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	Preface

	 

	This book is not a novel I invented to occupy strangers’ hearts for a little while. It is a path through my own life, through nights when music was louder than reason, through days when a single sentence hurt more than any hangover.

	In the first volumes, I told the story of how a boy learns to move through a world that showed him very early on how hard it can be.

	This fourth volume is about what happens when you have stopped falling and still do not know where you actually want to run.

	Aiden lives in a hell made up of clubs, commutes, apartments, and quiet afternoons.

	The demons in his stories wear beards, perfume, and first names. They write messages, give CDs as gifts, stand at bars, lie in hotel beds. Each of them promises, for a brief moment, a small piece of heaven, and in the end there is always that familiar ground beneath his feet again, the one on which he feels alone.

	Between Tom, Jan, Tino, Boris, and all the other figures who appear and disappear, Volume 4 tells the story of a heart that longs for arrival while shrinking back from every door that opens too far.

	Whoever holds this book in their hands is not reading a neat love story with clear lines.

	 

	This is about longing that throws itself into the wrong arms, about closeness that appears at the wrong moment, about decisions made out of fear rather than freedom.

	John becomes the outside perspective here, a witness who does not judge, but names what he sees: how someone who had to fight early in life later inflicts the burn marks on himself, so that no one else can hurt him anymore.

	Carnival, a porn party in the attic, feathers in the Rose Monday parade, hotel rooms in Hamburg, kissing in a stairwell — all of these are stages on which Aiden tries to drown out his own emptiness.

	And right in the middle of it stands one moment in a travel agency, a ticket to Miami Beach that, for the first time, suggests a different direction: away from the chase for validation, toward a journey that was not booked for a demon, but for himself.

	This preface is neither an apology nor a warning.

	Perhaps it is more a quiet request:

	Read with an open heart, even in the moments when you do not understand Aiden. Many scenes hurt because they are honest. Many dialogues seem exaggerated until you begin to ask yourself how much of them you recognize from your own life.

	If you find a piece of yourself in these pages, you are not alone. And if you do not, then at the very least you will gain an insight into a soul that has learned to survive in the shadows and still keeps reaching for the light again and again — even when it fears being burned by it.

	Shadows of My Soul, Volume 5

	M. E. Capwell
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Chapter 1 – The Sentence That Changes Everything

	 

	The train door closes behind me, heavy, cold, final.

	In that moment, a single piece of metal separates me from the man I have fallen madly in love with.

	Just a second ago, I was still standing in front of him on the platform in the hell of Hamburg, so close that I could feel his breath on my skin, and yet already with one foot inside the distance.

	Now I am on the train, he is left behind outside, and the sound of the door closing feels as if someone has drawn a line straight through my life.

	For the first time, I told him how much I love him.

	No “we’ll see,” no “I like you,” no retreat.

	Three small words on which my whole world is hanging. They simply tore themselves out of me, straight from my chest toward his lips, and no sooner had I said them than the announcement began, the train prepared to leave, and I had to get on.

	There was no time to find out what my words did to him.

	No quiet second in which he could have looked at me and answered.

	Now I am sitting here, waiting for my answer, trapped in a compartment that feels like an in-between place: no longer with him, not yet back in my old hell.

	I put my bag in the luggage rack, but my gaze stays glued to the window.

	I keep looking after him for as long as I can, until his outline disappears in the glass.

	One part of me wants to run, through the aisle, through every carriage, all the way to the end of the train, as if I could somehow shorten the distance or stop time that way.

	I want to run all the way to the back of the train so I will not lose him, as if I had any power over the tracks beneath me.

	Instead, I sit down, because the movement of the train is stronger than my wish to turn around.

	It is nine o’clock when the train starts rolling and I leave Hamburg behind. Nine o’clock, the moment I pull away from the upper hell and travel back to mine.

	The time lights up on the display, sober and harmless, while inside me something is raging that can barely be put into words.

	I am traveling back to my hell, but this time not empty, not the way I usually do.

	I am taking a feeling with me that I have never felt before in my life.

	It settles inside my chest, warm and heavy at once, like a new heart beating beside the old one.

	I stare out at the tracks sliding past, at the backyards and walls that slowly turn into fields and small towns.

	Inside me, the kiss at the station is still echoing — his hands on my face, his lips on mine, that moment in which everything around us had blurred.

	And right there, in the middle of that memory, something begins to gnaw at me.

	During the journey, the doubts come back.

