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And nothing else 
Irmgard Rosina Bauer 

 

»I love the mountains. I didn't always know that this was the case. And in 

general I didn't know much about what I love and what I don't. Life came 

over me, unfiltered, I said yes to everything for decades, and it was 

somehow okay - until I was slowed down by a burnout. So it didn't go on 

like this, but then how? ' 

 

Rosi is 52. In the past three decades, she has raised four children and 

helped her husband in his delicatessen. There was no time to deal with 

yourself and your own needs. Now she fulfills an old wish and goes alone to 

the south of France. With Merkür, her mini van, with a lot of fear of her 

own spontaneity and with little money: she only wants to spend 10 euros a 

day. While she often reaches her limits, she grants her thirst for 

adventure and can recognize and relativize many of her fears; and by the 

way wipe off her old life. Her poor sense of direction is just one of many 

obstacles in her ongoing search for optimal conditions. 
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Mountains  

I love the mountains. 

I didn't always know it was like that. And anyway, I didn't know much about what I loved 

and what I didn't love. Life came over me, unfiltered I said yes for decades, and it was 

somehow okay that way - until a bad burnout slowed me down. 

Not like before, but then how? 

It was a long time before I allowed myself to go to the mountains more often. That wasn't 

productive, that was my conditioning. In the meantime, however, the mountains have 

become a symbol for life as it lives and breathes:  

- When I go on a mountain hike, I have one goal, namely the summit. 

- In the mountains I feel free.  

- There it goes up in curves. 

- And above all, the mountains stand for the fact that they cannot be straightened in the 

way I would like my path to be sometimes in life. To reach the summit there, behind the 

initial forest peaks, you don't know how often the path sends you back down again instead 

of just up. And you say: "This is not going right, because I want to go up. Nevertheless I 

have to go the way.  

Yes, I love the mountains. Especially when they are rugged and rocky and desolate. I love 

the natural effort they make for me. As I said, I didn't always know that. In order to find out 

this and many other things that would help me control my life more, I allowed myself a solo. 

That's what educators call it, and they took it from Jesus with his 40 days and 40 nights in 

the desert, or from Indian tribes or the Aborigines, where young people are sent into the 

solitude of nature to cross the threshold to adulthood. I seemed to need that: To become an 

adult. At 52. 
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MOUNTAIN NUMBER ONE  
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Place search 

I take the first exit from Mulhouse with Merkür and end up in the country of Peugeot: one 

usine at a time, one garage takes over from the next, lots of truck parking spaces, nobody 

on the road at this time of day, so I'd better keep driving, a little out of town maybe, but how 

do you get out of town, the sun is gone, I can't see the points of the compass, oops, I wanted 

to let my feelings speak on this trip, what do my feelings tell me, nothing, it has no idea. For 

an hour. It's one o'clock now.  

My concentration is at an end after the long ride. My eyelids have long since stopped 

working. I test different places in my mind, if my dear Merkür wants to stop and park there. 

He does not want to. 

There's a lot of places he won't go. Not in the industrial quarter (who knows how many truck 

drivers could get out of their trucks and into my car!), not in the city centre on an unlit 

street (who knows what kind of young people are rioting there!), not in the villa area (who 

knows how much their owners will look at me crooked in the morning!) Until we both 

somehow found the edge of town. Shyly we circle several times around a large hotel. Do we 

stand there on the parking lot? Will we be chased away by the night porter because we are 

not hotel guests? My tiredness makes the decision easier for me, and we position ourselves 

a bit aside at the edge of the parking lot, which is bordered by a wide meadow. Stealthily I 

sneak from the driver's door at the lawn side to the tailgate and take off the yellow-blue 

striped Ikea bedspread that covers my chaos wonderfully - no, pajamas are not necessary - 

stop, another light clogs into the meadow - 

Backwards I get on the running board. When I duck, I can put my head back and my body 

can follow it until I lie down.  

It's cramped up here! The first time I tested my board bed some time ago, the lying surface 

had been empty, so I could turn sideways on it in the horizontal, but now: The blue cool bag 

shares the bed with me, the heavy book box, some clothes, the wash bag, I put all that up 

here because there was so much space, whereas all the boxes below my board bed overflow 

with things I might need in the next weeks. 

No, I can't do it this way. 

 

Under strong contortions I get the rear door handle in my hand, press it down, pull myself 

out, come to a halt on the meadow, clear the bed plate. I bring the cool bag, always quietly 

so that nobody hears me, forward to the passenger seat. I put the book box on the 

passenger floor, clothes and wash bag on top. I go to the back, crawl backwards up again 

and come to rest, press the door lock button.  

No, not good either, everyone can look me in the face in the morning because I sleep directly 

at window level.  

Do I suddenly have a problem?  

I crawl out and dig into Merkür's interior for the colourful curtain fabrics that I had brought 

from home in a hurry, with an unclear plan - somehow I would be able to fasten them. But I 
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am so tired! Since she didn't hold the tape and they kept falling off, I clamped them in the 

car doors and windows. That nobody hears this only from the hotel! Always gently and 

gently close the doors! It's not so easy to close the rear doors from the inside, especially not 

so quietly, because the handle for it, which I can pull on, is at sleeping board height of all 

places. I still have to pull my hand away in time before the clack, so as not to squash it. 

There I go again. Next to me is the nitrous oxide spray. And the pepper spray for animals.  

But you can't use that in the car when someone is bothering you - it hits you!, it shoots 

through my head. I need at least a knife! Once again I turn in a horizontal position to lie 

with my head towards the trunk door, fiddle with the handle of the rear door to open it - as 

soon as I can open it - and use the torch to look for my wilderness knife out of a box, the 

one I'm so proud of, sharp, short and hard, the handle made of the finest olive wood.  

Before I lay it down next to my pillow, I pause briefly, opening the snap fastener of the 

leather sheath. In which case would I use it? Perhaps poking someone on the hand with it? 

When would the danger be threatening enough to stab? Or would I panic and start too 

soon?  

At last I feel my tension subside, the silence all around me. 

And suddenly, phew, there it is, the panic.  

 

Old stuff 

Panic! No! Not again! Panic! Like before! Help! Air! –  

This tightness, just like back then, I am able to break everything, I need space! 

Impulsively I would like to jump up, raise my upper body, but the roof of the car! Getting up 

and then getting out of the car is not possible. Help! Suddenly my throat closes up, I can't 

breathe anymore, I know exactly, I'm going to suffocate! I can't breathe! I can't breathe! I 

can't breathe. I can't breathe through my mouth. It's too dry. I want to scream, but I can't. 

The car ceiling bulges under my arm - I have to get out of here! Air! I will die if I don't get out 

of here! My heart beats loud. 

Stay calm! You have to, you have to pull yourself together, this is only possible with a clear 

mind! You've made room, you can turn sideways. 

With my lips pressed together under short bursts of breath, I manage to turn on my 

stomach without bumping into the threateningly close car roof, turn my upper body 

horizontally over the wide bed-board mattress so that the rest of the body can follow, my 

legs now in the direction of travel, head and hands to the door handle - the handle, where is 

the damn handle? I'm going to tear everything up, I'm suffocating! I'm going to burst! I'm 

suffocating! I'm going to smash the car door! 

Stay calm, this is only possible with reason, otherwise you will suffocate, you must have 

reason, you have made it this far, stay calm, there is the handle.  

I'm suffocating! Push up or push down? I'm choking! I have to rip the handle out right now 

or I'll never get out of here. Help! 
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You can do it, you did it back then. You're almost there. Push down. Harder, you can do it, 

you're almost there! Harder! Clack - clack right the same - 

With a strong push one half of the rear door, another push for the second - free, I can 

breathe, on my stomach, lift my head, the whole free meadow in front of my eyes, free! It 

smells of fresh grass. I hear my heart growl.  

 

I can't believe this could happen again. 

But I had overcome it, the claustrophobia? The memory of the Millennium Night on the 

Munich Celebration Mile between Odeonsplatz and Siegestor. I had thought that it could 

never come back.  

Pah, how does she look, I thought about a woman who stormed towards me in the crowd. 

"Let her through," she shouted shrilly, her eyes were wide and fearfully directed at me, her 

arms waved wildly through the people. "Let them through! I'm too tight!" My smile must 

have been contemptuous, I still see myself shaking my head in an incomprehensible and 

narrow-minded way. 

Not a minute had passed before I suddenly felt myself pressed into the crowd. To the left 

was the wall of the house, to the right the concrete wall leading to the subway station 

limited the bottleneck that apparently all those who wanted to celebrate thought to pass at 

once. Those who came back from Ludwigstraße and those who came up from the subway 

and wanted to go to Ludwigstraße.  

 Some pushed me from behind to the front, where I wanted to go, but the others came 

towards me from the front and pushed me back, pushed, and suddenly I had no free choice 

anymore, there was no handbreadth in between, not in front and not behind and not to the 

side, they pressed me in even more, there was no more room, no more room to get out of the 

way - I couldn't breathe anymore, it suddenly shot through my head completely sober. Then 

it was over with the thinking. I can't breathe anymore, I scream out. My head is about to 

burst, I feel it. I can't breathe. I just want to scream, I tear my jacket open at the front, I 

want to push forward. I feel an irrepressible power, I want to box them all away, I only want 

to breathe freely, to have air, to step over them, on their shoulders, I want to lift up - Let me 

through! More and more people want to come to me, all of them want to come to me, I can't 

breathe anymore, I scream, "I can't breathe!" and look into uncomprehending faces. My 

head is about to burst, I feel my chest is bursting, the bra is constricting my chest, I have to 

open the bra, I can't breathe, I just want to dive over the people. "I can't breathe", I can't 

open the bra, I have the champagne bottle in my hand, it has to go, drop it, no matter, I 

hear it hissing. I feel trickling and crunching shards under my feet, now I have both hands 

free to open the bra, it's a little better, but "I can't breathe!", again and again I scream into 

narrow-minded faces. "Get away, I want out!" 

I hear a quiet male voice beside me:  

"Look up! Just look up. Look, there's so much room for you up there in the sky! Do you see 

the stars? Always look up. - yes, come on - I'll lead the way." 
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Like an angel, a strange man led me out of the narrowness with calm words, only a few 

meters further, where it became airier again. 

It had taken eight years before I was able to get back into crowds, squeeze into a full subway 

at rush hour or go to the Oktoberfest again.  

 

In some region of the brain, the memory of it had probably settled down indelibly.  

 

"I have to leave the back doors open tonight," it shoots through my head from this part of 

my brain.  

 

Reverse 

My chin lies on the plate, my heart is still throbbing into the air mattress and slowly relaxes 

while my eyes are straining to check the hotel. Only the view of the wide meadow in front of 

me makes me calm. Leave the door open? Sleep with the door open? Sleep here? Hotel 

parking lot? At night, when I sleep! Tomorrow morning at 5:00, the first guests pass my 

back door! No! No. I won't do it. What could happen!  

My arms tremble as I pull my upper body a little bit outwards, catch up with my legs from 

the horizontal, can put it down first on the running board and then on the meadow. First 

take a deep breath, very deep, how fresh the grass is, again deep, stretch your arms, more 

oxygen, sigh, but still! Quietly! Breathe, finally breathe properly again! Below me meadow, 

above me sky, high, wide starry sky. 

Completely dazed, I lean against Mercury's body.  

Every day now? Sleep with the door open for five weeks? Everywhere? What do I do now? Go 

to a hotel?  

I feel disappointment at the thought. Definitely not a hotel. That wasn't the plan. Turn 

back? What was the plan? Go back home? No way! I'm too tired now anyway. There must be 

a solution.  

My heart is beating quietly again. I go to the back door and look at the handle mechanism. 

It's exactly the same height as the board, no gap in between.  

In detail I observe the gently illuminated area in front of the hotel. Everything is quiet and 

manageable. What could happen?  

For what felt like half an hour I stood there like this until I pulled myself backwards, head 

first, onto my board bed. Then I turn my upper body horizontally towards the rear door, 

close the second part of the halved rear door that should have been closed and lean the 

shorter open half over the closed wider half. I turn back again, lay my head behind the 

passenger seat, where I had already pushed my pillow. With a strong kick of my foot I can 

push the door open from lying down, and that gives me the feeling of space, yes, in front of 

me a wide meadow spreads out at night, which belongs only to me, while the hotel guests 

have to sleep in narrow rooms. I am so free! And relieved. With a smile on my lips over my 

meadow berth I can finally fall asleep.  
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When I wake up, it's 7:00 and bright. Nobody around me. Get away quickly before someone 

talks to me! I turn Merkür into a normal car by spreading the all-covering bedspread over 

my sleeping place and drive off.  

But where am I? Which way is the highway?  

I use my usual strategy of asking people on the street for directions. A man approaches me 

on the sidewalk, probably on his way to work in a usine. He willingly tells me the way in 

Alsatian dialect. And "Long live Europe!" he shouts as I drive on. Are they all like that here, 

or is he crazy? 

After circling around the city centre several times in Peugeot traffic, I find an arterial road, 

which is located at a meadow, with a parking bay. Here I can make myself coffee on the gas 

cooker and smear the bread I brought from home with jam I brought from home.  

 

When the donkey is too well 

"If the donkey is doing too well, he goes on the ice," my father commented when I told him 

about my decision to travel. He actually wanted to say that this decision was a lot of 

nonsense - or perhaps that: "You are too well. That is not good!" 

"What are you doing in France so long? But hopefully work," said my mother in her worry 

that I, her 52-year-old daughter, would be busy with trivial things and still be lying on her 

bag when she was old. 

"I wouldn't dare, alone so long in a foreign country!" said friends. And their husbands 

reacted in horror. "Take care of yourself," they said with a meaningful look. 

But my husband Peter said, "If you need this, you have to do it."  

And for that I love him infinitely. 

It's already evening when I leave Munich, because besides the many final exams in the last 

weeks I could only pack the car properly that day. No matter. My only plan is to arrive in 

France today. Today, which means: Pass the sign "France" before zero o'clock.  

Peter helped me to put all my boxes in my little van and to fix the sleeping frame board over 

it. He inflated the sleeping bed air mattress for me and tried out another solution with me, 

how I can fix the green do-it-yourself store tarpaulin to the roof rails when it rains - 

assuming a tree for the other end. But hey, I want to go to the wild Cevennes mountains, so 

I'm sure I'll find a tree there if it ever rains! 

Peter had always commented on my travel plans with an encouraging tone. I was very 

grateful to him for that.  

But then I felt sorry for him, how he seemed so bent and stood there, with the rather small 

slender stature, not much bigger than mine, with his full hair, which was increasingly 

coloured grey, with his beautiful steel blue eyes in the strikingly cut narrow face. He seemed 

more excited than myself when my beloved high roof station wagon, as it is called in the 

technical language, filled up box after box. Peter lovingly waved me goodbye as I drove out of 

the backyard, he looked thoughtful. 
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What could possibly happen! 

 

Forty days and forty nights 

I've done the math: Ten euros a day. I can't spend more than that in the first five weeks of 

my life alone. But why money? For some time now, I have been feeling the need to reduce 

the frequent purchase of new, stylish clothes. To simply have time for myself, I want to learn 

to spend less time on everyday life. But of course I still need money. 

For petrol (which is extremely expensive this year) and for food. But hello, I'm going to the 

Cevennes, to the French wilderness solitude. What do I need money for? I spend the night in 

the car. I don't need a camping site. Once a week at the most for washing up. I take a 

tarpaulin for Eineurofufzig from the hardware store, so that I can sit outside the car even 

when it rains. It is summer! Normal camping equipment: table, chairs (one for me, one for 

Peter when he comes by train after my solo trip). Gas cooker. Dish ball. Car papers. I am 

allowed to enjoy the advantages of the EU, I don't need to have changed money like before, I 

don't need to stop at any border crossing anymore and I have to ask myself anxiously if I 

really have all important identification documents with me. No, I do not need to make any 

elaborate preparations for France in this respect. How simple that sounds.  

But of course, fears have also risen in me. 

I don't have to... may I... should I really... what will I do if... 

As a protective barrier against these questions I packed a whole truckload of surrounding 

security: a box of books (in case I get bored) and music CDs (in case I feel lonely), a box of 

clothes (in case it's cold, in case it's warm). A box with dishes and first food I take from our 

pantry.  

I hate to admit I'm queasy. 

But didn't I buy this handy minivan at the beginning of the year, especially for such wishes 

in the back of my mind, yes, in the back of my mind, because I didn't dare to really think 

about them, and yet I bought it? Didn't I have my technically gifted son Markus build me a 

special plank frame for sleeping that fits exactly over my eight folding boxes? Hey, now fear? 

Yeah, fear. Fear of my own desires. Of my own courage. Yes, and I will do it anyway. I'll 

summon up all my courage. My journey to the Cévennes has begun. All alone with me, for 

forty days and forty nights.  

And my concern turned into anticipatory excitement. 

 

A stone house 

For years I had been preoccupied with the question: How can I ever find an affordable house 

there, a real stone house that isn't just a pile of stones, somewhere in the cold pampas. Not 

one that I have to spend my life repairing, but one that is immediately habitable and ready 

to move into. With little preparatory work and little expenditure of money; and always sunny 

and dry and with a restful shady spot under pine trees. Where do I ever take the time to 

spend a whole summer in the south of France in order to find such a little house there?  
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In the meantime, decades have passed on these issues.  

And now also this loss of orders. 

I was very worried that I would be faced with a huge sales shortfall. I earned my living as a 

freelancer who supported a wide variety of companies with time-bound team projects. They 

sometimes booked me for a year, sometimes for six months, sometimes for three months. To 

create smooth transitions from one assignment to the next without any loss of turnover was 

a matter of course for me.  

And now no money for the next months! 

"How will you cover your running costs, Rosi?", my mother would ask again. Rent, 

insurance, telephone, car, obligations. How right my mother would be! 

"You are now over fifty! Think of your pension payments! You'll be old before you know it! 

She's right about that too.  

A dragon, this devouring everyday life. Consuming my days, my life time. And casts new 

fire-breathing heads I am at his mercy. His sacrifice. I don't want to be, but I am. 

I've had many sleepless nights lately. But then the solution came in my sleep, and one night 

I drove up: 

Just don't spend money! Building a bed in the car. Sliding open boxes under it instead of 

closed suitcases. Going to France alone when Peter needs a holiday - I'm not. It's very 

simple! 

 

I have read wonderful things about the fantastically barren, wild landscapes in the 

Cevennes. That's where I'd like to go, yes, isn't this loss of orders a huge opportunity? Gift of 

time? Hasn't this wish been slumbering inside me for a long time, seething like a volcano 

under the lid of the supposed unfulfillability? Suddenly I don't have to think anymore. 

Yes, I want to go alone. Yes, I want to be alone. Yes, for me, just for me. Finally, for me. Yes, 

I do. Yes, I want the South of France. Yes, I do. I want to live my own rhythm. To get up 

when I'm awake and go to sleep when I'm tired. Eat when I'm hungry, not when lunch is 

mandatory. Stop in sunny meadows and spread out on them when I feel like it. Park my car 

in an idyllic spot to spend the night and have breakfast with Bellevue in the morning. Yes, I 

take forty days for that, all of July through to August. Even for Jesus, such a long time out 

seemed to be no small thing, and I too am very tense.  

First of July departure, yes, that's good. My husband, Peter, will join us in mid-August 

when he's on holiday. Yes, everything can be arranged very well.  

 

And once again I feel the power of certainty: When I finally know what I want, it all starts to 

flow. Suddenly it is easy for me to arrange everything in detail - even the smallest jobs that 

have to continue while I am away. I'll probably have to move money from one account to 

another during my time in France, so I'll just take my account numbers with me. 

 

What the children can do 
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Hadn't I been busy cultivating my dusty experiences for far too long? To give them more 

value than new experiences and new experiences? Just because the world had agreed that 

you had to know better over 50 times? 

Money, well, money. I don't really have any money left, because it will take three months or, 

depending on the payment morale of the next client, even longer until money will be on my 

account again. But there are my four fabulous children from whom I can learn so much. Not 

that they can lend me money, no. But instead, they can lend me the courage of the 

lighthearted.  

Where they've been everywhere! Dominik is now 29 and he's my oldest. For his six weeks in 

Istanbul, Cairo and the Sahara, at the age of 24, he only needed money for the flight, the 

rest was hitchhiking. What he raved about the clear and quiet nights in the middle of the 

desert! In the meantime he has given me a lovely daughter-in-law and a cute 

granddaughter, the next child is on the way.  

Markus is 27 and at the age of 25 he went to Valencia for half a year to have a break. A 

time-out! At 25! He alternately stayed with friends and friends of friends and fed off his 

charm. A time-out! At 25! 

Lisa was travelling alone in the USA for a quarter of a year, celebrated her eighteenth 

birthday without me and without her family there, drove from Portland to Los Angeles with a 

big backpack and the supposedly dangerous Pacific Greyhound, what did her mum have 

cousins and friends from her school days over there for, you can stay over night there, great, 

and children her age had them too, so what little she had saved was enough. She is now 

with her 25 years a self-confident person. Since two years I am allowed to be a grandmother 

for her little son.  

What is missing is Raphael, my youngest and tallest son - he is 1.85 m tall - who recently 

roamed India with his pretty blonde friend Cora for eight weeks with a backpack, the so 

endless, so far away, so foreign country, just like that, and both were not afraid of 

infections, theft and other unpleasant experiences. "I'm at least a third bigger than the 

Indian population," he laughed on the phone, "they'll leave us alone all right!" 

He too was so young, so enterprising, his trip had been a year ago when he was 21. And I, 

with my fifty-two years, was hiding behind gloomy forecasts: Oh dear, I can't go on holiday 

this year. I lost a job. I have to work hard on acquisitions. I'm in dire straits. I have to wait 

tables. 

But wait! Stop! What my kids can do, I can do. When I was twenty, didn't I already admire 

all those who ventured into foreign countries with backpacks and tents after graduating 

from high school or during the semester breaks? Didn't I already have the desire to do it 

back then, but not the courage? For example, I was still subject to our old family mantra: 

"You always have to work something. You have to make it to something. Work is the only 

way to get ahead. If you want to get somewhere, you can't just hang around.  

I enjoyed the mischievous smile on my lips as I spoke softly to myself:  

"I'm a prowler." 
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And again, a little louder.  

And finally loud, unrestrained, joyful: 

"I'm a tramp!" 

 

Riding with God in France 

Forty kilometers to Mulhouse.  

What would my car be happy that it was finally allowed to enter the country of its original 

family. Mercury came into my mind, venerable companion and god of walkers and travellers. 

Yes, after him I would baptize my companion, my good car, my station wagon, my Dacia 

Logan MCV: Mercure, in French of course. Or did I take both Mercury and Mercure with 

me? Merkur for the German woman, and Mercure for the German woman in France.  

Flights became Mercury and Mercure in personal union a Mercury. "I hereby baptize you, 

car, cobalt blue and sole chaperone for the next forty days and forty nights, I hereby baptize 

you Mercury." I honked my horn three times with the flat of my hand on the barely traveled 

highway at night. "Come with me, my good Mercury," I said to him. 

 

Peter 

When we got closer in 2002, Peter quit his job in adult education in Oldenburg and found 

someone to teach in a Montessori school with me in Munich. Although he was already 54 at 

that time. I was and am grateful to him that we did not have to have a long-lasting long-

distance relationship.  

For five weeks he will now be alone, going to his school every day and sitting alone in the 

evening in front of his PC and producing the annual report - which is due every year -, 

demanding articles and photos from colleagues, complaining about their inscrutable 

formatting, adapting them to print formats. Then write testimonials. For me, this means 

every year: two months before the start of the holidays, there is nothing to do with my 

husband. So I have no guilty conscience. Last year I already spontaneously went on a trip in 

the last weeks of the school year in the same situation. But then only to Lake Garda and 

only for four days. He was quite upset when I wrote him a text message from Austria: I'm on 

my way to Lake Garda, I'll be back Monday evening.  

Everything's different this time. Peter is involved and involved. And because of the shortened 

assignment, which at first seemed to be a horror, I have a surprising two months time.  

In recent years, I had only ever experienced my dream destination in isolated instances: a 

few days in Strasbourg every now and then or a weekend in Paris; the wonderful trip to 

Brittany with Peter the year before was great, but only lasted a fortnight; and the year before 

that, the holiday in the historic Burgundy. Always wonderful, always too short. Even in my 

earlier life, back then with Karl-Hubert, I would have liked to experience more of my France. 

 

Karl-Huberts France 
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Actually, yes, I should know France like the back of my hand. Oh, yes, I knew some of it. As 

cheese and as wine. 

There was the round, very spicy Livarot with the orange-red banderoles around its red 

smear in the chip box, which can show an Appellation d'origine contrôlée from Normandy, 

just like the aromatic square Pont l'Evêque. The mini-cylindrical Crottin de Chavignol, a 

coarse goat's cheese from the Loire Valley, where the famous white wine Sancerre with its 

wonderful juniper aroma comes from.  

Roquefort is made from the milk of sheep from the Auvergne, which is then infected in the 

caves of Roquefort by the noble fungus cultures living in them, giving it its famous taste. 

The Munster comes from Alsace, the Reblochon from Savoy, the Ami du Chambertin from 

Burgundy. It is also a traditional cheese miracle: matured to the right point, it will delight 

the taste buds of connoisseurs when it is brought together on the tongue with the 

prominent red Burgundy Chambertin as its namesake. 

I used to travel many of these French landscapes with Karl-Hubert. Eating award-winning 

foie gras in Gascony or enjoying the incomparable scent of black truffles from the Périgord 

on meaty country chicken.  

 

And now: Two months off in a row. In summer! For me and for my needs and for the France 

that suits my taste. I'll go to its south as I please, and I'll not only eat and drink there In my 

mind's eye, a wild nature has long since built up, through which I will roam. ...whose 

mountains I will seek. Its bizarre formations I will marvel at, which I will love - because they 

resemble my inner nature, which I no longer want to hide behind a planned facade.  

 

It is now about two decades ago that Karl-Hubert and I were often in the South of France 

with our then still small children, from where he imported the French country wines that 

were fashionable at the time for our wine wholesale business. On the car journeys I was 

busy keeping our increasing number of children happy with ditties, teakettle games and 

Pumuckl cassettes. Providing them with such cookies, which did not crumble in the 

beautiful new 300 Mercedes SE, as well as drinking, but only so much that they did not 

have to pee all the time. Karl-Hubert steered the car, took care of the route, which then led 

directly to where he could take his business appointments. Since Karl-Hubert bought whole 

articulated lorries full of wine pallets for the wine trade, we were princely spoiled with the 

delicacies of the region by the winegrowers at the wine tastings.  

He complained about the great responsibility he had in choosing the right wine. Which 

would then also sell well. And about the fact that I didn't fully concentrate on translating 

back and forth, because I wanted to take care of the satisfaction of our two, soon three and 

then four children.  

My France at that time did not correspond to my dream of France. It had never consisted of 

so much food and drink. For all the culinary delights I could appreciate, sitting for hours at 

a meal, especially with restless children, had always been an abomination. 
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First the careful selection of the aperitif, accompanied by a small hors d'oeuvre.  

Then the warm starter, often consisting of fish, with a matching white. Then the main 

course, always a special meat from the local beef, from the local chicken, from lamb, goat or 

rabbit, about which one could say many words. Always chosen with special preparation 

forms, which of course could only be conquered with a red that exactly completes the taste 

experience. This is followed by a usually opulent cheese platter, consisting of at least several 

types of sweetbread and camembert, various cheeses with red smear, hard cheeses, at least 

one Bleu and some palm-sized fresh and dry-molded old chèvres. Of course, even the well-

tempered cheese could only develop its optimal aroma if it was enjoyed together with a 

matching velvety red from the region.  

No real meal was completed without a dessert. And there were - I was also very interested - 

the most delicious variations of this. Crème brûlée or crème caramel, flan, tarte with fruit, 

profiteroles, a raspberry charlotte or a creamy whipped mousse au chocolat, to name but a 

few of the always opulent selection. A white sweet wine was gladly served with it. To 

complete the dinner with one, depending on the region we were in: Cognac Vieille Réserve or 

a noble Marc de Bourgogne or a clear eau de vie. This preferably distilled from rare fruit, 

such as the Baie de Houx, holly berry. 

Yes, we were much admired and envied in our environment when we talked about our 

experiences in France - and this recognition was certainly the cause of many a motivating 

moment for me.  

But here I am and I can't help it: eating no longer fascinates me.  

 

Come the same and stay long 

Should I or should I not? You can't... Why not? I feel uneasy. At home, I had all the phone 

numbers of my French girlfriends found out and packed. 

Only now, on the way to the deepest France, I am thinking carefully about calling Danielle, 

who - I have done the math - went back to her home country twelve years ago. I have not 

seen her since. I'll do it. I'll call.  

"Allo, Danielle, this is Rosi from Ismaning, remember? I'm in Mulhouse and I'd like to be 

with you tonight, if that's okay." 

A hearty laugh on the other end of the line.  

"Rosi, c'est toujours toi, toujours spontaneus," she giggles, "but naturally," she says with 

her French accent, "you can come, I'm at Ause. I have to work now, I can't prepare anything, 

but I'm very happy, you can sleep in my bucket as long as you want. Sarah will open the 

door until I come." 

I'm in seventh heaven.  

To see Danielle again, who had left Ismaning so suddenly with quite a few problems, packed 

up her three children and left her husband behind and went back to France. At that time 

she couldn't talk about it, she said goodbye to me only very briefly, more for the sake of form 
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than warmly. She was emaciated within a few months - and I could only guess what had 

happened to her and her marriage.  

And now an open, warm tone on the phone. I'm really very pleased. The adventure is really 

beginning now, with the fun I had with it.  

I decide to take the Routes nationales in order to save the motorway toll and allow myself a 

map of France at the petrol station. 

Since I have been driving from Munich to Italy more often "quickly" lately, I am familiar with 

the green signs for motorways, and I cheerfully follow the blue road signs for the Routes 

nationales. I have difficulties with the numbering of the roads, but the longer I drive, the 

more routine I will get with it. I follow the blue sign "Belfort" and almost end up on the 

highway again and again.  

"Oh, these stupid French!" I hear myself complaining, "how hard it is to follow signs for 

those who are not familiar with the area!" 

For a long time I get into my anger - until I finally notice my confusion: The motorway signs 

in France are as blue as in Germany. And national routes are marked green. My system was 

still programmed for Italy, where motorways are signposted in green.  

I am a bit ashamed now, because I blamed them all, the French, my beloved and esteemed 

French, when I finally found the RN 83, but also my good mood again. Nevertheless, there 

are then again and again places and small places which I do not find on my map. How to 

drive? What is the difference between an RN and a D-road? What is the logic behind the 

numbers? Why is it that on this damn map the places I end up here through no fault of my 

own are not written on it? Which direction should I choose at this crossroads and at that 

village square without signs? I use the tactic of finding my way on the road, which has 

proven its worth in my previous life: I ask people on the street. They look at me in 

amazement, as if they had never seen a stranger before, but always give information with 

lively commitment, in French so quickly and so naturally that the most I can do is use the 

accompanying arm movements until around the next bend to get ahead. Nevertheless I 

thank you with radiant politeness.  

In the past, at Karl-Hubert's, I took care of the children in the car and not the driving route. 

I didn't learn it from my parents either, they never had a car. And if I was travelling alone 

until now? Oh, how often did I get lost! 

So many villages. So many bizarre village names. And so hot the sun. I wonder why, when I 

bought the car in January of this year, I saved on the air conditioning! A long time ago I put 

a towel on the seat to soak up my sweat. I have long since become really hungry. Already 

long ago Sarah, who I have already been announced for the afternoon, will wait for me. And 

I'm still traipsing through the Burgundian province. The prophesying white hens with their 

red comb and black legs, they cannot impress me today. Nor the many corn cobs hung to 

dry on the granaries of the houses with which they feed the famous Poulets de Bresse, 

which I sold in the Gourmetrion at that time, plucked clean and wrapped in foil with a label 

of origin, without having met them as alive as here.  
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I just want out of this mess.  

Only days later on my journey I will gain the clarifying insight why I get lost here all the 

time. When I discover local maps with the wonderful scale of 1:100.000 at the cash desk in 

the supermarket, which also shows villages.  

Finally I decide to take the highway in Bourg en Bresse. And here I feel safe again as usual. 

Motorway! The wide motorway with its clear directions. It's already five o'clock in the 

evening. I manage to take the right motorway bend around the Moloch Lyon and I drive out 

in Vienne. Danielle had described to me on the phone in French how to get to her from the 

motorway exit.  

 

Metamorphosis 

What happens to me here will happen to me more often on my journey: That my German-

oriented imagination is often insufficient for French pronunciation. Tu trouveras un 

Maquedonalle à la droite, and then you turn left.  

Maquedonalle? She keeps on saying that it's a brand, I know it, it's also available in 

Germany, it's available all over the world, maquedonalle. I still don't understand. I let it be, I 

write down maquedonalle and suspect behind it some oversized advertising figure in the 

shape of a macadamia nut. Once it's in place, it clicks: I think she meant McDonald's. Of 

course! The French and their relationship to the formerly hostile English! Just don't speak 

English. I am in France! France has been at loggerheads with England for centuries for 

Atlantic domination. It is the younger French who learn English in school. When I looked at 

the French Internet, I noticed that the terms that we in Germany simply take over from the 

American are translated neatly in France. A download is not a download but a 

"téléchargement". A PC is not a personal computer but an "ordinateur personnel", a backup 

is a "sauvegarde". So I bought an up-to-date dictionary, in which the Internet language is 

listed as a separate attachment. An @ is an "arrobas". You have to know this as soon as you 

want to give or write down an e-mail address. And already last year on a short trip to Paris I 

had the childish pleasure of translating the "Ouaou!" on an advertising poster as "Wow! 

Danielle's address in the Rue Henri Jacquier is not far from the centre, so parking spaces 

are correspondingly scarce.  

But I'm lucky. When I turn into the narrow street, a bigger car is just driving out of a gap. I 

have an excited audience. Suddenly, two men in craftsman's suits stop gesticulating 

around, have stopped talking, pull their cigarettes with concentration. What they cannot 

know, of course: This woman is a city-trained parking attendant, and she can park her car 

perfectly at first go, despite the narrowness of the street and despite the gradient and also 

despite the left side in the one-way street. You cannot know that Merkür is always on the 

woman's side.  

I get out and secretly register relaxing glances. As if this was a matter of course, I go straight 

to the bell plate with a friendly smile and quickly find Danielle's name.  
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I read two names on the bell: Dupont and Lecomte. Lecomte was the name under which I 

had met her in Ismaning, and that she is now called Dupont I noticed in a letter in which 

she gave me her address and telephone number years ago. I don't know more about that, 

maybe she has remarried in the meantime and taken the name of her new husband? I am 

very curious what to expect. 

 

Danielle  

Because of my day-long street searches, I didn't arrive until seven o'clock, and Danielle is 

already at home. She looks good, she is Danielle as she was remembered twelve years ago, 

only slightly older. Hair dark chestnut, short, straight and brisk as then, the figure has 

remained the same, still half a head taller than me with my 1.63 cm, the expression on her 

face, which had always been a little strict, now joyful. A deep kiss on the right and left and a 

third one on the right is our greeting. "O Rosi, you look good, still you look like a racy 

woman from Spain, and still so slim!" "Thank you", I say laughing, "as well!" I am really 

happy to see her and to be with her now. Sarah peeps carefully out of her room, does not 

want to be discovered, but cannot hide her curiosity towards me, the stranger. Who is that, 

do I still know that woman from Ismaning? She must have been 3 years old when she 

moved to France. 

Totally sweaty from the long drive in midsummer temperatures without air conditioning in 

the car, I ask Danielle to be allowed to shower first - what a relief.  

 

Danielle has chops in the fridge, and she grills them on her terrace, with an electric grill. I 

notice there's no grill man in the house that enjoys lighting coals. I admire her picturesque 

terrace, it is as spacious as a living room, tasteful flower pots in front of a half-height wall 

surround her, so that curious glances from the balconies of neighbouring houses don't 

stand a chance.  

Yes, the terrace is very pretty, she says. This is a condominium and she has furnished 

herself over the years to make her feel at home. "Luc was kind enough to let me have this 

flat as a pension," she says. That sounds serene and distant in my ears. Luc was so nice! 

After all, he had a legal obligation, after all, the two of them had three small children back 

then. In the meantime, of course, the two grown-ups had already left home. But you can see 

it that way: Grateful, in the end. Or is it the basically polite expression of the French that I 

always notice so pleasantly? Luc was so nice... 

 

Danielle had been my client at Gourmetrion. Not a very good one, "Your shop is very 

expensive!", she had confessed to me once, but as a Frenchwoman she was interested in 

French cheeses, which she could only get in the immediate vicinity. In any case, she bought 

a "Saint Marcellin" almost every time, but only if it had the degree of ripeness she preferred, 

with the wrinkled skin. She also loved the small Saucisson de l'Ardèche.  
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"You speak good French," she said to me when she heard me on the phone in the shop once 

with a French wine merchant. From then on we greeted each other amicably, and soon after 

that I asked her if I could take a conversation lesson with her every week to practice my 

French.  

The very next day we met in her apartment, which was in the same building complex as our 

Gourmetrion. Our conversations in French became more and more confidential. Danielle 

often came to my house. Her husband worked as an astrophysicist at ESO, the European 

Southern Observatory, which had a site in our neighbouring community, along with many 

other international research institutes. Other French women who also worked at ESO 

themselves or their husbands joined us, our cross-border discussions were always very 

interesting. Recognising the different ways of thinking in the respective cultures and 

explaining them to each other. I enjoyed very much that food and drink was not the topic of 

the conversations with "my French women". 

Danielle had accompanied her husband abroad, took care of the three children and he 

provided for money. Her time was hers. That's what puzzled me, I was new to this. For me it 

had been self-evident that I had to help my husband.  

Her apartment in Ismaning was furnished without frills - spacious, but practical, can be 

dissolved at any time and transferred to another country. I expressed my admiration for it. 

Magnificent Herzeige furniture did not seem important to her. It contained many books, an 

interesting collection of shells from her annual diving holidays in Saint-Raphaël, which she 

always spent without her husband.  

But my husband Karl-Hubert was jealous of these friendships. 

One day Karl-Hubert began to cook, when we women sat together and exchanged ideas in 

French, which he did not understand. He conjured one course after the other from our 

always well-stocked fridge, offered a fresh white wine with monkfish lobster and strong red 

wine with lamb stew with grilled vegetables, and when we ladies had reached the goat's 

cream cheese, which he had covered with a touch of strong forest honey, and he reaped the 

admiring laughter of the women, he asked: "When will you be back? 

 

The Gourmet Trion  

Dominik was twelve years old, Mark ten, Lisa eight and Raphael five. The Gourmetrion was 

well looked after throughout the week by Karin, the saleswoman, who stocked the fresh food 

counter at half past eight in the morning, filled the caterer's salads, put away the fresh 

bread and deposited the change in the till.  

She pulled the creaky old but decorative ladder wagon out in front of the shop, stocked it 

with seasonal offers to attract passers-by from the small pedestrian zone, placed the 

advertised wine bottles on the thick wine barrel made of dark wood, which served as an eye-

catcher in front of the shop day and night.  

No sooner was the display outside under the widely extended maroon awning with the 

inscription "Gourmetrion" than the first customer often wanted to buy. And a next one and 
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a next one, who went out with a full shopping bag. Such feelings of success let the fun at 

work and motivation soar. 

On some days, however, Karin had put the fresh bread into the rack at nine o'clock sharp as 

usual, the counter neatly and appetizingly furnished, the display in front of the shop door 

long since finished - and for two hours no customers showed up, and the good morning 

mood sank into the cellar. Would anyone even come on that day? Was it worth it to make 

another salad? To freshen up the cuts of ham, the salamis, in the pâté pots, which had 

darkened in the meantime?  

Customer behaviour cannot be planned directly. Nevertheless, you had to be there at half 

past eleven every day,  

when the employees from the surrounding office buildings were thinking about their lunch 

break, they were expecting a big rush, so I got away from bookkeeping and other office work 

at home and started cycling or took the car in the rain to support Karin with her sales at 

that time. Another phase of increased customer frequency again needed my support, usually 

from 16:00 to 19:00. Then it was closing time according to the store closing law of that time. 

The children were at school, in kindergarten, in afternoon care. When I came home in the 

evening, they had hopefully done their homework. I quickly cooked the always highly 

appreciated spaghetti with tomato sauce, another time Dominik as the oldest had already 

been ordered to prepare something. He followed in his father's footsteps and loved to cook - 

but not for his younger siblings. 

With Karl-Hubert as the enthusiastic gourmet, I became a connoisseur of French culinary 

refinements over the years. For a while, this fascinated me and also earned us considerable 

respect from friends and customers.  

"I can't prepare our dinner as well as you," we often heard when we were invited. Or:  

"I have important guests arriving tonight. Please advise me. What kind of cheese goes on a 

mixed cheese platter? Oh, that sounds interesting, the way you describe it. I hope I can 

remember that. And what wine shall I serve with it? I don't want to embarrass myself!" 

Oh yes, I received a lot of respect and recognition for my experience, for my advice, my 

knowledge, for my person, so that with our offer we helped the customers to gain respect 

and recognition in their circle of friends and business partners. It made me happy to be 

needed and to be able to get into direct contact with people quickly and directly. 

For this uplifting and also frequent feeling of confirmation, I had worked hard, managed our 

shop, supervised the freshness of the food, which was naturally always in danger, I had 

assigned the personnel. In addition, I was the assistant who sometimes took over the shop 

for whole days, weeks or months when sales staff was absent, whether due to holidays or 

sudden illness. This was unfortunately often the case. How often did a call come in at eight 

in the morning: "I'm sick today, I'm not feeling well. "I need someone to open the store, pick 

up the fresh produce and put the counters back." Or a saleswoman had cut herself with the 

freshly sharpened knives or, despite a safety briefing, with the sharp sausage slicer - with a 

heavily bleeding finger she could not be there for the customers for a second longer and had 
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to be looked after immediately and then replaced for days, unfortunately that too is not 

uncommon. Whether I was preparing the children for kindergarten or school in the morning 

or helping with homework in the afternoon, I was always ready to jump in, the shop was 

always ahead, it had to be occupied during opening hours after all.  

One of the biggest difficulties was to find suitable sales staff at all, who were willing to learn 

and maintain the wide range of products on offer, to satisfy the customers' wishes in all 

their diversity and who were also willing and able to clean a lot. Again and again a new shop 

assistant fulfilled my hopes: Now it is easier for me and I gain more time for the family. But 

as soon as the women realized how much work there was to do - well, they found easier 

jobs, maybe in the supermarket. There was no need to know how to treat wrinkled French 

raw-milk cheeses in such a way that they remained wrinkled and did not become mushy. 

And they could pronounce them right. Customers simply accepted that Parma ham was not 

sliced wafer-thin or put in a pile without a separating sheet, which they would never again 

be able to separate into slices. As a sales force behind the counter, there was no need to 

know anything about wines, neither French nor Italian, nor German. You were simply 

allowed to be a saleswoman, no more and no less.  

 

Company Life 

Danielle's daughter Sarah now enters the terrace in full size, she is a long shot teenager, 

bone-thin, pressed into tight jeans. Her face immediately reminds me of her father Luc. She 

has been shopping in the city, she speaks enthusiastically about a pair of jeans she has 

seen. "C'est chouette!" she says. When Danielle sees my questioning face, she just says, 

"That's how young people talk." I see. That's the way young people talk. I have a lot to learn. 

Then Danielle calls her friend Josèphe and tells him about my visit. How much longer I 

would be there, whether he could pick us three up for dinner tomorrow evening in an 

original restaurant on a mountain over at the Vivarais.  

A visit to a restaurant! I concentrate very hard not to show my frightened look. Going to a 

restaurant? I can feel my throat tightening. It's not in my budget. But I'm embarrassed to 

say it. How am I supposed to explain to Danielle that I am no longer living my life from back 

then, that I have found the casual handling of the expensive goods from back then to be an 

anklet in my life and now I see it as a symbol for something that I definitely don't want 

anymore? This old life is still so vehemently in me. Save on a visit to a restaurant! That's 

antisocial!  

So often I had to have compulsory dinners with Karl-Hubert, both elaborately home-cooked 

and very often in hip noble restaurants on evenings when I would have preferred to finally 

stay in peace with my children. Today, I no longer enjoy going out to eat in a restaurant. So 

I would not like to spend money for "no joy".  

When I see Danielle's expectant gaze fixed on me, I know I have to say yes.  

 

Charlotte 
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Soon after, she told me she'd been with Josèphe for nine years. She left Ismaning very sadly. 

Her life collapsed. I know that.  

"No," I say. "I can only assume it's because you got so skinny back then and suddenly 

moved away head over heels." 

"That he cheated on me with my girlfriend! With the godmother of my children. You know 

her, Charlotte." 

With Charlotte! 

Attractive she was, the young woman at the time, unattached, working at the ESO, like Luc. 

My children liked her very much, because she often went with them in the afternoon to the 

Feringasee behind Ismaning, when I had to work in the Gourmetrion.  

I nod my head. 

Our conversation is the same as back then: we both try to speak in the other language, and 

as soon as the content gets trickier, we use our own with the larger and more subtle 

vocabulary. Knowing that the other will understand. 

"You yourself are from Vienne, I suppose?" 

"No, I was born in Lille in the north of France. My father still lives there. Here in Vienne, my 

parents-in-law live. Of course I came here. They helped me a lot with the children."  

Of course? I ask myself secretly.  

I would have been natural at that time with my own divorce! not moved in with my in-laws. 

What's natural? But I didn't want to discuss it here and now. 

Why her name is Dupont, I ask her, and at the bottom of the bell there is also Lecomte.  

"My children are still called Lecomte, just like Luc. "I myself had to give up the name 

Lecomte," she explains. "Luc asked for it." 

Sorry? I look at her questioningly. 

"Yes, when we got divorced, Luc claimed that I should give his name back." 

"Can he?" I ask. "Is that how it is in France?" 

"Yes, he can. His family name belongs to him. He has a right to reclaim it." 

"And you?" Danielle asks. "Tell me your story. Is Karl-Hubert still so fat? He had a nice face 

and looked good, with his blond curls and bright blue eyes. But the shop was full of him, 

there was no room next to him when he was there," she says laughing. "Why does he always 

wear a tie? Every day he has a different tie. Lots of ties!" 

Happily smiling at this observation, I now also begin with the story of my past.  

 

Karl-Hubert 

"I too have been divorced for ten years," I say, "we broke up the same year you left."  

"Oh, you argue a lot, I remember," Danielle adds and continues listening. 

Yeah, we fought a lot. And yet: I never succeeded in asserting myself against Karl-Hubert. 

Reason didn't help me. I was influenced: You always have to work hard, only then you're 

worth something. It was only when we argued that the words "I don't want to work in this 

business any more" escaped me. 
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That I didn't want to do that anymore, I have felt for a long time, I felt weak and lacking 

energy for two years already, I got tired quickly. Although I was only 38! 

Not much was missing and I would have become psychosomatically ill under my burden. 

But I certainly did not want to become like my mother and lie on the couch sickly as often 

as they had to. Unfortunately, it didn't take long before I had what is now called a burnout.  

Karl-Hubert, however, did not notice the signs and reacted loudly and aggressively, as I had 

feared. 

What else I wanted to make money with, he yelled at me.  

I was tired, I said, and if I didn't stop, the shop would go on like this for another twenty 

years, but I couldn't go on doing this shop for another year, I wanted to stay with the 

children more, I wanted to give them something of mine.  

The expected lack of understanding gushed out at me. Now that the children were out of the 

woods, I didn't want to work anymore! And him, what should he say? He should probably 

keep on working like this! I'd like that so much, I think, be ruthless! 

I thought I had to make it clear that it was his profession, that I had supported him over the 

last few years in fulfilling his life's dream of building and financing a delicatessen, that I had 

put a lot of energy into it, that this had been at the expense of my wishes and joie de vivre. 

"And my joy of living! Nobody talks about me again. You don't even notice that I work hard 

for my family. And now I'm supposed to do everything alone, and my wife goes for a walk!" 

That he was simply afraid that with my change he would no longer be able to feed the 

family, I was only to realize later with the distance of many years. But in the situation at 

that time I was blinded by self-pity. From my point of view, I was the one who sacrificed 

myself for the family, who didn't even start her career after her studies, because she was 

already pregnant with Dominik and because Karl-Hubert already had a grocery store - 

where he could always use me and where I was happy to be used.  

From my point of view, it was me who put aside my own desires, who went to the shop every 

day - I wanted to be mum for the children! I wanted to support them, to give them me and 

my love and not always organize them away to do the work.  

One day a dark green 500 SE stood in front of our garage.  

When I saw Karl-Hubert's flashing eyes, I knew that my horror was inappropriate and that 

he would despise me for it. For the fact that I felt no joy at even greater expense than I 

already had.  

"I got it cheap, it was an annual car and a bargain, so I had to take it!" he said. And then 

just: "The children are getting bigger, they have longer legs and need more space" 

 The new Mercedes did not fit into our terraced garage and stood in front of it from now on. 

The neighbours expressed their annoyance to me when they found the narrow driveway 

blocked. I never heard anyone mention it to Karl-Hubert. 

More and more I realized that I could not change him. I preferred to save money and work 

less to have more time for myself and the children. So when he spent the money so 

generously and did not let himself be slowed down, I also began to spend more money out of 
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defiance, buying expensive children's clothes and personal things, which he in turn found 

absolutely unnecessary.  

The years of wrangling over money came to a head. Also in other areas of life, where we had 

different opinions and could not agree. A way out was less and less in sight. My marriage 

vow "... till death do you part" gave me no more pleasure. In spite of our four children 

together, I thought more and more often that I had to leave him, and at the same time the 

thought depressed me immensely: "How can I do that to the children! I knew it wouldn't be 

easy. I knew it would be so hard. The hope of a better life gave me the strength to rebel in a 

way I couldn't imagine.  

 

Karl-Hubert had been running a wine wholesale business for several years now, together 

with Patrice from Bordeaux, a few years younger, who had become partners. However, Karl-

Hubert had taken over when he persuaded Patrice to buy another wholesale business from 

Italy. They had speculated a lot.  

We had found a good buyer for the Gourmetrion, who identified with it very quickly and 

agreed with almost everything that Karl-Hubert demanded of him. Yes, it was a good match, 

the shop was doing well.  

But I was so naive! Karl-Hubert could simply use the money he had won to compensate for 

the wholesale business, and so my profit, which I had earned through active involvement in 

the shop, was gone. There are many ways for entrepreneurs to write off their profits, he was 

the businessman, I believed him in all his deals, also that all this was necessary for our 

progress.  

He was able to make the divorce judge believe this. And that it was impossible for him to 

pay alimony for the children. Of course I also consulted the social and youth welfare office, 

for which I received deep contempt from Karl Hubert. But with which numbers could I feed 

the endless forms? Nothing came from him. He could provide evidence that he deserved 

nothing.  

"You'd better go to work," said friends of mine who had more insight into our finances than I 

did, "you have more chance of making money." 

 

Danielle had frowned sadly.  

"It wasn't easy, hein?" she said. 

"No, it wasn't easy".  

"Nor with Luc and me. But now is good." 

"Me too!"  

I could smile again.  

"In the meantime, nothing can knock me down. And I learned something very important for 

me: I never, ever give up control of my own money to anyone." 

"Do you make enough?" Danielle asks. 

The doorbell rings.  
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Josèphe is a tall, dark-haired, broad-shouldered and also broad-legged, cozy looking man. 

He gives Danielle a big hug and gives me a big hug.  

 "Sarah?" she calls to the teenager's room, and "Allez!" 

 

In the restaurant 

Suddenly being confronted with quickly mumbled everyday French - it is still quite 

incomprehensible to me. I probably need a few more days to activate my synapses to process 

the French language. Josèphe, however, thinks I speak very well, and from this he 

concludes that I would understand him without further ado.  

"Plus doucement, s'il te plaît!" - Again and again I ask him to speak more slowly, but he 

quickly falls back to his normal pace and I don't feel comfortable asking him again and 

again what he just said.  

