


 

 

Foreword 

The commute to work in the wintry 

alpine regions is a danger to health 

and the well-being of the entire 

Seasonal worker's family. Life 

is subject to severe 

restrictions. 

The family desperately needs reserves for 

accidents, repairs and health costs. 

In one season you can lose up to 

thirty kilograms of body weight. 

In seasonal work, you must speak up 

to six different languages or at least 

know their most important terms. 

In seasonal work, it is important 

not to get into a dispute in the 

collectives. 

This requires very special skills 

from the collective leaders. 
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Day 32 

 
Shortly after twelve, we wake up to the sound of 

firecrackers in our neighbourhood. Our neighbour's guests 

are celebrating New Year and launching their rockets and 

firecrackers. Over Merano and in our town we see a 

magnificent fireworks display. After ten minutes we hear 

the first vehicles arriving to pick up Doris' guests. The 

celebration doesn't seem to last long. In the GDR, New 

Year's Eve celebrations went on much longer and the 

festivities were much more intense. This was simply 

because in the GDR all drinks and food in the catering 

trade were considerably cheaper and hardly differed from 

shop prices. As a result, culture and socialising were much 

more affordable for GDR citizens. At the beginning of the 

new year, GDR citizens did not have to wait for a 

discharge certificate and certainly not for an unaffordable 

insurance bill. For this very reason, our New Year's Eve 

celebrations were exuberant and real festivities. Strangely 

enough, we could also make plans for the New Year 

without having to fear that an external circumstance would 

prevent us from realising them. But that is exactly what 

happened to Nineteen Hundred and Ninety. In that year, 

all wishes were rewritten in June and in ninety percent 

of all cases, broken by external circumstances in the 

course of the year. These disappointments still have an 

effect today, and in the case of very many of our fellow 

citizens, the disappointments and mistreatment were so 

gross that they took their own lives or were killed with the 

wrong medication. In our family alone, there were five 

relatives who would still be alive in the GDR. One 



 

Our father's normal diabetes was switched to Western 

medication and we were allowed to watch powerlessly 

as he collapsed to a body weight of thirty kilograms 

within half a year. His wife, one of my mothers, died of 

loneliness because we children had to earn our money 

elsewhere. An uncle who had a secure job as a co-

driver for the disabled in the GDR was fired. He had an 

accident at work in the GDR. His job was abolished when 

his company was closed down. He lived with his mother, 

my grandmother, and they were supposed to live together 

on our grandmother's reduced pension. Both of them lay 

down in front of the gas cooker and died of gas poisoning. 

Our family thus had more victims to mourn than war-

damaged families of the Second World War, in which we 

as a family also lost a member, in addition to being 

resettled. Fortunately, the GDR government had given our 

family, on our father's side, an estate with land on which 

we could get along well in GDR times. 

These thoughts run through my mind every New Year. 

head and my Joana is practising communal 

compassion. So there is no reason for us to celebrate 

a New Year under these conditions. 

Joana drives our car out of the garage and lets it warm 

up a bit before we start. The air is fresh and there is a very 

light breeze from the direction of Reschen. The lights are 

still on in the neighbourhood and we see a few more 

guests. I have to correct myself. They still exist, the people 

who party late. We are already driving home over the 

remains of the fireworks. Tomorrow morning, the young 

people will go in search of usable firecrackers. We have 

this as 



 

Young people do that too, and that's why I don't criticise 

it. In certain places in the town, mainly where New 

Year's Eve was celebrated extensively, there are also 

more and more remnants of the celebration, including 

fireworks. We can compare this to carnival and the 

celebrations that go with it. When I compare this with the 

GDR, especially in the consumption of beverages, I can 

only conclude that we were spending ten times as much 

here. That's why it's easy to explain why the Western 

media claimed that champagne or wine had run out in the 

GDR. 

In fact, various extremely popular varieties were quickly 

sold out - given the consumption. But there were enough 

alternatives. Nevertheless, buying the favourite variety 

was a kind of race. In the GDR, we worked with 

assortments. The A-range was practically the most in 

demand. When we went shopping, we were informed that 

a certain number of the B-assortment had to be ordered 

along with the A-assortment. This assortment consisted 

of imported spirits and wines that did not correspond to 

the habits of our customers. The innkeeper now had to 

come up with something to sell these assortments. Word 

quickly got around in the vernacular about what was 

supposedly a tasty product. In the West, such a producer, 

who did not have a higher production capacity, would 

simply raise the price and demand would drop a little. In 

the GDR, that was not possible. Especially since there 

were also quite a few fluctuations in the favourite flavour. 

One year it was the peppermint liqueur and the next 

year, the mocha noble or the cherry liqueur. Three 

years later it was the 



 

Egg liqueur and, of course, from a chocolate cup. We 

innkeepers often didn't know what was actually 

fashionable now and talked about it with our colleagues. 

Misinformation was the order of the day. There were 

innkeepers who, with a little initiative, supplemented their 

stocks with their own products. They tried and tested until 

their own creation came close to the original or tasted 

the same. 

Our drive took us through a celebrating Vinschgau, where 

there seemed to be arrangements with the fireworks. One 

firework display was quite punctual and others, the further 

we got towards Reschen, were correspondingly delayed. 

In the larger villages, the main fireworks took place at the 

same time, but those of individuals, clearly staggered. In 

some places we could have saved ourselves the lights. 

The most beautiful view was in Schluderns. The whole 

place lit up, like a magic mountain. In Mals, the citizens or 

guests were still out in large numbers. 

Obviously they wanted to do a New Year's walk. I had the 

impression that someone had organised a torchlight walk. 

As soon as we got to the top of the lake, we could still see 

some late flares on the Austrian side in the Upper Inn 

Valley. The light effects were reflected on the ice. You 

would have thought it was water, the ice was so shiny. 

The lights are still on in the restaurant of Alfred's hotel. 

 
A few guests are sitting at the bar and some in the 

restaurant. Our colleagues are sitting in the staff room and 

some of them are drunk as skunks. I'm hardly surprised. 

With the working hours, a few drinks are enough and 

you're already in another world. Alfred welcomes 



 

and offers us a drink straight away. Joana declines. I order 

myself a beer. "Don't drink too much," Joana tells me; "I'm 

going to bed. "Joana gives me a kiss and disappears. 

She really doesn't like drunken conversations. Marco is 

still sitting there and mixes me a sparkling wine with 

some kind of cream liqueur. "It tastes great," he says to 

me. I sip the drink a little and really have to agree with him. 

It tastes like cherry and cream. The beer tastes good but is 

still not comparable to our Gersdorfer Pilsener. The 

Saxons and Czechs are really the only ones who can brew 

a decent beer. It's a pity that our breweries are occupied 

by Western breweries. The occupiers say partnership. I 

have to laugh heartily at so much misinterpretation. With 

migration, I have given up drinking beer. I don't need to 

throw money at West German looting companies and 

occupiers. It's enough that they stole our property. 

 
 

Marco tells me again about his homeland and I feel like 

going there by motorbike. I've already been to Mugello, 

halfway to Marco's home. On the other side of Italy, we 

have already made it to Brindisi. I tell Marco this and he 

immediately goes into raptures. I could listen to Marco talk 

about his homeland until morning. On the subject of 

Mugello, I tell him that we also lived not far from a famous 

racetrack, the Sachsenring. I told him about sitting with 

Giacomo Agostini on the MV Augusta. We were 

photographed together. As an apprentice I worked at the 



 

We talk about him for quite a while. We talk about him for 

quite a while and Alfred joins in and gets pointed ears. 

Alfred says he would have loved to ride a motorbike, but 

his free time and his parents, didn't give him too much love 

for it. 

Actually, our profession is well suited for such a hobby. 

The seasonal breaks give plenty of opportunity to indulge 

in this hobby. In our case, that of a migrant, it is somewhat 

more limited. We practically have to build a new life with a 

new livelihood and that is really expensive. Marco starts to 

admire us a bit. I don't like this reaction, and I explain to 

him that we are basically very grateful to have been so 

well received in Italy. As a citizen of the GDR, you are as 

good as stateless. In any case, we don't want to walk 

around with the passport of our occupiers and possibly 

show it to others. 

Once we did that with our GDR passport and travelled 

with it. At the airports, the border officials of the occupying 

forces still insulted us about how we would feel now with 

the freedom to travel. No sooner do we arrive at the 

holiday resorts than we realise that the hotel categories 

in West German catalogues are already one big scam. 

Mind you, it's not the hosts who cheat us, but the West 

German travel companies. Basically, we don't care about 

the category and, as we were able to see, in small family 

businesses, quality, order and cleanliness are a matter of 

honour. Employees cannot do this with their hearts and 

are cheated out of their wages far too often. 

In all-inclusive clubs, you go to the bar in the evening after 

dinner, of course. Joana does not drink alcohol. The 



 

I drink for them when I don't have to work. During the 

rounds, I notice that one of my favourite games is also 

there; billiards. Of course, it's not the billiards we know 

from home, skittles. But at least it's a pool game and I like 

to play it when I get the chance. 

A local invites me and wants to play for a drink with me. 

That goes well because we don't have to pay for it 

anyway. He knows that. I tell him I would also pay him if 

he wins. He kindly refuses and we go to choose the cue. 

In the humid air of the Caribbean, of course, you need 

chalk to make the cue glide decently on your fingers. The 

wood of the cues seems a bit soggy and spongy. I lose the 

first game accordingly, but things change after the second. 

My host and opponent praises me and invites me to the 

bar to join his friends. English is not my strong point but 

we understand and communicate very well. My new 

friends invite me to a city walk the next day. I tell them I 

would like to arrange it with my wife. They are especially 

happy to meet Joana as well. They ask me where I am 

from, Germany. I answer that we come from the GDR. 

They tell me that we are very different from the Germans 

they know. At the bar there is a crowd and we are 

surrounded by Germans. They overhear our conversation 

and slur at me how an East German can manage to fly to 

the Caribbean. 

"With work," I reply to the questioner, who is 

sounds like a Swabian. 



 

"Are the East Germans already coming to our holiday 

resorts?" he slurs to his colleague, who is not sober either. 

"You must be a party communist who goes on holiday with 

the stolen money. Riffraff," slurs this colleague. 

"And also the big mouth, he would work," slurs the third. 

My new Caribbean friends hear this and seem to retreat. 

The Swabians also include two women, glistening with 

grease cream like rinds of bacon. Their expression is so 

primitive that I thought they were ladies of the light trade. 

In conversation I find out they are secretaries. I ask them 

what they do. Joana pulls me by the sleeve. She wants 

to go with me from there. But the young locals want to 

play billiards with me and Joana. The young people 

must be employees of the hotel. Many also work as 

cultural employees with the job of looking after the guests 

and entertaining them. The young people come again and 

have brought a few colleagues with them. One of them has 

even organised chalk and off they go. The drunken 

Swabians don't leave me alone and want to get into my 

pants. I ask myself why and for what? As soon as one of 

these drunken idiots attacks me, two of my new 

colleagues from the billiards team grab the idiot and pull 

him aside. The others of the clique want to intervene and 

they are already grabbed by the young locals. The 

hookers also wanted to get in on the act and got into 

Joana's pants. A hotel security guard, dressed in some 

kind of uniform, had been watching the whole time and 

had also spoken something over the radio. Two of the 

uniformed maids joined them. One went 



 

I made two quick movements and the drunk Swabian was 

already lying on the floor. The hookers were taken away 

and the other guys with them. They were construction 

workers who spend their holidays there every year, one 

of the pool players told me. They would drink and eat 

endlessly like animals and are known for their antisocial 

behaviour in the hotel complex. A barmaid came up 

and said to Joana in very good German that she 

occasionally works in Germany in the summer. She would 

be treated like cattle there and knows their mentality. But 

her landlords were all right. They would only take one 

thousand marks and now euros for the rent. The others 

would be considerably more expensive or would not rent 

to her at all. After all, she also needs some money for the 

flight home and for her family. She introduces herself. 

Gabrielle is her name. She lives in Sosua and invites us 

to visit the market with her the next morning. We accept. 

At the bar she mixes us a coconut drink with pineapple and 

serves it to us in a coconut with a straw. "Tastes good!" 

she tells us, smiling irresistibly. Joana says the drink is 

too strong for her. She doesn't like that much alcohol. 

Gabrielle then takes pineapple juice and extends Joana's 

drink. 

The next day we go out with the hotel staff. 

out and they show us their place, their homes and family 

members. Joana almost cries when she sees the little ones. 

At the market we bought some very nice pictures of the 

Creole people and hardly bargained for the price. Behind 

us were again West Germans who thought we were 

paying too much for the pictures. Obviously this is true 



 

Life principle only for them. They are probably not so picky 

about car loans. 

The locals seemed to love us. On the beach, too, they 

protected us from the pushy beach vendors who were 

now supposed to cater more to the fat, pink American 

tourists. They ate popcorn from ten-litre tubs, drank mixed 

cola from five-litre barrels and were smeared with some 

kind of foam that we wouldn't even paste on our shoes. 

Their ten-year-old children were about my weight and 

Joana was tiny compared to them. Joana didn't really 

want to be near them because she constantly had the 

impression of being photographed or filmed by them. I 

used to call my Joana a film diva because of that. I don't 

know if that's how fat people get their masturbation 

material. 

The flights to and from this holiday were comparable to 

prison transport, so cramped were we. Ten hours of 

agony for a few days' holiday in Western culture. We 

resolved never to do that again. 

Overall, the local holiday was quite nice. The worst 

impression for us was getting to know the other Germans 

directly, together with their control bodies at the airports. 

The unbelievable arrogance, coupled with a stupidity that 

is so - foreign to us. We were also told this immediately by 

our hosts. They thought we GDR citizens were much more 

accessible and friendly than the West Germans. Alfred 

and Marco from Nauders confirm this time and again. 



 

No sooner do we arrive than Dursun greets us with 

"Happy New Year, you two!" 

"Likewise; to your family too, Dursun." 

"Thank you. How was the celebration?" 

"Crappy, as usual." 

"Didn't you party?" 

"We celebrate that ni, 

Dursun." "Ah, okay; 

everything kloar." 

Marlies is running at her breakfast service. "Good 

morning," barely escapes her lips and she's off. Her New 

Year's morning is practically already the first endurance 

run of the New Year. On holidays, she has a bit more 

to do because she has to bake the rolls and pastries 

herself. Marco gets them as a frozen assortment. The 

frozen dough pieces are slightly baked and still have to be 

finished, for about fifteen minutes. The method has 

become more and more popular in recent years and it 

also relieves some of the pressure on the local 

bakeries. Marlies comes back and wishes us a Happy New 

Year, which we of course wish her as well. Marco is not 

here yet and we decide, after a sip of coffee, to go to the 

room. In the foyer there is dead silence, except for a few 

breakfast guests. 

Our room is quite warm but smells a bit musty. Joana 

briefly opens the window to ventilate and goes to the 

bathroom to freshen up. 

"Do you want to go straight 

away?" "Yes. After I take a 

shower. " 

"I'm going to lie down for another hour." 

"Set an alarm." 

Joana is already in a work trance again. The maids 

certainly have their work cut out for them in the New 

Year. 



 

plenty to do. And that, of course, is already keeping them 

busy. In addition to the room and bathroom laundry with 

the corresponding traces, the table and kitchen linen is 

also due. I don't want to mention the house and the toilets. 

This will practically be the first vomiting exercise of 

the New Year. Only the toughest survive without losing 

their appetite. With the maids, we can certainly save on 

staff meals today. There's a lot left over from the night 

buffet. I saw it in the cold storage. 

Shortly before eight, our alarm clock rings. Joana didn't 

wake me and it doesn't smell of coffee. Our room is now a 

bit fresh, not to say cold. But the musty smell is gone. 

The bathroom smells of Joana's perfume. I will drink my 

coffee here in the bathroom. It's nice and warm here. 

All the colleagues are sitting in the staff room. We wish 

each other a Happy New Year. Some kiss each other. 

Marco looks a bit used up today. "How long did you party 

last night?" I ask him. 

"You mean today!" 

"When did you go to 

bed?" 

"Just now. Just before you came." "Who was 

the lucky girl?" 

"Look around. I'm sure you can see that." 

Well', I think to myself. They all look quite happy." "You mean 

all of them?" 

Marco can hardly contain his laughter. "I 

wish." 

When I look so closely, Mira looks a little happier than her 

colleagues. I don't ask Marco. That's his business. Marco 

can't go wrong with the female colleagues. They are all 

beautiful and 



 

beautiful. As beautiful as my Joana. Because of their work, 

many maids tend to be a little hyperactive, which is difficult to 

curb in their free time together. Marco should be able to cope 

with it well. As a cook, Unsereiner must also have a trace of 

hyperactivity. "What did you have for your gala menu 

yesterday, Marco?" 

Marco gives me the menu and I read it later, in the room. 

"And what is it today?" 

Marco has written a simple menu because he thinks the 

guests have already overeaten the day before. There is 

fish and no choice. The fishermen from the neighbouring 

village offered him pike perch, which he took. Huge 

specimens. Only three of the huge specimens were 

caught. But the fishermen brought him three very nice pike 

as by-catch. Nothing could be more obvious than to serve 

a duet of them. Marco cooks it quite classically in a dill 

sauce, which he has served as a green sauce with brown 

butter. The idea is good. Before that, there is only noodle 

soup today. For dessert, Marco writes, ice cream. So it's 

going to be quite a cosy menu today. I just help Marco cut 

the fish and peel the potatoes. We don't really need to 

cook anything for the staff dinner, because there's 

enough in the freezer from the day before. I prepare two 

Gastronorm and put them in the steamer. We have 

salmon, fine beef fillet, roast beef, chicken breast and 

chanterelles. A staff holiday at its best. Our maids have no 

appetite, as feared. We try to tempt them with something 

sweet. That works to some extent. 

Our homemade gingerbread and dominoes 



 

are selling like hot cakes among colleagues. I guess 

Marco deliberately held them back a bit. A little self-

sufficiency can't hurt. Joana tells me she is too tired to 

go home. So we stay with Alfred at the hotel. There is a 

post-party in the offing. The rest of the drinking, so to 

speak. Somehow I have to come up with excuses now. I 

don't like the occasion or the surroundings. At best, I can 

get drunk in moments of mourning, but not because of a 

new year or other occasions. 

Alcohol makes me gloomy. 

After the staff dinner, I'm done at my friend Marco's. I can 

go to bed. In our room I quickly look for new jobs. There 

are two replies to applications in my letterbox. One is for 

the current winter season. It comes from Galtür. My God, 

the Paznaun valley again', I think to myself. I think of the 

endless traffic jams at holiday times and weekends. Well, 

at least it would be a chance to drop in on Wolfgang again 

and ask if he needs a cook. I am considerably limited in my 

work, but it works. Tomorrow I have to change the 

bandages, so I could take a look at the Paznaun valley. I 

hardly notice the cut any more. It's amazing what a 

difference a couple of days can make. I think the stitches 

will have to be removed next week. I'm sure I'll only find 

out when the bandages are changed. Joana comes by 

my room and tells me that they finished early today. They 

won't wash the table linen until tomorrow. There was too 

much bed and bath linen. 

Just mangling them takes too much time. 

Meanwhile, I'm going to get some sleep. I am tired. 



 

Around sixteen o'clock Joana wakes me up as she lies 

down in bed next to me. She is groggy. "Are you still a 

little hungry? I'll get us something." 

"No. I'm full." "Good 

night" "Night, my 

darling." 



 

Day 33 

 
Joana wakes me up with a coffee and, I have to laugh, a 

piece of marzipan cake. It's left over from the half cake 

she's already eaten. "I saved it yesterday," she says to 

me. 

"All of it?" I ask her. 

"I already ate the rest during the night." 

Joana consumes between five and six thousand calories 

a day. That's about what a seasonal cook needs per day. I 

gain about ten kilos between seasons, at one meal a day, 

in fourteen days. That would be, calculated, something like 

sixty thousand calories. It's not much different for Joana. 

According to this, we would have to have a wardrobe 

that covers three to four clothing sizes. The same goes for 

our motorbike gear. Basically, it's not affordable. I, for my 

own purposes, make do with tracksuits and an oversized 

motorbike suit that I lace down a bit when needed. With my 

leather suits, I just wait for the time when I can fit back into 

them. This is generally also the time when our traffic is 

most dangerous. With our women, it's a bit more 

complicated, because they observe and evaluate each 

other extremely closely. 

With this, the sympathy level rises or falls, so to speak. 

I tell Joana I have to change the bandages today. She 

knows that. I already said that to Marco yesterday. 

I tell her that I have found a job offer in Galtür. "You've 

been there before. They cheated you out of your 

wages." 

"I think it's another company." "It must be 

another family too." 



 

"I can only decide that on the spot." "Then 

when are you coming today?" 

"I'll try around noon." 

"We need about until three with the laundry." 

Joana seems a bit calmer this morning. The maids 

probably have their workload under control. This only 

works if they all perform at approximately the same level. 

My doctor's appointment is around eight o'clock. If I take 

into account the factory traffic, which is certainly still mixed 

with plenty of tourist traffic, I can allow two hours for the 

journey. After a short body hygiene and dressing with 

the corresponding handicaps, it is already well past six. It 

took me a quarter of an hour just to get dressed. Putting on 

the shoes was the biggest evil. I keep grazing the edge of 

a shoe or the zip on the inside with the painful cut. I hope 

it doesn't start bleeding. That would be the last thing I 

need. The bandage looks like crap as it is. I'm sure the 

doctor will notice that I've been doing some work in the 

kitchen. 

Alfred is standing downstairs in the foyer and it looks as if 

he has already been expecting me. "Happy New Year," 

he almost sings. There are probably other guests apart 

from me that he hasn't been able to greet yet. "Same to 

you," I reply. "Going to the doc? ", he asks. "Yes. And it 

hurts a bit already. After that I have to go to Galtür." "To 

whom?" 

"I didn't really get it; Singer or Sinner or something." 



 

"Ah, yes. The boss is alone. Her husband has gone off 

with a German. It's a nice place, but very busy." 

"After the exit, the exit," I say to Alfred. "That's it! Say 

hello to her for me. There's plenty of work there." 

"I will. A lot of work I like." 

"Drive carefully. It's extremely slippery in places!" 

The car is frozen. I'm going to turn it on and have a coffee 

at Marlies'. There are already two cars in front of the hotel, 

just thawing out. You can hardly hear a sound. A parking 

heater would definitely be a hit now. Too expensive for 

us. Alfred comes with a fan heater and an extension cord. 

"This helps, it's quiet and economical." When he's right, 

he's right. 

Marlies saw me and look, the coffee is already there. 

"How was the night? Pain?" 

"I didn't have any during the night, but after putting on my 

shoes, I had considerable pain." 

"I feel the same way. I always hit something with a cut." 

"I have to be at the doctor's at eight." 

"You're lucky. There's relatively little traffic today." 

There are signs of some relief. Marlies comes around the 

counter and gives me a peck on the cheek. What have I 

done to deserve this? 

"Your venison goulash yesterday was absolutely great. I 

took some home and we ate it as a family." 

Apparently Marlies was there again in the evening. I 

don't ask any more questions. 



 

If Alfred gave her some, there must have been plenty of 

surplus. 

The car has defrosted and become really, comfortably 

warm. I like this method. Alfred takes everything inside 

and says goodbye. I am also served. The only thing that 

still seems a bit stiff is the steering and brakes. I have to 

drive carefully. Dursun waves after me. 

Already on the main road, the car works as usual. I can 

drive one-handed again to save my hand a bit. It does not 

bleed. Down the Reschen I am almost alone. Not even a 

delivery man was to be seen. At the edges to the rock, it 

was as smooth as glass. Icicles two to three metres long 

were hanging in the rocks. When they come, it gets dark. 

Fortunately, there are no trucks on the road here. On the 

curves I sometimes have to use my second hand. It still 

hurts. There is a car at the Swiss exit in the direction of 

Sankt Moritz and none in the direction of Samnaun. The 

towns seem deserted. I at least expected to see staff on 

their way to work. Nothing. The disco in Pfunds, dark. It 

seems that these holidays have again had an impressive 

effect on the credit cards. At the exit to Serfaus, on the 

other hand, it gets much busier. Homeward bound traffic. I 

am no longer alone on the road and am again overtaken 

by fully packed SUVs with rear and roof racks. I find it hard 

to switch on the windscreen wipers and keep in lane. 

Behind these tractors, veritable fountains of salt water 

form. 

A few tradesmen can be found at the petrol stations, 

who are just having breakfast before they go to work. In 

the tunnel of Landeck there is already 



 

Slow-moving traffic. All Germans and a few Dutch. I keep 

a wide berth because of their luggage racks. I arrive in 

Zams three quarters of an hour too early. In front of the 

clinic there is a small snack van that also sells coffee. The 

owner is a Turk. He makes a coffee..., a delight. We talk a 

bit and he tells me that they run this stall as a family. He 

has an early shift and goes shopping afterwards. In the 

holiday periods, his children help him and otherwise, his 

wife and mother. On the opening hours he has from six 

o'clock to twenty-two o'clock. "Who comes to you when 

the hospital is closed?" 

"There! Look! There's a bus stop there." 

"And it brings you the guests?" 

"Joa. People have to change trains here and wait. " 

He also sells a few newspapers and lotto. Our Italian 

compatriots let the lottery sellers live well. I didn't think it 

was like that in Austria. In any case, the snack is worth it. 

I'm on my third cup of coffee now and I see my doctor 

coming. He comes over and orders a coffee. The snack 

bar owner doesn't want him to pay for the coffee. We know 

each other well. The doctor says to me that he often helps 

his family. One of their children is somewhat disabled after 

an accident. We go into his treatment room together and 

he looks at my bandage. "You have been working." 

"No. I just have problems with the cutlery when I eat." 

The doctor laughs loudly; also because of my Saxon. 

"We can't pull the stitches yet today." 



 

Now that I see it, I have to agree with him. It looks cruel. 

He rams a syringe into my ass and one into my arm with a bit 

of force. That one is particularly pinching. 

"This is for healing and to make sure your cut doesn't rot." 

"I have to go to a performance." 

"You certainly don't need to work this season. Don't do 

that! You can get serious infections in the kitchen. We 

can't manage that so easily." "Well. But I need money 

because I have to pay for my flat. As a GDR migrant, I 

don't want to fall behind and I certainly don't want to beg 

for postponement." 

"I'll give you some tablets to take with you. They will help a 

little. Don't overdo it! The bandages will be changed in 

three days." 

"You work on Saturday too?" 

"I feel the same as you. The rates are depressing." 

The nurse comes in. A snail. With her, he is sure to have 

some joy while serving the rates. A little joy sweetens the 

hard working life. The nurse has all the documents ready 

again and presses them into my hand. I say goodbye and 

the two wish me a good journey. I should drive carefully in 

the Paznaun valley. There are ten customers at the 

Turkish snack bar and he just gives me a quick wave. I 

wave back. The car is still warm. The traffic is now much 

busier and, above all, blessed with plenty of tourists. I 

force myself to drive slowly. Behind me, the tourists honk, 

because I can only steer conditionally in the many 

roundabouts. Some of them almost hit me in the back. 