	They creep up on me from behind, first as a small question, then as a voice I know far too well.

	Doubts because he did not say, “I love you too.”

	I still hear my own words: “I love you.”

	Clear, open, with no way back. His answer was a kiss, a look, the way he held me — beautiful, intense, but without words.

	And suddenly my thoughts stop revolving around what was there and turn toward what was missing.

	I lean my head against the window, the train carrying me farther and farther away, the landscape turning into one endless ribbon of images.

	Inside myself, I go through the moment again and again: the station, the cold air, his face, my courage.

	I ask myself whether I wanted too much, whether I was too fast, whether my three words overwhelmed him.

	I ask myself whether anyone even wants to hear that when he is not that far yet.

	The hell I am returning to seems to grow tighter with every mile, because I do not know what is waiting for me there — and I also do not know what is happening inside his head now that I have stepped onto this train.

	I am traveling a long way.

	The minutes stretch, the stations fly by, and inside me everything stands still.

	My phone is lying in my lap, and every glance at it makes the tension grow.

	Maybe he will text in a minute. Maybe later. Maybe not until tonight. Maybe not at all.

	My thoughts keep jumping, and yet one of them stays stubbornly in place:

	If he loved me too, he would have said it, wouldn’t he?

	After only an hour and a half, when the train is already deep into the journey between his hell and mine, it happens.

	The screen lights up, and a soft vibration runs through my hand.

	I look down and see his name. Martin.

	For a moment, the world narrows: there is only me, the small device in my hand, and the few lines that are about to open.

	I see that Martin has written: you can’t imagine how happy I am.

	My heart leaps so hard that I stop breathing for a moment.

	The doubts that had been tearing at me just seconds ago lose their grip.

	In my mind, a thought flashes up at once, faster than reason, brighter than every fear:

	He has surely written: I love you too, and I’m the happiest devil in the world.

	 

	


Chapter 2 – The Message on the Train

	 

	Then I pick up my phone and feel happy when I see his message. In my head, a whole film begins to unfold within seconds:

	He loves me, he is happy, he only wants me now. I pour all of that into those few words before I have even properly read them.

	For one brief, dizzy moment, I am certain that everything is going to be fine now, that this train is not just taking me back to my hell, but into a new life with him.

	But the moment I actually unlock my phone and open the message, every hope is destroyed at once.

	My euphoria turns into a painful truth.

	I do not read what I want to read.

	No I love you too, no I miss you already, not a single line that picks up the three words I said to him at the station.

	Instead, the text hits me like a blow to the stomach.

	I am sitting here on this train and I want nothing more than to burst into tears, because the heart I left behind in Hamburg feels as if it has been torn right out of me.

	The man I love so much, the one who kissed me in a way no one else ever has, the one with whom I had the most passionate sex of my life, writes:

	 

	 

	08.01.01, 10:28 a.m.

	Shit, I didn’t want it to happen like this. I’m sorry, this was headed in the wrong direction from the very beginning. See you soon.

	 

	I stare at those lines and read them over and over again, as if the meaning might still change the fourth time.

	Shit … didn’t want it to happen like this … headed in the wrong direction from the very beginning … see you soon.

	Every sentence cuts another gash through everything I have built up over the past few days.

	Just a moment ago, I was sure he was happy with me, that he wanted only me. Now I am sitting here with a message that calls all of it into question, as if I had imagined everything.

	Anyone who has not lived through something like this cannot imagine what I feel in that moment.

	After such a weekend, after so much closeness, kissing, touch, words, and unspoken promises, it feels as if someone has taken my heart and torn it apart while it was still beating.

	And all of this in a place where I cannot show any of it in public.

	In an environment where I cannot defend myself, cannot cry, because there are eyes everywhere, unfamiliar glances, unfamiliar lives.

	I am sitting among all these people who have no idea what chaos is breaking loose inside me.

	Suitcases, jackets, voices, the rattling of the tracks, everything simply keeps going while a whole world is collapsing inside me.

	I am completely desperate.

	I cannot even call him to clear anything up or at least hear his voice, because there are people sitting all around me, and I am certainly not going to make a scene in front of them now.

	So I swallow hard, press my lips together, and stare at the display until the letters start to blur.

	And I am trapped here for so many more hours.

	On this train, on this journey, inside this feeling.

