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Foreword

To the Reader.

Many terrible things often happen in a person’s life. If you can change something, then do it—but sometimes you can’t change things, and no matter what you do—whether you scream, cry, get angry, or get frustrated—nothing will change the facts or the reality of what’s happening in your life right now. So if you don’t necessarily want to die of a stomach ulcer, a heart attack, or a stroke, here’s some well-meaning advice. Accept what you can’t change and make the best of it. Enjoy every day as if it were your last, and if you think you truly love someone, ask yourself whether you love everything about him or her or whether you want to change him or her. If the answer to that question is yes, then it’s not love, because truly loving someone means loving them just as they are—because that’s exactly what makes them unique. And sometimes, love also means letting someone go, precisely because you love them. Love means you want your partner to be happy and you’d do anything for that, but if you have to bend over backward or give up on yourself to make it happen, then that love isn’t mutual—because true love requires both sides to make compromises. It’s a give-and-take on both sides, and that’s the recipe for lasting happiness.

— The Author








Chapter 1 — The Encounter

It was summer, a wonderfully warm day in the middle of August. The birds were chirping, and the sun was shining through the window as Jasmin opened her eyes. As always on weekends, she hadn’t come home until dawn and, just like every Saturday at noon, she was still dead tired when she woke up.But she couldn’t sleep anymore either; it had already gotten much too hot in the room of her small two-room apartment on the fifth floor of a high-rise building. She lived there with her two cats, whom she affectionately called Maximilian of Prussia and Napoleon Bonaparte, but even the two tomcats weren’t feeling quite comfortable in the heat, and, like every morning, they were really hungry. It was impossible to ignore them, since the two were making their needs known with lots of cuddling—and very loudly at that. So Jasmin had no choice but to get up and feed the two little pests; they wouldn’t let her sleep any longer anyway until they got something to eat.

The younger of the two cats had already jumped into bed with her and was eagerly trying to get her to give him his morning dose of cuddles. He wouldn’t let up until she cuddled with him. The older cat sat in front of her bed as usual and looked at her with questioning eyes: “When are we finally getting breakfast?” But he always waited very patiently until she got up and briefly ran her hand over his black fur; then both of them followed her into the kitchen, where they also waited patiently until she set the filled bowls on the floor so they could eat. She had a very special bond with her pets.

So she had gotten up, fed her cats, and made herself something for breakfast. She took her breakfast and sat down at the small table in her living-bedroom, ate her toast, and drank her coffee. And just like every morning for the past year and a half, she was alone with her two cats in her small apartment on the fifth floor of this high-rise, where no one knew she lived, where no one knew who their neighbor was.

She had once been happily married—or so she thought, at least—until her husband came home from work a year and a half ago. He’d been away on a three-month work assignment abroad, which happened quite often, but when he came back home to her this time, everything was different.

He had brought a woman home with him; he told Jasmin that she was pregnant with his child and that she would now be living there—he wanted to have a marriage with the three of them. In response, she had slapped him across the face, packed her things and her cat into her car, and left without another word. She stood before the shambles of her marriage and had nothing left but her black cat.

She stayed with a friend temporarily until she found an apartment she could afford and filed for divorce.

For a while, she had completely withdrawn from life and thrown herself wholeheartedly into her work; she no longer went out and had gotten a playmate for her cat. She was trying to come to terms with the fact that the dream she once had—a family, children, a beautiful home—was lost. She just wanted to quietly forget everything that lay behind her.

Until a year and a half ago, she’d only been at work and at home; then, at her friend’s urging, she went out with her for the first time, and since then she’d been out and about every weekend. Either with her friend Christine or on her own. That’s how she’d managed to rebuild a circle of friends; she was finally enjoying life again.

Over breakfast, she wondered what she should do with this glorious Saturday afternoon. She really wanted to go to Waldsee and soak up the sun. But doing it alone is only half as much fun, she thought. So she picked up the phone to call Christine. Christine’s voice sounded very sleepy when she answered—Jasmin had woken her up. Jasmin asked her if she’d come along to Waldsee, but Christine had had a steady boyfriend again for a few weeks, and so it turned out that Jasmin had to go alone more and more often, just like on this hot August summer day.