Fortunately, there is a car park in front of a 



 

Shoe shop, a couple of gendarmes. They just relieve me 

of my pursuers by waving them out. I thank them with a 

joined hand signal. I feel like a Tyrolean now. Maybe they 

also saw the thick bandage on my hand. 

Everything stands at the exit to the Paznaun valley. It's 

going to be a story', I think to myself. The traffic jam was 

only very short; less than five minutes. And lo and behold, 

there is ski equipment lying on the road again. Two SUV 

junkers are standing there, having kissed each other while 

driving in the middle. The gendarmes routinely direct the 

traffic around these two idiots and I take a more relaxed 

approach to the road to Galtür. I stop briefly at the bakery 

in Kappl to buy a fairground cake. I am the only one in the 

shop. 

The Thuringian compatriot hears me and immediately 

comes storming into the shop. "How are you?" 

I show him my bandage and he smashes his forehead 

with his flour hand. 

"Come to me and I'll teach you how to use the knife. Is it bad?" 

"Quite. I can't really judge." "What do you want? 

Fairground cake?" 

"Well. How much do you 

have?" "A fresh sheet of 

metal." 

"A baker's tray?" 

"Yes." 

"Give me half that." 

"Master, I can call it a day! The Saxon is buying half a tray 

of cakes." 

The master comes in person and has fresh bread rolls 

with him. 



 

"How much?" 

"Noja. Make it ten." 

"I'll give it to you!" 

"I'm crazy. You don't have to give it to me!" "Invalids get 

benefits from me. Give me thirty and it's all over. I'll add the 

rest to the Wolfgang's accident allowance." 

"I only have two twenties. Keep the change. Eat for the 

coffee." 

"Eh. Come back sometime!" 

"I have to go up to Galtür." 

"Don't get screwed over up there. Get well soon! Drive 

carefully!" 

The traffic is bearable and there are no traffic jams. I don't 

want to go in to Wolfgang's until I'm on my way back. Maria 

is standing in front of the door and sees my car. She 

waves. I stop briefly and tell her I'll come by on the way 

back. In Ischgl the whole gendarmerie is standing by the 

road checking. They wave me through. It seems to me 

that it's an alcohol check. With these drunkards, it can only 

be a success. On the way home I hear on the radio how 

many driving licences have been confiscated. There'll be 

plenty of room on the roads again. Unfortunately, the 

drunken weeds are growing back too severely. 

Arriving in Galtür, I find out that it's the same family that 

screwed me over last time. I negotiate with the boss and 

make my request. She regrets it and apologises. She 

wants to make it up to me. The chef quit. She has ordered 

a replacement and I am to serve her until he is trained. I 

show her my bandage and she says it doesn't matter to 

her in the emergency. In the 



 

Operation goes between five and eight hundred meals per 

day. I ask for three times the chef's monthly wage in a 

daily statement. She agrees. She introduces herself as 

Rosi and the man standing in the office listening to us is 

Andreas. He acts as the houseman, or rather, the man for 

everything. He seems a bit slovenly, but is quite fit and 

brisk. We go into the kitchen and there are two cooks 

standing there. Both look pretty worn out. I watch them 

prepare a bit and introduce myself and the necessary 

questions about the day's schedule. The salad chef 

introduces himself as Jürgen and the second, Alois. 

Jürgen is a rather tall, firm colleague who sounds a bit 

High German to me. I tell him to go ahead and take over 

the advertisement with the prerequisite. He says he 

comes from Germany and wants to learn seasonal work. 

Alois comes from the Graz area. That's quite a way to 

Galtür. He has a girlfriend nearby and that's why he's 

there. The dishes for the day are simple snacks. In the 

evening, somewhat firmer dishes are offered. Menus for 

house guests are not cooked separately, but there are 

one or two daily specials. All in all, it sounds pretty well 

laid out and, in terms of demands, also cosy. We make 

an appointment for tomorrow at eight o'clock. 

As soon as I get to the boss, she asks if we agree. 

have become. The replacement cook is also coming 

tomorrow, she just found out. She's about to give me a 

contract. It would be quite strictly controlled with them. 

Andreas asks me if we can have another coffee together. I 

welcome the offer, because the effect of the coffee I had 

already drunk seems to be wearing off. Andreas says he is 

German and has fallen in love with the area. 

Rosi blushes slightly at this statement. I question the 



 

I ask both of them about the current avalanche situation 

and they answer that there is nothing to worry about at 

the moment. We arrange to meet at eight o'clock 

tomorrow morning. 

Now I quickly get into the car to reach my dear Wolfgang 

and his Maria in time. I absolutely have to see how the 

shop is doing. It's lunchtime and the streets are already 

very busy. The car park in Ischgl is packed. There is a 

huge traffic jam in town. People are shopping. As a cook, I 

couldn't even buy a bag of sweets in Ischgl. Most of the 

foreign staff go shopping in Landeck. In the tourist 

strongholds there are few opportunities for the staff. Most 

of the time, colleagues are told to bring something with 

them.  The cramped conditions in the staff rooms, the 

prices for dances, coffee or a piece of cake, are 

unbearable and really only bearable when mobile.  And 

that's exactly what I'm experiencing now at lunchtime. In 

addition to the tourists, the staff of the area are now going 

to the rooming hour. 

The staff who have time off go into town or back. The new 

arrivals go to their hotels, the parents pick up their children 

and the breakfast staff go home. The way to Kappl took 

accordingly and I only reached the inn after the midday 

business. 

The boys were already at rooming hour and so was 

Wolfgang. Maria was still standing at reception and was 

really pleased to see me relatively healthy again. "But 

the bandage is quite big." 

"You'd have to see the cut, it's been sewn and it doesn't 

look really good." 

"But, the driving will be fine." 



 

"Yes. I also have to work a bit because our instalments have 

to be paid. We want to be done with it in spring." 

"We'll probably never finish our rates. It's too much." 

"Has anything come up yet with the insurance and the 

contingency fund?" 

"Nothing. I'm almost going crazy. The writing .... it's hardly 

to create." 

"Why don't you let the hotel association do it?" 

"They don't do anything either. Shall we have a 

coffee?" "I'm buying. Is Soltan still there?" 

"They are all home for a short while. Only Muchmat and 

Ali are still here. Luckily. Those two are running half the 

business." 

Wolfgang has either seen me or heard me. He comes to 

us and seems, to my eyes, a bit dull and worn out. 

"Look in the cellar. There are two hanging there again." 

He shot two chamois. There are too many of them this 

year. 

Wolfgang tells me about my replacement and that he has 

already settled in quite well. He doesn't need a cook. 

'Luckily', I think to myself, because I've already signed on 

in Galtür. I tell Wolfgang this and he draws my attention to 

my sick note. 

"I have to do something, because I'm also 

squeezed for my housing payments," I answer 

him. "What about the sickness benefit?" he 

asks me. 

"Well, that's enough. But not for the movements that 

Joana and I still have. No one pays for the commutes 

but us, and they're expensive." 



 

"You're right about that; still, it's a bit unusual." 

"A lot of things break on the car in winter. I have to do it 

like this." 

We go into the kitchen for a while and I realise that Wolfgang 

has listened to me. He has rearranged the kitchen exactly as 

I recommended. 

"Is it better like this?", I ask him. 

"You are the best. Your ideas fit us well. The colleagues 

also get along with them very well." Wolfgang goes 

down to the cellar and brings me a leg of chamois. He 

knows I like them too much. Maria 

gives me a little kiss on the cheek and Wolfgang gives me a 

heartfelt goodbye hug. 

The journey out of the Paznaun valley goes quite 

smoothly. In Landeck there are no obstructions and the 

town seems to be deserted. On the main road in the 

direction of the Upper Inn Valley there is a little more 

traffic. There are many tourists on the road, also in the 

direction of Reschen. Most tourists turn off at the exits in 

the direction of Serfaus and Switzerland. I always thought 

that most tourists were in Nauders and Reschen. 

Obviously, it's different today. There are only two delivery 

cars going in my direction. 

The first way, in Alfred's hotel, is into the kitchen with 

my chamois leg. Marco slaps his hands over his head. 

"That's all I need now!" 

"I would just fry them up at your place and put them in the 

free Holdomat." 

"There's room everywhere today. You can certainly do that." 

"Thank you, my dearest." 

"Do you need any other help?" 



 

"I got the cream wrong. I have to rework it." 

"I'll come down and get these ready for you for the evening 

edition." 

"Can you do that?" 

"Of course. Do you have mascarpone or curd cheese?" 

"Yes, quite fresh. Okay, then I can take a short room lesson 

now, too." 

"See you then." 

I roast the leg in the oven and hang it in the Holdomat. 

Joana will be happy. I just don't know if we'll eat it 

here or at home. 

Actually, I need some cooking stuff and some tools. As far 

as I know, we left all this here. Joana knows more about 

it. She is my luggage manager. 

Joana is not yet in the room and I lie down for a moment 

until she comes. 

The day has been hard enough so far. Thirty minutes 

later, Joana wakes me up. "I've washed all your clothes 

and your knives are in the cupboard. Joana probably still 

met Marco, who must have told her that. I ask Joana if 

she will go into the kitchen with me when I make the 

cream. "I'd love to," is the reply. But we still have an hour 

for a short nap. 

After the well-deserved rest, we go to the kitchen and I 

show Joana Wolfgang's leg. The joy is great and we will 

feast on it with our colleagues. 

The cream is supposed to be a nougat cream. That's 

what it says in the menu. Nougat is dangerous and many 

a cream goes wrong with it. Especially under time 

pressure. With creams there are 



 

there are fast methods and somewhat slower, more 

thorough and thus also cheaper ones. Normally, a 

cream is made in a steamer. 

For this, the cook prepares a milk or cream with the 

appropriate flavouring and binds this with egg yolk and 

egg. After binding, the cream is poured into bowls and set 

in a steamer, depending on the time available, between 

eighty and one hundred and twenty degrees. The egg then 

binds the cream and it gets the cut with it. The quick 

method requires whipped cream along with the flavouring 

ingredients. There are also creams that are bound by 

gelatine. So the only a la minute method is the one with 

whipped cream. In that case, if gelatine is to be used, the 

gelatine must be warmed, liquefied, flavours added and 

whipped cream used to bind the gelatine mixture. In the 

case of nougat, this is difficult because processed nougat 

has a very high fat content, which tends to come off 

somewhat with stiffly whipped cream. Another method is 

the one used for chocolate mousse. Take enough nougat 

in bar form, heat that and carefully stir whipped cream 

into the nougat. When it cools, it makes a kind of Parisian 

cream. But Marco uses breakfast nougat. And it's a bit 

more liquid and fattier. For this, I whip some curd or 

mascarpone into the whipped cream. And it is precisely 

this stiff cream that I mix with the more liquid nougat. 

And behold, it remains stiff. 

We quickly fill this into dessert glasses. Marco sprinkles 

then put some chopped nut on top, stick a hoe in it 

and you're good to go. 



 

Marco and the rest of the staff come for dinner. I take 

the leg out of the Holdomat and give the roast the 

necessary crust in a pan. Marco cooks the juice into a 

sauce and we eat croquettes with it, which Joana 

prepares for us. If Wolfgang knew, he would clap his 

hands immediately. Alfred has joined us to taste the food 

and he compliments us. 

Marco spends his menu today with the dishwasher. That's 

enough. There is soup and schnitzel. If necessary, he 

calls a maid to help. 

I go to the room with Joana. Today we go to bed early. 



 

Day 34 

 
I wake up at half past four and put the coffee on. Marco 

had given me some homemade dominoes, which I put on 

the table for Joana. I go into the bathroom and shave. The 

machine is already pulling at my beard and I have to get a 

new shaving head when I get the chance. I've already 

looked on the Internet to see if it's available. The joke is 

that the shaving head replacement costs almost as much 

as a razor. 

Anyone who wants to understand this economic philosophy 

must be seriously ill. 

Joana has already packed my bag. I don't need much. 

Just a pair of pants, socks, towel, toothbrush, knife and a 

chef's jacket. In the mountains, I always have to be 

prepared for avalanches or breakdowns and therefore 

have to stay out of the house for one or more nights. I 

reckon on a ninety-minute drive. After all, it's about one 

hundred kilometres. Generally, in the mountains, you 

reckon with fifty kilometres per hour, average speed. In 

the very early morning hours and late in the evening, it is 

possible to go a little faster. These are also the times when 

we are moving. That is our free time. Joana has none of 

that. She hangs around the company all day. I had my first 

contact with a colleague only in the tunnel of Landeck. He 

drove in my direction and accompanied me to Ischgl. There 

was already plenty of activity in Ischgl. The lift staff were 

present in large numbers. Also the town cleaning and the 

winter service. In the coming days we will surely greet 

each other in a friendly manner. The petrol station 

restaurants are all open already and they are well 

attended. All workers meet 



 

themselves there and buy the items they need during their 

working hours. Mostly it is drinks, sandwiches, cigarettes, 

tobacco and quite often spirits. Working in the ski farms in 

severe sub-zero temperatures is not easy and is quite 

often warmed up with some alcohol. The farmers in the 

region have thus organised themselves a winter job that 

also requires plenty of summer work. In the direction of 

Galtür there is almost traffic jam, at least slow-moving 

traffic. There are plenty of taxis and buses on the road. 

Many ski tourists stagger around on the road as if they 

were still drunk. 

The moment I leave the place, a helicopter with rescue 

personnel lands. I experience a small snowstorm of the 

highest order. There is also a stage in the car park, which 

is converted into a fairground for concerts. The Ischgl 

farmers dig deep into their event account to hire world-

famous pop stars. The concerts are very well attended 

and also attract spectators from South Tyrol and Italy. 

After a few kilometres I see the valley of Galtür, which is 

surrounded by quite high mountains. 

The avalanche service of Galtür is on the way. They shoot 

into overhanging snow masses on the mountains with a 

kind of grenade launcher. In this way they provoke 

controllable avalanches and prevent the accumulation of 

dangerous snow masses. Galtür is known for a very tragic 

avalanche accident. I arrived at the inn and already saw 

the boss standing in front of the door. She was expecting 

me, I thought to myself. Shortly afterwards the door opens 

and a few guests come in, and she says goodbye to them 

personally. So she wasn't waiting for me, but for her 

guests. I am not that important after all. She invites me 

with a somewhat 



 

Afterwards she tells me that Andreas is already waiting for 

me in the kitchen. I am allowed to change in a storeroom. 

There are no cloakrooms for the staff. No showers either. 

There are probably no staff toilets either. If the staff live in 

staff rooms, that's fine. Otherwise, I certainly wouldn't stay 

there. I just don't feel like catching an infection in 

unhygienic guest toilets. Cooks have a duty to hygiene. 

At least those with a sense of responsibility. 

In the kitchen with Andreas is another woman who 

probably works as a breakfast cook. She is a little 

pretentiously friendly. We have a coffee together and 

Andreas explains the procedure and the kitchen to me. 

The cook introduces herself as Sofia and she is from the 

village. 

Today's lunch, and therefore also the staff lunch, is grilled 

chicken and chips. Andreas has already skewered the 

chickens and hung them in the grill. Fortunately, the 

kitchen has a really useful frying surface. Right next to it 

are two deep fryers. They will certainly be needed with the 

quantities. There is also a slightly smaller frying tray. It will 

definitely be used for frying and roasting potatoes. In 

addition to the steamer, two bain maries and an over-bake 

grill, this kitchen makes a good impression and we can 

definitely serve several hundred portions per meal. 

Jürgen and Alois come to the breakfast coffee together 

and greet me. Alois looks a little out of sorts. It seems to 

me that his night was a bit too 



 

briefly. Alois makes all the warm starters and also a few 

side dishes for the main courses. Jürgen takes care of the 

salads, cold plates and the announcement. I ask them both 

how many guests we are expecting today. "About the 

same as yesterday." 

"How many guests were there yesterday?" 

"About five hundred." 

Jürgen and Alois know the drill and I certainly don't 

have to explain to them what they have to prepare. Jürgen 

has to fill about one hundred salad portions and Alois 

has to see if we have enough pasta, potatoes and side 

dishes. My job is to cut the meat and provide the already 

prepared products. That sounds a bit little now. But cutting 

two hundred schnitzels, pounding them and breading half 

of them is quite a task for an injured person :-)) Alois 

draws my attention to a steaker. With this device, which 

resembles a pasta machine, the meat is rolled and 

ground. The rolling replaces the pounding. The shortening 

is achieved by means of profiles on the rollers. I take the 

hint with great relief, because even cutting could cause 

me considerable pain. I also think of the enormous time 

savings. We go into the cold store and I discover a lot of 

sham bailers, which we used to call combs in the GDR. 

The comb is practically the entire neck section up to the 

back, which we call a loin and from which chops are cut 

and minced. 

"The scoops are for our lumberjack steak", tells me. 

Alois. 

"How many of these go per day?", I ask him. 

"About fifty pieces." 



 

Actually, three combs would be enough for fifty servings. 

But the combs have the disadvantage that the upper 

pieces towards the head are not suitable for short-roasted 

dishes. I prefer to cook roast pork from them. Schnitzel 

meat is obtained as an imperial cut, from the topside. A pig 

has two shoulders and two legs. The imperial part is a 

small part of the leg and for two pieces of it, a pig has to 

die. For this very reason, a schnitzel was a Sunday dinner 

in Austria. In modern times, a schnitzel is eaten every day. 

A citizen who eats a schnitzel every day practically eats a 

pig every twenty days, throwing the rest away or leaving it 

for others. Butchers in the GDR were called butchers. 

Their job now is to produce other foodstuffs from the rest of 

the meat. These include ham, sausage, canned food, 

salted meat and so on. 

In the GDR, assortments were used to determine how 

much each customer could buy, Schnitzelflefleisch, and 

how many other products of the animal were available for 

it, which also had to be consumed. How the customer or 

innkeeper, at home, processed this into an edible product 

could be seen in numerous media. The citizens of the 

GDR refused to feed other people on this earth with their 

waste. At home, we processed the animal completely and 

also consumed it. Particularly in the provisioning of 

workers and children, great importance was attached to 

this. 

In the meantime, I cut and rolled all the cutlets. I season 

them all together in a large bowl. I leave the cutlets that 

are to be breaded in the bowl, while I mix the natural 

cutlets with a little oil and put them in my bowl. 



 

I put them in the freezer. Alois wanted to peel his potatoes. 

I told him I'd rather he steamed all the potatoes as jacket 

potatoes. Alois thinks that's better too and compliments 

me. Into the cutlets to be breaded, I now add some 

double-handled and plain flour, a few eggs and stir the 

whole thing. Now I can use one hand - the left one - to 

quickly bread the schnitzels. I ask Jürgen if there is still 

room on the spit, because I want to put the neck parts of 

the comb on it right away. There is still room with the 

eighty chickens already on it. Eighty chickens make three 

hundred and twenty portions if they are to be quartered. 

For our staff and also for the piste staff, they are served 

quartered and for our guests, if they wish, they are also 

served halved. This is served with chips or, on request, 

house potatoes. House potatoes can be compared to 

wedges. They are jacket potato wedges. Italians call them 

fried potatoes. For a German or Austrian guest, fried 

potatoes are fried potato slices. In South Tyrol, they are 

called roast potatoes. So as soon as you work as a chef 

across countries, you want to get used to the different 

names quite quickly, because otherwise it causes a lot of 

chaos. 

Our lunch business is prepared and now comes the 

Staff for dinner. It's a good opportunity to introduce 

ourselves, wish them a Happy New Year and ask them a 

few questions. Exactly, two employees come from Galtür. 

A young colleague goes as a waitress and a colleague 

works at the counter. All the other staff are foreigners, like 

me. There is a colleague from the GDR who has already 

emigrated to Kappl. She comes from Halle and is a trained 

waitress. According to her age 



 

she did not learn the profession according to GDR 

criteria. 

So "Hamm'mer ni" doesn't mean that we no longer have 

the product, but that we sell the product for an extra 

charge. Almost like at home. 

Alois offers to help me make the side dishes for my 

main courses. I refuse, because that usually causes a 

crazy traffic jam, but at least, additional stress. 

We are ready to serve. I open the window for direct sales 

and in no time, customers are standing in front of me. The 

orders of the first customers are similar to those placed by 

the last customers. People order the whole menu. The 

grilled chickens are doing well, but so are the schnitzels. 

From the restaurant comes the first metre of vouchers. 

The waiters enter it by remote control. Parents always 

order their children fries. 

Obviously there is no money and no will to order the 

children a full meal. Education is a foreign word in the 

West. 

In thirty minutes we have already sold two hundred meals. 

It's going well and my colleagues are thrilled. I have to talk 

to Jürgen for a moment so that he can advertise the 

orders table by table. Jürgen simply advertised by time 

and by food blocks. Basically, this is the most economical 

method, but our guests want to eat together. 

Suddenly someone at the window shouts: "Karl!" 

It was Rolf from the Kaunertal valley, doing the usual rounds 

with his customers. "But you're still registered with me!" 

"You don't have a job and I don't earn anything then either." 



 

"Eat up. If I need you, I'll call you." "But please do it in time. 

I can't possibly leave Rosi standing there alone from one 

day to the next." 

Rolf gives me a small tip and says goodbye. I think he 

was just playing at it. He doesn't need a cook. I'm sure my 

Turkish colleagues run the business on their own. 

The lunch business is over and we are preparing the snack 

business. Jause is the name for an afternoon snack, which in 

Germany or elsewhere, is often referred to and handled as 

a coffee break. 

Originally, this was a peasant meal, which was mainly 

eaten at harvest time, directly in the field. As 

schoolchildren, we loved it when we went on harvesting 

missions in the GDR. We often had home-made sausage 

and good fresh bread. For the snack business we offer a 

shortened menu and for house guests a self-service 

buffet. Our waiters have to supervise the buffet because a 

few starving German tourists from the West like to sneak 

into the free buffet for house guests instead of buying 

something to eat. We often hear loud arguments from the 

buffet room. Rosi and Andreas have to intervene and even 

throw such people out by force. They are very often 

completely drunk and correspondingly aggressive. 

Normally, some of the cooks now go on room duty and one 

cook is in charge of the buffet. The cooks take turns for this 

duty. The cooks who have worked afternoon duty are 

generally dismissed a little earlier for the night's rest. 

This does not always work. On arrival days and 

weekends they work through the night. As a temp 



 

I'm in the kitchen, of course, and send my colleagues to 

room service. The snack chef has to prepare the evening 

business, the menu serving and the staff dinner on the 

side. The evening service starts with the staff dinner. 

The preparation for the evening business is quite a lot of 

work because all the ingredients have to be brought back 

to the respective workplaces. 

Missing components must be replaced and newly 

prepared. With good preparation, the respective cook 

does this in the morning and puts it on reserve, 

refrigerated. Jürgen and Alois did this accordingly, 

making the afternoon service easier for me. At the staff 

dinner and a little before, Jürgen and Alois checked on 

me. They nodded to each other and thought my service 

was good. 

"We'll keep him busy again tomorrow afternoon," they 

admitted to themselves a little too loudly. I interrupted them 

and said that it would cost the boss a lot of money. Then 

they got a bit more serious. They grabbed the plates and 

containers I had prepared for the staff lunch and went into 

the break room. The waitresses were already sitting there 

and put some tip on the table. 'They share', I think to 

myself. Excellent. You very rarely have that in our industry. 

As soon as the majority of the collectives come from a 

seasonal worker country in the East and consist of 

matched pairs, it works. By the time the evening comes, 

the new colleague has already been trained a bit and is 

freshly instructed. Now it's a matter of controlling him. He 

has left another company and thus changed over 

seamlessly. He is, so to speak, warmly employed. As soon 

as we get up from the table, the receipt machine rattles. 

Andreas has already heard the annoying whistling sound. 



 

parked. That's lucky. The machine spits out a good two 

metres of receipts, which makes a total of around two 

hundred orders. Andreas has put down the assignment 

slip for the waiters. I assume that the waiters don't work 

by precinct and with one or two paymasters. The method 

is particularly well suited for busy establishments with a 

high throughput. Jürgen just puts a printed card on it with 

a table number on it. I don't have to add a handle; my 

colleagues can do it easily. 

Andreas says to me that I could go and see Rosi now. 

Rosi is sitting in the office and has already guessed how 

things are going. "Come back tomorrow and we'll be 

done." 

She hands me a handsome amount and thanks me very 

politely. 

On the way back, I stop by Wolfgang's place. He is very 

busy. He is in the kitchen. Maria advertises. There are six 

waiters. We greet each other again. "I don't have time," 

Wolfgang moans. "I just wanted to have a look. Take 

care!" Maria waves and I quickly disappear again. 

When I came into the foyer at Alfred's, he was already 

waiting with Joana. "How was it?" 

"Fine. I can start looking again the day after tomorrow. 

Rosi only needs me tomorrow." "And?", Alfred rubs 

his thumb on his index finger. "Very good!", I answer 

him. 

"Then everything's fine. What do you want to 

drink?" "As always." 

"Small or large cup?" 

"Big time, please. I'm going to see Marco 

again." "He's swimming a bit at the moment," 

says Alfred. 



 

Marco is standing comfortably in the kitchen, handing out 

his desserts. 

"So that's how you 

swim." "Alfred said 

that?" "Yes." 

"Did he laugh at that?" 

"Surely not until I was gone." 

"I'm going to bed. I'm tired." "It 

must have been a lot of work?" 

"No. The colleague can do it and sent me home." 

"Everything is fine there. We'll meet tomorrow. Good 

night." 

In the room I tell Joana something about the day and 

Joana tells me about her work. We don't talk about the 

mess in her rooms today. I am too tired for that. 



 

Day 35 

 
Our morning begins with a somewhat unusual ritual of 

late. We woke up well before the wake-up call and 

shortened our free time with genital play. We also drink 

our coffee together. Of tiredness - no trace. Our 

conversations do not revolve around disgusting bathrooms 

and rooms. Nor about individuals, their legacies and 

habits. This morning is for pure relaxation after the 

holidays. 

In general, we may speak of a kind of liberation when the 

sixth of January is over. Until then, we talk about 

holiday pressure. Lately, this is called stress, which 

actually only affects those colleagues who are not very 

professionally prepared. We watch the beginning of a film 

together, "The Guard", a favourite of Joana's, which lifts 

our spirits even more. Joana is already going to the 

bathroom. Slowly it is time to go to work. 

Today is Friday and on Fridays you can always expect 

a particularly early rush. I will leave at six o'clock. 

Actually, punctuality wouldn't be so important today, but I 

don't want to damage my reputation. On the way back, I 

could stop by at two guesthouses where I've applied. 

Maybe they still need a cook. There is a quite good 

restaurant as well as a dance hall. The latter interests me 

a little less, because then I would have to work all evenings 

and wouldn't be able to meet my Joana. Joana wouldn't be 

able to sleep peacefully any more and would be 

constantly worried. 