	I can do nothing except keep traveling, keep breathing, and let that one message circle inside me, the one that has shown me in just a few lines how quickly a weekend that began like a dream can turn into the hardest kind of reality.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 3 – Pulling into Pain

	 

	Pulling into my hell feels like a slow collision.

	Through the train window I see the station coming closer — concrete, tracks, gray sky — and for the first time in an hour and a half, I feel that I can see an end to this nightmare.

	I cling to that sight as if it were an emergency exit.

	I know I just have to get off this train.

	Out of this compartment that has become far too tight, out of the role of the one who waits in silence for his own execution.

	I need air to breathe. I need space to finally let my feelings have room.

	When the doors open, I set my foot down onto the ground of my hell, and at that exact moment it overwhelms me:

	the tears simply run out of my eyes without me being able to stop them.

	No dramatic sobbing, no scene, only that quiet, unstoppable stream running down my face while I walk along the platform and pretend I am only tired.

	I know I cannot get on the tram now and let it carry me home too, wedged in between strange faces that have no idea that inside me everything is falling apart.

	I cannot sit in a crowded carriage and pretend that everything is normal.

	I have to walk because I need air.

	My legs need something to do so that I do not simply stop in the middle of the station and start screaming.

	I want to scream, as loudly as I can, so that all of hell can hear me.

	It is Sunday, and hell is fairly empty, the streets feel as if they have exhaled.

	I walk the twenty minutes to my apartment, step by step, as if every yard is pulling me deeper into the very thing I had wanted to leave behind.

	And then something happens that has almost become a ritual in my life.

	I listen to Celine Dion, to the song I really only put on in the worst moments of my life:

	“Think Twice.”

	The first notes begin, and I know at once that this is exactly that kind of moment.

	The worst moment of my life. A breakup like this is something you can only understand if you have gone through it yourself.

	That combination of pain, rage, shame, and emptiness, right there in public, with a text message that destroys everything.

	One single message, sent while I am sitting on a train where I cannot even defend myself.

	And then simply that

	See you soon, as if I were just some bed thing, someone you meet every now and then, not the person with whom you just shared your whole heart for two days.

	I can feel a rage in my stomach that no one could imagine.

	A rage that keeps winding tighter with every line, because no one has ever ended things with me like this before.

	Not after a weekend like that, not after those kisses, not after that sex that felt like the very opposite of something casual.

	The worst part is that Martin does not even answer his phone.

	I call his number again and again, and I cannot get through.

	No call back, no explanation, only this silence that is louder than any insult.

	I am simply being ignored.

	Left alone with a display that says See you soon and a hell in which no one can see how badly I am breaking in that moment.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 4 – Without You

	 

	For Aiden, there is only one way out, the one I always choose when I feel so bad that I can no longer stand myself.

	I reach for my last emergency anchor: I go to Tom.

	I call him and ask whether he feels like going out for a drink with me today.

	I know that if I stay in my apartment now, I will lose my mind.

	In every corner I can still see Martin and me making love here last Christmas.

	The way he desired me, the way we lay on my sofa as if the world outside no longer mattered.

	Every edge, every cushion, every glass reminds me that he was here — and that now he is not.

	I cannot bear these rooms.

	I need a new setting, new smoke, new light, other sounds, anything that does not smell like him.

	Tom is in immediately.

	He knows me, he hears my voice and understands that I am not calling because of some harmless glass of sparkling wine.

	He is happy to take me on a tour through the bars of hell.

	So we head out, from door to door, from counter to counter.

	Tonight, hell is my escape route: music, lights, unfamiliar faces.

	 

	I talk, laugh too loudly, drink too fast. I try to drown the rage inside me in sparkling wine.

	And I do not stay alone for long.

	No one treats me like this — that is the sentence burning inside me while I hold on to a bar counter.

	I refuse to let Martin be the last story my heart has written. So I leave Tom standing there.

	Not out of malice, not because I do not care about him, more because in that moment I cannot bear anyone who truly knows me.

	I go home with a man whose name barely sticks in my head.

	I pour all my disappointment out in sex with him.

	He is not my type at all.

	His face, his body, his whole manner — none of it is what would normally attract me. In any other moment I would have said goodbye politely and gone home alone.

	But that night, I do not care.

	In that moment, only one thing matters: I want to forget Martin. I want to drive the image of that kiss at the station out of my head and block out the words he sent me on the train.

	While we are having nothing but cheap sex, Mariah Carey’s “Without You” is playing in the background.

	That voice, that melody, the very thing I should probably avoid on a night like this, becomes the bitter soundtrack to my collapse.

