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A young woman has not gotten back on her feet after a 

stay in prison. In a letter, she tries to get in touch again 

with a former friend. 
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Story from the book Central Station by Edgar 

Fuhrmann, with texts about people on the edge 

of society, stranded as human flotsam at the 

central station, this labyrinthine center of 

modern societies. 
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he wastebaskets on the platforms had 

once again not been emptied in time. 

Many were already overflowing, next to 

some of them small random collages of fruit 

peels, crumpled handkerchiefs and chewing gum 

papers had already emerged. 

A few snippets of advertising leaflets had fallen 

from one of the bins and were now about to be 

blown onto the tracks by the wind. Someone 

took pity on them and picked them up. 

Before stuffing the dusty paper into a wastebas-

ket that was not yet completely full, the stranger 

glanced at it. At first he just skimmed the lines 

with bored eyes, then he suddenly wondered: 

someone had scribbled a few words between 

the lines of the advertising messages. The back 

pages were also written on. 

The writing made an unclean impression: some-

times the words were too close together, some-

times a much too large space had been left 

between them. The lines ran haphazardly across 

the sheets, as if they were part of the garishly 
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coloured advertising, to whose proliferating let-

tering they had to adapt. 

In the end, the finder stopped and attentively 

deciphered the already half-smudged lines. It 

was as if someone was speaking to him from a 

message in a bottle: 

 

Hi Judith! 

 

I've crawled into a niche in the station to finally 

write to you. In front of the luggage lockers it is 

not so draughty, and there's not so much hustle 

and bustle either. Compared to the other places 

where I spend my time, it is almost cosy. 

Moreover, I can't be disturbed by my "col-
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leagues" here. They are all quite nice, but I could 

hardly concentrate on such a letter in their 

presence. 

But I don't want to complain about them. There 

is a great fellowship between us, everyone helps 

each other, and we have a lot to laugh about. If 

only it weren't for the alcohol! The boozing 

makes things really difficult sometimes – espe-

cially for a woman living among ravenous men. 

But you know how I am: I don't want to have 

anything to do with the authorities. I've always 

had a healthy mistrust of them, and you can 

imagine that it hasn't exactly diminished as a 

result of recent events. 

After all, I can keep my head above water with-

out them, too. I have organised a kind of pool 

with a few fellow sufferers, that is, we put to-

gether what we scrounge from people – all by 

legal means, of course.  If I eat one less roll here 

and there and deny myself one or two sips of 

booze, I even have enough money left over to 

stuff my clothes into a washing machine from 

time to time. 
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I also try not to let myself go in the evening. That 

means above all: not letting myself sink back-

wards when the booze has done its work! As 

soon as I notice that I have "crossed the border" 

again, I pack up my stuff and march to the 

nearest high-rise. 

If it's too cold, I sometimes take a siesta on one 

of the late suburban trains – at night, there are 

no ticket inspectors anyway. Whenever possible, 

I try to avoid the night shelters – they are often 

dirtier than the streets, and unfortunately, there 

are a few colleagues who steal like magpies. 

No, I prefer to stick to my own personal emer-

gency accommodation hit list. There are just a 

few rules that you have to follow: 

 

1. Change your sleeping 

place regularly. 

2. Do not come too early. 

3. Sleep in a well-hidden 

place (cellar stairs or attic 

steps). 

4. Don't sleep too long. 
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I have realised how important these rules are 

after I was once caught by a resident. It was 

quite embarrassing. I had to babble something 

about "graduation party" and "having a drink 

too many", otherwise he would probably have 

called the cops. And the cops – these guys are a 

real nuisance! Every other day they want to see 

your ID card for nothing, simply because you're 

sitting there having nothing and being nothing. I 

can tell you: it takes a lot of discipline not to let 

these things get you down! 

Maybe you are asking yourself now: What the 

hell does that silly goose want from me? – I ad-

mit that I didn't exactly behave politely when 

you came to the court hearing. You greeted me 

kindly, encouragingly in fact, and I didn't even 

look at you. No, that really wasn't kind on my 

part! 

I often regretted this later when I was lying in 

my cell in the "Big House", as I used to call it my-

self belittlingly. By the way, "inhabitants" have a 

normal bed there, not a wooden cot or anything 
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like that: all clichés! Only the iron bars and the 

steel doors – that is more or less how respecta-

ble citizens imagine what slammer is like. 

Well, I had enough time for contemplation in 

that place anyway. I really would have liked to 

talk to you then. But since you didn't come to 

me, there were no smoke signals from me either. 

Because phoning and writing letters in prison is a 

science in itself, as you probably know (do you?). 

So I had no other choice but to write to you in 

my thoughts and to discuss things with you in 

my mind. To be honest, I had also hoped to see 

your face occasionally at visiting time instead of 

the worried grimaces of 

my two elders. But of 

course I can understand 

that you didn't want to do 

that to yourself. 

By the way, when I write 

that I have had time to 

think things over, this 

doesn't mean that I've 

now set out on a path of 
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fundamental repentance. It is and remains the 

biggest nonsense to claim that you only have to 

send someone behind bars according to the 

extent of their offence to make them return to 

the path of righteousness of their own accord. 

