldn’t
notice a single feature. But this knowledge hadn’t come yet; he didn’t
know nothing about his future, and he wouldn’t know till some years
would have passed.

Think only of the past as its remembrance gives you pleas-
ure.

— Jane Austen (1775-1817), Pride and Prejudice

(if you’re a masochist — comment by W.G.)

A friend asking you to do something for him is no friend —
a friend asking you to do something for yourself is a good
friend.
- W.G.






3 The first Beginning

Originally published: Wednesday 11th January 2006
Hi, again!

I didn’t have a lot of time to write the last day; thus, I'll
now try to write a bit more; the story is long enough, but
time isn’t. But one thing, I just want to tell you before
I start to go on; in that text, I think, the persons I'm
talking about will be able to recognize themselves, and as
that is so, I want to tell them one thing if they happen to
stumble into this place (which is quite improbable): Please
don’t talk about this thing, and don’t think about it (if
possible), until it’s finished. This may take some weeks
or even months, as I won’t be able to write as much as
I'm writing now every day; currently, I pretend to be on
holiday and there’s enough time to try rescuing my soul
and my life by writing this.

Today was the day he’d looked forward to: Everything seemed to be
right, the signs of an upcoming meeting or a happy event together with
HER seemed inevitable; but as hopes are never fulfilled, he would just
see her twice, being able to smile at her and watch how she smiled
back at him. Once, she even embraced a guy he didn’t know, but now,
it seemed as if he didn’t care. He had two reasons for that: First,
yelling at the world that he loved her (even if he only did that by
writing into a forum none of his friends knew) made things easier. A
lot easier. He asked himself if he had stopped being in love, and he
couldn’t escape quite a negative answer, as she’d ignored him for quite
a long time, even if one overinterpreted every single action she took.
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Secondly, she had at least one homosexual friend and embraced many
persons; yes, she’d also embraced him, ONCE. (which didn’t mean he
was homosexual, as you could figure out on your own while reading
that story, but gave him the terrible feeling that she thought so, and he
had no power to change that without having to hurt her feelings and
destroy their friendship, if there was such a thing existing in the cruelty
of love). But that was a long time ago; well, not so long, just about
a quarter of a year, but things had changed till then. She’d told him
once that hope dies last, but who didn’t know that saying? He liked
it, but he knew that sometimes a hope that died is better than a hope
that’s alive, because hope and pain are feelings of quite the same kind;
at least, finally, when things had sorted out. Well, things won’t ever
sort out, he knew that; the entropy of the universe was never to be
reduced, maybe excluding the moment of the final outburst of energy
to destruct everything; that was the way he felt, and he knew that he
had to act, otherwise quite a similar outburst of thought would crush
his life and render him a dead person or even worse: A person without
soul.

But we’ll now go back to see how the first blow on his already shaken
soul started to develop and finally crippled it; and the inevitable chaos
that started to be hidden beneath his forehead. It was the day of a kind
of feast, and we’re not really interested in the reason for that party;
we’ll just know that he was there; and that THEY were there, too.
He’d gotten to know them, several short encounters led him to be able
to differentiate their faces in the masses, and he could recognize the
voices; he still encountered a special feeling that he couldn’t localize;
not knowing where this powerful emotion came from, he thought
he simply loved THEIR character, their happy, ‘easy goin” way of
living. They cared for everybody, and seemed to be the best friends,
though they were completely different. He wanted to know if there
was something below that ‘shell’, below that profile they presented;
he thought of his own profiling system, and decided to try to reduce
it to reality while he was with them. Yet, there remained the ‘DAY
OF SELECTION’; he had to decide into which of them to invest his
feelings. And that DAY is the day we’re currently looking at, the day

10
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that destroyed his life and’ll perhaps render it impossible to go on.

But before we go into detail, we’ve got to add something, some part
of him we’ve really paid not enough attention to until now: After
reading his story, one’ll notice that he sucked in and saved every detail
he encountered, and sometimes even the exact words he was told or
told himself; his eyes and his ears, all of his senses, didn’t miss a
thing concerning the creatures he loved more than himself. But as
nobody noticed that special ability of his, he kept it for himself and
thought that the fact that he normally couldn’t remember a word of
a conversation with a ‘normal’ person — as long as it didn’t come to
them — was the main proof that he was in love, hopeless in love. And
he seemed to be right, as all tests he knew were positive: Thinking of
the person in question with closed eyes without intending to do that
consciously; waking up at night or even being unable to sleep because
of steady thinking about ‘the one’. But the ‘selection’ was one of his
biggest faults, if not the biggest he’d ever make: Finally, he gained two
friends that you could name ‘real friends’, taking into account that he
was a boy and they were girls; but he lost his chance to love and be
loved by the single person on earth that was related to him by soul,
a chance a human is rarely offered. The worse was the feeling that
overcame him, haunting in his dreams at night, when he’d realized it
was too late......

But we’ll come to that later. First, there was the ‘selection’ itself,
and the sense and simplicity of it destroyed every future for emotions,
while — at the same time — it maybe was the only way to make
emotions possible for him at all.

As one may imagine, the small boy without any experiences simply
had a look at both of them (You’ll notice that I'm accentuating
them less as time moves on; that’s a result of the presently changing
situation). But as he wasn’t an ordinary boy, he didn’t use an ordinary
look; he watched for quite a long time and decided who of THEM was
Sense and who was Sensibility. He soon noticed that the one — we’ll
call her G. for the moment — seemed to be obviously sensitive and
sparkled with emotion, while the other one — we’ll call her O. for the
moment — seemed to be thinking logically and lost in her thoughts.

11
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Though he preferred the more sensible, but sensitive type at first, he
decided he wouldn’t ever receive a chance to be the friend of either of
them; for that reason, he decided to select the less obvious one and
stop thinking about it for the moment. That decision lasted quite
a long time, but it was broken the moment he really saw their faces
and drank in every detail he could get. That was the time when he
understood what the following lines meant:

And when I saw her face,

I was a believer. .. ...

(refrain from a now quite old English song, which is still
famous, but nobody I know listens to it, really)

You must know something special about him: You told him a name, and
he could tell you the special colour of that person. That was another
one of his special gifts that would only make his experiences worse;
he could make out everyone he knew by just looking at something he
/ she owned, at least concerning the persons he really liked. It was
the same for him with smelling their scents or hearing their voices;
He wouldn’t fail to recognize somebody even if a mass of people was
around him, and if he really wanted to find out about one of his fellow
creatures, he was even more sensitive. All of us sense a lot of signs and
feelings we do not fully understand, but people who listen for these
hidden treasures are rarely to be found. He was one of them, soon
investing all the rest of feelings he had in his dreams of a better future.
But his selection wouldn’t be worth a penny as he’d find out later,
when he received the message that one of the two persons in question
(O. the one he’d selected) had just found a new boyfriend, and this
relationship seemed to be really fixed. As his decision wasn’t really
fixed at all, he decided to stow away her record in his brain, encrypted
and far away, out of reach in one of the corners of his brain. THAT,
then, was his real fault and proved to be his sentence.

Now, the investment of feelings began; subconsciously, he knew
something had ringed a bell when he saw O. first, but he didn’t notice
that until it was too late. The signs that begged him to open up the
secret feelings he’d packed away were ignored; everything he tried to

12
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forget or to ignore was ignored properly, completely and impossible to
be brought back into focus again. Up to then, as he finally changed,
too, when the secret door was broken by the cruel mass of ignored
feelings, just when it was too late......

As a consequence of his new decision to worship G., he did so. They
became friends, though he overinterpreted everything about her. He
survived a period of soul-breaking, depressive feelings, so strong he
believed — he knew — he would die soon if he didn’t receive any sign
from her. Well, he received signs: Signs of friendship, and signs that
she was in love though she didn’t have a boyfriend, but she was in love
with somebody else, and he’d be the only person to find out about
that, as the male person she loved was nearly hated by O., and nobody
ever put the pieces of information she gave passively — and once even
actively — together. He did, and he ignored the results, something he
was doing quite perfectly. He received a kind of positive reaction, when
fate allowed him to talk to her several times, and when she once was
completely alone with her; but he wasn’t able to say a word, and she
didn’t, either. The valuable seconds passed, and perhaps it was lucky
that it went this way, but he didn’t feel like that at this time. The only
thing he felt was a pressure he was putting on himself: the pressure to
say something, just A WORD to escape this vicious circle, but the
more pressure there was, the harder he tried, the less he was able to do
anything about it. He managed to end his depressive attitude, and he
finally was happy again; but that was a result of a new friendship he
started with O., but as he didn’t ever think of loving her, he continued
to invest all his feelings in G., though he only received weak signals of
friendship.

Love hurts. .....

Some fools favour happiness; blissfulness; togetherness;
some fools fool themselves I guess

but they’re not fooling me.

(extract from a famous English song that’s now regarded as
quite old)

Stop searching forever, happiness is just next to you.

13
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(from a small fortune cookie program)

14



4 The Roots of Evil

Originally published: Thursday 12th January 2006
Hi, I'm back again!

As the last story was quite long, this one will be a bit
shorter (just a bit); on the other hand, I'll try to improve
the quality of my language. So just one thing: Enjoy it!
(No, I don’t run out of ideas; I only run out of the courage
to remember, as such hard pain is difficult to endure.)

Today was the day he had feared: The day after the day that should
have been perfect. However, as fate always does, it betrayed him: This
day was better than the last one, but finally, he didn’t really enjoy it,
as he seemed to hang around with the wrong crowd. To the normal,
untrained eye of a human being he would have looked happy, enjoying
these people, but if there ever was to be a person that understood
him — THAT is to say, the person everybody all out the world is
searching for — she would have noticed he was just pretending, hoping
to be beamed away every second. Of course, he wasn’t; His profiling
system was built up so perfect that no doctor could find out what he
really felt, as all the endorphines and hormones that give us living
creatures the strange feeling of happiness could have been found in his
blood. But in a secured area of his brain, he was ill, sick and feeling
blue, something only one person could have changed, but this creature
was sitting some rooms away. Of course, he could have joined her to
watch what she did, but he had noticed that fate wouldn’t give him a
chance of being talked to. And finally, he had told her and her best
friend about a possible meeting at the place where he dwelled at that
moment, but both had forgotten, and he was not to be the person to

15
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remind them. Enjoying themselves, they were ingored by him in the
part of his brain he could control; but his emotions were yet to be
killed.

