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     This is me and this is my story.
 
 Since yesterday, I‘m allowed to sit at the front of the class. Right in the middle of the first row, in front of everyone. Exactly in front of Miss Duffner, my favourite teacher.  
 
 I’m not usually allowed to do anything, so I'm really happy about this. Although, I'm not quite sure about the difference between being allowed to do something and having to. Because normally, no one wants to (has to?) sit in the front row, not even if they’re allowed.  
 
 I was quite happy sitting at the back of the class. Then "Duffi" (my German teacher) said that I should sit "there". "There", right in front of her. Because I'm byslexic, and that way she can help me more.  
 
 She didn't explain what a byslexic is. No one else asked either. Maybe everyone else already knows.
 
 Personally, I have no idea, but I didn't say that in front of the others.
 
 When I got home I looked for it in the dictionary. We don't have Google (don't tell anyone). But I couldn't find anything at all. I think it has something to do with lexic. Maybe I'm some kind of double-lexic; maybe it's something to do with my genes, or maybe I should ask Mum...  
 
 ...or perhaps I should go straight to Mr Hibschenberger. He's our school "scientist" and he told us all about DNA. That's got a lot to do with genes.
 
 [image: Grafik 10]
 
 It's a really special kind of super-mega-tiny spiral that knows everything about everyone, and everyone's got one. At school we're learning about some really cool things now, and I really liked the stuff about DNA. But I can't find it anywhere. I've tried putting little bits of my skin, saliva and hair under the microscope. Nothing. I can't see anything. DNA is so mini-miniscule.  
 
 So even though it's science and not religion, as I can't see it I just have to believe "Hibsch".  
 
 
 
 
 Maybe I should just ask Mum.  
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     I live with my Mum in a gigantic apartment, on the third floor, with a balcony.  
 
 Mum is obsessed with the balcony. Every Sunday, we have breakfast on it. Outside. Even when it's freezing cold, all dressed up in coats, scarves, gloves and hats. We only stay inside when it's raining. Then we eat in the kitchen and Sunday's gone.  
 
 [image: Grafik 11]
 
 Dad used to be here too, then he was away a lot, and now he doesn't come at all. Maybe he got fed up with the balcony.  
 
 Mum told me he has a new family, and that's why he doesn't come any more, which is a shame because I would have liked to meet them. I don't have any brothers or sisters, so a new family would be brilliant.
 
 What's more, Dad knew the answer to everything.
 
 Everything.  
 
 Absolutely everything!  
 
 Mum and I agree about that.
 
 Since I'm not very lucky with my family, and because I really wanted a dog, Grandma gave me a rabbit.  
 
 A black dwarf rabbit, all warm and soft.  
 
 As soon as I got him, I took Zorro straight downstairs to the garden. But then I really needed the loo. When I got back, Zorro wasn't there anymore.
 
 Grandma said that it didn't matter, that she would go and find him, and she'd be back tomorrow.  
 
 I wasn't so sure as Grandma was, but the next day, there was Zorro back in his hutch.  
 
 The funny thing was, he wasn't black any more, but white.  
 
 
 
 
 But Grandma said that was completely normal - “don't worry, he's still growing".  
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     Since Dad went away, the house has been very lively. Mum often has friends around for dinner, and then I can't see the TV very much. In fact, I have to go to bed early.  
 
 Or am I allowed to?  
 
 When we have guests, Mum laughs all the time and that makes me really happy.  
 
 Sometimes I think they're funny too, but maybe only one of them. Michael. But now he doesn't come any more either.
 
 I think she really liked Michael.  
 
 Just like she liked Dad, and that's how I came along. But she still says I'm more important than any of them and that she loves me lots and lots - all the way from the Earth to the Moon and back again.  
 
 Right now, I'm a teensy bit bothered about being byslexic, without really knowing what it means.
 
 After about a week, Mum asked me to bring Zorro to live at our house, forever.  
 
 I was really happy!!!  
 
 At last, we were a family of three again.  
 
 However, she also told me that I had to take full responsibility. For Zorro, and for me.  
 
 So after that, I tried really hard. I showed him the whole house, and explained really carefully where to go and where not to go. Afterwards, we sat down together on the sofa to watch the television.
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 Zorro fell asleep on the cushion, and when I went to put him back in his hutch, he got really scared and jumped really high.  
 
 He went so far!  
 
 The next morning he didn't look very well, and he was cold and hard as a stone. I put him in Mum's bed to warm him up.  
 