 

The theatre already starts in the village. The people leaving 

have damaged each other's cars and are now arguing 

loudly in the car park. I hear German and Dutch. All that's 

missing is them fighting. The higher the debt, the more 

bitter the argument. I remember a film; Al Bundy, I think, in 

which two families had a good fight after an accident in a 

traffic jam. 

That's more or less how this argument played out. 

On the way into the Reschen viaduct in the direction of 

Pfunds, I can already admire the second accident. A slip of 

the finest kind. Even the railing was torn out by the fully 

loaded three-tonne SUV. All the stuff and even the food 

we had taken from the buffet was scattered on the side 

and on the road. Well, you have to learn to drive a tractor. 

The driver wants to stop me and I should call a towing 

service for him. I tell him I have to go to work and I don't 

have time for his stuff. "You're on holiday and therefore 

have time; I don't!" 

"Another one of those East Germans. They're 

everywhere!" "Because of them," I answer 

the troll. 

His wife is standing in the snow in fur and pantaloons with 

high boots. She is shrieking something that I can't 

understand. Dressed like that, I would have rather looked 

for the lady on the side of the road in a big city, but 

certainly not in a snowdrift. Although; the roadside does fit. 

Our long-distance drivers from the East would be pleased. 

Up to Prutz it goes pretty quickly and from there on, the 

traffic gets pretty heavy. 

In the Landeck tunnel, I'm in slow-moving traffic with the 

people returning home and the oncoming traffic is in a 

traffic jam. It's going at walking speed. The air 



 

is getting tight in the exhaust fumes. An hour has gone by 

and the Paznaun valley is still ahead of me. The traffic 

radio already reports traffic jams on both sides in the 

direction of Ischgl. I call Rosi from the tunnel that it's 

getting later. She is happy about the traffic jam. There are 

plenty of guests for lunch. Up the Paznaun valley, there are 

plenty of gendarmerie posts. 

And they certainly have enough revenue. Unfortunately, 

our Austrian neighbours don't collect enough for traffic 

offences. Obviously, they don't want to take revenue away 

from the guesthouses. In Italy, the entire holiday budget is 

often charged for a traffic offence. This regularly leads to 

holiday cancellations and cancellations of bookings. 

In Kappl, near Wolfgang's hotel, an SUV overturned. It 

was coming from the village and, given the road, that's 

not easy to drive. Even locals have problems there. As a 

tourist, I would park the car at the bottom and take the 

bus, cable car or taxi. The really smart ones really need 

insurance that also pays for stupidity. Maria is at the door 

again, I honk and she waves back. 

That's all that's possible. I don't dare get out of the car to 

have a coffee with her. After about two hours, I arrive in 

Ischgl and, what can I say, there is still a traffic jam in the 

direction of Galtür. If I drive at the walking speed I've been 

doing so far, I should arrive in Galtür around nine thirty. 

That would have taken me three and a half hours. That's 

almost twice the time I normally need. Rosi is already 

there. She is still saying goodbye to house guests. Guests 

are already sitting on the terrace having coffee. 

The kitchen is already bustling with activity. Sofia is still there 

and is just turning dumplings. Alois is looking very 



 

looks bad. He looks drunk. Jürgen has already finished 

all the salads. Even the ones for the buffet. Everyone 

greets me in a friendly manner. Andreas brings me a big 

cup of coffee and says he is quite satisfied with the way 

things are going. "Stay another hour and then I'll give you 

your money." "Do you think it will work?" 

"I am sure. Only Alois worries me." "If need be, you 

can take his place." "I don't like doing that. That's why 

I don't do my other work." 

We often underestimate the work of the househusbands, 

which is enormous, especially on arrival and departure 

days. 

Andreas not only transports the luggage of our guests. He 

repairs all damaged equipment and facilities in the 

bathrooms, rooms, ski and changing rooms, sauna and 

indoor pool. On these days, Rosi's father often comes to 

help. He is standing in the kitchen with a pipe in his mouth. 

The only thing missing are the leather trousers. He has a 

glass of wine in his hand. He looks to me like a model of 

various carvings used to recreate real Tyroleans. 

Sometimes also as Rachermänndl, the Tyrolean 

expression for smoking manikin. Nothing much happens 

during the hour and the new cook is good. Andreas 

introduces me to Martin, the new guy, and introduces 

me to Grandpa Gustl. We talk a bit and look at Martin's 

preparation. It's really routine and you think Martin has 

been in this business for ages. Andreas gives me some 

more money and we say goodbye. "If I need you, I'll call 

you," Rosi tells me. I now drive into the village of Galtür 

and then turn off in the direction of Winkl. I have two more 

shows there. One is a restaurant on a 



 

Cross-country ski run. There are already plenty of 

breakfast guests sitting there. The landlady is a somewhat 

older woman. They need a cook for the lunch business, 

she says. We go into the kitchen and there are two 

colleagues. They come from Poland and Hungary. On the 

menu is home cooking. At lunchtime they would sell 

around five hundred meals. That sounds good and I 

promise the boss that I will be available by phone if she 

wants me. 

The other business is an upmarket hotel restaurant. The 

chef talks to me and says he is looking for a replacement 

for himself because he wants to leave. "The sooner the 

better," he tells me. 

We look at the temple and in the back of my mind the 

comparison with the kitchen I just saw comes up. Looking 

at the kitchen, I quickly realise why my colleague wants to 

leave. The hoteliers probably think we can cook four-star 

food in a junkyard. That's just not possible. But they also 

let themselves be ripped off by the professional kitchen 

consultants. Of course, they only want to sell hoteliers 

project kitchens and often demand prices for them that 

are quite close to those of a hotel conversion. In a kitchen 

remodelling, actually only the appliances have to be 

changed and mobile appliances are always sufficient for 

that. And precisely this would only require at most ten 

percent of the effort that a new kitchen costs. In the GDR, 

we stocked our kitchens with the depreciation period, new 

appliances. All used appliances were taken away, the 

factory was closed and the equipment was given a 

general overhaul. The surfaces were simply polished, 

recoated, the motors and the cooling and heating 

elements were changed and that was it. No one 



 

had to change his workflow. That's what I call perfection. 

After the interview and introductions, the outgoing chef tells 

me he'll get back to me. I give him my phone number. "I'll 

get back to you", generally means a cancellation in the 

seasonal business. That's exactly how I take it. So I don't 

expect a phone call from this company. 

Joana is calling me now. You are finished. I answer her 

that I'm still in Galtür and just leaving. She knows she won't 

see me before three hours. I will have to use some sneaky 

routes to make it at all. In the mountains, the choice of 

sneak paths is very limited. I'll be at Joana's in four 

hours. 

If I had used the main road, I would still be stuck in traffic. 

Alfred is still receiving house guests and Marco has 

already laid cold plates for the late arrivals. He just 

waves it off and says that half of the guests haven't 

arrived yet. We all duck into our rooms relatively quietly 

today and go to sleep. 



 

Day 36 

 
 

It is Saturday and we wake up not by the alarm clock but 

by the noise at the hotel. A bus with relatively young 

people has arrived. Looking out of the window, we see 

they are Dutch guests. We hear Dursun hissing "Shh" 

and see him gesticulating violently afterwards. Alfred has 

probably deliberately placed the staff rooms so that we 

wake up with our guest arrivals. I think Alfred was 

expecting these guests last night. That's why Dursun is 

already standing in the doorway. Otherwise the arrivals 

would have had to ring the bell and wait a while. It could 

also be that the bus driver called ahead, as usual. 

None of the arrivals makes any effort to operate doors and 

containers quietly. On the contrary. We hear every word 

and every action. They are loudest with their skis and 

bags. With some of them I think they have already arrived 

in ski boots. They stomp loudly. Percussion drills, on the 

other hand, sound like hair dryers. Joana and her 

colleagues will be pleased with the state of the foyer. 

Actually, Dursun leads the ski guests directly to the ski 

room. There they can deposit their skis, ski boots and all 

their ski equipment. Obviously, there is so much theft 

among the restless, honest Western Europeans 

themselves that no one uses this method of arrival. 

Dursun is supposed to lug everything to their rooms. 

Marlies will have to keep an extra breakfast for Dursun 

today. 



 

We drink coffee together and tell each other what we 

experienced the day before. 

Cooks are generally used to a lot. But there are 

descriptions of Joana that even spoil the taste of coffee for 

me. One bathroom was splattered up to the ceiling with 

thin shit, another was clogged with vomit and in one room 

even the beds were furnished with these sets. Sometimes I 

think to myself, even hospitals can't have such an 

abundance of stool and stomach samples as hotels. One 

could almost assume that the healthy people are in the 

hospital and the sick in the hotel. 

We would be ashamed to leave a room like that. Ahu told 

Joana yesterday that she had to clean a room that had 

been shit all over by a dog, or should I say calf. Apparently 

this giant dog also slept in the bed and dreamt of pretty 

bitches. In any case, a human roommate was not present 

in the vacant bed space. I don't know of any example 

where a GDR holidaymaker ever left a room like that. Not 

even our construction workers were capable of leaving 

such a room behind if they had been on a drinking binge 

the night before. Obviously, in the new capitalist society, 

the inhibition threshold has sunk so low that even animals 

are more ashamed than our fellow citizens. I can't explain 

it any other way. 

Joana says goodbye to work and I am once again 

the laziest in our family. 

After Joana has left the room, I turn my attention to the 

applications. Dishwashers and helpers are currently 

wanted quite often. I am surprised 



 

not because it is precisely these employees who have the 

most work in our business. Moreover, a dishwasher is the 

last one to leave the kitchen. If we consider that the 

dishwasher is usually also the first one in the kitchen, this 

is already an extraordinary burden. It is often claimed that 

these employees are unskilled and that they could have 

learned something. In fact, they are merely victims of 

some optimisation measures in companies and their 

profession is currently in little demand. 

Very young people as well as older professionals are 

affected. A society that can afford to dismiss experienced 

staff in the form of older workers is not a society. And that 

is exactly what I count our occupiers from the FRG as. The 

treatment of the people who built the state and made it 

what it is can only be seen as criminal. The occupiers 

cultivate a kind of theft that we GDR citizens can calmly 

call robbery. Robbery, by the way, is common theft 

coupled with bodily harm or the threat of it. And it is 

precisely this accusation that the FRG occupiers of the 

GDR are guilty of against the population. In this sense, 

there will never be unity with these criminals. Even our 

grandparents had to flee from Germans, their supposed 

compatriots. Obviously, this is a tradition in this 

dictatorship. 

I'm slowly getting ready to visit Marco. Maybe he has 

something for me to do. Alfred is standing by Marco and 

they both greet me friendly. Marco asks me if I will make 

him some semolina dumplings. He wants the Italian 

version au gratin. The soup version is quite easy to make 

with egg, butter and semolina. With the Italian 



 

variant, the semolina is cooked first and, after cooling, 

bound with a little steam and egg. Only then can you cut 

the dumplings. Of course, these dumplings are sprinkled 

with Parmesan before gratinating. It takes about two hours 

to make the dumplings, including the cooling. Marco 

thanks me very politely and invites me to the staff dinner. 

He has braised some duck legs. One of my favourite 

dishes. After dinner, Joana accompanies me to the 

room and lo and behold, my phone shows a 

message. Joana says goodbye and I call the number 

the addressee left me. It was the restaurant at the cross-

country ski slope in Galtür. They would like me to cook 

over lunch until snack time. Inwardly I'm happy because an 

early shift is in the offing. The training can start as early as 

tomorrow. Sunday is not necessarily ideal, but I agree. 

Work starts at nine o'clock. I quickly run down to 

Joana's and also meet Alfred. I tell Alfred about the job 

and of course he knows the restaurant and its owners: 

"It's a good business and very nice people." I always 

watch Alfred's face when he tells me about the 

businesses. 

Joana can do it better than me. But with Alfred I am sure 

sure I can read his facial expression correctly. This expression 

says to me: 'Go there! 

Around three Joana is done with her work and I tell 

her about the place. She packs the bag again, as usual. 

After coffee we decide to go to the lake for a while. Instead 

of driving, we take the shuttle bus. Alfred has given us a 

card that allows us to ride for free. Otherwise we would 

have paid almost ten euros to get to the lake and back, 

just the two of us. That's certainly not a GDR price. In the 

GDR, that would have cost us exactly 



 

cost one mark twenty. When I consider that I had almost 

the same wage in the GDR, I dare to speak of the usual 

usury. 

The view across the lake towards our new home is 

breathtaking. There is still plenty of activity on the lake and 

for the first time we see sailboats with skids on them. For 

the first time, we saw sailors sailing at tremendous speeds 

with relatively little wind. 

Apparently it is some kind of ice regatta. There are a few 

slopes around the lake. They are all well attended. The 

car parks are also full. Cross-country skiers can make a 

circuit around the lake. A South Tyrolean innkeeper 

prepares extra tracks for this. 

Whether the users will thank him is uncertain. The 

innkeeper has put up a small sign on the lane asking for a 

small donation. We don't see anyone following this sign. At 

the same time, people get out of off-road cars that cannot 

be moved for less than twenty litres. Probably the guests 

think they have paid for it with their piste card. It's almost 

like in our hotels. The guests also think they bought the 

hotel with their half-board. 

Joana tells me that I have already got some colour in my 

face. I don't notice it myself. Not even to Joana. 

Our workers' sport now comes to an end and we drive 

back to Nauders with our free ticket. The bus driver greets 

us. It's probably the one I always meet early in the 

morning. He doesn't ask if we are from the East. I'm sure 

he suspects. He just says, "See you tomorrow." That's 

what he says to all his passengers. 

Alfred stands in front of the hotel and asks us: "How was 

it?" "Fresh air and sun," Joana answers. 



 

"Another coffee now? "I have to laugh because Alfred is 

trying to speak Saxon again. 

"Dor Leffel must be inside," I answer him. 

We chat about our guests for another round and almost get a 

stomach ache from laughing. 

Actually, I could have played another round of table tennis 

now. We go down to the basement. That's where the 

table tennis room is. Joana says: "Someone's here". I 

open the door and see four young people playing. "Can I 

possibly play a round?", I ask. "Sure. Are you from the 

East? Us too," one player answers me in almost Middle 

German Saxon. "I'm from Hohnsteen." 

"We come from Colditz." 

"I know Colditz from porcelain and table tennis." "Dor 

Bernd is a porcelain player. We're not. Hohnsteen, say 

what... we played against them. They were a good team." 

"I have my bat in the room. Say a few words." 

I quickly run to the room and Joana puts my racket 

down for me. We always take it with us. Unfortunately, I 

don't use it often enough. I wanted to teach Joana this 

sport and Joana also wanted to play it. Our work 

prevents that. 

Joana watches at first and then goes to the room. 

We play and I have to admit, I can't keep up with the 

pace of my younger sports friends without regular 

training. Nevertheless, they give me compliments. After 

three hours, however, I'm pretty tired and we have 

another beer together. Talking about the occupied 

homeland almost brings up too much frustration and we 

break off the topic. The boys 



 

have a holiday with the family. You don't have to mess it 

up like that. 

After four hours, I go to the room. A new date for a game 

is no longer possible. The boys leave and I have to go to 

work. Joana is already asleep. 



 

 

Day 37 

 
The ugliest moment of the day is when you part from your 

bed. This very saying applies to me today. What can I say. 

The little table tennis training is having an effect on my 

bones. And that, although I am actually sufficiently moved 

by my work. I would like to avoid looking for the cause in 

beer consumption.... 

Today I can easily expect a three-hour drive or more. It's 

the twelfth, when the Tyroleans remove the Christmas 

decorations and the tourists rush home. That's exactly 

what I'm experiencing right now. There's already a traffic 

jam in Pfunds. The traffic is at a standstill. In addition to 

the traffic, the municipal services are out removing the 

Christmas decorations. The guests who already drove 

during the night are probably the wiser ones. Of course, 

this has the disadvantage of not being able to show off 

your swanky sleigh at that time. The people who can 

boast about their genitals prefer to travel at night. The 

power of habit. 

Maria gave me a thermos of coffee before I left. "You'll 

need this today," she said. Alfred laughed out loud at the 

remark. And what do I do? I drink coffee and smoke. 

I'm not going through the tunnel today. The tourists are 

there just as they are at the exit in the direction of Landeck. 

I decide to drive over to the other side. The road there is 

considerably narrower and more winding. Actually, only 

local traffic is allowed there on the Gramlachweg. I risk it 

anyway. In the past, there was always the same traffic jam 

there as on the main road. It's a bit different now. For that 



 

there are now plenty of gendarmes collecting money and 

blocking off the road. They stop me and I excuse myself 

by saying that I have to go to work in Galtür. "You're not 

from here," one of the gendarmes tells me. After a short 

CV and the hint that I am expected in Galtür at the cross-

country ski slope, the barrier opens. Two of the 

gendarmes get into their car and drive up. I am to follow 

them. The path is not very well cleared and now I 

understand why the gendarmes drive ahead. In some 

places I have to make two attempts to get through. At 

the end of the road, the gendarmes open a barrier for 

me. They wish me a good journey and say goodbye. 

The diversions was worth it for me. I won an hour. 

The side of the road towards Ischgl is empty. The 

oncoming traffic is stationary. Now I can drive relatively 

quickly to Galtür. 

I finish my coffee in front of the restaurant. The boss sees 

me and asks me to come in. There is no cook in the 

kitchen yet. The boss asks me if I want to work black or 

registered. I decide on the second option. While filling out 

the documents, she notices that I am already registered 

in Kaunertal. She asks me if I like it at Rolf. They all know 

each other,' I think to myself. 

"Rolf has too little to do at the moment." 

"Rolf is a bit unreliable. He leaves you for himself as a 

reserve." 

"If there is no downside for me, real employment is the best." 



 

I have no idea how this will affect me, but I still have 

to think about serving here as a foreigner. 

My boss introduces herself as Ruth and her husband as 

Martin. The daughter is a pretty colleague called Karin. 

Her husband still drives the piste. His name is Rudi and, I 

learn, he comes much later; not until lunch. The 

Hungarian cook and the Polish colleague are just coming 

to work and they introduce themselves as Emil and Jan. 

Jan has also learnt to be a cook, as he says. 

The two of them set up the breakfast table. They get help 

from two young women who are just arriving. As the 

conversation turns out, the two young colleagues are the 

wives or girlfriends of the cooks. They speak very good 

German. The Polish colleague introduces herself as 

Danka and the Hungarian colleague as Sara. Even during 

breakfast, a couple of half-drunk Germans knock on the 

door and ask Ruth, somewhat slurring their words, if 

there is anything to eat. Ruth tells them, "In two hours." 

"We need something to eat and drink now. The other 

restaurants are all already open." 

"Then it might be better for you to go to the inns that are 

open. Our opening hours are posted here and in our 

driveway." 

The two colleagues and their friends giggle. Sara 

whispers that she has never experienced so much 

stupidity. Emil says, "That's normal here." 

Sara is probably here for the first time this year. Ruth 

comes back and shakes her head: "Always the same 

ones. In our hotel they stand at the dining room door an 

hour before dinner. They act as if there's nothing to eat 

here in Galtür or Ischgl." 



 

Our breakfast is finished. The colleagues have earmarked 

me for the meat post. They can neither cut nor cook the 

meat properly. There would be too many complaints 

because of that. Ruth wants to put a stop to it. The two 

colleagues too. They want to learn how to do it properly. 

Schnitzels are cut from pork here. Schnitzels made from 

turkey breast are also sold here. I'm reading the menu and 

the daily specials. 

"How many schnitzels do you sell here a day?" 

Emil answers me. He is probably the cook who has been 

cooking the meat batch so far. 

"We sell between one hundred and fifty and two 

hundred schnitzels a day at the weekend." "Thank 

you, Emil." 

"How many of these are breaded 

schnitzels?" "Natural schnitzel go for 

around fifty." 

So I have to cut and pound about two hundred schnitzels. I 

bread a hundred pieces. 

The boys watch me cut the first schnitzel. They nod at each 

other. 

"Always cut against the grain," I tell them. They 

watch me until I have finished cutting the topside. 

"When I cut, I always come in from the middle, along 

the grain," Emil tells me. "Now I see how you do it." 

"It makes the schnitzels much softer." "Let's try 

two." 

I bread the two of them a schnitzel each and they have 

already turned on the deep fryer. As usual, we have wood-

fired steak, roast pork, knuckles and ribs. We put the 

knuckles, ribs and roast pork in the steamer at an initial 

one hundred and ten degrees. The 



 

Preparation time is too short for lower temperatures. Let's 

see if we have enough time to put the roasts on towards 

the end of the day. The cutlet sample confirms my cut. 

The lunch business starts and the two girls bring a block 

full of orders to the kitchen. I don't have to say a word. The 

guys are perfect. We clear the steamer and make room 

there. We put the roasts in the oven, which I run at seventy 

degrees bottom heat. Emil tells me that I could go higher 

with the temperature. We sell four hundred meals within an 

hour. Emil is right. There is no time to reheat or reheat. We 

serve straight from the oven. I raised the temperature to 

ninety degrees, including the top heat. By opening the 

oven so often, the oven cools down even more, of course. 

Emil prepares his post at the bain marie and Jan 

orientates himself at the salad post. Martin arrives. He 

greets me and introduces himself. Martin takes care of 

the orders and handles the announcements and serving. 

Karin also introduces herself and she works at the counter. 

Shortly afterwards Rudi comes, introduces himself and 

goes to the counter. Rudi can also take over Martin's job 

in the kitchen. Now only one person is missing. The 

dishwasher. He enters the kitchen a little after Rudi and 

has a huge cup of coffee in his hand. He introduces 

himself as Kamil and makes a rather relaxed impression. 

Rudi completes Kamil's introduction by saying that he 

already owns the house. Kamil has been in the business 

since 1991, lives in the house and has a wife who cleans 

the house and the guest rooms. I already get a slight 

headache with all the introductions and news in such a 

short time. She is in the kitchen with 



 

She introduces herself as Mira, is beautiful and seems 

well-balanced and very calm. On weekdays, Mira makes 

breakfast for the Galtür workers. The community workers 

take turns having breakfast in the various restaurants. The 

restaurants probably charge the village for it. In the rural 

areas of Tyrol and South Tyrol, community life is quiet, 

quite clear and usually quite well organised. 

Our lunch table is ready and the boys prepare the snack. At 

snack time they offer strudels, sausages and various soups. Of 

course, there are also sandwiches in all variations. 

Actually, I wouldn't expect any guests at snack time, because 

the hotels already offer and charge for this in their supply 

package. The crowds tell me that many guests either stay 

in holiday flats or are day visitors from the surrounding 

area. To my astonishment, the demand is more for 

sausages, sandwiches and soups. Obviously, the cakes 

on offer are too regional. I suggest to the boys that they 

quickly add another cake, but they have to take it out, cut it 

and offer it. I quickly bake them an apple pie with crumble, 

putting the apples on a patisserie cream. Patisserie cream 

is practically a refined pudding that I make with butter, 

milk, sugar, vanilla, lemon zest, rum and flour. Actually, it's 

a Saxon cake. I have it ready to bake in twenty minutes 

because the boys helped me peel and slice the apples. I 

pop the cake in at one hundred and sixty-five degrees, set 

it for an hour and say goodbye. Ruth comes into the 

kitchen, hands me the 



 

Day's wages, order me for tomorrow about nine and wish 

me a good journey. 

In the car I count the money. It's eighty euros. That seems 

enough for just under six hours' work. For work and travel 

together, it's too little. 

Down the valley towards Landeck, everything is still 

jammed. I ask where I'm going and wait until the traffic jam 

is over. The petrol station came to mind. There I will have a 

coffee from the vending machine. Restaurants and coffee 

houses are too expensive for a seasonal cook. I'd rather 

go to Italy. There I can drink the best coffee in petrol 

stations for a really reasonable price. The traffic jam eases 

a little earlier today and I see a chance of getting to Joana 

without a traffic jam. Ischgl is still relatively busy. But not 

on the road towards Landeck. Obviously the guests are 

staying. The hotels seem to be well occupied. We can't 

afford it and don't want to. After just under thirty minutes I 

am at Wolfgang's. His place is full to the brim. Maria is not 

at the door. I see her serving inside. 

In the Landeck tunnel, there are hardly any people 

travelling in my direction. Not even in the Upper Inn Valley. 

Everything seems to be going well today. There is a police 

patrol at the Serfaus exit. Otherwise they are always at the 

crossing in Prutz. But there is a petrol station at the exit to 

Serfaus. They will retreat there during their breaks. The 

petrol station has a pretty good snack bar. A similar 

picture emerges at the exit to Samnaun and in the 

direction of Switzerland. 

From the Samnaun exit, it gets considerably busier in my 

direction. Fortunately, the Tyrolean road services have 

done a good job. Our new compatriots 



 

come up the Reschen well. It would look different with 

fresh snow. 

Arriving in Nauders, I see Alfred with Dursun standing in 

front of the hotel entrance. Dursun was probably still 

loading the luggage of his departing guests. 

Both greet me almost over-friendly. Alfred looks at his 

watch and shakes his head. Dursun mimics him and 

does exactly the same. 

"You're here early today," says Alfred. 

"There's only something going on from 

Samnaun onwards." "How was Galtür?" 

"Well. It's a strict business there. I prefer that to the 

waiting booths." 

"The family still has two hotels. I guess the cooks there 

still have an evening shift." 

"Ah. That's why they need me." 

"I'm sure they still want you to help with the snack. 

"They've already sent me home today." "Wait and see. 

Shall we have another coffee?" 

"Sure. I need that now." 

Over coffee we realise that we, as staff, have variable 

working hours. That's just a result of the traffic and the 

associated work routes. 

Sometimes it takes me three hours to get there. If I want to 

see my family every day, I can easily add between two and 

four hours to my working time. And that's in a six-day week. 

So we're talking about incredible drudgery. It's no wonder 

why locals avoid the profession. 

We go to Marco in the kitchen. Marco is on room hour. 

After the big departure today, he has a day of rest. 

Tomorrow there will be new arrivals. 



 

He has prepared beautiful involtini in the cold store. That 

alone would be a reason to drop by his place tonight. But 

first I need some rest. We say goodbye and Alfred gives 

me some dominoes. 

"These are left over from the snack. " 

Joana is already in her room. She is asleep. After the 

wave of departures, no wonder. Ten departures out of 

twelve rooms is just too much for a chambermaid. 

Especially with these germy guests. I don't want to see 

their flats and bathrooms at home. 

Joana wakes up as I sit down on the bed. I hold a 

domino from Marco under her nose. 

"I've already eaten four pieces at lunch today. I am full." 

I put on some coffee, take a shower and shave. Joana 

doesn't feel like going for a walk or talking today. She 

is simply exhausted. 

I'll check the net for work and mail. That's it for today. 