I resign myself to the polite smile of the outsider, who is allowed to be there, but is not really 

involved. But as he too keeps saying "C'est chouette!", I want to know from Danielle what 

this chouette actually means.  

"It eats owl, little owl. That's what they say...", she explains with a shrug of the shoulders.  

So I soak up that expression too. At high school more than thirty years ago, difficult political 

topics were discussed in the foreign language rather than practiced everyday idioms.  

Without me noticing, Josèphe went to the counter and paid for the four of us. I now have no 

opportunity to pay my part myself and I ask Danielle if I could give her the money later, I 

only had a fifty euro note with me. "Mais non," she says, "c'est bien, tu es invitée."  

"Here in France, it is natural that one pays for the whole round. The next time someone else 

pays, you change. I've noticed in Germany, everyone pays for fish. In French - non. You eat 

together and pay together." 

"C'est mieux chez nous," she adds. She finds the French solution better when she goes to a 

restaurant. 

It leaves me with a feeling of addiction. Not locked. There is something left to take care of in 

the future and I don't want to have to take care of it.  

I'm a sweeper, not a nurse - yes, that's me, I know that. 

How can I return the favor? An invitation to Munich in return is easy for me to say and 

really serious, but Josèphe does not travel, says Danielle, he likes to stay at home. Must I be 

incredibly grateful to Josèphe now? 

"I've done so much for you. Now you can do something for me too!" The sentence from father 

and mother, not just spoken once! ...only made me disgusted. I've even heard it from 

friends: "She still owes me a favor." Didn't they help willingly?  

I don't want to have this guilt and still can't escape it at this moment, I can't think of a 

solution 

So many things I would like to clarify for me on this journey. So many things still need to be 

done. For example, learning to accept - under different conditions than before. With so 

much time in my luggage, will I learn to recognize such obstacles and push them away? 
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Josèphe paid exactly the calculated amount at the counter, I observed. 

"Does he not tip the waitress?" I ask.  

"Non," she says, "c'est inclus." 

 It is not usual in France to give extra tips, she explains to me. 

"At most, put a few small cents in a tray when you're branching. But it is not expected, as in 

Germanyö." 

To know how to behave when I am on my own, I like to learn. 

Josèphe drives us from the mountain restaurant down the winding roads into the valley to 

Vienne. Lovingly he says goodbye to Danielle when we arrived in front of her apartment, and 

to me with polite kisses left and right and left. 

"You can stay with me", she says this Thursday evening, "the day after tomorrow is 

Saturday and I don't have to work."  

"No. Thank you, Danielle. I want to go to my Cevennes. The wilderness of France." 

There she laughs loud and hearty. 

"Wilderness! Frankreisch is located in the middle of Europe and is a cultural nation, haven't 

you noticed? Where will you find wilderness?" 

She still shakes with laughter. 

Well, after all, she didn't even know the Cévennes, first Josèphe had to explain to her during 

dinner that it was a mountain range that soon began south of Lyon and then stretched as 

far as Nîmes.  

"You're often in the Ardèche on weekends," Josèphe said to her, "the Ardèche is part of the 

Cévennes precursors." 

That's right, Josèphe, that's how I read it in my Cévennes guides. Thank you, Josèphe.  

It's Friday morning. Danielle said goodbye to me very nicely over coffee, and Sarah is still 

sleeping when I pack my things and then quietly close the door behind me.  

 

Searching the Cévennes with the soul 

Yes, I wanted to go to the Cévennes, the wild Cévennes. Somewhere I would soon find my 

wild Cévennes.  

My Cévennes. I thought it would correspond to the wild side of my soul. 

Thanks to Danielle's description I found my way out of Vienne quite well. I enjoyed driving 

through small alleys, but again my bad sense of orientation makes me desperate, as usual. 

On my map not all small places and streets were marked. Somehow I get to Yssingeaux, a 

somewhat larger place, where I use the cash machine as a precaution to be prepared for 

further unknown routes. But this somewhere does not give me any pleasure at first, on the 

contrary, I feel very unhappy with my choice. The landscape hardly differs from the one at 

home in our prealps. Unconsciously I search the horizon for the majestic mountain scenery 

on the horizon, just like at home. Nothing. Soft, hilly, lovely, lots of agricultural landscape. 

Thoroughly inviting, quite charming flower meadows, quite cultivated fields, quite pleasant - 

but not wild. Although Danielle said it was wild here. The fantasy of the people, how 
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different it is! Wild is not wild in the same way. By the word "wild" Danielle means this 

friendly nature out here, probably just outside the city - and I mean something completely 

different. But what, what do I actually mean? What am I looking for? 

My destination is south, at least I know that. To the next bigger road, to go further south, it 

is still quite a distance. Also the sun burns down relentlessly hot. The thought of driving on 

becomes a burden, and I am hungry too.  

Do what you want, it suddenly flashes through my mind.  

Who told you to persevere?  

You don't have to ask anybody for a concession.  

Except maybe myself?  

I understand the hint of my thoughts. So my next decision is: Yes, I give in to my need. 

Stopping somewhere with Mercury to eat a little bit. Sit comfortably, look at the map again, 

collect my thoughts, answer the question: What do I want?  

I want to go to the wild Cévennes. 

Where do I feel that I have arrived? 

I don't know. I want to check landscapes to see if I see my self reflected there. 

And until then? 

I can do whatever I want.  

 

Yeah, but where's the stop?  

Am I even welcome here in this neighborhood? I feel like an intruder. I would like to settle 

down on a piece of land and eat my snack, do without any kind of table culture, that's what 

I want - but I find it difficult to give myself permission for that.  

I had packed the car at home in a hurry. The main thing was to get going. And now: In 

which box will I find a plate? And maybe even cutlery? In my cool box I still have an overripe 

cheese that had to be removed from the fridge at home because Peter doesn't like it. What 

kind of performance would that be? Just sitting on someone else's farm and eating cheese 

with my fingers because I can't find the knife? Is that any way to behave? 

The nice little village Tènce with the strange accent, but also with nice grey stone houses 

offers me also a nice little river, "Lignon" was at the front of the bridge board. Slowly, I drive 

down the small access road to the shore. And I am amazed to find here already a 

motorhome and another car.  

What did I expect? That I was the only one who discovered this idyllic place? In a country 

which, as Danielle rightly said, is civilised and located in the middle of Europe, home to fifty 

million people? And then I also discover a German car there. Bayreuther. No one is sitting in 

any of the cars.  

No. No - I can't stay here. The man from Bayreuth could come back just at the moment 

when I find the knife in the front left of the car after a long search, dig out a cup from over 

there on the right, take a plate from one of the two rear boxes after an intensive search, and 

take the cooler from the front seat. Four doorknobs would mean that. And no set table with 
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delicacies - and no white tablecloth I intend to put on here. I do not succeed in sitting down 

on the really picturesque riverbank. I am ashamed in front of this Bayreuth car, in which 

nobody is sitting. Sit down again with Merkür and drive on.  

 

Contrast program 

In Karl-Hubert's time we had a lot of visitors, a lot of visitors. Very much early and very 

much spontaneously invited. Whereby I preferred spontaneous guests even more, because 

then I could create something out of the situation, I enjoyed that, and because I didn't have 

to prepare and clean the house for days. It was easy for us to simply get some delicacies of 

any kind from the Gourmetrion and to conjure a multi-course menue out of it. Karl-Hubert 

loved to cook, I set and decorated the table and did the overflowing dishes. Always, yes 

always, without exception, we succeeded in enchanting our guests. Hardly any of our guests 

could hold a candle to us in the variety, quality, originality and detail of the multi-course 

menus based on the French model. As we also operated a party service at the request of our 

customers, we also had dishes, glasses, cutlery and ironed white tablecloths for up to a 

hundred people always at hand, it only had to be brought home from the shop basement. 

Wines from the hottest growing regions, rare sparkling wines, special noble brandies, old 

cognacs - everything was simply there and could be consumed. Even had to be tasted. How 

else could one make recommendations to the customers if one did not even know the 

article? The tax office also knows about such advertising measures and sets an annual lump 

sum for withdrawals. Our consumption exceeded this amount by far. And could always be 

justified by spoilage of the goods or accidental fall and breakage of the bottles.  

The fast catering dishwasher in our kitchen was a valuable help. Put it away, clean it out 

minutes later, done. Karl-Hubert and I both enjoyed having guests and had grown into a 

well-rehearsed team. And never missed an opportunity to celebrate in our small terraced 

house in Ismaning. Birthdays, holidays, Sundays, Saturdays, or simply the end of the 

working day. Each of the numerous acquaintances, who came even close to us, was served 

in detail and generously. It was only with time, after perhaps ten years, with the same 

themes about food and drink and with the increasing number of celebrations in the private 

and professional sphere, but naturally also with the growing up of the children, that I heard 

sounds of dissatisfaction within me, at first softly, then becoming louder and louder.  

Did it always have to be a starched and ironed white tablecloth? Did it always have to be a 

place plate, main plate, starter plate, dessert plate and the corresponding multiple cutlery? 

Did it always have to be an aperitif glass, a white wine glass, a red wine glass, a dessert 

wine glass and a digestif glass for every insignificant and important visit? Even a 

dishwasher, no matter how fast it was, needed to be put in and taken out.  

We brought up the children to help in household and business. Unthinkingly we took over 

from our parents. That's how both Karl-Hubert and I had been brought up: In a family, 

everyone pulls together. But what about their performance at school? How often did they go 

to bed after midnight because we had guests in the evening who had been elaborately 
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cooked and served. And at seven in the morning they had to be fit and alert at school. I was 

the only one who seemed to notice that this was not appropriate. Dominik was thirteen, 

Markus was eleven, Lisa ten and Raphael six. Karl-Hubert wanted to celebrate, sit, cook, 

celebrate, cook, sit, celebrate. And I always wanted more: to be heard. No, the kids shouldn't 

clean the kitchen at eleven in the evening. No, I can't serve the guests now, I really want the 

children in bed. No, I don't like visitors today, because when I come out of the shop in the 

evening I want to practice English with Dominik for tomorrow's test.  

I was young and very energetic, I managed a lot. Nevertheless, I noticed that I wanted to 

care less for spotless white tablecloths, that I had other demands on my life and that of the 

children. 

"Which one?" asked Karl-Hubert. 

"I also want the children to learn to play instruments. A piano in the house..." 

"A piano? Who's gonna pay for that? And the lessons! They can't make a living playing the 

piano!" 

We actually bought a piano for Dominik, and Markus was to learn the instrument that Karl 

Hubert's grandfather had played in the orchestra: clarinet.  

"But he must buy the clarinet with his own money!" Karl-Hubert protested.  

"Why?" I asked, "he's a child. He needs support from us!" 

"Why is that? If he does nothing himself, he has no motivation", said Karl-Hubert. But, 

please, Markus would get enough pocket money for his help in the Gourmetrion! "Children 

must learn how to handle money!" 

It made me sad, but I didn't know what to say. Markus, at the age of eleven, bought a 

clarinet in the local music shop from the pocket money he earned in the Gourmetrion, 

which he got for example for shredding packing boxes. That was many, very many. 

I enrolled Lisa in the music school for cello lessons. There you could borrow a cello. One day 

the mighty cello threw ten-year-old Lisa, who always rode her bicycle to music school - 

although I had forbidden her to do so, but when I worked in the shop I couldn't check it - to 

the ground. Lisa got away with the horror, but the damaged cello was not classed as an 

insurance claim and had to be replaced by us. I did not have more courage to buy more 

instruments for Karl-Hubert.  

"You and your dreams! From what we're supposed to pay for all this, you don't worry about!" 

Yeah, he was right about that. I was certain that Karl-Hubert was fulfilling his dreams and 

simply took the money from our joint business. So I wanted to take the liberty of following 

my wishes.  

Did I make the mistake of asking too many questions? wanted his approval, even his 

consent? Like a child? Trying to avoid conflict? Yes, I hated conflict. 

 

Car Hiking 

At six o'clock in the evening I start to enjoy myself. The sun shines bright and clear, it's not 

so hot anymore. The area is actually slowly getting wilder, the roads are not quite tarred 
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anymore, the mountain tops stand out a little bit from the forest and finally form a change 

to the sight I'm used to at home. At the roadsides there are now natural stone houses, 

where only stones and cement were used, without being additionally plastered and 

whitened. Thick boulders lie on the hillside meadows. I find it very pleasant to drive under 

this angle of incidence of the sun, to look at the surroundings and to take in the 

impressions.  

I'm getting more and more excited about this place. There are normal forests, normal cows, 

normal grass in the meadows, just like in my normal home. And yet: the rocks that sharpen 

on the meadows, out of the hills, are jaggier; the cows show a different outfit than our native 

Bavarian cows: some only brown, others only white. Between everything a farm. And the 

grey grass that has already dried up by now, at the beginning of July - it all has a barren 

appearance and, despite the many trees, looks more rugged than our pre-alpine country. I 

am eager.  

I find myself on a mountain road and suck the new landscape into myself. The colour of the 

natural stones at the side of the road does not stand out against the colour of the tree 

trunks covered with lichen. Only that some are horizontal and others vertical.  

But again, something is not right: I sit in the car too much, drive too much. After I had fled 

from the Bayreuth car, I had - in fact unobserved, without a white tablecloth and without a 

Bayreuth or sonstwoher car! - organized my picnic at an idyllic little fishing pond, had put 

me in the shade there because of the heat, instead of getting some exercise. I drive and drive 

and drive, 50-60-80 kilometers per hour. On winding roads, slow progress, little movement, 

sitting, sitting, sitting, sitting, phew! 

But the area is more and more in line with my wishes. Rocks, few houses, and if houses, 

then charming grey stone houses, garnished with colourful flowers that radiate joie de vivre: 

lots of purple, yellow, white. Red as a funny admixture - while the balconies in our Upper 

Bavaria are almost throughout planted with exclusively red geraniums, which in my eyes 

makes them appear calmer and more sedate, more dignified, less lively. 

Finally, I'm really enjoying myself. My first real day off. Do I know what I have? I treat myself 

to full slowness, chugging through the country at forty and fifty kilometres an hour. Nobody 

in front of me, nobody behind me, there are only a few people on the road, nobody is 

pushing me. It's almost eerie to have so much time. 

 

Freedom, what are you? 

I let myself be startled by a look at the clock: it is now twenty past four - I want to reach 

Gerbier de Jonc today. Another goal after all! And pressure! But with no goal at all - could I 

even do that? I quickly forget my serious considerations and continue to drive on with my 

life. Because maybe I'll still manage to climb it. The fact that I can stop, ride slowly, look, I 

think it's wonderful, it's exactly what I've been wishing for, not to be pushed, not even by a 

second person, whoever it might be. Perhaps I will even learn to assert myself even more on 
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this path with myself: first of all to myself, and later also to others. To say: You, I now feel 

like driving slowly. Yes, I do.  

It's 5:00, and I'm driving and driving. I notice on my body that I'm breathing hard, 

impatient, dissatisfied. I don't want to sit anymore. What should I do? Hang in there, it's 

only fifteen kilometres to Gerbier de Jonc. I would have the freedom to stop, but I still intend 

to reach this mountain today, I want to walk, run, climb. No, if I sit in my car any longer I 

will go crazy. But I have to get to that mountain. I want to go up, and in time. Otherwise I'd 

sleep in discontent and anger. Or not sleep at all. And I don't want to park in a bad place 

like Mulhouse anymore. I long for the countryside and freedom. A place where I can sit and 

relax in the daylight. Now I'm running out of gas. I have to go to a gas station! When I'm 

already standing, I will surely succumb to the temptation not to drive on. But without 

gasoline it won't work either. I remember the spare canister I had invited to the prairies of 

France only for emergencies. I'm declaring the situation an emergency. I'm anxious to reach 

the mountain. 

Tense I hold on to the steering wheel. And I suddenly ask myself: Hey, who's pushing me 

like that? Hey, I wanted to pay more attention to my needs! Paying attention to myself, 

learning what I, indeed I, want, what I need for my satisfaction. At the same time I am glad 

that I noticed it at all. It's not so easy, I realize. A previously unnoticed learning field opens 

up before me. Will I have "learned" at the end of my journey to be myself, alone with my 

needs? 

And still feel like I have to. Hold out until I'm done. Feeling clumsy. It's quarter past 7:00, 3 

kilometers to Lachamp-Raphaël. 

Two minutes later I come into this Lachamp-Raphaël and am happily surprised. A donkey! 

Running in front of me across the street! Just like that. Without an escort. Freewheeling. A 

donkey! Where do you find such a thing! I haven't run into a donkey in Munich yet. If the 

donkey is doing too well, he goes on the ice... I'm fine, I suddenly know. The donkey reminds 

me of the book by Robert Louis Stevenson, which I read in preparation for my trip, "Journey 

with the Donkey through the Cevennes". My Cévennes suddenly become tangible. And this 

donkey, he reconciles me. Puts me in high spirits. Makes me respect him, the donkey.  

 

Mountaineering castle 

And then my chest widens and lets off an enthusiastic sigh: A steppe-like landscape spreads 

out before me, there are horses and cattle grazing, monochrome, multicoloured, the sun 

shines on this land in the most charming way, a mood that I want to pack into my 

innermost being in a way that can be called up. And there now stands this mountain before 

me. 

When I parked my car and stood directly in front of it, my legs were tingling heavily. I want 

to get up there! It's not very high, the difference in altitude from the valley station is five 

hundred metres at the most, up and down seems to be manageable until nightfall, it doesn't 



32 

 

look dangerous. It has a well-shaped crest, which is covered with many huge boulders, over 

which I will climb with childlike joy, yes, the Gerbier du Jonc, let's go up!  

But when I reach the entrance to the hiking trail, I see: The mountain is blocked. The 

mountain is really locked up. Where is there such a thing, a private mountain? In front of 

the cash desk in a caravan there is a turnstile as high as a man, on a board, the entrance 

fees are listed. A chain locks the turnstile insurmountably. My disappointment is great, but 

it is diminished by my astonishment at this new experience. Entrance fee for a mountain! 

So ascension is tomorrow.  

 

Bulls, steers, bulls, cows 

It is already eight o'clock in the evening, but the sun is still high in the sky. So I will take a 

trip to the springs of the Loire, which Danielle has recommended to me. A signpost leads me 

to a forest path, over strong roots, small boulders, and finally I can smell the area, and 

finally I get to go hiking. That will satisfy me for today. 

I also notice satisfaction when I realize: I don't care how I look. Of course, the feeling for 

beauty has not died away and I am not really indifferent to my appearance. But how can I 

measure it without a mirror? Perhaps I look horrible, eerie, repulsive, frightening? Probably 

my hair is wildly draped around my face, which is covered with wrinkles from the long 

journey, the bottom of my trousers still shows stained traces of the menu on the farmland, 

and surely greenery is still sprouting between my teeth, which would keep any wood gnome 

at a distance. At the moment all that matters to me is that I am practically dressed, et fini! 

In any case, I would be more concerned about this if I were traveling with another person.  

I am wonderfully rewarded for persevering on this exhausting long, long, long car journey. A 

cute trail winds through the deciduous forest, lined with angular small boulders. To the 

right of me there is a narrow creek that hardly carries any water, but never mind. There is 

peace on the way, nobody is on the way anymore. This peace, how good it does me! The 

rustling of the leaves high up in the trees, the chirping of birds I don't know emphasize the 

remoteness. Only my own footsteps silently stroke into the silence. My long shadow swings 

on the wide meadows in front of me. As the forest lies behind me, endlessly wide hills open 

up before my eyes, not a single house to be seen. And: It looks different than at home. The 

meadows are a little bit more brown, more steppe-like grasses grow, in contrast to the lush 

green grass we know at home. Nevertheless, the area seems soft, the clear sun gives a 

friendly touch to all degeneration. In front of me now uni-brown cows. And on their necks 

the cow bells ring in French. 

The trail leads straight through the cow pasture. Or are there oxen, bulls, steers? A queasy 

feeling is quite appropriate, I decide, the city dweller who does not have daily contact with 

such large livestock. "The critters won't hurt you," farmers tend to say lightly. But those 

horns! And those eyes! They look at me impenetrably, surely they haven't seen a human for 

a long time, and who knows what terrible childhood experiences this cattle has had. I 

wonder if it will not be reminded of its traumas just by looking at me of all people and throw 
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itself at me? No one would hear my screams here. Just don't look directly into the 

motionless eyes of the cattle! Better to walk through the pasture a little faster than before! 

Only a few minutes later I reach my destination. I smile impressed. 

In a moment I will take a step, and - and then I have crossed the sources of the Loire. Just 

last year, during our holiday in Brittany shortly before entering the Atlantic, I experienced it 

as a mighty river. I rejoice within me about this miracle, it seems so special to me. The 

mighty Loire comes out of the mountain here somewhere, you can't even see the source, 

supposedly there are several small springs that come together here. Ha, I take the step. Give 

me a dignified expression and cross the European watershed Atlantic - Mediterranean with 

my head held high. 

 

Protected adventure 

At nine o'clock I am back at Merkür, the sun has still not completely set, there are still some 

bright spots that are illuminated by it.  

Attentively I looked for a suitable place where Merkür and I could stay overnight, where I felt 

protected, even with the back door open. Had I been tense? I was suddenly reassured by the 

fact that there are traces of human life up here, a small restaurant, and opposite it another 

house with people sitting on a bench.  

A small bulge on the open, clearly arranged road completely absorbs Merkür. Up here there 

is a high degree of clarity, only a few trees, an open hilltop, I am visible for everyone - and 

also tangible, it shoots through my head. I notice how the heads turn around at the outside 

tables of the restaurant looking for the strange car. But soon they turn back to their glasses 

and conversations.  

Merkür's back door must remain open tonight, I really don't need the claustrophobic 

experience of Mulhouse again! Can I stay here?  

When I get out, I am immediately distracted by my worries: thousands of flies. I look down 

on myself: No, they were there before me. Rather they will tickle my feet tonight, nobody 

else. I set up my sleeping place before it is completely dark and sit down on the running 

board for a few more minutes, from where I can watch the twilight dissolve into night and an 

immensely soothing calm spreads over the mountain. Don't even flies go to sleep at some 

point? 

With unabashed satisfaction I devote myself to the chimney root in my left hand and the 

slice of bread in my right hand and am grateful to have managed to spend my time with 

more fulfilling things than food preparation.  

 

Up there the stars shine 

Once during the night, up here on the Gerbier de Jonc, I get up to empty my bladder. What 

a sky! Thousands of thick, chunky, shiny blobs flash down to me. I have never seen such a 

wide, dark and yet bright sky. Overwhelmed by so much beauty, I now feel completely safe 
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in the arms of the night, and I only open my eyes again when I have the proper daytime 

vigil. 

But here at this stand, which is openly visible from all sides, I don't want to stay any longer. 

Without drinking coffee I leave. Yesterday I would have climbed the mountain, today I want 

to go to the lake. But which way do I have to go? This damn lake has to be there somewhere! 

Stop! Stop! Stop!  

Before the anger about myself, a new thought suddenly comes to mind: "What's your 

problem, girl? What's your hurry? It's only 7:30. And it's quite chilly outside. Who do you 

want to please? Only yourself, right? What are you missing?  

I notice how the cramping at the steering wheel eases, the tension in my posture is released. 

And then suddenly a happy sigh of relief: the sign. There it is!  

 

A purse mentality 

The Lac d'Issarlès is described in the mini-guide that I bought at home for little money as a 

crater lake, created by volcanic activity. In fact, it is circular, as if it had been cut out of the 

surrounding hills. Framed by green forests it lies there, peacefully and smoothly glistening 

in the sun that now slowly comes out from behind the mountains.  

It's my first breakfast. What do I need? 

I am unhappy with the effort I have to put into this. While I'm still drinking coffee, I think 

about how I could make my adventure home more practical with the new experiences of 

being on the road. I place the frequently used things directly at the rear door, others further 

inside the car. And I have a feeling that I will not need much. That the car is overflowing 

with things that are actually just in the way. I've packed a bunch of books for reading, 

including my old school books for learning forgotten grammar peculiarities of the French 

language, at least thirty music CDs and audio books - it almost constricts my throat, 

because I don't know when I'm supposed to use all this. Wilderness of Southern France and 

learning grammar! Listen to CDs. Do I really want that? What does wilderness really mean 

to me? What to do in the Cevennes? Don't I rather think of climbing through gorges and 

wading through streams? And just because I have no practice in it and feel uneasy before 

trying it out, all alone, I console myself with the security of the traditional, tried and tested. 

Thoughtfully I look out onto the lake. What would happen to me if I had nothing at all with 

me, or really only one backpack for the two months? Will I change? 

My Merkür is a single emergency set, like my wallet. Basically, I always have everything I 

could possibly need at some point somewhere: all the vending machine cards, from health 

insurance to the city library, Metro and DAV ID cards, subway strip cards, credit cards from 

all my banks, personal address list, the number of my bicycle lock, a short comb, a flat pen, 

a strip of plaster. And on good days, money. I am open to all spontaneous ideas on the road. 

The others smile about it. I'm fine with it. And I'm fine with Mercury. 

When Karl-Hubert had treated himself to his next centrepiece, the Mercedes 600, the largest 

and most ponderous on the market, and I drove it into the far too narrow terraced garage 
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and once forgot to press the button to fold in the two outside mirrors, they were bent in the 

narrow garage entrance - cost: 500 marks. Theatre. Big theatre. "You're not even capable of 

driving a car into a garage!" 

What I am proud of today, to be able to choose my own car: a Dacia that cost only ten 

thousand Euros new price, where a scratch does not scratch me. 

 

A little is a lot 

Only at about ten o'clock the sun comes out, and then it will probably be hot again today. 

I fished my Nordic Walking poles from the depths of Merkür and want to take a tour around 

the lake, see if you can get around it. Ah, here it says on the sign: Four kilometres, that 

would be just about the length of the fast tour at home in the city park, three quarters of an 

hour's walk. A lake is a lake is a lake, I think to myself. Be grateful. However, this kind of 

lake does not yet get me in high spirits. At home in Bavaria, we have such lakes in 

abundance, even if they are not volcanic crater lakes. Lovely again! Let's see what I still 

encounter today. Unusual are these broom bushes, which line the way in the row in front of 

the trees standing behind them.  

In a grotto there is a small exhibition on the geology of the area. A very poor woman lived 

alone with her goat here in the grotto a hundred years ago. In this grotto I stand now, look 

at the calm lake panorama with gentle, wooded hills behind it and think: Not so badly 

chosen at all, Madame de la grotte. A rock cutout, large as if made for a dinosaur, as an 

open terrace with a tree-high opening, from which I now look out over the lake. Behind me, 

the living room, hollowed out as far back as it is upward. Of course it is a grotto, covered 

with algae, certainly not the best for the health of the body. But perhaps for the soul? Far 

below me runs the footpath, I'm practically standing at the balcony of the lady of the grotto - 

the French are apparently not as safety-conscious as we Germans and don't install an iron 

guard to prevent visitors from falling down. Great uniqueness surrounds me. I do not have 

the feeling that civilization has stopped here since the Grotto Lady.  

What more does it take?  

I'm thinking about my full car. I wanted it to be simpler! Instead, I put myself under stress 

and a lot of effort by doing a lot of tidying up, which I finally find very annoying. Every single 

piece needs a certain place if I want to find it again, everything needs to be managed. 

Probably my civilization gene has already spread so much within me that I can't live without 

much. Would I have the courage to simply throw some things away at the next waste 

disposal station? But which ones? And if I do need it? Eight weeks, who knows? That's how 

long I'll be away from the cave woman. It wouldn't have to be exactly wet in my cave. But I 

certainly don't need the memory of Karl-Hubert's haute couture anymore, of Gravati shoes 

for six hundred marks, hand-stitched. Or his Ermengildo Zegna suits, jackets, trousers, 

always the finest cloth, of course also hand-sewn, bought in Milan, on the way to the ham 

producer in Parma. Maybe I want a grotto?  
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Body care makes soul care 

I've been going to the bathroom for an hour, why am I waiting so long? The reason: I can't 

decide. It must be the most suitable bush. It's all a bit breezy here, but will it get better? 

How do I know, I don't know the way. The need plagues me. Do I wait any longer so that I 

don't have to decide? So that some tree in the meadow forces itself upon me because I can't 

take it anymore? What could possibly happen? 

It's actually kind of difficult because I'm having my period right now. It's time to put a 

tampon in, because I want to swim in the lake later. To change the bandage, to take the old 

bandage with you in some way, but how? I don't really know how to handle wilderness yet. I 

have often wondered how Indian squaws and Aboriginal women organize their bodies. 

Whether Rüdiger Nehberg has also dealt with this question of a specifically female nature in 

one of his survival books? 

Most likely I look very unkempt right now. My reflection in the lake does not show me 

clearly enough if my hair is well styled. I have often asked myself during television reports: 

How do female explorers who spend weeks exploring the jungle or travelling in the Arctic 

really do it? Do they really have a mirror in their rucksack, apply make-up every morning, 

put on mascara and then look as well-groomed as Hollywood films show us? I remember my 

observation in the film "Miss Smilla's Sense of Snow". Even when there's a fast-paced, 

bloody chase on the steamer, Fräulein Smilla is still wearing a snow-white anorak with a 

cuddly fur hood, blow-drying the perfect haircut clean. 

But I am distancing myself from Hollywood today. I pretend to be a nature lover and 

majestically enjoy my grandiose laziness in terms of styling.  

 

Search for nothing 

On my way, there is a bench attached, which I sit on. There it lies in front of me, the woods 

opposite are mirrored, to the left over there are houses, to the right over there I clearly hear 

a stream splashing into the lake. I also see myself urged, not to question my laziness, but 

the nature lover I just praised: What was that sound just now? The cry of an unknown bird? 

Or the croak of a frog? Or the utterance of a toad? Only this I know for sure: The ducks in 

the English Garden sound different. 

I would like to just sit on this bench, be satisfied, be calm, be happy, enjoy. No, I still feel 

driven, I want to do an awful lot of things and only use my time for important things. Damn 

it. I can do whatever I want! It's so hard! I could just do nothing. Yes, I could! I'm free to go 

home again without having done anything. And tell friends and family I didn't do anything. 

Am I forced to account to anyone for my actions in this country? 

No one would buy it: nothing done. And what is nothing at all? Only something useful is 

something.  

Where I have been everywhere, how great everything was, who I have met, which lakes I 

have seen, which mountains I have climbed, which cities I have visited, which museums I 

have admired, which wild rock formations have impressed me - to have experienced as 
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much as possible, I seem to be under this pressure. On the day of my departure I visited my 

mother with my car packed and ready to go, to say goodbye to her for at least two months. I 

myself had not told her what I was going to do. All I knew was: just gone. I couldn't 

plausibly explain to her what I wanted in France. I was glad that my daughter Lisa had 

already informed my mother about my spontaneous time off. She looked at me without 

understanding. My intention was obviously beyond her imagination. Yes, my mother! 

 

Me and me and mother 

"Why are you going all the way to France, what are you going to do there for so long? "I 

suppose you'll prepare a job and find something to earn money?" 

I had no intention of working in France. Or did I? Work on myself, wasn't that work? "Yes, 

that too," I had answered mother. I confirmed her view of life, that you have to work forever. 

You don't have to take time off, not for a long time at all. To occupy oneself is not important. 

She doesn't need it, she says. I know better: Whenever my mother needed time for herself, 

she got sick, bedridden. Often she got phlebitis, a probably very painful open leg forced her 

to lie down. So she couldn't help but let us help her. 

The fact that I want to put my experiences into a book is not work in the sense of my 

mother, a very simple woman, who saved the money with her own physical labor that my 

parents would have had to pay craftsmen to build her house. Yes, my mother. 

My mother is a dear woman, she gave me many things that are practical and meaningful in 

life. And the other thing that doesn't make sense? That doesn't fit into my life because I'm 

her daughter but not identical with her? You should always be ready for work; you have to 

earn money with everything you do; sitting around brings no money; being active brings 

blessings - well-meant mother gifts that take up a lot of space in my heart's apartment. Can 

you just throw something like that away? The lake - maybe drown in the lake? 

 

FreeLosPathFort 

I am at a crossroads, they call it chemin conseillé, recommended way, and straight ahead the 

way is called chemin difficile, which I take, I don't need to think about it. There are, as I 

suspected, some exciting boulders here, it goes a little steeper up, you really have to lift your 

leg and climb over many rocks. I still have my Nordic Walking poles on my wrists, they 

bother me, but I don't want to stop to take them off and carry them on with one hand. I 

have hung my mobile phone around my neck, it now dangles on my stomach. My right foot 

feels slightly compressed. It doesn't work that way, I shake my head involuntarily, how do I 

get there! 

I want my hiking to look good. But for whom do I want to fly elegantly and light-footedly over 

the rocks, hm? For all the many people here who applaud me on this lonely wayside? And 

otherwise deny me the recognition? What do I want? To be satisfied with myself. Oh, that 

would be divine. Mercury, where are you? 
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On the other side of the lake there is a small exercise trail, embedded in a light beech and 

oak forest. I enjoy reading the text of the exercise sketches and learning new words. Push-

up: flexion. Pull-up: traction sur les bras. Squat: flexion of the genoux.  

With astonishment I take note of my free associations. Why do all these old stories come to 

my mind here, far away from home? 

 

Planning Planning 

It was only when I met Peter seven years ago that I had a new experience. I sensed that 

there was something very pleasant in him: reliability. A new quality for me. It seems to me 

that his love is one-track minded. He doesn't look left or right, and there is no oncoming 

traffic on his love road. He loves me, finished. Without having to put me in any drawers first. 

He doesn't need them. The way I am, I'm good. It's a fantastic experience for me.  

Peter has already booked the train to Nîmes for August 5. Four weeks in advance. He'll 

come. Nothing else will occur to him. Because he's happy. And he's the reason I dare trust 

people. That I dare to be happy. Thank you, Peter. 

In contrast to the not so hip and therefore neglected Trim-dip paths in the Munich area, the 

Trim-dip path is quite new, well maintained, trustworthy, yes, so this is where I do my 

flexions and my pull-ups, and it's wonderful. Rim upswing, rim downswing I succeed 

without any problems. I'm sure my eyes are shining: I'm having a great time. But in the 

background the thought: for that I wouldn't really need to go to France. In Oberschleissheim 

there was one in Hacklholz, where I used to go with the children, and in Fürstenfeldbruck I 

have often visited a fitness trail on the mountainside in recent years, which really got me 

going.  

It's noon, and I'm leaving. But where to? I need a better map! Even if it costs ten euros, 

which is my daily budget. This morning I found the lake because of the signs from last 

night, but it is not marked on my map. So I randomly follow any road in the hope of finding 

a road sign that points the way. Even my tried and tested tactic of asking people for 

directions does not work. I am not in a big city where you just open the car window to ask 

passers-by for directions. There are none. But there is also no shop where you can buy a 

map.  

 

The things that could happen!  

On the right a valley, on the left a valley, in all directions green wooded mountain tops, from 

which angular rough white rocks protrude. Far below I hear a brook rushing. I don't know 

whether it is the young Loire, or the Gard, or the Ardèche, or a completely different 

watercourse - if I finally had an exact map, I could look now. But do I, do I need to know 

everything? Doesn't the pure perception of sensory impressions, the devotion to them, make 

me much happier? The brook or river provides the only sound I hear here, just a car every 

now and then, and still the buzzing of flies, of the infinitely many. After all, they are flies and 

not mosquitoes. A yellow mountain rises in front of me, covered with blooming broom, no 
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spot is uncovered, yellow mullein flowers by the hundreds in between, a rock that asks me 

to climb it, but unfortunately there is a fence here too.  

Back home, I'd be tempted to jump a fence like that. Our mountains are anchored in our 

consciousness as the symbol of freedom and the self-responsibility associated with it, but 

here in a foreign country? I don't know what kind of thinking culture lies behind it. Not a 

railing at the grotto high above the lake, but a fence around such a seductive scramble 

mountain! 

Although it's Saturday, there is no car, no truck, no motorcyclists coming towards me on 

the D 536. In indescribable peace and quiet I make myself coffee at the roadside. It goes so 

fast. Water pot on the stove, light it, coffee powder in the cup, already done. It could taste a 

bit better, fresh milk would be great too. The cigarette lighter must be broken, because my 

electric cooler doesn't get cold anymore.  

"There's a natural ropes course at Thueyts over the Ardèche! “  

I learn this on the way to the tourist office from the lady there, who is obviously grateful for 

a little speech. She pronounces her place as if one would write it "Tueille". Old Celtic place 

names. And maps are available here! Finally orientation, clarity. I am also interested in the 

Pont du Diable mentioned. Devil's Bridge. This is certainly the famous natural rock 

breakthrough of the Ardèche, which friends back home have recommended to me: "You 

absolutely have to swim underneath it! So I'm in the Ardèche, I'm studying.  

Without any noticeable reason I feel alone despite the friendly chat with the lady in the 

tourist office. Or just because of that? She will go home in the evening to her family. And 

me? Yes, my plan is to immerse myself in the depths of nature, to deal with myself and my 

needs, that's what I've always wanted! But does that involve so much being alone? So many 

days left! And the nights! 

 

devotional courage 

Maybe I'll organize a service tomorrow morning? Sing "Closer, my God, to thee", I learned 

three verses of it by heart in confirmation class. Say a prayer in my own words again, how 

long since I have done that! I preferred to let others pre-prayer. I shied away from so much 

closeness and intimacy that comes with a self-formulated prayer. For this purpose, I look for 

a place on the mountain where there really is no human being, and perhaps I sing audibly 

into nature, speak loudly and clearly with God - and thus simultaneously with myself and 

my inner being. It would do me good, I would feel security, being lifted up, I would not feel 

so alone. 

Can I do that, throw a prayer into nature?  

In Munich there is hardly a quiet spot where I could have practiced it.  

Is the wilderness here wild enough that nobody, really nobody, hears me singing a hymn 

and saying a prayer on top of it? 

Instead of a clear AMEN it is rather en vogue to let a voiced OM! sound. And to sing a 

mantra in an upright lotus position. To let a bronze gong have a long lasting effect on the 
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body instead of feeling the effect of bronze church bells. To use the repetitive rhythmic steps 

of walking meditation to take off instead of the repetitive worship liturgy for sanctification, 

for seclusion, for the feeling of detachment. Will I have the courage to decide for myself and 

thus against the common practice? 

 

Running into life unchecked 

But right now I'm hungry. I'll have to find a place to stand. 

And while enjoying the overwhelming mountains that enjoy rocks, down there flows the 

Ardèche, the road crosses a picturesque stone bridge, L'Echelle du Roi, and: There is, I've 

read, a Via Ferrata. That fascinates me. I have never heard the word before, but from the 

description it must be a path equipped with wire ropes, a kind of via ferrata. I'm very 

curious to see how the Via Ferrata is designed, whether anyone can walk it, whether it will 

cost prohibitively high admission fees.  

I will deal with it tomorrow, yes, after the withdrawn devotion (if ...) again activity, I am 

looking forward to it.  

Where will I sleep tonight? Where can Merkür stand inconspicuously and I can drag myself 

unobserved onto my board bed and leave the rear door open? I find myself longing for Peter 

to come and just set up a permanent camp with him for ten days in a row on a normal 

campsite.  

In order to get my bowel movement going I had taken a tablet against constipation 

yesterday, now it wanted to work. Here at the precipice? No, the bushes are too light. Maybe 

on the left, where the mountain rises a bit, there are hardly any people on the way, and a 

hiker by chance certainly doesn't look up at this very spot. Half high bushes covered me in 

crouching position up to chest height, and indeed I could do my business in a relaxed way. 

But just at the moment when I was finished and stood up to give the trousers a wrinkle-free 

fit again, I heard a convivial laugh - a backpacked youth group! At least fifteen people! Let's 

sit down again! Turn your head down! Because of the shining blush ... oh, I still have a lot 

to learn.  

 

More and more I like the fact that I have decided to live a reduced life, to get along with little 

money. How often have I been a little frustrated at home that I earn enough money, but it's 

gone again quickly, whoosh, I buy one thing and another, this and that I can also use, and 

having that would also be great! I manage to get by with very little here, and that gives me 

great satisfaction. There is nothing wrong with me. The Ardèche is pretty wild. But I still feel 

quite at home. It is not so much different here than I can find it seventy kilometres south of 

Munich.  

 

It fills me with pride that I get along very well with my sleeping car. I improved my 

organization this morning and now I find everything practical. I now know what I need very 

often, and it's all within easy reach. After dinner I only wipe my plates with a kitchen roll 
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moistened from a water bottle. It's enough for me, even if it doesn't correspond to a 

housekeeper's sense of hygiene. After all, bacteria only multiply in the damp.  

With all the progress on the one hand: It remains annoying that I have so much accessories 

in my car! Until I have cleaned everything up again in the morning! The pseudo-curtains 

removed and stowed away, my sleeping bag rolled up, cool bag and giant backpack, which I 

arranged one on top of the other like the Bremen Town Musicians in the passenger seat for 

a feeling of being unobserved during the night, and which should cover the view from the 

right side window to my bed. I guess you always have a little effort with yourself.  

 

The via ferrata, which has its start here, interests me ardently. Iron pins, iron clips, iron 

ladders, steel cables. That's all I know, I've always wanted to try it. But will I really master 

the requirements? How often did my knees visibly shake when I stood at high altitude. How 

often have I thought then: Never again! At most I can see three meters from my stand. I have 

often seen pictures and films and I have seen climbers hanging in the wall in the flesh on 

Lake Garda. I never had the opportunity to do it myself. Or should I say: the guts? I have 

always felt admiration. Even now: The thrill is all around me. What am I going to do? I 

suddenly feel my foot, it must be slightly sprained. Should I dare, all alone?  

 

I can literally feel myself adjusting to the uncertain situation. The slowness of my approach 

is reflected in my thinking. Take out my belt, spread it out on the ground in front of me, put 

it on. What is the right length of loop? And how long may or must the thing dangle? At the 

test track at the top of the entrance I could try it out: Just hook in the carabiner and push 

on the line. I was very happy that nobody followed behind me, that there was nobody in 

front of me who gave me the feeling that I was too slow. That I could feel unobserved. That I 

didn't have to be embarrassed that I was a newcomer. I did not want to be addressed by 

anyone: whether I was afraid of what was going on, whether I could be helped. I want to try 

this. Just me.  

But my fear of heights, damn it! 

 

Happiness does not come from moderation 

After a hundred meters of comfortable wire rope grabbing, it suddenly gets dicey. The steel 

cable they have set up here seems too dangerous. It starts behind a bend, I would have to 

lean my body against the rock and grab around it. Already, in order to reach the next 

section of the rope, I have to bend over an abyss that is as high as a tree, including the 

raging river. The thought alone makes me feel dizzy. It's at least seven metres of balancing 

on the wire rope until you're back on the ground. At overhead height another rope is 

stretched out, which you can probably hang on to. This is not for me, especially since I have 

a sprained ankle. And helmet duty is also. I am not secured enough, I will just turn around 

and go back. I have a high degree of personal responsibility. I don't have to overcome my 

fear just where something can really happen to me. The surefootedness that is required on 
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the signs, I cannot offer with my ankle. I do not have to prove myself to anyone. Being 

strong also means being able to assess the danger realistically. Being able to say no. I sit 

down on a tuft of grass and am happy again for a moment.  

Fifteen minutes later, I'm still sitting there. I dreamed a little bit down into the Ardèche, 

admiring the gigantic boulders. I think again about the steel cable protections that are 

attached to the rock here for high shimmying. It looks damn steep and high and exposed. 

But at some point in my life I want to start doing that. Trying out how I feel at heights when 

I am secured. My equipment here is just homemade. On the other hand - I'm sure it would 

work fine. Nothing would happen. I have a harness, several carabiners, I knotted two eights 

into the thick rope and made a short rope safety device, with which I could hook myself into 

the steel rope by carabiner. That's how I learned it on an express day training I did last year 

at the German Alpine Club. That would work. Add to that a webbing sling as a knotted hip 

belt, then a loop with another webbing sling, put the carabiners in and connect them to the 

rope belay system, that would work without putting me in danger.  

During previous mountain hikes I was exposed to unsecured areas, hence the terrible fear. 

Would I be more fearless with a safety device? I would love to try it infinitely. If I was not so 

alone. What could happen there! 

With these thoughts I still sit around until about one o'clock and watch the flowing water. 

Then I hear clacking noises, footsteps approaching. Who will that be? Do I have to hide? 

It is a climbing guide with a single student. And now I am lucky to be able to watch a 

professional in peace and quiet how the rope can be overcome at this height. For the first 

time I consciously observe how a via ferrata set looks and is handled: Attached to the sturdy 

loops of a hip belt, it consists of a branch-like holder with two arm-length ropes, at the ends 

of which a carabiner with a snap fastener dangles. At the entry point, where the wire rope is 

fixed in the rock face, the young woman attaches the first carabiner, then also the second 

one. By holding on to the via ferrata set, which is now securely fastened and suspended 

from the upper taut wire rope, she light-footedly places one step after the other on the lower 

wire rope and she is already over the river. 

Here I can also observe how it behaves behind this visible rope bridge. On a metal plate 

attached to the rock I can read the name of the rope bridge: Pont de dien, 15 meters. The 

young woman has hooked herself on the upper rope with both carabiners, on the lower rope 

she is walking forward, above she is shimmying on with her hands, and the carabiners are 

running along as a safety device on the wire rope. The same procedure again over there: 

Where the bridge ends and the rock forms a curve, she hooked one of the carabiners of her 

via ferrata set in first, then the other, climb over, finished. And her pupil follows her nicely. 

She seems a bit bored, does it probably twenty times a week, moves elegantly and dancing 

ahead, hardly waits for her pupil and even gives him makeshift explanations. Again and 

again he stops, takes a deep breath, considers his concerns, puts one foot hesitantly in front 

of the other. Shortly after the two have disappeared behind the rock curve, I see them 



43 

 

climbing up an almost vertical rock further up. They again far ahead, while he struggles 

anxiously with the challenge.  

 

 

Fear equals fear 

Fear is suddenly conveyed to me as something quite normal. Between his fear and mine 

there seem to be only a few nuances at most.  

I'm going to take another look at my equipment. Yeah, it's good. That can work. I'll put my 

backpack down, get rid of this weight. Earlier, when I arrived here, I already had a dizzy 

sensation at this point when I looked at it. And now I hook myself up to the wire rope, dare 

to reach around my rock and look around the corner. I can get a picture of where the rope 

bridge begins. Climb up and be over in a few minutes. 

Indescribably happy I sit down in the grass for a while.  

What actually happened? I took the time, perhaps for the first time in my life, simply 

because I felt like it, because the desire for it is anchored in my personality, to face and go 

through fear without the pressure of a need. Without the pressure that could come from an 

accompaniment that I don't want to be exposed to. I only did it for me. For me! 

What I can see from here creates new enthusiasm in me. This is probably the Tyrolienne, 

which was shown in the brochure, but the photo did not give any idea of the real 

dimensions of this rope slide. Madame la guide has meanwhile climbed the entrance to this 

tyrolienne with her pupil over vertical rock faces and lets herself glide like an elf in her 

suspension belt on the at least fifty meter long wire rope over the gorge, which is at least as 

deep. She is caught by a taut net over there and gets out at a ledge. For a long time nothing 

else happens. I imagine that I can hear the heart of the student beating until here, although 

I cannot see him. In fact, he didn't have the guts to let himself be fully involved in the rope, 

his swing is not enough and he stops halfway over the abyss, just hanging on a thread. No, 

there's no string attached, which Madame will use to pull him over towards her. With many 

small hand pulls he has to continue to shimmy laboriously on the rope, far below him the 

gorge, above him the sky, into which he is probably wishing to enter. I feel a slight nausea. 

On a sign I read: The time for the passage is two hours. The tyrolienne is 90 metres long, it 

says.  

Again I take the time to imagine the processes - and my fear - for the time being. Here on 

the sign the whole course is marked. There is a direct access to the Tyrolienne, so one does 

not necessarily have to cross the rope bridge over the Ardèche first and then climb up the 

steep rock. I climb up the starting rock. Right after the platform, a deep nothing opens up in 

front of me. I lie down flat on my stomach and hook in my two carabiners. Just for fun. And 

I feel that even if I had the right equipment for sliding on a wire rope, my curiosity would 

come to an end here.  

Satisfied with this realization and encouraged by my wonderful successes, I still play around 

with the easier facilities and on my way back to the Pont du Diable, where a number of 



44 

 

young men also practice jumping. How high will it be? Ten metres? Fifteen metres? And why 

do only guys jump from the high bridge into the river here? I wonder if women sometimes let 

this common sense stop us from experiencing high feelings. Something could happen. We 

prefer to glide along on shallow waters that take us to a boring destination - because it's 

safe and without danger.  

I cross the bridge from the left bank of the Via Ferrata to the right, here I can see more 

clearly how the wire ropes run, on which I was able to follow the guide and students from a 

distance earlier.  

What I like about the structure of the climbing path is that you can also choose individual 

passages freely, not having to walk the whole via. I reach the rock where the Tyrolienne ends 

and can now admire the huge safety net from up close. Here also begins the Burma Bridge, 

which I saw from over there. Its floor consists of many parallel planks about two metres 

long, each of which is screwed together on a support on a hinge. These beams are 

suspended right and left from a steel cable. At the height of the right hand runs the safety 

steel rope, over which I can slide my two karabiners with rope. The bridge hangs at a height 

of ten metres, says the description on a sign attached to the edge, and has a length of 

nineteen metres. My foot length fits exactly on such a board, and because the eleven floor 

boards are screwed together it is a rocking business. I cross the bridge with ease and a 

cheerful smile. Pah, it's a piece of cake! 

But now there is the rock in front of me! 

 

At it again! 

Steel cables with anchorages every two to three meters. Along these I hook myself with my 

two belts. Although I do not have any express carabiners. So I'll just screw on and off at a 

time. Absolutely 180 degrees, the steps. In between a little kick where I can stand - and 

breathe deeply. I calculate eight of these anchors at a distance of two to three meters each, 

about 16-20 meters high, and wonder about my computing power at this height, and that 

on a rock that suddenly opens the view over the Ardèche valley below me. That I can stand 

still at the steps and enjoy the view! Very gently the knowledge penetrates my 

consciousness. That feeling of security, of that little bit of help! Not having to do everything 

alone, I think, apparently takes away fear. Trust? When yes and when no? Well, now it is.  

Now one more step, from the last attachment point over the edge onto the rock step, it looks 

like a horizontal plane at the top, cannot see over the edge, just the thought of lying with 

only the upper body on the heel and having to dangle both legs freely at right angles to the 

ground for a moment to get over it - I would never make the step back from above!  

Exhausted, I lay my head on the heel. Stop here? After I've done so much already? Just 

don't look down again! My feet claw at the top rung of the ladder.  

Then I'm going back into the vertical. Go on! My guts are showing in my stomach and my 

head. At that time, my wobbly knees, suddenly, no more strength in my foot, no forwards, 

no backwards, for minutes, had not another hiker come to my aid, who recognized my 
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trembling knees - there is no other hiker in sight, no one could fetch me, my heart is beating 

frantically, already my foot moves to the next walled step, one after the other my feet find it, 

bit by bit they bring me down to the fixed starting platform.  

I lay my head back and look up. I've been up there? Me?  

 

It's afternoon. Nobody, nobody is pushing me. I'm allowed to take time to think. What has 

helped me? 

Keep your nerves, stay calm, set one carabiner after the other, open one carabiner after the 

other and set it behind the next post, don't take the dangling rope between your legs, no, 

always properly parallel, give me a lot of time, check again and again: I can do it, keep 

checking: Can I make it back the way I came; always checking: What could actually happen 

to me. Perceive my fantasy and clarify it with reality. And then: do it. Why am I in high 

spirits again! And the fact that I treated myself to the light version without a rucksack does 

nothing to diminish my pride. I did it! 

That's when my sense of smell starts again: What's that strong smell? I'm the only one here 

who smells of sweat like that... 

I remain seated for a long time and grant the good winning feeling the time to slip through 

all pores also inwards.  

I may have been sitting here for an hour when a couple climbs up to me and gives me the 

opportunity to watch how they manage this passage. I am satisfied that they do not use any 

other technique either. I have done everything well. And the fact that it doesn't take them 

three-quarters of an hour to do this, but is no longer visible after ten minutes, doesn't affect 

my ambition one bit. My conclusion is:  

First...  