I guess you all want to know what had happened, who the persons
were we caught him thinking of and if he would ever be happy again; I
can just answer the first two questions by telling you everything he
knew, but the last one still is to become reality under the cruel, but
fair influence of the hand of fate.

We’ll now go back to the point where we’d stopped; he had just fallen
in love with G. and was now to be controlled by his emotions. However,
we all know that pretty women can be roots of evil without knowing
what they’re doing or intending it; if you didn’t ever experience that,
you’ll now.

We'll ignore for the moment that he thought of her about 80 % of
the time, while surprisingly, his marks didn’t change for the worse;
we’ll also ignore his dreams, as today, he’s already stowed away nearly
all of them and neatly arranged the packet in a corner of his mind
where he would never stumble into it again, though this was another
trauma that still influences him today. What we’ll look at are his
encounters, his first contacts, and we’ll analyze some of them to find
out about his way of thinking.

Looking back, it happened quite fast: After knowing and secretly
loving her for about half a year — the time he was captured in the
depression — he made real contact for the first time. This included
finding out about her character, her style of talking and the art with
which she selected her words; the way she cocked her head to the
left or to the right when she was explaining or telling something, or
the loud laugh that escaped her mouth when she was told something
funny. She laughed often, more often than O. did, but when he looks
back at it today he thinks that she laughed about things that were
too simple. O. preferred more complex jokes, puns — and already
produced them herself. But we’ll come to her later; for the moment,
we’ll try to discover G. the same way he did.

One of the moments he remembers most strongly was the minute
when he presented her something he’d done for school; he’d included
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a message for her among the things he did for a kind of project. As
both O. and G. were quite happy with leading or coordinating such
projects, he could give it to her:

She was sitting on a chair in the crowd you always find at a school; he
was talking to a group of his ‘friends’. While he was talking, he was
watching her by moving his eyes so fast as if you’d seen a lightning; so
fast nobody seemed to notice it, and if they did, they didn’t mention
it. That was a method he used quite often, and he was well acquainted
with performing this art. When he realized she was sitting on her own,
staring into the crowd, he took out the texts he’d prepared and walked
over to her, holding his work in his left hand. After the delivery of
that thing he’d prepared for hours, he knew that one of his major
errors was that he’d used his left hand, as one may notice that the left
part of the body is connected to the right part of the brain which is
responsible for thinking with images — and emotions. Mumbling to
her it was something for the project and handing it over, he watched
his hand that began to shake violently, at least one inch to the left
and back to the right; he couldn’t keep it calm, and the more he tried,
the worse it was. At the same time, his heart beat so fast he feared he
would collapse; of course he didn’t, but his major fear was that she’d
notice and he’d have to search for an explanation. She didn’t, though
she blinked at his hand shortly to grab the texts, smiling at him and
telling her friends she’d just received some new papers. After she’d
thanked him shortly, he went back to his friends as fast as he could,
cautiously keeping her in sight and slowly calming down. When he was
back to the group that just stood something about one metre away,
nobody who wasn’t really aware of his senses would have noticed the
way he was shaken inside. All of it was over in less than one minute,
or even half a minute; time was something he didn’t have the time to
look at in this moment.

As trained reader or psychologist you’d have noticed that she wasn’t
aware of her senses, and that people who are in love are; thus, you’d
have found out that she’d never love him or was simply to shallow to be
aware of the details all around us, while he was able to sit somewhere
and switch inside a conversation, simply listening and understanding
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several things at the same time, noticing more details in a second than
the group that was talking to each other would have noticed in months.

But also this gift wouldn’t save him.

We could list other events like this, but we’d always end at the same
point: A kind of friendship developed, and finally he knew some things
about her, but not a sign of love was to be seen. At the same time,
another person appeared to play a role in his life: O. was becoming an
active part of his life without him noticing it before it was too late.

But that’s a story that belongs to another heading; G. and O. are
both having a boyfriend today, everybody has somehow developed to
a couple, while he is still searching for himself. You see we are yet to
walk a long way together if you like to read all my texts and thus my
complete story; I hope you’ve come to know me by now and developed
your own opinion; and I believe that you think that things couldn’t
be more complex, but you’ll see they’ll always change for the worse
which seems to be one of the rules of life.

The greatest thing

you’ll ever learn

is to be in love

and to be loved

in return.

— extract from a famous English song; I'm sorry I don’t re-
member it’s name, and I'm not sure if the text is completely
correct

The only good is knowledge and the only evil ignorance.
— from a small fortune cookie program
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Originally published: Friday 13th January 2006
Hi, I'm back again!

WEEKEND! Time to start over and begin with the im-
portant parts of my life; the parts that a re influencing my
thinking just now. Finally, I’ll then write some daily or
weekly report, showing what thoughts are swirling in my
mind and why they don’t return to where they came from.
But to understand just the tiniest bit of my personality,
you’ll need to go on reading.

It’s Friday, the 13th; a day most people fear. However, this Friday
was different: He didn’t know it was Friday, the 13th, that is, of course
he knew it was the 13th day of the month and Friday, but he didn’t
notice these both conditions were fulfilled at the same time. All the
other Fridays like that he could recall always were quite happy days;
but then, he’d realized their existence from their beginning. Knowledge
can change the world, or at least the way we regard or experience
it, and thus, this Friday was normal to him, just up to the moment
around noon when somebody said that it was Friday, the 13th indeed.
At that time, this day or at least the way he experienced it changed:
But finally, you’ll notice that thought can change reality or even is its
basis.

That day, he knew he wasn’t going to see her and if he would, it
would just be for the time of a short blink with his eyes. However,
things were different. Not so quite, but at least he was allowed to see
her two times, and for a duration of something about two or three
seconds, which was much more than the blink of an eye, at least to
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him who was able to save the experiences of seconds in a detail normal
human beings use when they sit together with each other for hours.

The first occasion was exactly what he had expected: She’d passed
him by, walking to his right just past him. While walking, she talked
to another person next to her, but even his trained senses were unable
to focus on two persons if she was among them. As a consequence, he
just renewed his picture of her in his mind, something he did every
time he saw her; but what really made him afraid was the undeniable
fact that she changed and became less attractive to him. Her colour,
the most important part of one’s aura, was becoming darker and in
danger of burning out and finally disappear completely, and this was
the thing all the persons he really liked had in common: That colour
that painted his own life that was to be grey from his birth till today.
He didn’t know if he was ever to become aware of his own colour,
though he believed it was some mixture of blue and red; and he didn’t
stop trying to find himself and thus his colour of soul, while she seemed
to loose her orange / red fire.

As you may have noticed, we are talking about O., as O. means
nothing else than orange; you can figure out for yourself what green
means.

He knew that there were people who claimed to be able to see these
auras and wrote books about it; and he couldn’t help but doubt their
abilities, as the colours he saw seemed to stop glaring and became
hueless and dull. He was one of the only creatures to notice this loss of
souls or at least qualities of soul with his eyes that saw everything and
couldn’t be betrayed easily; Nevertheless, he was also infected with the
virus that caused human fantasy and knowledge to die, and he had
just exterminated that sickness of his soul when the next one came.

But we’ll now see when and where he saw her for a second time:
She had just exited her car and was walking, while he was watching
behind a wall of glass, unable to reach her, and the scene was cut
some quarters of a second later. Most interestingly, he’d looked out
of the windows some quarter of an hour before this event, thinking
that — once upon a time — somebody would read his story and try
to interpret the fact that the glass he was staring at was quite dirty as
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a border that separated him from the world outside, sitting alone in a
dirty cage of glass, that was a normal bus. Interpretations like that
were things he always did; Thus, he knew that nearly every story can
be interpreted not just wrongly, but in a way the author himself didn’t
intend or didn’t think of though he’d intended it. As a consequence,
luck is the most valuable friend of all important authors.

One thing was now pretty clear to him: She’d changed, while he’d
tried to stay the same; Something must have happened to her, and he
wanted to find out, though he couldn’t do so easily. However, he used
all means he could, and if he was successful, is something he’s asking
himself at the moment; we’ll soon find out, hopefully.

For the moment, we’ll continue by analyzing the events of last year,
the year before and the way he stopped to be in love with G. before
we'll go on to ‘The Great Betrayal of Belief in Fate’ in one of the next
parts.

We stopped by describing the moment when his hand shook more
than ever; We'll go on with the way O. entered his life, preparing
the description of the terrible way fate had chosen to cheat him,
just explaining some things he only noticed without realizing them
consciously.

One morning, she began talking to him. As she was one of G’s
friends, and as G. was with her, he just answered to her greeting as
smiling as he could. This greeting was the first thing that connected
the two of them; and he was always happy to hear her voice in the
morning. One day, he was so sleepy he couldn’t really answer her
call clearly; Her reaction was to shout at him that she’d said ‘Good
morning’, and he’d shouted back as soothingly as one can shout that
he had answered her call, indeed; but as she was just passing by, he
wasn’t sure if she was still listening and his voice was faded out by
himself on purpose.