 

Day 38 

 
Today I wake up together with Joana. I hear the alarm 

clock for the first time this year. Strange. When I took a 

little nap at room hour, the signal from my mobile phone 

was always enough. In the morning, I quite often overhear 

it. I always have to take an alarm clock with me for that. I 

never ignore it. While Joana is in the bathroom, I put the 

coffee through and unwrap the dominoes. 

I used to wonder why Joana was in the bathroom for so 

long. Today, after going to the bathroom, I know better. 

She cleans the bathroom early. These are all activities that 

we don't notice and rarely honour. My Joana does it on 

the side and almost out of habit. Cooks do it too; at work. 

Why don't we do this at home, of all places? Well; the staff 

room is not necessarily our home. 

But, after all, the staff room including the bathroom is the 

expression of our hygiene consciousness. 

Joana asked me today when I was off. She has 

Wednesday off. For our customary day. I had already 

forgotten about it. I really have to bring it up at work. 

Actually, it's discussed when I'm hired and fixed at the 

same time. But so far I don't have the impression that I've 

been hired. 

"You have to address that right away today," Joana says 

to me. I'm a bit too passive in this relationship. The 

pressure from two sides is too much for me. Joana is 

taking her time today. The girls probably have everything 

under control. "Don't you have any house rules today? 

"Ne. That's what Ahu is doing today. I'll start in the sauna 
first." 



 

"And the rooms? What do they look like?" 

"These are pure dirt stables. Tomorrow the better guests 

will come. There was also little or no tipping at the 

departures. I didn't get twenty euros out of fourteen 

rooms." 

This is dramatic for us because we pay our travel costs 

from the tips. In the Alpine countries, this is not tax-

deductible. And especially here in Italy, it's particularly 

painful with the fuel prices. "I have to start slowly. I don't 

expect traffic jams. I'm more expecting heavy truck and 

delivery traffic." 

"We're out of buns. I'll see if Maria will give me some 

fresh ones." 

Joana goes downstairs with me and says 

goodbye. Alfred is in the kitchen with Maria. Marco 

is not there yet. "Are you leaving already?" he asks 

me. 

"Yes. Good morning. " 

"Be careful. There is a lot of heavy traffic." 

Alfred was probably already outside. Or did Maria tell 

you that? I'm sure she did. Dursun is already waiting 

for me at the entrance. 

"Are there any departures 

today, Dursun?" "Only two. 

They'll be here soon." 

They are smart guests. They avoid yesterday's holiday 

traffic jam. Instead, they get today's work jam. The Monday 

after the holidays is also bad. Somehow the drivers are still 

thinking about their families. 

Already in the village I encounter a lot of delivery traffic. 

On the main street it is even busier. I even see the parcel 

delivery services. Fortunately, the roads are nice and 

snow-free. Some delivery cars are driving down the 

serpentines. The drivers are local. There are rarely any 

problems with them. 



 

I'm avoiding the Landeck tunnel today. I take the city 

transit. There is a huge haze in the tunnel today. My 

windows would start to tarnish today. And that's exactly 

what I don't want to open in the tunnel today. It stinks 

terribly there. 

Traffic is quiet in the Paznaun valley and I get to Galtür 

quite quickly. My journey time today was just under two 

hours, which is good average. 

Ruth is already at the door and greets me. "It'll be 

quiet today," she says. 

"But there's already something going on on the 

cross-country track." "They are professionals. They 

don't come to us." 

I could have seen that. They go around the track at 

speeds... that make me remember the days of my youth 

in the GDR. Of our children's and youth partakiade. I 

took part in the cross-country competition with my all-

purpose wooden boards from Germina. Our sports aces 

from the district stood at the slope and cheered us on. 

Even my trainer, the lifeguard from the city pool, was there 

and cheered me on. It helped. I won even though I went 

into the forest at a hairpin bend. Mr. Weller, the lifeguard 

from our city pool, helped me up again and shouted to me 

that I was doing very well in time and not to give up. At 

the medal ceremony, I could hardly believe it when my 

name was called. As the winner. Winner on an unwaxed, 

wide touring ski made of wood with a cable binding. 

Actually, I would like to go for a long run again. 

Ruth says, "breakfast is ready." 

They asked me to come in. And what do I see? The cake 

from the day before is all gone, except for one piece. 



 

"Today you can make two trays of this," Ruth says to 

me. 

"The same cake?" 

"Can you do another?" 

"Noja. I can make a hundred different cakes. It just depends 

on whether everything you need is there." 

"Just bake cakes from the raw materials we have there." 

"That's a word." 

The breakfast coffee at Ruth's tastes good. I'm not used to 

that from the hotels. Danka has filtered it. I ask her if she 

learned to make filter coffee in Saxony. Her mother 

worked in Dresden. As a student, she helped with the 

harvest at the Lockwitzgrund fruit cooperative. Danka 

certainly doesn't skimp on coffee powder. And she 

certainly inherited that from her mother. 

"How many portions do you have during the week?", I ask 

Ruth. 

"About two hundred," is the answer. Two hundred 

portions is almost like a holiday for three. 

"Can I have Wednesday off? My wife has that day off." 

"I'm sure you can," Ruth replies. "Thank 

you." 

Why do I say thank you for a day off during the week? I 

feel really stupid inside. Ruth seems to notice. She asks 

me if I would rather have two days off. 

"It doesn't have to be because my wife only has one day 

off too." 

"Does your wife still work at Alfred's?" 

Look. They know each other. 



 

"Yes. Until the beginning of March. " 

"Say hello to Alfred for me." "He sends his 

regards to you, too." "Today's dinner is 

today: 

Macaroni Amatriciana 

and 

Tafelspitz, parsley potatoes', says Ruth. Finally, 

no roast pork,' I think to myself. 

Emil and Jan come together with Kamil. Jan looks 

a bit groggy. As he says, it went on until twenty-three 

yesterday. Danka doesn't look it that way. She 

probably doesn't work in the evening business. 

We put the boiled beef on right away. The boys are 

surprised because I sauté it with the greens in the 

stockpot. Normally I could also do it in the steamer. But 

we need it for vegetables, rice, dumplings and potatoes. 

Time is too short for gimmicks. I add the neck pieces 

from the lamb, from which I have cut the lumberjack 

steaks, straight away. I leave the end pieces of the cut 

meat a bit bigger and use them to make sour meat. Emil is 

happy and immediately cuts the onion rings on the slicer. 

We blanch them in the steamer, add sugar, vinegar, bay 

leaf, allspice and peppercorns and deglaze them a little. The 

youngsters are thrilled. I also show the boys how to make 

white cabbage salad a little more digestible. We also put it 

in the steamer for five minutes and use it to tenderise it a 

bit. The advantage is that the colour of the salad doesn't 

change throughout the day. After it has cooled down, at 

the staff dinner, all my colleagues confirm that the salad 

tastes better this way. 



 

I have some time and make some silken dumplings for my 

colleagues to go with the boiled beef. I think it tastes 

better than bread dumplings. Basically, silken dumplings 

are large gnocchi. I make them a little smaller for us and 

cut them with a spoon like dumplings. Ruth has a nice 

robot in her kitchen. I ask the boys if they can quickly peel 

some jacket potatoes for me. I cut them a little smaller, put 

them in the cutter together with nutmeg, salt, haze and 

two eggs and mix the dumpling dough there. With two 

salad spoons I cut out the dumplings onto a gastronorm, 

put it in the steamer and in about ten minutes the 

dumplings are ready. Martin runs into the kitchen again 

and fries some brown butter for the dumplings. Jan tells 

him he also has some butter crumbs. 

"I've rarely tasted such good cams," he tells Martin with 

his mouth full. Ruth and the boys nod. The bread 

dumplings are left over for business. 

A bus arrives at the car park. About thirty people get off. 

They want to go skiing. The majority are women. To be 

honest, we are a bit surprised. On Monday, buses? The 

thirty women make the kitchen crew swim hard. They order 

the menu up and down twice. In addition, we learn again 

what diseases can afflict people. And that right at the 

beginning of the day. From milk to fish allergies, everything 

is represented. It's funny that none of the ladies is allergic 

to cake. They eat it completely. Somehow I can see that on 

the ladies' backsides. Jan says, "big bags are good for 

packing" and rolls his eyes at the sight. The pandalons are 

well filled. Danka gives him a pat on the back of the head. 



 

Today we can make cheese spaetzle right away on a 

large tray in the oven. They run en masse. We sold a little 

more food than on Sunday. Martin has a fruit schnapps 

and offers us one. Jan and Emil drink it and mine too. 

The corners of their mouths are already touching their 

ears. They are apparently easy to make happy. Martin 

hands me my daily wage again. At least it's enough for 

petrol. 

At the petrol station, the price dropped by four cents. The 

girl at the counter tells me she has filled too many buns. 

Wouldn't I like one or two? She offers a sixty percent 

discount. "Then I'll take four; two cheese, two ham." She 

even gives me an extra one. We wrap up the rolls. That 

will be our breakfast for tomorrow. 

Somehow I got caught up in the workers' traffic. I can 

now expect it every day on my way to work. There are 

also enough gendarmes outside. From the exit to 

Samnaun there is heavy traffic. Especially up the pass. 

It seems to be due to the winter road maintenance. The 

road is closed to long-distance traffic. A few smaller trucks 

are in the queue. 

From there I'll be in Nauders in three quarters of an hour. 

Dursun is probably off duty. He's not in front of the hotel. 

There are a few young women in front of the hotel. They're 

dressed like they're on the street. In the foyer, Alfred is 

involved in a conversation. Marco calls me into the 

kitchen and tells me why the young women are there. 

"You've seen them. They're taking pictures in front of the 

hotel for a fashion magazine." 



 

"It's for a fashion magazine? I thought they were ladies of 

the light trade." 

"That too. But this is designer fashion." 

"Oh! Is that what they call it now?" 

"The boss is happy. He got extra money for it." "For 

advertising?" 

"Yes. And they also have me in a few photos between 

the ladies. With a couple of plates for snacks. " 

"Did you get the money too? We'll see about that 

tomorrow." "See you tomorrow. I still have work to do." 

Joana is already in her room. We can't do much more 

today. Somehow the afternoon rest has slowly become a 

habit. I am dead tired. Joana too. 



 

Day 39 

 
Joana wakes me up, gives me a kiss and leaves. The 

coffee is already ready and there is also a roll. That's 

enough for the day. Generally, I only eat once a day. The 

earlier, the better. All the tasting and tasting during the 

day makes a full meal superfluous in our job. 

The first thing I do is go down to Marco. He's not there yet. 

Maria brings me a coffee. I don't tell her that I've just 

come from drinking coffee. Alfred comes and asks me if 

I still like it at Ruth's. 

By the way, I give him Ruth and Martin's best regards. He 

has some reason for asking me. I don't ask him. 

"Now comes the quieter time. " 

"Well. That's a good thing. Colleagues want to have 

time off too. I guess a few days have certainly come 

together." 

It's easy for entrepreneurs to forget that. "You're right. 

It will still be difficult now. Colleagues want the days 

off contiguous. " 

"With Dursun only getting half days off, it will drag on for 

a good week." 

I'm teasing Alfred a bit. At some point he'll have to look 

for a second househusband anyway. He understood 

the blow to the back of the head. 

"I've been looking for a second househusband all this 

time. Slowly our demands are getting higher and higher." 

"But so are the prices." 

Alfred laughs: "You rascal!" "I 

have to go. See you tonight." 

"Take care." 



 

I've already infected Alfred a bit with my Saxon. He 

already speaks it almost fluently. Maria is still trying hard. 

She always laughs when I say something. Maria often 

plays the interpreter and tells me how the respective word 

is spoken in Tyrolean. That is also important. Especially 

when I want to understand what people around me are 

saying in dialect. 

Down the Reschen towards Pfunds there were no 

problems. In Pfunds itself, there was a gendarme 

control who stopped me: 

"You have a GDR driving licence. Is it still valid?" 

"You are the gendarme. I can't very well tell you that. All I 

know is that a driving licence doesn't expire." 

Basically, in the system, you can't tell what their 

representatives will think of tomorrow. This is not the 

first time I have been asked about this... 

"Where are you going?" 

"I want to go to work with Ruth and Martin." "I 

see. Say hello, please." "Will do. See you 

soon." 

I notice that in Austria, drivers with Italian registration 

numbers are particularly fond of being stopped. The local 

working-class traffic drives past me and their drivers 

sometimes smile. Yet foreign cooks know how drunk their 

Austrian colleagues arrive at work. It's not much different 

here in South Tyrol. Foreigners are well advised not to get 

involved. 

I wanted to visit Wolfgang and Maria again. I have the 

time. Maria is at the reception and Wolfgang in the kitchen. 

Wolfgang didn't go hunting over the holidays. He has 

enough reserves. He is standing alone in the kitchen with 

a colleague who is just 



 

comes out of the cold storage. It's Zolt. He almost falls 

around my neck: 

"The season was bad this year. "Are 

there two of you now?" 

"No. A new one comes a little later. We're just preparing." 

"And Markus?" 

"There are also three of them in the hut. They have more 

to do than us this year. " 

We have another coffee together, chatter a bit about 

the holidays and the families. It's time to say goodbye. 

Wolfgang is happy that I work for Ruth: 

"The place at Ruth's is safe but for very little money." Oh 

dear, that advice was almost fatal. I don't say anything 

about it, because word gets around in the valley 

immediately. Somehow this explains the silent nature of 

the Tyroleans. If someone says something, the next day 

the whole village knows it. The gag is actually that the 

locals accuse the GDR guest workers of being particularly 

talkative. 

I arrive at Ruth and Martin's. The young colleagues are 

already there and having breakfast. Ruth tells me that 

today's meal is the day's special: 

Tortellini 

and 

Meat loaf with egg and mashed potatoes. 

'I have little to do there', I think to myself. Wrong! 

Ruth asks me to bake three strudels and at least three 

sheet cakes. She points to the large trays. Hopefully the 

oven on the cooker has convection. Otherwise I'll have to 

bake each tray separately or six trays in the steamer. And 

that's where the youth would 



 

climb onto the roof. I ask Ruth and she gives me a 

positive answer. The oven has convection. I can push all 

the trays at once, but I still have to move them around. 

Ovens are equipped with top and bottom heat. This is 

sometimes an advantage and sometimes a disadvantage. 

I bake Ruth four strudels. That works a bit better in the 

gastronorm containers. 

"There are two of you today," Ruth says. Obviously Jan 

and his Danka are just there to pick up some money. They 

want to go shopping. Martin is making paymaster payday 

today. He sits at the breakfast table with his glasses on 

and has a pile of pay slips with him. I was wondering. 

Everyone seems particularly friendly and relaxed today. 

Today, I mix the dough right away with the machine and 

put it in cold storage to rest. While it's resting, I peel the 

apples and cut them into pieces around the core. I run the 

pieces through the fine disc of the food processor. In the 

bowl, I season the slices with ground cinnamon, ground 

cloves, sugar, lemon and a pinch of salt. Ruth, "thank 

God", has all the spices ground. Otherwise I would have 

had to grind them first. 

Emil is getting on well with his preparation. He does not 

need any help. 

I look for a place in the kitchen where I can roll out the 

dough. Emil shows me. He is a bit too built up with dishes. 

And look. It's a marble worktable. "You haven't used this 

table for a long time," I say to Emil. 

"No. We had strudel and cake come from the baker. Your 

predecessor couldn't bake." 



 

"I had a predecessor?" 

"Yes. He couldn't manage the work and kept 

going crazy. Last week he quit." "Is there any curd 

in the house?" 

"It came fresh yesterday." 

Well then, it goes pretty quickly. I'll bake one or two quark 

cakes at the same time. One as an egg roll and the other 

as a fair. I make a pastry cream for the apple and quark 

cakes. That's enough. I'll make some more of the cream 

right away, because I'll use it for the quark cakes. 

Now, before I put the cakes on, I turn on the oven and 

also preheat the steamer. Emil is already finished with his 

things. He is quick and experienced. He copied the 

steaming from me. I can season and stir the curd right 

away with a very good hand mixer in a double-sized 

bucket. It makes too much noise in a pot or bucket and it 

damages the machine. 

It has now taken me one and a half hours to make the 

cakes including the strudel. I'm out of practice. It used to 

be quicker. Everything will be baked in an hour and ten 

minutes. I do hope our guests get some. The cakes look 

good. If Joana could see this. I'll have to ask if I can take 

her a piece. 

At lunchtime we sell something like two hundred portions 

with the workers' food. That's not much. Martin asks aloud 

where the guests are and is already getting a bit twitchy. 

He pours himself a fruit schnapps and swallows it in one 

gulp. After that it's quiet. Kamil, our dishwasher, prepares 

the plates for the snack. Mira, his wife, starts the coffee 

machine. The operation works 



 

like clockwork. The team has certainly been working 

together for a few years. 

Ruth comes into the kitchen and shows me how big the 

cake pieces are portioned. Now I know why she needs 

three large trays. 

Martin presses my daily wage into my hand and wishes 

me a nice day off. They haven't forgotten my day off. In 

some companies I have to beg twenty times for a day off. 

I am positively surprised. 

Six hours of work in a six-day week, would result in thirty-six 

hours of work per week. Only four hours more per week and I 

would be fully employed. 

Many people do not realise what working from seven to 

fourteen and from seventeen to twenty-two in a six-day 

week means. In addition to four commutes, that's twice, 

heavy work in one day. I have many colleagues who can't 

do that for ten years. Colleagues who do that for thirty 

years are competitive athletes for thirty years. Professional 

athletes receive several million in salary for the same 

period of time. 

On my way to Nauders, I already meet plenty of workers' 

traffic in the Paznaun valley in the direction of Landeck. 

These people drive routinely and swiftly. There are hardly 

any obstructions or traffic jams. Many turn off on the way. 

They come from the small villages in the Paznaun Valley. 

To get to these villages, you have to be able to drive well. 

It's the same in all Alpine valleys. Occasionally I see a few 

tourists. Mostly they are Dutch numbers. This time I drive 

through the tunnel. The air inside is a bit clearer than on 

holidays. 



 

In the afternoon, there is little delivery traffic. Slowly, the 

situation seems to be easing. 

I get as far as Nauders today without any obstructions. 

Nauders, on the other hand, seems to be slowly filling up 

with Dutch people. I also see a few Italian compatriots. 

Today Alfred is standing in front of the hotel entrance. I 

ask him if he is a porter today. He laughs. "Sometimes it 

would do me good; the exercise, I mean." 

"At my parents' inn, I did that." "And; was it 

worth it?" 

"Not with the occupying 

people." "And with the 

others?" 

"There is. There were a lot of well-known artists. But they 

were sometimes very exhausting for me in their leisure time 

behaviour." 

"I'll take your word for it. Shall we have another drink?" 

"Gladly. I brought two pieces of homemade cake. We can 

eat one." 

"You brought this for Joana, didn't 

you?" "Yes. "Yes. 

"Joana needs this more than I do. "At 

the same time he grips his waist. 

"By eating, I'm sure he means he's become good." "Of 

course!" 

"I'll take a corner. Shit; it's good! Bake it for me 

tomorrow!" 

"I need curd for that. Marco must have it." "If not, I'll 

get it myself." 

"Well then. See you 

tomorrow." "Good night!" 



 

Joana is already in the room waiting for me. "Shall 

we go?" 

"What will the weather be like tomorrow?" 

We take a quick look and find out that rainfall has been 

announced. So, we stay there. Joana is looking 

forward to the cake and is not surprised because it is 

a bit nibbled. "That was Alfred, wasn't it?" We watch two 

more films, one of which I don't quite manage. 



 

Day 40 

 
 

Now I could say that Wednesday starts like any other day 

with a coffee and something sweet. Today, unfortunately, it 

is not like that. We are woken up by police noises outside 

and inside the hotel. In the corridor of our rooms there is 

a murderous spectacle. A room is opened and two 

people are taken away. Alfred is standing there in his 

bathrobe. He hasn't even had a chance to get dressed. It's 

half past three on the clock. Actually, one could turn over 

now and go back to sleep. But that is not possible. It 

remains noisy in the house. Two West German hotel 

guests are arrested. While the occupants were away, they 

stole their keys from reception and ransacked the rooms. 

The two were probably already packing. 

I'll make the coffee, because Joana goes downstairs 

around five anyway. I'm sure she'll know more then. 

Joana already told me yesterday about strange, hidden 

accusations. Some hotel guests told her that things were 

missing from their rooms. Generally, this is immediately 

attributed to the maids. Especially the foreign ones. 

Since there is rarely a local maid working in the rooms, 

this means the entire maid staff. I don't want to lapse into 

some kind of opinion about foreigners or races, but I 

would like to say that we were all cheated and robbed by 

Germans in Germany and Austrians in Austria. 

I am a foreigner in both nations as a GDR citizen. If we 

take something away from the Western occupiers in the 

GDR 

- area, it's our property anyway. In that case, let's talk 



 

from a return. I have been asking myself for some time 

now why it is tourists from Germany, of all countries, who 

get discounts. Actually, they should be presented with 

double the hotel bill. So to speak, as split reparations for 

past and present raids. And we must not forget the 

compensation for past and present mass murders. 

While drinking coffee, we are secondarily preoccupied 

with the topic. Joana, however, is very distracted. She 

fears a huge loss of time during today's room cleaning. 

This will certainly have an effect on our planned journey 

home. We pack our things and go down to the foyer. 

Alfred is dressed by now. He greets us at the reception. 

The police officers ask Alfred if we had anything to do 

with the matter or could give witness statements. Alfred 

denies this. The gendarme looks at me and I feel as if he 

is asking me with a gesture: 'You know what?' He looks 

at Joana in a similar way. He lets us go. Alfred wishes 

us a nice day off. 

Six police cars are parked in front of the hotel. The two 

perpetrators are sitting separately. After their sentencing, 

the two will finally learn Freudian laws. Whether they will 

be rehabilitated is another question. We feel a bit of 

schadenfreude. This lasts until we reach Lake Reschen. 

From up there, you see the sunrise much earlier. So far it 

is only visible in the form of a bright line behind the 

mountains. The view will not change much until we reach 

home. At this time of day we hardly meet any vehicles. The 

roads are nice and clear as far as Mals. From Spondinig 

they are even dry. The exception is again the Laaser Höhe. 

Joana reaches for the door handle again. She does this 

automatically, 



 

when there is snow on the road. The spots in question are 

not dangerous. One of the tunnels in Naturno is being 

cleaned and we have to take a diversion through Staben. 

The barrier in front of the entrance to the main road is 

open. 

Finally we are at home. We just meet our neighbour who 

always leaves for work so early. He is a construction 

worker. Normally he is not at home the whole week. With 

the Europeanisation of construction, construction 

workers have almost the same working routes as 

seasonal workers. This is called European environmental 

protection. Construction companies in the same sector 

are now allowed to undercut each other across Europe at 

the expense of the workers. 

Our flat is not cold. We have turned the heating up to 

fifteen degrees. It is even warmer. Although no one lives 

below us, someone seems to be heating our flat. 

We don't see any of our neighbours. 

We drink a coffee and eat some biscuits with it. Afterwards 

Joana runs down to Antonia and rings the doorbell. 

She is pleased and immediately inquires about our well-

being. She has two letters there and one of them needs to 

be signed. An official letter. "Were you speeding again? 

"Antonia asks. Joana can't answer that. She doesn't 

know anything and hasn't noticed anything on our trips. We 

quickly check to see if we have missed anything. There is 

something hard in the envelope. It feels like a card. It is the 

citizen card for Joana. Finally. The details have finally 

been adjusted too. Joana had two tax numbers and two 

names for many years. That gave endless excitement and 

work. In our new home 



 

the records are kept with the woman's maiden name. Not 

with the married name. From a purely bureaucratic point 

of view, Italy respects women's rights more than the 

GDR occupiers. There, a woman gets rid of her maiden 

name when she marries. 

Now we are thinking about what to do with our day off. 

Where are we going? We agree on Verona. We haven't 

been there for ages. In Verona we even had a sip of GDR 

once. A Wernesgrüner beer bar. Before that it was a 

Radeberger Bierstube for a year. A dream. 

Once a quarter, I took the train from home to Dresden 

to the Radeberger Bierkeller. In the course of the 

reconstruction of the main street into a pedestrian zone in 

the direction of Albertplatz, Dresden Neustadt, a 

Radeberger Bierstube was opened. This was our new 

temple. The best beer in the GDR was brewed in 

Radeberg. With the western occupation of the GDR, a cult 

beer became a cheap broth according to western 

standards. 

Disgusting. Acquaintances who stayed in the occupied 

GDR tell me that the beer is now brewed in Poland. Only 

unscrupulous occupiers are capable of such deeds. 

Workers who built up such a reputable business could 

never do that. 

Due to time constraints, we can only drive to Verona on the 

motorway. From our point of view, that's almost two 

hundred kilometres. Verona is suitable as a day destination 

because our motorway leads directly to the city. The best 

thing about this trip is the one-day farewell to the 

monotony of snow. After two hundred kilometres, a twenty-

degree warmer environment awaits us. We could already 

walk around there in short sleeves. On the drive through 

the Adige valley we see left and right 



 

in the mountains white tracks in green forests. These are 

the ski slopes of South Tyrol and Trentino. We can already 

see the slopes of Monte Baldo from Auer, a town in South 

Tyrol's Unterland. Up to Rovereto it is quite cold, dark and 

in places, dangerous. Occasionally we see a caribineri. On 

this route it seems more than necessary. Arriving in Affi, 

the darkness of the lower Adige valley ends. It seems to 

me that it is getting warmer. There is still nothing to see on 

the car's temperature gauge. Now we have to pay a little 

attention because we cross a motorway junction. Right 

there is the turnoff to Verona. We now have two options. 

Either we take the Strada Besciana or we use the 

motorway from Verona Nord, Interporto. We decide to 

take the Strada Bresciana. It's a bit quieter and much 

more comfortable. Somehow I realise now that we 

haven't been there for a long time. The changes in Verona 

are breathtaking. It's funny. We've been working and living 

in northern Italy for twenty years and don't know our way 

around. I think it's because of our work. When we work a 

six-day week, leave for work early around five o'clock and 

come back at twenty-three o'clock, there is little time to 

get to know beautiful Italy. The same goes for the 

language. What person can learn a new language after 

twelve hours of work? Certainly no one. You can't build up 

friendships during that time. One becomes isolated. In 

socialism such phenomena are excluded. In the GDR, so 

and so. 

We drive up to the inner ring road of Verona via the 

Corso Milano. And already we see the magnificent city wall 

and its bastions. We take the Stradone Porta Palio, 

because we hope to find a good bargain there. 



 

car park. After all, we really want to reach the square 

around the arena. We find a spot opposite the 

Castelvecchio. Not cheap, but at least usable for as long 

as we want. 