	The lyrics hit me harder than any touch, and still I do not press stop.

	The alcohol has simply turned me into someone I would never allow myself to be when sober.

	It has shifted the boundary.

	I do not care who I sleep with that night, as long as I do not fall asleep with my thoughts.

	That moment on the train hit me so hard that I would have liked to go back, just to see him one more time and punch him in the face.

	That is how much he hurt me.

	You can’t imagine how happy I am turned into Shit, this was headed in the wrong direction from the very beginning, and I am standing between those two sentences like someone who no longer knows what to believe.

	That night, I try to squeeze all of it out of my body: the pain, the rage, the disappointment.

	But when the man is lying beside me and Mariah Carey keeps singing, I know deep inside that you cannot simply fuck someone like Martin away.

	You carry him inside you as a crack — until one day you find the courage to look at it.

	I look at myself in the mirror and do not even recognize who I am anymore. I simply fall apart in silence.

	 

	 

	


Chapter 5 – The Morning After

	 

	The morning after feels as if someone has been pounding the inside of my skull against itself. I feel worse than ever.

	All the sparkling wine from the night before, mixed with the poppers, has completely wrecked my head, and my stomach no longer seems to know which direction it wants to go in.

	The bed smells of unfamiliar skin and cheap perfume, the air of stale smoke, and I smell like someone I do not want to be.

	Today I would rather not get up at all.

	I would rather pull the blanket over my head, close my eyes, and pretend Hamburg was only a dream and the message on the train never arrived.

	The man from last night is gone, thankfully.

	I threw him out after sex because he started getting too affectionate.

	Of course, someone like him gets someone like me, that is how the game works in hell.

	One person who is grateful just to be noticed, and another one doing everything he can not to feel anymore.

	And when he tried to put his arms around me, it was too much.

	That touch, that come here, let me hold you, was exactly what I had had the night before with the man I actually love.

	With the one whose voice is still in my head.

	That feeling belongs to Martin and not to some stranger I only took home to distract myself.

	I wanted to switch closeness off, not recharge it, and the very moment he tried to pull me against him, I realized I could not bear it.

	So I sent him away.

	Door open, door closed, done.

	There was nothing more than that.

	I roll out of bed, every muscle protesting, not only physically, but inwardly too.

	Fragments of the last few hours are running through my head: bar, sparkling wine, Tom, a stranger’s mouth, Mariah Carey in the background, that “Without You” mocking me while I pretend I can disappear into someone else. It was escape, not passion.

	And now my body is paying the price.

	I take a shower. The bathroom is small, the mirror merciless. Under the hot water, I try to wash the night off my skin.

	The touch of hands I never missed. Lips that do not taste like Martin.

	I just stand there with my forehead pressed against the tiles and let the water run until I feel as if I am at least halfway myself again.

	Then I dry myself off and get dressed, mechanically, as if someone else inside me were taking over the movements. Trousers, shirt, jacket.

	The body still knows how everyday life works, even if the heart cannot keep up. I go to work. There is no option to take a break, no I’m staying in bed today because my heart is broken. Hell keeps functioning even when I stop.

	When I arrive at work, one look is enough for Tom to realize I have had a wild night.

	It is probably written all over my face: too little sleep, too much sparkling wine, the expression of someone who has lost more than just a few hours.

	The first thing Tom does is not a lecture, not a question, not pity.

	Without a word, he places a glass of sparkling wine in front of me and says only,

	“Drink this first.”

	I lift the glass and empty it in one swallow. It does not even really burn, it just slides down as if my body has long been used to stuffing gaps with sparkling wine that should really be filled by something else. Only then do I take a deep breath. The day can begin, even though inwardly I do not feel even remotely ready.

	On the outside, everything goes on as usual, orders, guests, music, laughter. Inside, I am sorting through shards. On the outside, I function, pour sparkling wine, smile at guests, crack jokes as if nothing has happened.

	Every movement lands perfectly, my body knows the routine while my heart is trying to find a rhythm of its own behind the music and the noise. And somewhere between tray, counter, and ashtray, I quietly hope that the pain will grow softer before the night begins again.

	


Chapter 6 – Finding My Way Back to John

	 

	Today it is finally time for John to step back into my life. A whole weekend without him was harder for me than I wanted to admit.

	Everything went from zero to a hundred in ten seconds — and the crash was just as brutal.

	It was not slow, not announced, it came within a single second, with just one sentence.