Realizing it's fear that's holding me back.  

Second.  

Invent a construct that will give me mental security.  

Third -  

I'm fine.  

 

And I feel that from here all the leaders of the world are open to me. Maybe one day even 

with a backpack. I'll pick it up again at the entry point.  

 

Always / never say yes 

Just now these nice young people at my overnight stay, from whom I wanted to be away 

yesterday, invited me for a drink, "pour boire un verre", as they say. This makes my throat 

close: I have nothing to bring with me, nothing suitable in the trunk and also no wrapping 

paper and ribbon; do I have to buy a present tomorrow, I didn't want to spend money after 

all, I don't have a budget for "something like that". At home, hadn't I always been the 

inviting one, so as not to get into this obligation myself? Better to give than to take ... giving 
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is more blessed than having to take ... Yes, taking means obligation, you have to give back, 

you make yourself dependent, someone might demand something back from me at an 

inappropriate time, when I am not ready, then I have to ... 

Stop! I'll just go!  

Say hello, have a plastic mug of beer poured into me, exchange a few friendly words with 

them. Maybe it's enough just to have fun and show it? 

 

Nothing but me 

On my eighth day, I am delighted by fantastic weather, the scenery of the mountains builds 

me up, the bare rocks generate energy in me, the bright sun shines as I do.  

But all these people here! More and more I get the impression that to experience myself is 

hard work, which requires the highest concentration. I want to be lonely. I can't really enjoy 

the wonderful holiday scenery, I don't feel in holiday mood, holiday is what I do after my 

solo, when Peter has arrived. Probably I will be in the mood for people again. Still so many 

weeks!  

It has become 4 pm, clearest sun shines from the sky, an appetizing mountain is enthroned 

before me, bare rocks puff out in the background, the temptation calls. Nevertheless: I was 

gripped by it. I finally want to get away from this nice tourist town, from the many lively 

young people, the spectacular jumps from the Pont du Diable. I'm looking for something 

else, but what? I want to get away, but where? Well, I've got a route mapped out for myself, 

but let's see if I want to drive it. Also, I should read my emails again (not that I'll miss the 

ultimate million dollar contract) and take care of my cell phone (not that the world can't 

reach me). The fact that I can't arrange myself technically well out here depresses me a bit.  

And indeed, at 4:20, I'll be ready.  

I have packed my things into the car, my passenger seat looks like a garbage dump and it 

still needs to be disposed of somehow, but I am determined. I'm in a good mood precisely 

because I have decided. I look good, I think, at least as much as I can believe the 

windshield. I might have lost two kilos from the hip, so I feel good. I am tanned, the Ardèche 

has given a good portion of its wildness to my hair, I feel extremely well. Here we go. 

What a pleasant and safe feeling to know what you want! I enjoy it when I leave. More and 

more people meet me on the street, young, old, families with small children. And bye. 

 

Sharp to the market 

On the way and alone with Merkür I can again hang on to my associations. 

The restaurant that Josèphe had invited me to with Danielle and her daughter Sarah comes 

to mind. It had a fantastic location up there in the green mountains, the nearby big cities 

brought plenty of customers for this extraordinary concept: potato pancakes, nothing but 

potato pancakes were on the menu. In addition there was a bowl of salad per table. The 

particularly hungry could get a salami plate as a starter. The end. 
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This is the lived marketing concept of "penetrating the market in a pointed way". That is a 

positioning that requires a lot of courage, I think. I wouldn't have the courage to specialize 

like that. I feel very comfortable as a vendor's tray type: Want to offer everything, be able to 

do everything, be present everywhere. I feel uncomfortable working out just one idea and 

marketing it profitably. Just selling a little bit of me, would that be enough? Offer just one 

single idea? I would soon be bored. And then I would only have one product to promote? 

But the customers like to take the laborious drive up the serpentine road in order to eat 

potato pancakes, a speciality of the region and called La crique, in this restaurant and then 

drive down the serpentines again. The landlord makes it that easy up there. And probably 

rakes in money without end, because he makes very little effort and produces hardly any 

waste. He does not want to get along with ten euros per day. That would probably be too 

exhausting for him.  

 

Careful, joy! 

Incredibly far, barren, harsh, stony, barren and therefore sparsely populated they must be, 

the Causses, of which there are several in the Cevennes and in the Massif Central, as my 

little travel guide describes it. That's where I want to go! 

I left last Tuesday, and on Thursday I washed my hair at Danielle's.  

Since then I have been swimming in the Lac-d'Issarlès, and yesterday I went to the Ardèche 

for a swim, everything wonderful and refreshing. My plan is: to go to a campsite once a 

week, to take a proper shower with shower gel, to wash my hair with shampoo and 

conditioner or even a cure, to get organized, to have internet access for reading e-mails, to 

have electricity to charge my notebook battery and mobile phone. So the day after tomorrow, 

Thursday, would be washing day.  

 

I will drive the car around the corner even more, so that I am not so visible at the road. Then 

it will be alright, also this night. I enjoy the wonderful freedom of not having to plan my day, 

not even the evening, the sun is my guide. It will set around ten, a little later than at home, 

so I have three hours "at my leisure" until it is really dark at ten. Many things are going as I 

have wished: I don't have to be somewhere at a certain time, don't have to go to bed for a 

certain purpose, to be fit again the next day for a certain date. I can give in to my 

biorhythm. I am allowed to lie down at Merkür, when I am tired with the darkness. The sun 

will still be shining for a long time. And I christen the day "dream day".  

I'm so careful with myself, I notice. Certainly more careful than if someone was with me. 

When I walk barefoot in a meadow, I make sure I don't step on a bee. In everyday life I 

would go off thoughtlessly. I also spare my still cracked foot that I just don't want to 

represent myself again. Always and everywhere I have my whistle for emergency signals and 

my mobile phone and my knife and my lighter with me. Already while climbing around in 

the Ardèche I had thought about every kick, knowing that if something happens to me, there 



48 

 

is no one to take care of me, to bandage me, to splint my leg, to mop up my blood, to call the 

ambulance or a helicopter to search for me in the crevice. 

 

Westbound  

From Thueyts I always went west and now I pass Pradelles, where the N102 forks into the 

N88 to the southwest. I will drive south and hope to meet the really wild Cevennes there.  

The fact that Pradelles is marked as "one of the most beautiful villages in France", as I read 

from signs, does not become clear to me when I just drive through. To me it seems to be a 

very poor place, former shops are located along the road, but they are no longer used as 

shops. Former entrance doors facing the street have been converted into windows and have 

curtains, old letters are fading on the formerly prophesied house facade, here and there 

names of a former factory, legible but no longer in operation.  

How is it connected, business and success - and how do you notice that it's over and decide 

to turn the shop into a residential building? Where the secret of such decisions lies, I ask 

myself. Is it always the need? 

A welcome sign shows me that I am now in the Département Lozère. My mini-guide tells me 

that this is the least populated département of France with about 76.000 inhabitants. Will I 

find the peace I am looking for here? This question alone makes me wonder: is it the people 

who stress me out? 

I follow a signpost to Cheylard-l'Evêque - the place name offers me familiarities, as I 

remember it from Stevenson's delicious book "Journey with the donkey through the 

Cevennes". And: "Parc des Cévennes" is signposted. That sounds promising.  

Over many kilometres the narrow road leads me along extensive pastures. The roadside is 

lined with threatening barbed wire. The area belongs to the cattle that graze here. As a 

human being I do not feel very welcome.  

It has become cooler - this afternoon in the Ardèche I got some burnt skin. In a 

hypermarché, which was signposted just after the bridge over the Allier, I was able to buy a 

map without having to think again about this spending of money, thus satisfying the 

sufficiently experienced need for better orientation. On this map at a scale of 1:100 000 I 

actually find my location. And does the map now also tell me where I want to go? But it does 

not know that either. 

 

My Cévennes with Stevenson's Cévennes 

There it is, the Grande Randonneé number 70, a footpath built according to the route taken 

by Robert Louis Stevenson in his Cévennes book almost one hundred and fifty years ago. Oh 

yes, there is also a display case with his picture and his route. The information looks 

professionally prepared. I enjoyed his book as an introduction to my own trip to the 

Cévennes. My donkey, however, is not called Modestine but Merkür, my good Merkür, he 

protects me and carries, more brave than any donkey, all my seven things. 
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For the coming night I could imagine a place near the chapel there in front on a small 

elevation outside the village of Cheylard-l'Evêque. It looks pretty, a small Romanesque 

round building, the round roof tapers upwards and carries a Marian column at the highest 

point. It inspires confidence in me - but there is no place on the narrow road where I could 

stop, nor do I see any access, only a footpath would lead to the chapel. The road forces me 

without mercy to follow it. Where will I end up? To be on the safe side I have filled up my 

tank at the Intermarché again and bought enough provisions as well as water and wine.  

It's already half past seven, and I haven't eaten anything except the fresh baguette I bought 

this afternoon at the Boulangerie in Thueyts, so I'm really hungry. The fact that I cannot 

find a free meadow here, as I had imagined for the Causses, but that the road only leads me 

along barbed wire or forest, offends me: Where are the endless, wide views that I drove here 

for?  

A deer by the road. When it recognizes me as a car, it immediately flees up the hill. And then 

the landscape slowly becomes wider, opens up. The road runs along the hiking trail, there is 

a yellow arrow on trees. I still cannot imagine for whom this path is so carefully marked. For 

an hour I have not seen a single person, a house or a single car. This may be different now 

that the Cévennes are on the UNESCO World Heritage List since 2011.  

I drive and drive. There's nothing but this road, no turning. And no sooner am I out of a 

forest, Merkür is again guided by barbed wire left and right. I guess only cows are allowed in 

there. Cows that stare at me like a welcome roast, with their 360-degree view. If they don't 

pay attention, their eyes will fall out of their heads for being so surprised. Suddenly I'm 

extremely grateful to the barbed wire.  

Just before the next village I found a little way. The small turnoff leads on a bumpy road to 

an apparently no longer used dump. It is already eight o'clock. If there are workers here, 

they are already at home with their multi-course Repas, which Madame has cooked. And if I 

haven't seen any hikers during the day, they are even more unlikely at this hour. 

I'm staying here. Far ahead of me. I'm here. In my Cévennes. At home, such an achievement 

would call for a party. But I'm tired, I'm hungry. I'd like a glass of wine. Here too, the barbed 

wire that marks the pasture will protect me from the cows.  

I open my rear car door and take out the box of cooking utensils and my shopping, and to 

celebrate my arrival in my Cevennes I also get a folding chair for the first time. To my right I 

put the cooler on the floor, as a shelf for my wine cup - but soon I also get a seat cushion. It 

is damn fresh here. I sit down in Merkür's windbreak. To get up again shortly afterwards 

and only to close all doors: The wind mercilessly uses every loophole to make me really 

uncomfortable here.  

In the meantime I have put on two long trousers, sweatshirt, fleece sweater with hood and 

thick socks. If I had gloves, I would put them on, too. No, I am not right here either. There 

must be other Causses where it's supposed to be really hot. The same place Stevenson used 

to enjoy the heat. 
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Oh dear, the cows are coming!  

One, two, three, four - oh, five, six, seven, eight - suddenly they lined up before me and 

Merkür. Carefully I smile at them and tell myself that they are harmless. But they are so 

big! And standing here by the fence, as if I were the television. Four calves are allowed to 

watch, three of them are fair skinned, the dark one has an udder, so it must be female, I 

reconstruct my knowledge after a short observation. Are bulls also harmless? Or was it the 

oxen? If only I had paid more attention in the biology class of the fifth grade! In any case, 

these animals don't seem to have seen a tourist eating blue cheese with baguette and red 

wine from a plastic cup that she will also use to brush her teeth later on. 

I cut the bark off the slice of the blue Fourme d'Ambert. I sold it at the Gourmetrion, its 

cylindrical shape and the jagged rind always looked good on the cheese counter - and now I 

am very close to its origin. The small village of Ambert in Auvergne, where it is made from 

the milk of Aubrac cows, is probably only about a hundred kilometres away. I wonder if they 

are related to my cows here on the pasture? And what a treat! I remember that I still have to 

have a Limburger from home in my cooler, which is no longer a cooler but just a box. Well-

tempered he will be, the Limburger. And so it is. I take a hearty sip of red wine with it, and 

this stinky cheese acts on my palate as a link between home and faraway places and pleases 

me more than any royal meal in a noble restaurant. 

I would love to sit over in the sun, but where the sun is, the wind comes from there as well. I 

try to make myself aware of the cardinal points and combine: The wind comes from the 

Atlantic. Because the sun is in the west. Yes, that must be the case. How pleasant it is to 

have time to think. 

In front of me only steppe-like expanse, no wind trap. I'm in the Causses! 

The cows are still flocked around me, but they don't perceive me as a rarity anymore and 

are already filling their stomachs again while chewing. Nevertheless, they still seem to look 

for my nearness, which somehow does me good. 

Cheese closes the stomach, say the French, or is it only us Germans who say that? The 

French take the cheese as part of their Repa, after the warm meal. Be that as it may, I am 

hungry and not in the mood for convention, but for a piece of salami now. 

I'm looking for my adventurer's knife, the one I'm so proud of, the one with the olive wood 

handle and the sharp blade stuck in the leather sheath. As I look for it, I notice that I am 

swaying a little. I have eaten quickly, drunk quickly, feel the wine. Never mind. And I'm still 

hungry.  

The cows rolled away from me. I'm not worth a look anymore.  

Nevertheless, I am still grateful for the barbed wire.  

The piece of salami that I had just cut off on my lap fell into the gravel. I scrape it off, like 

the Fourme d'Ambert that had fallen off my knee earlier. I don't feel like a snack board to 

pretend to be civilized here. 

It's a quarter to nine in the evening and I venture through the cool wind to the west side of 

the car. My fingers are cold as ice, even though the sun seems so cozy. It will be present for 



51 

 

a good while yet - it's nice that it's only the beginning of July, that summer has only just 

begun and that the days are still so long into the evening. Far in the distance in front of me 

there are uplifting green hills, behind me the forest, which bored me so much on the way 

here. All around me the meadows are fenced off with barbed wire, at least I have a view of a 

red shining sea of billowing poppies. When I turn to the south, the landscape shows itself to 

me reciprocally: First green meadows, in the background wooded hills, then cows on top of 

them, plus some electricity pylons. No, it's still not that much different than here in Upper 

Bavaria. I will have to move on a bit more tomorrow.  

I had forgotten to wipe my knife immediately, now the cheese and salami has dried in the 

summer wind. Will that make me sick? I bought six bottles of cheap water to wipe. What if I 

don't mop today? Then the next morning evening cheese will stick to my breakfast honey. I 

have never seen a man, I justify myself, who would have brought his pocket knife neatly to 

the sink after use before folding it back. No matter whether he used it to cut wood first and 

then sausage or vice versa. All these men are still alive and well. 

Speaking of honey. How about some more dessert? Honey and fromage blanc, which I 

bought at the supermarket. Mm, wonderful. 

Just a moment ago the cow mother was eyeing me with her calf. But now these two have 

also gone back to the pasture. Their food is more important to them. Nobody, nobody is 

interested in me. 

It's only 9:30 and it's still wonderfully bright. Nevertheless, I have already withdrawn into 

Merkür's interior to protect myself from the unbearable cold.  

My blackout tactics are becoming more and more sophisticated. From the inside, I can no 

longer look out of the car without folding aside the piece of towel that I jammed in the door. 

And lull me into a sense of security, like a three-year-old child who thinks that if he puts a 

pillow in front of his face, he can no longer see it. It is enough for me to look out the open 

back door at my feet. Here I could see all the way in time if someone came along. But the 

place is well chosen, the probability that someone would come by is zero. Also, my 

adventurer's knife is next to me, my whistle, my mobile phone, my hammer, my pepper 

spray, my laughing gas ... I talk to myself loudly and convince myself that fear is not 

necessary here. I also called Peter. It was reassuring to hear his voice, to feel his love, my 

own love as well. But I'd rather not tell him about all my thoughts. In the end I can sleep 

well, but he can't.  

Nobody gives a shit about me. To my left, the cows in the pasture are very far away from me, 

to my right, the sun will leave me in a moment. On my right, the wind is still hissing, the 

Atlantic wind, with a plaintive sound. At my feet I have left the two port wing doors 

interlocked open, while I have locked the other doors. Locking is somehow good. In order to 

let enough air into my sleeping chamber to breathe, I rolled the driver's window and the 

window behind it down a gap. The experience of the last few nights suggests that I should lie 

on the side behind the passenger seat today. I had woken up more often when the window 

gap on my face side was open. Someone could bleat in my face or put their hand in. It was a 
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fantasy I couldn't fight and it didn't let me sleep peacefully. I can kick open the back doors 

with a kick, first left, then right, when I feel uncomfortable in the tightness or when my 

bladder presses me at night.  

And there I lie, slowly warming myself up and talking myself into a comfortable sleep. 
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When the donkey is too well 

If the donkey's too good, he goes on the ice. I woke up at 7:30 with this thought of my 

father.  

Who's the donkey, anyway? 

So am I prepared to be compared to a donkey, to a stupid donkey - and even to actively 

compare myself to a donkey, just because my father said this proverb? Do I really still want 

to be guided by my father's often rigid sayings? 

What is the nature of a donkey, I wonder. A beast of burden: patiently carries whatever you 

load on it. Is that what I really want to be? No, not really! 

Stubborn, they say, stubborn as a mule. Or headstrong? To finally be my own will to will - 

yes, yes, I want that. Yes, I want to be that kind of donkey. Don't stop just because others 

want you to. Not stopping just because someone else says so. Yes, that's the kind of 

stubborn jackass with a life of his own I want to be, Papa. Yes, uncomfortable, even for you! 

A donkey like that can never be too well off, but always well off.  

And ice cream? No danger in sight, Dad, no ice, today, Tuesday, July 8, although I woke up 

several times during the night to wrap myself up even more thickly and snuggle in even 

warmer. Even now: I've only been out of bed a quarter of an hour and my fingers are already 

numb.  

Plenty of morning dew covers Mercury. The water I poured into the gravel last night after 

brushing my teeth has not dried away. In the Ardèche, it was dry the moment I woke up in 

the morning. The path is untouched. As expected, I don't think anyone passed by here 

tonight. Not even a dog owner walking his dog, not even the cows. 

The thermometer that Peter had put in my car showed 7 degrees.  

The only thing that helps me to warm up now is to keep driving and let the heating run at 

full speed. And again I enjoy to be able to decide so freely.  

I will go to the south of the Cévennes, to where the Causses are, the vast, dry and hot 

limestone plateaus that reach up to the French Massif Central. The Causse Noir, the Causse 

Méjean, let's see how it goes on. 

I love my spontaneous movements, but I also have to put up with the disadvantages again 

and again: Although I'm now really in the middle of my Cevennes of choice. But if I hadn't 

left the wide country road towards Mende yesterday, I wouldn't have had to ride on this 

winding, twisted, twisted roadagain today, again forever, probably a hundred kilometres 

uphill, downhill again. For the thousandth time I changed my plan, I let myself be diverted 

from my route, I didn't stick with it, I gave in to my curiosity: Oh, what could still be hidden 

behind this hill, and perhaps behind this little wood there is still an old village which 

nobody has discovered before me. Don't leave anything out! Like I'm shopping. It wouldn't 

have happened to a man. No wonder Little Red Riding Hood isn't called Little Red. 

One learns from suffering, one becomes wise from experience, necessity is the mother of 

invention - I have learned: Before I start, I consult a map and a guide and for the first time 
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since last Tuesday I set a daily route. Yes, I do. I want to go to the Causse Méjean. Farewell, 

all you cows who have been so kind to keep me company. 

 

All full of Cévennes 

A fork in the road, now and then fields, and again a fork in the road that I don't find on the 

map at first go - I give myself a jolt and stop to orientate myself. I leave my old fear 

unnoticed: Oops, I wonder what people think. Look, they're already watching what Rosi is 

doing. Aha, they think she doesn't know, aha, she doesn't know where she wants to go, 

haha, how can you ... But no, I made it: I stopped at the side of the road! I'm holding on. I'll 

go public with the fact that I don't know my way around. And while I am standing there at 

the side of the road with my car, I realize that I am far away from Munich, because neither 

in front of nor behind me is a car waiting impatiently. 

And lo and behold, while I stand there with the peace and quiet that has just been 

established, quietly with my map, and my mind has been able to clear, a small sign with the 

street numbering has secretly crept up to the side of the road, and I note: I'm on the D71, 

and I can see the inconspicuous sign for the D6 over there, and also the sign for Mende: 

turn right, thirty kilometres to go.  

On my new 1:100,000 scale road map everything suddenly looks completely different from 

my previous one. The proportions have shifted, place names of small hamlets are suddenly 

written in capital letters and seem very important. But I can also come to terms with this 

confusion. 

I turn the heating knob higher to finally get warm fingers. Rugged, jagged, bizarre rock 

formations accompany me and Merkür, the only human occurrence here. The area lies wild, 

wide and open before me and makes my heart beat faster. Scattered trees have been erected 

on the stone meadows, which are the pastures for the local cattle. The road leads me uphill, 

downhill, from hill to hill. Huge boulders, as big as a car, then piles of stones to twenty giant 

stones close together, as if they were concreted into the meadow. Then three and four 

dolmens, gigantic, piled up like a crane. What ancient cultures do they come from? But I'm 

the only driver and I can't read in the guide at the same time what the area says historically.  

And again I am magically attracted by a turnoff leading off the boring road - and resist it. I 

stay on my way and will not pick flowers for grandmother in the forest. 

When a truck comes towards me, I notice that I have been driving alone on the well-

developed highway N88 towards Mende for almost an hour. At just before nine in the 

morning. After the truck there is not a single car for a long time. It seems there is no such 

thing as rush hour traffic here. Nobody seems to have to drive into town for work. Or do 

they drive much earlier? Or are they working on their own farm?  

Again and again I refuse the big bad wolf that smiles so temptingly at me. Here still quickly 

take a sight, there still an impressive gorge, here a menhir, there still a grotto. Hey, what do 

I want actually? Do I want to be able to tell my family and friends at home what I have seen 
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and what sights there are here? Or do I want to do my own thing, namely: find peace and 

contentment instead of the pressure of deadlines. Finding my inner Cevennes. 

A flock of sheep crosses the road, I stop. There are many, at least a hundred, and freshly 

sheared. A shepherd with a dog leads the flock. That's exactly what I like about France: that 

it is so imperfect, so human, here I have the feeling that I am allowed to be me. It doesn't 

have to be perfect. It doesn't have to be dressed up, styled and made up. The houses, the 

gardens: not finished to the last detail. The plaster on the façade has fallen off here, there 

are worn steps, the wall has lost mortar - there it lies and nobody puts it away. Behind the 

house, somewhere in the high grass, there is the caravan for the holidays, without a fence 

around it, without an asphalt carport. Another five kilometres, says the signpost, then I'm in 

Florac. That sounds important to me. Because there is the administration of the "Cevennes 

National Park", I have read on signs several times.  

 

Feelings of dizziness and elation 

It has become warmer, I could already switch off my heating. I would like to take off one of 

my two jackets - but that is not possible here! Suddenly I am highly concentrated. No! I feel 

pressure in my head, and the laxative tablet from last night wants to work elsewhere 

according to its purpose. Stop - impossible! The monstrous road leads steeply up the 

mountain, and its edge is completely unpaved. She holds me in her spell with skin and hair, 

just don't deviate a millimeter! I have the feeling that the lateral slope wants to get me right 

away. Overhanging cliffs on my right side almost touch the paint of my shiny Merkür, but 

continue to the left - phew, the road seems to be inclined towards the slope, and there are 

no crash barriers at all to prevent a terrible crash. When I enter the hairpin bends, behind 

which a detailed nothing opens up, I want to scream in shock like in the curves of the Wild 

Mouse at the Oktoberfest, but here I am not even safe! 

In reality, however, I hear myself shouting out loud Juhu, because what I can perceive in 

barren beauty captivates me even more. And others make this traffic route too, I have even 

seen a bus drive up here! I am there, in the middle of the Causse Méjean. Finally I can stop 

at a bulge in the road and a holy astonishment flows through me. What a view! What rugged 

grace! In front of me a wide slope opens up, and opposite it the Tarn throws itself into the 

depths as a magnificent waterfall.  

But I have to tear loose and take care of defecation. I have found the desired place, have 

covered everything neatly with stones and in this respect I am a typical German. The French 

don't do it that way... 

I feel fresh and light and adventurous again for map reading.  

Apart from the fact that the choice of roads is not very big, I was surprised again that the 

road was so steep uphill. To read such subtleties from the map in advance would be true 

skill, I realize with a sigh. Then I recognize the small numbers where I could have calculated 

everything: five hundred meters difference in altitude. 
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Still the area does not give me everything: I wish for more hot sun on straying grey stones, 

less green hills with less green trees and clouds in the sky would not be necessary. More 

and more I can define what I am actually looking for. 

 

Not well-groomed is also well-groomed 

I made myself a cup of coffee, and while I stand there with my cup in my hand and look at 

the village in front of me, behind which Florac should be, I see myself in the mirror of the 

car windows - and I am startled. As unkempt as I am, unwashed, with a raised hood to 

protect me from the wind up here, unmade up, I look like my mother. Which is no mistake. 

But she's eighty-two! 

The spoon is still full of coffee, so I take the knife and shove a portion of my beloved 

Fromage blanc into my mouth from the would-be cooler, which is no longer one. I already 

met him in my French host family when I was an exchange student in the ninth grade of 

high school. And since then I'm happy every time I visit France when I discover him in the 

supermarket. 

I stand on the slope with an overwhelming panoramic view, circling my toothbrush over my 

teeth and feeling very sublime, even privileged. Yes, this is how I imagined it. Civilization is 

far away. No sink. No one is watching me, no one is interested in me. I have just washed my 

face out of the bottle I had filled up at the waterfall in the Ardèche. I really want to use water 

sparingly, because on the one hand I have to buy it, on the other hand it would take up too 

much space in the car if consumed loosely. After this last Ardèche breeze, I will change to 

water from the Causse Méjean with the next supermarket consumption. And after the shock 

from the car window, I will cream my face skin and give my hair some shaping foam. The 

village in front of me still shows too many traces of people. I will drive on.  

 

Too lazy to be happy 

How difficult it still is for me to take the time to take information from the map and to 

memorize it photographically. Knowing that this is not my strength, on the other hand, 

knowing that this is the prerequisite for doing things alone, if I do not want to have to rely 

on others. That cardinal points are as important as being able to read legends, that I have to 

take the time for planning. The more I wonder why the map reading slipped with my 

previous companions and not with me, the more I observe myself, the more I notice what is 

happening here. I spread out the map in front of me and read it, but soon it screams at me: 

You can't, you can't, you can't! My original joy in the surroundings gives way to enormous 

despair, there is a lot of pressure in my stomach, I want to cry violently but I can't, which 

then settles as a lump in my throat. No idea where the blockage comes from, it is there. 

Because I'm a girl? I haven't taken advantage of opportunities to develop my spatial 

imagination into intuition? Washing dishes at home instead? Reading maps? I can't do that. 

Stop! I say to myself out loud. I can't do it yet, I say to myself. Do I want to let this lack of 

card reading experience continue to deter me from my desires and longings? Just because I 
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couldn't practice in my parents' car, because they didn't have a car - do I want to continue 

to travel with a map-reading partner to where he wants to go, just because I can't "quickly 

remember" the course of a route?  

Don't I have the time here to spend hours studying the map? Is anyone here pushing me to 

do anything? No. Have I always wanted to do only what I feel like doing? Yes. Stop, 

something doesn't fit. As long as I don't know the basic rules of orientation, I'll always be 

afraid - and won't be able to fulfil my adventure wishes. I also suspect in the background 

that I want to undertake more of this kind of adventure, that this is like a primal instinct in 

me, which I want to give in to, yes, I have to. No longer well-signposted tourist centres 

attract me, but lonely places can sometimes give me deep satisfaction. Do I want to 

surrender to comfort and let blockage be blockage or do I want to make the effort to learn 

orientation? Not only in the wilderness of France would it be refreshing to know when I am 

where and how I can get away again, otherwise it would be uncomfortable. The gates to the 

fulfilment of many wishes would open to me. 

For half an hour I sit in front of the map. Let me be surprised by the many meanings of long 

forgotten signs from the legend. And suspect that even an expensive navigation system 

cannot free me from this learning process. I must do it myself.  

 

Foodstuff 

Karl-Hubert had not chosen the profession of a grocer for nothing. His sense of smell was 

very distinct. He could immediately sniff out nuances that I had not noticed for a long time. 

His palate seemed to have millions more taste buds than mine, I often couldn't follow his 

descriptions. He loved everything that had to do with food and drink. With this small but 

unique gourmet trion he had truly fulfilled a life-long dream.  

For fifteen years, I worked with him to ensure that everything ran smoothly and that 

business went well, in addition to bringing up the children.  

However, I increasingly felt my commitment as a sacrifice. I was caught up in a treadmill 

that would not grind without me. That wasn't the way it was meant to be when I started. His 

business was allowed to be the basis of our existence, yes, but things had changed, and we 

now had four children who not only wanted to be fed physically, but also mentally and 

spiritually, I thought, and more than he. The next twenty or even thirty years in this shop? 

Absolutely not! Perhaps getting into my profession, perhaps something completely different. 

I would rather have less luxury, earn less if I had to, but have more of that other luxury: To 

have time. Karl-Hubert was not familiar with this thinking, and he asked again and again in 

the same wording and with the same ruffled forehead, the same aggressive tone of voice: 

"But then what? What else are you gonna do for money?" 

For him the formula was called Time is money.  

"We sell the Gourmetrion. We have earned a lot, have almost paid off the property and the 

shop is now worth quite a bit", I said, "you still have the wine trade, that should be enough 

for us. 
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"You want to be lazy, that's all, you've always been lazy!" 

"I left my job back then to help you build the dream of a lifetime, put all my energy into it." 

"Your energy? And mine? You live off it too! What else are you going to do for a living?  

"I don't always have to wear the most expensive clothes. I'd rather have more time." 

"You want to be lazy, I've always known that!" 

His answers enraged me more and more with the days, the weeks, the months - until it was 

clear to me: I won't do this shop anymore. In the meantime, Karl-Hubert had already retired 

from it anyway, left it to me, opened a wine wholesale in the backyard of the Gourmetrion 

with his partner Patrice, so that he had now become the wine supplier of the shop and was 

only here and there supporting the Gourmetrion at big events. 

It is only today that I can interpret his utterances, which hurt me so much, as an 

expression of his existential fear: How am I to feed my wife and our four children if not in 

the structure that is now functioning?  

At that time, his fears together with my fears, which we could not perceive as such, let alone 

put into words, had led to an ugly divorce mud-wrestling match. 

Over the fifteen years that I too made a living in this shop, I certainly experienced many 

wonderful moments that always connected Karl-Hubert and me. Because eating and 

drinking always has something to do with celebrating. No celebration without a long buffet 

or a richly set table!  

No one, no one, no one understands that I have parted with this so sensual matter, this so 

attractive and prosperous shop. 

"That's how great it's always been with you," they say. 

"Such good food!" 

"You always had something special." 

"You knew so well!" 

But the burnout a short time before that I suffered alone, just me. No one understood the 

extent of my exhaustion and pent-up inner defences. 

Because nobody who only saw the façade had any idea how labour-intensive the operation 

of such a shop was behind the scenes. How oily, greasy and smelly the job was. How much 

garbage had to be disposed of, how many aprons had to be washed, how often a bottle of 

wine or even the best olive oil had to be smashed and wiped up on the floor when it was 

placed on the sales shelf. How much know-how was needed in order to distinguish ourselves 

from other suppliers, to maintain the high level, to get the many, most varied goods from the 

most different, often small importers that first had to be found, delivered to our 

Gourmetrion and to keep them fresh according to the order of arrival or also side by side. To 

develop a feeling for the right degree of cheese ripening, to keep an eye on when a ham 

would soon pass its peak and from this to start a sales campaign without further ado or 

when the wonderful shrimp cocktail was suddenly no longer enjoyable. The pressure to meet 

the standards of the Food Inspection Authority, which had only one interest: utmost 

hygiene. And our interest was: in addition to cleanliness, to create atmosphere with hanging 
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hams and French raw milk cheeses, which were still viewed with suspicion by German 

authorities. I always trembled when the official visited the cold store: whether a best-before 

date had not perhaps been exceeded, or whether a cheese had been placed on the ham shelf 

in a hurry when unpacking the freshly delivered goods, by mistake but illegally, or whether 

the loaf of Parmesan cheese, which had been opened a month ago, had in the meantime 

developed a white mould infestation that was so difficult to distinguish from the white spots 

formed by the natural maturing of the cheese and the crystallisation of the salt.  

 I'm not missing anything. Today, Peter can make me very happy with his simple meatloaf 

recipe. Or his sauerbraten. Which is made with vinegar and not wine, because Peter doesn't 

drink wine. Karl-Hubert would have said vinegar, how cheap. Meatloaf or even sausages, as 

Peter loves them: how vulgar, Karl-Hubert would have said. My canned ravioli in my 

luggage: I can smile friendly today at Karl-Hubert's raised eyebrows and his contemptuous 

shake of his head. 

 

Joy in My 

The clock shows a quarter to twelve, it's getting warmer and warmer, I'll take off another 

jacket. The clouds aren't as thick as they used to be, but it's still windy. Now and then, very 

rarely, a car passes by. Also a mountain biker, a single one. Otherwise it's quiet. I lean on 

Mercury's shoulder and close my eyes. Absolutely quiet. I want more of it. 

I feel a high degree of satisfaction that I gave in to the strong desire to do this tour alone and 

did not let myself be deterred by warning voices of reason. Yes, it is an adventure. And 

adventures are never reasonable. But incredibly fulfilling. 

As I continue on my way, I feel an immeasurable expanse in the region of my heart, indeed a 

great relief. I breathe deeply the experience. In front of me my ideal finds its perfect 

correspondence. Extensive, desert-like, inhospitable hilly landscapes. A stately flock of 

sheep over there, far enough away to seem idyllic without crowding me, a shepherd with a 

black dog or even two or three, I don't see it exactly. Cairns of the grey feral variety that I 

find so attractive, I even saw an abandoned house in passing, only after another ten 

kilometres a village with a few houses again. I briefly let go of the steering wheel and hit my 

thighs. Yes, this is how I imagined it. I reconcile myself with the cold night before. A week 

ago today I set off, and here I am. On Tuesday, July 8, 2008, with a huge miley on my face, I 

drive slowly and thoughtfully, absorbing all the details of the surroundings. 

 

A house for every situation 

I turn left off the D16 and want to go to a small town, behind which there is no further on 

the map, Deïdou. But on the way there, I stop in amazement and find myself in a small 

collection of low, grey, uninhabited houses from a long time ago, in front of a clean, newly 

designed place-name sign, on which in clear white letters on a brown background is written: 

Cros Garnon.  
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Open window frames, no more glass, yawning holes. Who do the abandoned houses actually 

belong to, I wonder, if the owners no longer exist? Do they fall to the state? And I think: who 

could be bought one of these, who do I turn to? 

Between red poppies, low steppe grass and chest-high yellow royal candles, ancient house 

walls, which are only partially connected, duck in a confused disorder. The outer walls are 

made of mouse-grey, unhewn, irregularly sized natural stones, even the roof is covered with 

natural stone slabs that are speckled by weathering in different shades of grey, and in some 

places brown tones of lichens that have been resident for who knows how long. In between, 

fresh tufts of grass are growing. Where there are no roofs any more, tall trees grow above 

free-standing gables. In some houses doors and windows have been nailed up with rough 

planks, in others not even that, so that the strong wind I feel here has left only open holes in 

these places over the years. A few stone throws away, several somewhat newer houses had 

been built. But also these houses are uninhabited and abandoned, the little church seems 

to be unused.  

 

Where's Satyr? 

Curious and very curious I follow another brown sign, which with its white letters acts as a 

signpost. Two kilometres further on I reach La Fajole.  

To my right, again grey, weathered, abandoned stone houses. I am fascinated and 

increasingly amazed. Leave his house and just leave it? What has to happen? When do you 

leave your house? From Munich, where houses have priceless value, this is completely 

unknown to me. 

This one looks like a former village, six to eight houses that are no longer inhabited. A small, 

very old chapel, which looks like it's still standing. It can't have been long ago here either, 

maybe thirty years, or forty, or fifty - or even more? How quickly does a house decay? Why 

did all these people leave? To make such a decision on one's own shows great 

dissatisfaction, but also the great freedom to be able to change something. In the next train 

of thoughts I revise my admiration for such free decisions and scold myself for my romantic 

thoughts, because it actually looks more like sheer misery and pure necessity for survival. 

I stop and stop in the middle of the small path.  

From an extensive green area behind me, numerous large agricultural parcels, probably 

recently wrapped in white tarpaulins, rise up. What do they contain? Probably hay. Once 

again, the city dweller exposes herself in the countryside.  

I turn my head and notice a larger warehouse further to the right behind me, a tractor 

standing in front of the mighty gate. It doesn't look very fresh, but French people in the 

countryside are no Germans when it comes to motorization, I have learned. Even the car in 

the middle of the yard is not the latest model. Will I drive down there and knock and see if 

anyone is home? And just ask what's wrong with these houses? But my courage is not 

enough. 
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But I feel and welcome the blazing midday sun, take off my long sleeping and jogging pants 

because I got too warm, and slip into my light summer skirt for the first time since Vienne. 

28 degrees shows Peter's thermometer. This morning it was only seven. 

Full of the joy of discovery I continue along the single-lane road. It is tarred, even though 

there is a lot of grass under the left and right wheels. The blades of grass are very high, and 

I combine: It's not every day somebody drives this car. When I reach the small top of the hill, 

I see a handful of other old grey stone houses, which do not harbour any life at all. Above 

the weathered ashen building blocks there are still areas on the house walls that were 

clearly plastered once. Some house openings are nailed up with corrugated iron. Perhaps 

someone still wants to preserve his possessions in order to come back sometime? Carefully I 

approach an ex-house. I am amazed to notice power lines above me. Perhaps someone still 

lives in it after all? From my side there is no entrance to be seen, perhaps it is behind the 

house? 

Curious I get out, not without a little creepiness. Maybe a bum lives in here with a hundred 

and twenty cats and seven dogs? No, they would have tracked me down long ago. Maybe a 

madman is about to come at me with a pitchfork? Maybe the decomposed corpse of an old 

woman who didn't want to part with the fugitives from her house is waiting for me?  

The first building could have been a garage, the flat roof and the square opening would 

indicate this use in my culture and weather circle. It seems to be empty. Carefully I also 

look into hidden corners. Nothing inside. Only a shadow-loving, tall grass species between 

stone remains. 

A few steps further on is the larger, slate covered house made of grey stones. It also has a 

very wide opening. I stop and listen. Nothing but the whistling wind, plus my steps through 

the rustling grass tickling my knees. A dirty wooden easel gapes towards me, an old grey 

euro-pallet lolls with a corner on the crumbly wall, thickly dusty agricultural implements 

stretch out their rusty spikes towards me. The musty smell of an old wooden vat with a little 

water left in it. And no smell of a corpse! The opening was once the door. At the height of the 

gable a single window peeps out. To get to the back of the house, I have to go through the 

narrow passage between the house on the left and a dark, black wood shed on the right. As 

the three buildings are each a little to the left, Merkür disappears from my sight, my last 

anchor! I feel increasingly uncomfortable. Still dazzled by the previous sun, I suddenly enter 

the dark shadow of the house. When suddenly two thick black crows fly up behind the shed. 

Now it's enough! Frightened by so much life I turn around on the spot and go to Merkür. 

Yes, there he is, still standing, mad, in the same place, waiting for me, good and faithful, to 

welcome me behind his safe doors.  

No, nobody followed me. The house is as uninhabited as before. Only my imagination has 

put something respectful on it by now.  

There is absolute silence, it seems to me, the lively chirping of birds and the noisy whistling 

of the wind I also feel as silence. In front of me lies a field, I have never seen the plants on it. 
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It is grass-green, but produces round leaves and is about knee-high, rather not a grain. 

Willow, then? But for what animals? I see no cows, no sheep, nothing. 

In front of me I see only uninhabited hills, wide gentle hills, interspersed with rough, 

chapped grey-white rocky crests and with individually standing tall, barking conifers.  

A piece behind my tramp's house rises a very striking, rugged rock, which makes me want 

to climb up. Why not? I'm already looking for the best place to climb. I've already come 

halfway up it. I shrug in dismay: Hundreds of black crows fly up from the rocky ridge and 

darken the sky, they come towards me like a low black cloud, I raise my hands defensively 

and duck, they circle above me, screeching a terrible scream which honestly intimidates me, 

as if their message must also be heard by the last crow in the Causse Méjean: very 

dangerous creature sighted. 

This is their rock, only they live here and they feel threatened by me and Merkür. And me, I 

feel threatened by them, the crows, along with total loneliness. No one would hear me if I 

screamed loud. Again I turn to Merkür, looking for protection, put tear gas and pepper spray 

in my backpack. And sometimes I prefer to use Peter's sharp geologist's hammer, which is 

always in the car. One does not know. A foreign country. Middle of Europe or not. To be on 

the safe side, I check if my cell phone is switched on, how good is the radio connection 

anyway? And look in my little guide for the police emergency number in France, it's 17.  

I'm sure I spend a full ten minutes under Mercury's wing preparing for my little outing. Am I 

really prepared for every eventuality? What cases could happen? And what if... And then I'd 

better take my wilderness knife with me. And my lighter. I tell myself, "I'm brutal." Images of 

Pan and Satyr ambush me. And what's a hobgoblin? One you don't want to meet alone in 

the forest. 

This rocky landscape looks like a huge, weather-beaten old castle, but on closer inspection 

it is again and again just rocks. Or maybe the remains of something? But a ruin? No, they 

are really just rocks. Is that a rock path there? Rocky road, my ass, spoiled girl. How would 

you like it, madam, a paved path or a railing to the top? When I finally stand in front of it, I 

notice: No, no people are allowed to pass through here at all, I am confronted with barbed 

wire here as well. One should probably not go up there. There must be a barbed wire lover 

in one of the distant villages. Of course, the rock also looks as if something might break 

down. But I would be careful, I tell myself. Why barbed wire? So that not so many people 

can trample around here? I don't see any people.  

Or is it? I hear fast cars whizzing by. Once again I keep a sharp eye on the area behind the 

bushes. Had I missed something? The highway over there? No, impossible, there is no road 

far and wide, not even behind the bushes, and certainly not a highway. It's the wind that 

shoots through the open landscape and that whistles so noisily around the rocks here. 

Otherwise, I hear nothing, nothing at all. I remain motionless for a few minutes, holding my 

breath in between so as not to disturb the silence.  

Only after some time, when I got used to the silence, do I identify another sound: flying. 

Thousands of flies buzzing and whirring around. Even more flies than in the Vivarais, on the 
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Gerbier de Jonc. But at least there are no mosquitoes here either, none at all. They would 

certainly not be able to withstand the wind.  

 

Wren Daughter 

I take pleasure in this new experience: to see nothing human far and wide, far into the 

distance. No tractor tilling the fields, nothing. The only movement that takes place here 

comes from the crows, who continue to watch me from far above, but they too are now 

silent. I have stood on the rocks that are not fenced in. Should I perhaps climb over the 

fence after all? No one can see me... 

I'm trying out with myself what it would be like to live here in solitude. The wind blows 

sharply, the sun burns intensely, but it cannot cancel the cooling effect of the wind. Alone 

with screaming crows, buzzing flies, chirping crickets, howling wind. Nothing else. Nothing 

else? I've never heard wind howl so loud in my life. Just country and wind. Would I stand it?  

Now I have climbed over this fence. I scramble around in the scratchy rocks and find it 

wonderfully exciting. Alone. How alone, I can clearly see from the top of the towering rock. 

Around me only rocky hills, sprinkled with low coniferous greenery. As far as I can see, and 

I can see very far, I am probably the only person here. If someone wanted to come and scold 

me "for climbing over the barbed wire", I would have discovered him long before and would 

have been down again long ago. I am more concerned about the rocks in their function as a 

nature reserve. There are certainly no wild animals here. But maybe snakes? Big, long, 

rustling, fast-biting snakes? Snakes that wrap themselves around my calves? With poison in 

their long, pointy teeth? 

Slowly and sceptically, I continue to climb, eyeing the ground. On top of the rock I have a 

wonderful view. On the other side of the mountain I see more of these old, dilapidated 

houses. And I also see that "my" house has a newly built gate at the back. All other 

openings of the house are nailed up here at the back, but the gate is made of shiny new 

wood. I have no explanation. Who builds a new gate into a decaying, nailed up, uninhabited 

house? 

I'll venture a little more into the wilderness. This seems like a residual path. Strange it 

hasn't overgrown yet. Does anyone drive here from time to time? I speak loudly to myself, 

but I do not understand my words, the wind howls so powerfully around me. And cool it is, 

the wind.  

The path leads to a sign up there, in the middle of the prairie. Maybe there's some 

information there? When I get there, there's nothing on it, just nothing. Weathered. 

I can clearly hear the squeaking of a car backing up. Startled, I drive around. However, it is 

an insect the size of the palm of my hand that buzzes around me. I stroll on to a stubby 

meadow, it must have been mowed a while ago. How long has it been? You'd have to be 

Indian. Then you could make a clear statement here, but me? Of course, nature frightens 

me. 
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A huge pile of stones, and, on top of it, set off from the lower one, another pile of stones. It 

must be man-made, right? From my vantage point I can see another single house in the 

distance, the roof has long since been taken off and a huge tree sticks out at the top. 

Around the house, however, the meadow is also mowed there. 

There are plants growing here that I have never seen before. Smell like heather sand and 

look like low grass. Besides being an Indian, being a biologist would come in very handy. 

More and more carefree I extend my walk in the midday sun. The wind still whistles loudly 

around me. Nevertheless I feel it as silence. My thoughts wander further. Could I really live 

here? Loosely and lightly I wander along and feel more and more comfortable. How I enjoy 

this expanse! Expanded. Endless. Untouched. And yet vibrant. Immersed in my thoughts 

and reveries, I manage to let go of the observation of my surroundings. 

When suddenly a young couple of cyclists passes me by. Quickly and violently I feel thrown 

out of the so carefully worked out feeling of security. Where did they come from? Where are 

they going? Tourists, here? So relaxed on the bike? I grin at them with a friendly smile and 

think of Danielle's saying: Cultural nation in the heart of Europe ... 

After this experience that quite normal Europeans cycle past here, I finally dare to take the 

other way, which leads past the entrance side of my abandoned house. Nothing and nobody 

is there. But also here the meadow in front of the gate has been mowed.  

Again and again I turn around while walking. Is there a car coming? No, it's the wind again, 

always the wind that makes this exact driving noise.  

 

The old man is always there 

I'm back to Mercury. No snake bit me, and Peter's hammer didn't come into play. I feel safe. 

Now I know my way around. I realize that I am no longer afraid and I notice how I whisper 

softly to myself: Very nice.  

Do you think I'd ever stay here for a night? 

About a hundred metres further on, away from the rock and away from the homestead, oats 

clearly grow.  

It is now two o'clock in the afternoon and Peter's altimeter reports 24 degrees and 974 

meters altitude. 

This would be the right place to unpack my table, spread out the A3 sheet in front of me 

and indulge in my plan to occupy myself with myself and my desires in life. How do I want 

to live in the next ten years, where do I really want to live, what do I need for it, what do I 

have to let go of or what could really hinder me? The sun shines wonderfully clear and 

warm, the infinity of the landscape inspires me. Later on I would make myself a little coffee.  

 I pat myself on the back with contentment in my thoughts. The way I'm going now, I'm 

doing right by my fear, I tell myself. I handle the danger carefully and still do not let myself 

be deterred. Of course my imagination also plays a role. I am afraid that in this half-

abandoned homestead lives a madman who jumps at me as soon as I get closer. Is this fear 

justified? On the other hand, do I really have to question it? She's there. 
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Fear comes from lack of trust. And lack of trust in turn comes from unresolved fears. 

Courage is then the act of assessing the danger and acting despite some unresolved facts.  

I'm still in the same place in the car. I give myself over to my self-satisfied thoughts and eat 

two apricots. As an agricultural vehicle approaches at high speed, it is already there, with 

three barrels loaded with poison warning symbols on the back. In the open driver's cab sits 

a guy, phew, that's him, a guy exactly of the colour I'm afraid of. He looks at me with a 

cheeky face, his gaze is not quite clear but obscene, his hair is tangled around his face, 

trampling temperament drives his cart. I already sound the horn in the middle of his 

forehead, which the gigantic lying satyr in the entrance hall of the Glyptothek in Munich is 

equipped with. Uaah. I wouldn't want to have met him alone, up there on the mountain 

meadow. Uaah. I am not staying here. Just get out of here! Yes, I had probably observed 

correctly before, the road had been driven on the last few days. 

I turn the key, want to get back on the one-lane road as quickly as possible and can hardly 

stand the fact that the reverse gear and the bumpy road make it impossible to get away 

immediately.  

I am thinking of Giuseppe, owner of the well-attended terrace café on Lake Kaltern. You sat 

casually at the table with a view of the lake next to the chic Bolzano women in a chic bikini 

with chic sunglasses, you drank wonderfully creamy cappuccino or cool Pinot Blanc. Several 

times a year we spent a week at the lake, we also knew the locals well, even the Bolzano 

guests greeted us. Giuseppe was married, his wife worked in the café, and his five children 

also helped out, playing on the beach or around in the vineyards that belonged to him. 

Once, as I was going to the toilet in my bikini and thoughtlessly crossing Giuseppe's path 

between the guests, he stopped close to me, asked me freely, in the middle of this well-

occupied terrace - at least quietly: "Wouldn't two of you like to yawn a little bit backwards in 

the vineyards? And so a little, you know ..." And looked at me from top to bottom with a 

wolf's eye. Speechless, I stared at him. Just like that! Without having noticed any innuendo 

before, without having tried to flirt with me, without having ever exchanged a word with me 

beyond the cappuccino order. Instead of going over his mouth for so much impudence, my 

answer was polite. That, as much as I could think of, was the safest thing to do - I feared 

that my impudent choice of words would lead to slander at my family table. After all, I was 

on holiday with my husband and the children. From then on, I checked and planned my trip 

to the toilet very carefully. 

At least Giuseppe had asked! 

In contrast to when I, about thirteen, was still a student at the Sophie Scholl Girls' High 

School. At one o'clock in the afternoon, when school was over, about five hundred girls 

stood crowded together on the tram platform, all wanting to take the next tram home. The 

old man seemed to have memorized my face well - or was shyness written all over my face so 

that he knew I would not resist? When we girls between eleven and twenty years of age were 

standing like sardines in a can, close together in the tram, he would come up to me from 

behind, turn his face the other way, uninvolved, and shove his gnarled old hands under my 
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skirt. Staring in shock and in shame, I did not utter a word of resistance. I pushed him 

away with all my strength, pinched his hands, twisted me away while he unswervingly 

reached for my panties. My classmates looked at me in surprise when I suddenly turned 

away from them and pushed through the masses of girls along the tram, but he followed me, 

always his hand under my skirt, no one noticed his hand and my plight. I threw my most 

evil eye at him and looked into motionless, hard eyes, which were directed at me as if 

lifeless. I wanted to scream, but my voice did not make a sound. Like in that nightmare 

which then repeated itself more often.  

I'm in suspended animation, lying in an open casket. I can perceive everything around me, 

but like a dead person I cannot move or articulate myself in any way. They have already 

lifted the lid over me. I want to shout to them: "Stop, I am still alive after all!", but I am 

trapped in my body. I cannot raise my hand, I cannot wink my eyelids, no sound comes out 

of my mouth with which to form words, and I have to watch in impotent panic as they close 

the lid of the coffin. Fortunately I always woke up before the lid was really closed.  

As the schoolgirls became less and less crowded with each stop, the man also got off 

somewhere and disappeared. When I saw him standing at the Karl-Theodor-Straße stop the 

next few days, I asked my friends to get on with me further back. But he chased me. Found 

me. And grabbed me. Always me? Or maybe others. I never talked about this to anyone. 