The hour costs fifty cents and we are happy to pay that for 

Verona. We don't get our parking ticket from a machine, 

but are sold it by a friendly, uniformed parking attendant 

of an upper age. He speaks German with us. How does 

this Veronesi know that we speak German? That remains 

a mystery to us. Anyway, I answer him in the Italian I 

know and receive compliments. I am always annoyed 

that we simply don't have enough time to learn this really 

beautiful language. Perhaps we will succeed in doing so 

when we retire. But only if they actually pay and grant us a 

pension before we die. With the current development, I 

rather have the impression that we have to live to ninety 

in order to enjoy a pension. I'm just wondering who is 

stealing this money from us. In the GDR, at least, it was 

enough. And it is precisely the GDR population that is 

accused by the Western plunderers of not being able to 

calculate. Obviously, the opposite is true. 

It's currently around fifteen degrees in Verona. 

It feels like summer to us. It certainly gets warmer around 

noon. We stroll through the very beautiful alleys and 

notice, this city is also dominated by chain companies. So 

if I want to shop, I can shop all over Europe, in all cities, at 

a chain store. And it is precisely these handicapped 

people who slander the GDR, its range of brands and its 

uniform prices throughout the country. Verona was known 

for 



 

finest manufactories. Starting with shoes and ending with 

really fine mechanical slicers. All these products lasted a 

lifetime. Almost like GDR coffee machines. Similar 

machines are also made in Verona. We treat ourselves to 

an ice cream made with sugar and not glucose. At a knife 

shop belonging to the manufactory, a chef immediately 

goes into raptures. With a glance into his wallet, this 

dream is immediately ended. The two beautiful 

saleswomen in the shop are used to this expression on the 

faces of passers-by. Bus tourists from the ski resorts and 

other holiday strongholds mostly pass through the 

alleyways. By means of day trips, the tourists are carted to 

the cities worth seeing. For meals, these buses tend to 

stop in front of a Mac rather than an Italian restaurant. We 

prefer Italian takeaways. They are unbeatable. We simply 

don't earn enough to visit a restaurant. Shortly after noon 

we have finished our tour of the city. Now it is eighteen 

degrees. That's what we often wish for as a shade 

temperature in summer. On the way home we try to find 

the Wernesgrüner Bierstübl. We don't see it. What a pity. 

Hunger slowly takes hold and we try to find a snack. And 

there it is, right in front of us. A paninotheca. Without 

getting out of the car, we can already see the giant 

paninos lying in the window. The choice seems limitless. 

We see panini that easily fill a twenty-eight centimetre 

plate. And what does a guest ask for now? A panino with 

Parma or San Daniele ham, of course. I go to the window. 

Joana remains seated. I hardly make a request, 



 

the host grabs a giant panino and cuts, cuts, cuts without 

stopping. He asks me: "You German?" 

"Io come della DDR." 

"Aaah, communist Germania?" 

"Si, Si. Vivo in Alto Adige da molto 

tempo." "Soso, migrante!" 

"Sono un cuoco e lavoro lì da vent'anni". 

"Allora hai poco tempo libero" 

"Si, Si." 

He cuts an extra portion of ham on the panino. For Joana 

too. 

"Bella donna. Lei è tua moglie. Complimento!" 

"Grazie!" 

For a panino he wanted five euros sixty. For the two I 

gave him fifteen. 

"Il resto è una mancia." 

He reaches behind him and hands me a small bottle of 

Trentino Vino Santo. A delicious swill. 

We say goodbye and he wishes us to drop in on him 

again. 

Joana asked me in the car what I was doing talking to 

him so much. I passed on the compliment about her 

beauty. She gets a little embarrassed. I think she heard 

that and just wanted me to confirm it. I just tell her too 

rarely and secretly rejoice at the opportunity to tell her. To 

be honest, I have to put it together a bit because I only 

understand half of it. 

It is now two o'clock. The time is right to say goodbye to 

Verona. We drive back via the airport connection. It's built 

like a motorway and also relatively early, with tolls. We 

drive with 



 

Telepass and rarely have to wait. The toll doubles the cost 

of driving on the motorway. We therefore only use the 

motorway when we are really in a hurry. 

On the way home, we notice the many Eastern European 

number plates on the trucks. In very rare cases, we see 

Italian or Western European numbers. And even in these 

vehicles there are no drivers from the countries that can 

be seen on the number plates. We realise that these 

countries could no longer exist without the enslaved East. 

The journey home is pretty monotonous and is only 

occasionally enlivened by a few people in a hurry. As 

foreigners, we pretty much stick to the rules. Our police 

officers can determine who is sitting inside via number. 

We don't necessarily want to overstretch the generosity of 

our hosts. 

Around eighteen o'clock we are home. A pizza is no longer 

necessary after the panino. We go to bed early. 

Finally, our morning begins, four o'clock. 



 

Day 41 

 
 

Well rested and refreshed, we get up to the sound of our 

phone waking us. Joana goes to the bathroom and I put 

the coffee on. The TV is always on with our films and we 

sleep while watching them. In the staff quarters of the 

hotels, we quickly get used to sleeping in the dark. Going 

to the toilet at night can sometimes end up in rooms that 

would have been best never visited. 

It's four o'clock. Our television is currently showing "Save 

Yourself". A hilarious Soviet film. Joana is surprised at 

the sound of my laughter in the bathroom. "Shhh," she 

hisses. We have to be quiet at this time, she says. Our 

neighbour is just opening and closing his door. 

And that is certainly louder than my laughter. 

Joana is finished in the bathroom. I do it in our staff 

room. It helps to save money. Joana has to leave for 

work right away. There is no time for her morning toilet 

when we arrive. 

I fill our coffee again. I also pack a bottle of water today. 

We are ready to go. 

There is heavy traffic on the main road in the village 

towards Reschen. I wonder if it is open again for truck 

traffic. It is windy. It's going to be fun from Mals. If it's not 

closed beforehand. 

The road over the Reschen is already closed in 

Schluderns. This time, the police have set up effective 

roadblocks. 

There is no way through with a lorry. A road worker 

warns us. The clearing service is working upstairs. We 

are told to expect waiting times and obstructions 



 

calculate. There is nothing to see until Mals. Everything is 

free. In Mals there are plenty of signs with detours. What's 

the point? We have to cross the Reschen. So we go 

straight through. The snow, which has been pushed off 

several times, makes it a bit slippery, but we don't need 

chains. There is no gritting. That wouldn't do any good 

either. At a place with a roundabout, two snowploughs are 

still working. 

Otherwise, everything is clear. If the guys didn't clear 

every ten minutes, we would have extremely high 

contractions. Five minutes of wind is enough to produce 

winds of one metre at the guide rails. That's how strong 

the wind is on the heath. Even the windscreen wipers 

don't turn in the wind. 

At the lake, there is no sign of any of this. Dead silence. 

No contraction. No obstructions. On the lake, it looks quite 

different. Objects of some kind fly over the ice. At this time 

of day, I'm sure they're not ice sailors. Although; with 

fanatics these days..., anything is possible. A little further 

ahead we see what it is. 

Christmas trees. Maybe they are the discarded trees from 

the festival. 

After the Reschensee in the direction of Nauders, the wind 

becomes somewhat firmer again. There are light drifts. 

The light is already on at Alfred's and Dursun welcomes 

us as usual. "A lot of wind today. Bad up there?" 

"No. Everything is free. The boys are working well. " 

Dursun is satisfied and immediately turns into the foyer. 

Marlies is already there and waits for Dursun with the 

coffee. The expression on their faces? Well. The two of 

them are having a thing. 

They are behaving like two kindergarten children today. 

Marlies has fried Dursun, scrambled eggs with bacon. And 

Dursun sits with Marlies and feasts on the egg. Joana 



 

pinches me. I'm supposed to keep my mouth shut. 

Normally, when I do something like this, I make little 

comments about the bacon. "Good morning, Marlies!", I 

call to her. 

She already has our two coffee cups in her hand. "It's 

really fresh today." That means we're here too early. 

"We'll take it upstairs right away." 

"I also have some chocolate cake." "If you 

can spare some, I'd love to." 

We take the coffee and cake upstairs. Joana gives me 

a kiss, grabs a piece of cake and leaves. "See you tonight. 

I have to go to the laundry." 

I have some time and lie down for another hour. Down the 

Reschen, apart from a few professionals, there are no 

cars. There are no obstructions. Tourists are already on 

the road towards Switzerland and Samnaun. The winter 

road clearance service has spread fresh grit. There are 

plenty of new windscreen repairs. In front of me, there is 

a tractor without a splash guard. If we presented him with 

the bill for our damage to the paintwork, this ogre would 

already be completely overindebted and would meekly beg 

his insurance company. Worse still. 

He would deny the damage and demand proof. Yet he 

would not even be allowed to take part in public transport 

with this car. Instead of driving around in Libya or another 

war zone, this driver is relocating war zones to tourist 

regions. He is deliberately damaging other people's 

property. This requires a certain amount of arrogance. 

In the Paznaun valley, traffic today is characterised by 

early delivery traffic. But these are not obstructions. On 

the contrary. The Thuringian baker is standing in front of 

the bakery door. He sees me, waves and demands 



 

with a gesture, invites me to come to him for a coffee. I 

don't ask twice. He has salted the shop entrance a little 

and cleared it of snow. On the staff table in the warm 

bakery, there are a few samples of marzipan figures. 

Hermann has made them. "Have a taste!" 

"Tastes almost like derhäm." 

Hermann formed them by hand. No one can do that any 

more. We chat a bit more about home. Hermann says that 

he will go home next week. His mother is not well. "Can 

you bring me one or two stollen? I'll spread it at home. 

"I have two here! Do you want 

them?" "Make a price!" 

"Give me ten for the stick." 

"That's the word!" 

We drink Hermann's excellent coffee together and I take 

the two rather large stollen with me. Let's see at home 

whether Hermann can do it. I'm pretty sure he can. 

"When I come home, I'll give you some homemade 

ham." 

"What, you make ham derhäm?" 

"No klor! Air-dried, nitrite-free. Saxon barma, so to speak." 

"Bring it. You want to try this." 

"My dear, I have to go off Orbeid now." 

"Where are you right now?" 

"In Galdier on the Langlofbiste." 

"I know; at Ruth un Mordin." 

"But that's not certain and quite a bit of ferrying." 



 

"Is klor. Take care." 

Hermann's boss is just coming and greets me in a friendly 

manner. Hermann tells him that I have taken the two 

stollen with me. He is happy about that. He doesn't usually 

sell any to the locals at this time of year. Well, so much for 

the Christian Lent of the values of the West. 

Constantly beating crosses and eating Brazilian rump 

steaks during Lent. Stollen should do well from February to 

Easter. Stollen are a Lenten pastry. 

In Kappl I see Maria again standing in front of her hotel - 

restaurant. She greets me and waves her hands 

vigorously. I pull over. Maria immediately comes running 

to me. "Wolfgang is sick. 

"How sick...heavy or light." 

"Once that's in place, it's a bit harder." I go in with him. 

The boys are already in the kitchen preparing 

everything. They all greet me in a friendly way: "Zolt will 

be here in a minute. 

"I'm the only one who knows his way around a cold store." 

"My dearest. Just prepare some more. Open up the 

individual portions right away and put that in a GN." "Good 

tip, thanks." 

We have another coffee. Wolfgang is just coming into the 

kitchen. He looks really sick. 

"Go back to bed!", Maria calls. 

"Can you help me if it gets worse?", Wolfgang asks me. 

"Ruth is not very busy at the moment; at the weekend at 

the most. That's all right. Especially for the evening menu. 

"Plan for that," says Wolfgang. "The new ones don't get 

along so well yet." 



 

"And what does Markus do?" 

"Well. He's drunk in the afternoon. That's not possible. 

How's your cut?" 

"I forgot about the doctor's appointment. Honestly, I didn't 

get around to it. The days I have to do it with." "I'll call and 

tell them you're coming in the morning." 

"Thank you, Wolfgang. I have to go on 

duty." "Take care." 

Maria also says goodbye to me and Zolt shakes my hand. 

He seems a bit worried and overworked. 

I now drive to Galtür for just under twenty minutes. The 

road is nice and clear. In Ischgl there is actually no road 

maintenance. They want to preserve the wintry flair. 

In Galtür, Kamil is standing in front of the door with a snow 

shovel. Mira, his wife, has a street broom in her hand. She 

polishes the entrance a little. Coarse salt is being 

sprinkled. "Good morning. Salt ruins the wooden floor," I 

tell them both. Kamil answers me in very good German: 

"We have a brush scraper inside the entrance." He seems 

a bit short-tempered. 

That makes everything clear to me. It's not my wooden 

floor either. As far as I know, very few West German 

tourists clean their shoes, both in hotels and in 

restaurants. They are amused, however, by the signs with 

"Haxen abkratzen" or sometimes steal them. In our inn 

back home, exactly two restaurant fillings with West 

Germans were enough to make all the incense burners, 

pyramids, small carvings and table decorations disappear 

during the occupation. And the riffraff talk about the GDR. 

Somehow 



 

I think it's fair that our Chinese comrades produce 

Erzgebirge carvings for this clientele. At the breakfast 

table, I give Ruth a nice greeting from Wolfgang. "He is ill 

and asks if I can help him in the evening." 

"We just need you for lunch. Your cake went well. We need 

some again. Make us three pieces today, please." 

"The big trays or Gastronorm?" "The 

large ones, please." 

That's six and a quarter Gastronorm. At the bakery, that 

would come to around one hundred and eighty euros. And 

that's with the risk of selling little or no cake. 

Today I bake a blueberry cake, a curd cake and, I am 

amazed at Ruth's purchase, a rhubarb cake. "Can you do 

it?" 

"This is a Saxon national cake." "It's also 

eaten a lot here." 

"But you throw a few pieces of rhubarb into your stirred 

shortcrust pastry and you're done. Our Saxon rhubarb cake is 

a work of art:" 

"Then go for it!" 

The boys peel the rhubarb for me. I cook ten litres of pastry 

cream again. They finally bought me the egg yolks and 

whites by the litre. We don't have to separate eggs. For 

ten litres of cream, I need between one and two litres of 

egg yolks. Emil has already prepared the dough for me. 

"It's in the cold storage." 'Well,' I think to myself, 'it won't 

be long before they can bake their own cakes. ' 

I bind the fruit in a bowl with a little sugar, salt and flour. 

So, the trays are ready. It took three quarters of an hour. 

The oven is turned on and 



 

we are waiting for guests. After an hour we have sold 

exactly four bratwursts. Supposedly veal bratwursts. In the 

GDR, the braggarts would all be in prison because of the 

missing veal. In the West, fraud is allowed. It's even a 

system there. We haven't got used to it. I only buy raw 

materials. 

I cooked real GDR cuisine for the staff today. Poached 

eggs with spinach and boiled potatoes. Ruth says that's 

also a Tyrolean national dish. On Sundays they would put 

a schnitzel under the fried egg. 

Fried egg, mind you. There do seem to be small 

differences. 

The lunch shop is almost ready. As usual, ten minutes 

after opening time, West German customers arrive 

wanting food. Martin chased them away. He was furious at 

the insolence. Through the door, I could hear the aunt 

gossiping in her shabby, boozy-looking Cologne dialect. 

Compared to that, even the Polish line has the finest High 

German on its tongue. I remember how they react when 

they hear a German original language, Saxon. 

Around three I'm done with lunch. Martin gives me 

twenty euros more today. "You have to fill up the tank, 

too." I have nothing against the donation. "Thanks, 

Martin." Martin pats me on the back and says, "Your cake 

is great. 

Now I quickly get into the car to be at Wolfgang's in time. 

Maria is already welcoming me. "Lunch went well with 

the boys. " 

"I'll help prepare the evening business and then we'll see." 

"Want some coffee? Are you hungry?" 

"Make me a litre of coffee, please. That's enough." 



 

The meat is still unprocessed in the kitchen to defrost. I 

set the steamers to sixty degrees, spread the meat on 

them, including the cutlets, and poach all the meat 

through. Zolt comes to check on me. "You poach the 

cutlets too?" 

"After baking, the breading remains crispy. But the 

schnitzel is still nice and juicy." 

"I'll have to remember that." 

"That's quicker to bake, too." "And the 

unbreaded schnitzels?" 

"You do the colour on one side. The schnitzel becomes 

tender, juicy and you don't have to pound them so hard." 

"Fits." 

"Wolfgang will give you some venison sausages. Here." 

Wolfgang packed me some home-made venison 

Kaminwurzn. Saxons call them knackers. He hung them 

well and smoked them heavily. Smoked, they say in these 

parts. 

Around seven o'clock, the first guests are standing 

outside. They are reading the menu. Maria comes and 

looks. "Is this place open yet?" 

Obviously they didn't see that Maria was open all day. 

"We're open all day; see?" Maria points to the posted 

opening hours. The notice is twice as big as the menu. It 

seems the questioners are snow-blind. 

"What's for lunch today?" 

'Aah', I think, 'they want to have our staff dinner too'. 

"We don't have a daytime meal in the evening," Maria 

replies. The phone rings and Maria excuses herself 

because she has to take the call. The card readers are 



 

gone. Maria is too expensive. The day ticket from the 

Ischgl ski circus is not. The rush is limited and thanks to 

our preparation, business goes smoothly. The boys send 

me home. Zolt gives me a Honecker kiss. "Don't give me 

a hickey. Joana gets jealous." 

"Then send Joana over!" "You 

horny dog!" 

Maria puts some money in my pocket. 

"Shall I take my trousers down?" 

"Spare me! Drive carefully! Say hello to Alfred!" 

The Tyrolean women are the masters of the house when 

needed. Almost like in the GDR. 

Maria has probably called Alfred. Joana and Dursun are 

standing at the hotel entrance waiting for me. We go to 

Marco's together. Marco has made us some desserts. 

Creme Brulee. "Save your fire and give me a good 

chocolate sauce to go with it, please." 

"Are three creams enough for you?" 

"Sure. I'd prefer a schnitzel." "I've got 

pollo schnitzel." 

"Knock me on my ass, my good 

man." Joana has already 

eaten. 

We tell each other about the day's experiences and have a 

good time looking at our Polish-Hungarian waitresses. 

Marco says, "They're going for an extra tip today." The 

skirts get shorter and the necklines lower. We say 

goodbye and wish Marco a nice evening's work. 



 

Day 42 

 
 

Friday and Monday are the two days with the highest 

traffic movement among locals. I wake up on Friday with 

this realisation. Somehow it even affects the taste of 

coffee, or rather, the appetite. Joana takes a little more 

time for our breakfast meeting today. She tells me, 

"There are a lot of departures today." 

"It's going to be a nice mess on the way to work again. I'll 

probably be a bit late today. 

Wolfgang needs me. He is sick. I have to see the doctor 

this morning to change the bandage and pull the thread. 

"Does it still hurt?" 

"Not at all. I'm surprised too. It's rather itchy. Still, it looks kind 

of bad." 

"The chimney root is for us, I 

suppose?" "It's from the stag." 

"Oh; I'll eat one right now." 

"Is the stollen already nice and fat or do I have to coat it 

again?" 

"It's good. I gave some to Ahu and her colleagues. Marco 

tried some too." 

We leave together. Joana goes straight to the 

departures' rooms. First they check whether they have 

left a tip. Alfred is standing in the foyer and asks how 

Wolfgang is doing. "He sends his regards. He doesn't look 

well. I guess it will take a week." 

"Flu?" 

"Alfred. I'm a cook. I don't know." 



 

Alfred laughs. "Cooks don't get sick either." 

I guess he's referring to Marco. He doesn't know me that 

well. 

In the village it looks like a general break-up. Cars are 

parked on every corner, warming up. Some are in total fog. 

They have extra heating. You could easily think they're on 

fire. But they only produce snow. 

More snow, so to speak. 

I almost think I have to drive extra carefully today. Given 

the number of flatlanders. I see plenty of Dutch and also 

North German number plates. Mountains and their pitfalls 

are unknown to them. They tend to think they can master 

them with an SUV. A huge mistake. Let's be honest. 

The Trabant drove best in snow and winter. No other car. 

The GDR Trabant from Zwickau had that much of an edge 

through technology. A product of economy. 

By communists, too. 

Down the Reschen I already get the best impressions of 

the driving skills of our northern guests. One is stuck in the 

stones and the other, his counterpart, on the outer 

boundary wall. I don't want to see or smell the inside of his 

trousers. 

Especially when he sits extra high in his SUV. So to speak; 

free trajectory for the emetic results. I lose ten minutes 

there. If that adds up, I can plan to change the bandages 

during my working hours. 

Everything goes quite smoothly as far as Landeck and I 

get to the doctor well. The Turkish snack bar owner greets 

me. "I reply, "I'll come to see you after the doc. At the 

doctor's office, another receptionist is waiting for me. A 

Slovakian. The local nurse is on holiday. The 



 

Nurse calls the doctor. He greets me and invites me into 

the treatment room. After opening the bandage, his face 

contorts a little. "You didn't want to work! I can smell the 

schnitzel and chips!" "Doctor. Ten days of doing nothing 

costs me, ten kilos overweight." 

"It's that bad?" "Sure it 

is!" 

"I'll turn a blind eye. We can take the stitches out today. 

Do they need an anaesthetic for that?" 

"I don't know how you go about it. Does it hurt? I still have 

to drive." 

"At work?" 

"I can only decide that after the treatment. Where is the 

pretty nurse?" 

"On holiday. The sister in front was lent to me by a 

colleague." 

"A considerable loan." "Oh 

yes!" 

"Is it possible without thread? What do you say as a doctor?" 

"You have to be careful that it doesn't break open. Are you 

a smoker? It heals relatively quickly." 

"I do smoke. But not only tobacco." 

"Hashish?" 

"Where are you thinking. I am a poor prole. I can't afford 

the expensive tobacco or other drugs." "Then what do 

you smoke?" 

"Well. I gather some herbs, vine leaves and stuff, dry, 

ferment, chop that and mix it with the tobacco." 

"This tastes good?" 

"I've had enough. I only have to buy tobacco for ten 

euros a month." 



 

"Considerable. I pay more for tobacco." 

"I easily squeezed two hundred euros a month with the 

cigarettes I burned off unsmoked at work." 

"I'll pay that too." 

"I roll my cigarettes now and roll in there, two cotton filters. 

That works well." 

"I'll have to think about that." 

"I'm up in Galtür with Ruth and Martin for a few hours a day." 

"That's where I walk at the weekend. I'll come by." "Bye. See 

you." 

At the snack bar, the Turkish colleague holds a panino in 

front of my nose. It smells. 

"Taste it!" 

"Make me a large coffee to go with it, please." 

"Well? How is it?" 

"This is the best minced steak I've ever had. Your sauce, 

the meat and the bread ............................... You have veal 

and 

Lamb mixed!" 

"Mei! You taste that?" 

"In that case, yes. You used extremely fresh lamb. No 

frozen or vacuumed stuff. It tastes almost like veal and 

goes very well with it." 

"You know your stuff." 

"Let's hope you sell the lamb today and tomorrow." 

"Don't worry. Tomorrow it will be sold." 

"What do you want for the good coffee and the excellent 

mince?" 

"Nothing!" 

"Take the tip! That's sacred!" 

I give him ten euros, thank him and say goodbye. 



 

Up the Paznaun valley is chaos. Everything is at a 

standstill. It already starts at the motorway exit. I call Ruth 

and tell her. Ruth is extremely calm about it. "We have 

enough cake. Where are you standing?" 

"Already down at the motorway exit." 

"I'll tell the boys. We need plenty of preparation today." 

"See you then." 

It is just continuing. The traffic jam was probably caused 

by a control. There are again six - eight vehicles with 

German and Dutch numbers at the side of the road. They 

have touched each other, I can just see. 

Up to Kappl it is tough but flowing. The Dutch become 

fewer and fewer. Kappl is firmly in Dutch hands. Maria is at 

the door and waves me in. 

I can only drive into the underground car park. The car park in 

front of the hotel is full. 

Wolfgang is downstairs. He greets me. 

"How are you? You look better. I just had stitches out; 

look." 

"I don't feel any better. I have to go back up to bed." "I'll 

probably be a bit late today." 

"Eat well. See you then." 

I look briefly at the boys in the kitchen. Zolt seems calm. 

He greets me briefly and says he is busy. 

Maria accompanies me to the garage. "Come again this 

afternoon. We'll see what's missing." 

As soon as I am out of the garage, I try to join the queue 

of cars. Of course, the ski tourists prevent me from doing 

so. It takes ten minutes before an Italian fellow 

countryman gives me space. It takes me an hour to get 

from Kappl to Ischgl and almost two to Galtür. 



 

That makes me one and a half hours late at Ruth's. 

Breakfast is already over. Sara puts out a pot of coffee 

from the breakfast service and wishes me bon appétit. She 

smiles a little wryly. The breakfast coffee for house guests 

is generally made a little thin. That is a typical product of 

this attitude. West German tourists introduced this broth 

there too. The breakfast waiters were constantly harassed 

for allegedly making the coffee too strong. 

"Did you run out of cakes yesterday?" 

"No," replies Emil, "we sold one and a half sheets." 

"That's the equivalent of three and a quarter 

Gastronorm. I'll bake two baking trays with it today. 

What went best?" 

"The blueberry and fairground cake. They are both 

ready." 

"Blueberries are still there?" 

"But sure. We also got new cherries." "How many 

schnitzels do you need today. Three hundred?" "For 

sure! Cut four hundred and bread two hundred." 

Emil is my best advisor. On the day of arrival, you don't 

really need such a large amount. But Emil regulates that 

quite reliably. I guess he also gives Milanese Schnitzel 

with the evening menu. 

First I make the cakes and while they are baking, I cut the 

cutlets for the boys. I don't have to help out. So far, there 

is relatively little going on. I still don't get to the lunch 

break. I work through, because I still want to go to 

Wolfgang's. The lunch business is over for me. The 

family 



 

says goodbye to me and Ruth gives me the money today. 

Ruth is a bit more thrifty than Martin. I ask Ruth if I can 

take a piece of cake for my Joana. 

Ruth cuts this off for me. From the fresh one. Should I walk 

backwards through the door now? I thank her warmly and 

Ruth says, "There's nothing to thank!" In situations like this, 

I don't know what to do. Basically, I stand there as a debtor 

and have nothing to say. The rest of the words stick in my 

throat and I disappear with a dry "Goodbye." Downhill 

towards Kappl is hardly busy. I am also too early. There 

are a few parking spaces free in front of Wolfgang's inn. I 

go inside and there is almost dead silence. There is no one 

to be seen. Garbor comes. He is carrying rubbish. I help 

him. The bucket is very heavy. Garbor is a thin man. He 

comes from the Puszta. His parents have a small farm 

there. They can't make a living from it nowadays. It was 

better under socialism. 

I ask Garbor if the boys have prepared everything. He 

nods. I'm going to take a look anyway. The bain maries 

are already set up. They are all filled and lit. 

I have to laugh about the brewing process. I once 

recommended to Wolfgang that you also do it in the bain 

marie. 

There, the broth becomes nice and clear and stays that 

way. Wolfgang has two bain maries with broth. Wolfgang 

comes in a tracksuit. "How does it look?" he asks me. 

"Great!", I answer him. "Zolt is doing very well!" 