One has to know he was a man thinking that the persons he liked or
loved remembered at least some details about him; but nearly nobody
did, and he was always hurt when he found out about that, but the
steady greeting that was never forgotten gave him a warm feeling, and
sometimes, he was even looking forward to it, and sometimes, it didn’t
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happen because she wasn’t there, especially on the days he hoped for
it with all his thoughts. The next step was done about some weeks
later, and also this time, she was the person that was acting: She
sometimes walked part of his way to school with him, as they’d to
go the same way, and talked to him, leaving G. behind. If you’ve got
to know the complexity of his thinking, you’ll understand what he
thought now, but no ‘ordinary’ human being ever will: As O. was to
be ignored by him (she had a boyfriend and that was fixed; his second
selection was not to be changed) he thought she was sent out by G. to
test him. He tried to be perfect, maintaining his real, up to this time
hidden character at the same time. He and O. became friends; finally,
really good friends, talking about half an hour per day and sometimes
even more about their own lives or their experiences, while she talked
more, of course; In fact, he was a quiet boy concerning talking; As a
contrast, he read and wrote more than most other children do at that
age. Books with over 500 pages were no secret to him, and a whole
series of 20 books of that size was paradise to that child. That was the
reason his love for language developed; and that was one of his faults,
as books and music are arts that are capable of cracking one up.

We could now go into detail, analyzing this friendship and the way
it developed, taking into account her promises and stories, her faults
and qualities; but we’ll just have a look at some important actions and
their outcome before we’ll go over to ‘The Great Betrayal of Belief in
Fate’; but that’ll be done in other texts that are yet to be written.

In this text here, I’ll add something he’d also experienced this special
Friday at noon time: Before he saw her, he entered the bus and had to
choose a seat. All his other ‘friends’ had abandoned him, and he was
alone to find himself somewhere to sit. There was a place, separated
from the others, and quite a similar seat behind it: He knew them, he’d
always sat on the seat that was behind, while she’d sat in front of him
in happier days. Remembering one of these days, when he was killing
himself by searching for something he could tell her, his mood changed;
He was nearly depressive again, but quickly sat down on ‘her’ seat, as
his seat was already used; and as he liked to change things, wishing
to feel how the place she’d once chosen was like. The remembrance
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crashed back into his mind again the moment he’d touched the seat
with his back: A terrible pain ran down his spine while he was thinking
of the day when he sat behind her and didn’t find a thing to tell her.
She was wearing sunglasses, perhaps not to protect her eyes from the
sun, but from his view — that was what he hoped for. Her sight was
beautiful, breathtaking, but he didn’t realize it that way at that time;
he just watched her neck, her hair, the way she’d had it cut — and the
wonderful movements of her head when the bus shook while driving
on the twisted street. Some part of him had realized he was in love
with her, but he didn’t understand it; but soon he’d cruelly find out
the difference between being crazy about somebody (as with G.) and
being in love.

The mustard seed was planted,
the gift has now been granted.
Just now it is bound to grow,
what it is does future show.
— W. G.

If the shoe fits, it’s probably your size.
— from a small fortune cookie program
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6 The First Denial

Originally published: Saturday 14th January 2006
Hi, this is Wilkie again!

Till now, I just showed you the tiniest patches of what
is yet to come; in that text here (the longest up to now),
you're invited to follow me to the first time I denied my
feelings, not realizing having these at all......

Saturday. . .

A day he wouldn’t see her, and his attempt to contact her was yet
to be proven successful. For that reason, his thoughts focused on this
happy creature even more, wondering where she was and what she did
all the time.

The time has come to exit his mind and have an objective look at
the scenery, something he liked to do all the time, as far as it was
possible to escape oneself.

And he wasn’t really capable of doing that; otherwise, he’d have
noticed that she didn’t have a boyfriend anymore, and that O. was
starting to like him, himself just mirroring this love back to her without
letting that feeling come close. He missed her, when one day she wasn’t
talking to him; he was excited, when G. sat next to him, but he was
happy, when O. entered the room. This difference is a major thing
that separates a deep love and just physically appreciation of beauty;
he couldn’t have told which one of the two girls was prettier, but his
decision — the selection — focused thoughts like these on G., leaving
O. behind. Subconsciously, he felt what was happening, but these
subtle feelings were hidden and not even realized by himself; real love
was bound to grow and needed time, and instantaneous preference for
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somebody he’d ‘selected’ — that was something that could never be
the basis of a final unity. The poem he recited last time shows what
this means — thus, he’ll post it here again:

The mustard seed was planted,
the gift has now been granted.
Just now it is bound to grow,
what it is does future show.

— W. G.

Real love is a seed that’s capable of planting itself, growing all with
time, just needing this fourth dimension to reach perfection; but time
would be too short, and the explosion the plant would cast off when it
was big enough to be noticed by him would come too late.

We’'ll go back to the ‘Day of the First Denial’ when there still
would have been enough time to change everything and prove that real
love was possible even in these days.

They sat there, facing each other in the bus. She was sitting looking
forward, in the direction the bus was heading; he was sitting right in
front of her, facing the other direction, thus bound to look into her eyes
all the time. His emotions were controlling his eyes, and her emotions
were controlling hers; thus, both children or young adults were looking
into their eyes, steadily talking, not capable of looking into another
direction. Another girl, attending the same place where they studied,
was sitting to the left of him, but about one and a half metres away;
sometimes, she must have looked at him; he’d find out when he would
deny his feelings by looking at her reaction, as she must’ve sensed
the powerful emotions that were escaping the eyes of the two lovers,
which would be the foundation of new stories and consciousness. All
his senses were focused on her eyes, the mirrors of her soul, and he
experienced what is was to be in love. And then, he denied it.

Just after she’d gone, another little boy sat down next to him;
both were smiling, and he asked him whether he was in love with her.
The other girl that he knew, too, watched him; the bus was nearly
empty, and she was giving him a warm, understanding smile, when the
question finally was put to him by the small boy; she was together with
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her boyfriend fo quite a long time, and she still loved him; it was one of
the most stable relationships he’d ever seen with people at that age. In
a time that wasn’t longer than a second, he thought about O. having
a boyfriend, about G., about everything he’d experienced and shared
with both of them; he knew he was in love, but he would deny when
he was asked, as he was denying his feelings to his own consciousness;
he couldn’t be in love with somebody who had a boyfriend, not at that
time. Thus, he denied his emotions.

The other girl in the bus stopped smiling suddenly, and the boy
asked him why he’d looked into O/s eyes all the time and why she’d
looked back, if they weren’t loving each other. He answered that it’s
normal to look into one’s eyes when talking to that person, but he
knew it was not that kind of look that connected them. He wanted
to add that he couldn’t be in love with her, as she’d a boyfriend, and
if he had, the other girl would have told him O. was a single again;
but he didn’t add that, as he thought it would just be a reason for the
small boy to ask other questions, and he wanted to be left alone with
his pain.

What followed, was even worse: He didn’t stop with denying his
feelings to others, he wrapped them up in a package and stored them
at some place in his mind where they weren’t to be found again till a
long time had passed. And the pain he’d experience then would be
enormously brutal. But he didn’t think of that. He started to see O.
even more often, and enjoyed talking to her and listening; finally, we’ll
come to the moment he heard of her new boyfriend, but before we’ll
come to that, we’ll add something we’d forgotten: What were they
talking about?

We’ll have a look at a Chinese saying:

Persons who are in love with each other say a thousand words without
talking.

But as the thousands of words were spoken, and as he was a quiet
boy, he searched for other things to talk about; he listened closely,
when she talked about books she liked or was reading — and he read
them all, at a speed only lovers can obtain.

Most times, he didn’t find an appropriate moment to talk to her
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about the contents. Sometimes, he did — but then, he didn’t tell her
he just read the book because she’d done so. I think, every human
being who is capable of feeling emotions will have realized by now he
was in love with her, but he still denied it when he was asking himself
about his relationship to her.

About two weeks before the holidays began — weeks of time when
he wouldn’t see her — he was in the bus again, sitting together with
O., G. and another girl. G. was asking O. if she’d kissed him, while
she didn’t explain which him was meant; but of course, it wasn’t the
him we are accompanying right now. It was a friend of O., and she
didn’t answer, which was the clearest way of telling that she did it. G.
— and he — were smiling, joining the other girl, while she said that
she’d kissed him, just repeating the thing everybody who was present
already knew.

He was smashed, but the smiling saved him, and only seconds were
to pass before his head slowly moved to look out of the window.

As we know, he was good at denying things, and he’s denied his
love for her; thus, he also didn’t make the connection that she had to
be single before she found another boyfriend. Everything he saw was
saved in a corner of his brain; and about one week later, he saw the
two of them kissing each other. Just before that moment, he’d asked
her for a photo, and she’d agreed that he could take a photography of
her together with G. and some other girls; as he saw their lips touching,
he turnt his head as fast a she could, not even keeping an image of
HIM in his brain; that was something he’d do later, on another day.

He exited the room, and just walked away, not thinking of anything
anymore for the next hours, just using the profiling system he’d always
used with everybody. There was no need to start thinking when talking
to somebody; it was superfluous, and most people didn’t do it, as most
answers and most questions were always the same; he simply answered
what he was expected to answer, and that was enough, as nobody
noticed anything.

The other day, she asked him for the pictures he’d taken that day,
and he gave her these; she didn’t really take an interest in them, though
— and she didn’t seem to remember having promised him to stand there
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for him to take a photo.

He didn’t remind her of it, either. He didn’t find a sense in that. It
was over.

At least, that’s what he thought, but as he’d denied his feelings and
still was denying them, there was no obvious chance in his consciousness;
but his subconsciousness began struggling. Just a day before the last
day of the last week before the holidays, it broke through.

He consciously experienced what had happened, and all the memories
he’d locked away came back, bringing the eternal pain with them. He
managed not to cry, though he was home alone, lonely. He invented the
hope of seeing her tomorrow, and the hope that her new relationship
wouldn’t last long; but as concerning the present, the couple still seems
to exist. Thinking of all the memories he had, there was something
important he noticed: She’d stopped looking into his eyes, and the
amount of words that escaped her lips was shrinking after she’d fallen
in love with someone else. That was something that proved his
feeling that she’d loved him — and it increased his pain to a level at
which is was nearly unbearable. Caressing his hopes and denying his
pain, he started to enter the state he was in before it happened; now
just knowing what had happened consciously.

The next day, he was just able to pass her quite closely; no word was
exchanged, and he couldn’t even wish her a nice holiday, as she was
talking to one of the teachers and he’d miss the bus if he’d wait till she
finished. His holidays consisted of memories boiling in his head; and
he even remembered two other scenes that should have proved that
their love was to be perfect; he’d ignored them consciously, but they
were saved for eternity in the complex memory that makes a human
brain.