Make sure nothing happens to you. Such wishes were given to me for my journey on the 

road. So now I'm doing this. Merkür, how good that you protect me! 

I'm taking over the direction of the street again. I drive back to Cros Garnon and get out of 

the car in the charming hamlet to have a close look at everything, to feel the old, grey stones 

of the house walls, to read the weathered remains of the grave inscriptions on the cemetery, 

which is still neatly fenced in with wrought-iron bars. What stories are probably hidden 

behind them! 

When I come back, Mercury is swarming with about a thousand flies. I wonder if he'll like it. 

We didn't drive through a dung heap on purpose. I'm disgusted, so I get in my car and drive 

off. Of course, all these flies together would be nothing compared to a single mosquito inside 

Mercury. 

 

heart-searching menhirs 

The wilderness follows me and Mercury. They must be menhirs! Of course sometimes 

boulders fall from the mountain, and not everything that is a huge stone is a menhir. But 

the many standing boulders - why are they standing? They were put up by somebody. That 

is my hypothesis and my imagination. Last year in Brittany I was able to admire some for 

the first time in my life - I had always been amazed by stories of Stonehenge and such 

inexplicable stone phenomena. Menhirs, dolmens. They must be menhirs. Why else would 

such giant stones rise so high, why don't they lie on their sides? In order to read up on the 

subject, I would have to have a detailed guide with me, but also stop. But I am drawn 

further to feel this dream world.  
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Wide, slightly loose, slightly hilly, stony; karst rocks, fissured by the weather, accompany 

us. I would love to climb around like a child, play catch, play hide and seek. So wide and 

open is the country that I feel myself wide open! And again I meet a very large flock of sheep, 

freshly shorn. On the left side of the road a person again: a farmer ploughing his field. At 

the roadside cairns by cairns, as if freshly broken out of a stone heap. And no sooner do a 

few handfuls of earth assert themselves in between, than countless brightly coloured flowers 

bloom in the strongest colours, purple, yellow, bright red and yellow again, tall perennials 

and small buttons, in a luxuriance that a well-planned garden could not offer more 

splendidly. As if they knew that this place is their only chance to present themselves. 

 

Wind seats 

To cycle here would be a pleasant change. I sit in the car far too much and drive and drive 

and drive. My only movement is to move my hand left and right at the steering wheel or to 

lift my foot from the gas pedal to the brake pedal.  

A little off the road a small meadow opens up where I can stop and make myself a coffee.  

It's just a pity that I am experiencing limitations again: The cool wind. Always this 

cool wind. In the middle of the day, on a sunny summer day in July, I'm freezing. I could 

have stayed home then, I think angry again. Wild, rugged rock formations can also be found 

in the Karwendel, in the Wetterstein and everywhere in my nearby Alps. 

After I have drunk my coffee and laid down in Merkür's shelter for half an hour in the sun, 

in the middle of my Causses, I am already far above any trouble. The sun seems to be 

warmer now, I don't shiver any more, and also the wind, which comes from the west again 

and which is probably always blowing here, is not as unpleasantly penetrating as yesterday 

and doesn't make such a noise. It is absolutely quiet here, absolutely quiet, how good it 

does me. Every now and then, very, very rarely, a car passes by, here on the D16, they are 

local without exception. I can dream, I want to keep on dreaming, I want to dream the 

concept of "life", what could it look like in eight weeks, in a year, in five years, maybe even in 

ten years? I want to devote myself to my thoughts, only my thoughts. I want to know where I 

want to go. Never again to be rashly involved in inappropriate life circumstances. How 

soothing, this silence. And again I feel as if I've arrived. No people I want to orientate myself 

towards, people who are looking for my help, with whose state of mind I have to come to 

terms, only my own state of mind is important here. I am happy, relaxed. I do not need to 

dress up, I do not need to show anything, I do not need to be polite. I don't have to decide, I 

don't have to deal with anything or anyone, I don't have to show any firm principles so that 

the others know where they stand with me.  

Oh yes, even the opposite can make me happy, that's nothing new to me: Go on the 

offensive, conjure up thunder and then enjoy the pulling of the same. Sometimes dancing, 

singing, laughing, celebrating: I knew this happiness. But what's new to me is that being 

alone, being quiet and all alone for myself, can also make me happy. 
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As soon as I'm back home, I want to think of something that will allow me to experience this 

satisfying feeling of space there as well. To find such a place in my surroundings without 

having to drive so far. To finally realize the dream of my own mountain hut, for example. 

Where I feel at home, because the wildness is reflected in me. Uncaptured. As it grows, so it 

grows. Uncultivated. Uncivilised. That part of me takes up space, and I intend to give it to it 

in the future.  

And again something excites me: always this constant wind. I don't want to have to retreat 

into the interior of Merkür, I want to be outside! So much wind! I once talked to a woman 

who comes from the North Sea coast and now lives in Munich. She said: I really feel good in 

Munich, there is so much beauty. The only thing I miss here is the wind I grew up with at 

the seaside and announcements of wind strengths in the weather forecast, I really miss 

that, she said. Without understanding I smiled at her. Because I, I grew up in Munich and 

have nothing, nothing at all to do with wind. I'm going on. 

 

Goodbye, burnout! 

And then I end up in the little town of Meyrueis, how do you say that again?  

Mar-ü-es-sö, says the lady in the Boulangerie, who sells me a baguette. Meyrueis. Actually, 

quite clearly, I would not have been so intimidated by the other unpronounceable place 

names of Celtic origin from the surrounding area. Anyway: Baguettes taste heavenly 

everywhere, I am looking forward to that.  

Am I staying here in this nice place? Where a little path leads up through the woods, just 

outside the village? Again, I feel as if I have no business being here. Although a French 

motorhome is also popular for parking a hundred metres further on. It is half past seven, 

the sun is shining wonderfully bright, probably another half hour, then it will disappear 

behind the mountain. I'll settle in here, read a bit more until it gets dark - and then I have 

to go to bed anyway.  

Also today I was sitting and driving in the car a lot. 

I always feel the pressure to achieve something, to have to do something, to do something 

special, every single day. But on my journey I am amazed to see what an important part of 

the day passes with human needs, with hunger, thirst, shopping, preparing food, cleaning 

everything up again, creating order, finding a suitable place and allowing the digestive 

process to take place, getting ahead, meeting other physical needs, driving, satisfying 

curiosity, all that, yes, and in addition physical exercise as a need that takes time - I am 

meeting that right now.  

It was socially agreed that eight hours a day was to be worked - the rest was to organise life, 

enjoy a little bit, have peace and quiet, organise relaxation in order to be able to work again. 

Is that all there is to it? Can that really be all? It is not for nothing that so many people 

become ill over the decades of such a life. All of them, all of us, lack that special something: 

The enthusiasm and joie de vivre that comes from a fulfilling job, a job that gives us energy 

instead of fleecing us. But all of us have been taught to surround ourselves with the leisure 
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necessary to find out what we want in our lives. The more years we are involved in our 

compulsory life, the more years of leisure we need to get out of it.  

Too many things at once we want to unite: The demands that other people make on us, the 

bosses, the colleagues, the spouses, our mothers and fathers for life, and then our own 

children - people we need and who need us. Our own needs fall by the wayside so much that 

we cannot even name them. The fatal thing about it is that they still exist. They fight for 

their right to exist and push like a fermenting fruit juice in a tetrapack: if the fermentation 

process is not noticed in time and the lid is opened so that the pressure can escape, the 

pack bursts at an unpredictable time and the fermented juice can turn a super stylish 

furniture catalogue kitchen into a run-down sinkhole. This is how our needs behave if we 

don't pay attention to them in time.  

I have good reason to cook something festive today: I've been traveling wild on my own for a 

whole week now. Yes, today I cook. Karl-Hubert wouldn't have called it cooking, but 

"warming up". Today I'm going to cook me a can of ravioli. Peter would call it cooking like 

me. And I'm willing to use water to wash the pot. Oh, what ravioli will taste like! 

A full life, someone once said, is when I can enjoy every moment of my life. Or maybe it's not 

even desirable, the constant enjoyment? Maybe in order to experience high feelings, you 

need deep feelings? 

At least I know for sure: I'm not a nurse, I'm a sweeper. I'm not a bon vivant, I'm a bum. No, 

I don't like to cook. I prefer to warm up. And invest the time I've gained in exercise and 

travel.  

I know that now: The more I know my needs and can name them, the less I will be able to 

suffer a burnout in the future.  

 

Bison enclosures and self-marketing 

Why is there, just like that, in the middle of the French mountains, a bison enclosure to 

visit, why? Because someone had the passion to collect bison, to breed bison, to multiply 

them, to feed them, to watch them grow and find fulfilment in them.  

If in future I wanted to work not only to earn money, but if I could see my work as fun and 

not as a duty, how refreshing that would be! If I could realize myself in it - like the one (or 

the one?) with the bison farm. My old school knowledge tells me that bisons are found in 

North America, and the European bisons have long since become extinct. So someone is 

making an extraordinary effort with his bison farm just because he has a passion for it!  

Didn't Karl-Hubert also have a passion, namely being a gourmet and wine connoisseur? He 

gave so much for it. And I did it out of duty - and therefore couldn't hold out. The last ten 

years after the divorce from Karl-Hubert were also full of duty. I endured a lot of hardship, 

had to take on jobs out of the distress, but I had the certainty: this is my path to freedom. I 

have been on my way there for a long time. I could take care of myself and get the children 

through school, training or studies. It was hard and at the same time very funny with them 

and their youthful zest for life.  
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Now my little one is already 22, and I still have a few years of life left.  

"Mom, you can take care of yourself now, we're all grown up!", I was allowed to hear. At first 

I was amazed, but then I took a deep breath and understood.  

I'd mostly decided under pressure: Whenever things didn't go on, I had come up with 

something that helped me and the kids. 

Well? Decide everything of your own free will. Know in advance what my options are. Know 

what I want and where I'm going. It sounds so easy, and yet it's so overwhelming.  

At least I know one thing now: At 52, I don't want to be a rookie teacher. In any case, I want 

to remain independent. Fear of existence has become a part of me, and more than this I fear 

the fixed ties and structures that a permanent position would bring with it.  

Visitez ! Visitez ! Visitez ! 

In many places and in strikingly large numbers, there are signs on my street with the 

instructions: Visit here and visit there.  

Everywhere spectacular grottos, exceptionally located view points, absolutely, I do not doubt 

a bit, as beautiful as it is here. I would not even finish visiting the many advertised offers 

and sightseeings. Of course, on one hand, there are marketing aspects behind it. Visit! 

Because those who visit also bring money, go here for a meal and pay entrance fees, buy a 

loaf of bread here and buy a postcard there, fill up with petrol or look for an overnight 

accommodation. Marketing, marketing, marketing. Advertising, advertising, advertising. 

That's what we all need. I, too, Rosi, would need it then - if only I knew what to advertise! 

Then people would also come to you and buy. 

Do I want to be visited or booked by corporations, or do I want to sell a product? But which 

one? One thing I can rule out in any case: bison. They're not bison.  

 

The wild Cévennes and I 

The gorge of Jonte is the border between the Causse Méjean and the Causse Noir. This 

means that today I have reached the Causse Noir, here too I am amazed, yes, I catch myself: 

with open mouth! perceiving the beauty of the area. Also here the fantasy of extremely 

stimulating rock formations, whether I also encounter the famous "Christ's Head" in its 

striking outline? 

The juxtaposition of jagged, wildly weathered, bare rocky landscapes, which only allow for 

sparse life, next to the few green areas along the waterfalls, which lead deep down into the 

gorge, does me good. When I then see the sun shining on them, my heart rises again. 

I had an idea of the Causse Noir, and my visual idea was wonderfully confirmed. 

Nevertheless, apart from the warming sun, there is something else I miss for my 

satisfaction: peace and quiet. Not the outer peace, I have found it. But inside? I still feel the 

pressure of not being able to leave out this and that and that fascinating little spot of 

landscape. Therefore I have to sit in the car for hours from one sight to the next and eat 

kilometres. The peace of finally being able to stay, to be at home, how, when, where does it 

set in?  
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I have been sitting in front of the map for quite some time now, trying to answer the 

question that is now piling up in front of me as a very elaborate and even annoying one: 

What do I actually want? As long as I do not know what I want, I want everything and I am 

never full. I just want to let myself be taken along, I didn't want that anymore, I wanted to 

determine everything myself. How exhausting that is! Processing impressions alone; 

assessing situations; weighing up ideas, wishes and possibilities; making decisions. Do I 

need to recover from this effort? Already after these few days? Or have I once again 

overlooked a need that now demands itself and translates it with effort? The last few days 

I've been driving a lot, I just wanted to keep going, nowhere did I have the peace and quiet to 

unpack my table and really sit for four or five hours, to read. Wait, no, now I know: I want to 

sort things out, clear my head. Yes, I need time to put everything I learned on my journey 

into an inner cupboard system by writing it down. To create space in my mind, to be able to 

absorb new disorder in the form of change. Again, too much has become apparent through 

being stressed, being annoyed, being strained. It is myself who is stressed. There is no one 

else to blame. Yes, me. Not the evil world. Me. I'm overextending myself. I make the wrong 

choice now and then. To perceive my needs early enough to incorporate them into decisions 

for my benefit is an unexpected challenge for me. 

Set up my table! I'll do that today. I'll head for Mont Aigoual, accepting that I'll have to freeze 

again tonight. And maybe tomorrow I'll make a trip up Mont Aigoual, and then I'll go from 

there towards Nîmes, where it's warm.  

 

It's now just before ten and I start the day from my breakfast place, where I studied the 

map, inspired by the Mont Aigoual decision. 

Once again I succumb to the Red Riding Hood temptation: on my way lies L'abîme de 

Bramabiau. The landscape catches me with its soul-catching claws, I can't defend myself at 

all. What a view from the road above down to the bridge over the abyss! I have to stop and 

marvel, just stop in the middle of the road, no cars pass by anyway. 

The Abîme is a huge karst cave. The little stream Bonheur flows into it - and at the other 

end it reappears as a river in a waterfall and is now called Bramabiau.  

Full of satisfaction I also noticed that I simply drove past a sign "Fischersee". Ha, I am an 

advanced traveller! Because of a fishing lake I, Rosi, do not take a detour like last week.  

 

Up is like down 

I must have missed the entrance to the ascent of Mont Aigoual, I kept on riding and now I 

am already on top. I missed the mountain hike and the exercise. I put my car in the only 

place where I feel comfortable: half in the forest. To drive up to the summit by car, where the 

visitor's parking lot is, I find perverse. Immediately I want to climb at least the last hundred 

meters to the summit, finally use my legs. Up there, a méteo-museum explains the work of 

the meteorologists, who do their research here at 1567 m altitude in one of the most 

important weather stations of France, in order to be able to predict the weather more and 
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more sophisticated. I send some thoughts to the weather station on my alpine Wendelstein, 

which I have often quickly climbed for an evening hike while spending the night in the 

Sieglhütte of the Alpine Club as a friend. 

When I return to Mercury, I cannot resist a sense of shame: I had got up in Meyrueis and 

immediately fled from the cold and also from my breakfast place with the high motivation of 

the route I had decided to take, then here on the mountain I just started running - and had 

apparently parked Merkür at the edge of a hiking trail. In the meantime the early hikers 

from the valley have arrived up here. They now had ample opportunity to share in my most 

intimate privacy, openly and at eye level to take a look at my rumpled bed, decorated with 

bed socks, towel curtain and aluminium cover, which I had simply put aside. Still missing 

the pointed cap to complete the stamp of the strange creature. My inner wild dogs are 

fighting with themselves: So what, I can let it all hang out here, nobody knows me here, 

soon I will leave again. And the other one: What do people think of the owner of such a 

messy car, where does she come from, aha, a German! How decent do I have to be, how 

decent do I want to be, what does civilised mean? 

In the next step I prepare my bed properly, but continue to open myself and Merkür to the 

curious glances of the passers-by on this hiking trail by taking out my table and chair and 

placing it in the middle of the green meadow, together with my folder and writing utensils. 

May they take me for a forest researcher. I have learned that people - if they talk about me 

at all - do so for half a minute, and then other subjects fill their flow of thoughts. This is 

mine: 

How much do I have to earn in the remaining months of the year to allow myself two 

months of wilderness every year from now on? And why only two, why not three and four? 

What would a viable plan look like? What keeps me from doing it, what am I afraid of again? 

Maybe I am facing another social decline? Would I accept it if it allowed me freedom and the 

wilderness that my inner self longs for? 

I find it more exciting every day to experience how to get by with a minimum of money.  

Money or satisfaction? Was there something in between? Or was it even allowed to be both 

in one? I was still irritated from the time with Karl-Hubert, which I had felt like the familiar 

golden cage, where making money was connected with enormous external pressure - hadn't 

I even experienced it this way at home? 

 

Just a quick breath of fresh air 

After we had sold the Gourmetrion to the Lutz family on 31.12.1993 - we had just finished 

the very labour-intensive Christmas and New Year's Eve business, including all the 

preparations and inventory on the last day that went along with the sale - I actually stayed 

at home for several months, finally had time for the children and also took care of the 

household. We had given notice to Lieselotte, the cleaning and ironing help, who also looked 

after little Raffael by the hour. I wanted, wanted so much to be with the children myself. 

First I thought about what I could do professionally. And I could! Because didn't I have 
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enough to catch up on by doing fun things with my beloved children before they reached 

puberty and broke away from their parents? Enjoying them, that's what I wanted! Dominik 

was already fourteen, Mark thirteen, Lisa eleven and Raphael seven. 

I finally felt like I was catching up on my life. Life was good. I enjoyed picking up the kids 

from school. Having lunch with them without rush or pressure. To see what they were 

learning at school and to be part of the learning. How interesting it was! 

Suddenly time! While they were at school, I let myself get caught up in a book again. I 

watched Lindenstrasse on TV, just let myself be entertained. Then a regional report, then 

extinct species, then news, then a weekly report, then a thrilling thriller, then daily topics, 

then the commentary of the week, then a literary programme, then a feature film with my 

favourite actor Paul Newman, I had trouble finding the button. How I enjoyed it when Karl-

Hubert was not at home! 

In the morning at 9:00 o'clock latest news, alpine weather report, 9:45 gymnastics 

afterwards preparation of old school knowledge in the school radio, every commercial break 

fascinated me, then again the gag of the feature film on the evening before. Switching, 

magazine at noon, without switching North Sea storms live. Now the children dribbled in 

from school and sat down and laughed heartily when they noticed my eagerly excited look at 

the TV: Mom, it's just a TV! It was only then that I got to know children's shows like Sesame 

Street and how funny they are, and laughed even more than the children. 

But when Karl-Hubert came home unexpectedly, I quickly faked a job, just as I had done 

homework as a child, so as not to have to support my sick mother in the household.  

I knew it all along. Karl-Huber couldn't bear the thought: His wife is at home, and he is 

working! Now that I had more time and was no longer focused only on working, I could 

think about my wishes. I found it a delicious pleasure, I could be happy and exuberant, I 

was so relieved that the burden of the gourmet trion no longer rested on me. Karl-Hubert 

did not enjoy it. 

Karl-Hubert continued his debauched life all the more, he went with customers to the most 

expensive restaurants and often came home drunk. He invited guests to cook in the evening 

or on weekends, which he loved to do, but there was no longer the lavish assortment in the 

background, which one only had to fetch from the shop. The dishes?  "After all, I did the 

cooking," he said and remained sitting at the table with the guests and many bottles of 

wine.  

 

Drunk, he was aggressive in his remarks. I could hardly differentiate between what was 

serious and what resulted from his condition. 

On every occasion he repeated the attitude of a true entrepreneur: No added value, no value!  

Did he really not see what I was capable of? What I had achieved in the Gourmetrion and 

what I had also created in terms of profit? If I had wanted to be made aware of every little 

detail of what I was doing and to be praised, as he did, I would certainly not have been able 

to cope with all the tasks.  
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What could I do? What was wrong with me, that I was so defenseless against Karl-Hubert, 

although I felt exactly that I didn't want it the way it was going? 

 

In front is also in the back 

It was Saturday night, end of a business meeting with his wine clients. He called me from 

his car phone:  

He comes home with 23 people, he told me to prepare everything that was in the house. 

Vegetables, salad - what meat and fish would I have in the fridge? 

Break. 

It was not only the message that bothered me, but also the sound of his tongue. 

Whether he had had a wine tasting, I asked. 

No! I don't know where I'd get that idea. 

My "Hm" must have had a doubtful tint and did not serve for relaxation.  

He comes with 47 people, I am supposed to prepare everything, vegetables, salad, everything 

I have at home. 

He should finally tell me who's coming.  

I felt my excitement long ago. Tongue twitching with lack of objectivity, this mating was 

usually accompanied by aggressiveness, I knew that. Couldn't I just keep my mouth shut, 

since I was the sober one! 

What's the real story? Who would come? 

He comes with 95 people and tells me to prepare everything. 

The fact that he was laughing at the other end of the line with his tongue hanging out - I 

couldn't accept that without countering.  

Who would really come if he could not finally tell me something concrete? 

"Just fix it up!"  

Now there it was, the aggressive tone. Also with me. 

That I wouldn't do a single thing unless he told me...  

He told me to just get everything ready, he yelled into the phone and hung up.  

 

I had been very pleased with myself all day. Had already compensated for Karl Hubert's bad 

mood from yesterday. Because there he had suddenly backed out of a sudden lust for action 

against his better promise that the three older children would be allowed to go skiing, and 

suddenly ordered them to work: They were now to hand out flyers that day, in the vicinity of 

the new wine shop that he and his partner were planning to open in the next two weeks. 

After all, they too lived from his, yes, his work. That had been his argument for years when 

it came to pushing through his occasionally very surprising ideas. I had never come up with 

anything suitable against it. I ducked underneath it. And instead of telling him that it 

wouldn't work that way, I had, with a great deal of playful looseness, ironed out the 

disappointed and even very aggressive expressions of the children.  
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From his work! That was not a random choice of words! Everything I've worked for was 

because of him. I angrily put the phone into the charging station.  

In case he actually brought someone home, I preferred to put on a pair of proper trousers 

over my bare legs, combed my hair quickly, freed the living room, dining room and kitchen 

from the children's shoes, games, books, computer games, leftovers from the different 

phases of the day. 

A short time later he was there.  

Still no onions, mushrooms, zucchini cut at all, no salad cleaned and the meat not 

seasoned, not all candles lit, the children not yet finished setting the table! 

After all, he worked all day long, I just roamed around, had no tasks, was incapable, totally 

incapable.  

"Incapable of what?" With a poisonous tone, I responded to his aggressive remarks. I hadn't 

minded his accusations before, but over the years I had become more sensitive, not 

hardened. I knew that in this situation I had better not put anything on top of it, after all I 

had not been drinking. No, I could not manage it.  

Again I started the old story:  

That I was always there for him and that I was also there for him without much thought 

when he had a good idea and that I would always do my best to satisfy him, but that I hated 

it when he made a fool of me and demanded simple, simple obedience from me, that I was 

not his little dog that appeared to wag its tail and that he would never be successful with me 

on this tour, he should finally know that.  

"You don't succeed anywhere, that's all! I have to work all the time, and you hang around 

with students, idlers, dawdlers, you're one of them!" 

He surprised me with that. Actually, I didn't have any contacts except for the ones we had 

together, what did he mean? Now I was ready and I just went upstairs. After the sale of the 

Gourmetrion I had just stayed at home for the first time in our entire life together, simply at 

home, with our four children, with the household and twelve machines for laundry per 

week, the daily three dishwasher fillings, the mountains of caps, scarves and shoes, which 

only reached their appointed places through my loud nagging. The thousands of pieces of 

paper, firecrackers, Lego bricks, bread crumbs, pieces of biscuits, chewing gum paper, 

stickers, collectibles that wandered through our house and were left in arbitrary places 

without my ranting. The socks that went into the laundry one by one and the homework 

books and the recorder covers and the paintings that were quickly drawn on small papers; 

with the constant hunger of the growing children, our five plates multiplied by the meals 

and snacks of each day. Lieselotte, who cleaned and ironed at the same time, had helped me 

with such things before I sold the Gourmetrion. But she had never been given the task of 

educating the children, not even to keep order. And now we had the salad! But it seemed to 

be just my salad.  
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An hour later, it was already 10 p.m., two friends, Werner and Volker, rang the doorbell 

after Karl-Hubert had called them three times each and begged them to really come.  

At first I managed to simply ignore Werner and Volker in spite of all their hospitality. Then I 

turned around. To my form of compensation. Because I realized that from that moment on a 

party was in the house, which could improve my mood. 

I went upstairs to the bathroom and put on lipstick. I took off my jeans and put on a short 

skirt. I sat down with the three men on a bar stool at the bistro table and had Werner pour 

me a beer and enjoyed parading with them glamorously and knowing that they were paying 

attention to me. 

Karl-Hubert sat silently beside it. 

When the two had left, he pulled me close to him, snuggled up to me, laid his head on and 

his arm around my shoulder. Soon after, they went to bed, having heavenly sex. 

I just couldn't make it. I couldn't change his, no, our collective consciousness. That you can 

only work on yourself and not change the other person, I know that today, at least 

theoretically. At that time, at 38 years of age, I didn't even know the first thing about it. So 

much I didn't know then.  

I was not able to make decisions alone, to endure a thunderstorm, to wait and see if he 

would really make good on his threats and to react consistently.  

"They are all paper tigers, don't take it so seriously," said Werner that evening, and Volker 

nodded. But I wanted to take him seriously, my husband should be taken seriously! 

I could not manage to take him from another side, let alone understand him.  

And I really didn't have a plan. For the last ten, fifteen years I had been far too busy 

building our existence to be concerned with my wishes. We were fertile, one child came after 

the other, I did not always manage to protect myself, neither did he, because spontaneous 

sex with him was very satisfying. Here I showed initiative that satisfied him, here I was 

imaginative and he liked to give himself to my seductions.  

 

London, Barcelona, Bucharest, Moscow, Berlin 

I had fallen asleep on my mat on Mont Aigoual.  

When I wake up, it's 6:15. Let's get some exercise! At least the fifteen minutes up to the 

summit will do me good. At the top I have another look at the information boards. Where is 

north, west, south, east? I let the erected signs confirm my own directional estimation: From 

London to Barcelona to Bucharest, Moscow, Berlin. The sun is already slowly setting. When 

I also discover a drinking water tap, walled in under a small chapel roof as high as a man's, 

I can wash my hands properly again, which considerably contributes to my well-being. 

I'm doing very well, I can tell.  

At eight o'clock I make my way up to the summit once more, because there is still sun up 

there. Warm I dressed myself, because it is certainly windy. The weather station is already 

closed, all day visitors are gone again. Two or three cars drive on the road that leads over 

the mountain top to two or three remote villages. I am alone up here. It is my mountain! 
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Reading for another hour, I enjoy the wonderful silence on the top of the mountain, which is 

the highest in the area. No one else can stand in front of the sun, which is still high in the 

sky and will certainly be visible for another hour. But soon I am frozen by the wind. I 

wonder if I might not get myself some of those microfibre heat-retaining sweat-absorbing 

outdoor clothes? 

"Chasse menagé". The sign hangs on the tree right next to Merkür. What could it say? I 

can't find anything in the dictionary that fits. "Femme de ménage" means housewife, I know 

that, but I can't think of any connection to hunting. A good hunt? Could it be that at 

sunrise a hunter appears and shoots wildly around or talks me stupidly about what I'm 

doing in the forest and demands a big fine, while I can't even look properly, let alone think 

in French, because of all the sleep on my face? But I take the risk - and am rewarded with a 

wonderfully calm, starry night, which only releases me from sleep when the sun is already 

shining down on me bright and clear from a sky-blue sky.  

 

Marten Delights 

Before the crowds of people pour into the Museum of Meteorology, I will allow myself ten 

minutes of morning exercise and go up the mountain, take a small towel with me, wash my 

face up there at the small chapel tap and enjoy the good feeling of cleanliness. Am I 

inconsistent?  

Although I want to live free and wild, I use the facilities of a civilized world in the 

background. Even if it's just a faucet built by other people and open to the public. And 

instead of relying on the course of the clouds, I read the weather forecast posted on pieces of 

paper, which says: Tomorrow, Friday, thunderstorm. So be it. So I'll stay here today and 

tomorrow, during a thunderstorm, I'll visit the much longed for camping site.  

Then Robert Louis Stevenson greets me again! A small path leads past Mercury's hiding 

place - and a donkey accompanies a cheerful young couple in mountain boots and a 

coneflower, with all their traveling belongings on his back. The two greet me with a friendly 

grin and a French-sounding "Guten Tag" (oh yes, Mercury's license plate!), as if it was the 

most natural thing in the world to show up here with a donkey, and I greet back as if it was 

the most natural thing in the world to stand in a German car on French wrong ways. 

The only possible place below the grove, where nobody would see me and Merkür, is already 

occupied by a family that has spread out for their picnic. So I leave Merkür at his place 

yesterday and spread a blanket in the forest for me. 

Many insects, which I have never seen before, swarm around me in the most colourful 

colours. Flies of different colours occupy my senses for a long time. With my knees drawn 

up I sit on the ground and let myself be completely captured by the fascination of nature.  

A red-haired marten has just passed through very comfortably. A particularly well grown 

specimen with a particularly bushy tail.  
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"Un mardre, un mardre!", the children of the family shout from the folding table next door 

and scurry off into the woods behind him. The mother has also jumped up and wants to 

follow him, but of course he has already disappeared into the thicket.  

"Comme il était beau!" she says in my direction, and I confirm with an equally admiring 

"Oui!" how exceptionally beautiful the marten was.  

For lunch I made myself a wonderful cheese sandwich with Bleu des Causses. And why not 

drink red wine with it? The next available cup is my toothbrush cup. I take red wine from 

the bottle selected in the supermarket, three quarters water, one quarter red wine against 

thirst. After five such cup fillings I am overcome by a pleasant sleep in the shade of a high 

jaw.  

 

Adventure Me 

What is an adventurer actually, I try to clarify for myself and come to the conclusion: An 

adventurer, the adventuress, voluntarily puts herself in a danger, which would not require 

her normal everyday life to cope with. Am I an adventurer type just because I didn't feel like 

buying maps and guides in time for my trip in the middle of Europe and working out a good 

travel plan for weeks on end? Or is that just negligence? There are indeed descriptions of 

adventures in far-off lands that are more dangerous than mine. But in that moment I realize 

what my adventure is, and it is not a small one: to explore my feelings and needs, to rely on 

them as my inner guide. To allow myself, in spite of an intensely lived life, in spite of the 

four children whom I was allowed to teach so much, in spite of the many experiences which 

already seemed to be engraved in me as laws, in spite of my 52 years, with which I should 

have already achieved a certain security in life, to confess that life is not yet over here. What 

a big, white, empty map lies before me! And something else: that now, at this moment, I 

seem to find what I am looking for. My definition fills me with a feeling of well-being that 

borders on high contentment. 

I have fun exploring the secret of motivation by asking: Why do I brush my teeth here in the 

wilderness, morning and evening? I don't do this out of habit (I sometimes refrain from 

doing it at home because I'm tired), but because I want to keep a residual feeling of 

cleanliness in me, because I want to have good teeth even after my life in the wilderness 

(maybe I'll be able to do this more often from now on) at the age of seventy and not be 

described as Sam Hawkens, if I'm not mistaken, hihihi. Karl May, who stirred up a thirteen-

year-old girl's thirst for adventure in me, created this delightfully funny character. 

 

Sam Hawkens has imprinted himself in my memory as a shrewd, smart little man who did 

not care about his appearance. His cunning, lively eyes grasped every situation quickly and 

accurately; they sat under far-flung hairs that had become irreparably matted by sleeping 

on grass, hay or savannah under an equally sunburned huge felt hat. Hadn't it even been a 

wig, because he had already lost his scalp, if I'm not mistaken, hihihi? 
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Well, I don't have to reckon with his confused, wild beard growth, nor with his mighty nose 

any more, if I'm not mistaken, hihihi. A hunting skirt in his size was probably impossible to 

get, but the agile old fellow didn't seem to mind, he rather adapted his Indian boots to his 

oversize. As a contrast to the volume of the boots, his skinny sickle-shaped legs in tight, 

frayed leggings seemed to please him, or he just didn't care, if I'm not mistaken, hihihi. But 

I, I want to be, if anything, a cultivated savage. 

 

Where does my motivation come from to paint my toenails here, not noticed by anyone? The 

old varnish from Munich is scratched, fourteen days old. I couldn't be bothered by such a 

run-down look and enjoy it as an indication of my wild life. I could also pick out the nail 

polish remover from my rolling snail shell, remove the remains of the varnish completely 

and then continue my way unvarnished. But no, I will paint fresh nails right away, because: 

I like it, because I like to have clean red toenails on tanned legs. Is this the advertising effort 

of the cosmetics industry, or is it the primal woman speaking from me?  

Activities such as brushing teeth and painting nails are actions that only serve me, only me, 

nobody else. How many things do I do at home because others want it from me, because I 

have to earn money with it, because another person demands it from me, because it has to 

be done, because I need money to buy this and that, for example toothpaste and nail polish, 

because it is expected of me, because otherwise I would have to justify myself, because - all 

this. Ultimately, because I don't have the courage to lead a simple life and to make this wish 

clear to my children, to whom I feel obligated because I exemplified a more luxurious life to 

them in their childhood together with Karl-Hubert. And to my mother, who wants me to be 

safe and secure. 

 

Emancipation 

Anxiety is also expressed in its sub-forms of concern, fear, worry, distress, tension, 

hopelessness, blockage ... And all forms are characterized by uncertainty, insecurity, 

ambiguity and the unresolved. To what extent is it generally human? To what extent is she 

female? And where is she my personal problem? 

Basically, all we do all our lives is is to avoid fear by not getting into dangerous situations in 

the first place. We reduce fear by trying to clarify diffuse situations. Or suppressing fear if 

we cannot clarify it. Perhaps because we do not take the time to clarify. Sooner or later this 

will manifest itself again as subliminal fear in the form of obstructive blockages. These are 

very annoying to us and which we are then either able to remove with a lot of effort - 

perhaps we need the help of a psychologist - or which manifest themselves in the form of 

physical illnesses, which in turn determine our way of life.  

I'm gonna go ahead and make that statement for myself:  

Everything that we would like to do but do not do, we do not do because we are afraid of 

changing an existing state - no matter how unsatisfactory it may be. Sometimes a little 

fantasy stimulation helps to stimulate this by thinking about the fear situation and going 
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into one's inner cinema: What happens to me when... What really frightens me. Do I want to 

avoid it, or do I want to experience something and feel moments of happiness?  

In any case, dealing with his fear is uncomfortable. And time-consuming. Five weeks I've 

been taking my time. Will that be enough? 

The sun moves on relentlessly, and I think of the cold evening approaching and of my next 

night's camp, which is still unknown to me. So I pack the table, chair, food and comfort 

items back into my snail shell. I was allowed to be here, just be. For a short time I stand up 

and take a light bow, towards the sun and the mountain. Thank you. Stevenson also felt the 

need to thank the Cevennes. He left a coin at each of his overnight stops in the forest.  

Some time later I also find my ritual. I will make it a habit to take garbage lying around at 

my guest places and dispose of it in containers: broken bottles, crown caps, cigarette butts, 

chip bags blown away by the wind.  

 

Warmth as a lucky charm 

The road to Valleraugue is lined left and right with forests of chestnut trees, thousands of 

them, one spilling over into the other as I look over the valley to the next slope. They used to 

be a main source of income in the area, hence their name Castein des Cévennes and even 

bread trees.  

Again I drove long. It's 4:30. 

Valleraugue is laid out like Meyrueis, the Hérault flows through the centre of the village. On 

the opposite side of the through road, which is only about two hundred metres long, there is 

almost one grocery store after another: a charcuterie a boulangerie a shoemaker, a 

charcuterie a boulangerie a souvenir shop, a patisserie a boucherie a boulangerie, a 

boucherie a boulangerie an epicerie. On both sides of the river, small restaurants are 

ingrown in flowers and vine plants. The tables await their guests with clean place mats and 

always with glasses for several courses. Each restaurant uses both sides of the river, has its 

own bridge, sometimes covered with glass, sometimes only with flower tendrils. Also on the 

bridge the inhabitants of the village can take their repas at cleanly set tables. I hardly see 

foreign cars standing at the street. For twenty thousand euros, one gets a five thousand 

square meter big leisure property with a little river, I read on the notice of an estate agent. 

Houses to be restored are available for fifty thousand and not for a multiple as in the big 

city. But do I want to settle here? The people seem very rural. Would I be able to cope with 

that as a city dweller?  

"Not many people live around here, do they?" I had a chat with the family at the marten at 

Mont Aigoual. 

"Yes, here in the Causses there are many empty houses left behind," the mother of the three 

children told me. "The people who remain here live in poverty, have a poor education, and 

live only on the few products that grow on the barren soil here in the Causses. They are very 

simple farmers." 
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I had felt fear of such farmers in La Fajole. An entrenched prejudice, yes. that you can't 

solve problems with words, but with fists. Will I get to know the people here? To learn?  

What suddenly strikes me as pleasant: It's really hot here. It's hot. At six in the evening! I 

want more of that. Let's get out of this place and enjoy the warmth of nature. 

 

Cevennes and more 

On my street, I see people coming up from Herault with bathing suits. For me, that means 

not thinking twice: I stop at the little meadow parking lot, pick out my swimsuits and go 

down to the river as well, bathe, swim, wash.  

Oh, what good does this warmth do me, both in the air and in little Herault. A wonderfully 

warm wind blows on my needy skin. Here it is, summer.  

But the little villages here at the Hérault seem pathetic. The sources of income seem very 

limited.  

In front of the houses are old-fashioned garden boots, benches and flower troughs from the 

sixties, curtains from the seventies hang in the windows, the car models in front of the 

houses are from the eighties. A hardware store offers iron parts from another age. But why 

throw them away, in this weather the rust can take its time to rust. The houses on my 

thoroughfare are even less maintained than in other parts of my southern France.  

At seven in the evening I'm alone on the street. Nobody in front of me, nobody behind me. 

Nobody pushing, no traffic jams. Hardly anyone meets me. There seems to be no rush hour 

or evening traffic here either. Of course, I don't know the working hours of the French here. 

For me it is a very pleasant driving. And it is so warm! I breathe deeply. 

With a maximum speed of sixty to seventy kilometres per hour I cycle through the southern 

foothills of the Cevennes, I only see rugged rocks high up on the peaks. Lime walls left and 

right of the road, yes, but in between there is a lot of forest. Everything is not as striking as 

in the area of the Mont Aigoual with its caves, with the impressive gorges of the Tarn, the 

Jonte and the other wild mountain rivers. 

I'm entering Herault with Mercury. No longer the deserted Lozère. In fact, it was a deserted 

place that I'd been looking for. Now I observe calm deep breathing on myself, as if I had only 

found what I was looking for here: warmth. As unique and eerily beautiful as the landscapes 

in the Causses touched me, I was prepared for summer, and there was nothing in me to 

shake that. Once again I am allowed to pass a piece of wild, rugged rock that rises steeply 

upwards, but my relief becomes ever clearer: I am leaving the northern, cold Cevennes. 

Just now I passed Ganges, a little bigger town without any buildings worth mentioning at 

the through road, but warm. It is very pleasant to drive along the D986. And here at this 

point, shortly after Ganges, the Département du Gard begins for the second time, I probably 

made a little round trip, out and in again. Oleander, cacti, olive trees, apricot trees dominate 

the landscape. Very different. South. Mediterranean. Mild! 

 

Going moderately to the fullest 
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Forty kilometers to Nîmes. As it's already ten o'clock in the evening, I decide to stay here in 

Sauve, which is on the D999. There I sit in Merkür with the evening tension I'm used to. 

What will this night be like? Will nobody want to open my only ajar back doors and see 

what's hiding behind them? I hold my breath in order to be able to grasp the sounds around 

me even more precisely. My gaze wanders carefully around to see if it sees a movement that 

I should observe.  

I stand on an idyllic meadow area with protective but light standing walnut trees. The water 

of the cute Vidourle is motionless, water lilies grow on it and I stop thinking about getting 

in. Behind me high leafy trees, distant mountains, a half-full moon that was a sickle three 

days ago. Fluttering bats swarm around, screeching crickets chirping, or is it birds? Frogs 

croaking - or is it toads? Nature is loud and lustful. And the air is wonderfully warm. Only 

mosquitoes could disturb you here. 

I realize: camping alone, being alone, determining my tour alone, I can do that now. With a 

cheerful whistle on my lips I roll up my warm sleeping bag and dig out the summer blanket 

from Merkür's deep belly. 

With the rhythmic sawing of some animals I am lulled to sleep. I wonder if this is a local frog 

species. They sow, sow, sow, sow. Only once in the night do I wake up. I guess even frogs 

are asleep. Only one complains in the distance. The sky is very cloudy, but it is still bright 

enough that I can make out the contours of the mountains, the trees under which I stand, 

the tall blades of grass that spook eerily around my car. 

Seven thirty has settled down well as the time to wake up. The sky is covered with clouds, I 

can easily hear it pattering on Mercury's roof.  

Behind my car is a Ford Transit, the same model we used as a van in the Gourmetrion and 

sold twenty years ago after we bought it used. Next to the car, under a spreading chestnut 

tree, are two men dressed in green to protect them from the rain. Hunters! Will they scold 

me for putting my sleeping place here in the middle of the green wilderness? I quickly pack 

up my things, clear the windows of my still provisional curtains. But they talk undisturbed. 

And I leave in no time. On a side road along the D999, I make myself some coffee, pull the 

bedspread straight - and start looking for a campsite with Merkür. A camping site! Order! 

Suddenly I find it pleasant, civilisation. 

The weather suits me fine. My camping site should have a small bar, where I can sit and 

drink something even when it rains. Rain I had simply faded out for me, I just didn't want to 

have it, for that I'm only poorly equipped. I go into the day with anticipation, say thanks for 

everything so far, it was wonderful. 

Again and again I have proudly noticed in the eleven days that I am now on the road alone 

how well I get along on my own. I decide, I do, I do, I take care of myself, even more than if 

someone was there. I am more concentrated. I pack my things properly, I have everything I 

need at hand, I am organized. And if it looks like chaos here and there, it's because I have 

too much stuff. If I had a companion, one half of my consciousness would turn around the 

other, so that I would not have that half available for me.  
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I also find it very pleasant that I have no appointments. The appointments that I have 

nevertheless, I set myself. And they are already more than enough. 

 

Fortuna, Mercury, Dragon creature 

But what is this suddenly? I'm sniffing Mercury. There's something, it smells like rubber. I 

open the hood. Jesus, I gotta go to a garage.  

But I don't have time for this! Something's gone very wrong. I don't have time for this. My 

heart's racing. My breath, I wanted to... I feel like I'm running out of time.  

Are you still all right? I scold myself loudly in Merkür's protected room when I notice that I 

am once again in a trap set by myself.  

What's wrong with me? Am I really pressed for time? Who is forcing me? Again I remember 

the quote of some personality: Our life's work is to make life so that we can enjoy it every 

second. But I do not agree with that. What is there to enjoy here, if you please? A broken 

cable, what a delightful sight! I can get green and blue in that! 

Will I ever find in this mad industrial monster of Nîmes the Renault workshop described, 

which, when asked, gave me the name of the bakery saleswoman? I haven't seen any traffic 

lights for hours, the traffic is only regulated by Ronds points, and now I've been turning 

around Nîmes Ouest for a full hour and feel like a dragon slayer who can't cope with the 

many renewable heads. One roundabout follows the next, three roundabouts are followed by 

six more - and I would always have to know at which of the four possibilities I turn off. At 

several places I drive around the rond point several times until I have formed an assumption 

which turn-off could take me further. 

I made it at twenty to twelve, before the city goes into siesta. And now, how do I tell him, the 

mechanic? Out of sheer excitement I speak of alimentation instead of allumation and only 

notice the faux pas by the man's grin. From the dictionary I chose cableaux for Kabel, but 

he uses the word cablage. Benevolent and friendly, they tell me, no, unfortunately that's not 

guaranteed, the two ignition cables are undoubtedly corroded.  

Pissed? They show me the damage and the marks on the teeth.  

Pissed. I'm thinking. Pissed? There, it dawns on me. Oh that bitch, that beautiful bitch, 

what a rotten bitch, it's shooting through my head. But I'm not in the mood to get angry 

anymore. Because: How wonderfully warm it is here. Nîmes is the southern limit of the 

Cévennes mountain range. I send a contrite greeting to the red-bosomed marten at Mont 

Aigoual and say goodbye with his biting greetings to the constant shivering in my Cevennes.  

But I don't need to have Nîmes today either, as unprepared as I was to plop in there. As if 

there was room in abundance here, this industrial area is laid out in a big way. Huge plants 

of dozens of car manufacturers, giant supermarkets, giant furniture stores, giant industrial 

plants, each with a huge outdoor area, and even the freight station here. When I finally see a 

green meadow again, I have a well-groomed siesta. 

 

arriving and departing 
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I want to treat myself to my very first campsite on this tour. A holiday.  

Again, I feel like I'm running out of time. After all, I was already on the street at eight o'clock 

and had imagined that I would have a lot of time on the camping site, that I could charge 

my mobile phone and the PC battery, do the laundry, prepare my documents comfortably, 

transfer my notes to the PC and, and, and. And again so much time is spent on the normal 

life.  

Other people build empires in their lives. And after my time in France, I don't want more 

than that: just to get my life in order. I want to be able to read cards, learn how to handle 

money perfectly, overcome my fears, work out a business concept, speak French perfectly, 

be able to formulate my life vision, have all my needs in a list - and have a little fun doing 

so. And now this waste of time again: I have already spent a whole hour driving around to 

find a campsite. Up in the Cévennes, it seemed to me that there was a campsite signposted 

on every second corner, much more than was indicated in the campsite guide. And now I am 

here already twenty kilometres before Avignon and I don't see a single sign.  

At the fruit stand on the main street, which exudes a wonderful scent of ripe Cavaillon 

melons, I get two addresses near Collias when I ask.  

Suddenly I stand spellbound on the square. What a huge fly on the ground! I bend down 

closer, it doesn't fly away, it's probably injured. No, it's not really a fly. Its body looks more 

like a caterpillar, its long wings are close together, they stretch the body optically by another 

third, it surely fills a matchbox together with its wings. No, it is not a fly. I am curious what 

else I may discover. 

I like Le Barralet right away. I suppose I could use any seat, as long as it's warm. 

France is a blessed country. It has everything. All kinds of mountains, wooded and bare, low 

and high, from the Mediterranean Pyrenees to the highest Alpine peaks of Europe with Mont 

Blanc. It has so many rivers, forests, lakes, has an abundant Atlantic coast, lush 

Mediterranean, has the cool north and the hot south. So many possibilities, such a rich 

diversity. No wonder the French holiday in their own country - and that is why there are so 

many campsites. 

It's a bit muggy, the sky is overcast and the clouds are floating around. I took my place on 

the camping site and then immediately took the path through the bushes down the 

embankment, where a place to swim was signposted. The river must be the Gard, if around 

the corner the Pont du Gard was signposted. The blue of the water is unspeakably deep. It 

makes my heart beat faster. Again these limestone rocks fascinate me, so dazzling white and 

this time like smoothly polished, so that walking barefoot on them is a flattering pleasure for 

the soles of my feet. In the middle of the week hardly any people sit here on the shore, 

everything is mine. The temperature is not too cold, not too warm, I imitate two other 

bathers and throw myself impetuously from the rocks into the fresh blue. And after that: 

How refreshingly the solar-heated rocks warm my body. What more does a person need than 

water, warmth, rocks, air to breathe, a loved one with him or herself, and a baguette a few 

times a day. Maybe that's one of the reasons why people here in the south let their houses 
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deteriorate so much - they don't need them at all. Why maintain them, it's more comfortable 

outside, where you live, the house itself is at most a protection against the midday heat. 

Here in rough weather, where it rains a lot, where it snows in cold winters, one wants to 

take precautions, precautions, precautions - in order not to suffer from the cold. Just 

because of the weather alone, people here can be balanced, I imagine.  

Canoes drift by on the water. The rocks on the banks not of the Gard, but of the Gardon, as 

it is called today according to my map, are soft and flattened by thousands of years of 

treatment by the river. A stone's throw further on, steep and rugged rocks drag up the 

landscape. If you wanted to climb up them, you'd have plenty to do. Before the river 

disappears behind the bend, it passes in irregular water level sometimes a pebble beach, 

sometimes low limestone rocks directly on the bank, then again an arrangement of steep, 

jagged rocks, from whose accessible ledges boys throw themselves into the floods and put 

their courage to the test. This river beach offers a variety of possibilities - outrageously 

beguiling. 

With my head held high and my shoulders withdrawn, satisfied with myself, I stroll on the 

brightly sunlit rocks with the round soft shapes past two or three strangers. I feel deservedly 

arrived after a long search - and like at home.  

 

The Midi speaks French 

I sit dreamily and dreamily on a pleasantly warm rock by the river and look around. From 

the opposite bank of the river a couple comes swimming, they want to get a foothold on the 

local bank. None of the rocks that appear seem to be suitable for them to get out, only the 

one small one, on which I am sitting right now. A short "Excusez-moi", and they are 

standing directly in front of me, both slim and sporty, both around fifty, tanned (or just dark 

type?), in modern swimwear. 

"C'est joli ici, hein?" Nice here, isn't it?, the gentleman notices, in the sunshine the wet skin 

of the two of them shines. 

"Oui, très joli," I reply. And already these three words from my mouth make them both listen 

up visibly, and the man asks me where I come from.  

"Je suis Allemande, de Munich." 

He had also been to Munich before, I understand, at a conference that took place during the 

Oktoberfest, beer from such pitchers is drunk there! He laughs conspiratorially and forms a 

hollow space of at least one meter with his hands. He speaks quickly, and what he says 

does not sound French at all to my ears. That is probably the infamous slang of the South of 

France. Here with them you hardly drink beer, but rather "Weng", eat a lot of "Peng", and 

the rocks here are so beautifully "blang", and so clear and pleasantly cool is the "Gardong". 

And it doesn't let itself be slowed down by my slow, slow hand movement. He talks and talks 

and talks. I wonder if I'd already looked at Nîmes, the amphitheater, original "Romeng", and 

actually they lived in "Mongpellier", in the south, almost by the sea, but in summer, when 

it's so hot in "Mongpellier", they like to retreat to their holiday home in the cooler Cevennes, 
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near the "Mongt" Aigoual, they have lots of strong, fresh "Vong" there, in contrast to the 

warm "Vong" down by the sea. There they are now on their way and stopped for a short bath 

in the Gardong,  

"Très bieng! ", it slips out, and bong jour, as they jump back into the water in high spirits. 

Confidentially, they wave to me and call up another "bong voyage". 

 

Life is like weather 

In the evening I descend from the camping site again and swim with pleasure in the Gardon 

- the water is pleasantly fresh, but not too cold, the river in its bulge seems like a nice clear 

lake. I swim against the current, because this way I stay more or less in the familiar river 

area and my legs can't bump into rocks in the river that are unknown to me. The sun is still 

shining intensely and I sit on the bank on the white flattering rocks, which are still warm 

now, at eight o'clock, and let the evening rays of the sun dry me and I am highly satisfied 

with myself and the world. Afterwards I want to go up to my place and think on paper about 

my optimal life in five years, including an optimal daily routine, then. That I know what I'm 

heading for. Earlier I already made notes that I just don't forget anything, so I was already 

busy. And I've already eaten: canned bihun soup, unbranded French salami, a remainder of 

Bleu des Causses and canned pumpernickel from home. And a sip of table wine, which on 

closer inspection comes from the EU, from Italy. And that in France! Karl-Hubert would 

have said that's not possible. Proud like a pubescent girl, I grin inside myself. 

At night I feel safe and comfortable and am glad to be home again somehow, not having to 

be afraid of the wrong place to sleep. I have put the air mattress in front of the car, I finally 

want to sleep outside, on a wonderful corner seat with only one neighbour. So now I lie on 

the other side, with a view almost down to the river, the shining Gardon. The people next to 

me had set up their tent the other way round and can't look over to me. I feel safe and 

wonderfully alone. With my summer blanket I prepared myself for the night and even 

thought about handing over my backpack with my "weapons" Merkür. No. I'm not that 

trusting yet. I added the flashlight and then I guess I fell asleep. 