"There's a bus coming for coffee in a few minutes." "Rolf 

from the Kaunertal?" 

"You know him too?" 

"Yes. I'm even still employed by him. On call, I guess." 



 

"Then at least you're insured. I'm sure Ruth didn't sign you up 

specially." 

"Well, it's good that I'm finally finding out." "Do 

you want to stay until the issue?" "When is Zolt 

coming back?" 

Rolf looks at his watch and says, "The door should be 

opening now." 

I have to laugh because Zolt is already behind Wolfgang. 

Zolt tells me that they don't need me. The new ones are 

getting along fine. We have another coffee, which I really 

almost need. I am tired. The thin broth at Ruth's has made 

me more tired instead of awake. 

"Say hello to Maria. I have to go. " 

Zolt promises me that and Wolfgang pours himself a 

beer. Wolfgang will be happy to finally be able to drink 

beer without having to fear any disadvantages. 

Up to Landeck there is relatively little traffic. There is a 

traffic jam in the tunnel and I drive around it through the 

town. There is some factory traffic on the bypass. On the 

ramp after the tunnel in Fließ, the traffic was pretty slow. 

Fließ is the birthplace of the priest Neururer, who was 

hung upside down by his feet in Buchenwald until he 

died. We were allowed to learn this during our school 

visits to Buchenwald. Especially in the Alpine region, 

there are many people who are somewhat attached to the 

Hitler regime, like to march behind crosses and 

unfortunately, forget this sincere man and his murderers. 

Many Reichswehr soldiers who survived the war and thus 

also its crimes receive a lavish pension from Hitler's 

successors today. In the GDR, this was only available to 

people who really fought against this regime and who 



 

have made sacrifices. One wonders whether the relatives 

of the priest Neururer would have lived better in the GDR 

than in this country. 

Traffic is slow until Prutz. After that, there seems to be 

some easing. From the exit in the direction of Serfaus, 

things move quickly. 

In my direction, a few Dutch and Germans are riding 

along. I see a few Italian compatriots. Dursun is standing in 

front of the hotel in Nauders. He waits for guests to earn a 

few cents in tips. Dursun helps to stow the skis and also 

carries them down to the ski cellar. He greets me 

friendly and says that Joana is still downstairs. By 

downstairs he must mean the laundry. Alfred confirms this 

and shows me the way. 

The girls are downstairs putting the laundry through the 

ironing machine. Mira shows me her fancy knickers 

again, which stick out from under the too-short smock. 

Today in pink neon colour. Matching her really beautiful 

skin colour. Mira looks over her right shoulder and I 

almost have the impression that she is still lifting her 

bottom a little. The other girls see this and laugh out loud. 

"I'll be a little late," Joana says. That will make the 

journey home unnecessary today. 

I go straight to the room and look for the job 

offers. When Joana arrives, I am already asleep. 



 

Day 43 

 
 

This Saturday we wake up without an alarm clock 

again. The car doors slam outside the hotel. That 

sounds like a big departure. So the noise is made by 

the very people who complain about noise. The best 

thing is to rent them rooms in the basement in future. 

I'll put the coffee on today. I feel fresh. It's a bit dry in my 

mouth. That's a typical mountain phenomenon in winter. 

Cold air dries. This is the best time to make dried meat in 

the form of bacon and ham. 

Joana is happy that the thread has been pulled out of 

me. The sight of the cut is nevertheless a reason to be 

careful. In the kitchen, it is really difficult and sometimes 

inappropriate to avoid moisture. A cook washes his hands 

about two hundred times a day. When working with many 

dishes, hands are also the most important tools. 

Joana has time to taste my cake today. She smacks her 

lips. If I could, I would bring a piece like this every day. On 

previous days I was able to bring a sheet from the bakery. 

The maids ate it together. Cake must not get too old. 

Especially not a Saxon one. With Stollen it's the other way 

round. It has to ripen. 

I try our coated stollen. Almost like at home. Spread with 

mountain butter, the Saxon Stollen would be the 

undisputed world champion today. GDR butter was the 

best butter for me anyway. I don't know what the Western 

occupiers put in the butter. In any case, it's far from real 

butter. Well. The 



 

Western occupiers of the GDR used to eat more 

margarine than butter. You notice that immediately. We 

can't assume that they have a butter culture. 

We go downstairs together. Alfred sits with Marlies and 

has breakfast. 

"Good morning. Did the wife kick you out?" Alfred jokes 

back. 

"My wife? She's not back from the streets yet." Margret, 

our boss, has been sitting in the office since three and 

writes invoices for the departures. 

This is an incredible effort. Minor errors in the entry in the 

reception can have serious consequences in the 

settlement. Especially if consumption was also made on 

credit. This regularly leads to disputes on departure. But 

no one wants to pay cash either. Many guests do not seem 

to be able to use their pockets for credit. In any case, 

credit card bills predominate when it comes to payment. 

Sad, but true. Marlies comes around the corner with a 

coffee and sets it down for me. "I've already got half a 

litre in." 

"Well, you can still do that one!" 

I can't classify the breakfast coffee as dangerous either. 

In Saxony, it was sold as tea or ground coffee. We might 

sell it as Muckefuck. In the GDR there used to be a coffee 

mix. It tasted similar, but still better. So there's hardly a 

GDR product that we couldn't compare with the West 

German product. The joke is that there are no better 

products in the West. And that after twenty years of 

occupation. Actually, with twenty years of development, 

we assume that a product will improve. The opposite is the 

case in the West. 



 

And that is precisely the main difference with the GDR 

and socialism in general. 

"I have to go!" 

Alfred tells me to drive carefully today, and Marlies 

immediately agrees. The two of them are proved right. 

Already at the exit, the first two packed tourist boxes are in 

front of me. As soon as I am on the main road, a North 

German from the side street slips into my car. 

"I couldn't hold the car. Sorry!" "May I rather assume 

that they can't drive?" 

His old lady is still sitting in the box and covering her face. 

SUV with four-wheel drive. My mudguard is fucked,' I think 

to myself. I try to see if it rubs on the tyre. It works. 

"Cost two mil!", I tell the accident driver. 

"Make my insurance!" is the answer I also expected from this 

people. 

"And I pre-finance it for them? I pay for the loaner car, the 

garage and wait to see if their insurance company likes 

it?" 

"That's what I thought." 

"I would like to have the damage paid immediately, 

please! How they settle it with their insurance is their 

business. We'll go to Alfred's hotel and sort it out there." 

Alfred is still sitting with his coffee. The first thing he does 

is call the 

Local intestine. Meanwhile, I call Ruth and tell her I've had 

an accident. Ruth hisses with anger. "When are you 

coming?" 

"The car still runs. Only the Trabi's mudguard is bent and 

a bit torn. 

"See you then!" 



 

The gendarme comes immediately, records everything 

and writes the protocol. We wrote in the protocol that I 

demand a partial down payment of the damage. 

Otherwise I would not be able to do my job. The North 

German agrees. He gives Alfred the card to charge a 

thousand euros. The first card is not accepted by the card 

reader and promptly another one comes. In gold. 

"You can debit five thousand for pain and suffering," I say 

to Alfred. The North German coughs. His fury glows bright 

red with rage. I thought she was so angry she would eat 

her fake sable collar. She's been nibbling on it all the 

time. 

Joana comes, calls Markus, our car dealer, and orders the 

new mudguard. She asks how much it costs, including 

installation and partial painting. "Around three mill," he said. 

"When will it be here?" 

"In a week." 

"All right. Make us an appointment, please." 

How does mer put it so nicely? We spend the day off either at 

the doctor's or in the workshop. Free time is scarce in our 

circles. 

Alfred tells me that the person who caused the accident 

has squeezed in a thousand five hundred euros. He 

obviously feels sorry for me. Alfred hands me the money 

straight away. Alfred has copied the accident report for our 

insurance company, which settles with his insurance 

company. "The copies are not safe," he tells me. "You 

know your way around!", I answer him. "In tourist 

strongholds, this is part of the daily business. " He laughs. 

I give Joana the money. If something else happens to me 

on the way, I'm sure it will go. I walk to our cars and 

photograph the whole thing several times. Especially with 

all the traffic signs. 



 

and braking distances. Having established this, I finally 

drive off to my work. In the meantime, a few onlookers 

have gathered to lively discuss the accident. 

Funnily enough, the light is still on. The bonnet is firmly in 

place but not in its original spot. I think with the secondary 

damage, even in the undiscovered spots, the whole thing 

will be considerably more expensive. But the brakes are 

working for now. 

There is a queue of cars at the Swiss exit before Pfunds. 

Not in the direction of Switzerland, but in the direction of 

Pfunds. It could be that they are also heading for 

Samnaun. There are Italian numbers in the queue. 

Everything is also parked at the entrance to Samnaun. Many 

probably want to do some shopping on the way home. 

The traffic is slow but not at a standstill. After about an 

hour, I have the choice of driving through the tunnel or 

through the city of Landeck. The city has won. I don't have 

to use the back way today. I see a traffic jam as soon as I 

leave the city. I know that traffic jam by now. It's there 

every day. It has something to do with the motorway slip 

road. The people of Landeck will hate this road. They feel 

the same way we do. 

The gendarmes are at the Paznauntal exit again. They 

have a few cars on the road right now. The gendarmes 

have to work more often than our Polizia Stradale when it 

comes to fines. A fine here can easily bring ten times the 

amount. A gendarme recognises me, greets me and 

waves me past the traffic jam. I'm sure he enjoyed my 

meal at Wolfgang's. I thank him nicely, greet him back 

and can go back to my car. 



 

Get into the queue in the direction of Paznauntal. That 

saves me ten minutes. As we all know, holidaymakers 

have no time. It takes me an hour to get to Wolfgang 

alone. Maria is not standing outside. I don't stop. From 

there to Galtür, I need another hour. So I miss breakfast. 

I'm already looking forward to breakfast coffee. 

Karin stands in front of the door with Emil and smokes. 

Karin is there again at the weekend. A pretty woman. Rudi 

is back on the track and the two seem to be watching. 

There is quite a lot going on in the track. Rudi has to honk 

occasionally. Emil tells me, "It's not going to be much 

today." He could be right. Saturday was always a 

changeover day for us. The newcomers walk a bit, shower, 

go to the lunch buffet and then to the snack buffet and disappear to 

their rooms. Restaurants hardly get any of the business. 

The locals are still working and tend to come on Sunday. 

Rolf and the other driving services, don't go to the slopes 

on Saturdays. On Saturday, there is the possibility of giving 

some colleagues the day off. Given the traffic jams 

everywhere, no one seems to want that. Unless there are 

winter sports enthusiasts among our colleagues. Danka 

and Jan are the aforementioned lovers. They love alpine 

skiing. 

Both come to their season with a delivery car. At 

on the way home, Jan collects the used, discarded skis 

from the rental companies and sells them at home. Jan 

also drives by the hotels. There, the guests simply 

leave their old skis behind. The usual West German export 

of rubbish. When buying new skis, the disposal costs for 

the old ones are of course overwhelming. The ten euros 

must be saved at all costs. For that, a German ski tourist 

gets 



 

at least a bottle of beer at the piste. The beer is more 

important. 

Emil tells me on his own today how much cake they sold. 

Plenty. I'll bake him two trays for Sunday. Eierschecke 

would be particularly popular. I'll make half a tray classic 

and the other half with cherries. On the other tray I bake a 

covered apple pie and, worth a try, a plum pie. For the 

apple pie, I grate the apples and bind them with sponge 

cake, some flour and egg. For the top, I use the egg 

topping from the pinto beans and season it with cinnamon 

and cloves. This colours the top a little more brown. I add 

rum to the plums and apples, of course. Martin calls out, 

"Not so much. Children eat that too." I realise that even 

professionals are driven crazy by scare stories in the 

German media. So let's take a quick note. Alcohol 

evaporates during baking. Alcohol does not evaporate from 

chocolate, pralines, jams and glazes, of course. These 

things are also not cooked or baked. There are enough 

dishes in which alcohol is used without cooking. I wouldn't 

necessarily tease myself about a piece of cake or strudel. 

However, I would like to point out that the alcohol in the 

strudel certainly doesn't evaporate. On the other hand, the 

children are a bit calmer after eating the strudel. 

We have a few extra requests to cook for lunch. 

Some guests take advantage of times when customers 

are scarce. Sometimes this ends in sadistic proportions. If 

four guests, per head, state four allergies, we are at 

sixteen individual dishes. Not even large kitchens have so 

many flames and cooking zones. We 



 

notice that allergies also affect the cerebral convolutions. 

Calculation often becomes the main allergy. 

Martin does what I do. He sends the guests to the 

Landeck hospital. Karin is like Martin in that respect. 

Martin sends me home and gives me some money in my 

hand. It is significantly less than yesterday. He tells me not 

to spread my fingers because otherwise it will be 

completely gone. The broad laughter shows some 

gloating. 

The road to Kappl is almost car-free. Without snow, you 

could try a hundred. There are no more gendarmes to be 

seen. The petrol station in town is empty. 

Maria is not in front of the hotel. At the hotel I realise why. 

There are problems with the rooms of the arrivals. People 

argue as usual. The haggling over prices is systematic 

among Germans. But today there is enough demand. 

Maria asks the guests if they want to stay. They have 

booked the room. This is practically an offer to throw them 

out. The drunken aunt, who complained so much about the 

beautiful, newly built room, became quiet. No bonus. In the 

lift, the creature howled again. Maria joins me in the 

kitchen. The boys are all there. 

On Saturday evening, many locals also come. Zolt has 

cooked a roast venison as the dish of the day. On 

Saturdays, the typical Tyrolean dishes made from offal are 

particularly popular. Tourists like that less. When I think of 

Beuchel or Blutwurstsackerl, I see women grimacing in 

disgust. Funny. They're more likely to eat it as sausage 

with a bunch of nitrite curing salt. 

Zolt says he doesn't need me. Everything is prepared. I 

thank him for the day off. Markus is also there and I see 

he wants to join in the cooking. 



 

Maria leads me to the front of the house, gives me ten 

euros and thanks me. "If I need you, I'll call you." 

That's basically the exemption that saves me asking. She 

gives me two jars of liverwurst that Wolfgang made. 

The ride to Nauders is pretty lonely. I could step on the 

gas today. Unfortunately, my right wheel arch is wobbling. 

It threatens to come loose at higher speeds. From eighty 

kilometres per hour, the noise becomes quite annoying. 

Joana is surprised that I am already there. She didn't 

expect me until the evening. Besides the cake, we can 

also try Wolfgang's liver sausage for supper. We can't 

starve so quickly. With the car, we refrain from going 

home. That would be too risky. In the meantime there are 

ads from South Tyrol. I'll answer them and send out 

applications. But introductions only make sense when 

the car is running again. 



 

Day 44 

 
 

Joana wakes me up. She has been looking at our 

damage with Dursun. We drink coffee together. I tell her 

that I don't have to go to Wolfgang's anymore. He will call 

me if he needs me. Joana thinks we could finally go 

for a walk this afternoon. "Why don't you ask Alfred if he 

has some cross-country skis for us?" 

"That sounds good. I'll do that. How's the car?" 

"Just so. I'm going slow." 

We eat some stollen again. It tastes better every day. Joana is 

leaving now. There is a lot of work in the laundry. Laundry 

changes and departures. There is also some left over from 

yesterday. 

Marco is already standing with Marlies. He has a gala 

menu today. Alfred is a little unhappy with his proposal. It 

would be too expensive for the weekend. For the first time 

I see Alfred growling. Marco is a little red. Marlies hands 

me a coffee. "Good morning," I say, smiling a little. "Ah. 

Karl. Good morning." Alfred immediately lashes out and 

plays the friendly. Marco hangs on right away and wishes 

me a good morning as well. The situation suddenly seems 

relaxed. 

"I'll gratinate the pheasant breast," says Marco and Alfred 

becomes increasingly relaxed. Marco has indirectly told 

him that this reduces the amount of goods. 

"Do we have everything for it?" asks Alfred. 

"Of course," Marco replies. Marco cooks today: Stuffed 

beef tongue 

Cream of mushroom soup 

Cannelloni with spinach filling 



 

Smoked pheasant breast au gratin in juniper jus with 

Duchess potatoes and black salsify ragout 

Williams pear sorbet 

After the holidays, Marco still seems to go for shortened 

menus. I don't ask him about it. The menu is good. Marlies 

asks me if I need some rolls tonight. She wants to bake 

some for me too. I ask her if she has some pretzel rolls 

with her. "Yes, with pleasure. " 

Alfred pricks up his ears. "Pretzel rolls?" 

"We still have a jar of liverwurst from Wolfgang. I like it best 

with a pretzel roll." 

"Great! How does the car drive?" 

"Well. I do have some mixed feelings. The mudguard rattles 

quite a bit." 

"Call me if anything happens." 

Dursun tells me that he will help 

me. 

I feel much safer now. The strange pressure is gone. 

I'm not warming up the car today. I start it cold. It is already 

relatively warm on the main road. I stop again to see if any 

fluids are leaking. A look under the bonnet gave no clues. 

The bonnet was easy to close. Only the lock had been 

disengaged in the collision. Fortunately, there is still a 

safety latch. Otherwise, the bonnet would have popped 

open during yesterday's drive. The only thing that worries 

me is the wheel housing. 

Up to Ried, at the exit to Serfaus, there is little traffic. 

From there, there is slow-moving traffic in the direction of 

Landeck. 

Somehow the cars seem to come from all directions. Not 

only from Serfaus and Fiss. All are 



 

packed to the brim. One could get the impression that the 

passengers are taking more with them than they brought. I 

drive around the tunnel in Landeck again. It is strangely 

quiet in Landeck. The inhabitants seem to have flown the 

coop. Apart from a few Turkish businesses, all the shops 

are closed. What would the town be without the Turkish 

entrepreneurs? It's not much different in Imst. The 

Paznaun exit is a familiar sight. Only the gendarmes are 

different today. There is no greeting today. I raise my hand 

anyway. The two gendarmes look after me and think to 

themselves, 'What kind of idiot is that? 

Wolfgang's place is already busy. They are locals. 

They're probably having a morning pint with cotton wool. 

The windows are tinged. I don't need to go in there. 

Maria is busy there. In Ischgl it's busy at the cable car. In 

the village too. The 

The booze houses are full. I see a lot of drunks banging 

around at this time of day. 

Ruth also has a full restaurant. There is also waddling. 

Everyone wears the traditional costume and goes to 

church a little later, drunk. The priest seems to love 

the smell. 

Jan is in the kitchen peeling potatoes. Emil is just 

putting some Gastronorm in the steamer. "Vegetables 

and cabbage," he says. The salads are already ready. 

The meat lies packed on the chopping block. "There's 

also chop today," Emil tells me. I pull the chains off the 

chops. We'll make them into hamburgers. Emil tells me 

that we can also saw the chops and shows me the bone 

saw. It is permanently installed and only has to be folded 

out. The core of the meat is still 



 

a little frozen. The band saw is well suited for this. 

I actually pre-fry the chops in one piece in the steamer. 

This prevents raw spots on the bone. This also makes 

them a bit juicier and prevents them from burning out. The 

real advantage is the shorter grilling time. The boys like 

this method. I put a few pieces on the grill for staff dinner. 

I cut three hundred schnitzels. I bread two hundred. I also 

bread one hundred turkey escalopes. "That's enough! 

Don't make too much!" shouts Jan. "Most people only 

eat chips anyway." 

French fries and pasta are actually a good deal. Even if 

they seem cheap. If the guests had to pay for the health of 

the cook, fries would be at least twice as expensive.  Of 

course, we can't charge tourists for health and 

environmental protection. That would be really unfair. After 

all, they bring the money to the excursion regions. With 

their mouths, of course. They protest loudly even when 

they collect a small visitor's tax. The tourists are then 

cheeky cashiers. "They take it from the poor!" is the song. 

We all sell schnitzel and swim at times. I don't come out of 

the kitchen until after three. I haven't baked any cakes. We 

still have a few pieces. At first I thought people came for 

the exercise and cross-country skiing. They all had skis 

with them. Very few actually skied. They drank and ate - 

not ate. A look at and under the tables proves that. One 

wonders anxiously why we lay out tablecloths and cutlery. I 

think the guests can only eat chips and hamburgers with 

their hands. Sometimes 



 

a joke runs through my head. The one about the scratched 

face of the East Frisians. But I'm sure they have to know 

how to use cutlery. Fish is hard to eat with your fingers. 

Ruth gives me quite a lot of money this time. She also puts 

a bag in my hand. Schnitzel. She has packed me four 

schnitzels. "Your staff meal," she said. We have another 

coffee together. 

The journey home becomes chaos. There is already a 

traffic jam in Galtür. It takes me an hour to get to Ischgl. 

From Ischgl to Kappl it takes another hour. At Wolfgang's 

there is a queue in front of the door. I have to think of our 

seating queues in front of the restaurants in the GDR. We 

were once laughed at by these people for them. Actually, 

they queue up everywhere. The thought keeps coming 

back to me when I see these queues. 

Everything is in Landeck. Except in my direction. 

Somehow I still seem to make it before eighteen o'clock, I 

think to myself. As I said. I thought so. In Pfunds, it's all 

standing still again. This time up the Reschen. I can just 

see our walk, flutes going. It takes me two hours to climb 

the Reschen to Nauders from Pfunds. The evening meal 

at Alfred's will be particularly long today, if the arrivals are 

also in the traffic jam. 

Alfred is already standing at the entrance. He's just 

waiting for someone to arrive. Marco will make them a 

cold plate and that's it. "Is there a traffic jam?" 

"I wanted to be there in the 

afternoon." "What time did you 

leave?" "A little after three." 

"Almost six hours. But that's not a record yet. 



 

"How? Have you been standing for 

longer?" "Yes. Eight hours from Kappl 

here. " 

"I brought schnitzel. Ruth packed them for me." 

"Ruth? I'm surprised. She probably guessed." 

Alfred does not elaborate. A few hotel guests engage him in 

conversation. I don't go past Marco. The two of them must be 

swimming now. 

Joana is already waiting. She has Maria's buns in the 

making. 

"I brought schnitzel." 

"That too." 

We eat the schnitzels with buttered rolls. The baked 

pastry tastes good. Maria lets them go well. Steamed, 

they would also pass for Bohemian dumplings. 

"I'm off tomorrow. I'll take care of work tomorrow." 

We go to sleep. 



 

Day 45 

 
 

Somehow I was excited in the dream. Anyway, I hardly 

slept and woke Joana up at half past four. We have 

coffee and I talk to Joana to see if she can get some time 

off. She goes. 

The first thing I do is switch on our computer. Job offers 

are plentiful. As usual, I now have to put them together in 

routes. Job interviews have to be done with a day trip. Job 

interviews are business trips. They should definitely be 

paid for by those who initiate them. With the current 

system, the trips, including the risk of accidents, are 

passed on to the workers. This means that the risk of 

permanent physical damage is also passed on to the 

workers. 

At least I expect to be able to deduct these business trips 

from my taxes. But that doesn't work either. 

A round in South Tyrol has been on the cards for a long 

time. After all, this is our adopted country, where we pay 

insurance and taxes. My favourite thing would be to find a 

job in the current season. There are several possibilities in 

South Tyrol, including glacier areas. When planning, I 

have to make sure that I don't have too far to go to my 

Joana. In South Tyrol, the commute to work is 

deliberately not paid for. The idea is to reduce the 

amount of company traffic. The environmental impact of 

tourists and transit is already too high anyway. We make 

the sacrifices for our guests. Unfortunately, very few 

tourists understand this. They think it's a 



 

A matter of course. Instead of letting the tourists drive in 

with their space-consuming SUVs and camper vans, I 

would rather prefer single-lane traffic. It runs more 

smoothly and is much more environmentally friendly. But 

it is precisely this traffic that is being heavily maligned. I'm 

talking about motorbikes and scooters. In addition, there 

are very simple economic concerns. An SUV driver or a 

camper will lug his holiday food, including packaging, 

around in his driving container. The gastronomy cannot 

live from such tourists. The environmental damage is 

considerable. The packaging stays here and lies around in 

the nature-protected mountains. Multi-lane traffic of 

course also needs the corresponding space. A normal 

car needs ten to sixteen square metres. A motorhome or 

camping trailer, certainly does not need less than twenty 

square metres. This space is neither available in the 

mountains nor on the roads between the mountains. The 

future of South Tyrol thus clearly lies in single-track traffic. 

But single-track does not mean bicycle traffic. Bicycles 

are taken to South Tyrol by tourists. On the SUV as well 

as on other cars and in trailers. That is not environmental 

protection. It's more like exporting rubbish. In addition, the 

bicycles are transported individually up to the mountain 

or to the nature reserve. 

So in my application I focus on 

first to the Vinschgau Valley. This holds out the prospect 

of short working routes. With the short distances to work, 

the risk of accidents is also apparently somewhat 

reduced. Of course, this does not necessarily apply to 

the Vinschgau Valley. There is pure traffic chaos there 

every season. 



 

The disadvantage of the valleys is that too few bypasses can 

be built. 

I'm writing to businesses in Burgeis, Schlanders, 

Partschins, Prad, Mals, Latsch and in the Schnals Valley. 

Let's see how they react. Basically I don't write much. I 

can't use my master craftsman's diploma there anyway. I 

won't mention it. I'll list a few companies where I've worked. 

You hardly ever get references. 

Nevertheless, everyone asks for certificates. It's strange in 

the mountains. 

Jonah comes to the room. Markus, the owner of our car 

repair shop, called. He can put the mudguard in on 

Wednesday. He already has it there and is painting it 

today. He also ordered the apron. He'll paint it at the same 

time. 

Joana gets the day off from noon. We can plan a nice 

walk by the lake. 

I go downstairs with them and ask Alfred for some cross-

country skis. He can organise them for us. Also the special 

boots. "They'll be here in an hour. What shoe size are you 

and Joana? " 

We tell Alfred our shoe sizes. He has forgotten them. "Do 

you want to ski downhill or cross-country?" "Cross-country 

skiing. We can't go downhill." 

"My brother will teach you." 

"No thanks. There are too many drunks on the slopes for 

me." "You might be right." 

Dursun brings us the skis. "I took the same skis and boots 

as last time." 

"Thanks Dursun. The boss had already forgotten our size and 

the skis." 

"There's a lot to do at the moment. Alfred needs to take a 

day or two off." 



 

"Shall we go to Maria's again, have something 

to eat?" "I'd love to. I'll come with you." 

I knew he would give in to Maria immediately. "You 

know what I would definitely eat sometime? A 

semolina porridge or oatmeal with butter and sugar." 

"Oh yes, I would like that too." 

We go to Maria with the good intentions. Maria is also 

enthusiastic about it. She would like to eat it too. I look for 

the ingredients in Marco's warehouse. Look, it's all there. 

"Do you want to cook a burning soup or a simple flour 

soup?" asks Maria. "What do you like best?" 

"The easy one." 

"Do you eat them with butter and sugar too?" 

"Well. They're served with sour cream or something like 

you suggested. Some people put cinnamon in them too." 