We’ll have a look at these two important scenes in the next text;
It’ll be called ‘Adam, Eve & The unambiguous Signs of Love’.

BTW: I'm sorry for announcing ‘The great Betrayal of
Belief in Fate’; it’s included here, as his subconsciousness
believed that fate — or some almighty power — would
prove a perfect love to be reality.
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BTW: As you’re German, you probably won’t know what
BTW means; it’s ‘by the way’.

Liebe naehrt Gegenliebe und entflamt zum Feuersbrunst,
was sonst Aschenfuenkchen bliebe.
— Gottfried August Buerger

(Yes, I was teached German at my school; and we also had a look
at German peotry. If there are some errors in it: Sorry, but it’s not
my mothertongue! You are free to tell me about it (in English) in
your "Meinungen'- Thread, if you like, or correct them yourself, if you
happen to be an Admin.)

I'd commit a crime (and pay a dime)

to turn back the wheel of time.
— W.G.
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7 Adam, Eve & The unambiguous
Signs of Love

Originally published: Sunday 15th January 2006

Hi, this is another post by Wilkie Goldentongue!

Sunday! A day, which at first seems to be long, perhaps
too long to endure — and then, in the end, it’s one of the
shortest days of the week. But most happily, I was able
to reserve enough time to finish the following text; and I
was also able to include several pieces of poetry. You are
free to regard this as my masterpiece; Perhaps, it will take
some time until I continue posting the next text; this one
exhausted me, and I feel empty, thrown against a hard wall
by the force of the storm of fate.

Sunday was another day without any possibilty of seeing her, and
thus, another day that would pass by thinking about all the things that
had happened up to then; other torturing moments when he would
understand some of the most cruel signs he didn’t understand before.

It was at night, somewhere between winter and spring, approaching a
summer of love. He couldn’t sleep, as his thoughts were flowing around
all the experiences he’d gained the weeks before; he still thought that
she’d a boyfriend, as we’re just cought between the two occasions we
described before: After the first denial, and before he was betrayed by
fate.

His thoughts going here and there, he rarely opened his eyes, as he
was lying in the dark and in a comfortable bed. It was somewhere
around three or four o’clock AM — that’s what he saw when he looked
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at his clock. All of a sudden, a thought about his relationship to her —
to O. — entered his mind and brought back some memories. For that
reason, he began asking himself why she seemed to like him that much
though she seemed to be a partner in a fixed relationship. With these
thoughts in mind, he opened his eyes, looking at the red letters of the
projecting clock above him; as soon as these clocks were in favor, he
wanted to own one, as he often couldn’t sleep.

The clock was showing 3:43 AM.

There was something special about it; he was a person that noticed
something like that directly, while it would take others some time to
figure it out, especially fellow Englishmen, as the word was German.
But he had German friends and also did quite well in the German
lessons at school. To give you a chance to follow his way of thinking,
we’ll describe the position of the clock; it was located behind him. As
it was quite a simple type of projecting clock, the time could only be
shown in one direction, i.e., it was turned by 180°. For that reason,
what he really saw was 3:43 turned by 180°. Have you already written
down the number and turned the paper around? If you haven’t, you
can imagine that a ‘3’ would be an ‘E’, while a ‘4’ would represent an
‘h’.

Do you realize what he saw? He saw the word ‘EhE’ Though it
was German, he understood at once. A sudden shudder ran down his
spine, beginning at his neck and not stopping before it had reached
his ankles and finally his toes, before the surprising feeling came back
again to flood over his body once more. His senses concentrated; that
was something that always happens when you’re alone and shocked in
some way, especially when it’s dark. He saw everything clearly, and
he heard his blood rushing through his veins, transporting enormous
amounts of a substance called adrenalin. He ignored all that.

Just one thought was flowing through his mind: Was it really
possible? Could he imagine it? Yes, he could imagine to marry her.

This shocking fact was something he quickly decided to stow away
with his emotions he’d hidden somewhere below consciousness. Because
then, he realized another time that she was in a fixed relationship;
while in reality, she wasn’t, but he didn’t know that. Finally, he
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analyzed the patterns a clock would be able to show, and he didn’t
find a lot of words that would be possible to read that easily; in fact,
he found none. Then, he had a look at the time he lay awake; he never
had a look at the clock again at exactly 3:43, only if he intented to.

And this was the shocking evidence that the chance of this being a
random event was quite equal to zero; but he also decided to ignore
this logical analysis. That was the story of one of the unambiguous
signs of love; however, it’s not the only one, but it will serve as example
quite well.

We’'ll now have a look at another story: At a time, when he was
far from realizing that even a friendship between heim and O. was
developing, both were exiting the bus at the same time. He was walking
to the left, while she was going right next to him, to the right. This
was one of the moments he saved for eternity, as it would take him a
long time to understand it completely; as one may remember, we had
a look at his youth, a trauma that blocked his emotions completely;
and she would change it, but he wasn’t yet ready for it.

A man or a young boy was approaching the two persons of our
interest; he’d chosen the left way to pass them, and as he was in a
hurry, he was to come dangerously close to her. And of course, he
crashed into her quite hard, so hard it must’ve hurt her; but he didn’t
even turn back to have a look. She asked our protagonist — me —
whether I'd seen it. He hadn’t really noticed what happened, but he
knew that there was a crash and that it was some person that simply
went on running — but as he didn’t want to offend her, he answered
positively.

He was drowsy, as it was early morning, and thus, he was just
remembering the way pickpockets were working, which seemed quite
the same, and thus, he wasn’t able to focus his thoughts on her, as he
was still on the brink of sleeping. She gave him a shocked, painful look
that was demanding for consoling words, for a hand to take her, for a
shoulder she could drop her head onto; that was something he would
firstly notice after she’d found herself a new boyfriend.

But then, it was too late. After having passed around the next corner,
every child captured in his / her separate thoughts, she saw some friends
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and went right up to them, leaving him standing there alone; he noticed
that something was wrong, but he couldn’t understand.

Finally, he stood there without knowing whether to wait for her to
come back or whether to go on; as there was a big chance of other
people to approach him, asking him what he was doing here, and as
he’d only known her for a short time, and as she seemed to be in the
process of starting a longer discussion with her friends, he decided to
go on walking, without turning back.

Thinking back to that moment, which is something he does quite
often, always gives him a shudder and a shock of pain; Today, he’s
imagining what she must’ve thought at that time, and it seems as if
he remembers that her voice was shaking a bit.

It’s a fact that most men — all men — like women that search for
protection; however, it seemed that this offer she made to him was too
early, as he was traumatized. He’d be healed by the moment when
the feeling of betrayal crashed into his soul. But that would proof to
be exactly the moment his chance would have passed. It has passed,
though hope is still in the process of dying away. I'm now just trying to
pack away the pain again, or to go through it to make it disappear; but
it won’t ever leave me completely. We’ll now have a look at the next
scene, which is quite comparable to Adam & Eve. For an introduction,
and to change my mood to give me the strength to continue, I'll quote
from a book we’re currently studying at university, as it was inspired
by John Milton’s "Paradise Lost", one of the most important pieces of
poetry we’ve got today.

But think of Adam and Eve like an imaginary number,
like the square root of minus one: you can never see any
concrete proof that it exists, but if you include it in your
equations, you can calculate all manner of things that
couldn’t be imagined without it.

— Philip Pullman, His Dark Materials, Book 1 (Title: ‘North-
ern Lights’)

That’s an author I happen to like, though we are bound to read that
books for university, and being forced to read something at most times

34



7 Adam, Eve & The unambiguous Signs of Love

takes away the experience of discovering a book on one’s own. (I think
someone was talking about that book in another thread and asking me
about it; but I'm currently not in the mood of talking to anybody, as
I'm even exchanging letters [like "taht" instead of "that'| because these
memories are making me highly nervous, but I guess you’ll understand,
so please don’t ask me anything concerning myself, while you may ask
me anything about this story of myself) He’s right: Everything in the
bible is symbolic, and live is to be regarded as something that consists
of symbols and signs, too. He also wrote something in chapter thirty-
three, which was entitled ‘Marzipan’; In that chapter, he described
a scene I'd experienced, too; but as I didn’t know this book at that
time, I didn’t realize. But as ‘His Dark Materials’ was inspired by
‘Paradise Lost’ — one of the main reasons why we'’re studying it —
and as ‘Paradise Lost’ is dealing with the book ‘Genesis’ which is to be
found in the bible — I should have noticed, and indeed, I had: They
were doing an excursion at school, and quite happily for him, at a time
when he was still in love with G. — or at least thought so — G. and
O. were there, too, together with him. We’ll now have a look at one
moment he’d never forget; in one situation, she was asking him for a
sweet, and as he had brought loads of them — she knew that — he
was unpacking his backpack to get one for her. She offered to hold it,
as the ground was dirty; she needed both her hands to perform that
action. He finally got several of the sweets, and suddenly, mor people
wanted to have one; another law of nature. As she didn’t have a hand
to unfold the paper, he did it; and after that, he just told him to put
it into her mouth.

After one second of thinking, he did so, having the feeling of being
remembered of something of vital importance. He remembered the
story of Adam & Eve. And all the stories of those films that show two
people falling in love with each other. There was always somebody
putting something in the others mouth. Philip Pullman had chosen
‘Marzipan’ for that.

He’d chosen a simple sweet; there’s no need for us to have a look
at the taste, but he still remembers it. After he wore his backpack
once again, he gave her the rest of the sweets, and she put them in
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her pocket. Some hours later, she asked him whether he wanted one of
them; and though he could have unfolded it himself, she did it. And
she put it into his mouth.

And he still thought she had a boyfriend, even the very moment her
fingers touched his lips. Times have changed; Today, all this is nearly
a year ago. About eight or nine month after it, he’d brought the very
same sweets to another excursion, and he saved them till they had to
go home, just to present them to her. She took them, put them in her
pocket, and some time later, she ate half — and gave him the other
half, one after one, but not unfolded, just dropping them into his hand.
What had he waited for?