Prison is nothing but revenge; pure, unvarnished 

revenge! 

I hope you can still decipher my writing. After all, 

I "bought" the pen at the rubbish center as well 

– another of the bad habits I've adopted lately. 

What was I about to say? Oh, yes: this anti-war 

action, I would do it again at any time. And I 

would do it in exactly the same way, without a 

single change. Rather, a little stronger. When it 

comes to the military, you simply can't be radical 

enough. 

I wonder how you feel about that by now. But 

wait, let's better leave the subject aside! 

Right now, a guy is passing by here who looks 

exactly like the old Swank. You remember him, 

don't you? God, how we laughed at him! In 

retrospect, I almost feel a bit sorry for him. As an 

old-school teacher, he really didn't have an easy 
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time with the new, anti-authoritarian genera-

tion. And then he had to end up at our radical 

high school of all places! 

You wouldn't believe how refreshing it was for 

me behind these sterile walls to think about all 

the shit we did together back then. Once, before 

I went to sleep at night, I thought back to the 

boycott we organised with the Nazi bastard in 

History. After that I dreamt that the prisoners 

were boycotting the guards, and that all of a 

sudden these tough guys were sooo small, sooo 

humble – and had to do everything we asked of 

them. After all, they were dependent on us – 

what would a prison be without prisoners? 

Well, at least that seemed quite logical to me in 

my dream. As you can imagine, the next day was 

pretty gloomy for me. 

Of course, school was not my only memory sub-

ject. Many times I also thought back to our tea 

ceremonies. How I would have loved to meet you 

again for a cup of tea! 
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Do you remember? We 

are sitting in your room 

with the candle on the 

Chinese-style table, the 

two of us lolling on ei-

ther side of it, tea cups 

in our hands, above us 

the collage of Mahatma 

Ghandi, the Dalai Lama and Nelson Mandela, 

their heads forming an oversized dove of peace, 

and the lantern hovering over us like a big yellow 

moon ... God, how we were so poetically minded 

back then! 

I wonder what you are doing now. Probably you 

still attend university. If I remember correctly, 

you had just changed your field of study when – 

as they say – our paths parted. You must be 

pretty far ahead of me now – at least in theory. 

Tell me, are you all still cramming so diligently, 

are you still learning the same dry facts by heart 

and circling around the Egg of Columbus with a 

thousand technical terms?  Don't be angry, but 

somehow I can't imagine all that anymore. I 
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don't even know if it will ever be possible for me 

to take part in all the hair-splitting debates 

again with the musty smell of this university 

building in my nose. Or am I only now truly pre-

pared for that? 

Well, it doesn't matter anyway! In any case, I 

could no longer identify with your goals. In fact, 

you are all just dreaming of the big salary batch, 

of the gap in the bulwark behind which the 

smaller part of mankind seals itself off from the 

larger one. And the fatter you become behind 

your bulwark, the more your brain shrinks until it 

is only a very small capsule in which you keep a 

single formula: Lord, protect my comfort and 

convenience! 

So you all become servants of this perverse 

meshwork of lullaby advertisements, blood-fed 

prosperity, sweet-talking politicians and poisons 

that eat away at the body unseen – a meshwork 

that slowly but surely decomposes the earth like 

a cosmic cancer. 
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But I have to admit that sometimes I miss this 

simple life. Reading a smart book from time to 

time, taking a morning nap in the lecture hall 

every now and then, sipping a drink in the 

evening in the pleasant sultriness of a student 

bar and feeling immensely important the whole 

time – that almost feels like a stay at a spa to 

me. 

No, really, I'm quite serious about it: Couldn't we 

meet again somewhere? Maybe if you stand up 

for me (would you?), I could at least attend the 

lectures as a guest student. And maybe there's 

even a small niche for me in one of the halls of 

residence. I mean, I have never been very de-
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manding, and my current life doesn't exactly let 

me ... 

Damn it, why am I writing to you at all! You have 

probably long since forgotten me and don't want 

to have anything to do with someone like me. 

Yet I can't tell you how happy I would be to see 

you again. 

I don't want to get sentimental, but when I think 

of the past, you are really the only one I would 

still trust. You have to understand, all these bars, 

nothing but steel all the time, it just wears you 

down! No one can just walk out of there as a 

cheerful person and a normal citizen. But maybe 

you could nevertheless ... 

 

At this point the letter suddenly broke off. To-

wards the end, the writing had become in-

creasingly illegible, the words were only half 

written out, the line spacing was sometimes 

much too large or too small. Across the last 

page, someone – probably the author – had 

written "SHIT" in large block letters. 
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For a while, the finder hesitantly stood in front 

of the wastebasket. Then he carefully smoothed 

out the sheets and folded them neatly. When his 

train pulled in, he hurriedly pushed them 

between the cracks of a bench. At the same 

time, he turned the folded letter back into a 

scroll, a message in a bottle, waiting again for 

someone to find it. Maybe this way the letter 

would reach its destination in the end.    
 