	John notices at once how bad I am doing.

	Barely has he sat down with me when he asks the one question he always asks first:

	“How are you?”

	I swallow, feel the tears already rising into my eyes just from breathing, and through tears I can only say,

	“I feel like shit. I thought I had arrived, but then came the fall — and from a height with no parachute.”

	“What happened?” he asks. His voice is calm, but I can hear how alert he becomes.

	“It’s over with Martin,” I say, and I can feel the word over echo inside me.

	“For him, it was nothing more than a bed affair. He was of the opinion that we weren’t in a relationship.”

	 

	John raises his eyebrows. “Did he write anything to you?”

	“Yes,” I answer, pulling out my phone. I scroll to the messages that have wrapped themselves around my heart like a second skin over the past few days, and I read them out loud to him:

	05.01.01, 8:46 a.m.

	UPS is that your serious? Think about it again please! Otherwise I guess I’ll have to accept it. M

	 

	“What did he mean by that?” John asks.

	“I didn’t want to go,” I explain. “I wasn’t sure about traveling to Hamburg alone. Then I texted him that I missed him. His answer came an hour later.”

	I show John the next message:

	05.01.01, 9:46 a.m.

	Me too. Unfortunately let’s talk in peace sometime! M

	 

	John nods slowly. “Okay, so he misses you too. That sounds beautiful for the moment.”

	“Then we had a little discussion,” I say. “I really wanted to stay here in hell. I doubted whether I could handle all of it. And then this came:”

	07.01.01, 12:06 p.m.

	No way, you’re coming. I’m really looking forward to it! M

	 

	John leans back. “That sounds as if he took away all your fears,” he says.

	I smile briefly, a pale, tired smile. “It really was a dream weekend,” I say softly. “Truly dreamlike.”

	“But what happened after that that led to this ending?” John’s gaze stays on me. He knows that now comes the part that hurts the most.

	I take a deep breath.

	“I told him when we said goodbye that I loved him,” I begin. “It was just such a dream moment — the goodbye, the beautiful weekend, the last kiss. It felt so right that I had to say it. And then…”

	I stop for a second. “…then he said nothing. The train doors closed, and I waited for an answer. It came an hour and a half later.”

	I show him the message that has been stuck in my head like a knife ever since:

	08.01.01, 10:28 a.m.

	Shit didn’t want it to happen like this. I’m sorry, this was heading in the wrong direction from the start. See you soon

	 

	John closes his eyes for a moment.

	“That was of course a slap in the face for you,” he says quietly. “I can imagine that very well, because you invested so much. You wanted to move to Hamburg for him.”

	 

	At that moment I have to laugh, even though I do not feel like laughing at all. It is that dry, slightly bitter laugh that comes when you catch yourself realizing how far you had been willing to go.

	“The weather changing from sunshine to hail to rain and snow in one day wasn’t really for me anyway,” I say.

	John shakes his head, but I can see the small smile in his eyes.

	“You never let your head hang, no matter how bad you feel,” he says. “Has he gotten in touch again already?”

	“Yes, this morning,” I answer, taking out my phone once more.

	09.01.01, 11:45 a.m.

	Hello I’ll be in hell in 2 weeks, then I’ll call you! M

	 

	I look at the message, then at John. “I’m deeply hurt,” I say. “And now I’m going to take care of other things.”

	Inside, I am sorting through shards again — shards of plans that reached all the way to Hamburg, of words I said too early, of hopes that failed on a station platform.

	On the outside, I am sitting at the table with John, holding my phone as if I could hold on to something with it, and yet I know:

	If I want to keep breathing, I have to learn that there are things I cannot save — even when I would have been ready to change hells for them.

	For the first time in days, it feels as if I might be able to sleep again someday.

	 

	


Chapter 7 – Questions for the Stars

	 

	What am I supposed to do? That question hangs in my chest like a stone. I miss him so much that it hurts. It is a moment of silence inside my body, an emptiness that cannot simply be filled with sparkling wine, music, or unfamiliar hands.

	Everything inside me is racing and standing still at the same time, as if my inner world no longer knows in which direction it is meant to feel.

	I ended up sending him another text after all, even though I had firmly promised myself I would not do it. I wanted to be strong, keep my distance, give him the space he had spoken about.

	And then I was sitting there, my phone in my hand, his name on the screen, and that resolution slipped right out through my fingers.