I don't wake up until I go to the bathroom at night. From the river below I hear loud 

laughter, music, the sound of drums, bottles clinking. Friday evening, young people meet 

here, what a party scenery! An hour after I fell asleep again, I wake up again and feel force 

majeure: There they are: Strong mosquitoes must be this one, o how itchy! But when I fall 

asleep again, I feel raindrops, one, two, three, four. I wait a little longer, but it doesn't help. 

It quickly starts to rain and I just managed to pack my air mattress, blanket and sleeping 

things into the car, cover the car with the tarpaulin at the back so that nothing gets wet. No 

sooner am I finished, but it also starts to pour. Helplessly I have to watch the laundry, 

which I had hung up to dry, getting soaking wet. I have just managed to push the electric 

cooler under the folding table and its fate is uncertain. In the car her usual place had not 

been cleared so quickly.  
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There can be no more talk of sleeping, eerie thunder follows violent lightning, accompanied 

by heavy downpours. I'll just check my mood. No, I'm not afraid, but I'm very happy to be 

here on the campsite with other people. At least two hours of crashing and lightning and 

pouring from the sky. Only with the dawn silence spreads again. At least until eight o'clock I 

could still sleep then.  

Until I have to clear the pitch at noon, I still have stress: I'm tapping electricity for my 

notebook, mobile phone and the cooler bag, which has survived well. A lot of my time is 

spent with normal everyday tasks: wiping the table, chair and cool bag from the mud that 

the rain has smacked against the objects on the floor. I had left the gas cooker and the 

washed dishes on the floor - now everything was splattered again, down to the last spoon. 

The cable to the cable reel is covered with sticky earth. The laundry belongs to the second 

drying course at a sunny spot.  

For my first attempt in life to go to the internet far away from my home WLAN, I only have 

one hour on the terrace of the campsite reception, which is stressful for me. I get so far that 

I can read all my mails - but only send a short one to Peter: That I am very grateful to him 

for not holding me down and letting me go without any fuss, that is very important for me to 

get rid of him quickly before 12 o'clock. "I'm enjoying the 'campsite' facility for the second 

time now, with all its security and well-organizedness, as it gives me the opportunity to take 

a break from the tension that is inherent in my adventure trip," I write. "He also takes 

advantage of the unique location and the tourist demand and I pay, as a single person and 

mind you, without tent, with electricity and use of the washing machine, 30 Euros for one 

day. For this price there are several star hotels in the Cevennes. 

The crickets chirp summery, the frogs croak terribly, the people speak strangely, I've had a 

splendid shower, I feel very liberal, but I miss you deeply and look forward to you royally! 

Any more details over the phone, I love you, 

Rosi" 

 

Benefit 

A wonderfully extensive shower including washing my hair and applying lotion all around - I 

now feel fresh and free again and ready for new deeds. I leave at twelve o'clock sharp; proud 

and satisfied with myself and the world, I wave friendly into the reception.  

It was nice. And the day is halfway through again.  

For a dignified farewell I cross a small bridge over to the other side of the river and look for 

an afternoon spot further upstream at the river bend. Here the water is not so clear by far, 

because the river can only flow slowly in the bend. Stones on the ground from the many 

Saturday visitors, leaves and frog spawn cloud it - nevertheless I still enjoy sun and water in 

alternation several times, and I even manage to take a nap to make up for the night's 

shortcomings. 

 

No! 
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I must have had unpleasant dreams because my head is full of old stuff. 

My husband, my children and then me, that was the order of my life. Probably other women 

were smarter than me. College? That was also a side deal at the beginning of our marriage. 

The main thing was that my husband and his shop were doing well. After all, the shop was 

what we did for a living. So I was happy to help out if we needed help with the staff. 

My admissions paper for the degree back then? Basically, I was really looking forward to it. I 

was interested in the topic, as it was related to family history in the subject area of regional 

and folklore studies. During research contacts I had an exchange of letters with Prof. Dr. 

Behringer, the head of the Institute for Sociology at the University of Münster, who found 

my topic very interesting and offered me to publish my finished work. And what did I 

answer?  

"Since I am currently pregnant and my husband recently opened a delicatessen, I don't see 

my future in the scientific field and am therefore not interested in publishing." 

A shiver runs down my spine when I think about it now. 

The emancipation movement had indeed taken place, back in the seventies. There was a lot 

of discussion at our girls' high school. Yes, we girls had young teachers who, with 

remarkable enthusiasm, challenged us to break the tradition of our mothers, to stop doing 

the housework with kitchen and stove and to study, to have our own profession, to earn our 

own money. At the twenty-year high school graduation meeting I approached our German 

teacher Dieter Kinateder. He was only a few years older than us students at that time, and 

since he was still good-looking at the meeting, a classmate who - like him - was single at the 

time even entered into a relationship with him. But I had to warm up another meal with 

him. He had driven us out of cooking, and that is why I still can't cook well today, I 

challenged him. But good food is a piece of quality of life that I might miss. I would have 

been so influenced by him that I refused to accept my mother's cooking tips. I could not 

cook. Cooking is stored in my head as undignified. Yes, I wanted to continue the discussion 

from the German lessons of that time with him. In fact, I had always left cooking in my 

marriage to Karl-Hubert, and I, I did the dishes out of solidarity.  

Dieter defended himself, we were already on a first-name basis:  

"I didn't mean it like that. Of course you can prepare a good meal together. But cooking 

should not be the purpose in life! My hair stood up back then when I saw all the knitting 

girls in the classes, proudly displaying their growing sweaters and jackets and scarves. 

Knitting, for me that was the epitome of reactionary. That was an activity of our 

grandmothers who, in dumb conversations, supplied their husbands and sons with new 

socks while they discussed community policy in the inn. It was important to me to let the 

girls at the Sophie Scholl High School participate in politics and current affairs. There were 

also fathers who didn't want to change anything and mothers who gave in to their fate 

because they couldn't help it. Nothing came of itself. So I had to push really hard." 
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Yeah, it didn't just come to me. And then despite Dieters thrusts in my life was left: The 

man wants to be taken care of. I'm studying on the side. It's not important to publish my 

work. 

 

With Biggi from our class, maybe more of it had gotten stuck. With astonishment I noticed 

how right she was with a later remark. In the evening after another class reunion a few 

years later, I invited some of the former classmates and their partners to my house. I loved 

company, especially when it was mine. As the evening drew to a close, I called out to the 

group: "Girls, now the dishes in the kitchen!" Biggi reacted immediately: "Why girls? Didn't 

the men at the table eat and drink?"  

"How right you are!" was my reaction. But without her objection, I would not have noticed 

what was so stuck in my head: washing dishes is a woman's job. Maybe it was because 

Biggi had more time to internalize such topics. With a good job, Biggi had only himself to 

support. 

A few years later. I was already divorced from my husband, so I was in my mid-forties when 

I noticed. I was a guest at my parents' house and by chance my brother Holger, who is six 

years older than me, was visiting at the same time. We talked a little about this and that, he 

sat on the corner seat at his usual place by the window and smoked and casually made the 

remark: "Now a coffee would be nice." My mother immediately took up his request, looked at 

me and asked me: "Why don't you make Holger a coffee? I'm sure you want some." It's worth 

mentioning that my mother suffered from "open legs" and phlebitis since birth, so I was 

used to helping her.  

And already I had got up and gone to the coffee machine, had already filled in the water, 

counted the coffee spoons and pressed the on-button, when I noticed what was going on 

here: My brother sat in his seat and calmly continued to smoke his cigarette as if it was the 

most normal thing in the world for me to serve him in our parents' house. 

"Something's wrong," I said in perhaps too strong a tone. "How dare I serve you! I'm also 

visiting here," I said to Holger. 

"Now, now, not so loud!" my mother reacted. "It doesn't matter. You're the girl!" 

My brother grinned with relish. He had not the slightest desire to change anything about the 

previous procedure.  

I refused to put the coffee set on the table, and my mother got terribly upset and played 

through the old pattern: "Yes, shall I stand up with my bad legs and serve you now, or 

what?" It never occurred to her to ask my brother to help me.  

And me? 

I fell for her "I'm so sick!" line. I also brought the coffee set. Which my brother didn't mind at 

all. I didn't fight anymore. "You want to break the peace" meant fighting for something in 

our family. Keeping peace was one of the top priorities, and when my parents fought again, 

which they did every time we children visited, it was always to keep peace.  
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I kept peace. The solution for me in the future was then not to drink coffee in such doubtful 

cases. This gave me the legitimacy for myself not to have to prepare it either. 

 

Coolness is uncool 

On the way now, however, I enjoy boiling water for coffee, just for myself. I stopped in a 

street niche for a short time just for that. Avignon is in front of me.  

At a complicated crossroads, I do not meet the direct way to the centre but a bridge over the 

Rhône. A flash of thoughts makes me smile. Over there! Very thoughtlessly I have entered 

this city, and now, when it suddenly appears before me, the nursery rhyme comes over my 

lips: Sur le pont d'Avignon. There, over there it stands, in fact, clearly, the bridge of Avignon, 

"yes, everyone is dancing there". Half a bridge, like the arm of a crane it hangs there. In my 

imagination the bridge had always ended somewhere in the green, but never in the middle of 

the river. And nobody seems to dance on it.  

I turn back at one of the next traffic lights and take the road to the centre on the other side 

of the river. Lively life awaits me on this Saturday, market stall after market stall with the 

accompanying shoppers slow down my gaze searching for a parking space and in one fell 

swoop I am drawn into, yes, under their spell, because I cannot escape the life that prevails 

here, I have to decide: Do you want peace and quiet or do you want Avignon? I am 

surrounded by southern flair. The French are different here, many of them are dark brown, 

seem to be African, oriental, foreign, which even scares me a little. Pictures, books, records, 

trousers, bathing suits and household goods, there is nothing that doesn't exist, just not 

what I am actually looking for: a supermarket where I could buy something to eat for the 

next few days.  

My mood proves to be not suitable for so much hype, especially not as a car driver. I regret a 

little: I used to love the lively south so much, but today I can't stand it.  

Somehow, without any plan, I drive out of the city again, the main thing being to get out of 

the city and end up in Villeneuve-lès-Avignon, where I fortunately even have the choice 

between two small grocery stores. And where do I spend the night now? After some back and 

forth through the town, out of the town and back in again, without considering a pitch 

suitable, I decide to follow the sign "Camping municipal". And lo and behold, it is very 

remote but not lonely. Outside of the campsite, at the neighbouring tennis court, I find a 

somewhat hidden, unused exit where I park Merkür and feel good about it. 

Once again I realize: If I put my coolness aside, take my fears and anxieties seriously, 

concentrate on myself and my needs, pursue my interests, my life suddenly works.  

I still wake up at night sometimes to search my surroundings for dangers, to check that 

nobody is tampering with my open car door. But also this night will be wonderfully quiet.  

 

In the beginning was the word 
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It is Sunday morning, I woke up early - and I feel lonely. Sunday was always family day! 

Lunch in the large group, everyone helped to prepare a Sunday meal. Now I want to spend 

the day alone? I can't stand it! Perhaps a prayer will help this time too? 

I remember that Peter gave me a few addresses of small protestant churches. He had said 

just that. "If you're ever lonely, there's always someone to talk to in a church." How right he 

is again, my Peter! It doesn't take me long, in the paperwork folder I find the note with an 

address in Avignon. I'll do that. 

On my trip through the centre yesterday I noticed that several large city maps had been 

drawn up - which makes it very easy for me to find this church today, which is also close to 

the train station. I have never seen such a well-signposted city map network, including the 

current position of the city, in any city, which only adds to my quiet enthusiasm for this 

lively city. 

In the church, which is small and cute, but supposedly still one of the larger of its kind in 

France, I am present very early enough before the start. "Kronmann", my neighbour already 

introduces herself and asks me in German, from which area in Germany I come. "I have 

seen your car", she explains to me. She presses a hymnal into my hand. I feel at home, like I 

did when I was a child, and I am very happy to be here instead of alone. And after the 

service, I also have a drink, which is enjoyed by all those present, and then they lurch with 

their cars from the parking lot.  

I'm one of the last. Mrs. Kronmann introduced me to the people around me, including their 

life stories. She's glad to be able to speak German again. Her mother comes from Nuremberg 

and married in Lorraine, she tells me. There she also met and married her husband and 

moved here a few years ago with him, who had been transferred to the south on business. 

And has never regretted coming here to the south, she says. Which gives my longings for 

France a considerable boost. I wonder if it's always warm here. How to get an authentic 

house, perhaps a mas, one of the romantic farmhouses? Whether it is also pleasant in 

winter, I can ask her. Only when the mistral blows, it is cool, and that is quite pleasant in 

the southern heat, she tells me, and January is the only really cold month. Today is also 

mistral, she says. 

 

I'm going through it and I'm not happy about it. It's cold and mean and confuses my mind. I 

found a central parking space. I almost have to justify myself to myself that in this city of 

culture, so rich in Europe's formative history, I have nothing else in mind but to lie down on 

a meadow on the banks of the Rhône and take care of my notes. After all, the Palace of the 

Popes rises behind me and in front of me the bridge of Avignon.  

Even as a pupil at the grammar school, as soon as the sun shone, I spared no effort to do 

my homework and study, carried the table and chair out into the garden - we had no terrace 

-, brought my satchel, left my book inside and made up for it, just to be able to sit outside. I 

packed my things and cycled to Lake Ismaning to study for my Abitur. As a student I was 
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lying in the English Garden and studied Comenius, Rousseau, Pestalozzi, Fröbel and Kurt 

Hahn. Out, out, out I want today. In this weather I would die in closed rooms!  

Just now I have been on the phone with my daughter Lisa, enjoyed her voice and sent a 

Sunday SMS to my sons Dominik, Markus and Raffael. A great longing flows through me. I 

am sure the kids will find my text messages highly sentimental: "Oh, Mama!", they will 

think, with that certain annoyed look. 

 

Motorboat driver or not 

I watch a motorboat driver who covers a stretch of the Rhône at high speed, turns with a 

hairpin bend, chases back with his bow sticking out, brakes abruptly and takes another 

daring turn, only to run back again and perform new tricks. Knowing that he is watched by 

many people on the Rhône bridge. With astonishment I realize that he likes to be watched, 

that he likes to show himself, to show what he can do.  

I would never expose myself like that! I think, and the next moment: Or maybe I would. Do 

men consider it "exposing" when women put on make-up, dress in bright colours, adorn 

themselves with jewellery and, without thinking about it, show a deep décolleté? And yet 

these details are not directly comparable.  

One scene from my circle of acquaintances comes to mind. I meet Renate and Rüdiger at a 

friends invitation, we had not seen each other for a long time. First I stand with Rüdiger at 

the bar. He has not changed: Tall, gaunt, grey-green eyes, receding forehead, only his hair 

has become sparse.  

"How is your son Christian? He is grown up now, he is as old as my eldest, Dominik, isn't 

he? 

"Yes, just like your Dominik. Christian is a graphic designer and has built up a very 

successful advertising agency. He's got great assignments!" Rüdiger looks transfigured in 

the distance when he says that. 

Moments later I meet Renate. She is sitting in an armchair, has her legs pressed together 

and has placed them on the floor, her light brown, straight, half-long hair parted in the 

middle as usual. And she tells me her view: 

"Christian worries us a lot. We still have to support him financially." 

I am sure that both Rüdiger and Renate meant what they said honestly and both thought 

exactly the way they spoke. How typical of a woman is Renate in her shy and understated 

way of thinking and speaking? And is Rüdiger typical man? Thinks big, speaks big, his 

expansive visions of the future seem like reality, and he speaks them out loud and 

confidently. 

Renate's attitude seemed reserved, her voice was soft.  

When we women want to speak loudly, our voices are often high pitched and unpleasantly 

shrill and are not gladly heard. No matter how good an argument or a brilliant idea, 

pronounced in a business meeting, does not easily reach the awareness of the audience. I, 

for one, have often been annoyed and helplessly surprised in team meetings when - once 
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again - an idea I had presented was passed over. Ten seconds later a man expressed my 

idea - and now it was taken up by the team. And he was also praised for the good idea!  

Of course we get our recognition in the traditional way: 

When I was at home in my office, a few sheets of concept work had fallen down and I was 

bent over to put them back in the right order, and so I stuck my butt out to Peter, who had 

just walked in the door, he commented  

"Mmm, yummy!" 

Me, laughing: 

"If only you would consider the intellectual side of me and comment so positively! But 

'delicious' in the sense of remarkable I'm only on your ass!" 

I meant it with a wink.  

The situation suddenly became more serious than expected. Peter thought for a moment 

and answered me with a serious expression on his face: 

"Yes, but when you stick your butt out at me so conspicuously, I get fixated and can't think 

of your mental faculties at the same time."  

He just sounded honest and helpless.  

I just stood there, silent, because I was speechless. 

There's something wrong between men and women. 

Sibylle teaches German as a foreign language and told me about her observations of Eastern 

European female students who are often referred to with the questionable term 

"Russentusse":  

"You're heavily made up, hair styled, skirt short. The last time someone asked me: Why do 

you always wear trousers, Sibylle? Why do you wear your hair so short? Why don't you add 

something to make yourself look sexy? She asked this in still awkward German, but she was 

intelligent and educated. She was trying to do me a favor by asking these questions. 

I earn my own money, but I don't have time to put on make-up, to combine rock with the 

right pantyhose and to put on the right high heels, in which I can't walk fast enough to the 

tram. In the morning I also have to take care of my twelve-year-old daughter for school. 

There is no time left. Those are the practical aspects. But you know, besides, I don't even 

want to do that. In my eyes such a style - I don't want to hurt you, I don't want to criticize 

you, but this is how I think: Such a style is collaboration with patriarchy, serving men's 

fantasies'.'  

Yes and', my 'Russian chicks' in the course say frankly and freely, 'if I get a rich German 

man this way - he'll get something from me too! "But you, you have such a stress with your 

life!" 

Sibyl did not want a rich German man. She wanted to form her being from herself. Sibylle 

wanted to work for herself, to realize herself and thus be independent. How well I 

understood her! To be independent of a boss as a husband, as was taken for granted fifty 

years ago. This is where we women are today. We have many freedoms, much more than our 
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mothers and their mothers. But in fact we have stress in our lives. A lot of stress. No, things 

are not yet perfect between men and women.  

 

Party or celebration 

I drove along the Rhône until evening on this Sunday and then to my field. It's still dusk. 

The moon gently puffs up his belly. How wonderful that July is, that the evenings are very 

long, this is very beneficial for my free camping. But it is cool. It's chilly again! This time it is 

not the rule, I overheard in conversations, but the exceptional wind Mistral. I put on my 

thick fleece jacket and am glad about it.  

The next day is 14 July, the French national holiday. I am standing next to my sleeping 

place in Villeneuve-lès-Avignon, next to the campsite, in the field by the orchard behind the 

tennis court. Only a handful of people have passed this small street to walk their dog. Once 

again I felt out of place, a little embarrassed that I was camping next to the campsite to save 

ten euros of camping fee. I am not camping wildly, I tell myself, but I have a sense of 

humour and my own infrastructure. Well, almost anyway. I got myself some pears and 

reineclauden here at the open orchard. The campground users do that too. And of course I 

use the meadow as my toilet. The dogs do that as well.  

I have just sent a text message to Peter, because he is so snivelling, because everything in 

his work is so terrible. From last year's experience I know that his work at school shortly 

before the end of the school year keeps him so busy that he even stressed me out. I am glad 

that I am not at home. 

I have heard a lot about the French celebrating the 14th of July extensively, but I have never 

been to France on that day. I will now observe this.  

I also want to find another place to sleep. Staying here another night would be embarrassing 

in front of passers-by: That German can't even afford the camping fees and she pisses all 

over our field.  

But what these passers-by don't know: 

I'm learning great things! 

 With my new experience, namely that I can manage with so little money on my tour, I may 

dare to do so in the future: No, I don't want to do that job. Not for so little and also not for a 

lot of money. Maybe from now on I can concentrate on a desired destination. So far it didn't 

make any difference whether I earned two thousand euros or ten thousand. I always spent 

it. I have forty days to learn that I can live well even with little money. The people who walk 

their dogs here know nothing about this unique learning opportunity for me. 

 

Fear of existence promotes spontaneous buying 

Today I know: Karl-Hubert also suffered from existential fears. I suppose every self-

employed person needs this fear as motivation. Quite a few become rich from this fear, 

because they give in to their fear: I want a lot, and then more, so I don't go under.  
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Our businesses have experienced sales peaks and sales shortfalls. Despite many planning 

attempts and experiences over the years, there were nevertheless considerable differences in 

annual processes and annual sales.  

"We don't have money for that," he said when the banker called again and asked for a 

deposit - and one of the children had grown out of a jacket size.  

In such a phase Markus had to trudge through the snow in winter with shoes full of holes. 

"We have to go shoe shopping with him!" was my natural impulse.  

"We don't have money for that right now!" 

Karl-Hubert consistently gave me the impression that we had too little money. It's not 

enough for life. Anyway, I would spend too much money. Which made me angry. But since I 

shirked any financial responsibility, because he had to be much better at it than I was as a 

businessman, I could think of no arguments.  

For many years I was uncertain and did not understand how our family and business 

monetary system worked. Karl-Hubert, on the other hand, was sure that he had a strong 

intuition for money that guided us through life, and he communicated this impressively.  

I trusted him and had respect for his intuition and believed him when he said I had none. I 

just wondered if, at a time when, according to his announcement, we should have been 

saving money, he went to the oriental carpet exhibition in the market place and bought a 

noble Persian. At the beginning of our marriage it was only a runner for 500 marks. Later he 

bought a small runner for 1000 marks, then a small carpet for 2000 marks, then one for 

6000 marks, and then a large carpet for 20,000 marks.  

They were already elegant, the carpets. Again I believed him. We could afford it. He would 

know what he was doing. 

After the carpet phase came the art dealer. First the paintings for 200 marks, imitations of 

famous artists. Then those for 1000 marks, then those for 4000 marks and those for 10 

000, originals by contemporary artists. Each in phases of pronounced family thriftiness.  

Then the whistle phase. Yeah, if he didn't smoke in chains like everyone else, at least he 

wanted to enjoy. Davidoff, Dunhill, one after the other, made of old briar tubers and of 

course handmade, with each purchase 500 marks more per pipe, plus of course some 

worthy pipe stands. And for the conclusion of multi-course, successful menus, a fine Cuban 

cigar would be a great pleasure. Davidoff, Montecristo, Cohiba, Romeo y Julieta, long stored, 

hand-rolled from long leaves, even picture. 

He suddenly bought new skis, the best, the most expensive ones on the market, because 

after all he was a good skier, and his weight, well, the skis had to be able to take a beating! 

For representational purposes he needed several jackets, it should not always be the same, 

and they should conceal certain areas, the Italians could do this best with fine cloth. And 

hand-stitched would look very valuable. Only: one of his countless silk ties, which he often 

indulged in, cost as much as I spent for two months of piano lessons for Dominik and 

Markus together.  
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I was torn. I certainly enjoyed the reputation that brought us Karl-Hubert's quality 

standards. But I was still dissatisfied. What did I want instead? Yes, that was probably it: I 

wanted more time. I wanted to have a say, to have a say, at least in larger purchases. I 

wanted to bring in my life's wishes as well. But I always seemed to be too slow for that. By 

the time I formulated my wishes - which were strongly focused on the children - he had 

already decided and bought.  

In the end, of course, he cared for the children in his own way. After all, he exchanged the 

Mercedes for a bigger one in due course, because the children would have longer legs by 

now. I wonder if I wouldn't enjoy it if people would look at our well-groomed performance 

and appreciate it? Yes, of course I also got a lot out of the sunshine, of course I enjoyed it. 

And continued to watch and continued to participate and did not fend off the art dealer 

when he suddenly stood at the door again and when Karl-Hubert bought. 

I was just gasping for breath, surprised. How I wish I could have had a common plan for our 

expenses. But I believed him when he said, "You don't get it." "All this planning is 

unnecessary." "I have an instinct for that." 

After years of watching in disbelief, I turned the tables. Bought, too. Made a profit. Bought 

expensive clothes for the kids. Expensive cosmetics for me. Lots of shoes. Without 

consulting with him. Him. Me. Me. Him. We always had money somehow. With a lot of work. 

But never a plan. 

But when, after a few years of living away, it was time to choose a suitable fabric to cover 

the corner seat upholstery, I took note of his statement with extreme astonishment: "It's 

always what you want," he said, "now I want to determine the new look of our dining room! 

We'll take the dark green one, which I think is very chic," and looked at me in a challenging 

way. Puzzled, I looked at him and brought out only an uncomprehending "Why?". I really 

had no idea what he meant. How did he come to that conclusion? That I was taking 

advantage of his style and taste? What didn't I notice? Me and him and not taking his 

wishes seriously? What kind of wishes did he have? 

Over the years of trying to understand, I seriously asked myself: Did I not give him enough 

recognition, did I not appreciate him and his efforts enough? Couldn't give him that at all, 

because I valued other values, which I had never realized? 

Maybe the husband always wants the best for his wife, always wants to impress her? And I, 

wife, cannot see it? Do I feel patronized by his "thinking for her"? Should perhaps 

acknowledge him more in his efforts to impress? To perceive it for the first time? Accept it? 

Just gratefully accept it? Without thinking about the quid pro quo, which in turn could 

obligate me? Just let him be and relax in the meantime? Did he, Karl-Hubert, seek my 

recognition and did not receive it? Am I really so caught up in myself that I do not even 

notice when a man courts me?  

It took Peter's grown-up daughters to teach me "Daddy is totally in love with you. He tries to 

make everything right for you. Everything about him revolves around you. 

I get goose bumps because I misunderstood a situation that once made me cry: 
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Peter and I were interested in each other, but not yet together when we went out to dinner. 

"We'll make separate checks, okay?", Peter suggested, and so much impropriety from his 

mouth hurt me so much at that moment that it brought tears to my eyes.  

"What's wrong? Have I done something wrong?" Peter asked.  

"I feel set back, wanting to be wooed by you by inviting me I want to feel that I am worth 

something to you," I published. 

"Yes, I would love to invite you! I only did what you wanted!" was his dismayed reply. "You 

said earlier that you wanted to go Dutch!" 

 I was very confused. I didn't understand the connection. It sounded very different from his 

mouth than mine. 

We came together nevertheless, but it took me a long time to see in him what his daughters 

had long known: he repeated words I had said, not to usurp the reign, but to acknowledge, 

to acknowledge me. Is this also transferable to other misunderstandings between woman 

and man, man and woman?  

 

On and on and on 

Now I had managed to spend July 14th in France.  

And I have achieved something else: My organization is going faster and faster. Now I only 

need ten minutes in the morning to nurture Mercury's inner self. The huge trekking 

backpack that shields one window in the front, put it back, put my defense tools back in, 

put my cell phone back in the driver's seat, put my whistle back in place, rolled up my 

sleeping bag again, smoothed out my sheet, stowed away the curtains (i.e. towels), put 

breakfast away - a whole lot of small actions that have to be done on the spot here in the car 

so that I can drive. Also the boxes are covered, the clothes packed away - everybody can see 

through my windows. All this happens very quickly and routinely. Also in the evening I have 

the order now, which window has to be closed first, so that the order of door clacking fits. 

And: What do I need in the bed next to me, what do I wear for the night and where do I find 

it. It works, I have got used to it.  

As I drive through the village of Villeneuve-lès-Avignon, men in official national uniforms 

meet me, sit down at the stalls set up in the main square to celebrate the day and order 

coffee and wine. Was that it already? An official rally to celebrate the nation, nothing else? 

Did I miss anything? 

I'm going further into Avignon. The fact that right now, the famous music and theatre 

festival that takes place in the city for two weeks is abundantly communicated on posters.  

My nose is leading me to the other side of the Rhône today. In truth, I simply took another 

wrong turn and ended up here, but how good that was. Because what do I see? What am I 

always ashamed of? Here on the banks of the Rhône, there they are, my people are sitting 

there, at nine in the morning, having breakfast, uninhibited. Not in a café, no, they sit in the 

meadow, cuddled up in their blankets on the banks of the Rhône, on curbs, next to their old 

VW buses and rickety mobile homes, next to their cars, next to which they had "forbidden" 
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to pitch their tents, along the whole long narrow strip of riverbank they reside. "I am one of 

you too," I want to shout out loud, "I don't want to hide all the time. I want to be public, I 

want to be welcome, just like you!" But of course, they are all French. They know what they 

can do in their own country. During the Avignon Festival, the police might not be as strict 

as they usually are. I can't know. 

Also today here on the banks of the Rhône this wind, which makes me very dizzy. It may be 

Mistral - it may be called whatever it is. I don't like it.  

Later, on the hill, up in the garden of the Palais des papes, an unruly storm roars. It's a 

busy city, 14th Juillet, most of the shops are open. On every corner, in backyards as well as 

in the magnificent main squares, there is theatre, juggling, music and dance, and I am 

happy about it. I can't concentrate on myself here, I realize. That's all right. I enjoy simply 

having time to observe the many different people. Sitting and watching. With the sunglasses 

in front of my eyes I can be an eager voyeur: How they are photographed in front of the 

fountain in front of the palace, different nationalities, Italians, Spaniards, French, Germans, 

Japanese, Dutch. How they pose in front of the camera, or how they treat each other, some 

open and playful, others stiff, others convulsively funny in front of the camera. I am blessed. 

For hours I could watch them, the people. 

Two souls dwell, ah, even in my breast. I am in this lively city of Avignon and I don't want to 

miss anything, because here the bear is loose. The sun is shining hot by now, although 

there is still an exuberant mistral blowing, because of which the big fireworks show has 

been postponed by one week to 14 July. I read this regretfully on fleeting notes in the shops. 

On the other hand, I have an extreme need for rest, just want to lie in a meadow, want 

mountains and a lake, want to be alone with myself. But now it is as it is. After a lot of to 

and fro - on the one hand I want to save and not spend my scarce daily allowance in cafés, 

on the other hand I want to enjoy - I have decided on my second soul: I'm going to sit down 

in a café, order a glass of wine in the middle of the afternoon, drink a cappuccino, which is 

now commonplace here in France as well. And suffer from the strong need to go to my 

resting place to be alone with me. No, I don't have the courage to renounce the glorious 

hustle and bustle. Here beckons an old happiness known to me. Yes, I want happiness. 

I feel like I'm in the Orient. There are countless performers in the city, every free space is 

covered with posters. They all use the same procedure, as if it were their own culture: they 

cut out cardboard boxes the size of a painting frame, stick their posters on them, pull 

strings through holes, ordinary household string from the reel of string and hang them up 

everywhere. On street lamps, on electricity pylons, on telegraph poles, on power cables, on 

trees, on shutters, on top of each other, in front of each other, behind each other, hanging 

one below the other, standing, dangling, rocking, floating, wobbling in the mistral. Random, 

chaotic, uncontrolled, wild life out of control rushes through the city in high spirits. Every 

theatre and music group seems to have its own entertainer with it. The groups draw 

attention to themselves with funny disguises or small performances, sometimes loudly, 

sometimes quietly, with music, with gestures, with staring, with jingling and shouting, with 
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all kinds of companions, strikingly designed carriages, carts, carriages, self-made original 

vehicles. On my way through the city about every second passer-by was a brochure 

distributor: Visitez ce soir... c'est superbe! The carpet of leaflets, brochures and glossy cards 

scattered on the ground by the wind was correspondingly soft. 

 

Confused by life 

I ordered the second glass of white wine. It is just fabulous to sit here, to relax visibly, to 

notice: it is not bad at all to be alone, it is even fulfilling, and I am very happy about it. And 

this saving, well. I have imposed it on myself, but at the moment it is getting on my nerves. I 

could save that if I finally knew how I could earn money permanently and without all this 

effort. Earning money is an art too. What the rich can do, not everybody can! I for one can't. 

I'm not in favour of taxing moneymakers more heavily. They should rather be obliged to 

prepare their skills didactically so that others - for example me - can copy them. 

After I have drunk my two glasses of wine, I remain sitting in the sun, protected from the 

wind, refreshed, carefree.  

A casually dressed lady from the next table, she's my age, addresses me: "Qu'il fait beau ici, 

hein?" 

Yes, it's very nice here, I'll tell you in plain French. Immediately she asks where I come from, 

probably from Germany? She can tell from my accent. 

How unpleasant the mistral is!, she starts a conversation.  

The mistral comes from the northwest, she explains, and runs through the lower Rhône 

valley. The valley forces it into a narrowness, that's why it is so aggressive here in Avignon 

and also further to the southwest, where no crosswise mountains restrain it. When it falls 

in, it is warm at the beginning. But mostly it is cool. This is sometimes pleasant in the heat. 

But after several days of mistral, people often get quite confused, as they do. 

She makes several hand movements in front of her forehead, as if she wanted to catch a 

slow mosquito.  

 "Are you here as a tourist? Where do you live?" she asks me. 

"I'm a vagabond," I say. "In search of meaning. I live in Munich, I am 52, my four children 

are grown up, and how do I want to fill the rest of my life? I have my bed in the car and 

every day I choose a piece of nature where I am independent and alone with myself, learn 

what I want and get in touch with myself." 

"Very interesting," she says. "Everybody should do that once in their life."  

For a moment she looks thoughtfully on the ground. 

"Formidable," she says. 

She is here in Avignon, because she is the cultural advisor in Toulon - that is at the coast, if 

I know that - responsible for the cultural budget in her city. Here in Avignon, she gets to 

know every year new artists, theatre, dance and music groups, which she then invites to 

Toulon and integrates into the cultural programme. She really enjoys that. If I would not 

even come to the area, she could get me a very good place. Without further ado, she always 
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has a few tickets left for good friends. How about the weekend after next, for example, when 

she'll be home again - and there'll be an excellent dance programme, I won't have to 

understand every word like in the theatre. I was cordially invited, and Toulon was not far 

away. "Je suis Gisèle," she introduces herself and gives me her card.  

"Merci, je suis Rosi, sans adresse", I say with a grin, and she laughs at my lack of address. 

I'm a little short of breath. What do you want me to do? I just want to be left alone. The only 

thing that could appeal to me right now would be philosophically inspired conversations 

about life as such and in general and in general. I have made a lot of effort to get into this 

mood and I find myself in a state of intoxication. I want to stay in that state. I am not 

finished with myself yet. How do I tell this cheerful woman without offending her, how do I 

find the subtly right words in French? I want to get myself out of a jam in front of a friendly 

person without obligation, I don't know how to act. I simply thank them for the nice 

invitation, my planned route does not lead me to the sea yet, I avoid it.  

Friendly Gisèle says goodbye, wishes me a good trip with "no address". "Adieu", we both say 

as if from the same mouth, and she leaves, waving to me again after a few steps. 

I'm gonna sit for a while. But then I suddenly want to get out of the lively city and am 

infinitely relieved when I resolutely go to see Merkür in his car park, happy to steer him 

towards the field behind the sports field in Villeneuve-lès-Avignon and park him there, to 

see the wide green meadow bordered by poplars on one side and tree-high bamboo bushes 

on the other, with a view of the hill over there, with the big old ruin on top.  

I want to go on. In the morning.  

 

Attached to the bread job 

I spent three nights here, undisturbed by my initial fears: What do the people here think. 

And now, good morning, it is Tuesday July 15, 8:45 a.m., and I am leaving this hospitable 

little town of Villeneuve-lès-Avignon. Only the storm woke me up once in the night, 

otherwise I felt safe and calm.  

Next stage: towards Saint-Rémy-de-Provence. Perhaps another age-old Provence wish will 

come true and I'll be able to see a few more lavender fields in the region?  

I'm driving over the huge, wide Rhône. Behind me is still the car that has turned off the 

camping road with me. Actually I should check the map to make sure I'm driving correctly.  

Why don't I do it?  

The driver behind me makes me insecure.  

I should stop to get my bearings. 

But the roadside does not provide any possibility to stop. If I stop anyway, it looks like an 

emergency, and maybe the one behind me will stop as well and ask what's going on.  

But under no circumstances do I want to look needy to the driver and possibly have to 

explain to him that I don't know exactly where I want to go! No, I am sure that he would 

shake his head at me and tell me that I am not able to survive, and not at all! I can't stand 

it. I'm sure there wouldn't be any carefully worded coaching questions like: What do you 
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want to feel, madame, when you reach your destination? How can you best achieve that 

feeling? Feel your desire! He would raise his eyebrows and shake his head without 

understanding, as if I didn't have all the cups in the cupboard. Nah, I'll pull it off, and I'd 

rather go on and on. And I'm pretty sure I'm wrong.  

Thank God for a roundabout. The one behind me turns off. I stop at a road bay and can 

consult the map without being disturbed by my own fears. My observation was correct: I did 

not want to go here. To bear that people push me - and still make my own decision: Even 

such a life task ... 

At least a surprise opens up in front of me: a spacious building in the pampas bears on its 

roof in advertising letters: Sanofi-Aventis. According to the unpleasant smell of chemicals, 

they seem to have a production facility here. For many years I have been working from my 

home office on a marketing assignment for this pharmaceutical giant, which I was able to 

take with me from the time I worked freelance for this company, which at the time had a 

branch on the outskirts of Munich. One should meet his client in a friendly manner. I decide 

to treat the blatant stench like air. The huge, broad-based production building looks so 

completely different from the noble headquarters at Potsdamer Platz in Berlin. As I drive 

past it, I nod at him with final gratitude. They have rewarded my work well over several 

years and thus ensured a livelihood for me and my children. 

 

Complete and yet nothing 

In our gourmet trion, in which I left a large part of my life's spirits for more than fifteen 

years, I worked as a manager with a perceived 60-hour week, but I was never employed 

there, meaning that I was not registered as a working part of the population in any 

authority. Because of the still valid tax system of 1958, because of the alleged tax advantage 

and the intended support of a single-earner marriage, the joint assessment according to the 

splitting tariff, as "a special recognition of the function of the wife as a housewife and 

mother. This has brought financial benefits to our family as a defined economic community, 

yes, we have enjoyed them together. Paying less tax and having more money in the common 

pot sounds good at first.  

 But when I fought for my own interests under a lot of featherweight and managed to get out 

of the shop, the system left me hanging as a single woman: I simply did not exist. What was 

I, where was I, who was I, and what had I brought into the working circle in the first place? 

Nothing. The system also said: "You have done nothing, Mrs Bauer! Because you do not 

exist at all. You are not registered anywhere.  

My absence had saved us taxes. Once self-employed, always self-employed. Once a tax 

couple, always a tax couple. And I a nameless part of the family tax system.  

I wasn't meant to have a life of my own. This hurdle into new life plans could have been 

overcome after some bridging time - but with several children? Where did I get support - if 

not from my husband? There was no official body responsible for me that could work for me 
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without proof of employment or income tax card entries. Employment office: shrug of the 

shoulders.  

For Karl-Hubert the matter was quite clear:  

He couldn't pay me. If I didn't want to work at the Gourmetrion anymore, I'd have to see for 

myself where I could get some money. 

Up to now I had only had to reach into my cash box - somehow the missing money in my 

tax return was always justifiable.  

The fronts seemed insurmountable. Karl-Hubert couldn't understand me, I couldn't 

understand him.  

That I worked too much and our children suffered was my position. That I had studied 

education and that I had put my convictions aside long enough, because his dream and the 

Gourmetrion had completely absorbed me. That everything would continue in the same way 

for a long time to come if I did not change anything. I wanted to devote myself more to the 

children, they need me more than ever before. 

 

Karl-Hubert's attitude remained the opposite: I was lazier than ever before. After all, I had 

not lived badly, he said, I didn't need to complain at all. 

If we sold the Gourmetrion, there'd be something left! I assured them we weren't poor people 

after all! After all, we had already paid off a lot in the last few years, and the value of the 

business, a considerable gain, I added. 

I should have paid more attention to his petrified expression at that moment than to his 

words. 

There I sat, at home, as I had wanted to. Where, after twelve years of living with a family of 

six, with many, many guests, there was enough, enough to do: remove the stains, the 

excessive ones, from the carpet; have the scratched oak table sanded down; replace the 

broken lampshade over the dining table; have the frayed straw chairs rewoven; repaint the 

splintered handrail of the banister; clean out the Gourmetrion utensils from the kitchen 

cupboards; archive the office shelves from the Gourmetrion, which no longer existed; check 

the children's English and Latin; take dentist appointments with them as properly as the 

preventive care plan had intended. 

Was really only countable money decisive for my value, I asked myself seriously.  

"You are worth nothing unless you create value." I suppose that businessman's line was 

probably true, too! 

 

In some corner of my brain, two cells were also discussing Karl-Hubert's now and then 

obviously expressed need to stay at home as a houseman. Findings of cell work: Negative. 

Not possible. He would not take care of the children as I wanted him to. He would stay in 

bed in the morning and rely on the children to wake up with their alarm clock and prepare 

their lunch. When he got up at nine o'clock, he would read the newspaper next to his cup of 

coffee and would not bring the little one to the kindergarten until ten or half past ten, when 
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the daily rituals that children need so much for their well-being were already over. After all, 

I, yes I, had studied education. I did not succeed in communicating my concern to him. I 

suffered endlessly at the thought. I simply did not believe that he could have cared for our 

children in the way I had imagined. 

At noon, yes, he would cook! He'd cook. There would be a three- to five-course meal every 

day.  

"Who needs that!" was my angry answer when we talked about it.  

"But then clean the kitchen," I said.  

"The kitchen? That's what the children do," he shouted with conviction, and to my further 

interjection: 

"Homework? Can do it alone."  

Yes, a Karl-Hubert would not have found homework supervision necessary.  

Practice the piano? What do you need a piano for? It's just your crazy idea anyway. 

Well, Karl-Hubert couldn't get anything out of music; singing a clean sequence of notes, let 

alone enjoying them, was not possible for him after all.  

 

And suddenly Provence 

The typical one, the way I want to feel her: Here she is. Provence.  

The last time I was here, I was busy looking after my still small children, so that Karl-

Hubert could devote himself to his winegrowers, from whom he imported wine for the shop. 

Little did I notice of what interested me. Above all our trips to France there was a mission 

and a demand: to understand the French "Nouvelle Cuisine" around Paul Bocuse, which 

was so trendy at that time, to taste it in hip restaurants and to cook it at home. 

Now I am allowed to go on a pilgrimage alone with myself and my interests through the 

much praised, much described, much painted landscape, much photographed for glossy 

books, and I can make my own picture, yes above all picture. I try out tiny little roads, come 

to Eyragues, turn into an agricultural road, where, as I notice, one harvest field and one 

agricultural area after another are lined up. Now I also learn what a mas looks like. In the 

back of my mind, I had a romantic image of a large, playful, dilapidated farm or estate. "Mas 

Dembert" is attached to a house as a sign - probably a typical house from the area, as I will 

see more often: The outside colour is a crumbly, broken old rose red; a wide, projecting roof 

of thick old beams with faded tiles on top; simple, sometimes with fencing, sometimes not, 

but always with a lot of land around it. I'm entering a new development area. Also the new 

houses look used, simply because their roofs are covered with faded tiles. To own your own 

mas, in Provence, who wouldn't want that! If so, then I would like an older house that has 

already experienced history and therefore radiates character. My heart rises with so much 

flair, just like I experienced in the Cevennes when I saw the wondrously legendary, 

abandoned houses. To stay here, oh, that would be a mature luxury. 
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The sun is shining just wonderful. But it's only 10:00. Around noon it will probably be 

much, much, much hotter again. How will I handle it? A whole new question comes to mind: 

How can I protect myself from the heat?  

I orientate myself by a sign to Saint-Rémy-de-Provence. Sounds good. How many campsites 

there are along this route! Cheap ones next to exclusive ones. At so many charming places, 

in so many different landscapes, for so many different demands. 

 

Yes, I do. No, I don't want to. Do you? 

Saint-Rémy, yes, that's how you imagine a little town in Provence: Inviting shops with all 

kinds of lavender products, olive oils, wines, art galleries of artists and craftsmen, and 

restaurants with charming shady terraces by the roadside, where men and women sit and, 

as a matter of course, enjoy a rosé in the small 0.1 litre balloon glass at eleven in the 

morning, steamed up by the well-chilled contents.  

I feel a smile on my lips. Because I am not only enthusiastic about Saint-Rémy, but also 

about myself and my intuition, which has led me here, always along the nose. Fears that 

were still very much on my mind at the beginning of my journey no longer bother me. I don't 

sleep in my car inside a campsite, but next to it, to save money; I have developed an eye for 

where I can do my emergency work in peace and unobserved; I can do many things here 

that would be unusual at home. For once I do not pay money into the Horodateur at the 

parking lot. I return from my shopping in Saint-Rémy to Merkür: once again, no parking 

ticket. The worst doesn't always happen. I know that now. Keep an open mind about what I 

really want in life.  

What do I want, this question refers to the head. But it has already led me in recent years 

with its striving for reason rather into the existing impasse. I would like to discuss with 

Descartes, because "cogito ergo sum" excludes a lot of humanity. "I think, therefore I am" is 

not enough for me today. Instead of "What do I think?" and "What do I want?" I'll ask myself: 

What is my need? What do I feel like? What do I want? What am I excited about? What 

makes me feel good?  

As if I was looking for a practical example, a sign falls into my eyes, which triggers this very 

good feeling in me, which inspires me, makes me happy, because it says what I am 

constantly feeling, what corresponds to my needs. It makes me step on the gas and makes 

me feel like Mercury is on the move: Lac de Peïroou, a lake, a reservoir, a lake! I already 

follow the road, it leads me to the end of the city, past the fire station, winds through a pine 

forest to a hill and finally loses its asphalt floor. I already know what I "want" today. Water! 

In high spirits I get out at a large earth parking lot under pines. There it is, my Lac de 

barrage, as painted it lies there, between steep limestone rocks and sparse tree growth and, 

as I can see on the map set up as a showcase, in the middle of a hiking area. I remember 

this parking place for tonight. How pleasant the hot sun shines. Here I stay. 
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My Merkür is the only vehicle here, doesn't matter, I get out. Finally using the feet again, 

which carry me directly to the lake. Do not swim, it is clearly written on the sign. Sure, it's a 

reservoir, unfortunately. 

 

Somewhere is also where 

I try the way in the other direction, leaving the lake behind me. A two-man-high entrance 

gate already ends the wide path. Thick, massive steel, decorated with raised vines, which 

will only open to a secret code. "Mas de Reincord" is written in unmistakable squiggly letters 

on the surrounding wall. Where the wall describes a curve on the right hand side, I discover 

a path that leads me along the Mas wall for what feels like a quarter of an hour. When I 

reach a hill, I can see the vast area of the Mas, which ends in pine woods, and in the middle 

of it a tennis court with its own high seat for the referee - so probably a tennis professional 

who trains on the in-house tennis court lives here. Or is this spaciously laid out mas just 

his weekend cottage? Because there is no one to be seen here, no trace of activity. 

The path leads me through a pine forest, bright and friendly, the trees stand light. 

At least half an hour I'm already walking along this path, nobody has met me since I turned 

off the main road towards Lac. I leave the path, the little forest draws me into its spell. I 

want to sit down a little, feel the place. Above me the cicadas are sawing, below me a ground 

covered with thick maquis, in front of me, on the other side of the valley, the raw limestone 

rocks are rising, which already during my whole journey satisfy a piece of wildness in me. 

But the only tree trunk that seems suitable for sitting on is along the slope, and I would 

have to lay it crosswise to sit comfortably. When I lift it up, thousands of thick black beetles 

scatter - and I quickly let it fall again. Now have the hammock under your arm! A beguiling 

thought.  

Get her from the car and stretch out here, between the trees, and spend the night in the 

forest. That, oh, that would be great! I don't have to be afraid of people who scare me away 

for wild camping. No one will find me here, because no one is looking for me.  

I decide to save that thought for a while. I'm still too foreign here. I spent the last night in 

Villeneuve lès Avignon and a violent, cold, stormy mistral made me pull the blanket tightly 

over my head. Is it only today that pleasantly warm here, or is it every day? Only during the 

day or also at night? 

And anyway: Is sleeping in a hammock wild camping? I don't know. Camping has actually 

something to do with camps and the ground? Anyway, it's a pity that the exciting activities 

are always forbidden. Forbidden or unreasonable. Usually both. 

A hammock in a pine grove, that's not everyone's taste. A lot of people love to stay in a hotel 

and let themselves be pampered. I feel spoiled when I am allowed to lie in the warmth of the 

open air. Would that be a business idea? I could accompany people who wish for something 

like that, but don't dare to go alone. Or who don't have the time to make the necessary 

preparations for the unpredictable rigors of nature, let alone have the equipment? 
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A waterfall 

The spectacle at the Jonte gorge, at the Tarn gorge, was overwhelming. It splashed and 

clapped, rushed and sprayed and hissed, took up a lot of space and never stopped doing 

what the waterfall is there for: to carry the river from one level to another, only to let it flow 

on. 

The water doesn't mind that there are stones in its way. It bypasses them without thinking 

about it, it clears its way, and over the centuries, millennia, millennia, it even grinds off 

stones and rocks and makes its way even more pleasant. Naturally, it surrenders to the 

force of gravity 

I have grown tired over the course of my decades. I feel the need within me to take a more 

pleasing path, not to let myself be stopped, to follow my intuition, yes, my destiny, to 

surrender to it - as soon as I only know and feel what I have to do.  

A waterfall just keeps pushing. Don't think about it. Never having to justify yourself is being 

yourself. When the cliff comes, it simply jumps over it and takes debris with it from left and 

right; even when bigger rocks come, it falls further and further and further and makes its 

way. The water cannot do anything else. Its direction is determined by physical conditions, 

it falls down, never backwards. Translated for me this means: Its downward in progress is 

my upward in progress. I, too, want to progress, to develop myself, to be alive and follow my 

destiny upwards.  

I'm 52. Actually, I've already passed the waterfall, the rush hour of life. I have splashed and 

clapped, sprayed, sparkled and splashed, exerted a lot of power in all areas of life, and am 

now probably in a phase of life where the waterfall rises in the valley and from there it re-

sorts itself and flows on in more moderate paths until it finally becomes a calm, leisurely 

flowing river.  

But I don't really like the picture. Temperate, calm. Temperate, calm. Me?  

To work as an outdoor trainer! Such a thing exists! Always be out in nature! Working with 

people on their personal development - overcoming their fears! - Working while the 

unpredictable, often so arbitrary nature is acting on us, that would be fulfilment! That is 

fulfilment! 

I saw something on TV once. Why didn't I think of it before! How outdoor trainers go out into 

the wilderness with groups, and people learn through unusual community tasks to act very 

well in a team, because they can't do the tasks alone, because they have to communicate, 

coordinate, approach each other, help each other or ask for support. If only when people 

want to prepare a meal together in the wilderness - or even in normal nature. What kind of 

interactions that requires! How much meat, how many vegetarians, what equipment can be 

taken, who carries what, what drinks, is there a stream to wash up? Find the way - and find 

your way back. There are many tasks to be agreed upon, unless someone does it all, who is 

paid to organize pack mules or a Unimog. How do I deal with my fellow human being if I 

don't like him? Do I remain polite, or when do I lose my temper and how? Such experiences 

are reflected in the group. It is a group training, but primarily a personality training. Careful 
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reflection makes a lasting impression, and newly learned behaviours can be transferred to 

everyday work.  

Yes, offer team training, I could do that! I want to find out what the requirements are for 

this; there must be training for this work. Always be outside in nature, like here, and give 

other people this joy! A smile lies on my face. 

 

Cross of Merit not included 

"I would like a precise definition of my tasks," I said to Karl-Hubert, "my working hours, and 

what you specifically expect from me as a result. And I would like to be paid for this. Two 

thousand marks, for example."  

"Are you insane! Where am I gonna get that?" 

"You always said I didn't deserve anything. Apparently, I did make quite a bit of money 

working for the Gourmet Trion." 

"You don't deserve anything! Ever!" 

 "Apparently you're short of money now, or you could easily pay me for my, what you call, 

relief work. Apparently, I've made a good living from my work." 