So she packed her things—a towel, a notepad, a pen, and a bottle of water. Then she set off in her little car toward Waldsee.

When she arrived, she took her basket out of the car and set out to find a good spot to lie down. She went back to the spot where she and Christine had always used to lie. It was a good spot. From there, you could see almost the entire lake, and it was usually only the younger people who were there.

Although she had long since lost faith that she would meet someone with whom she wanted to spend her life, she hadn’t yet completely given up hope. She was still looking around for the right man for her.

There were plenty of men of the right age there that Saturday afternoon, and yet she didn’t feel that she absolutely had to see any of them again.

She was currently working on a book again; she wrote poetry. That was her way of expressing herself, of showing her feelings.

She took the notepad and pen out of the basket and began to write. Every now and then she set the pen down and looked around. She had been lying there for quite a while, because she already had a slight sunburn when she set the pen down once more and looked around. Her gaze fell on a young man lying about 15 meters away from her. He had caught her eye immediately, because he wasn’t like the other young men—no, he wasn’t looking around. He was lying there, reading a book. She kept glancing over at him, hoping that maybe he would notice her too. But he had eyes only for his book.

There was something special about him; she wanted to see him again, wanted to get to know him. But how? That wasn’t so easy—how was she supposed to arrange a meeting with him if he hadn’t even noticed her? Just ask him for a light? No, that was too simple, and who knows—maybe he wasn’t even a smoker. No, she had to come up with something special, so she did what she did best: she wrote him a poem that said:

Hey, you caught my eye

I saw you lying there

and actually, I’d like to ask you

if we’ll see each other again someday

You’re flipping through the book

you’re not looking over at me

I’d like to ask you myself

but I think I’d rather not

I don’t know your answer, after all

and yet I want to try

Maybe you’re braver than I am

to give me a call.

Below that, she wrote her first name and her phone number. Still, she wasn’t sure if she’d have enough courage to actually give him that piece of paper. But her inner voice kept telling her, “Come on, just do it already.”

She looked at her watch—damn it, it was way too late again. She still had quite a bit to type on the typewriter, and it was high time to head home. She gathered her things, taking the basket in one hand and, in the other, the piece of paper she’d folded into a letter. So she walked straight over to the spot where he was lying. Her heart was pounding a little because she didn’t know how he would react. As she walked past him, she bent down briefly and slipped the letter into the book with the short note, “Here, for you.” He had looked at her briefly and was visibly a bit confused. That had almost certainly never happened to him before.

For Jasmin, it was also her first attempt at getting to know someone this way. She wasn’t sure if he would call—or if he might find it ridiculous. After all, many people had no time for poetry. She didn’t know if she’d done the right thing. She just knew she wanted to see him again.

She was back home.

She sat down at her typewriter; after unpacking her basket and giving her cat a cuddle, she began to type. She’d never made so many typos as she did today. In her mind’s eye, she saw the scene over and over again—there by the forest lake. The handsome young man, lying on his blanket with his eyes fixed only on his book—and the thought of whether he might call kept nagging at her. The ringing of the phone snapped her out of her thoughts and brought her back to reality.

It was Christine. Lost in her thoughts, Jasmin had completely lost track of time. It was a good thing Christine called—she’d completely forgotten the time, and she still had to shower, get dressed, and get ready. Damn, that hadn’t happened to her in a long time. What was going on with her?

That evening, she met up with Christine at their usual spot. The two of them stayed there for quite a while; later, Jasmin drove alone to the dance bar where she’d been spending her weekend nights more and more often lately. She never went home until the bar closed. Being at home meant being alone; here, at least, she didn’t feel quite so abandoned and lonely.

She was happy every time one of the young men asked her to dance. She loved to dance passionately, which is why she didn’t really care who asked her. She said yes almost every time, though she would first watch very closely to make sure the guy actually knew how to dance and wasn’t just wrestling on the dance floor. But she also knew exactly what the men here were looking for—what kind of night—but she didn’t really care
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