	Now the message is out there, somewhere between my hell and his, and there is nothing I can take back anymore.

	I do have a photo of him.

	Sometimes one glance at it is enough to bring everything back up again: his laughter, his eyes, the way he looked at me when he thought I did not notice.

	I am so in love that I do not know what to do.

	Every thought circles around him, around Hamburg, around the weekend, around the station, around that one message on the train.

	I keep hoping that everything will somehow be all right. That sentence echoes inside me like a prayer to a power I do not even believe in.

	And then I hear John’s voice in my head, clear and calm, the way it always is when I am close to losing myself.

	“Aiden, everything will be all right,” I hear him say.

	I know that sentence from him. He has used it often before, but today it reaches deeper. It does not sound like empty comfort, more like the voice of someone who knows me better than I know myself.

	I would wait for him, no matter how long it takes.

	That thought frightens me and calms me at the same time.

	He needs time, just like he said. That is what I cling to, to that one sentence, as if it were a bridge over an abyss.

	Only: what did he mean by it? Time to think? Time to say goodbye? Time to call me again at some point, when his world is not so full?

	There are questions in my head that I simply cannot answer.

	I turn them over and over, lay them out like cards on a table, but no picture makes sense. Was I too fast? Was he never where I was already standing?

	Was it always only what he has now called it for him — a bed affair, an escape, a beautiful weekend with no future?

	That means: as long as I wait, there will be no more one-night stands. That decision hits me almost as hard as the breakup itself, because it shows me how serious I am about him.

	I do not want to spend every night with another man and pretend that all of this is only a game.

	If I wait for him, then I will do it with my whole heart. No sidetrack, no backup plan.

	Only the stars probably know how long that will take.

	I am sitting in my hell, looking out the window into a sky that explains nothing, and I wonder whether somewhere up there someone is holding the clock that measures how long a heart can endure before it gives up or chooses differently.

	Until I get an answer — from him, from life, or from myself — there is only one thing left for me to do: keep breathing, keep feeling, keep hoping. And John’s voice in my ear, quietly repeating:

	“Aiden, everything will be all right.”

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


Chapter 8 – Midnight and the Last M

	 

	After work today, I had to go to John. There really was no other option. I could not go home, I could not walk through my apartment one more time and think of every corner, every moment with Martin.

	It is exactly 12:00 a.m., January 11, 2001. Hell is half asleep, and I am sitting in the kitchen with John. What had once begun so beautifully was finally ended today.

	“Aiden, you really don’t look well. What did he say?” he asks me.

	His voice is calm, but in his gaze there is that sharpness with which he always knows when I am only pretending to be okay.

	I just stare into the emptiness, past John, toward some place where there are no answers.

	Inside me sits a feeling I cannot describe. It is too big for one word, too heavy for one sentence.

	And yet my lips move. “Martin ended everything for good today,” I manage to say.

	At that moment the tears come, and this time I cannot hold them back. They just run, without warning, without me being able to fight them anymore.

	 

	Sometimes I wish life were easier. Not so hard. Not so sad. Just easy and beautiful for once, so that I could enjoy it too, the way other people seem to.

	Without constantly being afraid that everything will collapse again in the very next moment.

	“He was Mr. Right for me,” I whisper.

	“My absolute dream man. I’m more in love than I’ve been in a very long time. I wanted to end my life here for him and move to Hamburg.”

	The words taste bitter now that they are spoken out loud.

	“At the beginning we had such beautiful phone calls that I can hardly even put them into words, and now everything is over.”

	I pull out my phone, as if I have to prove that I did not imagine all of this.

	“And then the last message from yesterday,” I say, scrolling.

	10.01.01 11:51 p.m.

	No, not indifferent, but I think it would be better to let a little time pass first. M

	 

	I stare at the display.

	“He was always cold in his messages,” I say quietly. “But never cold in our phone calls. Those sounded warm and heartfelt, and that is exactly what I can’t get my head around.”

	John says nothing. He just listens. I scroll on.

	“And the last one was from this morning.”

	11.01.01 12:42 p.m.

	I was never dishonest. I’d call it a misunderstanding. Take care…

	 

	I show John the phone.

	“There isn’t even the big M at the end anymore,” I whisper. “Just three dots. Take care… and then nothing. No M. No sign that I am still anything special to him at all.”

	The sentence hangs between us like a cold draft. For him, it was a misunderstanding. For me, it was a plan for an entire life, a move, a new hell, a future together that I had already arranged
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