"You made a good living from it, yes, you, living like a maggot in bacon!"  

"Well, I don't look like that. You look like that." 

Of course, I shouldn't have said that about his looks. Yes, he'd grown fat, nearly doubled his 

weight during our marriage. I was so angry. Yeah, I was also angry that he had gotten so fat, 

now it just came out. But my proposal could not be discussed any further. How could I 

make my request understandable? That I needed a budget for our everyday expenses, now 

that the business account and the cash box no longer existed?  

 

At a next attempt, after the Gourmetrion had been sold, I again made him the proposal to be 

paid for my work. It was not the first time that I realised that I could be more sovereign with 

more agreements, that I could achieve more recognition with more independence if we could 

only agree on procedures. 

"For your laziness you want money? Are you crazy?" he reacted angrily. I could remain calm 

and carried out my suggestion.  

"We could define my new workplace, call it family workplace. "And we could define my work 

as well: Six hours a day in the house. This includes tidying up, cleaning, organising 

cupboards, doing the garden, tidying up the cellar, doing the shopping and also, for 

example, buying new towels and new gardening tools or an electric toothbrush or shoes and 

clothes for the children. So that even the not everyday things are included in the time spent. 

Cooking food, spending the odd day or two hours to do so. 

Check homework and practice the musical instruments. “ 

 

Horrified, he drove up. No, such a thing, such menial jobs are only for cheap labour women. 

I, Rosi, am a woman with class!  
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How flattered I was! I was already ready to play the game again. 

But I also didn't really know what class was. Was there at least a definition for it, rules I 

could follow to achieve the desired result "a woman with class"? 

The children grew up alone, that was his attitude, I know that. My wish to at least have a 

nanny again when I go to work is exaggerated. 

What more do I want, after all, I am always dressed super, in Hermès, in Escada, in Bogner, 

sometimes in silk and wild silk, sometimes in fine loden, at least expensive. For that I only 

have to have the children under control, nothing else. With a few employees I could start a 

lucrative business with the knowledge he had taught me. Wouldn't I enjoy a chic house with 

a swimming pool, an open staircase, a rose garden?  

"I'd rather be on the edge of a forest with a big, wild playground," I interjected. 

"Playground"? Meadow? For what? The children can already do a lot! They could go to work 

and play on the playground on weekends. That's enough." 

The rage that used to come up in such places in the past only twitched up as a dull 

drooping of the shoulders. I would never be able to get what I wanted.  

What was wrong with me, I wondered sometimes? Which one of us was crazy? 

To him, I was crazy. To me, he was. But I couldn't get away from him. What would the 

consequences be? I didn't know exactly, but I'm sure it would be terrible. I didn't have the 

courage to do it.  

Soon after that, when I started to do a lot of work to get a paid job and wrote detailed job 

applications for it, I was approached by a male application consultant. He carefully looked 

through my painstakingly written CV, nodded here and there, but at one point he made a 

sceptical face and shook his head. 

"No, you've got to cut that out," he said. "I would delete your children. Children don't belong 

on a resume," he said with full conviction. I flinched inside. I looked at him with disbelief. 

There it was again! To have born and raised four children, that was not worth mentioning? 

So that was not enough to fill in the gaps in your life? How I hated that man! I felt how tears 

suddenly wanted to come up, how my throat closed up and soon I would not be able to say 

anything more, I quickly croaked a "thank you", took my documents, breathed a "goodbye". 

Then, barely outside, I had to cry, I almost sobbed loudly, it shook me violently, no, by no 

means sob loudly!, I could barely avoid that, here in the corridor in front of this ugly door in 

front of this ugly man. I felt like I was being washed. Horror, bewilderment, sadness, 

resignation - and then I felt an irrepressible rage rising. 

To where so much love, passion and life energy had flowed from me over so many years, that 

really seemed to have no value? This man also agreed with Karl-Hubert. Here too I was 

alone with my feelings, with my commitment and also with my apparently worthless vitality. 

So children were raised on the side! You didn't need to take care of them! They had no 

needs, were never hungry or thirsty, never wet their pants, and diapers came into the house 

by themselves! As a baby they never cried, never got sick, never came home dirty from the 

football field, never had sore knees and never needed words of consolation from their mum! 



109 

 

Enrolment at kindergarten, after-school care and school was pure coincidence, and 

homework was done by themselves in all age groups anyway! This person probably also 

thought that these little things were done in a short time, about three weeks! They always 

settled arguments among the siblings alone, and from an early age they put their panties, 

shirts, socks, which they had taken directly from the washing machine for their own 

cleanliness needs, in a dry place in the cupboard where they found everything themselves! 

Never did this person create chaos for four small children, never! Heaving prams into the 

car, strapping on child seats, taking the children to the dentist or to preventive 

appointments at the pediatrician and always having enough to drink and eat! Jealousies 

among the siblings appease, sleepless nights with feverish colds wake up! Children's 

birthdays could be cancelled, and they learned to ride their bikes on the street, where 

passers-by took care of small and bigger falls! 

"I don't believe it, it's unworthy!" I shouted out loud, stamping my foot on the floor.  

Child production, this kind of output was worth nothing! When I was polishing up the child-

per-pair average in this country for several single-child families and probably also for that 

hideous placeholder behind the door! I didn't want any merit cross. I just wanted to see the 

birth of children, having children and bringing up children as an achievement.  

"No," I said out loud, "I'm leaving the kids inside. I'm not changing my resume!" 

 

A lot of money could be nice too 

Putting me down here is not a good solution. Only spiny garrigue spreads over the ground, 

as they say to the shrub heath here - named after a landscape in the southern Cevennes 

Mountains - or pointed, dry pine needles cover the ground. And also the big stones lying 

around here are very angular. So keep walking until you find a more suitable place.  

I climb and climb and climb, can't get out of amazement, different vegetation, different forest 

sounds, different stones on the ground, even the sky above me seems different. The sun 

shines hot, very hot, its light is bright and clear. Barren, wildly formed limestone mountains 

protrude from the woods. Suddenly I am at the summit. From all the tension on the way I 

didn't notice any effort. The path was my goal. 

Up here, the garrigue is not so dense anymore, and under a single pine tree I find a pleasant 

place of shade.  

In front of me lies all around me the vastness of valleys, behind them distant peaks, my eyes 

are allowed to wander far, to collect impressions, see only openness, wild nature, wild rocks, 

unaffected, no limitation limits me, I have plenty of space, free space as a symbol of 

freedom, freedom of the eye and thoughts, as it is, as it is good; as I am, as I am, I am good, 

if only I always do what I love. 

My path is my goal, the knowledge of the day. Have I discovered a need that I can name, 

that I can strive for in the future?  

Yes. 
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Can I direct this need in an orderly fashion so that it can be satisfied again and again? 

Maybe like this: 

What adjectives would friends use to describe me? Colleagues? clients? 

What is important to me, just me?  

In what situations do I feel uncomfortable? 

In which situations do I feel comfortable or even very comfortable? (Oh, there are some!) 

Of course I've had fun at work before. What was I doing? 

What are my values? What makes me different?  

And I'm gushing inside.  

I need something that I can tinker with, that I can create, that something can emerge, where 

I can choose the approach, just not something prefabricated, not routine, preferably 

something different every day. That would be a task, that would be a mission, to find 

solutions every day, to reinvent the wheel every day. 

So is creativity one of my personal values? What else?  

For sure: adventure. Joy of the wilderness. Being a nomad. Family, it has a firm place in my 

heart and mind.  

And besides? What is important to me, then, has to do with me as a person?  

Oh, moving on is important to me, very important, it literally pushes me through the days. 

Experiencing success, overcoming challenges, having to summon up courage, having 

achieved something. Yes. Will my work as an outdoor trainer be able to give me all this? The 

warm wind is caressing my nose. Deeply I breathe in the feeling of freedom. I'm not afraid. I 

am where I am. 

 

Up here on this impressive mountain pleasure in the middle of the Provence, I am 

unexpectedly struck by a groundbreaking statement: Money bugs me. Money has done 

negative things to me. Until now, money has only been associated with things that were 

obligatory. Occupied with listlessness, tasks I don't like to do, have to be done, the main 

thing is to earn money, always be busy. Didn't my mother send me off with the sentence: 

You will hopefully work a little on your journey! Probably she herself has the fear in her 

neck that I could fall back on her in the supply loop. Doing something, always doing 

something and earning money with it, doesn't have to be fun at all, on the contrary, if it's 

fun, it's not work, you don't get paid for it. I need not be surprised if I don't enjoy work! If I 

feel that both work and money are my duty. My mother said work was the only thing that 

kept me alive. Limited, she said, not "mastered".  

There I sit with an outdated belief system in a comfortable, sunny place, I could enjoy, but 

the realization paired with helplessness runs down my back as a shiver. What do I do with it 

now? With me and my negative attitude towards money that I have just uncovered? Such 

fear is deep, I know. How did I go about the Via Ferrata in the Ardèche?  



111 

 

First of all: Acknowledge that it is there, the fear, including discomfort. Don't I finally have 

the time and leisure to dispose of old, obstructive soul junk, just as one cleans out the old 

apartment for a move by furnishing the new apartment in one's mind? 

My new money thinking needs a new address:  

When it comes to making money, I get to be who I am. 

I don't have to bow and scrape to make a living. 

I get to be sociable when I'm making money. 

When making money, if I feel like it, I'm allowed to behave uncivilized. 

I don't need to be comfortable making money. 

I get to be like a wild duck: The duck can't fly far, jerks when he swims, waddles when he 

walks. And yet it is appreciated and recognized as such (not only because it tastes good). 

And I too can fly, swim, walk, depending on my mood, but none of it has to be perfect. As a 

duck I am allowed to be hesitant, until I know what I want - and even until I know what I 

enjoy! 

At work, i.e. when making money, I am allowed to get lost in the details or to be restless, as 

I please.  

When it comes to making money, I could move around all day whenever I wanted. 

I could be a joker, a thinker, a consultant, a street vendor, a teacher, an accountant, a 

climber, an explorer, an artist, a concept writer on the PC. I would be allowed to wander 

around, be idiosyncratic, would not have to orientate myself towards anyone, in other 

words: not bend myself.  

I wouldn't have to constantly check with other people. I wouldn't have to be a team player, 

but I could do it whenever I wanted. I could just do something because I think it's the right 

thing to do. I'd be free to take my time. I wouldn't have to ask for money. I'd be given it 

voluntarily. If only I had a few appointments that put pressure on me ("If there weren't any 

last minute, no work would be finished", Marc Twain already rang a bell). I don't have to do 

others a favour, I do it because I enjoy it. I would gladly give it up. I would give routine work 

to people who would do it for me.  

I don't have to try terribly hard, but I can do it happily. 

Yes, making money is wonderful because I can be free and independent. 

I don't want to follow instructions, but at most I get recommendations. 

Only likeable people I have with me.  

I choose my surroundings according to where I feel very comfortable. 

It is not bad if I get lost, because I have advisors who can advise me on my way. 

But I may also reject good advice from others if it is inappropriate for me: No, I will not do 

so.  

It's not formal, with my moneymaking. 

I don't need to listen to other people's speeches when they bore me (meetings!), I just listen 

as long as I feel like it.  
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When it comes to earning money, an important part of my goal is the path, and I want to 

choose that path myself. My road is not asphalted, but I walk across meadows, and if there 

are large stones on the way, I choose the way all by myself, around or over it, and do not use 

the stone of my predecessor. Unless it is faster, and at that moment speed would be 

important for me.  

I want to be outside in the sunny weather, outside, outside, outside, and when it's bad I'm 

inside. But I want lots of sunny weather! 

I want to pursue my current mood while making money. When I have fun, I feel good stress 

and convey a joyful attitude to life, and everyone enjoys working with me. I want to do my 

work with a happy whistle and be in flow every day.  

Yes, and I want money for that, you hear, dear mom! 

 

While I have given myself free thought in my shadowy place, the desire is formed to climb 

the summit completely and to reach where a little tower can already be seen. The yellow jeep 

standing in front of it now turns out to be the forest and fire police. They take care that 

possible fires are detected immediately and that immediate action can be taken by radio to 

other police stations everywhere. Only now do I realize how dry the soil and plants really 

are. And I realize that it would be dangerous for me to spend the night in a hammock in the 

forest. This makes it easy for me to abandon the idea. And how it smells, like thyme, like 

rosemary! On my next excursion I will take a bag with me to pick some. 

In the evening at half past eight I am back at my beautiful lake in St. Rémy en Provence. To 

stay here in this seclusion would be very appealing - and since there is a small motorhome 

in the meantime on the extensive parking lot, I could also be reassured. Just behind it, the 

spacious paddock that belongs to Mas de Reincord stretches out. I think nothing will 

happen to me here. Calm and secluded, the lake is dreaming away. But it is a reservoir, you 

are not allowed to swim in it. A rider with two dogs passes by. Otherwise, there is absolute 

silence. From time to time some fish spy on the surface, or water spiders run over it. The 

rock in front of me is still brightly illuminated by the sun, it is reflected in the smooth water 

in front of me, also a cave far behind can be recognized. To the left of me limestone, behind 

me limestone, to the right of me forest, it is still bright, daylight. Over the whole lake shore a 

few individual visitors with picnic baskets are scattered. I feel complete peace within me. I 

breathe deeply, very, very deeply. 

 

Monique, where are you? 

Monique was one of the French women with whom I often spent a sociable and 

conversational evening in Ismaning. Meanwhile she wrote a book and Danielle in Vienne 

gave me her own copy to read. I spent another hour browsing through it. I don't know many 

French words, but I still find it exciting, because I can feel the atmosphere. Monique writes 

unmistakably from her own life, from her time after she moved away from Ismaning and 

bought a house in Grenoble with her husband André. The atmosphere of the book depresses 
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me. My daughter Lisa had made friends with her daughter Yvette in Ismaning and visited 

her several times in Grenoble as a teenager.  

The two are still in contact today. But when my Lisa told me about the conflict-ridden 

atmosphere between Yvette's parents, I was surprised - I had admired the international 

orientation of the family so much and didn't want to know anything else.  

Meanwhile, Monique and André are divorced and Monique lives in Marseille, thus not so far 

from here.  

Yeah, I'd like to stop by Monique's, see her again. But I don't want an appointment! I don't 

want an appointment to my free existence! Calculate a time for me where I have to leave, 

where the car has to be packed, prepare the route and maybe put on some nice clothes. Will 

it be enough to book me at short notice, like Danielle in Vienne only a few hours before? 

 

It's half past nine and the sun has set behind the mountains. Still bright, they clearly show 

their contours in the lake, which has absorbed the beginning darkness. 

Behind the forest the moon slowly comes out, mon Dieu, the second half is almost full. It 

seems a lot of time has passed since I've been on tour. In reality the last two weeks seem 

very short to me.  

I don't like to part with my dreamy observations, but I prefer to visit Merkür before it gets 

completely dark, so that I can prepare my sleeping place with enough light. 
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MOUNTAIN NUMBER THREE  
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If the donkey is too well((new right side)) 

If the donkey's too good, he goes on the ice. 

This statement of my father's seems threatening to me. It's a warning. Don't do it! Stay on 

solid ground, child. The things that can happen when you hit a patch of ice, my child. You 

know my weak heart. Then I have to go back to the hospital!  

Have you, Papa, always thought only of your heart, and never of mine? Oh, how quickly 

your hand slipped, and not very gently, if you were not immediately shown obedience! 

Which you seem to have forgotten: You yourself bought me skates when I was 10. And made 

sure that I learned how to skate. Yes, I can move around quite well on ice. Even on the 

bumpy ice of a frozen lake. Maybe I'll fall down - I can get up on my own again, Dad. And of 

course I'm not going skating on thin ice. Not even a donkey would do that! 

 

Mountain hike 

Early in the morning, and I am already standing high above the green lake down there. It 

was difficult for me to recognize the path in the middle of the limestone rocks as such, it 

does not stand out from the landscape in some places. Apparently it does not go higher than 

here, the path already leads down again. My plan had only been to find a nice place to read 

above the lake, to put up the hammock, it was still early in the day, and walking is annoying 

in the midday heat anyway. Today I wanted to try out my still brand-new rucksack, which 

weighs almost three kilos in every imaginable place with its countless side pockets, zippers 

and straps, and I thoughtlessly loaded it with nothing but writing and reading utensils and 

the hammock.  

And now it is surprisingly so overwhelmingly beautiful! Further and further I went, once 

again the way was the goal, and so I landed on top of this mountain. I have the best view 

and overview, the cicadas singing all over the place and sound as if they were in a hurry to 

cut down all the trees, in front of me I see Saint-Rémy-de-Provence, behind me the reservoir 

glistens, there are the paddocks of horses, green slopes, pine forests, pines, pines, pines.  

I feel a little woozy. I am surprised, my circulation is usually stable, but nothing seems to be 

the rule here. Maybe because of the heat, the climate. I'm alone and I'm very careful, I'd 

rather wait another step until I'm safe and clear in my head again, I'd rather not go any 

further, don't take any risks.  

Again I don't have a plastic bag! At least I packed my wilderness knife. Rosemary sticks and 

thyme carpets line the way. I cut generously and quickly overcome my shyness to put the 

dust-dry herbs directly into a free pocket of the sinfully expensive new backpack. Finally it 

is used and I no longer feel it as a show-off backpack. Hm, how it smells, rosemary and 

thyme en masse in the bag. 

In a small remnant title, I left my hiking boots in the car. Why didn't I put them on? 

Because I thought: how embarrassing, clumsy mountain boots in the south of France. But 

they would have been good. Pointed stones poking through the soles of my sneakers. I bend 
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slightly on the irregular limestone gradations. Once again I thought: mountain boots! What 

do people think!  

The next moment I realize: no people here. 

 

On the road with Reinhold Messner 

Again, I am attracted by the offside path, because it seems so wonderfully rocky in contrast 

to the cleanly gravelled main path. It seems to lead to a secondary summit, so: let's go up. 

But it soon turns out to be steep and unsecured at a height that makes me respect those 

who are not free from giddiness, especially as it seems to be quite slippery and offers no 

ledges to hold on to.  

It would be fun. I could just leave the bulky rucksack under a tree, who would come by and 

take it?  

But don't I want to finally practice going into the mountains with a backpack that pulls me 

down so frighteningly, so that I can finally go on multi-day hikes alone? So I must proceed 

differently. Just wanting to have fun all the time - that's where I get stuck in everyday life. I 

want more. Yes, I am starting to climb. It gets steeper towards the summit. Help! I won't 

make it, dizziness pulls me down. I better turn back. Only three steps later I think of a 

lecture by Reinhold Messner. He said: "Face this limit situation and think of a way to make 

it to the top." Of course. That's how I do it. Again I turn to the summit. I look around 

carefully. Suddenly I realize clearly that further to the left over there, an ascent seems quite 

possible. Is it dangerous? It might be dangerous. I will walk so slowly that the heat will not 

cause dizziness. I will consider my rucksack with every step. I will walk so that I feel safe. 

Who is urging me to hurry? 

What a feeling! Pride and great satisfaction have stretched my posture. When I descend, I 

will walk with my back to the mountain, despite all the steepness, so I can see what is in 

front of me, my backpack will pull me forward, not down. 

All these solutions came to me only when I was already in a dangerous situation, I could not 

plan anything beforehand. Risk is always a game with strangers. You can estimate it a little 

bit, but there is still a piece of danger left. Someone with even less experience than me 

would not have considered the risk of straying from the path. My personal fear factors are 

defined by my situation: dizziness, unknown area, alone here, away from the path, can slip, 

can fall down, nobody is looking for you and rescues you. On the other hand, for a real 

mountain freak, what for me is a - after all, already estimable - challenge would have been 

everyday stuff. In no time he would have been on top, bored, would not have had to think 

about it at all. A danger, a risk is something very individual. 

Very happily I treat myself to a crushed banana when I arrive at the bottom of the 

mountain. 

 

Freedom, here I come! 

Why is this coach from Germany parked there? 
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Shortly after looking around the corner, after the tourists, there is the famous mausoleum of 

Glanum to gaze at, as I can inconspicuously listen to the explanations of the German guided 

tour. As I already want to start my way back, I see the people crossing the street and flock 

with their guide in front of small boards. I follow them - and at a stroke I am thrilled: this is 

where the Van Gogh Path runs, which leads around the Saint-Paul-de-Mausole Clinic in 

front of us, where the artist was treated in the last years of his life. Some of his drawings 

and paintings are placed along this path in the position where they were created, with 

detailed explanations of how and when he painted them. Since then, other buildings have 

been built which are not to be seen in his paintings. And how high the trees have grown in 

the meantime! 

The explanations on the boards are in French and in English. I first read one in French, 

then the English, and I take an infinite amount of time to translate the vocabulary back and 

forth in the two languages. I really enjoy dealing with these objects and learning the 

language at the same time. Many filler words that I had forgotten in French, but which 

occur so frequently in everyday life, such as pourtant, à la fois, tandis que, telque, I no 

longer knew, and I fetched them from English. Having time for such gimmicks - what an 

experience. Would I have let myself be pushed by the presence of an accompanying person? 

Of course! I would not have had the courage from the start to say: I would like to read these 

boards for another hour. Let the other person wait? How unpleasant! So I could never have 

noticed how much I enjoy pausing and reading and translating. Yes, I have discovered a 

need again. Mine. Only mine.  

Two hours ago it was sunnier, but also muggier. The sky is now heavily overcast, which 

gives my further hiking trail a pleasant cooling. Accompanied by the incessant sawing of the 

Cigales. 

Frank and dreaming freely and easily in front of me, I walk on with open senses along the 

given path. Suddenly it ends in steep rocks. I am confronted with a very high rusty ladder, 

which is attached exactly vertically to the rock with rusty clamps. Is this the end of my so 

far so successful exploration tour? I feel queasy when I look up: After the ledge where it 

leads, there is another ladder, also at least eight to ten metres high. I try five or six rungs 

and feel: impossible with a rucksack. And again the Reinhold Messner saying: "Face this 

borderline situation and think of a way to make it to the top. As if this saying were a magic 

formula, the solution comes to mind: I have packed several slings and carabiners in my 

backpack with the hammock.  

 

I climb down my few rungs again, and again I apply the principle I learned earlier: Take time 

for your fun! Yes, I will take a lot of time! I am trying hard to construct a via ferrata set. Tie 

two parallel webbing slings around my hips in such a way that nothing on me can get 

squashed, concentrate on making sure that the webbing slings don't get tangled, take time 

for careful work, I make sure, as I learned in the German Alpine Club's quick course, that 

the webbing sling seams are not at the knots and that no tape is twisted at the knot. I tie a 
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double figure-of-eight knot in which I can hook a carabiner to shimmy up the ladder, always 

a well-behaved carabiner on the rung, one to latch onto the next available rung. Curiosity 

drives me, I want to go up there, yes, I want to look at everything up there too! This time I 

put the hindering backpack down at the bottom of the ladder. Nobody will take it away. 

Even here hikers are not a lush species. With the slow, very inwardly listening approach, 

tried and tested in the Ardèche, I manage strut by strut not to let my fear of the dizzying 

height affect me and to get up to the top.  

Step by step I enter my fear again, patiently I ask her: What do you want to tell me? Do I 

really need you here? Are you meaningful, or are you just a remnant from times I have long 

outgrown? It's all very simple, I realize: the trick is to take my time. With every rung I climb, 

I look up, and then I look down. Slowly, even slower than the earth turns, I move away from 

the solid ground. Again and again I observe and ask myself: How am I doing on this step, 

how do I feel at this point, can I make it a little further, how shaky are my knees. I would 

never be able to work my way up this ladder if other people were to push behind me, they 

would certainly have been impatient by now - or would have wanted to teach me a lesson. 

Still a bit further. Looking down. Quite deep already. The further I climb, the more overview 

I get of the entire depth down to the valley.  

At every single step I stop. I need the time to get used to the view of the valley. With this 

slow habituation I don't feel it as bad anymore. So I can still manage to climb a little higher. 

I also manage to climb the second staircase even slower than a snail in this way. 

On the upper platform a railing now guides me further. I see spectacular caves opening up, 

excitingly weathered limestone rock arches arching, exciting niches and passages attracting 

me, that's where I have to go! But I do not have to climb through caves, do I? Completely 

spellbound, I shimmy under a rock arch. That's where the railing stops, although it 

suddenly goes steeply down. There are only hooks in the wall, in which I can only hang a 

finger, at head height, at a distance of two metres, but not my self-made via ferrata set, it is 

too short. Damned curiosity. She pushes me, she pulls me on, threatening undertow pulls 

at me. I am dying to know what is going on up there!  

But a glance into the depths says: Stop! I can't make it! 

That's where my hunger for experience comes in: try out your newly learned strategy! 

Take the time to go into fear, to think: What can happen, can you do it? If not, you can go 

back at any point. You only go as far as you can. And if you don't, that's fine. No pressure, 

no need to prove anything to anyone. There's nobody here anyway. Just you. Just you. Do 

it. Come on, let's go. 

And then I put a carabiner into the hook, into which I put a short knotted webbing sling, in 

which I can support myself with one hand and look around the next bend. Where I can see 

that the further way is without danger. 

 

Terrifying sounds 
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What was that sound? What was that snorting back there? Relatively quiet at first, but 

clearly audible. So what? My past successes drive me on. 

 The same sound now but again, louder. Then again. So loud that I was startled and drove 

together. A snort like a horse. In this inaccessible area? It can't be. Then what? It must be a 

larger being, but what? Bear, wolf, lynx, unfiltered, I can think of any large animal. If only I 

had inquired before! I can not think of any that snort. My imagination runs on unchecked. 

Tiger, lion, rhino? Or there in the cave, on the other side of the rock face, a huge carrot with 

a long stick? Maybe a woodchuck that's waiting for me? As fast as I can, I surrender to my 

panic, I hang myself back, down my ladder, just don't look back, then the second ladder, 

always neat, but always in a hurry, I hang my via ferrata carabiners in and out and in and 

out, how fast it suddenly goes, I don't care about the depth, a new fear overshadows the 

previous one, the main thing is to survive, almost there, there he is, my rucksack, ground 

under my feet! 

Carefully I check the surroundings to see if anyone has followed me. Nobody there, not 

human, not animal, just me, all alone, me and my backpack. Relieved and amazed at 

myself, I breathe a sigh of relief. Proud to have kept my nerves. Nothing happened, I took 

care of myself, coped well with a panic situation. Breathe deeply again, arms raised, stretch 

strongly, relaxation! All for nothing? 

Now I can also consciously enjoy the view up here, silently admiring the limestone rocks 

that show exciting cavities on the right, left, above and below me, imaginatively shaped by 

wind, weather and water. 

There I also recognize a fork on the hiking trail, which I had not seen before. One path leads 

comfortably along the valley, I could have taken it. But I would have missed a thrilling 

adventure, a tingling experience, which has once again strengthened my self-confidence - 

and confirmed my decision: Yes, I'll go. Alone. With Merkür. To the South of France. 

 

A couple bursts into my thinking, hurries up the path, approaches the ladder.  

Wordlessly they overtake me. The young woman is afraid to climb up. The man is already 

climbing a bit ahead of her, but it is not all that bad, he says, to give her courage. I'm 

already attached to them, I'm already running after them, no longer paying attention to my 

path, not to the direction, I don't need to decide for myself what they can do, I can do it, and 

I become a follower: I'm already inattentive and dispassionate again, but also reassured: it's 

a way to get over my fear. In other words, the same, already tried and tested path over the 

ladders once again.  

"Why is there no fire police posted here," I ask them. 

They cut short, then the young man asks back: 

"They're German, aren't they?" Both smiling at me. 

"Yes, I can hear that right away," I grin back. 

"The accent, every nationality has its accent. Well, the fire protection is a sophisticated 

security system," he then replies. "You watch from the top of the mountain, in the plain and 
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from the air and you quickly short-circuit, so that the fire-fighting planes that swallow the 

water from the sea quickly get the location and know where to fly it to." 

I thank you and concentrate again on the ascent. 

This time I took my backpack with me. We come to a place where I see another vertical 

ladder attached - but this time on an extremely steep and exposed spot far down into the 

valley. I would not have been able to climb it on my own - but I would not have experienced 

the trigger of my panic.  

The young man takes the ladder with the signpost "Belvedere". I experience a grandiose view 

of the surrounding mountains and valleys - and also the resolution of my wild animal 

fantasy: there he squats, thoughtfully, quite calmly, a gigantic old billy goat, at the very 

back of this exposed rock, his full-grown horns stretched far up, his gaze hurling scorn at 

us weighing tons and speaking volumes: What we imagine, to show up here at his vantage 

point, where he wanted to enjoy the coming evening in complete silence, without 

registration! And he confirms this visible displeasure with a horrible snort that shocks my 

marrow and bone, which I already know. 

 

Wilderness Lust 

I am overwhelmed by this beauty! The view over the white, jagged karst mountains, brightly 

illuminated by the sun, makes me feel in contemplative awe. The couple is already gone 

again. Spend the night here? Looking down on the world with the setting sun, experiencing 

a silent adventure par excellence? Shall I? 

I am hindered by the ignorance of how to deal with normal physical needs: Where do I get 

water, how do I warm myself when it gets really cold up here at night? I am a complete 

beginner when it comes to adventure. Desk jockey. Addicted to civilization.  

My civilized clock reads just before five. And scares me. Because when I look at the area, I 

realize that I have climbed two mountain slopes today, and whatever shortcuts I might take: 

In any case, I have to go all the way down into the valley, cross the road and go up and 

down a ridge before I can go back down again and reach my lakeshore, Merkür, which I 

would like to have around me tonight. 

This reflection rushes me out of my contemplation and down the path ahead of me. How 

could I do this as quickly as possible? I don't know if I will always find a direction on the 

way. Every small elevation can block my view of my direction and make me make the wrong 

decision at forks in the path. On some of them there are signs - but the destinations 

indicated on them all tell me nothing. It is still terribly hot. Why did I only take so little 

water with me! Many a hiker has died horribly in the mountains because he was 

dehydrated! No one would find me here by chance, let alone look for me! 

When I notice the road from a hilltop down below, there is nothing stopping me on the way, 

and I stomp under trees, the forest floor is soothingly soft, then on over garrigue or maccha 

slopes, through macchia or garrigue bushes, I don't care what they are called, the main 

thing is to face the road. On the opposite side of the mountain I see a path meandering 
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along, and I head for it. How I have luck again! It leads me through a hollow, so that I don't 

have to climb all the way up the ridge to cross it. Some time later I am on the other side of 

the hollow, and there I am standing high above a horse pasture, and the joyful thought 

comes to me: "Are those my castle horses from the tennis players' house? Yes, a little further 

on there is already the lake in front of me, my lake! 

Oh, so beautiful it looks, how it makes me happy, my lake. I found it! Sense of direction, 

welcome! 

 

No time for love 

Karl-Hubert and I were young, we had a lot of energy and ambition to make the most of 

Christmas and the demand for our products, which we selected with love and expertise. 

With the increased turnover we were able to bridge some lean months of the year.  

Our four small children had to miss us during the busy Christmas season. No mum, no dad 

to accompany them to the St. Nicholas celebration in the kindergarten or to the school 

Christmas party, let alone to participate in handicraft evenings. After all, Karl-Hubert 

managed to gain the grace of the kindergarten teachers, who were annoyed because they 

often had to wait for us at the end of work, because we regularly - over the years - let our 

children be the last to wait for pick-up - because just around 5 p.m., when they were 

supposed to be picked up, the shop was full of impatient customers, I supported Karin, our 

permanently employed saleswoman, who in turn would be annoyed if she had to work off all 

these customers on her own just then. At least Karl-Hubert managed to win over the 

kindergarten teachers for us at the St. Martin's parade, at least, by having the children and 

parents join in on an additional handicraft evening - with parents, of course, but without us! 

- He set up large copper kettles on large gas cookers and welcomed the returning parents 

and children with the steaming mulled wine and children's punch he had prepared himself. 

With this the teachers were reconciled with us again.  

Because our children had to experience a really deprived time in this pre-Christmas period, 

we thought of them on Christmas Eve with all the greater gifts. There was the extra large 

Lego crane for Dominik and the extra large Playmobil excavator for Markus, the extra large 

Käthe Kruse doll for Lisa and the extra beautiful rocking horse for little Raffael. Later, when 

the children were older, they got the best BMX bike on the market, the newest and biggest 

model of the Kettcar, the big Carrera track with selected accessories, the newest computer 

with the dewy games, the shop in XXL, the biggest possible cuddly toy. 

We had got up at 4am on Christmas Eve to be in the shop at 5am on time, where the full-

time staff and all five of our temporary employees who were deployed throughout the year 

had already arrived to process the numerous advance orders from customers. This saved 

them long queues on a day when we served 500 customers in our small shop on that one 

day instead of the 100 customers who shopped on every good day of sales during the year 

with our special range of goods. However, due to the space constraints described above, it 

was not possible to install another slicing machine for the many times 200 g Parma ham, 
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Bündner Fleisch, San Daniele ham, Westphalian and Black Forest ham. Our wonderful and 

hard-working sales staff cut these between four and seven in the morning, because at seven 

the first customers came and wanted exactly that: Ham, very finely sliced, please. Cold cuts 

treated with nitrogen and welded in plastic and available in all supermarkets - that had not 

yet been invented. Admittedly, there was also a lot of plastic...  

And the cheese. The pretty Ziegentaler from France, yes, those, please packed separately for 

my mother, shrimp cocktail in the pound cup (not as usual, under the year, in 100 g 

portions), which meant that he always wanted to be refilled for the next customers, just do 

not show any gap, yes, there is everything in abundance, sales, sales, sales ...  

But this Christmas Eve would be the last day in a long chain of extremely exhausting days. 

With this awareness, we all got up early that morning, and with that we radiated a great, 

peaceful joy. A similar aura of the special surrounded our customers. They were ready to 

join a queue very early in the morning, which stretched far out of our shop door into the 

slowly brightening pedestrian zone in front of our store. There, where Karl-Hubert was 

already standing under the widely extended awning with many attractively laid out sides of 

smoked salmon, prepared to cut open 200 g of it fresh in front of one customer's eyes for 

one customer and 500 g for the other. And because he didn't have a scale out there, on this 

special day there were always allowed 100 grams more of the expensive salmon. 

I had brought the big family Advent wreath from home and sacrificed the valuable space on 

the bistro table in the shop for it, and as soon as I came in, at five o'clock in the morning, I 

lit all four candles. I felt solemn. Only a few more hours. Because we wanted to stay open 

until twelve o'clock, this was our announcement to the customers and our sales assistants. 

After all, they still had to reckon with two extra hours of cleaning and tidying up before they 

too could go home to their families for Christmas Eve.  

In fact, the flow of customers ebbed away after five hours of intensive sales. But as we could 

not lock the door, as there were also sales stations outside and the elements had to be 

cleaned and stowed away again, it could not be avoided that between the stacked boxes with 

cheeses, hams, sausages and traiteur salads that had to be removed and put into stackable 

plastic bowls with lids, there were still customers who begged to be answered quickly, as 

they thought we would be open until 2 p.m. 

And then our employees showed great speed when they brought the goods, which had been 

filled and displayed from the cellar until the end even for the last customer, into the 

transport boxes with the sack truck to the cold store in the cellar. And then to our 

dishwasher and cleaning lady, who had arrived at half past eleven, the fifteen empty 

Hutschenreuther onion pattern bowls and salad spoons, the emptied large serving platters, 

presentation boards made of wood and slate, the arm-length and hand-wide cutting boards, 

the long and short strong butcher's knives, the leaves of the slicers, the salmon boards and 

the overlong salmon knives, everything, everything had been used until the very last 

moment that day, to finally hand over all this in the small washroom to the last rinse. 
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A warm farewell to our helpers. This joint effort and task had united us all once again in a 

special way. Another bottle of additional champagne for the festive evening was given to 

each of us. "Thank you, we'll do the rest ourselves", then, at 2 pm, when they let their 

indignation be felt. Yes, they were going home. For their Christmas Eve. 

The Allianz man, as we called him because as sales manager for his company he often 

bought very generous customer gifts from us during the year, was a very good customer and 

came every Saturday at eleven o'clock with his wife. This was also the case on Christmas 

Eve. There he was invited by Karl-Hubert to a glass of champagne and to another one and 

another one. He enjoyed watching the great hustle and bustle in this shop, the pull he 

exerted, and then, at about twelve o'clock, when we all wanted to clean up with the last 

ounce of energy, he made a great gesture and had his holiday menu for the coming holidays 

personally put together by the boss and boss himself, unaffected by his wife's admonitions 

"Come on, they want to clean up and go home, they have children and families at home! 

The cat lady, that's how we called her, because she always bought the good carpenter liver 

sausage and 100 g of the good smoked salmon for her three cats, who could not buy any 

more by herself because of her age, had reordered by telephone at twelve o'clock. If we 

couldn't bring it up to her quickly, she couldn't go herself any more. But of course! I brought 

her the parcel at 4 pm after all the tidying up work that was left for us at the end, listened to 

me, that her favourite cat had vomited tonight and she didn't know what would happen to 

her over the holidays, I interrupted her abruptly, I wanted to go home, only home, to my 

children, to my Christmas Eve, even if she was a dear customer for us.  

The leftovers in the counter that we knew would not survive the next two days of the closed 

shop? Came into our S-class, which Karl-Hubert had already driven into the pedestrian 

zone at 1 pm. Why S-Class? Whether for reasons of representation or because one needed 

compensation for one's suffering during all the self- and constant work - in their large trunk 

and on the black leather back seats, at any rate, a hodgepodge of a few Barbarian ducks, 

several quails, the guinea fowl, the remaining half grey goose, the last shreds of ham piled 

up, which had not been sold out any more, the last remains of the Büsum crabs, the cold 

water shrimps and the shrimp salads, the single remaining pieces of cheese, which also the 

employees could not use any more, because they were also allowed to pack up what they 

could still need from the leftovers - this and much more ended up in our kitchen at home 

around 5 pm. Where Karl-Hubert quickly saw to it that the delicate meat was marinated for 

preservation or, if it was likely to survive, pressed directly into the kitchen refrigerator; Karl-

Hubert's twelve to eighteen-member relatives, who regularly came to us on Boxing Day, 

could be supplied with it until the end. On the first holiday we were always invited with our 

children and my brothers and sisters, who were prepared in a neat and groomed manner, to 

the goose, which my mother prepared in the traditional manner with home-made raw potato 

dumplings. To pick up the presents there was of course important for the children.  

Home on Christmas Eve at last! No, not to take a break, not to allow relaxation after the 

tension, not to lie down, Karl-Hubert and I would have fallen asleep immediately and could 
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not be woken up again. So we made ourselves yet and yet and yet another strong coffee from 

the new, tax-deductible Gastro-Saeco at the push of a button, and then I began to decorate 

the living room with the fir branches that our older children had meanwhile taken over from 

the wooden hut where we had sold plenty of mulled wine and bratwurst every weekend 

during the Advent market in the pedestrian zone. Of course, the children also had other 

larger and smaller tasks to fulfil in the shop. And at home? Did they mainly have the task of 

not arguing, not shouting at each other, not hitting each other. For they too were stretched 

from the state of emergency of the pre-Christmas period in our Gourmetrion to the pain 

threshold. Where other parents lit candles, told stories or read aloud to their children in a 

cosy atmosphere at dusk, their parents were busy working, planning, discussing, cooking 

roasts, baking for the shop, designing several dozen gift baskets until midnight, or preparing 

and following up company celebrations or delivering cold buffets.  

So after the car had been unloaded and its contents had been stored in a cool place, after 

not only the shop but now also the house had been decorated, the children's presents could 

be wrapped - or, when it was 8 p.m. and I had not yet eaten and still no presents were in 

sight, my hands began to tremble, I simply threw a blanket over the presents to hide them 

from the curious eyes of the children. At the most beautiful moment, the recitation of the 

children's poems, which they had rehearsed so laboriously without the help of mum and 

dad, I struggled to sleep. And an hour later Karl-Hubert and I had fallen asleep on the living 

room couch, in blissful Christmas rest. While the children, after they had tested the new 

toys enough, watched "Jaws" in the TV room into Christmas night, as the distraught little 

Raphael confided in me the next day - I'm not allowed to tell you, Markus told me. 

 

Day of the campsite 

The bed is already made, Merkür is spotlessly clean, my clothes tidy, teeth brushed, the 

deodorant used. The notebook is stowed away and protected from tempting access from 

outside. The cash I fetched the day before yesterday at the cash machine I distributed under 

Merkür's wings in such a way that thieves at least would not have an easy job. I also had 

breakfast at eight o'clock this morning. I drive back to Lac de Peïroou because I left my 

bikini and towel at the lake. Yes, I washed off my sweat yesterday despite the bathing ban. 

And my bathing suit was in the same place.  

My nightly sleeping place at a road, next to two motorhomes, had proved to be a good one, I 

felt safe. At the lake below I would have been afraid, because last evening I stood alone in 

the valley, surrounded by rocks, lake and a large parking lot; the thought of spending the 

night there all alone was scary to me. Because, in case of emergency: How to escape in case 

of forest fire? Hunt Merkür over the bumpy forest paths, which were hardly visible at night, 

until the asphalt road? No. Several strangers passed by, as joggers, as riders, as walkers - 

did I know what kind of temperament these people were? Whether perhaps an insane 

person or a madman was there, or a group of young people wanted to get drunk at the lake? 

I would always have flinched in Merkür, so alone as soon as a car parked there, as soon as I 
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heard footsteps, as soon as a puppy barked. I would always have had the thought: hopefully 

no one would notice that I, a woman, was lying alone in the car and my back door was just 

leaning against the back. 

 

I'm in a very good mood. Today I'm going to have a day in the shade. A little reading, a little 

feet up. What a great day yesterday! Maybe I'll go to the mountains again tomorrow? 

Because today, today is the day of the campsite. The mobile phone battery is empty, I must 

have overloaded the current converter in the cigarette lighter, it doesn't work anymore. I 

have to check my emails. If there is an inquiry or even an order, maybe once again from 

Sanofi-Aventis, I could arrange something today, Thursday. Tomorrow, Friday, it would 

already be late in the week - then it could already be a problem to get another task in. 

 

Guarantee Camping site 

When I parked my car on the campground here in Maussane, I breathed a deep breath 

again: mine. Finally saved. But nowhere have I really spent the night outdoors, in the 

wilderness, always at Merkür. Being free? And also free? Behave yourself! Okay, so the plan 

for today is behave.  

My pitch, like the other pitches, is surrounded by an opaque hornbeam hedge, the sockets 

of my cable drum are equipped with mobile phone, notebook, Kindle, cool box; I set up my 

folding table to transfer my travel notes into the notebook. I feel safe and secure. Have paid 

for it. That is how it should be.  

The sun has set, it is already just before dark. A little animal is scurrying across my plot 

under my car. A rat maybe? It happens. I think only briefly of the red-bosomed marten on 

Mont Aigoual, which has nibbled at my cablage, and continue typing in my notebook. 

What's touching my foot? When I lift my foot, the little animal runs into the bushes. What 

puzzles me is that it came from a different direction than where it disappeared to before. 

That means there is a second animal. A horror seizes me. I put my feet on the cable reel and 

stick to my notes. But it doesn't take long, there's a rustling in the hornbeam bushes. I get 

up and look carefully in the hedge. Another little animal is sitting there, not a rat, but rather 

a big mouse, probably a very special kind of southern mouse? Do they bite? Are they 

poisonous? How many of them live in my hedge? Do they chew on my cable or even my 

tyres? My sense of security is beginning to be relativized, I am developing escape thoughts, a 

camping site does not seem to be the truth at the end, my wild accommodations were much 

better! A camping site offers electricity and showers, nothing more. 

A hearty yawn accompanies my thoughts. I want to go to sleep - but something is still 

holding me back. Up to now, on my game grounds, every evening my open back door 

frightened me because I was claustrophobic. During the last days on my wild pitches I could 

overcome myself to leave both wing doors open because of the great heat. My fear had 

decreased, nothing happened. And today? Do I suddenly ask myself on such an official 

sleeping place like this whether I can leave my door open here? Or if the mice can jump into 
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my car these two metres from the bush? Or, when they go round Mercury, climb half a 

meter from the ground? Climbing in my door, climbing up to my ... Uahhh, the thought 

disgusts me. Big rat-sized mice - uahhh. Uahh. 

During the night, heavy dreams depressed me, and in the dawn I woke up several times, 

because in the silence of the night it rustled around me again. It shook me with horror. The 

small rats, the big mice! I wrapped my sleeping bag protectively around me and pulled the 

zipper up to my neck, although I had previously used it here in the warm south, unfolded 

like a blanket, and I leaned against the rear doors, although I would have liked to keep them 

open in the shelter of the campsite because of the pleasant air.  

Far before seven I woke up because I had become too warm. The twilight is long gone, and 

it's quiet in the bushes. A beautiful morning has already begun, the sky is clear, the sun is 

pleasantly warm, but not yet hot. 

Unhindered by scurrying creatures I can now have breakfast and: shower in extensive 

luxury. With running, warm tap water, with shower gel and with hair shampoo, mmh! 

Civilization! 

At the cash register I notice a surprised deep sigh of relief. My camping site was not at all as 

much of a relief for me as I had imagined. My life on the road is now familiar to me, I feel 

very comfortable with it. I know which utensils I have in which box, and if I need something, 

I find it with a single grip. Suddenly everything is different at the camping site, more 

complicated, I have to reorganize myself, arrange myself with guidelines, if only to carry 

toothbrush, -cup and towel and shower gel and shampoo and cream to the washroom. 

Several times I have forgotten to take something with me. And that's not all: I have to 

"behave", be considerate, I am being watched by my neighbours. Being free is something 

else. 

 

Click on Errors 

I wait for a cosy afternoon until the heat subsides a little bit before I start my trip. Because I 

have decided to visit Gisèle, the cultural advisor who invited me to an event in Avignon at 

the neighbouring table, and I am on my way to Toulon, to the Mediterranean Sea. I'm in a 

very good mood because I'm looking forward to it, but at the same time I'm curious about 

how I'm going to proceed and what I'll find.  

Even if I get tired of driving so much.  

When I consider that I visit my friend Beate, who lives in Memmingen, from Munich only 

once or twice a year, because the hundred and twenty kilometres to her are too far for me, 

and that I don't visit my sister, who lives a hundred and eighty kilometres away, more often. 

But here: To see something interesting, I drive a hundred kilometers on a whim without 

thinking about it: I want to see it right now! And the same hundred kilometres back again, 

to at least roughly keep to my travel plan.  

I came to Provence without much previous knowledge. What I knew: popular holiday region; 

three hundred days of sunshine per year; lavender fields; and those pretty houses you know 
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from postcards and from home furnishing books. And, of course, that a lot of wine is grown 

here, that a lot of Rosé de Provence is drunk, which I sold in these typical, elegant carafe 

shaped, colourless-transparent bottles at Gourmetrion. What I did not know: that here in 

the south there is a mountain range of its own, the Alpilles, a neat, cute limestone chain. 

On my route they accompany me on the left side. They are no longer the extreme formations 

I experienced in the north of the Cévennes, according to the map they are only up to five 

hundred metres high, and yet they clearly rise, because after all I am at about sea level. 

What I like: white, bare rocks, rugged, full of character, sunny, funny dabbed with green 

crawling pine tufts.  

I am already on the last part of the Autoroute 50 before it turns off to Toulon. The next town 

on the route must already be on the sea. And that's where I'll be. The sea! Just like that, 

girl, by the sea. How wonderful life is! And I can already see the silhouette. Wow, what big 

skyscrapers!, I'm amazed. So many of them. It's got to be at least 30 miles to Toulon.  

And then suddenly the familiar click in the head. I hadn't suspected a thing, in my happy 

mood. This is not the route to Toulon. I'm in Marseilles. And shocked. My hands cramp at 

the steering wheel, suddenly they get wet. My heart is racing. 

I had been so proud earlier because I had made a plan of which motorway I had to take at 

which junction; because I had noted down the exit at the junction, and I had been so sure 

that I was right. The sign at the junction clearly indicated the A50. 

Soon after the first exit there is a petrol station. I buy a 100,000 ticket "Provence". I like the 

man at the cash register, he looks well-groomed in a sympathetic way, slim stature, black 

hair, blue eyes; extremely charming he explains the way to me in clearly understandable 

French, completely without the Midi dialect, which is so difficult to understand, as I come to 

the motorway. Straight ahead, then left, then always follow the blue signs, he says, while I 

become noticeably more relaxed, because I can always answer him with an understandable 

"Oui". Not so bad, this Marseille, I think to myself. Such nice people!, I conclude, reassuring 

myself, from one person to all. Never would I have chosen Marseilles by myself! Pirate city, 

criminal gangs, drug trafficking, human trafficking and even trafficking in girls was 

something I had in mind from time immemorial. What fears I would have had if I had 

consciously entered Marseille. No, in other words: I would not have driven at all. 

 

By consulting the new map with its big overviews in the car, I recognize that I missed a tiny 

additional swerve of the motorway that just led me to Marseille - but my direction would 

have been Toulon.  

 

Never mind. I'm already back in a good mood. Because I know what I've decided to do. I've 

decided to try. Not much planning. And with that, a lot of trial and error and chaos here and 

there. If I had to think about all my wishes and ideas first, and work them out and structure 

them and scout out and pre-organize them and then have Plan B ready - my lifetime was 

not enough! You just don't have to know everything in advance. I have no regrets about 
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having made this "mistake". What is reality? Reason? The most beautiful things are always 

the unreasonable ones. And I also learn that I don't always have to know what I want, what 

my needs are, what I should aim for. Some things take care of themselves, and that's good 

too. 

 

With the clear description of the Marseiller from the gas station I clearly land on the right 

highway.  

Completely relaxed and thoughtless and carefree I drive along the motorway, still busy with 

my involuntary Marseille experience - when on a mountaintop a loud cry of surprise escapes 

me: In front of me, in full view, lies the big, wide azure blue sea, sea, sea, sea, from left to 

right, shining, flashing, glistening, shimmering, shimmering. Far to the left over there 

decorated by rocks, far to the right also reaching to rocks, in between up to the horizon only 

sea, glittering, blue, infinite sea. I would like to throw up my arms to cheer, but I'd rather 

hold the wheel. For several kilometres, the motorway route gives me a fantastic view of this 

photo wallpaper: mountains and sea and sun, all at once in the most lush beauty.  

Yes, it will be good with Gisèle! And Toulon is already signposted.  

But today, after the Marseille shock, I do not want to go again to a foreign city and the day 

is already advanced. I will get off the motorway and build myself at the small coastal places 

and will surely get into the sea today! After all, I am at the Côte d'Azur! I would have located 

it further to the west, Nizza and Saint Tropez and so on, but my view into the map earlier on 

taught me: it officially already starts at Marseille. My dear Cote d'Azur, I am here! 

 

Money eaters - always good for a surprise 

I'm leaving at Saint-Cyr-sur-Mer. Carefree I reach the toll station and wonder why I have to 

pick up a card again at the end of my route. But no, here I don't have to take a card but pay 

directly. I don't want to waste any more time asking why, because a car might come behind 

me and honk at me impatiently. "Pay either with a toll credit card or coins," I read. I don't 

have a toll cash card. "Payez 2 euros aux pièces," the digital display blinks at me 

relentlessly. She wants me to give her a 2 Euro piece. Damn it, there's no slot in the 

machine! Impatiently, I press several times on all the buttons that are there. Nervously I 

look in the rear view mirror, fortunately no one comes behind me. Once again I press all the 

buttons. The French! Can't they... 

When I look back - I had gone half a meter too far forward - I discover a huge brass bowl 

embedded in the system, the kind that would look very good in my bathroom at home. 

Instead of the water drain at the bottom of the bowl, an open throat yawns at me. This one 

wants to take my coin, the arrow tells me. Amused, I throw in my two euro piece and watch 

spellbound as the satisfied hunger of the brass dragon causes the barrier to open.  

