The other 
My eyelids grew heavy and fell closed. 
I was dreaming, somewhere far away. 
I was walking through a new city. 
“There is no other being than being different”. 
Said an old man standing quietly in a corner. 
“Seeking connection” said a young woman on the street. 
She stretched her arms wide. 
Respect, stewardship I saw passing by, 
written on white big clouds floating in a clear blue sky. 
Far above me. 
“Tell stories”  stood on the facades of old houses, 
the houses screamed at me that they wanted so badly to be restored. 
They wanted to be just as beautiful as the brand new houses further up. 
Stories drifted helpless to all corners of the world. 
A child tried to catch them with her net. 
I was shocked, 
I heard this beautiful sentence: 
“In the End, we will remember not the words of our enemies, but the silence of our friends (Martin Luther King) .

"Start spinning threads like a spider, in the world web," said another voice. 
Curious, I began to connect heaven and earth. 
It did not work. 
I shouted: 
“We have to talk, we have to listen. 
Talk and listen 
to the other. ” 
Then it went quiet again. 
I opened my eyes and saw the news on my TV. 
Finally I got up.
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