At that time, she already had a boyfriend; and if she was like me,
she would stick with him and be completely loyal. She did, though she
sometimes hated him and called him an idiot or something like that —
at least, when I was there. Or maybe, this was only what I hoped, as
I never heard her speaking when I wasn’t near her. Nevertheless, she
didn’t stop talking to me, though she really ignored me this week. I'm
wondering whether she did that on purpose — or whether something
had happened.

The attempt to contact her still hasn’t shown anything, and I'm
looking forward to tomorrow, when there’ll be the highest chances of
talking to her. Concerning that story here: That long post will mark
a turning point. I'm getting nearer to the present, to the time just on
the brink of the end of the second time of depression — at least, I hope
so. And as that is so, I'll start identifying me with the protagonist;
we’ll switch over to "I' more and more than continue using "he". You
may try to interpret that, if you like to do so. I shall include some
memories at all times, as I can’t forget them, but I’'ll go on to the
present, which will hopefully develop itself so as to conclude in a thing
you may call a "happy ending". I'm not sure it will, though.

But we’ll try everything, and the single hope that’s left includes the
belief, that fate loves justice — and that God loves love. We'll see
what happens. Please stay tuned. ..

I will go down with this ship
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and I won’t put my hands up and surrender

there will be no white flag above my door,

I'm in love and always will be. ..

— refrain from a nearly modern English song: Dido —
"White Flag")

The bliss is not to fall in love;

it’s to be loved, too.
— W.G.

Love is a game of two persons that nobody wants to win.
— W.G.

Life’s compound is love and joy;
so finally, you're only a toy
when joining in this stream;
sorrow is real, bliss a dream.

— W.G.

I feel fear — and sorrow.

Something new is closing in, right into my borough.
It’s full of bliss and I don’t wanna miss

The moment it’s presented to me.

I think, I'll love the she.

— W.G.

When a woman marries again, it is because she detested
her first husband.

When a man marries again, it is because he adored his first
wife.

Women try their luck; men risk theirs. — Oscar Wilde:
‘The picture of Dorian Gray’

Many receive advice, only the wise profit by it.
— from a small fortune cookie program
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Love is a wall:

Climb it, and you’ll starve on it;
break it, and the stones will kill you;
but you have to drag on either way.
— W.G.

A lie can be a knife

cutting your world into pieces;
but it can also be the glue

to hold it together.

— W.G.

Standstill is waiting for death — going on is walking into
his arms.
— W.G.

A sigh can be a brutal lie.
— W.G.



8 Second Denial — And First
Doubts

Originally published: Monday 16th January 2006
This is Wilkie Goldentongue again!

It’s Monday, an interesting day. However, it’s also a day
when you run short of time; thus, this text will be one of the
shortest up to now. But I hope, you'll enjoy it nonetheless.

It’s Monday, the day I should’ve seen her for the most time; at least,
there were the most chances. Well, I saw her; but not really, as she
continued to ignore me, i.e., she talked to me just about 40 words, and
no more; and she didn’t talk by own motivation, as I had to ask her.

However, she laughed, but it was different now; something or some-
body has changed, which induced me to recall quite a famous English
song; I guess, there’s no need to quote the name of the band, as nearly
everybody knows them, though they’re not in fashion anymore:

No more carefree laughter

silence ever after

Here is where the story ends;

this is goodbye.

Knowing me, knowing you,

there is nothing we can do;

Knowing me, knowing you,

we just have to face it this time we’re through;
breaking up is never easy I know,

but I have to go;
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Knowing me, knowing you,

It’s the best I can do.
Memories, good days, bad days;
they’ll be with me always.

Now there’s only emptiness,
nothing to say.

]

I tried just to quote the parts of it that express my feelings, however,
I’'m not quite so clear about them. I think, nobody can ever be. There
has never been a real relationship, not even part of it; just a friendship.

But my feelings have always been different, until the moment she
decided to ignore me; I don’t know who changed; I just know there has
been some change, and I've felt it most strongly today. This texts gave
me the power not to think of her all the time, as they took over parts
of my memory; they’re most valuable to me, and if she ever happens to
read them, I'll see if everything was just a dream. Maybe, I’ll be able
to find out tomorrow, or even today; she knows about my attempts
to contact her, I’ve just told her about it in quite a subtle way; if she
answers, this will be the first step towards communication. We’ll see,
hopefully. You have to wait, and I am eagerly looking forward to it,
too.

These are my first doubts; I don’t think my love is really subsiding,
but it has been shook quite hardly, though powerful emotions can’t be
destructed that easily, if they prove capable of being destructible at
all; but what’s necessarily happening when a strong feeling is insulted
or hurt in some way, the opposite feeling is always gaining in strength,
as balance is the basis of human existence, though nobody seems to
feel like that.

Part of me began to hate her for the pain she’d given to me without
even knowing — or caring — about it. The other part still loved her,
and perhaps will prove to be even stronger than before, as hate is
the beginning of all love. However, I was enjoying myself with other
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people, now sometimes being capable of forgetting about her, at least
consciously; I'm not sure if I'll ever forget her beautiful, intelligent
brownish-blue eyes for the rest of my life. Or the moment right before
the first denial, when a vast bunch of photons was reflected between
our pairs of eyes: My right eye looking into her left, her left just fixing
on my right one, our two images mirroring in each others sparkling
instruments to catch in the world around us; that’s a moment I’ll never
forget, the moment I thought we were meant to be; when the small
particles of light were just hopping to and fro, connecting our minds,
our souls and our hearts; how could I dare not to notice, and even
deny that Godly intervention?

I won’t ever understand; however, the second denial is really simple
to be explained: There was a small, young girl, sitting next to me in
the bus and getting on my nerves; she always told everybody about
everything she’d heard, as the search for attention was her sense of
life; her parents had broken up some time ago, and this was her way
of dealing with it.

Thus, I always answered with the two letters ‘No’ when she asked
me whether I was in love with somebody she knew. Both G. and O.
were among these people, and another person we’re yet to stumble over
— Y. (Yellow) — was included there, too. A fourth — or fifth — person
is yet to follow: P. (Pink), a person quite peculiar and interesting,
but I don’t think there’ll ever be anything more than a friendship
connecting me to both of them, and — be that as it may — I’'m happy
with it.

This was the second denial — maybe, the story would come to
an end when there was a third — I guess you all remember Petrus
denying his allegiance to Jesus for exactly three times. Maybe, we're
all surrounded by such signs, but only few, the saddest and most
complex, and on the other hand, the most mad and lonely people
are capable of noticing these, thus destroying their own lives with
a terrible understanding — maybe, the GUT, the so-called ‘Grand
Unified Theory’ is completely nonsense; most interestingly, life is
completely different and dominated by inexplicable signs. I notice
them, and I’'m suffering from this knowledge; but in addition to that,
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I’'m also trying to help all the others to cope with their lives, trying
to take some positive turning points by rendering out things to them
they’d never have thought of.

As T already announced, this post was to be quite short; don’t you
worry, the next one will hopefully tell you more, and thus, you’ve got
more time to think about it and give me your opinion. Stay tuned. ..

If a feeling is denied, it’ll always strike back by denying
itself

— or by becoming even stronger.

— W.G.

Sometimes, there’ll be a refreshing rain, giving you a cold

shower; and suddenly, everything starts to fall apart.
— W.G.
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Originally published: Tuesday 17th January 2006

Wilkie Goldentongue — another text, another day, another
mood!

It’s Tuesday; another day I wouldn’t really see her. And
another day when I'll have a lot of time to spend writing.
That’s an interesting day, however; it’s the day of the eight.
We’ll see what happened today; and I hope you’ll be able
to understand, as I'm quite incapable of coping with all
the sensations that are recorded by my senses all the time.
Just give my texts a chance; it may be worthwhile to read
them, and there’s nothing you could lose by doing that.

This was the day he was open for everything; a yellow day, a
day completely inflenced by the eight. A number representing social
interaction, communication and friendship; the number of Y. and her
colour, but we’ll go into detail about that later. This day seemed only
to be influenced by these attributes, and it was one of the moments
of freedom; today, he would be able to forget about O. for some time.
And he did, though — or perhaps, because — he saw her for two times.

But both times, it took him some time to realize it; one moment, he
was even imagining that she was watching him, but he quickly denied
that feeling of his. The other occasion seemed quite peculiar, as he
was passing her with one of his friends, and that friend simply stopped
near to her; nevertheless, it took him — me — some time to realize
that O. was standing right before his very eyes. But she didn’t look at
him, though she must’ve noticed his presence.

Finally, he urged his friend to go on, as both seemed as if they had
been caught by a sudden nervosity and a certain bewilderment, that
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none of them could deny nor backtrace to some reason. He was the
first who gained back the control over his senses, and finally, he caught
the bus in a hurry. O. was yet to stay; she had to study longer, as
they were studying completely different subjects, though both were
into sciences. But we don’t want to go into detail about that, though
these impressions can also be regarded as ‘Surprising Sensations’;
Right now, we’re going to have a look at the effect this ‘day of social
interaction’ was having on our protagonist.

As we already noticed, he was now capable of ignoring her, even
if she was present. Thus, he had gained part of his heart back, and
was now able to be charming and interesting towards his friends again,
which was something he’d lost somehow. He wasn’t sure if his love for
her would ever cease to be, but he’d noticed something: It was the
same month — just a year later, quite exactly — when he’d stopped
loving G. He had just been through another depression. Indeed.

Maybe, this was it; but he wasn’t so sure. There was no other
person that had stepped into his life with the possible exception of
P., a person that would always be a friend to him; maybe, his love
wasn’t really subsiding, but the burning and most destroying fire had
been extinguished to make place for a wise flame. A flame that would
probably burn forever, and now, she was the one to decide whether it
would calm down to rest eternally in the form of glowing embers or
whether this fire would ever be able to warm both of them, shading
light on the world around this selected couple.