"I prefer to eat them with brown butter and sugar." "Oh 

yes, make us like that!" says Dursun. 

Maria is also in favour of this variant. I boil the semolina 

porridge with water, add salt and, when it thickens, sour 

cream. I make the brown butter in a bowl on the induction 

plate. It goes so quickly. Dursun is thrilled. The butter is 

brown when it starts to foam. I taste the variant with the 

sour cream. 

Maria is watching me. To be honest, the variation tastes 

good. Maria fixes three plates. I go to Marco's store 

again. There I get vanilla, lemon asun and rum sultanas. I 

stir them into the semolina porridge. Dursun is amazed 

and sniffs. "That's with alcohol!" 

"There's no alcohol in it. It's rum flavouring!" 

Maria laughs. She tastes...slips her tongue over her lips and 

gives a compliment. 



 

"Now add chocolate flakes on top and we can sell 

this as gourmet." 

I answer her: "I also cook this porridge with apples or 

pears. In some menus I offer that as a dessert. The 

West Germans don't eat that." 

"I can't understand that," says Dursun. 

Joana is already coming. We can get started. The cross-

country track starts right behind the hotel. We have to 

walk uphill to the lake. Halfway there, we have to take a 

break. We go for a coffee at the lift station. There are the 

downhill skiers. As promised. Some are already drunk as 

skunks. I hear Swabian. We're about to go out of the 

crowd. 

As a GDR citizen, you have to be ashamed of yourself in 

this primitive bunch. The coffee tastes good. After coffee 

we walk leisurely to the lake. It easily takes three hours. It 

is lunchtime. We are almost alone on the track. We don't 

have enough free time for a full circuit around the lake. We 

only walk as far as the dam wall and turn back there. Now 

it gets a bit busier again. Two cross-country skiers whistle 

past us at a strict pace. They skate in step. I try this and 

Joana laughs at me. Somehow it seems funny. My skis 

are too long for that too. We have to order shorter skis 

from Dursun next time. From the lake towards Nauders it 

becomes more comfortable. The gradient brings quite 

a good speed. Joana skis in front. Suddenly she stops in 

her tracks to wait for me. I call out, "rieber!" She stands like 

a stick. With cross-country skis, changing to another track 

is not easy. Especially not for a cross-country skier who, 

after all, won the District Paralympics thirty years ago. So 

the only method was to sit down. In the course of time 



 

the body weight has of course changed somewhat. There 

was now a huge hole in the track. "Nothing happened to 

you either?" What should I answer? 

"There's nothing wrong with me, darling." After 

straightening the turtle - that's how I felt - we hiked on. 

Joana is desperate to prevent anything from happening 

to SOMETHING. After all, our family income is at stake. 

Dursun is standing in front of the hotel. He sees us 

coming and my wet bottom. "Fell down?" 

"Just sit down, Dursun. Nothing happened to the skis." 

"Fortunately. And the poles?" 

"They stayed intact, too." 

"Well then, let's go for a coffee." 

"It's about time. I'll go and put on some dry 

trousers first." 

"The good suit?" 

Dursun wanted to joke. He knows I only own 

tracksuits and cooking clothes. "Why? Is 

Marco sick?" 

"No. That was just a gag." 

"Oh well, in any case, I'm not going to the cold storage 

with the caretaker's suit." 

Dursun laughs: "Stronzo!" 

Joana got hungry. She didn't eat any of our porridge. 

"Shall I cook you some semolina porridge?" "Ugh!" Joana 

calls my favourite porridge slop. At night, when I'm 

asleep, she sneaks the rest. I've got into the habit of 

always cooking three times the amount of what I like to 

eat. In the morning, it's always gone. 

"Do you want a panino?" 



 

"No. Dursun has warmed up some sausages for 

the snack. Is that right, Dursun?" 

"Of course. I'll get you some." 

Now I know for sure. The maids go to Dursun's 

for afternoon snacks. Dursun has the key position to 

the women's hearts. 

Alfred joins us. "How was 

the ski tour?" 

"Next time I would like to take shorter skis." 

"Skaters? But, they're cut differently at the bottom." "I'd 

rather have normal ones." 

"We have those too. Has anyone answered yet? "Alfred 

shows sympathy for my job search. 

We go to the room. I still want to see who has answered. 

There are a few answers. I'll take care of them tomorrow. We 

go to bed early. 



 

Day 46 

 
 

We wake up together and Joana makes the coffee. I 

already open the laptop and look in my letterbox. There 

are no additional messages in it. For the applications I 

now have to use the expensive method. Calls with the 

mobile phone. Joana prefers to distance herself from this 

procedure. She can't stand lies. Not my lies. She hears 

my answers and concludes that the person I'm talking to is 

lying. She is right about that for the most part. 

Actually, I make use of a habit that I only noticed very late. 

I show my number and let the phone ring several times. If 

I'm really interested, I'm sure I'll get a call back. 

Often, advertisements are placed under a false name or 

undercover. The hoteliers want to avoid getting a bad 

reputation because they are looking for staff too often. 

Cooks know that when they search on several portals, they 

always find the same names and the same people 

searching. Whether this is an indication of the 

management or not, I will leave aside. It could also be due 

to the kitchen, the operational system or simply the 

required working hours. In order to determine this, 

appointments are important. In general, I use 

appointments to get to know my future workshop. I am 

interested in the technical equipment, the cleanliness and, 

not to forget, my employer's love of the job. The 

enthusiasm for the profession of the founding generation 

differs considerably from that of the next generation. 



 

In many enterprises in Tyrol, also in South Tyrol, the 

seasonal worker has to deal with all generations. This 

rarely results in smooth working relationships. 

Either the next generation relies on a completely different 

concept or on dreamlike modernisations with impossible 

technology. 

Both lead to misunderstandings in work processes and 

scheduling. If I were a plumber, I could implement my 

ideas more easily than a cook. With a plumber, people 

rarely dare to have a say. When they cook, they think 

they have a say. So we keep coming up against the 

same pattern. Good cooking is purely a technological 

achievement. Nothing else. Some do it with a surplus 

of staff, others with technology, planning and 

knowledge. 

As GDR citizens, we are somewhat familiar with planning. 

Also with the WAO. WAO was a part of the training of 

master craftsmen in the GDR. WAO means scientific work 

organisation. A craftsman or farmer would throw his 

hands up in horror. But that is exactly what the craftsmen 

and farmers do. They do it when ordering seeds as well as 

when planning the cultivation of fields. Craftsmen use it in 

their projects with cost calculations. Just as I don't talk into 

these professionals' business, I demand that they at least 

understand my business. 

I am served the usual phrases on the phone with the first 

two calls. "Can they cook Tyrolean cuisine", in other 

words? "Isn't the commute from Saxony too far for them?" 

When I then tell them that 



 

I live very close to them, my interlocutors become very 

alert. At the latest when they hear my name, all their 

senses kick in and they start researching. Generally, they 

ask about the company where the applicant has worked 

before. So if I don't like the four-star establishment and its 

clientele in between and have worked in a three-star 

establishment instead, that arouses suspicion. As a 

representative of simple, home-made cuisine, where the 

fancy - mickey stuff is dispensed with, you have to be 

prepared to exhaust the probationary period. It is an 

eventful and not easy road. The dazzlers have the upper 

hand. There are thousands of packages of ready-made 

decorative stuff in company warehouses. The junk is not 

cheap. The prices for it are comparable to jewellery 

prices. 

I'll make four appointments. 

First I call Ruth to tell her that I have performance 

appointments. Ruth replies: "We don't need you until the 

weekend. 

The boys can probably bake the cake themselves now. A 

colleague from the West would say: "Why did you show 

them how to do that? So much for collegiality in the 

business. Of course I want to show my young colleagues 

how to do something. At least I want to teach them the 

basic production. How they make it taste good is up to 

them. A craftsman steals with his senses. 

Ruth needs a temp. Not a cook anymore. That is precisely 

her hidden statement. 

So I can make appointments as I like. Also 

individual appointments. 



 

A reply has just arrived in the mail programme. From 

Reschen. Could I come by for a presentation? I make an 

appointment with them for the afternoon. I want to take 

Joana with me. In the meantime I go down to Marco's. 

The loneliness in the room makes me stupid. 

Marco is cooking today: 

Salads and starters from the 

buffet Tris of marinated cheese 

Clear oxtail soup Tuna pizza 

Fillet of pork stuffed in its own juices with beetroot 

Nock and Brussels 

sprouts or 

Grilled mackerel fillet in tomato mustard sauce with 

basmati and sugar snap peas 

Banana cream in chocolate sauce 

Marco cooks again with choice. Nevertheless, he keeps 

the selection small. There are too few guests. "Do you 

want me to help you with anything?" 

"You can fix me some salads." "Is your 

colleague not here?" 

"He only comes to wash up and has half the day off." 

"Do you want salads or raw vegetables for the buffet?" 

"Salads." 

I go to the cold store and the warehouse to look for my 

raw materials. 

"Are twelve salads enough for today?" 

"Look. We usually make around 

fifteen/sixteen." 

Well. If I include maize, beans, pickles and tinned sauces, 

I get there too. The first thing I do is grill peppers and 

melanzane. 



 

Then I braise courgettes and mushrooms, which I season 

immediately with sweet and sour. Next I put the steamer 

on and put green beans, cauliflower and celery in there to 

steam. 

Now I go to the machine, let fennel, red cabbage, white 

cabbage, green cucumbers and white radish through. In 

the preserves I find beetroot, pickled cucumber, stuffed 

peppers, pepperoni strips and borlotti - beans. I dress the 

borlotti with finely chopped onion, salt, pepper, sugar, 

vinegar and oil. I add mayonnaise and seasoning to the 

white radish. I quickly peel a few more cucumbers, remove 

the seeds and chop them. I make mustard cucumbers in a 

roasting tin and lightly brown them. 

There is also maize in the warehouse. Marco tells me it's 

obligatory to give it to them. I rinse the maize and season it 

with salt, vinegar and oil. That's enough. 

I season the beetroot with chopped onion, caraway oil, 

pepper, sugar, vinegar and oil. 

Marco shouts: "Enough! Stop! I don't have that many bowls!" 

"We put the grilled vegetables on plates." 

"Eat right. But stop." 

It didn't take long. Thirty minutes. "Are you 

hungry?" 

"Already. This afternoon I have to go to the performance 

here on the Reschen." 

"Ne. With whom?" 

I'll tell Marco the hotel. 

"She's a fury. She's always running off the cooks." "Isn't 

there a boss there?" 

"Already. The mother of the 

Fury." "There are no men 

there?" 



 

"Oja. They are farmers. They have animals. You'll only meet 

them at mealtimes." 

"And children?" 

"Two. They also come for meals. A farmhand fetches 

them from school and brings them back." 

"And workers. Are there any there?" 

"It varies. Two servants always come." "So with the staff 

dinner, I can assume around thirty people?" 

"The locals are going home. Wait a minute. So, around 

twenty you can plan on. I bet you won't be there a week." 

"Well, that's a nice outlook." 

"Remember the others and make the appointments with 

them anyway." 

"Thanks for the tips." 

"We're going to eat something. I have goulash today." 

"With bread dumplings?" 

"But of course." 

The maids are already coming. "Joana is in the 

room. She's looking for you. " 

Joana comes and I ask her when she is off. "I finish at 

noon. Why?" 

"I have a show at the hotel." 

"I've already worked there! You know that. She's a fury!" 

"Maybe it'll work with me." "I 

doubt it." 

"But we'll introduce 

ourselves." "I'll wait 

outside." 

"Eat okay." 

Inside, I was presented with a picture that I had rarely 

experienced before. The kitchen was clean and quite 



 

modern. When I'm invited to perform in the afternoon, I 

assume that I'm supposed to replace a colleague who 

hasn't left yet. I'm supposed to practically displace that 

one or compete with him. I reject that from the outset. 

The boss shows me the kitchen, the storerooms and even 

the mise en place of my colleagues. 

"Everything is fine. What do you want?" "Well. 

The cook said he wanted to leave." 

They fought over the wages,' I think to myself. Now they 

want to blackmail him. 

"What are the working hours like? Is this a year-round 

business? How many guests do I cook for a day? What 

would you pay me for that?" 

"We have sixty beds. At lunchtime there are some workers' 

dinners. There is, so to speak, lunch service and the evening 

menu for house guests." 

She shows me the cards and the menu for today. 

A good menu in the upper price range. I see a 

Marende offer on the cards. Marende is what we call a 

snack in Austria. In other words, the afternoon special. 

"Who is in charge of the Marende?" 

"The waiters!" 

"Who's making breakfast?" 

"Breakfast and Marende are made by the cooks. They 

take turns." 

"How many cooks are we?" 

"Three" 

That means I have to work at least twelve hours a day 

there, with one exception per week. That wouldn't be 

feasible for less than three million net. After all, that's six 

double shifts a week and the commute. "I want three 

thousand eight hundred for that!" 



 

"The last cook wanted two thousand four hundred." 

"Yes. And that's why he's no longer here. " 

"I'm calling. Give me your number." 

I leave my number and disappear. They didn't offer me 

coffee. No snacks either. Not to mention the fare. 

Obviously, this aunt confuses her dirty private life with 

decency and politeness. 

After all, we pay for their hotel dream with our performance. 

Joana doesn't even ask me at the door anymore. 

She knows. We're going to the workshop tomorrow 

anyway. We won't make it today. The factory traffic in 

Vinschgau would prevent that. 

"Are you off tomorrow?" 

"Sure. We have little to do." 

Alfred is standing with Marco. They are waiting 

for me. "So? Who's right"" 

"Bull's-eye! I asked for a lot of money, though." "Well. 

You have to ask for the pay!" 

Alfred comforts us and buys us a grappa. It tastes 

excellent. A Sibona, aged for eight years. Expensive! I 

could drink the whole bottle. 

We go to bed early because we want to leave very early. 



 

Day 47 

 
 

We get up around four o'clock. Joana makes the 

coffee and I warm up the car. Maria is still a long way off. 

She doesn't arrive until around six. As usual, we take a 

thermos full of coffee with us. 

Up to the Malser Heide we make good progress. Downhill 

there are a few contractions. I can't possibly drive through 

the contractions with the battered mudguard. We would 

lose the apron along with the mudguard. "We have to call 

Markus to see if he will tow us," Joana says. 

"I want to try driving backwards through the 

contractions. Maybe that will work. " Joana gets out. I 

turn the car. I don't need too much momentum. The 

contractions are not high. The aprons dredge away about 

ten centimetres. It works. Joana gets back in the 

car. We do the manoeuvre six times on the descent to 

Mals. Done. The mudguard and the skirt are still on. 

We only meet a few people on the way. Occasionally 

there are larger chunks of ice on the road. These are the 

ice thrown off from the wheel housings of the trucks. I 

have to drive around them. A hard-frozen chunk of ice of 

this size is comparable to a rockfall. 

The ride home takes an hour and a half. On the road, it 

gets a little busier. Especially after Naturns. In the village 

we meet our carabinieri, who have just returned from a 

patrol. They greet us. They both notice our damage to the 

car and point to it. I wave back my thanks. 

Our flat is not too cold. We can sleep another two hours until 

the workshop opens. 



 

We drive to our workshop in the workers' traffic. It takes 

half an hour to reach Merano. The garage door is already 

open. A salesman from Markus is standing in front of the 

door smoking another cigarette. He greets us friendly and 

marvels at our damage. "It will take until this afternoon." I 

am reassured for the time being. 

After a greeting, Markus opens the workshop barrier. 

The mechanic who always builds our car laughs. "The wild 

Haya driver! I've bought a motorbike now, too." 

"How long will it take you to do the damage?" 

"The parts are already ready. It's going quite fast. Come back 

this afternoon." 

Meanwhile, Markus has provided us with a rental car. We 

could now visit two businesses where I applied. One is in 

Latsch, one in Schlanders and the other in the Schnals 

Valley. The Schnals Valley is a bit too dangerous for me 

with a rental car. We can talk about Latsch and 

Schlanders. I call the businesses. In Latsch we agree on 

ten o'clock and in Schlanders on twelve. No sooner had 

the call been made than the phone rang. A cafeteria wants 

to meet me. I tell the caller that I'm there right now. 

"The farm is in Vezzan. We need a cook there." 

Workers' supply, that is, a year-round job from early 

morning to afternoon, would be my pronounced wish. The 

leisure opportunities and much more are on my mind. In 

Latsch, the conditions would be the same. Latsch is a little 

closer. So, first of all, Latsch wins in my personal 

selection. 



 

The business in Latsch is a small shopping centre. The 

business looks good. We go up the inner staircase. There 

is a small snack bar on this floor. A counter stands at the 

edge of this snack bar. Behind the counter is a pizza oven 

with a small workstation for a pizzaiolo. Right next to it is 

an area with a recessed, small bain marie next to a griddle. 

A steamer with six shelves is also there. Below the 

workstation are refrigerators and behind a light wall, a sink. 

In the back are several cold rooms. Two freezers and a dry 

store are also there. An ideal workplace. 

I ask the boss how many customers are cooked there 

every day. He tells me about twenty to thirty. But most of 

them prefer pizza. I ask myself what on earth the cold and 

dry storage facilities are for. With this storage space, you 

can easily supply several hundred customers a day. I insist 

on being allowed to see the stock. We open the doors of 

the freezing and refrigerating cells. It doesn't look like 

twenty snacks are sold there every day. Judging by the 

stock, it would be more like five times that. So I'm taken for 

a fool again and proudly lied to. I ask the boss when the 

pizzaiolo is coming. "In thirty minutes." "I'd like to wait a bit 

for him. Is there a café in the house?" 

"Yes, there's a pastry chef downstairs who also runs a 

café. "I call Joana. She wants to go shopping for us right 

away. She doesn't want to drink coffee with us. The boss 

orders a coffee and pays for it right there. He didn't 

order any for himself. He says that the job was done by 

a woman and she wants to change. Somehow the 

saying sounds familiar. It stinks again 



 

strongly like a lie. In South Tyrol, lies are uttered with a 

smile. There is hardly any change in the colour of the 

face. So one lies habitually. And that, too, like printed 

matter. 

Minorities and hill tribes are world champions in lying and 

hypocrisy. 

I agree and want to see what's going on first. The pizzaiolo 

would have supplied the workers as a substitute. They 

want something solid now, too. 

We make a deal, next week from Monday. 

Joana is sceptical and says: "He's lying! 

"I don't care if he pays. Every day in pay is a day with 

some profit." 

I have not been afraid of unemployment and social 

misery for a long time. We live in social misery. So, let's 

lie along and also cheat where we can. Always in the 

rhythm of our exploiters. 

After all, proletarians have the duty to harm their class 

opponents where they can. It works perfectly well the 

other way round. The conscienceless agree on this. 

Joana has finished shopping. She has ordered the 

reduced-price leftover offers of gingerbread and Christmas 

biscuits. It's going to be a feast. Stollen is also there. It 

seems a bit dry, but when I get home I can coat it properly. 

I call Schlanders and tell them that we won't be able to 

make the show today. We have to go to the workshop. 

We drive back home. First I devote myself to the stollen. I 

rinse off the icing sugar and put the Stollen in our mini 

oven at ninety degrees with steam. Steam is important to 

make the Stollen nice and juicy. I put a piece of bread 

on the induction plate. 



 

South Tyrolean butter in a steel bowl. In it, I make brown 

butter from the excellent butter. I grind sugar into icing 

sugar in a cutter attachment of the mixing rod. It becomes 

a mixture like Viennese sugar. Just right for Stollen. The 

stollen has to be warm before it can be coated. And that's 

what it is now. When the Stollen is warm, the butter goes 

exactly where it is supposed to go. Inside the Stollen. 

Now I sprinkle on the Viennese sugar and chill the 

Stollen. Tomorrow morning it will be ready. 

Joana has bought a piece of pig's head. She has an 

appetite for gyros. We're not having pizza today. We'll 

have it in the evening. I cut the pig's head into very thin 

cutlets. I put them in a bowl and season them with oil and 

gyros spice. There's a company in Germany that makes 

just the right mixture. And we have a kilo of that. Gyrosnot 

can't break out in our house. I put the cutlets on a skewer 

and put them on the grill. It smells good. I stir a cup of 

mascarpone, some salt, sugar and a little garlic oil into our 

curd cheese. Greeks would now serve a fine tomato rice 

with it. We have spared ourselves that. Some bread is 

enough. After dinner we set our alarm clocks for the 

afternoon. 

The phone rings at four o'clock sharp. The car is ready. 

We drive there. Markus says they will settle it with the 

insurance company of the person who caused the 

accident. I tell him that I asked for an advance and if he 

wants to settle it. 

"You do have pain and expense!" "Yes I 

do. " 

"Well. That's your pain money then. You did a good job. 

Did he pay it voluntarily?" 



 

"Well. Not quite. A local sheriff was there." 

"Congratulations! Rejoice! There are still a few 

Little things. We'll do them later, after the winter." "Bye. We 

have to go. Happy New Year, everyone!" "Thank you. Same 

to you! Say hello to Alfred for me!" 

My God! They know each other too', I think to myself. 

Our car doesn't look new, but it's fine again. After all, I now 

have to commute from home to Latsch and Nauders. The car 

has to be able to cope with that. 

At home we lie down again. All the driving around makes you 

tired. The day was exhausting. 
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We get up at four o'clock. I eat a gingerbread cake with 

my coffee. We had also bought unglazed gingerbread, 

which I dry and use as a gravy cake throughout the year. 

In the GDR there was a Karl Marx city family business that 

made gravy cakes. I don't know if the family still does that 

today. The connections largely fell asleep with the 

expulsion. 

I use gravy cakes for game and sauerbraten. I'm sure it's 

also suitable for roasts of dark meat. I'll have to try it with 

lamb. 

Joana has already started our car again. We're sure 

to get through the Vinschgau Valley smoothly today. 

There is no snow down here. 

Things look different from Mals onwards. There they are 

again, the snowdrifts. They are higher than a metre. We 

decide to wait a little. 

We drink coffee, put the back of the seat backwards and 

rest a little while listening to music. Just before I fall fast 

asleep, the winter service comes. He gives a signal, which 

I wake up to. A smiling driver looks at us, seemingly happy 

to have delivered us. Today he does not stop. I would 

have bought him a coffee again. 

We make good progress on the now clear road. 

Dursun is standing in front of the hotel again. He is also 

laughing. We go for a coffee together. Maria is not here yet. 

Funnily enough, Dursun also has a bowl of gingerbread. He 

seems to share our preference. 

Gingerbread tastes best after the holidays. 



 

"Yesterday they arrested another hotel thief," he says, 

amused. "This time they were Dutch." 

"What did they steal?" "Ski equipment." 

"It leaves me cold. If it wasn't for the hotel cross-country skis 

we use occasionally..." 

"What was your 

performance?" "From 

Monday I have to do it." 

"I'm glad. I'll protect your Joana here. "That would suit 

you fine! Do you want to move into our room too?" 

"I wish." 

"You'll have to be quick. I'll be back in the afternoon." 

"What are you doing?" 

"I cook in a small department stores', staff meals." 

"That sounds good." 

"I've gotten rid of the euphoria. There is a second offer. In a 

canteen." 

"Mensa? Is that the workers' supply?" 

"Yes. The workers of small enterprises get food vouchers 

from their boss for this." 

"Well. That looks good for you for now. I wish you good 

luck with it." 

"Thank you." 

Alfred is coming around the corner. He heard us. "Good 

morning, gentlemen." "Good morning." 

Maria joins us. She also greets us in a friendly manner 

and, astonishingly, gives Dursun a kiss. Alfred asks me 

how things are going and I tell him about my work from 

Monday. He congratulates me sincerely. Now he 

asks 



 

asked me if I was free until Sunday. "Of course," is my 

answer. 

"How about Joana also having a holiday by then? ", 

Alfred asks. 

"Fine!" 

Joana has just arrived for the first breakfast with her 

colleagues. Alfred surprises her with the short holiday. It 

really doesn't take long until we are at the front door and 

in the 

car. Joana's colleagues wave as we leave. Dursun too. 

"Are you so popular that your colleagues are saying 

goodbye to you?" 

"Probably." 

We drive along the Reschensee again and come to the 

freshly shoveled Malser Heide. Small snowdrifts are 

already visible again. 

In Schlanders we encounter busy factory traffic. Between 

Naturno and Merano the traffic is heavy. In places there 

are traffic jams. 

The car park at our house is already empty. Everyone is 

at work. 

Where are we going on our short holiday? We have four 

options. Either to our still-living parents in the occupied 

GDR, to Munich, to Austria to my children or to Milan. The 

occupiers of the GDR scattered our family pretty far. After 

all, sixty per cent of our citizens became unemployed with 

the occupation. Everyone went where they could get work. 

In any case, we don't want to pay any money to our 

occupiers. Neither in taxes nor in fees. That's what it would 

come to. To pay the thieves who stole our national 

property something for their theft. Protection money, that's 

what they call it in Mafia circles. 



 

First we have to find out who is at home. So we call 

everyone. My son is on winter season right now. There is 

no point in visiting. He works as long hours as I do. The 

Munich people are not at home. The Milanese are here. 

Both of them. Caio and Uschi are happy to hear from us 

again. Actually, the two of them are skiing at this time. 

Caio is already retired and Uschi doesn't have to go to 

work. She still works in an office. 

Part-time as a translator. We ask her if we should bring 

them something from South Tyrol. "Bacon and cheese", is 

the answer. So, it's a deal. We drive to Milan. 

We haven't been there for ages. 

Before that, we lay down for a while. Driving to Milan tired 

would really be too much stress. 

We take plenty of coffee and water with us again. On the 

A4 motorway from Verona to Milan you can sometimes 

expect terrible traffic jams. 

We usually take a shortcut. But the shortcut is not without 

obstacles. 

From Affi to Peschiera des Garda there is a Superstrada, 

which saves us quite a few kilometres. 

No sooner are we on the motorway in Bolzano than we 

notice that on Thursdays there is quite a lot of heavy 

traffic on the road. On the right-hand side of the two-lane 

motorway, a train of lorries is moving. We drive practically 

on one lane until Affi. Affi seems like a gateway to a 

brighter world. The Etsch valley stretches from north to 

south. In the valley it is only really light from midday. 

We turn off in Affi and drive parallel to Lake Garda to 

Peschiera. From here on, the traffic becomes considerably 

heavier. This bypass is very popular. 



 

We really haven't been there for a long time and have to 

look for the slip road to the motorway a bit. 

From now on it's not too hard. Generally, we always take 

Via Monza, which leads us directly to Uschi's front door. 

We pass the spacious roundabout in front of the very 

beautiful main railway station. It always reminds me of 

the really beautiful Kazan railway station in Moscow. One 

could think that both stations were designed by the same 

master builder. 

We just remember the first time we were here. We had to 

call Uschi and describe approximately where we were. 

Basically, we were shocked by the kind of traffic. Cyclists, 

scooter riders, pedestrians, Everyone seemed to be 

moving on the street without any rules. 

