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Shwould die in a second. In my later life, | had written.down

tori ich have come to some success. | first prided my-

self in'it, then, a longer time later, felt out of control, mani=
pulated by\thea,power of material success. | experienced a lifé®

long n?hnlc‘p after realizing that | was indeed capable
fereating m for my fellow human beings, but in my

nhere, it Qre my‘m“md to bits and.pieces. | saw, my
i JEZ (€"With pieces of the €X3c sarﬁe
each other any longer. | ha

ten sto‘rle§' full . jys=aad potential danger | was pralsed
for words | would hdve aken back, but Howcould | take back

words, printed out in unthinkable quantities, that have‘bébn,'u" forest was hege, too*Life was fin

seen and understood by an unthinkable amount of peoplé"’ I
wrote angrily, sometimes even slléhtly aware of it, the time |
wrote. | wrote something thinking about another thing. What
does purest intention mean when being human? Was it not
after all humanest to be wrong all the time? The craze | felt
for not being able to forgive ﬁ/self that being the reason for
my inability to truly forgive anybb* After the passing of my
old mother who | sadly could
anymore after the age of twenty'e ht, the pieces of my puzzle

even started to become l|ttle tiny puzzles themselves Was Jf

lovable after all? | gave my children the freedom tp net loye
me, and often | feel like they resent me for that. My husb

loved me, as | knew that he could love me without li m%

for many years of our marriage and houg'ﬁ‘t

worries concerning him could evaporate.,ln:the chao;ﬁf my{. breaths

life, distracting myself with the preduction of-texts SWwhoever
| produced them for, | could not understand-at all any-r?fore in
the end. Now | knew my worries never have gVaporated they
sunk into my heart and left painful stains. |.gat/angry all the
time. At thewrong people. But all of the outsta dmg’mlsfakes

of mine made marvelous stofies and reqmr,gd an intriguing -made me'ad-e-.ﬂum llkeatﬂe broth

kind of wordsmanship that was given to.mesand | was willing
to give it back to the world in exchange. It all confused me.
But that has been my life now. There has not been enough
time for forgiveness. There has npt been enough=time to wit-

f Mto orderline maplpulat|on just like anythmg-{ while being so content’la Gl

ring myself to love at all

#Talledyou for so long. | was!,|'yelled RSl

Opposite the street | saw the
myself, trembling. Who would Ki
and all was all about? Forest, Wel
burned you down? He looked a
And furlous too, he ahsweradfsng

wer, but could not qut,té?ér sp the'na

| do not know nor understﬁii, ]

ment | arrived here, | fdfew; it /

a longtlme longerthanmy COUTd ever s

| wasin paraélfse that was What §<! ain of
|t¢, \' ,r

knew.my deafh would-Agppen oné i T

was gomgt

I knew intellectually, )
how-¢o corﬂanﬂwgmng av "":
cruelty?+ mg thaktit |§nat of use

| realized, if.| would be,reveqled % ]u ew more of these
though%uld too s00f nat z de person any lon-

is term;hatt _-

ger that been durtlng a Whble long:life’s'time, my who-
le long h,fe that felt very. shortfo at'the same time.
-“hhe fprest S'soul turned to nly, you seem to

fa_nd S
cited to0, to no lon nt; atta )Imething many
do yod know?,
l;asked. | anticipated the fo'.est would_sefV&the holy grail or
éomethlng-equwalent to |’H§4y past; e old soulgontinu-
ound 50000 tml_eé longg yours. | have taken

than your Fnst love, an the life of the
childyou.lost too soon. Forgettl ‘ 2 long breaths fil-
.led with p\r, tittle lady, has tug 0.be rellevmg, but
re interestingly, | now @ iting for [;am kno-
wing ged has completed by it to me. OB, yes, the
mighty body of pain, he burst i Oyish laugl‘ser Wialte]

but likea gﬁ;:ndfather
I’ve never had, too. Fores aidksariously, were the people
that burned you down e\iisgs L Maybe, Lve-f6Tgotten;
bursting-out in an energeh b it giggle. Oh. g this mo-

ment | forgot who I have b Fe, | turned to hitn and as |

ness the earth being saved. I'm d§ing. - saw him laugh, Fstarted to 00. Hello, soul, | know you
By o = = h 4

& 2’ frorp somewhete, he askeg 2YEs; soul, of courge | know

| wandered without realizing it £ﬁrst but when-it came-clear—yougYou are me. And then*ftst Pped talking. And then,

to me, it was very much obvioys that | have;b'een in paradise
for quite some time now. | Wasﬁt human anymore. | waswan-
dering as a'soul amongst other'souls and now in a position to
approach.them and‘ask all kinds of questions ‘without fear,
knowing iill get the purest ghswers.!In my past life, | was a
bitter woman. This thought zi]ght me off-guard. How could
| realize aﬁmg that | haven’tygealized in all my time on earth
in'just a little moment? will fforget in a sum of some more
of these moments what kind®f a somebody | have inhabited
before? will. The place | stogll at was indescribably beautiful,

though | wguld have found@iie words for it in the end, liket—=_ i

had always had. For the m@hents cameras could not catch
and dull minds did not havetthe capacities to take in, | found
the right words. And | madesure to write them down.
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ory was never]ust over.

orn. After the sopl has fi-

8@t silence unfoldiof me to

o reason. | washappy to

i was exactly. §

As thetucky ob;:ferver of thi
With &ch énding a beginni
nally stopped thinking, |
a beautiful blye sky. | was
be alive ana'qt{?t ever kno
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