He knew that with a big fire, there were always smoke and shadows;
but he knew, that the light would be strong enough for him not to
notice. But we don’t know what is going to happen, and nobody can
tell. Not at this moment. Maybe never.

But the fire is still there, slowly, but eternally burning within his
soul, as he’s still seeing her picture in his mind, clearly pointed out as
somebody special. Somebody, who never brought a ruler, which gave
him the most happy feeling to be able to lend his to her at exactly the
same time she needed it by simply dropping it on her paper.

Or by giving her a paper, even before she asked another person for
one; he could read those wishes in her eyes, but as he rarely saw these
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sources of her vivid spirit the last months, he started to adapt and
guess. It worked, at least most times, and both seemed to be happy
with it; but just for a person that watched from the outside, as he
was longing for her embrace. There were two hours a week when he
would sit next to her, something he’d arranged and she’d accepted or
probably even wished; He didn’t know how long this would last, but
of course, he wished that condition to be static. But as we announced
before, it was Tuesday; and he was receiving new, surprising sensations,
as he’d gained control over some of his feelings again. He didn’t fall in
love with somebody else, he was quite sure he couldn’t; but a friendship
started, something that helped him cope with this loss and all the
other things that were happening around him, all the terrible masses
of sensations he received.

Suddenly, he was waving with his hands to greet somebody; he was
smiling at the world, not just profiling, but really gripping part of the
joy such a smile induces. A friendship with P. was developing, while he
noticed, that the colour of this girl wasn’t really pink, but something
darker, more interesting; just right for an exciting friendship.

On the other hand, there was L.-B., a girl that seemed to be in love
with him — or at least crazy about him, as she was trying to take every
chance there was to talk to him, even in search of most uninteresting
topics. What does L.-B. mean? Light-Blue. Not the dark blue that
shows intelligence; she wasn’t stupid, but a bit of a shallow, and she
seemed to be a bit of a bore, too. And she was getting on his nerves,
something P. noticed at once, also confirming the idea that L.-B. was
in love with him in quite a subtle way. Maybe she was, but he decided
to ignore that.

However, he wasn’t going to tell her that she was getting on his
nerves; she would have to find out on her own — which she never
would — but if he’d told her about it, the situation would have been
even worse.

Thus, his surprising were something quite natural, but he’d ignored
anything like that before; now, he was able to feel friendship, something
he just pretended before, when all his emotions were concentrated on

0.
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I’ve been cheated by you since I don’t know when;
So I made up my mind, it must come to an end;
Look at me now, will I ever learn?

I don’t know how but I suddenly lose control,
There’s a fire within my soul.

Just one look and I can hear a bell ring,

One more look and I forget everything.

Mamma mia, here I go again,

My my, how can I resist you?

Mamma mia, does it show again?

My my, just how much I've missed you.
Yes, I've been brokenhearted,

Blue since the day we parted,

Why, why did I ever let you go?
Mamma mia, now I really know,

My my, I could never let you go.

So, you may ask, why is this text here? I guess everybody out there
knows where it comes from; thus, I won’t have to explain. It’s just a
part of a song, and it shows how I'm feeling at the moment, though
I’ve never had a girlfriend; but being in love and having a girlfriend
isn’t that much a difference as it seems. There are several parts of a
human being that can be in love: His brain, his body — and his heart
(or his soul, if you like).

Real love combines all these several aspects; but if you feel connected
or drawn to somebody by the innermost feelings of your soul, it’s not
really of importance if the other parts are in love, too, as they will fall
in love, when the time has come.

However, there is one thing everybody should have achieved but
rare people do: Being in love with somebody, even if there’s no chance
of a relationship. I'm not telling you that only some people are in love,
but most of them don’t feel this fire, this burning in their souls, the
butterflies in their bellies or the twitching in their guts; Most of them
don’t spend their time really thinking about their partner, and they
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are not capable to write such texts which are inspired by real emotion.

There is no such thing as talent; everybody is intelligent, it just
depends on the methods he or she is applying to learn. What I'm
telling you is: Absolutely everybody would be capable of writing
something like this, if the motivation is real. For me, it is.

I guess, it’s the same for most important writers or rather story-
tellers: All of them draw power from their emotions and pass it on,
doubling and tripling the energy that would consume themselves if
they didn’t. Maybe, this is the reason for our world drifting apart, for
our educational systems failing and all the misunderstandings leading
to wars. Decide on your own, as you now were given insight into some
of the surprising sensations that keep chasing me around the globe.

Do you recall the time when the snail slurped its slime?
when life was worth a dime? and when the sun didn’t
shine?

Or do you remember the day when belief led astray? when
you were heading the wrong way? and when there was
nothing more to say?

I hope you say 'Nay’, as that is the day, when my love for
thee, would cease to be. — W.G.

Sense is sensation — and exasperation. — W.G.
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10 Why?

Originally published: Wednesday 18th January 2006

Hello; I'm happy you’re back with me again, taking interest
in my story!

Wednesday; an interesting, but long day. A time when a lot
of sand would pass the wheels of time without moving them
quickly; in short: A boring day. Nevertheless, there were
some important moments I want to tell you about; and
some old sensations that jumped back at me, as memories
happen to do all the time.

But before we start, I just want to tell you something
of importance: After reading through my texts again, I
noticed one may think I’'m changing the recipient of my
feelings quite fast; I'm gonna explain you why I'm not,
before you start thinking about me in a way I wouldn’t
like. There always is a kind of development in human life;
some even say

‘[...] Nought may endure but mutability [...]"
— Mary Shelley, ‘Frankenstein’

But I’'m not telling you it’s normal to undergo such fast
changes; I'm tired to the death, when I remember the times
the machines of puberty began to work, when the idea of
"being crazy about somebody" was normal.

Everything has changed since then. Today, I'm not crazy
about somebody like a fool (that’s a pun, though you won’t
notice it, as you’d have to know about quite an old Eng-
lish song); I'm in love, and that’s something comepletely
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different.

Love is something you won’t miss if you didn’t experience
it; or, to explain it the way Philip Pullman put it (we're
currently just finishing that chapter, it’s one of the last of
the third book): Being in love is something like China; you
always knew it was there, but it wasn’t of any interest; and
suddenly, you realize that you’ve been there.

Then, you’ve fallen in love, and you’ll always wish to return
to that place.

I guess that’s quite an interesting and also easy explanation;
However, it may take you some time to understand this
metaphor in all its extent. Thus, I don’t think I ever was
in love with several persons or even hopped among them
with my emotions; I think, I now fell in love for the first
time. Something else you should not forget: This all took
place in a time of no less than 2 years, and it started even
more than 5 years ago. But enough for an introduction:
We’ll have to start now!

It’s Wednesday, but you already know that; Maybe, just now, you
happen to ask yourself why this text is entitled ‘Why?’. Well, that’s
a good question.

It’s the question that always comes up when you don’t understand
something; and I don’t understand a lot of things, though I seem to be
understanding everything; but every human being could be like that.
So what are these ‘Why?’-Questions I found my thoughts trying to
answer?

Why did I fall in love?
Why did I realize to late?
Why didn’t she tell me?
Why ...7

You see: There are enough questions one may ask oneself. Most of
these are not to be answered easily, and a whole bunch of these won’t
ever be answered.
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But questioning and lack of knowledge is the basis of human exist-
ence.

Maybe, we're not searching to achieve new sections of knowledge, but
struggling not to forget too many of them, as we’re always receiving
sensations we can’t grip; or don’t want to realize.

Just remember the moment before the First Denial: I didn’t notice
the soft light that emanated from her eyes (it reminded him of the
sunflower, her favourite plant; but it was glowing in an almighty way,
sparkling and sharing her energy with the world around), the power
that was crackling in the air, the lightning that everybody felt who
was sitting next to me; How could a living creature fail to recognize
the strongest emotion of all?

Possibly, he wasn’t ready yet; most probably, he was in fear of
something he couldn’t control, without even realizing what it meant
consciously. Failures exist to be made, and we exist to learn from the
shocking results.

That’s our sense of living; that’s our mortal creed. This day, he
didn’t really have a chance to see O.; However, he found a picture that
was taken from her and published, but her face was hidden beneath her
hair, and the resolution was bad. However, when he saw the picture,
it took him less than a second to realize she was there, too, among
several other people; Nevertheless, he had been faster in the past.

His heart didn’t feel the same way: As she passed next to him once,
it pounded so loud he was afraid P., who was next to him, would hear
it; And the physical effort it took him to rise the flight of stairs before
shouldn’t have exhausted him in any way comparable to such a feeling.
That moment was today, and there was nothing more to it; but it
shows, that he’s still in love.

Another occasion to see her that day was rendered impossible by
an assembly to plan something for the university; as she passed him
and asked the crowd (which consisted of three people, indeed) where
it took place, he answered first, smiling at her. However, she looked at
the other two girls which were not really good friends of her. Not that
she didn’t like them, but they were quite new at that university, and
she only had a small amount of real friends; apart from her best friend,
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a girl that might be of importance later on, he’d always thought he
had been the other person of most interest to her; now, everything
seemed different, as her eyes just flicked towards his for less than the
tiniest part of a second, and he could only see that she recognized him;
and he felt a terrible cold shiver, because the glow he always saw had
faded away, or had been hidden.

He couldn’t know what had happened, though he was eager to find
out; however, there were three possibilites, which could be proved by
different arguments:

(a) she had loved him, and right now, she was trying to get him out
of her mind;

(b) she had never loved him, just starting a friendship which wasn’t
really important to her;

(c) she had broken up with her boyfriend and just was in a phase of
depression.

Possibility @ could be proved by all the moments I've allowed you
to share with me, and by the fact, that she had a new boyfriend and
seemed to be happy with him. Thus, the danger to fall in love with
HIM wasn’t worth the fun she’d experience with him in a friendship,
as he was quite quiet, thinking all the time, not knowing what to say,
while she liked his puns and the statements that passed his lips just at
the right time to give her a hearty laugh.