 

How beautiful is the landscape here! Richly tall, uniform palms; large-flowered, colourful 

cacti; orchids with many leaves in abundance. What makes such a noise in the background 
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is the sea. I follow this noise and leave Merkür at the side of the road, tuck my bikini and 

towel under my arm and walk across the hot sand, and wonderful! Violently it throws its 

waves onto the beach. A single sparkle in the hot sun until the horizon, only a few steps 

more, and I can already taste the salty water on my lips - the extended swimming gets my 

thoughts going: Why not visit Monique after all? Almost right around the corner! Marseille is 

not that bad at all... 

On the way I had by chance - or no!, of course, thanks to my now pronounced intuition - 

already looked at a favourable spot and got the impression that it could offer me an 

undamaged night. So I don't need to worry about that yet, but can stay on the beach for 

hours. That is what I do. See you in the evening. It is half past nine and still well light, 

probably another half hour. I stroll along the shore through the warm southern air and 

enjoy the many people who are still walking on the beach. Large families are sitting on the 

ground, on cloths that look like simple white sheets. There they sit, with plenty of baguettes, 

with their food, cheese and cakes brought in cooler bags, drinking their wine. Also the 

restaurants at the beach are well visited, the atmosphere is good - but I have to get loose 

and go to bed, i.e. to Merkür, and get ready with him in time for the night, so that I don't 

have to switch on the interior lighting. This would draw attention to me and my open 

sleeping place, I want to avoid that. 

 

Wish, coincidence, coincidence 

Although I already drive two hours along the road, I am repeatedely impressed by the big 

palm trees, the small palm trees, the pretty harbours, and how neat everything is. Strong 

colours of oleander and clematis illuminate the roadside. Geranium-like hanging flowers, I 

don't know them by name, also line the streets in the following coastal towns. Bright 

colours, pink, red, purple, blue, hanging, standing, lush, en masse, I am fascinated how 

everything can grow just like that. At the last camping site I talked to a man who has a 

permanent caravan there and lives there all the time. He is an assembly worker for a 

French-German company. He confirmed my suspicion: You could easily live here in a 

caravan, you don't need much to live in, you like to be outside a lot, you don't need 

expensive equipment to make yourself comfortable inside, because in nature and the 

warmth it is so beautiful. 

Massive stone walls around houses and facilities, high slender cypresses, waving palm trees, 

protruding cedars at the roadsides and on the squares, huge agaves, pines anyway. Here in 

Sanary-sur-Mer I get the impression of being "rich and well-groomed", and this is also the 

impression of the French women who visit the shops with local knowledge.  

The places go from one to the other. I notice in myself that if I take my time, I don't let 

myself be rushed by following cars, I only drive 50 km/h and not the usual rushed 70 

through the place, my attention can be bigger left and right, I am more concentrated, I don't 

get lost all the time, I am good with myself. I am blessed about this observation: I can do it if 

I give myself time. 
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I'll stay in Sanary-sur-Mer. A day at the sea never hurt anyone, I tell myself. I'll postpone 

Toulon until tomorrow, Sunday. In Avignon, Gisèle said that there was an extraordinary 

dance performance on this Sunday evening, whether I wanted to come, she could give me 

tickets at any time, even from the moment. 

 

Damned curiosity 

And now it's Sunday, I'm out and about, could use a shower by the sea, am freshly dressed, 

that fits. I'm approaching Toulon. But I still don't want to call Gisèle. I come or I don't come, 

impertinent or not, no, I don't want an appointment! 

 

Instinctively I drive in the direction of the mountains, where beautiful villas have been built 

over rocks to have a good view of the city and the sea. The big and rich villas protect 

themselves and their inhabitants behind high walls. How should I spend the day until I 

reach Gisèle in the evening? A road leads to Mont Faron. "Corniche" was written on a 

supplementary sign below. A Corniche! Yes, I want to go up there! I had read and heard a lot 

about the spectacular mountain roads carved into the rock. 

 

I wasn't driving far when I got the nausea. The narrow road leads directly along a steep 

slope, I desperately wished for a railing, a barrier against falling down. It is approved for two 

lanes, but I cannot imagine where there would have been room for a second car. With 

extreme tension I drive on until I finally come to a hairpin bend where a wide area for 

turning is planned. From this bend on the road would continue single-lane, a sign promises. 

Exciting hiking trails wind their way to the opposite mountain, they lead through angular 

karst rocks and are - dab dab dab - dotted with small pine trees, which reminds me of the 

Causse Méjean. And that above the big city! The enthusiasm about the beautiful hiking 

trails makes me overlook my inner warning lights. 

Turning here and going back instead, it shoots through my head. Why give up is my next 

thought. What a bombastic corner here! It's an official street, what could go wrong?  

So I'm moving on. I should regret it bitterly! The road narrows visibly on its way up, and a 

railing, a crash barrier even up here is not. Merkür fits the road perfectly in its entire width, 

but no handbreadth further to the right, then we would both fall down the slope. An episode 

from a book by Françoise Sagan, "Bonjour tristesse", goes through my head, where the car 

just didn't make the corner in the Corniche. The place had been described in a dramatic 

way and is tremendously present to me right now. Crampingly I steer the car as far as 

possible to the left, but on the left the road is limited by rocks protruding to different 

degrees. My nerves are shattered, I distract myself with loud scolding. Whatever the 

adventure I have to look for, at the turning point down there I could have turned back, I 

shout at Merkür.  

Don't deviate an inch! It's a good thing there's no one behind me. 
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Surely this must end soon, it can't go on like this!  

But it goes on. Like a snail I crawl up the hill at twenty kilometres an hour. My hands are 

wet, my heart is racing, my attention is completely focused on the course of the road. Don't 

miss any irregularity that could throw me into the abyss! I've never been so scared, I 

imagine. And then I cannot hold back my tears. No, I can't do it! Now they're blurring my 

vision. I can't do it! I talk to myself in despair. But here I wouldn't even have got out of the 

car, so close to the left rock, to stay only a few centimetres away from the abyss. No, don't 

stop, otherwise you'll have to start again, here on the steep slope, with the handbrake, you 

have to keep going, don't stop, the tears, I pinch them away with a strong blink of my eyelid, 

so that they finally roll out of my eyes, so that I don't have to take my hand off the steering 

wheel, you can do it, you can do it ... My face is getting closer and closer to the windshield, 

because I think I think I could control the action even more directly with it. I also hear 

Mercury crying. Because I don't dare to change from first to second gear, because otherwise 

I would have had to take my hands off the wheel. And there, no, highest concentration, yes, 

I can see correctly, a cyclist is coming towards me! Is he tired of life, he can't do that, no, I 

can't swerve, I'm sorry for you, or in a moment he'll drive into my car and we'll both slide 

down the hill - no, please please, no reflex of fright ... 

Gallantly the cyclist evades me by using the handbreadth of road next to me. No, I wouldn't 

have dodged him. Especially not if he was riding on the side of the hill. No - 

There must be an end to this soon! Dear God, bring me up here safely, I beg you. 

The word "high" makes my imagination run riot with the thought of going back down - and 

my stomach contents are alarmingly unpleasant. Then I would have the full view down, 

probably a great view, which I don't care about at this moment. How would I ever manage to 

make it down! But once I get up, I slow down my fear-maker thoughts. 

For some time now I have been sensing a small blue car behind me, it is sticking to my 

bumper. I don't look in the rear view mirror. I must not care if someone is pushing me! I'm 

not going any faster, no, I won't be pushed!, I hear myself talking out loud.  

There comes a place, which is probably one meter wider than the previous road, the Renault 

Clio overtakes me. A woman with two children is at the wheel. My heart stops for the 

umpteenth time. She is stupid! Or is there something wrong with my perception? In fact, 

she has done the overtaking quickly and is speeding up the hill at high speed. I keep 

sticking to the left rock and scolding myself. You knew you were afraid of heights! Damn 

your curiosity! Because I want to try everything! Damn your thirst for adventure! You're so 

naive and clueless! This is more than borderline, I scold myself loudly, screaming over the 

howling engine to distract me from my fear. 

 

Finally, finally a big plateau opens up and I realize that I have reached the top. I am so 

relieved that I stop in the middle of the square. I hug the steering wheel with my whole 

upper body and lay my head on it. Close your eyes and take a deep breath. Mumble a thank 
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you. And I wonder when I open my eyes again, over the big parking lot over there, where I'm 

about to spread out. Where did all those cars come from? I, I had to take the Corniche!  

Up there, a wonderful wide view opens up to me down and out to an endless glittering 

carpet, but also to the war ships in the harbour. Hundreds of gloomy, nato-olive-coloured 

ships on the sea, and I wonder if this oppressive sight was worth the great fear when driving 

up. But no, it had been the Corniche that I had been dying to see.  

There is an exhibition of tanks and other war equipment, in which fathers and their sons 

have long been interested, and then there is an open-air theatre with evening performances 

and a huge restaurant that feeds the large crowd of tourists who have come up by cable car. 

There is also a big zoo up here, to which I see the woman from the blue Renault Clio with 

her two children going in. I stay up here a little bit longer, prepare a baguette with 

something on it in the parking lot, because the afternoon is already far advanced, and after 

the horror is over I make myself a coffee. With great relief I see on a blackboard that the way 

back is marked in the east, while the driveway was in the west. Only now do I notice that in 

my great fear my thinking was once again blocked: The road led up as a one-way street, how 

should I go down again?  

How mysterious the word Corniche had sounded to me! I could not live without knowing 

what was behind it. The road down was lined with a lot of forest and - oh wonder! - secured 

with solid crash barriers. 

Back in the city I find myself in dark, unkempt neighborhoods. If I wanted to take part in 

the dance performance recommended by Gisèle, I would have to leave now, but I would have 

to have defined a place to sleep beforehand. I find several places to sleep, even with green 

spaces around them. But nowhere do I feel comfortable. On none of the places I have the 

feeling that I will stand here undisturbed and safe. More beat up than anywhere else the 

houses seem to me, the people sly. I was expecting to be mobbed by the youngsters during 

the day, who play football in an aggressive way, and then only at night! Conversely, the 

women who stand in front of their doors look at me suspiciously.  

For two hours I drive around, checking places, if Merkür wants to stand here, no, he doesn't 

want to. The Toulon air is not good for him, he tells me with great confidence. He says he'd 

be stolen out from under me. And a dance recital can't make up for it. I'm sorry, Gisèle, if 

Merkür says so - but thanks again for your offer, I say to myself out loud, satisfied that I 

haven't registered with her, so I'm neither obliged to nor have to cancel. 

So I should rather accept the 60 kilometres and visit Monique in Marseille? In order to 

prefer a visit to the notorious Marseille to the gloomy Toulon? 

 

Half is almost whole 

I know I need a place to stay tonight, and not just in Marseilles. If I don't leave in time, it's 

going to get dicey - only 30 kilometres left, a sign shows. Quickly still get the curve before, 

right here at La Ciota / Cassis, maybe there is still an evening bath in the sea in it? Yes, I 

take this exit. How good that the evenings are so long and bright. Still a little bit comfortable 
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on the beach, a few minutes of strong swimming, watching the sea, taking a mental break 

after a day that was exhausting in many ways. 

 

Unfortunately, I have not yet fully understood the toll road payment system. The 

announcement board said "Péage", but there was no station. Sometimes you have to pull 

cards at the station, sometimes not. Sometimes you get paid as soon as you are on the toll 

road. Anyway, I thought I could get by with one payment. But I had to pay again. And now I 

had no more change. The machine doesn't take a debit card. Panic! To my left the payment 

machine, to my right the back of the payment machine of the parallel payment lane, in front 

of me the locked barrier, which will never open if I don't give the machine any money. 

Behind me, more cars are about to roll up and want to drive through. I'm stuck, can't go 

forward, can't go back. Luckily there are no more cars behind me, but to my bad luck I can't 

ask a local person what to do now. I have to do something!  

I set Merkür back a few meters to a place where other cars can pass me safely to the barrier, 

click on the hazard lights, get out and cross the wide Péage area, past about six or seven 

vending machine stations, and feel as if I am crossing a highway as a pedestrian, which is 

certainly at least as dangerous here - and forbidden! - as with us. But at the edge there is a 

parking lot, I saw some people there, I want to ask them. I don't see another way out, I have 

to walk over.  

"There's always some counter where someone sits in, look, over there, at the one-two-three-

four-twelfth counter, you see, you can pay with bills, they change them there." 

And now I see it too. How short-sighted I was in my panic again! Relieved, I cross the 

motorway lanes once again, take up the driver's position in Merkür, back up on the 

motorway and drive into the switch lane occupied by a soul. 

 

Nobel repealed 

But Cassis turns out to be the noble holiday resort par excellence. Only the finest people live 

in the fine residences, freshly showered in fine leisurewear, eating out at tables set in white 

with five glasses per place setting - not for me. The beach is built up with holiday flats, I 

can't find it - it would be shady now, at half past seven anyway. Nevertheless. Just guess, I 

don't even want to do that, because that would mean having to walk endlessly, because the 

cars of the weekend Marseillers are parked at every corner of the road, the parking lot is 

overcrowded and I would have had to walk a long way - I've never liked that. I would rather 

have cycled ten kilometres to a bathing lake than walked five hundred metres in the blazing 

sun. So I guess I can't find the loneliness I'm looking for here. 

Also the possibility of a hiking tour in this charming mountainous area is denied to me: I 

had read "Parc national des Calenques" at the signpost at the entrance of the village, and 

during my tour I had learned that a national park was always something worth seeing and 

experiencing. But the Calenques - whatever that is - are closed due to the absolute danger 

of forest fires, as not only discarded cigarettes can cause a fire, as I had learned from the 
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couple on the hiking tour "To the billy goat", but even broken glass fragments that have 

been left lying around can cause a light fire on the straw-dry ground in the hot sun due to 

the burning glass effect. It is not the orange, not the red, no, the black and highest of the 

fire alarm levels. I take this seriously. It reminds me of avalanches in the Bavarian 

mountains. After all, if there is an official avalanche warning, I am not going hiking.  

So what to do this evening? Besides looking for a place to sleep again, with all the 

uncertainty and effort that comes with my open back doors? 

At that moment I am glad to have already spent more than half of my retreat. 

Above all my cautious concerns, many cars have already said goodbye, and one parking lot 

after the other becomes free for Merkür. With this choice I take the one where the big sign 

is: The beach. And I can swim wonderfully for another twenty minutes and then shower with 

clear water. I already feel great relief and well-being again and have a tremendous desire to 

turn on Merkür's parking space sensor. Perhaps a little bit up, out of the narrow place?, he 

asks me. I like the sign "Presqu'île", to the peninsula. The road leads us through a very neat 

villa district, one house entrance gate more neat than the other, one protective wall higher 

than the other, the roundabouts exactly symmetrical, no dirt on the ground. Yes, one could 

feel safe here. The road leads me further and further, several cars are coming towards me, 

so there must be a beach in front. Until a wide, pine-covered nature park opens up in front 

of me. There is a restaurant at the back of the place. Being here is good!, I know that 

immediately. And Merkür is of the same opinion. I'm sending a scrutiny look across the 

square. Only a few cars are still parked on the dry ground, not far from me I see a Zurich 

car that probably wants to spend the night here as well. That reassures me rather than 

scares me. Picked up! Yes, here I will stay the coming night. 

 

Eureka! 

Monday morning, I see things differently. Merkür and I, we're almost at the beach here in 

Cassis. Yesterday evening I wanted everything again: no people around me, the beautiful 

spots on the beach just for me and my backpack, me and the sea, both of us. What did all 

these people on the beach and in the restaurant want! But I have been here already! 

And suddenly all I wanted to do was stay here! Here it's beautiful, unspeakably beautiful, 

here I want to stay! 

Cassis and the sea suddenly become the ultimate happiness team. I have already visited the 

beach, how wonderfully smooth and warm the white rocks are. From which the young 

people jump into the blue-green water, so I did too. The water warm and clear. The idea of 

putting up my hammock helped me to the feeling of happiness that will last for a few more 

days. With my head proudly raised because of my professionalism (having a hammock with 

me!) I fix it between two pines. I can not only lie in it wonderfully, but also sit in it. Away 

from the hard floor it is very cosy and comfortable. I can eat my Fromage blanc in it, I can 

read in it, write down my thoughts, I can do what I want - and this view of the sea! Do I ever 

need a house in the south of France?, it shoots through my head. 
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Eureka! I found it! What does Dad's donkey say? No ice to slip on. 

No sooner am I on the road for a fortnight than I arrive. Everything just fits here. Wild rocks, 

warm sun and plenty of water in front of me. I like to leave the cold of the beautiful 

Cevennes behind me. In the hammock, with a fantastic sea of postcards in front of me, on 

top of it the sun that makes it glitter, with the wind that gently blows over it and conjures 

up gentle waves. 

The people flock together once again in their families, meeting place nature, spread out their 

piquenique, take their lunch, sitting on a sheet on the floor in a very uncomplicated way. 

Then they take their siesta on this sheet, despite the hard and uneven stones. Several 

families are in my field of vision. 

I am not lacking anything either, I am completely satisfied, it is as simple as that.  

When I am too cold, here in my shady and windy hammock, I get up and stand in the sun to 

warm up.  

When I have to do business, I just have to find a place to stay, just like I see it with French 

families: one by one, they disappear for a short time, come back, lie down again. Once I get 

up, I use the exercise to cook pasta, once at noon and once in the evening - it's half past five 

in the meantime. At six I am already lying in the hammock again and am amazed: about me, 

because I can lie down for such a long time, and about the sea, as it lies so immaculately 

before me. Another movement comes from a few pine needles falling from the dry branches, 

because the wind is blowing very strongly today. After all, I have already been to the sea. I 

swam long and hard. Not an eternal walk from the shallow sand beach. Here: From the 

warm smooth limestone rock I jumped directly into the refreshing wet and swam off in the 

deep, clear water, with a dozen young people who feel the same fun as I do.  

I've been too lazy for beauty all day, but not really dissatisfied with my appearance in the 

mirror of car paint. People are gradually moving home from the beach, but I am allowed to 

stay here for at least another three hours, just be here until it gets dark, don't have to take a 

shower, don't need to dress up for anyone, just have fun with me, don't have to decide 

which dress combination would be the most chic today. In my bikini I can stay in bed, 

despite my four-kid belly wrinkles, I don't have to prove myself to anyone, the fleece jacket 

next to it for cool gusts of wind. 

 

Maintained in South Tyrol 

Karl-Hubert had always made sure that we went to Lake Kaltern at least once a year, 

usually more often, starting at Whitsun. In only three hours driving time in a fast Benz, we 

crossed the motorway, and in no time we found ourselves in a Mediterranean climate amidst 

vineyards in the proven small family favourite guesthouse, where after a spontaneous phone 

call a large room could always be made available for us, be it in the house of the sister, 

brother, uncle or aunt. The car found the way by itself. Sitting in the small family restaurant 

down by the lake, where he could spend the whole afternoon on the sunlit terrace, enjoying 

cool Pinot Blanc without even getting up once. Out of our hectic, task-filled business and 
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family life, in which we earned our living with delicacies, into the pleasure of enjoying the 

delicacies of Italy in South Tyrol, so close by.  

"Finally the opportunity to have time for us and the children and to talk to Karl-Hubert in 

peace," were my associations with his mostly short-handedly arranged excursions in the 

first years. That's why I took on the time-consuming task of packing: four changes of 

children's clothes, nappies, but don't forget a cuddly toy, bottles and cleaners, in some years 

the breast pump, bathing things and plenty of towels, sand toys, water wings and air 

mattresses, cassettes and recorders for the older ones, puzzle books and card games for all 

ages.  

"At last the opportunity to exchange ideas with Karl-Hubert and to talk in peace about 

raising our children," I thought. How do we handle pocket money (Karl-Hubert quickly said 

in everyday life: "Why pocket money? I didn't get any either, I always had to earn my 

money!), how much help from the children in business and household is wise (Of course the 

children help in business, said Karl-Hubert, I had to!), how do we improve the school grades 

(The children already do that, nobody helped me either! ). Promotion of music and sports? 

(Why promotion? Should I spend money for that as well? How do you imagine that?) 

For several years I really lived in the hope of finally finding the time in the peace and quiet of 

a holiday to be able to discuss with Karl-Hubert all those things that were neglected in 

everyday life and which I thought were marriage, partnership and family issues. 

How dull, Karl-Hubert must have thought. Because before I knew it, he had already called 

his brother: "Come too, we have wonderful weather here, forget the rain at home. Cool Pinot 

Blanc on the lake terrace!" 

Often on the same day his brother Hans-Dieter appeared with my sister Nicole (yes, she is 

married to Karl-Hubert's brother), who ran a home furnishing business and were able to 

quickly organize their coming home with temporary staff. Hans-Dieter told his (and Karl-

Hubert's) sister Ulrike, who runs a shoe shop in Stuttgart, so Ulrike appeared with her 

husband Rainer. "My salesgirl has to manage without me sometimes," she said. His parents 

were also happy to come, never reluctant to find a substitute in their drugstore in 

Nuremberg and to spend a few days in South Tyrol. "After all, our children are there," they 

responded happily to Karl Hubert's call. 

And once again, a merry troupe sat together on the terrace of the small lakeside restaurant, 

enjoying spaghetti aglio e olio and fruity Pinot Blanc or delicious Kalterer See. For spectators 

a wonderful extended family idyll, like from a picture book for Italians.  

Funny, it was always funny.  

Mother-in-law wanted to have her dinner at 7 pm, "because of the pills, then I can sleep 

better".  

As if this announcement was a law, their adult children together with their partners and two 

children each stood ready for departure at 6 p.m. in the shower and forty minutes later in a 

Brioni casual jacket or Armani linen costume, made up and with the hippest fragrance in 

BMW, Jaguar, Mercedes. For Karl-Hubert this was no question either.  
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"Come on kids, get dressed, we're going out for dinner!" I started at four in the afternoon. No 

reaction. Who thought of dinner in the middle of the afternoon on a warm lake! With the sun 

shining so brightly and the water splashing so beautifully. When it was still light for hours. 

And for her, going out to dinner meant just sitting quietly and well-behaved at the table. 

For me, too, there was nothing more enjoyable than having a sunny lake in summer warm 

temperatures in front of me, swimming, rowing, water games, pushing each other off the 

jetty, playing ball. No wonder the children disobeyed me. 

Karl-Hubert had just ordered a cappuccino with his brother after plenty of Pinot Blanc to 

have "a clear head for the car ride" to the restaurant, which was the hottest this year, with 

the latest in pasta compositions, and which featured the latest trends on the wine list. 

Anyway, Rosi was late again! To squeeze the unruly children into fancy clothes had taken 

longer than expected, as every time.  

Karl-Hubert saw his task in driving the car forward and calling impatiently: 

"How much longer do you need? Everybody's ready and waiting for us." 

My irritated reaction "You could help me to get the children ready" did not contribute to a 

relaxed progress and at most caused pitiful and gracious looks in the circle of siblings, 

brothers-in-law, uncles, aunts, parents-in-law. And again I could not keep up with the well-

groomed others in the restaurant and felt like the girl from the country. Undecorated, 

scantily blow-dried hair, Dominik and Markus, our two grown-ups, pushing in front of me, 

Raphael on my arm, the big diaper bag around my neck, Lisa on the end of my skirt, the 

only sentence from me: "I need a place for the pram". I had at least quickly sprayed myself 

with the latest Bulgari fragrance, which Karl-Hubert had given me for Christmas, so as not 

to be inferior in anything.  

Probably none of them had the same need as I did, to sit at the lake for a longer time, to 

watch the inclination of the sun, to eat maybe only potato salad, to go into the lake again in 

the evening. The superiority was too great. It didn't even occur to me to fight for my need 

 

Château Ciel 

What a terrific place! The sea topples mighty cliffs, from which young people encourage each 

other to bold jumps into the water even in the evening. I myself had also been swimming 

several times, far over in the small bay from one rock to the other, in warm water, and then 

climbed out again somewhere and walked back to my towel on the smooth rocky ground. 

The bright rocks reflect the sun and caress the soles of my feet with a pleasant warmth. 

While walking I have to be careful not to slip, as the abundant sea rinses since time 

immemorial have polished the rocks to a smooth surface. Thereby, some depressions similar 

to a bath tub or also some smaller elevations were formed, so that one walks as if over some 

steps, sometimes up, sometimes down, sometimes higher, sometimes lower. I enjoy and 

enjoy and enjoy. Yes, this feeling that comes over me here has probably unconsciously been 

a part of an old wish. I had been chasing that for decades. Now I have finally arrived! 
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Down here, directly at the beach, spending a night under the open sky, that would be the 

highlight! With moonlight and stars and the sound of the sea and a view of the night 

horizon, it would be really romantic!  

Haven't I been waiting several decades for this opportunity? I only have to find a suitable 

trough and lay out my air mattress. In this extensive landscape of rock hollows I can really 

feel safe and unobserved. What charming views are these! 

At eight I come back to Merkür and heat up the remaining noodles.  

It's about time that I use the remaining daylight to look for a suitable hollow where nobody 

can see me. The rocks down at the beach are wide enough in any case, so I find something. 

There are enough body long depressions. And from above, from the parking lot, one cannot 

look around the bend. Yes, all alone I will sleep down there tonight! 

I wiped the dishes with damp kitchen paper and put them away, then I pulled out my air 

mattress, sleeping bag and pillow. Maybe I should take a jacket with me, in case it gets cool 

during the night. Also a water bottle against thirst and the started red wine bottle as a 

nightcap, including a plastic cup. A flashlight. And of course the sharp, pointed wilderness 

knife. It always lies beside me. You never know. 

But how to transport all this down the embankment? Over the wide rocks where you can 

stumble or slip? No, I have to let the air out of the air mattress Yes, that works. I hope 

nobody sees me, either. I keep looking around. No, nobody needs to surprise me to grab me. 

Under several troughs, I try out those that seem most suitable for my height. I inflate my air 

mattress again and put the sleeping bag in place. Another look up towards the parking lot. 

Nobody. Nobody here anymore. Even the five or six anglers, who were still sitting on the 

rock with their light baits at dusk, are already at home with their prey. No, nobody can see 

me here and scare me.  

How pleasant! A pleasant sigh. The waves splash peacefully against the rocky coast. How 

warm I feel the rocks on my hand! And above me, indeed, a clear starry sky, as far as I can 

see, within reach. A sip of red wine from the cup completes my feeling of absolute relaxation. 

Finally letting go of me once again. How little it takes to be happy. Blessedly I zip up my 

sleeping bag and look only at the stars.  

Only then I take around me a noise was around me, which I had not heard before because 

of all the activity. A loud buzzing and whirring. Unmistakable. Mosquitoes! Whew, I have to 

wrap myself up tighter. Oh, just a bite on my finger. Suck it off, that always helps, and pull 

the sleeping bag up. Another bite. On my neck. Cover it up more! A stitch on the forehead 

and at the same time another one a hand's breadth further. A large army of mosquitoes 

suddenly swarmed around me in the bright moonlight. Don't I have a mosquito gel in my 

car? Oh no, don't unpack everything again, go up, get it, go back down again, no, that's all 

right. How terribly itchy it is! And again. A bite on the hand that I just closed the sleeping 

bag with. No, I didn't take that bug gel at home, I remember. I don't like poison.  

One more stitch, into the eyebrows. I scratched myself, but also wet this area quickly with 

spit. So now I pull the sleeping bag over my forehead, hopefully I won't get too hot! I 



139 

 

alternately rub the itchy spots on my finger, neck, forehead, hand, brow and again on my 

finger, suck, moisten with saliva. A new sting in the eyelid! 

The whirring around me seems to have become stronger, more intense. Or am I just more 

sensitive already? Yes of course, the animals have a feast with me, the only food in this 

rocky landscape, and communication among them seems to work well.  

I want to scratch, scratch, cover my fingers with spit and use it to treat the bite marks, a 

beast like that bites me right in the middle of the scratching motion! In the meantime I have 

muffled myself up so that nothing more than the tip of my nose is left for the mosquitoes. 

But they find them too.  

No, don't give up! I've set myself up in such a splendid place, so undisturbed, nobody can 

find me here. It's possible. It must work. 

Buzz! 

A single, incessant scratching and rubbing here and there and licking and wetting with 

saliva. Buzzing, buzzing, humming around me. The itching in the affected areas turns into 

an unlocatable itching feeling, which I already feel on my toes, on my legs and arms, on my 

bottom and stomach and chest and back and simply everywhere on my whole, actually 

covered body. Long ago I no longer hear the whirring only in my ears, no, now I imagine it 

from the inside of my sleeping bag.  

I won't say what the wording was of the loud, angry scream with which I put on the sleeping 

bag zipper in a backpack when I feel another sting on my nose. Let's open! With rapid 

movements I lash out, a single fan, away with you, there are no longer hundreds but 

thousands, let's get out of here, my seven things, quickly the air out of the air mattress, 

under the arm, and away from here, away from here -  

As fast as I can, packed as I am, I walk over the smooth white rocks.  

Up the embankment - buzz - shake - fast! there is Mercury already standing there and 

waiting eagerly, all alone, inflate the air mattress, close the door, the man from Zurich has 

also left, not a soul will grab or steal from me here any more, and so what - 

 

Small slip with big impact 

The next day also starts hot and stays hot. The sun caresses my body and gives me the 

beloved feeling of warmth, well-being. How pleasant the wind caresses my skin and cools it 

at the same time! 

For a long time I was lying in the hammock, interrupted only by the walk behind the bush 

and by lunch. Hammock! A new, unknown pleasure! Only in the late afternoon did the 

everyday greed for exercise overtake me again. Still physically able to do something today, 

maybe a little jogging? Let the cooling wind blow around my nose? 

Down at the park I had seen a trim-you-path, but the area was closed at black flag. The 

strong wind would cause a tiny spark, which would cause a fire to spread very quickly. 

I could jog across this huge parking lot, under pine trees, caressed by the wind, could run 

against the storm.  
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Yes. I can finally feel my body. Exuberantly I throw my arms forward, backward while 

running, with exaggeratedly swinging joints, just to be able to make the most of every 

movement without limits. There are no spectators on the court and no prizes to be won for 

particularly graceful running. In big, wide steps I push through the extensive parking lot. 

What a pleasant feeling on the skin the storm creates! Not only me, but everything on the 

site is in motion. Wrapping paper and garbage bags tumble over the dry ground. The 

branches bend down deeply to me and shake strongly in front of my eyes. The wind drives 

the falling pine needles into heaps around the trunks. Small branches are broken out by the 

force of nature to drive them across the square at high speed, while my inner storm also 

gets its money's worth while jogging. I enjoy more and more, letting myself drift as well, 

while my body lets my arms and legs fly. What a roar! The whirled up dust surrounds me in 

clouds. The few cars on the square lean from one side to the other. I flinch in front of many 

a groaning branch.  

And for the first time I get the warning thought, if it is not a little dangerous, as the storm 

bends the trees! But it's so beautiful, says the child in me. And it feels so good to live out 

the refreshing breeze in and on my body. But perhaps I should move away from the 

threateningly creaking trees and move more towards the open space, where behind the 

restaurant there is nothing but unused stone desert, says reason in me.  

The guests, who were previously sitting on the terrace of the restaurant, have already fled 

inwards without exception, the waiters have long since covered the tables and gathered the 

tablecloths together to rescue them into the house. On the nearby tennis court behind the 

house, a last couple struggles to pass the reluctant balls.  

I feel free, so free, so wonderfully free, here, these limestones here, forming a natural 

staircase down to the next, lower level, also these stones worn and shiny like the rocks 

down at the beach, for thousands of years people seem to have changed levels at this place, 

and now I too, as one of them, in the twenty-first century, in line with the Romans and 

Gauls, a railing would be fine here, but the French don't need one, the stones are so 

smooth, walking is so liberating, how light-footed I am -  

rip - oh no! - it hurts! - can't breathe - impossible to move - paraplegia - without railings - 

shouting for help - people at the tennis court - waving - broken - call tennis court - now! - 

they go in - stay down - alone - smooth steps - so painful! - There I am lying on the stairs 

and cannot move. Still I know: I am not paralyzed. I can feel my back. It is there. But I 

cannot move. Nobody sees me, nobody is there anymore. The storm continues to sweep 

across the open space, shaking the net on the tennis court. I can't move. How many 

minutes have I been lying here? How many minutes have I been lying here? Yes, you can, 

with your arms, they work. With them I can push myself from the stairs to the heel. Lying 

on the flat floor I can also steer the legs. I can turn my head. But not far. Enormous pain in 

the middle spine. Can I scream? I am so alone! Nobody misses me. Maybe someone will hear 

me. I can't be that loud. The storm is howling over everything. Stay down for now. What 

else? Stay down for now. Take a deep breath.  
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A doctor? A hospital? In a restaurant? Sliding down, maybe? 

But my car. No residence here. Illegal parking! But free. Don't give up! Hobo. Me, Rosi! Don't 

give your name! Don't be recognized. They'll scare me away! Try it alone first. It's still light.  

I lie on lime soil warmed by the sun and polished by the millennia. Again and again I try a 

careful turn, at least from a supine to a lateral position. If I bend my leg, is that possible? To 

crawl in front of the seals and lean against the stairs? And then push myself up from the 

floor with my arms? With your back straight against the little wall? 

Yes, I can. Oh how it hurts my back. I can't use that. Standing up with no back. Is that 

possible? It's ok. From one foot to the same foot up the stairs Without using your back. It's 

only three steps The French! No banister. 

But who would think of such a thing! What had happened anyway? 

I had jumped down the stairs with easy feet. I had noticed that I could have reflected myself 

in it. That caution was required. I also very consciously chose the places where my feet 

could find a secure hold without slipping, and used these places too - when the storm had 

blown a tuft of hair in front of my eyes from behind, so that I couldn't perform the step as I 

had thought, so that I slipped and slammed my back violently onto the edge of the stairs.  

It took me some more hours for the distance over the big parking lot under pines to Merkür. 

Nobody is there but me. What time is it? Is it getting dark soon? 

 

Merkür help! 

If you had been there, this wouldn't have happened to me! 

The pain costs me a lot of strength and makes me extremely tired. I have to stop every few 

steps I take. One leg behind the other I moved forward, groaning with every half step, 

because lifting one leg wanted to strain the aching back part, dragged me to the car. In 

unbearable slowness I was able to straighten my bed, not even the arm I could lift well to 

push the blanket to the side, I must not lie on it. To close all the windows - how awkwardly I 

suddenly found my previously so advantageous order. It is still bright outside, and I am 

already lying in bed and am glad I made it in at all.  

As if the back between buttocks and shoulder blades was divided into lines of pain, every 

slightest deviation from the previous lying position causes me to be tormented by another 

trace. For a long time I try under smallest movements around until I have found a tiny spot 

that does not hurt. Finally resting!  

That's where the thought carousel begins: It's still bright outside! You've made it this far, 

you can make it to the sea again. Just a little look! You have to make use of this dreamlike 

place! Lie outside on an air mattress. I could do that! 

I note with dismay that it simply cannot be done. No, I can't get out. It would take me at 

least an hour to get out with all the necessary - and painful - turns of the body. And just as 

long back in. No, I can't do it. Suddenly I feel very small. Infinitely small. And I can feel the 

tears coming up. They run from my side position directly onto the sheet, I let them run 

there, because every wipe cost me a movement. I can't get a handkerchief either - I have to 
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let them run, I have no way of catching them, and no way of stopping them. Like a small 

child I sob to myself. But this also hurts my back. Not even self-pity is possible, and it 

shakes me, through and through, until I scream in pain, stop, wasn't there a car driving 

into the square? Not that anyone hears me - and wants to help me. I don't need anybody! 

Until I finally settle down. My pillow is wet, the sheet is wet and uncomfortable, I should, I 

don't like it, I should touch it up, optimal conditions -  

Just do nothing? Do nothing at all? Let you go, let me go? That's what I had in mind when I 

started my downtime. To take care of my needs. Now my body's telling me to be still. My 

restless spirit must be ready for that. There is no other way. Finding harmony comes to my 

mind, bringing body, soul and spirit into harmony, oh, that would be ideal. In the next few 

minutes I manage to accept the situation. A new way of dealing with me is called for, 

because quickly, that is not possible at the moment. Slowly! Perhaps this is the occasion to 

understand slowness? Perhaps it even has advantages? I may slow. And what am I just 

learning? I'm not bored with myself at all, I'm not running away from anything while I'm 

doing nothing, just lying there, on a wet pillow, so what. With amazement I say the sentence 

out loud: I decide for myself what I think I have to do, what I should do.  

 

The next morning I wake up at seven, but I can't get up, get out of the car. My imagination 

is running wild. What about my back? A broken rib, a squashed kidney, paralysis, terrible 

things came to mind and increased the pain I felt. At 9:30, I know I want to see a doctor. I 

have to see a doctor. I have to get out, because doctor's offices and shops have one thing in 

common: they close for siesta. Until I force myself out and get dressed, huiui, I must. At the 

same time I know: I'll never make it to twelve o'clock! 

At least I call the tourist office in Cassis and ask for doctors' addresses. I fight my way 

through on the phone, call different ones, they even understood me, but there were no 

appointments. My great pain has not subsided a bit. 

With great, above all slow effort, I dressed up fit for the city. I managed to squeeze myself 

into the driver's seat. Yes, there was a position where I could move my feet and legs to 

operate the pedals. Great worries paralyzed me additionally: Because of the health 

insurance coverage, what happens if, if all this is refunded, if I have to pay a lot, possibly 

take over a part myself, fear of money, fear of money, fear of money.  

Then suddenly everything was very easy. A very nice doctor examined me and found out 

that it was a muscle bruise and a strong bruise, she prescribed me a painkiller and two 

other drugs that reduce the bruise and, and, and. I will be fine.  

And already my lust for life is back, already I am in a good mood, already the thought comes 

up: Do I go to the beach? The fears are gone, and there it is again, the anti-boredom hunger. 

 

Inevitably a new experience comes over me: wasting time. Very slowly I pull one leg after the 

other down to the nearby sandy beach at the harbour in the city. I notice with surprise that 

people don't look at me crooked when I walk slowly. Actually they don't look at me at all! 
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Nobody cares about me! Hardly touched and decided, already all my fears were in vain! Very 

slowly I lie down in the warm sand. I read Monique's book, and I take my time reading it too. 

I just lie there, grateful that nothing worse has happened to me. It does me so infinitely good 

that I am allowed to spend a lot of time on everything I do - and find myself in good 

company with Goethe's saying: "Nothing is allowed to happen to you. You have only to allow 

yourself to do it, and then others will like it or not." Whether it's pain that allows it or my 

free will, I don't care. 

 

Professions versus vocations 

Eleven o'clock. The painkiller is slow acting. I sit in my hammock. Because the pine trees on 

which I hung them provide windy shade, I get out from time to time carefully and very 

slowly and go into direct sunlight to warm myself up. Under this angle of the sun, the sea 

starts to turn blue, gradually reaching azure blue, which it then has around noon around 

twelve o'clock. How the sun glistens on the water! A deep, relaxed sigh escapes me. Boats 

from the small port in Cassis regularly go out to visit the Calenques with tourists. They 

purposefully head for Port Minou, which is very close to me on the other side of the parking 

lot. And me in the middle of it. A good piece of luck I have pulled myself ashore there. But it 

is not by chance. It was based on a good deal of experience and the applied knowledge of 

what I need, what I want, what I want. Yeah, I'm really good! 

 

So this is what I "want" without "wanting" for it. I just have to give myself over to my heart's 

desire. It's that simple. Do I really need the subjunctive to say that? 

In nature I already succeed in feeling what I want. Now I would have to apply the same 

feeling to persons or groups of persons. I already know, for example, that I am not attracted 

to professional groups who appear with the cleanest ironed shirts and the best polished 

shoes in the world. There I am polite, but not completely Rosi. In a group of young mothers I 

have nothing more to say, they cannot inspire me. On the other hand, I stand there with my 

mouth open in amazement when sportsmen and sportswomen report on their achievements 

or adventurers on their experiences. That's where I want to belong, that's where I feel good, 

that's where I want to exchange ideas, that's where I want to learn, learn, learn from them, 

that's where curiosity and desire are behind it all.  

Do people who are creative belong to it? Yes.  

Does it include people who are enterprising: Yes.  

Are there people who do wellness and like to be pampered? No.  

Does this include people who are entrepreneurs? I have given it some thought and come to a 

clear yes.  

Do they include people who are very rich? I'm not sure yet.  

Do people who are incredibly curious and interested belong to this group? Yes.  

Does this include people who like to teach, write concepts? Yes. Definitely.  

Does that include people who like to go abroad? Yes. 
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Who take liberties? Yes. 

Who are looking for an interesting field of activity? Yes. 

People who are always trying to feel good about themselves? Yes. 

I want those.  

I should get one of those. 

I'm not afraid of them either! I'm only afraid of people to whom I impose politeness, where I 

have to be good and obliging and sweet and kind. Ew. What an effort the mere thought of it 

causes me! 

 To learn to escape it more. Find more people I'm good with. As a matter of course? No, big 

challenge! 

Is it family patterns that keep me from feeling good? 

My mother retreated into illnesses when something became too much for her, when she 

could not defend herself. When she missed recognition, needed attention, she got sick - and 

she was very often in her life. Open legs, phlebitis, how often she had to lie on the kitchen 

couch and be cared for by us because she moaned in pain.  

And me?  

I am handicapped at the moment, can't do much, take medication that causes me nausea, 

am not free, have to lie down. No, I can lie down. Like my mother? My body forced me to 

stop. If I were healthy, I would feel driven again to do something "sensible", to give the day 

meaning, utility and countable value. And now, since I can't do anything because I'm sick, I 

have to and am allowed to lie down - and I find it pleasant. Only now, in the stage of being 

ill, lying makes sense. I can't help it. I'm at the mercy of others. I can't decide for myself. I'm 

a victim.  

 

Mother went to the doctor and told him her grief. She was prescribed medicine, took the 

same, got the next illness. It went like clockwork, predictably - and for me child frightening. 

Mother, the war generation. Was expelled from her homeland at the age of less than twenty, 

ended up directly in war with a lot of coercion and lack of freedom and hunger. That I blame 

their suffering from diseases as a life lie is a daring thing to do. Yes, it is an accusation. Is 

she to blame or am I to blame because I was always healthy? And now: Didn't I take time 

out in order to uncover exactly such brakes as the diseases of the parents were?  

Kid, don't upset daddy, his heart! I'm sure other children have heard the same sentences.  

Child, be obedient now. You see how sick your mother is. Don't you make it harder for her! 

Help her in the kitchen. Bring her the slippers. No, child, not those, today I'd prefer the 

ankle-high ones, they're even warmer. Look, my feet hurt, I can't get the slippers myself. 

Well done, you're a good girl.  

 

That's when I learned to be busy. As soon as I had "important" things to do, people left me 

alone. Homework was an important thing. So I did my homework late into the evening, 

whether it was necessary or not. To be busy was to not be taken advantage of.  
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However, until it became independent and moved into the comfort zone. To get out of the 

comfort zone of being busy is difficult, it's tiring.  

The burnout more than ten years ago and the helplessness experienced with it are still 

sitting frighteningly close to my neck and forced me to pause. To bear that I am not busy. To 

endure time out. Permitted time out. And? I'm still learning - and I find it excitingly 

wonderful. 

 

And nothing else 

It's half past two in the afternoon, I rise startled from my hammock. I must have slept at 

least two hours. Really solid. And I felt infinitely satisfied. In between I was woken up by the 

footsteps of people passing by. My feeling of comfort was indescribably soothing, I hadn't felt 

this satisfied in a long time, so deep down in my belly I was simply satisfied - how pleasant 

it was! 

Why am I even getting up? I have to pee fair - a physical need I can't escape, which forces 

me to give in to its urge promptly.  

How little you need to be satisfied! Perhaps this understanding is slowly coming back to me. 

Being handicapped, there's not much I can do about it. I only have to use the great weather 

here in Southern France for my satisfaction, to which I don't have to add anything, 

absolutely nothing. A little food and a roof over my head at night. How little one needs, how 

easy it is and how fulfilling, so little! 

Do I even need a house here? A house that ties me up, that I have to cherish and cherish? 

I'm a sweeper, not a nurse. Yes, I'm sure you are. 

 

The sea is almost not moved at all, it forms a large flat wide area, here and there ships pass 

by. They leave from the small harbour in Cassis, they are not big steamers but cosy smaller 

bâteaux. Also some sailing ships are going out from Port Miou. In between, on the water, 

simply nothing, only water, here and there a row of canoes from the canoe school in Cassis 

or a single canoeist. This morning at eight, two or three fishing boats were out, but no more. 

In the evening two or three fishermen are again standing here on the rocks and casting their 

rods, with lights on the bait. Every now and then a few people come here, who, like me, are 

looking for a quiet place, on this natural rocky beach, from where you can't get to the water 

easily. The more frequently visited rocky beach is about a hundred meters further to the left. 

That's where I would be today. This is where I had spent my time before my back injury, a 

paradisiacal rocky beach on flatteringly smooth rocks, where the grandiose limestone steps 

were created, from which I, like the young people, jumped into the clear water so often and 

felt as comfortable as a fish, of course, there are also the many bathers. But today I do not 

dare to go down. I would have to climb too much, my back does not allow it. Since this 

morning, I have been sitting or lying in the hammock all day long, with a relaxing view of the 

calm Mediterranean Sea. It's nothing to get carried away, and yet it fills me with an 

unknown sense of well-being, especially since a pleasant warmth lulls me into a lull here in 
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the shade. In the sun it would be too hot and not long to bear. This silence! It also means: 

having time. It also means the satisfied feeling not to miss anything. Nothing. I don't have to 

hurry for anything, I don't have to go fast - anyway I couldn't. To find out that it also goes 

slowly! No one is pushing me, no one can push me. Even if someone wants to walk down the 

narrow stairs behind me that lead to the parking lot - I can't go any faster and I don't mind. 

Just do it, tell me what I need - o how easy, without any effort, how uncomplicated, what a 

gift! 

I don't have to be the person I think I have to be because that's what people expect, because 

I think that that's the only way they perceive me. People don't care if I go fast or slow. Here 

on my strange place I can try to be another person, a homo langsamus. 

I can do it myself. It makes me very proud. I'm well organized, don't leave my car keys 

anywhere, have enough to drink with me always and everywhere, don't forget my sunglasses 

on the beach. I find everything I need very quickly. I don't use more than ten euros a day, 

apart from petrol. Level one achieved.  

The next step is to live out my needs even when other people are around. 

 

I must have missed the full moon, the trees behind which I stand with Mercury must have 

covered it. Today I find he's losing weight again. So what? Time is fleeting, but the next full 

moon is sure to come - and I always get a new chance. 

 

Check 

Once again I tortured myself out of the hammock because curiosity drove me. It had to be 

very close! I crept after the sawing sound, which I have heard so often that I don't even 

notice it anymore. The fast sawing was sitting on a grey, jagged pine trunk at shoulder 

height, which I passed. Intensive I searched the bark of the tree, nothing was to be seen, 

only bark. Only when I literally put my ear to the bark and concentratedly guided along the 

tree trunk, there it sat, the perfectly camouflaged part, the giant fly, which, like in a 3D 

picture, could only be recognized at the fifth or sixth or seventh glance. As big as a 

matchbox, and I keep watching it, to see with which part of its body it makes that sound, 

that creaking, sawing. I had assumed that it was a cricket species that makes this noise by 

flapping its wings, but now I could hear the insect, but I could not detect any movement 

except that the back of its body was moving up and down as if breathing. The Cigale, a 

ventriloquist? With a stick I tried to scare them away to examine their movement. In fact, 

this little animal can fly, with thin, very clear transparent large wings that just lie on the 

cigale like a veil. The secret is solved for me. There, at the fruit stand on the Gardon River, 

the animal that I saw crawling sickly on the ground and that I had thought was a giant fly, 

that was a Cigale. This animal had nothing to do with the hand-sized replicas of colourfully 

painted ceramics that were available in souvenir shops everywhere. Only here at the tree I 

understood. In its marketing strategy, Provence is taking the cigals for itself. Cicada is its 
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German name - but where in the German-speaking world, please, can I use this word? Let 

Provence keep it to itself. 

 

Important business 

It's Friday, half past twelve, and I've been on the road since eleven - time for a camping site.  

I had already woken up around seven, but the movements were difficult and I was still 

infinitely slow until the pain tablet took effect. Therefore I enjoyed a cosy breakfast. I also 

needed a lot of time to do my business, I walked a long way, looked for a sheltered place for 

a long time and in the end I could only find the one bush that was big enough and suitable 

for all those who had to hurry. In case I saw someone coming - my speed of getting up is 

very slow - how could I protect myself? Shout a loud, widely audible "Occupé!" from the 

bush? Or, in the excitement, would I just bring out a brave "Occupé!"?  

Many have been there before me this season. Toilet paper strips are lying around, in light 

pink over dark pink, light blue, illustrated, spotted, in white with and without premium 

impression. I have added mine, collected some stones on top of it in the German manner, 

finished. 

 

La Cigale - again Cigale -, the only camping site in Cassis, was unfortunately already 

"complete", it is already weekend. According to the campsite guide the pitches here are not 

lush and I have to drive to La Ciota. The pain has already tired me very much. So, I know, I 

don't need to be near the mountains or the sea for swimming, the site doesn't have to have 

anything special. I only want to take a shower, need electricity to charge my electrical 

appliances and internet for e-mails.  

Already on Saturday noon I drive out again. How pleasant it was: Being able to do my 

business in a lockable place on this day and not behind one of the airy and rare bushes 

where another needy person could appear at any time and get me into trouble. 

 

Suddenly Tibet 

The weekend's coming up. Do I call Monique in Marseilles? Loneliness might overtake me. 

As I drive through the centre of La Ciota, I see posters announcing a Tibetan week and I 

look for a parking space. 

Songs from Tibet, food from Tibet, free performances at the market place. Booksellers 

publish books about the Dalai Lama, Buddhism, yoga, relaxation exercises and the like. 

Passers-by gratefully take hold. They like to browse, they buy and buy, they see this as a 

wonderful service of the shops. They adore the bookseller for having thought about this 

choice, and the restaurant owner for offering exciting, foreign dishes with new tastes. The 

public feels well served by this service, they experience variety. My marketing knowledge 

resists this grafted up commercialism. I know that a bookseller does not do his work out of 

philanthropy, but that this is a welcome occasion to get people to buy more than usual. But 

what is so bad about it? What do I have? What am I resisting? Selling and buying, trading is 
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the most normal thing in the world since the beginning of mankind. What do I find so 

negative about it? Who is taking advantage of whom? People would even resent him if he 

didn't take part in the action! A good, successful bookseller gets a good reputation precisely 

because he is sales-oriented, always offering people something new. Selling is nothing 

negative! It is a giving and a taking. People want, yes, they want to buy! They want to 

document their experiences with something tangible. Mrs. Rosi! What's negative for you is 

that you don't keep your offers! You should think about it. 

 

An involuntary bed 

Then I actually called Monique. Whether I could come by her place late this afternoon, I 

sleep in my car too, she doesn't have to prepare anything.  

With all her joyful surprise, I notice how she stumbles briefly.  

"I'm in the process of cleaning up my house. I want to rent it out because I'm going on 

holiday on Tuesday," she explains to me in French.  

But then:  

"Of course you can come. I"ll give you a bed. We"II go to the beach, we"II have dinner. 

Tomorrow morning we"II have breakfast together. Come! I am happy." 

When we hung up, I question my action again, whether I was not impertinent, on such short 

notice - but then great anticipation overcomes me, and my fantasy runs.  

What will Monique look like? Is she the same as she was eleven years ago, what can I 

expect? She is no longer with André either, I also received this information, as with Danielle 

in Vienne, from an exchange of letters in the meantime. Her shared house near Grenoble, 

where Karl-Hubert and I and the children once visited the family on their way to Spain, is 

now occupied by André alone, and Monique moved into the shared holiday home here near 

the beach of Marseille, which he "kindly" left to her. That's how she had put it in a letter to 

me, just like Danielle: kindly. And again, as with Danielle, I was surprised that she saw it as 

a friendly affection and not as her right to be granted something out of their marriage. After 

all, she now owns the house. I, on the other hand, who insisted on my right when I got 

divorced, achieved nothing, no share in the joint business, no support for me, not even for 

the then young children, no "friendly bequest". Should I have acknowledged him more 

kindly in his performance? Should I have bowed more? Should I have been more friendly 

with Karl-Hubert? When I felt so unjustly treated! Nevertheless? 