 
 
 
 She said: "don't worry, he's still growing".  
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     At school, Miss Duffner told me that I'm always squinting.  
 
 Like old people, who can't see very well.  
 
 And it's because I can't see well that I can't copy well from the board. That's what she says, anyway. And that's why I write such rubbish in my books.
 
 The truth is that I can see really, really well, almost as well as a hawk. But what I see doesn't make sense.  
 
 Duffi fills up the board with lots of words, all written out so nicely. Then when she reads them out loud, explaining them, everything is wonderfully clear. Then when I go to copy it down, the letters start to get mixed up.  
 
 That's why I'm sitting in the front row.  
 
 Duffi wrote a letter to Mum, and now I have to wear glasses.  
 
 Mum is really happy, because I look just like Harry Potter. She thinks it's an incredible coincidence.  
 
 But I don't want to be anything like him.  
 
 He has no father, and even his mother is nowhere to be found, or maybe dead.  
 
 I don't want that, and I wouldn't go to hogwhats even if they paid me.
 
 With the glasses on, it's really difficult to see.  
 
 Never mind.  
 
 I'll have forgotten everything we've done by the next lesson anyway. Straight away, in fact. Miss Duffner gets cross about that a lot, although not all the time.  
 
 But she'll never be as bad as Fatso Bernd.  
 
 He sits in the last row and he writes stupid stuff in his books too. No one says anything to him, though.  
 
 When no one's looking, he pinches me, flicks balls of paper covered in spit at me or laughs at me.
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 What's more, he stinks like a pig. When he takes his shoes off during PE lessons, it makes me want to sneeze.  
 
 "Wait until you grow up...!"  
 
 That's what Grandma always says.  
 
 Grandma is Dad's mother. At lunch time, I always go to her house. She makes lunch and then we eat it together. I'm only allowed to get up when I've finished everything.  
 
 Then she goes to have a lie-down and I have to do my homework.  
 
 And then?  
 
 And then, when I'm grown up, the first thing I'll do is beat up Bernd.  
 
 Really badly!
 
 At the moment, though, I'm not at all sure that I will grow enough.  
 
 What's more, I have an allergy. I'm sure it's because of the allergy that I'm still so small. I'm also short.  
 
 
 
 
 Otherwise, why would Chic Julie call me "sproglet" all the time?
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     Chic Julie sits on my right.  
 
 Right in the front of the class.  
 
 She's not byslexic but she is very pretty, and she knows lots. I honestly don't know why she sits in the front row.  
 
 Whenever Miss Duffner asks her something, Julie always stands up. So everyone can see her properly. Then she shakes her head and her long, blonde hair moves like in a film, and then she smiles. And then, at last, she starts talking and everyone is happy.  
 
 Even Fatso Bernd.
 
 Sometimes I feel like sneezing all of a sudden, and it really bothers Julie. When I sneeze, it makes a really loud sound, and sometimes I jump a bit too. Once, by mistake, I fell on top of her, with the chair against her leg.  
 
 Whoops! She went absolutely crazy!  
 
 Now she's nicknamed me "horrid little snotbag".  
 
 [image: Grafik 15]
 
 Although the thing about the snot has only happened twice. I even said sorry loads, and I tried to make it better by cleaning her hair with my hands.  
 
 But Julie started screaming at the top of her voice: "you did it on purpose, Haklaaaaaaaa!!!!!"
 
 Maybe 





- Ende der Buchvorschau -

    
        Impressum


        Texte © Copyright by

        Pia Schenk
Isola d'Ischia, Italia
www.piaschenk.com


            Bildmaterialien © Copyright by

            Pia Schenk

        Alle Rechte vorbehalten.


        
            http://www.neobooks.com/ebooks/pia-schenk-the-sneeze-factory-ebook-neobooks-28033
        


        
            ISBN: 978-3-8476-6408-6
        

    







Bitstream Vera Fonts Copyright
------------------------------

Copyright (c) 2003 by Bitstream, Inc. All Rights Reserved. Bitstream Vera is
a trademark of Bitstream, Inc.


OEBPS/images/neobooks-logo.jpg
books.com





OEBPS/images/chapter5Image1.jpg





OEBPS/images/chapter4Image1.jpg






OEBPS/images/28033.jpg






OEBPS/images/chapter1Image1.jpg






OEBPS/images/chapter3Image1.jpg






OEBPS/images/chapter2Image1.jpg