Possibility @ can also be proved when the perspective one takes
when looking at his experiences is changed; she was lonely, just search-
ing for somebody who would be a friend. On the other hand, a
friendship wouldn’t simply cease to be; something had happened; He
felt that, but he didn’t know how he could find out.

As a conclusion, possibility @ seems to be more probable, while
she could also be experiencing pain because she broke up with her
boyfriend; but he guessed he would have found out, and he knew that
hopes are never to be fulfilled if they are conciously. Thus, he tried to
ignore her, too, though he wasn’t able to believe in the words he was
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telling himself, the phrases that commanded him to stop thinking of
her. However, she stayed a happy person; but most times, he saw her
alone, and she had become more quiet, which may be a result of the
fact he didn’t really see her for longer moments than some minutes.

And she was never alone, but he didn’t know how that would change
anything, as she was already in a working relationship. That day, he
nearly managed to do the trick and ignore her; but nonetheless, he
knew that this achievement was temporary. Tomorrow, there would
be chances to see her, perhaps even alone.

We’ll see what happens; I'll tell you tomorrow, but today, I'm tired
and exhausted; denying feelings to oneself to fulfill your dreams is
a hard job, and you’ll never know if it’s worth the effort. Now, I'm
bound to tell you that I've lied, or at least forgotten something on
purpose: There’s also a fourth possibility, (d). Probably, she thinks
I'm gay.

That could be a possible result of the fact I'm spending a lot of
my time with girls, and I seem to understand them; that doesn’t
necessarily mean I'm gay, but some people may think so, as I never
had any girlfriends (on the other hand, I never had any boyfriends).
The only thing I could do about that without hurting her is telling her
to read these texts; but I don’t know if this is the right choice, and
I'll decide about that at some later time, as even though she doesn’t
know this pseudonym, she’d find out when she read it. We’ll see. I'm
looking forward to meet you again, here.

It was night;

all the lights faded aways;

all the candles burnt out;

all the shadows alive.

That was the time I started thinking;

I thought of my love for you,

thus colouring the night;

making the shadows, the thoughts and feelings,
and finally the world,

blue.
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o4

— W.G.

No feelings are escaping my enchanted soul;
you hold the key to let them out,

but you won’t ever know

unless the mightiest of powers

has freed my soul.

You hold the key to that power;

you happen to hold my life

in the soft hands

that are touching the palms

of someone else.

— W.G.



11 Bless you!

Originally published: Thursday 19th January 2006

Hello, again, nice to know you’re still with me!

I’'m glad that you still read further; and that I'm still
capable of continuing that story of mine. But before the
introduction will become as long as the last, we should
concentrate on the text. Here’s another extract, just for
you, and especially for O..

It was Thursday, the day he’d waited for so long. And that was to
be his fault; as we already learnt, hopes are never fulfilled if they are
of real importance to us, and this basic law of existence never failed.
It all began in the morning; hoping she would come, but not doubting
this idea strongly enough, he freed a seat for her, right next to him.
He’d always done that, in times that were gone now, as she took a car
to reach school.

But today, something that was the case about a month ago was
repeated again; at that time, she took the bus, because there was no
other possibility. As you may have guessed, she didn’t do so today.

Our protagonist had reserved a seat right next to him, and carefully
chosen it in a way that there won’t be too many people who would
ask questions to her or to him nearby. He realized that this could
offend her, if she really tried to stop the friendship they had; but if
that was the case, she’d have to stand for more than half an hour in a
completely filled bus. Otherwise, she’d have to ask somebody else, but
then, he’d at least have an answer.

But fate seemed to think differently: He didn’t know how she made
her way to school, but as there were several other possibilities, he
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didn’t have to search for a logical explanation for too long. When the
bus arrived at the place where she would enter, he sat on the other
side so he couldn’t make out the car or her house. But he could see
the bus stop, and she wasn’t there.

Another girl standing next to him said to him in quite a desperate
way: ‘This place’s reserved, isn’t it?’ He took a final look around,
before the last spark of hope seemed extinguished; then, he had a look
at this person and told her: ‘Indeed, this place had been reserved; but
nobody seems to be coming.

Then, he took his bag and placed it on his legs, thus making room
for her to sit down. Finally, after she sat, another girl took her seat
on her lap, and he stared out of the window for the next 45 minutes
that were to come before he arrived at university.

Finally, he began to sleep, as he was quite drowsy, and he didn’t
even notice when the place next to him went empty; but finally, he
arrived at university. The bus was late, as all buses are; and he had
to hurry up, though he knew he’d arrive too late at the lecture he
was joining today. When he passed the courtyard, one person was
approaching him; it was O.

She just passed him, greeting and smiling, while he did the same,
if we decide to ignore his still rising heartbeat that seemed to have
reached its climax just before he met her and was now rising even
higher. He went more slowly, though he knew he was late; there
would be three explanations for her coming from that direction, and
he decided to focus on the most probable one: She had just visited the
toilet, as her lecture started later.

He knew that, as he knew all the lectures she was joining and the
times they started; sometimes, he thought he knew even more about
her than about himself.

On the other occasions he’d hoped to meet her, he couldn’t, as the
lectures that would take place in the afternoon had been canceled, but
his hopes had kept him from realizing that yesterday. Nevertheless,
that would mean that she would finish at the same time he would; but
on the other hand, she had a car she could drive, as in the afternoon,
the problem that should have made her use the bus in the morning
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didn’t apply anymore.

But she didn’t seem to use the car; maybe, she was together with
her boyfriend and he’d catched her from university; but he was not to
find out about that today. He’d just see the car in front of her house
on his way home. And tomorrow, the chance to see her was nearly
equal to zero.

He remembered happier times, contemplating his faults; the moment
when she’d come up to him just to tell him about her marks, escaping
an auditorium to meet him, as he was passing by; the occasion when
she’d planned which bus they would take to be able to talk on their
way home; or the moment when she advised G. that she wanted to sit
next to him; or the other time when her boyfriend was sitting to her
right, while he sat to her left, and put her arms around his shoulders
two times in gestures of friendship.

These times were gone, but he kept everything in mind, though it
would probably crack him up.

But there was something else, something special about that day;
I’'ve left it out in the beginning, as you should have wondered about
the title. He noticed today that he was becoming more and more
integrated in all those social groups you find at university, school or
every place people meet at. One result was, that he seemed to be
the only person who always said ‘Bless you!’, no matter who was the
victim of that illness that made you sneeze, and also disregarding the
fact that one might sneeze for three or four times.

That was just the change one may have noticed who knew him; but
there was also something else. Starting this week, and maybe also the
end of the last one, he began making friends with everybody, even
people nobody of his old friends seemed to know. He adapted.

Maybe, just to cope with the sadness her behaviour was imposing
upon him.

And he did quite well: Soon, he knew loads of people he’d just
seen several times before, new names were jumping at him from all
sides, and the moments when he didn’t have to think of her gained
importance; but when he was alone, he was more lonely than ever, and
his suppressed emotions seemed to come back in the eruption of some
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hidden volcano.

We’ve already learned that everything in life is balanced; the Chinese
happen to call it the ‘Yin-Yang’, others the ‘harmony of the universe’,
but most people simply call it ‘religion’; or ‘God’. You may choose for
yourself.

But it’s cruel to know that the strong emotions we experience are
finally all balanced and thus just the normal vibrations of life, that
allow us to feel anything at all. These eternal vibrations are the thing
our scientists are struggling to find out about, without even knowing
it exists.

One may imagine a simplified model of a sinus, a curve going up
and down; but finally, if you substract the areas below zero from the
area above you’ll see that the result will be zero. That’s the way our
life is made: The rising entropy is the result for the impossibility to
predict anything clearly, and the only possible way to do that is to
try becoming a part of it; but even then, only percentages of such
probability may be given.

That’s the basis of life; and thus, also the basis of love. Nobody
really can predict both; but if anybody tries, he’ll probably join the
garbage of rising entropy and go back to where he came from:

‘In the sweat of thy face shalt thou eat bread, till thou
return unto the ground; for out of it wast thou taken: for
dust thou art, and unto dust shalt thou return...’

— The Holy Bible

Dust is the symbol of this entropy, and the symbol for life, as life is
not predictable; if you try, you’ll have to go back; you’ll have to die,
slowly cracking up. Always keep that in mind: We can try to find the
GUT, but if we do, this could be the end of our existence, as knowledge
always is a weapon. I hope you understood what I wanted to tell you;
I know it’s not easy, but life and love aren’t, either.

But that was just an explanation of the logical analysis I often apply
to things it shouldn’t ever be applied to, and of the danger that can
result from such abuse. One may say abuse is another basic law of
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human existence; I won’t contradict him, but some laws should not be
obeyed.

I closed his eyes; it was summer again, the summer of O. The sun
was shining, the two of them were sitting in the bus, near to each other:
He looked into the blending light the sun was spreading, and soon, he
was blended in a way quite similar to the moments when he had a
look at her. He remembered the time when she’d told him about her
favourite flower, and he found the light emanating from her shining
eyes in every sunflower he saw since that moment.

The vision was stopped abruptly, and he found himself back to
present, eyes wide open: He was shivering, as it was winter, early in
January and cold even inside, though there was no real snow outside;
she liked snow, and he wished for it, too.

Maybe, this was the reason why it wasn’t snowing. He decided to
ignore this idea and closed his eyes again; the vision was gone, but her
face still was there, as if it was burnt into the backside of his eyelids,
and it wouldn’t go away like a tattoo that would stay forever.

However, a tattoo could be hidden to the own eyes; the picture on his
lids couldn’t. I warmed my hands, but they stayed cold, remembering
the things that could have been but now were lost for eternity. Opening
my eyes, the vision of an image still stayed as if imprinted into the
retina. I decided to ignore it and had a look at some of the things I
had to do for university, but concentrating was becoming more and
more difficult in the last days.

The withdrawal of feelings I had received from her was now a strain
on my soul and my conscience and soon became a fact I couldn’t deny.
But I couldn’t tell her, either.