What will it be like with Monique now? Some people change shockingly over the years, some 

not at all.  

At class reunions I was very surprised to see how much some of my former classmates had 

changed in ten or twenty years, and even more so after thirty.  

Uschi, who was the prettiest of the whole class at that time, was now walking bent over, her 

once velvety, soft complexion had gone pale, her teeth and fingertips had yellowed from 

smoking, and her eyes were no longer shining. Simone had assumed great corpulence, it 

was no longer Simone's face that spoke to me. I didn't recognize Lieselotte because she now 
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wore  

her formerly bushy long hair shorn short: ...which changed the effect of her once-so-soft 

face in a striking way. Showing my surprise blatantly was not well received at the reunion.  

A few years ago, when I unexpectedly drove into the district and through the street of my 

former best friend Edith and wanted to see without thinking what had become of the 

apartment, the bell sign still showed the same name as then: Weihinger. I pressed the bell 

and waited for the aged parents, who would be happy about a visit from their former life. 

But it opened to me, both sides very surprised, Edith. But she was not pleased with me. 

Seemed very depressed when she told me that the thing with Norbert had come to an end 

soon after her studies. She has lived with her parents ever since, but they both died two 

years ago shortly after each other. She hadn't wanted to change their furniture yet. No, I 

saw that, she really hadn't done that, it still looked just like when we met as girls in her 

parents' apartment thirty years ago. And me, how am I perceived? Is decay also written all 

over my face? I don't like the idea at all. Now I have had a good experience with the 

spontaneous visit to Danielle in Vienne. Nevertheless, I am excited about how I will feel with 

Monique.  

When we face each other, Monique is still Monique. She looks just like she did back then. 

Still the petite figure, the sharply drawn face, admittedly a little older. Her energetic eyes... 

The slightly pale blonde straight hair. The muscular arms of a swimmer. 

 

Monique also looks at me with curious joy as we greet each other with kisses right and left 

and right.  

"Tu es comme je me souviens de toi," she says. "Comment vas-tu?" 

That I look the way she remembers me, she says. The question after next is already: How is 

Lisa? I think about her a lot, and about all your children!  

My daughter Lisa and her daughter Yvette had been inseparable during the two years 

Monique lived in Ismaning with her husband André and their two children. They were 

inconsolable that Yvette's family went back to France. Even after they had left, we continued 

to ensure that the children visited each other several times, across national borders. Until 

the contact with the girls' growing up diminished. 

 

No smooth life 

At the name plate at the entrance of the house I saw standing: Thibeau.  

Monique also took her maiden name again, as did Danielle in Vienne, because André 

demanded that she give back her married name, she tells me later when I ask. Yes, that is 

how it is in France, she says she doesn't mind. 

She was very eager to hear my divorce story. How was it then, how did you arrange 

everything, with the children, why didn't you continue to work in Karl-Hubert's business, 

how did the children feel about the divorce, why didn't you get any money from Karl-Hubert, 

how do you deal with love, how can you be married again? 
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That's when I started talking. 

"You can't imagine how our gourmet trio has become abhorrent to me over the years. Yes, it 

was our livelihood, and I certainly loved to organize. I knew my way around, I had become a 

professional, I really received a lot of recognition, at least from clients and friends. But I 

couldn't stand it anymore! 

What we had initiated when we started our business and found to be good at the time, had 

now gone out of our heads over the years that we had our shop. The river of life had received 

many large and small tributaries and had become a mighty stream. We were like a 

tenacious mass, a viscous, spinning mush from which life had drawn the water for 

smoothness. Tense into each other, engulfed. And now I thought I could get up out of this 

tough mass and make it flow, and in a direction I had determined. It turned out to be an ox 

ride. It took an unbelievable amount of effort to keep the shop in a fresh state, and also a lot 

of know-how. I did not get any staff! Karin, the saleswoman who had been working in the 

shop for many years, became ill, several months. Our hourly helpers could not be left alone 

in the shop, they were overwhelmed with the large assortment. I had to fill in too many 

times, really too many times, and that wear me down - over the years it had become too 

much for me. I trained one apprentice after the other, they went away again to other, easier 

jobs. All my knowledge of organization was of no use if I had to do too much alone. Karl-

Hubert was more and more involved in wine wholesale, he could only help me occasionally. 

In the last years I stood in the shop far too often from Monday to Saturday - and organized 

there in all the narrowness, orders, party service, children, always interrupted by 

customers. 

Monique looked at me with interest.  

"And then? How did you turn it around?" 

 

Thwarted 

For the sake of Karl-Hubert, I had played a part in building up our existence for a few years 

and helped to build the corresponding façade. This façade and role had cost me a lot of 

energy for a long time, but I saw no way out, I was trapped in it. How could I make it out, 

where to start? Then my body pulled the rip cord. When once again twenty guests were 

standing in the house, which were to be managed with perfect table styling and an 

exuberant menu plan and a correspondingly large amount of cookware and with a lot of 

alcohol and the use of children and with my energy - suddenly, after a short rest, I could not 

get up again. I could no longer move my limbs. Rien! 

"Where are you, now get up and help me!" cried Karl-Hubert from the kitchen up into the 

bedroom. 

I couldn't even answer, the voice was failing me. 

The guests would be coming soon, he needed me, I knew that, he would not manage all this 

alone. In the stress, he shouted at me: "Come on down!" 



151 

 

But my legs and arms still did not obey my will. Nothing worked, nothing at all. You can 

imagine how that frightened and horrified me. When you can no longer move! Without 

knowing why! I didn't care about Karl-Hubert at that moment. Me, I couldn't move! Nothing 

in the world was worth it that I couldn't move, not even the guests who were expected. I was 

sorry that the children had to take over my part all the more intensively, they looked very 

worried and gave everything they could that evening without the usual quarrelling. 

The very next day, after a long, long sleep, I was able to get up again, but a great tiredness 

remained in my limbs. My creative energy was really broken.  

With this ugly experience on the back of my neck, the desire to get out of the store grew 

more and more. We'll never be able to do anything but sell the Gourmetrion. After all, it was 

to take another year before Karl-Hubert was able to get into this thought and look after a 

buyer. I would have been overwhelmed with the sale, I had too little knowledge of such 

processes. All these changes overtaxed our marriage. 

Monique nodded.  

"And the past few years, what have you been doing?" 

"In a nutshell: There are many agencies that provide interim personnel to larger companies 

and corporations. I took a further training course, acquired computer skills and was soon 

able to work as a freelance office assistant. I made an incredible number of interesting 

experiences, everything went so differently than in our little gourmet trion. The need for 

employees to be deployed at short notice is very great, I never had an employment gap". 

I looked down for a moment. After all, I lived in one just like that. But I didn't want to 

overtax Monique's attention with further details.  

"And now? Did you earn enough? With the kids?" 

I swayed my head.  

"When is enough enough? I could take care of myself and the kids. So - I have nothing left. 

But in the meantime the children have grown up - I'm on this journey with me, to sort 

myself out again, at 52. What do I want to do with the rest of my life?" 

There she laughed. 

"Yes, the rest of our lives have already begun." 

 

A German person 

Monique's house on the outskirts of Marseille is not big, but her children can visit her there. 

Only three hundred metres away from the sea, that was important to her as a swimmer. She 

swims every day, from April to October, she says. Feels comfortable and in good hands. 

André gives her the monnaie alimentaire for her upkeep, she teaches painting courses and 

has a small job in an office, she says she can live with that. 

Why I would have undertaken such an adventurous journey all alone, she asks me after I 

have told her about my pain. 

"I love the challenge behind such a journey," I say.  

She looks at me stunned.  
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"That's typically German!" 

I look at her in bewilderment. 

As such a German, I am apparently so typically German that I cannot even begin to imagine 

what she means. I am so stunned that I can't even find words to ask. What is so typically 

German about my journey? 

She must have noticed my surprise, because she's dragging an explanation. 

We French, she says, always try to make it easy for us. 

 

coming and going 

Monique had opened the courtyard gate when I arrived. 

"Please, you are absolutely driving in my yard", she pushed me. "By the road there are too 

many thieves here by the sea! Even in my courtyard there have been thieves. But it's better 

in your yard." 

Before we meet Thierry - a friend, she says - for dinner, she provides me with a made-up 

bed in her house, which she had already prepared for subletting during the coming weeks of 

vacation. She will spend the time on the Atlantic Ocean in Normandy, where she originally 

comes from. A comfortable bed, in which I don't have to pull myself up onto a board bed in a 

complicated way, in which I only have to lie down, and also a shower will do my back pain 

good. 

 

Monique packs ham and cheese and cold water into the cooler bag and asks me 

Do you prefer white wine or rosé? 

"Rosé de Provence?" I ask. My eyes must have been shining, because she laughs and doesn't 

wait for my answer. She takes two bottles from the fridge and puts them into the cooler bag. 

"We get baguettes on the way, at the bakery one street over, it has to be fresh!" 

Sheet, cutlery, cups and paper plates, cool bag - for the short distance from her house to the 

beach she gets a trolley from the garage, in which we put everything, and sets off. So now I 

too can be part of such a meal on cloths! 

We spread out the sheet on the soft sand, set the "table", she puts the food on it, while I, 

having found a comfortable position for my back, cut the first baguette. The sea shines in 

the slowly sinking sun and splashes softly. Several groups of people or families have 

gathered for an evening picnic and enjoy the atmosphere of infinity with us: we too have a 

piece of history in the sanding of the shells on the beach. Monique sees Thierry coming. A 

tall, lanky man about fifty, his step seems tired, restlessly shovelling his hands through the 

air.  

Thierry bends down to Monique, greets her with kisses right and left, then turns to me, 

greets me as well, and sits down with us on the cloth.  

"I had so much trouble at work," he says, turning to Monique and begins to tell his story of 

the day while Monique pours us rosé. 

"Santé!", we toast ourselves and eat the food we brought along on baguette slices.  
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Thierry still talks about work.  

I'd like to leave these two alone and announce 

"I'm going to the beach for a bit, move my back." 

Slowly and crosswise I get up, Thierry looks at me in wonder for a moment. I go to the 

shore, the sea begins to darken. Stepping on uneven sand that gives way to my kicks hurts 

me, yet I stroll along the seashore for half an hour before I sit down with them again. 

My decision is clear: Tomorrow, Sunday, I will go to town in the morning, it doesn't scare me 

anymore. "If you feel lonely, go to church," Peter had given me. Perhaps there will be a 

service in the famous Marienkirche of Marseille that will give me peace and quiet? To feel 

the benefit of being carefree, of free, anonymous taking, yes, in a church I can do it. After 

all, God is involved, something higher, more insensitive than my fellow human beings. I 

want to sing along to old songs, relax while listening and let my thoughts wander. 

"Do you happen to know the service hours at Notre-Dame-de-la-Garde?" I ask them. At the 

same time they frown as if I had said something completely improper. A church service? 

Monique shakes her head. 

"Notre-Dame-de-la-Garde is a great church," she just says.  

"And go to the terrace too, the view up there is great!" adds Thierry.  

Early the next morning, Monique and I were sitting at the breakfast table on her terrace, she 

put croissants in the oven to finish baking and let me have a café au lait out of the machine. 

I look forward to the day, the sun is already shining hot. Now she opens the yard gate for me 

and lets me go in peace. "See you later", we call to each other. 

 

Protection church with windscreen wiper 

The town is still quiet. I find a parking lot across the street from a bakery. One resident after 

the other enters and gets baguettes and croissants. There's a lot going on. It'll be nice to 

leave Mercury alone, I hope. 

Nevertheless, I prefer to stay in the car for a few more minutes and watch the area. That 

man over there, old shoes, sloppy belted trousers, dirty shirt, what is he doing? Tinkering 

with the windscreen wiper of a car. Then he holds the wipers in his hand, looks at them 

closely. A little later he puts his key in the lock, opens the trunk and takes out a new pack 

of wiper blades.  

I get out awkwardly with a tortured face. My back! But I can't just rest for this! A further 

checking look at Merkür: Have I covered everything well? No more cables on the dashboard, 

no money lying around, no camera, no notebook, everything nicely hidden under the yellow-

blue striped Ikea blanket. Merkür, take care of yourself!  

Very slowly my back carries me up where Notre-Dame-de-la-Garde is signposted. I let myself 

drift through the streets, just about keeping to the direction. Run-down house facades, 

crooked bumpy streets, dirty sidewalks or none at all - all this doesn't bother me, on the 

contrary, it gives me the good feeling of being in the south. But what repels me is the smell 
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that builds up between the high walls of the houses. It doesn't rain for months in summer, 

there are no green strips, and after all, the dogs have to be somewhere ...  

How friendly the French are! I always get nice answers immediately when I ask for 

directions, always courteous. Their language is very polite anyway, always a "ça va?" on the 

lips, always a "bonne journée, Madame" at the end, my ass, the French are arrogant! It may 

be different in Paris, but here in the south - it doesn't get any friendlier than that!  

Walking is very strenuous for me, especially the kind of walking where I don't want to have 

the pain looked at. No, I don't want pity looks! 

Once arrived at the top, I walk through the massive bronze portal and quickly choose one of 

the many free seats from where I can extensively view the interior of the already at first sight 

very gorgeous and impressive church. Rich mosaics, a lot of gold, several statues of the 

Virgin Mary, one of which, at the main altar, is made of silver, and further artistically 

arranged saints. The basilica has three organs. Numerous votive offerings, which were 

mainly laid down by sailors, are supposed to testify to answered prayers in the side chapels.  

How seldom do I take time for real reflection in everyday life. Finding peace for a meditative 

prayer in the morning after getting up, for a small thank you at mealtimes, for a summary 

in the evening - how more conscious I would become of some things and how insignificant 

others would become in relation to each other. So now I take the template in a church, 

which was created exactly for this purpose, and I am happy that within what feels like half 

an hour I manage to separate myself from action-action-action.  

During the walk outside, one is passed through the souvenir shop with devotional objects. 

The visitors flock eagerly around the few offers in the shop and are grateful for postcards, 

books, prayer cards, souvenirs, candles to light and, and, and. They are grateful for it and 

buy. The same realization - with all due respect to religious motives - as on the Tibetan 

market in La Ciota: Yes, people want souvenirs, they want to buy, they want to spend 

money and perhaps get confirmation with it: I have been here, I have enjoyed, and now I will 

conclude with a purchase. And me? I should also sell something. How can I make my 

customers grateful, satisfied and happy? Will I succeed as an outdoor trainer? Or will this 

expectation put me under pressure? 

I feel great pain. I have to cancel my tour of the church. 

At least let me go to the terrace, as Thierry recommended. I see the sea in flashes. And yes, 

what an overwhelming view over the big city welcomes me there, over the Old Harbour with 

its chic white yachts, over the sea. And far outside, I read in surprise and excitement on the 

blackboard, out there, the majestic rise on an island, that is the Château d'If, where "The 

Count of Monte Cristo" had to spend so many years. In my young years, after my Karl May 

phase, this had been one of the books that kept me from sleeping for nights on end. The 

magic Château d'If! 

 

Take everything! 

Going downhill is easier for me. I hope Mercury is... 
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From a distance he shines at me. Thank God, it's still standing - and even inside everything 

is untouched. Once again a short prayer of thanks, Merkür, you are the best! 

On the way back to Monique's house, my hunger for adventure drives me towards the sign 

"Marseille Europort". Just have a look. The notorious port. Just a quick look to see if it's 

really that bad. Port is always interesting! I'm already in the middle of it. A sudden great 

uneasiness. My stomach is cramping up. I suddenly feel all my reservations about this 

Marseille all at once, I push the steering wheel away from me as if I could gain some 

distance. Very soon I regret again to have been so naive, to have just plunged into the 

deepest Africa unprepared. Thousands of poorest people live here, whose haggard faces and 

stooped postures show that they have done the hardest work of their lives. Many of them 

Muslims in long, wide caftans, most of them black-skinned. Dockworkers. I don't feel well, 

want to get out quickly, but get stuck in traffic, take the wrong turns in the countless 

roundabouts - I feel fear, as if I were caught in a net, at the sight of the many strange men 

with dark piercing eyes, all looking at me alone, a woman alone, the dark men on the 

sidewalk, the gloomy men in the street bars, the men with flashing eyes in the cars next to 

my car, only me are all looking at, Mercury, protect me! How do I get out of here? One 

roundabout takes over from the next, and which signpost is the right one for me, after all, 

there is no sign that indicates what I am looking for as an indication: Here, here is the way 

out of hell. For a good hour I fight my way through the maze of streets, no, I don't even look 

at the men anymore, no, I only concentrate on myself, no, yes, I find the way out, I keep 

telling myself aloud - and that helps in the end. 

 

Across borders, barriers and blockades 

"I'm not much of a cook," says Monique.  

"How nice!" I answer laughing. 

But a 4-course meal must be a must, you are in France. She prepares a salad from canned 

corn kernels with a few fresh tomato pieces, deep-frozen broccoli goes into the microwave, 

she had bought a roasted chicken the day before, and now she has warmed it up in the 

oven. With it cooking bag rice, which always works. Fresh melon boats for dessert, I get to 

cut them. In the meantime, Thierry has also come.  

With all the effort from all sides, there may not be a cordial atmosphere during the meal. 

"I would like to go to the sea a little", I dare to say, "I love the sea - and in Munich we don't 

have one", I think I have to add apologetically.  

Just a few streets away, I need to walk and I'm there. The view into its vastness does me 

good and helps me to locate my clear desire for conversations, for discussion, for me to 

exchange my feelings. I have so many thoughts that I cannot clarify for myself alone. Talking 

in French with Monique went quite well, but that's not it. There are other limits that I come 

up against. I don't dare to act out towards her, I am always on my guard: what does she 

want, what do I want. Instead of doing what my self wants, I hold back: what does she 
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expect? I concentrate on always being good and not giving offence, since she seems so 

fragile. 

Something about her repulses me. Is it relationship trouble? Fear of contact? With her or 

even with me? I allowed another interruption on my solo tour. Would I have preferred to end 

up alone? I wonder. Did I feel any obligation to myself to visit Monique, since I was already 

in the area? I threw myself out of all contemplation that I find so beneficial. Of course she 

feels that! To her I dare not say what I want. It makes her insecure too. She, Monique in her 

caution, wants to do me good. I, in my caution, can hardly accept it. Yes, I am a bad guest. 

I probably belong more in the category of "good hosts", as I practiced with Karl-Hubert at the 

time. There I can develop ideas in advance, that inspires me, I can look forward to guests, I 

can apply everything I have thought up, then I am busy, I serve, I have the role of the 

entertainer, I am in the position of the leader - that is what I am trained for. Who of our 

friends could invite us without bringing a lot of chaos in the person of our four irrepressible 

children, who were often uneducated due to lack of time of their parents, who were very 

close to each other in terms of age, and who accordingly argued a lot, raved, frolicked - who 

would like to do that to themselves? Karl-Hubert and I agreed: Instead of having to go to 

friends to keep our children under control and make sure they didn't do anything wrong, it 

would be better if the friends came to us. We had the most space, and their two children at 

the most could easily find accommodation with us. Yes, being a guest has always been more 

exhausting than being a host.  

"I'll make us some coffee outside by the car," I offer Monique with a cheerful face, to take the 

edge off my unabashed bursting in from my point of view. 

So I want to play role reversal with her, to convince her of my happy hobo life, me and 

Merkür. I want to give her back what is good for my sudden appearance, for her hospitality, 

even though she would have to prepare her holiday. I want her to feel the same fun as I do 

when we are outside, in the shade of Merkür, drinking a coffee made on my gas stove from a 

shatterproof metal cup. The world must find this as attractive as I do, she should just try it 

once! 

But Monique opens her hands in horror, shakes her head vehemently. 

"Mais pourquoi," she says, "I have a coffee machine! Would you like cappuccino or café au 

lait?" 

I politely claimed "cappuccino" and got slapped. 

 

Mountain spirit of money 

In all conversations with women who describe their problems, I notice that the woman can 

only change something if she herself, of her own accord, does something differently than 

before.  

Such changes are often preceded by lengthy clarification processes, o yes! But where do you 

get clarity when you are stuck in a swamp! 
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How easy it is for me to draw conclusions from Monique's tales about her relationship with 

her mother about the need for peace in her marriage with André, for which she gave much 

of herself, she said.  

She discussed her wishes with him a lot. Always with the aim of obtaining his approval. At 

least that's how I perceived it. Instead of promoting her needs. Instead of doing what she 

wants without asking. To endure the discord that often arises when you want to fulfil your 

own wishes. With the success of gaining the satisfaction of having created something of your 

own.  

I wanted to help Monique. I wanted to make her understand my interpretation of her story. 

Yes, I understood everything - and on top of that I knew how the world works! I was sure of 

one thing - you have to endure! To endure that your partner doesn't agree. And do it 

anyway! But of course Monique didn't want to hear about it. Sure. Sounded like a sermon. 

 

After I had formulated my thoughts and realized that I didn't get to Monique with that, I 

suddenly understood that all my sermon was actually about myself.  

Endure? Endure difficult situations to overcome his fears? Doing what is important to you? 

Even if I'm the only one in the world who cares? To endure? To endure! 

And my wish? Isn't it called independence? To have enough money of my own? 

I would have to change something, yes me. In my fears that are holding me back. that limit 

my visual field and therefore my thinking. How do I get the top view of things so that I finally 

know what I could change? How do I recognize the right mountain from which I can take a 

changed perspective? Where I can hold out, precisely because I have a new top view? How 

about having "a lot of money"? To endure that? That would mean accepting a lot of money 

first. And endure the acceptance. What a challenge!  

Aren't I afraid of having a lot of money? All this responsibility is just too big for me. Help, 

then I don't spend little money, as I do right now, but then I'll certainly spend relatively 

more money. And again it is gone. Again I am dependent on earning money. Haven't I 

chosen a man who earns little money as a private school teacher? So that this problem of "a 

lot of money" did not arise in the first place? Can continue to keep control while managing 

large sums of money would intimidate me? So I didn't even take the risk of meeting a man 

who would take me to a restaurant with a lot of money when we met, because I feared at the 

time that this would automatically end up in the "golden cage" disaster again. I could not 

have accepted more courting. Then I would have felt delivered again. Under pressure. Oh, 

on which mountain do I have to climb that I could recognize the way out of this labyrinth? 

 

Questions to the woman 

Haven't I been living in a gilded cage and not been happy with money alone? 

If I take, I have to give infinitely much for it, wasn't that unconsciously my motto?  

Shouldn't I have been working non-stop?  



158 

 

Could I have made Karl-Hubert feel good with other things besides work, for example with 

simple recognition, with praise? With more sex? 

It was precisely this recognition that I wanted to achieve from him through performance. 

Can men even acknowledge a woman's performance? Or is good looks already performance 

enough? Does she not have to perform more? May it be simple, may she only look after 

herself? 

Doesn't he have to do his duty day and night? Could also enjoy their work and be paid as 

well as he is?  

The disaster of many single mothers in mini-jobs, of many women in old-age poverty 

because they "only" did educational and nursing work speaks volumes.  

Or does she perhaps simply have to be pretty and be there for him, and praise him 

vigorously forever? (How exhausting that sounds!) 

The unspoken demand on me as Karl-Hubert's wife, she had not been this one: 

A woman who is always strong, who is involved in business, who keeps annoying phone 

calls off his back, who has the children under control, who somehow manages the 

household so that it doesn't strike him as annoying, who, not to be forgotten, looks good, 

puts him above everything and loves him and is balanced in everything, is cheerful and 

entertains him intelligently when he needs to relax in an elegant atmosphere.  

 

Having confidence, being able to let go, how beneficial on the other hand. To be allowed to 

take and not be excluded on another level. Do not be afraid. No tension. Do your own job. To 

know: In case of emergency, I can defend myself.  

Fight him, against him, the man? War language? 

Fight back instead of letting yourself fall?  

With the weapons of a woman, also war language. 

Do I miss that experience? Because I took care of children? 

Was I always well-behaved without reflection, and will I always be well-behaved until old 

age?  

Not having to be good, is this the freedom I want to buy with my own, self earned money?  

Freedom of choice? For whatever: being able to decide without necessarily needing the 

consent of the partner. 

Do I want power? And if so, why not? 

But what would be the other variant?  

How do other women deal with the fact that their husbands bring home much more money 

than they do? Are they actually more efficient or more representative, or do they even create 

"more value", as Karl-Hubert would say?  

Just accept other women with confidence: I'm a woman and I give him enough with that 

alone. Or on the other hand, do they put up with a lot for the convenience of "getting paid" 

and don't resist? 
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Isn't this already a topic of the women's movement from my youth, from the sixties, the 

seventies?  

Am I behind my time?  

Or are politics and society lagging behind, with old role patterns being comfortably 

continued and cultivated? 

Where do I get enough money of my own? Can it not be taken for granted that as a woman I 

always and forever think about this? 

I do not want to be the economic factor "The expensive woman", spoiled by the man who is 

proud that he can afford this woman. No, with my know-how and also my ability to be a 

mother, to serve the economy and earn my own income. A high one, too! What is stopping 

me? 

Can there really be women who don't want that? And why not? How do they become happy? 

That women do not want to have children, is that the solution? The young women, the 

Eastern European students from Sibyl's story: I'll find a man who'll take care of me. That 

can't be good, so much dependence! Or am I disregarding a law of nature? One that you 

fight against in vain, like when you don't want to accept that a stone falls down and not up? 

Or is it just one like "All pedestrians walk in the middle of the pavement". Or, "All the edge 

tables in the restaurant are first to be filled." You can change this behaviour.  

What is the name of the unresolved point in me that prevents me from earning ample 

income?  

What would other women answer me on this subject?  

Where to begin to clarify? 

Does any other woman have my questions?  

Or is it mine alone, because of my specific life story? Money is a medium of exchange. What 

do I have to exchange, willingly and voluntarily, other than having raised four children? Or 

is that enough? What do I live on then?  

With all the usefulness of my car, a philosophy library would have been appropriate. But so 

my question marks throw me back to my own findings. 

 

Angélique 

The Christmas concert, which the Philharmonic Orchestra at the Gasteig offered every 

December, and which we always attended with Patrice and his wife Doris, was over.  

Karl-Hubert had opened a number of wine shops over the years, which he called "The 

Vinosophist" and which had become his new hobby. As a partner he had found Patrice, the 

nice young oenologist from Bordeaux, who settled in Munich. Together with the viticultural 

engineer, Karl-Hubert had succeeded in winning some restaurants in Munich as customers, 

in order to be able to sell the self-imported wines even better and to make them better 

known.  

After the concert Patrice had reserved a table in the noble royal court at the Stachus and 

now walked ahead of us, holding the door open for us - he himself was almost as tall as the 
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door and with his lanky body under the full black hair and blue eyes he looked like an 

insecure boy. Doris, if she could arrange it, was happy to be present at all the professional 

wine tastings that the two men conducted, and always an eye-catcher for the men in the 

majority. She knew how to show off her plump figure, together with her long blonde curls.  

 

So that was Angélique! I had often heard the name fall when Karl-Hubert and Patrice were 

preparing a delivery of wine to her, because Angélique was responsible for buying wine in 

the royal court. 

She was a picture-perfect French woman. Black thick half-long curls framed a dark velvety 

southern complexion, in which the brown eyes were set like round chestnuts. When she led 

the bottle to the high wine glass to pour for Karl-Hubert, who was sitting at the front end of 

the table, to taste it, her arm formed a skilful right angle to the glass. To drain it, she gave 

the bottle a twist, which she supported with her hip, lifting herself slightly on her toes.  

The young woman was 24 years old - and as a sommelière, she was naturally extremely 

knowledgeable about wine. Karl-Hubert described her to Patrice and me as cute, which was 

obviously embarrassing for Patrice. Her French accent was very distinctive; when she spoke, 

she formed a pout and then, after she had pronounced German final consonants with a 

French final O, she left her mouth slightly open. 

"What do you wanna drink?" 

Wine was her specialty, she knew her way around. I was surprised because I'd never met a 

French sommelier before. The communication between Karl-Hubert and Angélique went like 

clockwork.  

Angélique. He had often spoken of her. He adored her. She adored him. Oh yes, he could be 

very charming. Looks speak volumes. I noticed Doris looking at me with pity. 

Karl-Hubert wants champagne as an aperitif, a Dom Ruinart should be. But it is not on the 

menu. Angélique gets an '85 from the cellar.  

Karl-Hubert devoutly selects the white man for the fish with her. They decide on a '89 

Sancerre from the Loire Valley, yes, Bonnard is good, a great winemaker!  

"You want to spend a special evening!" says Angélique. "To the lamb, do you know what 

we're going to create today? A magnum bottle of Romanée-Conti '83. It's in the cellar.  

Karl-Hubert rolls his eyes and sighs devotedly. 

Angélique is only here for our table. 

Karl-Hubert needs new glasses now. Angèlique will bring them.  

The lamb chops are too well done for him. Angélique's having the cook cook cook some 

more. 

For his cigar, Davidoff No. 1, he wants his own ashtray. Angélique looks around for ten 

minutes.  

"May it be one of Cohiba," she asks him mischievously as she puts the luxurious ceramic 

ashtray with the typical yellow-white-black Cohiba design on the table. 
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Karl-Hubert nods very happily. I look at him: he likes the fact that Angélique makes such an 

effort to fulfil his wishes. 

He is now after a terrine of foie gras that is not on the menu. Angélique will get a thick slice 

in the kitchen. Velvety a noble sweet, enormously full-bodied, golden Château d'Yquem, the 

world-famous Sauternes. 

"A premier cru supérieur," Patrice explains to his wife Doris with an awestruck look on her 

face. "The Château d'Yquem is the only one in Bordeaux with this classification There's 

nothing above it." 

Doris nods friendly and willing to learn.  

Now another cognac.  

"I suppose you want the Delamain, 1973?" 

"Grande Champagne?" asks Karl-Hubert. 

"Grande Champagne!", laughs Angélique, who is also delighted with so much expertise and 

soon after gives the brown gold from the slender bottle into the large bulbous snifters.  

"How he bows!" 

"Comme il jambe!", surrt Angelique.  

I have often heard this description during professional wine tastings at our home - when the 

grape juice is along the inner wall of the glass and leaves a clear trace, i.e. legs, "jambes". 

Angélique clears large plates and brings out even larger plates.  

Angélique clears glasses and brings out even rounder glasses.  

Angélique is always there for him when he calls her.  

Angélique is a lovely person. How could I be jealous? I don't want to do her part anymore. 

Not anymore. No, never again. I really don't want the shop anymore. The sale is set for 

December 31. Yes, take Angélique for services. Not me anymore. 

 

Yvette's mother 

On Monday morning I plan to go to Cassis again, and Monique is going to Normandy 

tomorrow. She still showed me photos of Yvette, and tears came to my eyes. Truly! She has 

become a very attractive young woman, the 13-year-old from back then, cool, tall, slim, 

smartly dressed, long straight blonde hair, which she sometimes wears open, sometimes as 

a ponytail.  

Yvette lives in a very small apartment in Paris, says Monique.  

She's been studying philosophy for so many semesters, she keeps talking. 

She makes her money as a waitress! Horror resonates in her voice. 

She lives with her boyfriend. He's black. From Algeria. At least he speaks French. Monique 

tries a helpless smile.  

I try to understand everything, she says. 

I love my daughter very much and wish her all the best for her. 

She takes a break between each sentence. 

Yvette won't talk to me about it. 
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Here she shrugs her shoulders and I nod my head. Understanding in the sense that I always 

try to understand my children. I often succeed just as little as Monique. They want to find 

their own way. 

 Yes, our trip into the past was intense, we both realize. Although Monique seemed a little 

distant and distant at times. Perhaps my effect on her was equally unfree? 

Through our meeting my own complications became unpleasantly apparent in me, which I 

have not yet clarified for myself: to keep my self-confidence, even if my counterpart is 

hostile. I can't do that. I always want to be loved, I cannot trust before that. 

 

Such a Pons dictionary 

Merkür, I really need my notebook! My thoughts do not let go of me even on my street. I am 

not looking for a special place for a long time, but the next parking place has to be it, a little 

shade is my only demand. I have to do it immediately. 

How did I ever get together with Peter?, I ask myself in my diary. How could I overcome my 

distrust after a failed marriage? After many years of trying to manage business, marriage, 

children in the best possible way and then having to classify it as "not managed"? 

I had read many relationship books since then, analyzed many relationship films: How do 

the others do it? 

"Now it's my turn! Only me!" was the only thing I knew for sure. I'd rather be alone and 

without a partner until I'd figured out what I needed.  

I needed a man who doesn't demand.  

I needed a man who could leave me alone. 

I needed a man who did not set conditions for his love that I thought I had to fulfill. Yes, I 

know that like Jell-O, don't I, Mercury? 

Nevertheless. To be free: do I have to sacrifice something before I can use? 

Does freedom really exist at all? Yes, for a short time, sometimes just for 40 days and 40 

nights, but even here I experience dependencies, and be it street directions that I cannot 

comprehend; be it nature that I encounter, with whose imponderables I have to come to 

terms with; be it people whose encounters I need to exchange ideas, to receive impulses, to 

feel myself in togetherness.  

To be free and live in a relationship - that is not possible. To allow oneself freedom 

nevertheless - that is inevitable, without it life is not worth living. To grant freedom to others 

in spite of an intimate relationship - which ones and to what extent? This is a very 

individual thing between partners.  

Anyway, Peter will let me go. And me? Do I release myself? Don't I stand in the observer's 

position too often: how much can he stand, how much can I expect of him, just like I did 

with Monique? Being able to bear that he or she cannot bear it. How much risk is possible 

before the catastrophe breaks out because the feelings of the other person have been 

exhausted?  

And Monique? 
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Some things I did not dare, because she, Monique, was not as warm as I would have liked. 

Observing what Monique expected from me - to get the feeling that she agreed with me - I 

failed to sense my needs and to express them. To take what I needed or to ask for it. 

Of course, I enjoyed the neat shower after bathing in the sea, I was allowed to use her 

comfortable guest bed, and coffee - no problem. But just like that, just to take it, that would 

have been very, very, difficult for me. I'm so glad that I just remembered to leave her my 

PONS dictionary as a farewell gift, not the small one, but the big, new one I was so proud of 

- so she can look it up when we write to each other. It makes me feel free.  

You and I shouldn't think I used it to sleep there for free. I wanted to confirm to her and me 

I like her, I cherish her, and I'm willing to sacrifice something for her. And one sacrifice it 

was for me: to give back the great Dictionnaire, which I had bought new and for a lot of 

money before this trip. 

 

Mothers 

My birth in January 1956 was to become a life-threatening matter for my mother. A blood 

clot had entered her lung and her breathing was in danger of collapsing, her heart stopped - 

the doctors had to act quickly. A case for the intensive care unit - today. It was not the 

medical standard at that time, and she had to endure many treatments in the clinic for a 

correspondingly long time. To her - and my - good fortune, the Munich gynaecological clinic 

in Maistraße was already well equipped at the time, and she could be helped. Of course, she 

was not able to look after her newborn child herself, but I was able to be accommodated and 

cared for in the same clinic complex in the infant ward.  

"The nurses were so enthusiastic about you because you were so well-behaved", mother 

often said with a proud swollen breast, "otherwise they would not have been able to keep 

you there for so long, and they would have taken you away from me much earlier and 

brought you to an orphanage!  

The fact that she had tears in her eyes while telling it, even decades later, always annoyed 

me a lot, even as a child. How often did she tell me the whole birth procedure in detail, so 

often that I didn't want to listen anymore and ran out of the room as soon as she spread her 

medical history "with me" to other people. In the course of my youth and the last decades I 

acquired large-scale fading out, the details in connection with my birth were annoying and I 

decided, probably unconsciously, not to remember them. As a result, now that I want to 

write down this story, I have to listen to my old mother tell me everything again. Which is 

not hard for her. And finally lets me ride in a wave of gratitude. I can even say, "Thanks, 

Mom, for letting me live!" She cries again, but this time I do too.  

So I spent the first three months of my young life under the care of friendly nurses in the 

gynaecological clinic (Thank you!) until they could no longer afford my care and I was sent 

to a children's home. There my father visited me at regular intervals, he was also ill, had 

brought a severe disability from the war and had healed other war damages, which over the 

following years quite often led to a dangerous pleurisy. 
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Mother had to stay in the hospital, and in the children's home I was probably not well. I was 

losing weight steadily, the hair at the back of my head went out from lying in the cot for so 

long - my parents were told to look for foster parents for me.  

They seemed to take good care of me, as I can see on a photo from that year, where I am 

enthroned properly and well-fed on Obermüller's grandmother's arm. There you go! The 

child grows and prospers. Of course, the care consumed a lot of the money that my father, 

as a sickly single earner, brought home. Since mother had been released home in the 

meantime, with daily care by a medical service, but still, she brought me to her home when I 

was one and a half years old. I can safely assume that it was not only because of the money 

saved. I have children of my own... 

Mother was still so weak that she could not lift me up, carry me and hold me in her arms. I 

wonder if this irregularity in the first months of my life was the cause of a lifelong imbalance 

with my mother? In any case, I visited my Obermüller grandmother, as I lovingly called her, 

regularly once a week until I was 13. Not only because she always gave me a Fuffzgerl as 

pocket money. When grandma and grandpa both died shortly after each other, it was a 

terrible blow for me. For weeks afterwards I was still deeply sad.  

With my mother, further thromboses followed. In the years after my birth, blocked veins 

repeatedly led to feverish phlebitis and in her case to a so-called "open leg", an immensely 

large open wound on her left lower leg, which caused her great pain. I know my mother no 

differently than that she takes daily blood-thinning medication. In my childhood memories, 

the couch in our kitchen-cum-living-room necessarily connects with my lying mother, a 

blanket on her legs. Because of her tendency to form blood clots, she remained under 

medical observation for the rest of her life, and everything that is painful in a healthy person 

but heals quickly was dangerous for her. Of course, this made her cautious, even though 

she did a lot of hard work in her life. With us children, however, a dubious behaviour took 

hold: I must help her, or she'll die! I hope she doesn't die! What can I do to keep her from 

dying? I'll do anything she asks of me! 

What a terrible fear I had for her! Once, I remember, when she "only" walked around the 

apartment in pain because of haemorrhoids, I too cried out in fear - as a child I could not 

yet distinguish between dangerous and not dangerous. And when she was "only" pregnant 

again, my father felt extremely guilty, full of fear for his wife, because she should not have 

had any more children - the doctors had predicted that she would not survive another birth. 

Today's self-evident things like the pill did not yet exist, or were not taken into 

consideration, I will not allow myself to make a judgement. This time we were all lucky: My 

sister Nicole was born in perfect health, and our mother was as well. 

However, complications due to the risk of blood clots occurred time and again, and phlebitis 

accompanied us throughout our lives. The sword of Damocles continued to hang over us 

children: "Mother will feel bad if we do not help her.  

Since my birth of all things had caused mother's bad condition, I felt guilty, of course 

without realizing it, to name it. Why should it be surprising that even in my youth I was not 
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able to go through the normal process of leaving my parents' house with all the energy of a 

pubescent girl? "Child, you can't leave me alone! You know I'm so sick!"  

What I already suspected at that time was that mother was also just a normal person and 

that she would use my inclination to be obedient even when it was not absolutely necessary. 

Then she had forgotten her glasses at home for a church visit, where we always went 

together by bicycle. She could ride her bike everywhere, only when walking she had a 

limitation because of her leg.  

"Child, be a dear and get me my glasses. I left them on the table at home." 

We had sneaked into the church just in time, only in the first bench there were seats left. 

No, I could not manage to contradict under the eyes of the assembled congregation: Get it 

yourself. She then sat in time for the service, only I came too late and was terribly ashamed 

when I pushed myself past those present and handed her the glasses. My anger at her was 

not enough for an offence. Always in the neck the fear of saying: I am so sick after all.  

 

Now I'm in the south of France, all alone with myself. I can choose my actions, enjoy what I 

have chosen, I don't need to be considerate of anyone. But I wonder how my mother is. It 

seems that this question has been with me all my life. I'm glad there's also Peter. There are 

many things I could change with him, tackle - I feel the need to stop at a parking lot to send 

him a short SMS: Dear Peter, I'm fine with you. I love you because I get to be me. 

Hi, Rosi 

 

Help! Luxury! 

Monique could not cope with my unrestrained thirst for independence. I just didn't want to 

be a burden to her! I was very careful that I did everything alone, that I ate from my cooler, 

that I just didn't take too much of her time, after her announcement right at the beginning 

of my visit, she had a lot to do with leaving for her vacation, preparing for tenants who 

would rent her house in the meantime. She had said that since her divorce she should not 

care for anyone else. I wanted to accommodate that. That she just didn't care about me! 

If she had thrown herself at me, I could have gone out of myself more, shown myself more 

warmly, could have said, I wish I could have said "so and so", could have clarified things. 

Well, neither of us could have.  

 

I am relieved to be alone again with Merkür. He offers me the luxury I love. Mercury spits 

out everything I need in one fell swoop. I just broke a fingernail. I immediately found my nail 

file and was able to file it down, straightening it up again in no time. For Monique, I had to 

find the toiletries, which are so easy to pick up one by one in the car, and put them in a 

container worthy of a well-tended bathroom. And: This T-shirt is not good enough and those 

trousers could be cleaner, I thought. What should I wear that I don't come across as a 

tramp. Two worlds. One sigh. 
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Back home again 

In the evening a pleasant, very warm wind blows and I lay my air mattress on the floor next 

to Merkür. Finally I can sleep under the open sky! Do I think I can do that? If I am afraid? 

Of course I am afraid. For a long time I observe which cars drive in and out, which ones are 

standing near me, which people are going in which direction, although I can't see it so well 

in the dark.  

For a long time I enjoy the starry sky above me, and then I actually fall asleep, despite the 

fear and despite the mosquitoes that swarm around me. In the morning at dusk they are the 

ones who wake me up at half past five. I had imagined it more romantic to sleep outside. On 

the parking lot, dusty from the dryness, it didn't smell of lavender either, but of piss, which 

no rain could wash away in the last three dry months.  

 

When my neighbours invited me for coffee in their self-built VW bus ten metres away, a very 

nice young couple, I had unfortunately already finished breakfast. Yes, indeed, 

unfortunately! I already feel like company again. What do I actually want? 

Very slowly and in spite of the pain I put myself into proper clothes, sent another SMS 

home. I am homesick! I feel alone. I feel sad. I long for my real home, for Peter, for my two 

little grandchildren, for my happy children, and I almost want to cry a little bit. I think of 

becoming a grandmother for the third time at the end of September. And about the varied 

breakfast that Peter brings to my bed before he leaves for school. Strong sourdough bread, 

crispy grain rolls. Tart forest honey, mountain cheese and raw ham. Here, without 

refrigeration, I couldn't keep such things, I even did without butter, and every day only 

baguettes from the day before with sweet honey, pah, how bland. 

 

With Charles and Juliette in the hammock 

I listened to a CD by Charles Aznavour and another one by Juliette Gréco, both of which I 

bought about twenty years ago, and both of which come from the same household as Karl-

Hubert. 

How a crushed back can be instructive!  

Because never before had I taken the time to sit down and really listen. Had only perceived 

music, voice, speech sound before. With great fun I now discover, with the leisure forced 

upon me, that the lyrics are also extremely interesting, are presented in an actor-artistic 

way and examine the society of their time. You have to take your time, I repeat for me, 

outwardly with a surprised shake of the head because of such a long period of ignorance 

and inwardly with the insight that has been recognized umpteen times in the last weeks: If 

you take your time, you will achieve much better results. You are happier.  

Not a twig moves, the sunlight shines brightly into my soul, the light spots on the sea 

compete in their movement with the sound waves of the Cigales.  
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Then I feel my menstrual bleeding coming. I am now well over four weeks on the road. I have 

to go to the car, take hygiene measures. And I think about how I will be able to manage this 

issue this time in the next few days.  

Again and again I feel like I am in a dark cave, groping forward without knowing where I am 

going with the next step. Some things are due to my curiosity, others come over me. 

 

In the back is also in the front 

I notice that I am becoming increasingly relaxed as my 40 days of loneliness are coming to 

an end. It is Wednesday, July 30. I have achieved a lot, have overcome many fears, and have 

often been under great pressure. I was not always able to enjoy my solo time happily. And 

laughing with me alone - that didn't work out. 

Only yesterday I had a song on my lips again, only yesterday I could read a funny book and 

laugh while reading it. Without really noticing it, I was constantly under tension. Everything 

went well and I was often, very often proud of myself and very satisfied with my progress. I 

was very concentrated and took good care of myself so that nothing could happen. Well, 

nothing bad. I got to know many French customs. In the meantime I learned that it is quite 

common here as well as at home to undress on the beach, even just to stand there in 

panties. Possibly, for campers from the south of France it is self-evident what was so 

strange for me. Several days in a row without a tent I had never been on the road before. 

That the French people in the sunny south sit at the parking lot and next to their car - not 

only next to motorhomes - or also on the beach and spread out their sheets, sit down on the 

ground and eat there in the round, I had not known. At the beginning of my journey I was 

ashamed of myself sitting on the ground next to my car and eating a snack. In the meantime 

I am no longer embarrassed either, eating my food everywhere, whatever I have just 

prepared. Only with the time the tension about it fell away from me. Other, new tensions, 

triggered by other insecurities, were added - and I endured them too. 

 

I am, so I am 

We humans all tend to solve situations in which we are afraid with the same tactics. The 

rule is that we avoid situations where this one proven, sophisticated anti-anxiety method 

does not work. Why did I put myself under so much stress in the last weeks? Unconsciously 

I probably suspected how important it is for my development, my future well-being, for my 

life in life, to learn several techniques for me to assert myself, to assert myself, to defend 

myself, to have a choice of strategies depending on the situation. In this way my limited 

possibilities, which so often hinder me from trying out new things, can multiply. So that I 

can allow myself more, so that I can enrich my life with joys that were previously denied to 

me because of my fear. How much I often let myself be reduced by my fear! How often I have 

limited my possibilities to a too cautious level and therefore only felt limited vitality. How 

often I did not exhaust life in the last years because I had fallen on my nose too often in my 

youth and wanted to avoid this ugly experience in the following decades!  
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Yeah, I protected myself. Until the last day I had my defense set lying next to me: hanging 

the whistle around my neck, while sleeping my sharp wilderness knife and Peter's geologist's 

hammer and cell phone at hand. I was extremely alert and observed my surroundings very 

closely, more with my heart than with my eyes. I settled in the foreign country, felt 

increasingly comfortable here and experienced that even the French only cook with water 

when camping. I am no longer ashamed, I am one of them. My hotel duty phase, as I 

experienced it with Karl-Hubert, is over.  

 

And yes, ten euros a day was enough for me. I really didn't need more. It's summer 

everywhere. It's warm, the sky above me gives me its vastness, I am presented with 

abundant gifts by nature, how unimportant is elaborate food to me! 

 

I am happy and very confident. I feel an infinite power within me.  

I sit in a dream spot by the sea, with a dream view. I chose this place myself! Namely, 

exactly the place that suits me. A long sandy beach with many sunshades and deck chairs 

lined up in a row might suit other people. I need one with smooth rocks from which I can 

jump into the warm water. I am free and may decide for myself. Many people know such 

things from their youth. I only know it now. At least I already know now. 

 

Emancipation 

I have spent a lot of time with myself, recognized many things, got to know many things 

about myself that I would have liked to have known earlier. I was undressed, unlearned to 

fear. Have I forgotten?  

After four weeks of absence I called mum. Of course she asked the inevitable after general 

and banal exchanges: So, are you making a little progress with your work (we never talked 

about what kind of work it should or could be) or are you more likely to go for a walk than to 

work? 

With a smile in his voice. 

I got the message: "Child, you are not only going to go for a drive, but hopefully you will do 

something more meaningful. 

Control! Tachycardia! I don't know how to answer that!  

Quick distraction. Don't answer that. Come directly to their diseases. Or to her 

grandchildren, who are dear to her heart.  

And I'm so proud of myself. I have managed to just BE here without the pressure of having 

to do something, to achieve something. Am I allowed to feel that good? A few seconds of 

silence. 

"I've managed to just be here, Mama, without the pressure of having to do something, to 

achieve something. I'm doing very well, Mama! And I'm really looking forward to seeing you 

again. It's just a few more days." 
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Surprised, I hold my phone even tighter than I hear: 

"I am glad from my heart! That you're making sure you're okay! You do everything right! I'm 

looking forward to seeing you, too!" 

It is already dark, but the clarity of dusk still stands in seamless gradations from yellow to 

blue to dark blue in the sky, and the mountains stand out hard and angular against the 

heights. 

 

Friday and August 

I've been on the road for half an hour. I woke up at seven o'clock for a mosquito, 

ssssssssssss. Up to the tip of my nose I had wrapped myself in my sleeping bag, but I could 

still hear it. Defenceless, I surrendered to my morning fate knowing that arriving early at a 

campsite would give me advantages. The high season had begun.  

Merkür is packed and ready. With the coffee cup in my hand I go down to the beach for the 

last time, jump into the water once more - because my back has recovered. I say goodbye 

again and again, with tears in my eyes. It had all been so important to me.  

The beautiful limestone rocks that I love so much, in their gradations, the irregular one, 

sometimes I had to lift my foot to climb, sometimes I had to lower it to go down a step, 

nothing uniform, nature par excellence, a very varied scenery. It is also a counterpart to my 

inner being, just as I could identify myself with the wild rock of the Cévennes. Here, the 

pleasant warmth is added and the sea, the endless, glittering, warm, clear, lively one, into 

which I can jump and immediately start swimming without having to wade through shallow 

water for a long time.  

My mission is complete, I can feel it clearly. I am finished. Yesterday evening I had gone to 

Cassis, had mingled with the tourist masses, ordered a glass of champagne, they call it a 

coup or a coupette - just as we speak of a cut of beer in Munich. It was difficult for me to sit 

down alone at an empty table in the midst of the occupied tables, when everyone else was 

performing in pairs or with friends. You rarely see anyone sitting alone, let alone a woman. 

Already on the beach, the French were performing in pairs, with family, with friends. As a 

single person I was a big exception. Deep sigh. 40 days and 40 nights of social fasting. I 

want to find my next campsite near Nîmes - and stay there until Peter arrives by TGV. For 

him, no, for us, to pitch the tent that has always accompanied me in the back regions of 

Mercury. I'll only be alone for a few more days, then he will arrive at the station in Nîmes. 

One day later it will be our second wedding anniversary. I am very happy. 

 

END 
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Thank you...  

Mother, I was able to reach the top of the mountain and have done a highly rewarding job.  

Father, may I tell you The Cévennes is full of glorious and troublesome donkeys. When 

they're well, they go out on the ice. 

Thank you for raising me healthy so that I could make this wonderful journey to myself. You 

wanted the best for me. Invite me to a restaurant, I can accept it now. I give you me and my 

time to do so. I know now: That's enough. 

And thank you, Merkür. You've mastered your role as a traveling companion with flying 

colors. 

 

Thank you... 

to my husband Thomas and my editor, Dr. Claudia Kuzla, who put me on the right track, 

especially in tricky woman-man relationship issues.  

 

The present stories  

are based in part on true events in my life.  

What of them is understated, exaggerated, alienated or truthfully written down, to find out - 

or not to find out - I leave to my readers.  

Real people have been changed a lot and placed in a different environment to preserve their 

privacy. All names are fictitious. In contrast, the places and travel experiences described are 

completely real, and Rosi and her questions, thoughts and fears are real ... 

 

Thank you... 

for your great and so important commitment, for the valuable hints and suggestions, dear 

Marion, Margit, Hilde, Gisela and Gisela! You were a great help to me.  

 

A continuation of my stories  

is being planned. Follow me on Instagram and Facebook and visit my website, I will be 

happy to inform you about the current status of new projects. 

www.irmgardrosina.de 

 

 

outdoor coaching  

For all readers who find themselves in my books and want to develop themselves further, I 

offer outdoor coaching.  

Where? 

- Days in the Bavarian mountains 

- Weekly on my extensive property in the south of France with thyme and rosemary 

growth 
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You can find information about this on my website (www.irmgardrosina.de). 

 

By the author has already been published:  

Life could be so hard 

tredition Verlag, Hamburg 2016 (paperback) 
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