n Kolding Father is sensing yet another end, he has been for years, and eventually he’ll

be right. He is lecturing me on his childhood holding a Friesen Lolly to the light, study-
ing this North-German anachronism intently, looking for answers in its wrinkled chocolate
texture. He tells me he is on to something, a forgotten impulse that can only be accessed
through the consumption of candy in quantities that I might not approve of. He must indul-
ge, he tells me.

The night before leaving for Flensburg we’re watching Demolition Man. Father is right
in the pocket, he’s pulled out the good 4 mg mint Nicotinell after devouring a packet of
Helgolidnder Doppelschnitten, rofling along as Sylvester Stallone and Wesly Snipes are
blowing up a stale technocratic future. He turns to me:

“Son, do you understand that Schleswig-Holstein in its totality forms a subconscious ter-
ritory which can never really surface, not in the mind of the Danish nor the German, that
it is a center from which energy pulsates in all directions, without which our brothers and
sisters would be inanimate. Sometimes when [‘m lying here I can feel the current of time,
this couch is a junction of past and future, at times I’m transported but I do not understand
what I see. Son, you’re mixed up, you don’t know Flensburg as I do yet it is at the center of
you’re being, you’ve taken on my burden but tomorrow we will go and say goodbye, my
brother has died and so our last ties to Flensburg have been severed. I am at once Sylvester
Stallone and Wesley Snipes and you’re the camera son, tomorrow we will blow up Flens-
burg and it will be for the better.”

We cross the border giggling, blowing bubbles of copium flavored Nicotinell and who
knows, maybe this infantile cigarette surrogate will help us move on. Although I can’t help
but wonder about my future. I know Father’s machinations won‘t bring about clarity but I
do enjoy it, letting myself go, being driven around, especially sitting in the back while he
talks. I know this can’t go on forever but [‘'m tempted to stay with Father, we could keep
chasing the dragon together, just for a little while longer. And something does happen to his
German brain when he’s driving: One must listen carefully to his ramblings, patiently wait
for the gate to open at which point German and Danish mix into one brilliant chimera. But
only for a short while and one must be careful in one’s promptings, he easily loses track
and his digressions are tedious.



K.C: Father, what exactly did you see in the Friesen Lolly?

F: I saw things you wouldn’t believe.

K.C: I’'m thinking of leaving Austria, do you think I would be happy in Germany?
F:baaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh
K.C: Father?

My uncle’s house has already been sold. We’re sitting in his living room: A bizarre time
pocket that looks as if it’s been untouched since the 50°s. Father is sad, I can tell now, aw-
fully old and sad, surrounded by objects from a past he never could leave behind. I know
his sadness, it is melancholia, to live in the ruins of a family fallen apart and perhaps Father
had hoped that he’d be the end of it, that I would be the beginning of something new.

To cheer him up I pull out an old photo album and we go through the strange gallery of
people that he has known and that [ haven’t and he informs me of all their names and their
vocations with delirious tenacity and I nod encouragingly as I pour him another glass. And
we go driving, me in the back and him at the wheel bravely navigating the illusion, passing
red pedestrians strolling along the proud and breathless expanse and suddenly they stand
there strangled and stoned, skeletons and ruins, waiting for their Sylvester Stalone, Father
throws Sachsen Knallern as I film on my phone, yelling and screaming: Damn your mot-
hers, uncles and aunts too! It’s a drive-by and everyone is getting a piece of it. We cuss out
grandmothers and their dogs, blow up their mailboxes and spit on their lawns!

It all comes to an end at the Gliicksburg Strand Hotel: The brilliant diamond at the end of
the end, and how wonderful it would be if we had real dynamite, the real mc, and we could
really blow it to pieces, level it to the ground, but instead we just stand there catching our
breath.
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