A fixed relationship is something that’s an important decision, as
it kills all mutability; and she seemed to feel the same way, and her
decision was made. If her boyfriend doesn’t change his, I guess, nothing
would change.

I know it’s hopeless, but the last tiny patches of hope that are left
keep me alive, and I don’t want anybody to take these away from me.
We’ll see if the basic rules I've worked out — that real hopes are not to
be fulfilled — will be proved. I hope they won’t. I'm looking forward
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to meet you again, here.

One may guess;
but only who is preordained to die,

may know.
— W.G.

Who will end the curse that’s holding me in its grip so
tight?

I can’t escape;

I need the source of light,

that’s sealed up itself;

ever so tight.

— W.G.
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12 Return of the Signs

Originally published: Friday 20th January 2006

Hello, nice you’re here again!

In that text here, we’ll just have a look at the tiny details
I was capable to notice today, as this Friday seemed to be
something special; it wasn’t Friday the 13th, that had been
last week, and I’d already told you about it; this was a
special day for other reasons, as you’ll see if you join me
again and read the following passages. Another part of my
life — just published publicly.

This day was a day of the two; not only th number of partnership,
but also her number. That meant, as he knew about it before, that
he wouldn’t see her today. But there were to be signs that would
remember him of happier times. Important signs which meanings he’s
still figuring out.

It all started at about half past 12; and it took just about an hour.

This hour was a complete summary of what had happened, and
maybe, it would also tell him what would happen; but he didn’t know
if he really wanted to find out, as this might be the worst thing to do:
One can only hope if he knows something about his future; and if one
hopes, this hope will not be fulfilled (we already figured that out some
time ago, didn’t we?). So we’ll just have a look at these signs from a
completely objective point of view; interpretation is up to you!

It began when he entered the auditorium to hear the next lecture;
soon after he’d sat down, some of his fellow students would cry out
loudly, because the lecture was cancelled. That meant he’d have to
hurry up, as the bus was to come in just about four minutes. So, there
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were four minutes to go; alone. No time to look at the plan if any
lectures would be cancelled on Monday; no time to say goodbye to P.,
who was with him. Only time to run. He ran.

Or, to be more exactly, he walked fast. He reached the bus stop in
time, to join one of the girls he knew which wasn’t included in one
of the groups that inevitably develop in a mass of students; she was
standing there alone, and he talked to her for some moments before
her bus came and took her away. Another group of students, that had
been huddled up with another girl he knew, just raced to their bus
who arrived at that moment; He would have to wait for his until P.
had arrived at the bus stop, too.

He walked to the other girl standing there alone and talked to her,
about the books he liked to read, about the car both of them wanted
to own so as not being forced to use the bus and several other things
of no real importance to us.

P. arrived and joined them, taking over the active part of the
conversation without really changing the topic. Finally, the person of
our interest told a funny story that had occured to him yesterday in the
bus, but it’s of no importance to us now. Both the girls were looking
at him in quite an interested way, something he hadn’t experienced
since the day O. stopped looking into his eyes. For some moments, he
was happy again; then, the bus came and took him away the same
way the separated girl was taken away before. When he entered the
bus, he decided to take his seat behind an older lady; Something in
his mind seemed to know her face, but on the other hand, she seemed
completely new to him. Soon, when the bus was nearly filled with
people, some children asked whether they could take seat in front of
the lady; she granted them this permission friendly. The two young
girls sat down, and soon after, an even younger boy approached, asking
the lady whether he could take seat next to her. He was allowed to do
so, too.

Only seconds later, the two girls, who were now forced to look into
the eyes of that boy, stood up and went to sit on some other place
simultaneously. The boy didn’t follow them.

Some minutes passed, before the lady must’ve asked the boy where
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the bus was currently located; the boy must’ve misunderstood this
question and asked the driver whether this line would pass through a
certain part of that village.

The confusion of the three persons that were now involved soon
cleared, as the lady explained her question again and told the boy
where she wanted to go; the village where O. lived. He’d once seen her
granny, but he wasn’t sure if he could recognize her today; he thought
the lady might be that person, though. However, there were several
thing that didn’t fit into that idea.

1. Why didn’t she catch her from the station? She would be there
just about an hour later, he knew that.

2. He was pretty sure he’d memorized her voice correctly, and he
could neither recognize that nor any features the two of them
should have in common.

3. She seemed older.

4. O. had visited her granny just two weeks ago, and she was living
quite far away; in addition to that, she was not so healthy that
she would simply come to visit her surprisingly.

For that reasons, he decided to sleep a little, just for about five minutes
or so, for he was really drowsy, and he liked sleeping in buses or planes;
he could sleep there even better than in beds, as the feeling of moving
and the regular vibrations of the chassis calmed his racing thoughts
down a bit.

Some time later, he found out the boy had shown the lady the button
she would have to press for the bus to stop at the next station; After
our protagonist had recognized that, he decided to press the button
for her.

And he did. She didn’t notice, and when she turned around to do
it, he told her he’d already done so.

She smiled, but he didn’t recognize her face nor her smile.

When she stood up after the bus stopped, a coin could be heard
falling; It took the person of our interest some time to wake up from
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the state of oblivion that had caught him for a moment. The lade was
gone, and he rised a bit, just high enough to see the coin.

It was of nearly no worth, at least. And as the woman had already
exited the bus, he decided not to bother her, as he didn’t see or hear
other coins. But before the coin fell down, there was something that
had caused this state of being completely absorbed in contemplation:
A garbage truck was passing in front of the bus, just before the last
turn they had to make to reach the home of O.

That rang a bell; the end of something; garbage meant the end of
something, and a garbage truck would mean carrying the broken (or
‘cracked’) pieces of something away to make place for a new beginning.
What was happening?

Theories were developing in his mind; that was the first time he’d
noticed a garbage truck in that village; something was changing, this
was a ‘sign’ But what it meant was something he struggled not to find
out, as it could be positive — or negative. He didn’t want to know,
though he wished he did.

But we stopped at the moment the lady exited the bus; we held
the time right there, and now we will try to join in there again and
take back our seat in his brain. His head turned when the lady went
in the direction of O.’s home; but he wasn’t able to track her way
completely, as the bus started his journey again and gained speed quite
fast; faster than normally, it appeared to him. And as the windows
weren’t really see-through; there were ads fixed on the outside, and
little light was passing through, thus separating the passengers from
the outside, filtering the light in a way that could be compared to the
shadows in a prison, if you were in a desperate mood — as he was,
indeed.

He even imagined having seen the lady turn towards her house; but
that now seemed just like a dream his mind had shown him. The signs
were gone again; he would try to ignore them, as he did in the past,
when he got to know her, as a repitition might be the only way to lead
to another repitition. Maybe, he should try to focus his feelings on
somebody else, so he wouldn’t think about her, which would be the
best way to prepare a new beginning — with O.
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But there was this voice in his head, singing:

They passed me by, all of those great romances
My picture clear, everything seemed so easy
And so I dealt you the blow

L]

Now it’s different, I want you to know

One of us is crying

One of us is lying

In hlis] lonely bed

Staring at the ceiling

Wishing [h]e was somewhere else instead

One of us is lonely

One of us is only

Waiting for a call

Sorry for h[im]|self, feeling stupid feeling small
Wishing [h]e had never left at all

— extract of the lyrics from quite a famous song

The cruel feelings that always came together with the most beautiful
feeling of love wouldn’t go away so easily; maybe, a repitition of history
would prove to be impossible, as everything had changed — and would
change, forever.

He didn’t believe in it, but he hoped for a better future, which could
be his greatest error since the time he hadn’t realized his and her
feelings. But he decided to ignore that, too, trusting in fate though it
had betrayed him; or he had betrayed fate, that depends on the point
of view you’re taking. It’s yours to figure it all out.

Puberty is the discovery of emotion — and the complexity
of life.
— W.G.

There was a crack in that shell,
and it will soon burst open;
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maybe, this will be the end —
or a new beginning.

The nutshell is going to break,
for the sake

of emotion.

— W.G.
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Originally published: Saturday 21st January 2006

Hello; T hope you grow fond of this story, and start to
understand my feelings.

This time, I’ll tell you the other signs that were just jumping
at me today; they’re making me afraid and give me a hard
time, as I don’t know what to do or think about it.

It was Saturday — A day he wouldn’t see her, but a day full of new
signs approaching his mind.

It all started at about 4 pm: He approached a radio his mother
hadn’t turned of; it somehow attracted him with a magnetic power.
He stared at the volume level: It matched HER number. Later, her
mother would turn the radio on again, and it wouldn’t match this
number again; and it wouldn’t be matched so exactly, showing it so
clearly, as if it was intended to do so.

A new song was heard, and it told him to wait for summer and start
over then, in a kind of metaphorical way; when the song was finished,
he knew he could turn of the radio safely as no more information would
be given to him. He turned around and saw the antenna of another
radio, its tip just in front of the left eye of a portrait that showed him.
His mother had hung it there. The tip of the antenna seemed to touch
the right eye of the image, or at least cast a shadow upon it; and he
couldn’t help but remember a scientific extract about the method the
human brain was working.

The right halfth dealed with images, as there are pictures — and
emotions. The left halfth would be the logical part, analyzing things
systematically and mathematically by using numbers.
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The eyes and nearly the complete halfth of a man’s body would be
wired’ the other way round; thus, the left part of the body would be
controlled by the right section of the brain and vice versa. The right
eye of the portrait (heraldically speaking) was thus blocked by the
antenna; thus, the left part of the brain, the logical part, was blocked.

This sign could mean two things: Either, he should try to think logic-
ally, trying to remove that blockage, or it could be exactly the opposite.
This duality or ambiguity of meaning was something quite natural to
life: It was the only thing left to choose between, as everything else
was borne — or predetermined. This was the main reason that caused
the discussion about the illusion of decision, and the final cause of that
discussion not to be able to give a right answer. Most of these answers
to the main questions of life were to be found somewhere in between;
only change was to be found everywhere, that w