We arrived. It didn't take long to find a parking space. 

We were able to park in the immediate vicinity of Uschi's 

flat. 

We were able to ring the bell at the really impressive 

front door of the house. Uschi answered through the 

intercom. The giant door burst open. The house smelled 

of garlic, herbs and lamb. By now it was getting close to 

lunchtime. Uschi came to meet us. We would never have 

found the flat. 

When we arrive at the top - Uschi lives at the top - Caio 

welcomes us in an over-friendly way. The last time we saw 

him was in the GDR. 

Today we would describe the flat as typical - Italian. High 

rooms, high expensive doors, a small kitchen, balcony 

and a really nice view over Milan. 



 

Of course, after this trip and the many impressions, we 

first have to rest. Uschi quickly makes us a coffee, Caio 

is busy with football. Uschi wakes us up in the early 

evening. We go out for a pizza. Of course we tell each 

other what has happened in the meantime. 

happened, where we work and live. It is getting late. On the 

way home we stop by the car again. Now the rows of parking 

are double and triple. Some even on the kerb. 

There is not an inch of space left. Everything is parked up. 

There is a bar opposite Uschi's flat. We hear cars coming 

and going half the night. 
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Uschi goes to work and wakes us up with espresso. Caio 

immediately makes us two or three more, because he 

notices that we drink it like cows. Caio speaks almost no 

German and we, unfortunately, a little less Italian. I thought 

that the few words we picked up in South Tyrol would be 

enough. But Caio expects something more. He wants to 

talk to us a lot. 

After coffee, Caio leads us through Milan. Partly we go by car. 

First we look at the cathedral. Then Caio shows us the houses 

of famous personalities from the world of fashion and 

industry. 

It's getting late and we look for a snack. All that walking 

makes you hungry. We go to the big market hall by the 

cathedral. Caio orders an espresso. I have to laugh 

because he didn't drink one at home. Now we GDR 

citizens are a bit more relaxed and I order a beer. Caio is 

already looking at me sceptically. I think I can see that he 

would advise me against it. He wants to eat with us 

somewhere else. The beer comes and the waitress 

asks me for fourteen euros for a third of a litre of beer. 

Oops, I thought. I can't get drunk here. Compared to this, 

the Festwiese in Munich is a cheap shop. At our 

neighbouring table, they drink the Viertel Vino. And that 

was quite cheap in comparison. I probably ordered the 

wrong drink. The hustle and bustle in the market hall is 

exciting. Caio says that behind it is the Borsa, the stock 

exchange. I also see well-frequented betting booths and 

lottery shops. We go outside the market hall and see a 

long queue like in front of Lenin's mausoleum. 



 

in Red Square. "This is La Scala in Milan," says Caio. 

"Can we go in there too?" 

"Possiamo anche entrare?" 

"No. Molto expensive for you!" 

Caio sometimes mixes in some English for me. He thinks I 

understand that more. 

"Quanto costa un biglietto?" 

Now Caio is amazed. Probably because I already know a 

few words of Italian. 

"Non puoi entrare lì. Ci sono solo carte nere." 

Something I can translate to myself. There are 

only black cards. You can't get in there. 

I understand. I'm sure it's fully booked with tour groups. I 

don't feel that urgent and I'm sure Joana doesn't either. 

The tour makes us pretty tired. Caio notices this and takes 

us to a café. They also offer filter coffee, he says. I try it. 

It's awful. So, we'd better stick to the regional varieties and 

customs. After all, they taste delicious. Caio takes us to 

the fortress. It's pleasant inside the Castello Sforzesco. 

There is some greenery and fewer people. We don't want 

to go through the museum rooms. Caio is a little 

disappointed. We are not fans of such exhibitions. I detest 

looking at and admiring other people's wealth. That would 

be like congratulating thieves and mass murderers for 

their deeds along with their loot. The worst thing is that 

they have the audacity to charge an entrance fee for it. 

The German fascists and their successors are known for 

doing business with their looted goods in this way. 

On the one hand, they steal from the people they robbed. 



 

nations and on the other hand, they stab their descendants in 

the streets in Germany. 

Caio is pushing us a bit now. We want to pick up Uschi 

from work. We drive a bit up the road we came. The Via 

Monza. The street is much busier now than when we 

arrived. On the left we see, for kilometres, hundreds of 

women and men of different nationalities standing. Caio 

says this is the biggest whorehouse in Milan. The right 

lane of the three-lane road also only moves at walking 

speed with frequent stops. 

"I thought you were all Catholic. "Joana laughs out 

loud. Caio understands and laughs with her. "Uschi has 

already left," says, astonished, one of Uschi's German 

colleagues. On the façade of the house I see the 

advertisement of a German company. A war crimes firm 

from the West. Uschi works there as an interpreter like her 

colleagues. They translate business communication. After 

not meeting Uschi, we make our way home. Now we get 

to know Milan's after-work traffic. For the first time in my 

life, I get to know the many sounds of car horns. You get 

the impression that a new model is installed every 

month. A composer could easily compose a symphony 

over four octaves. 

Uschi is not at home. We take another look at our car. It 

is standing there undamaged. As I understand it, Caio 

thinks that most cars are stolen during the day. No one in 

the neighbourhood seems to notice. Uschi translates 

something after she comes back from shopping. She 

says that the thieves watch the vehicles for several days. 



 

If they are not moved, they are ripe for a change of 

ownership. A very social system, I think. We decide 

whether to eat at home or go out today. Uschi has brought 

fish. We cook and eat at home. By fish, Uschi means frutti 

die mare, of course. Caio opens some expensive 

Prosecco. We toast together and are happy to finally have 

time to get to know Milan. Tomorrow Caio wants to take 

us to the San Siro stadium and the racecourse. The 

stadium is now called Meazza. The people still seem to 

call it San Siro. 

The food is ready and we start our evening meal with 

plenty of toasts. Uschi and Caio are good hosts. 

Unfortunately, Uschi is not a good cook. The frutti are 

much too firm. Except for the really delicious mussels, the 

rest is inedible. Caio immediately brings an assortment of 

cheeses and that is enough to fill us up. Caio knows the 

company and the history of each cheese and each drink. 

Caio opens bottles of wine, where I only learned the real 

value of these drinks years later. He seems a bit 

disappointed somehow, because I didn't appreciate it 

during the consumption. In any case, the next morning I 

couldn't say exactly when and where we went to bed. 
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To be honest, I wake up with a proper hangover and have 

to drink some water first. Uschi and Caio are already up 

and they are sitting at the breakfast table. Joana too. 

Joana has brewed a litre of coffee. You can't drink 

filtered coffee. Caio almost laughs at me when he sees 

me. 

Today we're going to the racecourse at the San Siro. 

Outside, the horn honks. It seems the whole place is on 

the move. Everything is moving towards the city exits. 

Skis, sleds and snowboards can often be seen on the 

cars. 

"It's best to wait a little longer before we leave," I tell Uschi. 

Uschi immediately translates this for Caio. He nods and 

makes a few comments. I understand a large part of it. 

"Si. Poco tempo," I stammer to him. He is pleased. Talking 

a little faster, he lets me know through Uschi's mouth when 

I will finally be able to speak fluent Italian. I answer 

through Uschi: 

"If he tells me how, with a six-day week and fifteen hours 

of work a day, I learn it in my sleep, it goes faster." 

Inwardly, his compassion is somehow limited. Outwardly, 

he gestures approval. That's what I love about our hosts. 

The parking spaces in front of our house are empty 

again. Only a few are occupied. Especially those in 

front of the bar. It's packed. The place seems to be 

doing well. 

We go outside the house to Caio's car. On the way, we 

stop by our car. It is undamaged. 



 

Caio has his car parked in a courtyard. That costs a bit 

of money. Uschi's car is parked outside. The Milanese 

don't leave new or expensive cars outside. The system 

seems to work. When old used cars are stolen, the scrap 

metal is also disposed of. 

The traffic eases and we set off. Empty like this, the city 

seems somehow beautiful and clear. The parking spaces 

at the San Siro are well occupied. There are free spaces. 

We park there. In front of us is the giant stadium. A 

concrete block. We see three or four people cleaning and 

clearing up rubbish. Caio goes over to one of them and 

talks to him briefly. He waves at us. We walk up a 

stepless spiral walkway. There is an exit on each floor. 

Once we reach the top, we go inside. 

To be honest, my mouth remains open. I have seen a big 

stadium before. In Leipzig. At a match between Leipzig 

and Marseille. But this one takes my breath away. 

Beautiful. Now I can understand why the Milanese like to 

ram into the stadium en masse. With that traffic, we can't 

talk about walking. 

Opposite is the racecourse. Caio seems a bit nervous and 

so does Uschi. I ask if there are races today. "Yes, in a 

minute," Uschi says, "Are we going? "Do you want to 

see it?" 

"Joana nods. " 

In front of the racecourse there are lots of little stalls. I 

ask Uschi if we can buy a snack there. "They're 

bookies," she answers me. "Snacks are inside." 

The two go to one of the stalls. They come back with our 

tickets. We go inside. It is 



 

a very beautiful facility. Even in winter, everything is green 

there. You'd think they'd dyed it. There is enough space. 

Everything is covered. We sit down and Caio leaves again. 

There are stalls again in the upper row. We hear a beep. 

Then some horses come, led by two or three attendants. 

There seem to be children on the horses. None of them is 

taller than one sixty. 

"Is it a youth race today? " 

"No! It's the jockeys!" 

Somehow I know this from Merano. There are always 

people with horses riding along the Gampenstraße. I 

always thought they were young people. Perhaps my 

ignorance has something to do with the fact that I don't 

like this sport. In my eyes, it's not a sport. A race is on and 

the two of them seem terribly upset. They have bet and 

lost. "It's all a scam," Uschi rages. 

"Then why are you buying these bets?", I ask her. 

I don't think they know that themselves. None of them 

would ever buy a product in a shop or on the market if 

they knew they were obviously being ripped off. They 

wouldn't even buy it if they thought it was too expensive. 

One look at our food menus and the associated orders, 

proves that. The day seems to be ruined. Joana is 

adrift. She wants to go there. With heavy hearts, the two 

go along. 

We drive past the Milan trade fair and Caio wants to show 

us Monza. We drive a bit on the motorway, a bit on a 

superstrada and we are already in Monza Park. Very nice. 

Racing bike teams train in the park. Caio recognises them 

by their jerseys and calls a 



 

a few names. Two wave to Caio. We come to the 

Motodrom. Caio is eager to show me. A few racing 

cars are practising there. 

"I know the circuit. I've been here twice before. For the 

superbike race." 

"And you didn't call then?" asks Uschi. "But I 

did. You weren't there every time." 

I can't plan a visit to such races. Generally, as a foreigner, I 

am told that this is the busiest time at work. Even if my 

employer owes me days off, it's hardly possible. We go 

inside and are now allowed to look at the racing cars. 

Apparently the Ferrari drivers have just bought a training 

lesson. 

Caio wants to show us a good restaurant. On the way 

there we see archers. Boccia is played right in front of the 

restaurant. And with service. Caio asks the waiter if there 

is room inside. The waiter nods. 

Uschi says they have the biggest Milanese Schnitzel in 

the whole of Milan. At first I thought she was hitting the 

wave. 

Mistake. Once inside, I was allowed to see thirty-six 

plates filled to the brim with a schnitzel. In Germany, pizza 

is sold on relatively small plates. Sometimes in South 

Tyrol, too. There, pizza plates are a maximum of thirty-two 

centimetres. Here, the waitress comes with thirty-six 

centimetre plates. Even if the schnitzel is well beaten, it will 

certainly have to weigh around two hundred grams for this 

size. 

We order schnitzel. And here, of all places, there's beer 

on tap. Unfortunately, only Bavarian. Caio orders us two. 

Joana doesn't want one. Uschi has to drive. Up until the 

moment the beer came, I hadn't even been to the bar. 



 

sober from the day before. Joana is already looking a bit 

angry. I just can't say no when I'm invited. 

The walk to the car with a little diversions was more than 

necessary. The air and the exercise are good for you. I 

now seem to hear motorbikes. Caio noticed that and 

perhaps wanted to have a look himself. 

We go up an intermediate staircase. It's true. Motorbikes. 

Some of the machines look familiar. Suddenly one rider 

greets us and behind him, a second. I'm almost sure I 

know these guys. We wait a lap and there they come 

again. One of them stops, takes off his helmet and lo and 

behold, it's Roman. Roman from the Neumarkt motorbike 

club. You've rented an hour here, he says very briefly, 

says goodbye and drives on. I would never have expected 

that. The world seems smaller at the moment. 

Caio is amazed at all the people I know. "They're from 

Neumarkt. From the motor club." 

"Neumarkt della Ora?" 

"Yes! Unfortunately, I rarely get to go for a ride with 

them because I hardly have any time off at the weekend. 

But I know many of them." 

Joana and Uschi drive us a little. They walk thirty metres 

in front. When we arrive at the car, they are waiting for us. 

Caio still has the key. 

Uschi drives relatively well in the city. She knows her way 

around. Caio always makes a few comments. It seems 

to me he's always telling Uschi what to do. Uschi replies 

somewhat angrily. Caio's gestures become all the more 

violent. Especially at the crossroads. 

"He thinks I can't drive. But I drive here every day," says 

Uschi. 



 

We come back down Monza Street. Now there are 

hundreds, often even half-naked women and men 

standing around. "We can't stop here now," says Uschi. 

"If I stop, the Polish hookers will come and besiege the 

car. 

"Polish hookers? ", Joana asks. 

"Well. Not only Polish ones. There are hookers 

here from Brazil, the Czech Republic, Hungary, 

Romania, Bulgaria, Ukraine and the Baltic 

States." 

"This is capitalist freedom and equality for women." 

Uschi doesn't talk any further. After all, she used to rave 

about this system. As long as she doesn't have to stand 

there herself, it's OK. 

We arrive home. Our car is undamaged. The bar is so 

crowded that not even the guests' cars can find parking 

spaces. 

"Why don't you go to this bar? Is it too expensive?" Caio 

replies. "Tutto fascio." 

Uschi adds, "Look at their clothes." They are indeed all 

dressed in black. Many leave the cars running. They stand 

in rows of three. A resident wants to get out. He waits. He 

honks the horn. No reaction in the bar. He honks again. 

Waits. Now he puts the car in reverse. Twenty metres 

further back it stops. I thought he was going to turn down 

the one-way street our car is on. Wrong. He steps on the 

gas and rams through the row of cars with a flourish. I 

see some side mirrors fly off. Now a couple of people 

come out of the bar excitedly. They go to assess the 

damage. Discussing. This takes about fifteen minutes. 

Two leave and the rest go back into the bar. It doesn't take 

long and a few 



 

Carabinieri come. They record the damage, take 

photos and disappear again. 

Caio takes an extremely expensive bottle of wine out of 

the cupboard. A Barbero. It's one of the most expensive in 

Italy. Joana disappears into the bathroom again. "I don't 

drink that much. I have to leave tomorrow," I say to Caio. 

He understands me. We watch some more football and ski 

jumping. 

Caio has a pay channel at home. He can watch all the 

summaries with it. 
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Joana wakes me up. I have no taste of alcohol in my 

mouth and feel relatively fresh. Caio has already made 

coffee. Uschi is not back from shopping yet. I'm sure she 

wants to give us something. Their bathroom is a narrow, 

well-tiled corridor. I have to go through the recessed 

shower to get to the toilet. The sink and mirror are in front 

of the shower. The corridor ends with a shoulder-high 

window facing the courtyard directly behind the toilet. A 

perfect construction. To take a shower, I only have to pull 

two folding doors closed. They close with the floor. 

After refreshing myself in the bathroom, I have coffee with 

Caio. Caio is watching TV, watching skiing and football. He 

is quite distracted. Uschi comes back and gives Joana a 

rather large bag of contents. Joana tells her that it is not 

necessary. The two talk thank-yous to each other. They 

apologise to each other for the trouble. The usual. 

"When do you want to go," Uschi asks, 

"now. " 

We have to leave now. Actually, it's quite late already. It's 

around ten o'clock. I expect various traffic jams and about 

six hours of driving. 

The two accompany us to the car. To our horror, the small 

triangular window has been smashed. Strange. We didn't 

have anything in the car. Caio says he'll accompany us to 

the carabinieri. We file a report there and get a protocol 

for the insurance. For the journey, I close the opening with 

cardboard. This limits my view of the rear-view mirror. Get 

it repaired 



 

we do that at home. By now it's quite a bit past twelve. Now 

we are also running out of time. 

The exit from the city is quick and uncomplicated. There is 

heavy traffic on the motorway in our direction. There will 

already be return traffic from the ski resorts. 

Skis can be seen on the roofs of the cars. We didn't take 

any coffee from Caio. We have to take a coffee break 

when we get the chance. The best place is at the petrol 

station. I speculate that diesel is cheaper on the motorway 

than in Milan at the weekend. The large price signs on the 

motorway prove me right. 

In Peschiera there is a traffic jam on the way down. Garda is 

still a popular weekend destination. 

Motorcyclists are also to be seen. It's fifteen degrees. In 

Sweden, at these temperatures, you would walk around 

in short sleeves. 

In Affi, at a petrol station, we wanted to take a break. But it 

was full to bursting. We postponed it to Rovereto in the 

hope of finding a place there. Then the time will be a bit 

more favourable. Our Italian fellow citizens are very 

punctual for lunch. They just leave a little later. But all at 

once. 

In Rovereto we briefly take the exit. There is an excellent 

snack bar there. It's not cheap. But it is extremely good. I 

urgently need a coffee and maybe something to eat. In my 

opinion, the snack bar has the biggest panino that anyone 

can buy in Italy. I've only ever had one of this size at the 

Mugello racetrack. But that was a long time ago. Now they 

have paninis the size of Trentino tourist traps. 

Compared to that, a toasted sandwich is a full meal. 



 

The closer we get to Bolzano, the more crowded the 

motorway becomes. In both directions. We meet the 

Sunday return traffic. Joana doesn't want to take a 

shortcut over the Gampen Pass. I understand that. There is 

probably heavy traffic there too. 

Bolzano South offers a truly impressive backdrop when 

the weather is nice. We feel at home every time we arrive 

there. 

At the telemaut, the barrier does not open. A croaky voice 

asks me in extremely fast Italian to name my entry station. 

I say Milano. It takes several minutes. The voice croaks at 

me again. Again in cackling Italian. Behind me, the horns 

of the followers are already honking. I lower the window 

and hold out my telepass. Nothing happens. A ticket 

inspector comes up to us and tells me to move back a bit 

so they can read the number. I don't believe it. The whole 

area is full of cameras and they ask me for my number. 

I have registered my motorbike and car on this telepass. I 

urgently need to change that. They are really too stupid for 

such combinations. I'll have to register the motorbike 

separately when I get the chance. 

Then, I hope, these interruptions will be less frequent. I am 

embarrassed. After all, I pay around thirty euros in tolls 

for the use of the road and for the jobs of the service 

staff. For one stretch, mind you. If I think about it, I'm 

paying about one hundred per cent extra on top of the 

diesel price. And that's already quite high here in Italy. 

We arrive home. Actually, we could now quickly order a 

pizza from Doris. Joana says she 



 

does that a little later. I, for one, am about to go to bed. I have 

a new job waiting for me on Monday. After I have driven 

Joana to Nauders. 



 

Day 52 

 
We wake up together. Today I drive Joana to work 

and from there I drive to my job. The commute is a bit 

longer than from home, but I work in South Tyrol again. 

Somehow I feel at home here. 

Joana packs us lots of coffee. Actually, that's not 

necessary. I can still drink coffee at Marlies'. I say nothing 

to that. Joana is always a bit nervous on days like this. I 

don't want to irritate her any more. 

Nevertheless, I can see an advantage to the longer 

journey. I can fill up in Austria. That helps save a lot of 

money. I hope this will compensate for the extra 

kilometres. We leave around four o'clock. On Mondays, 

as usual, there is a lot of traffic. It's bearable at this hour. 

We make quite rapid progress. To Silandro we need 

twenty minutes. To Schluderns, thirty. After Mals, apart 

from a few small contractions, there are no obstructions. 

We arrive at Alfred, half past five. 

Marlies is not here yet. Dursun is also still asleep. 

In our room we drink coffee together and eat gingerbread. 

Joana sets the alarm for seven o'clock, gives me a kiss 

and leaves. 

I get up at seven, go to the bathroom and then to Marlies. 

I've already had six coffees, but Marlies brings me an 

extra-large one. I drink it too, of course. She leaves me a 

puff pastry. "It's filled with nougat." I can't say no to that. 

I'm sure it comes from the local baker. He has the 



 

Maultasche extra glazed. Marlies wishes me every 

success in my new job. 

"I have little confidence. But at least the job is in South 

Tyrol." 

"Do you want to take some coffee with you on the 

trip?" "I've got the thermos upstairs." 

"I have a few here. You bring them back tonight." 

With the coffee and best wishes, I set off. I'm a little 

sceptical about Mondays because of the traffic. I plan an 

hour's drive. 

Apart from a traffic jam in Silandro, the road is relatively 

clear. The hour was enough and I got there a little earlier. 

I park in front of the house. Inside I see some shops. I see 

the sign for the restaurant. One floor up. In the middle of 

the room, a spiral staircase goes up. At the top, I see a 

split counter and a pizza oven on the left. Two women are 

working at the coffee service on the right. The counter is 

full. I order a coffee and ask if the boss is in. I would be 

the new cook. The young woman calls and asks me to 

wait a little. After ten minutes, the boss arrives. 

"Where can I change?" 

"Here in the corridor. We don't have a 

cloakroom." As always, they save on the 

most important things. 

"How many diners are coming? Estimate! That's good 

enough for me." 

"I don't know. Maybe twenty?" 

They have a business and don't know how much they 

sell. That's not the only one in the business. "How 

many were there yesterday?" 

"I don't know." 



 

"I need to see the cooler." 

We go together into the corridor and into the first cell. 

There are fresh vegetables. Some of them are a bit 

damaged. "When is delivery day here?" 

"I'll call my wife. She's in the office." "Why is 

the cook no longer there?" 

"She was kind of sick of it. It was too much work for her." 

That's a clue. There are two strands of pork loin and two 

turkey breasts in the meat cooler. Ah. In one box I find 

five more packets of chicken breasts. 

I'm going to make fried chicken with potato wedges today. 

The wedges are in the freezer next door. In the freezer 

cell, I find masses of unlabelled, loosely rolled-up 

leftovers of some kind of meat. 

The pieces are from one hundred grams upwards to 

around two kilos. A casino without comparison. I can't 

manage to clean it up. I'll probably have to do something 

every day. Let's see. 

The fat in the deep fryer is pitch black. I'll change it. The 

bain marie is not a bain marie, but a rather large pasta 

cooker. So I can hardly keep anything warm. Well; I have 

the steamer and a Holdomat. What do I do now? 

I am almost at a loss. 

"When do the diners arrive?" "We'll start 

around eleven." 

I don't have an hour. The pizzaiolo is coming. Finally a 

competent man. The boss chats with him. He only half 

listens while he starts the oven. It runs on gas. The boss 

goes downstairs and the pizzaiolo greets me. He 

immediately introduces himself as Rolfo. 



 

"I am Karl. How many guests come here for lunch?" 

"About thirty. They're workers from next door and some 

of our vendors." 

"I'm making fried chicken today. When is the bulk 

coming?" "The workers are all coming together. There's 

about twenty of them. They come at half past one. The 

others come one by one, little by little." 

There is not much time left. I quickly cut a few lemon 

wedges. 

"Do they get salad too?" "Of 

course!" 

I cut the lettuce into chiffonade. I peel the carrots and grate 

them. There are a few bean seeds and beetroot. I cut the 

tomatoes into quarters and leave the cucumbers peeled 

and sliced. That will have to do for today. I put ten 

prepared salad plates on the counter. Rolfo is busy with his 

pastry. He sees me cutting and asks if I will also cut 

tomatoes, peppers and mushrooms for him. Of course. 

I pre-bake about ten portions of fried chicken and put them 

in the steamer at ninety degrees. I do the same with the 

wedges. I distribute a salsa pink into small disposable 

bowls. I'm sure I'll have to rinse that off, too. Chef didn't 

say anything about a dishwasher or a kitchen assistant. 

The workers are friendly, greet each other and are happy 

about the food today. The serving goes relatively quickly. 

A few come just to look. Many get a pizza from my 

colleague. 

Rolfo asks me if I want to try one. I tell him I'd like to take 

them home for after work. 



 

I wash the dishes, all the containers and the cutlery in a 

machine. I mop the floor. I have to organise things 

differently for the next few days. 

I'm planning mushroom schnitzel for tomorrow. I still have 

to find a vegetable. Rolfo is talking about soup and 

compote. I guess I'll have to come a bit earlier tomorrow. 

That will hardly change in the coming days. 

"Tomorrow we'll do the orders," Rolfo says and says 

goodbye. We are already done with the work. It's around 

two. 

I take the pizza, get into the car and drive to Nauders. The 

roads seem depopulated compared to this morning. I take 

a side road to Goldrain. There has been an accident on the 

Laaser Höhe. The police are not there yet. I ask if I can 

help. "We've already called for help." Nothing stops me 

now. I encounter little traffic as far as Mals. Up the Heide, 

the winter service is driving again. 

Dursun sees me with the pizza box. "Pizza today?" 

"Homemade," I lie to him. 

"Never," he replied with a smile. 

"I baked pizza in Bolzano for a few months. But I 

didn't make this one." "Joana is upstairs. She's 

waiting. " 

Joana has gingerbread in her hand and is drinking 

coffee. She is happy about the pizza. 

We talk a bit more about the day. I am tired. 

Day 53 

 
I'm looking forward to waking up together with my wife again. 

A job apparently gives me a 



 

inner confirmation. Now all I need is the employment 

contract. 

Joana is going to work a little later today. Her 

colleagues are cleaning the foyer today. I tell her something 

about the job. Joana tells me I'm a bit too euphoric. "Wait 

and see what happens first!" 

Actually, she's right. I have to curb my enthusiasm 

somehow. But enthusiasm is also the source of my 

inventiveness. I don't like dully working through the tasks 

at hand. I always want to improve something. I want my 

successors to feel that a professional was at work here. 

We go to Marlies together and have a coffee downstairs. 

We chat a bit with our colleagues who are already there. 

Next to the dull work, it almost seems like a visit to a 

restaurant. We tell each other something about home, 

about work abroad, about the family and the children. 

Sometimes we notice a little sentimentality. Dursun hides 

this behind a fake joke. Reka, our receptionist, seems a bit 

wound up. Dursun slaps his left palm on his right palm, 

which he has formed into a cup. Reka sees this and laughs 

mischievously. "Our Reka is missing a man," says Dursun. 

"How do you know?", Reka asks back. 

We don't have to puzzle for long why Dursun speculates 

like that. Marlies gives Dursun a few eye signs. Something 

like, 'Stop that'. Dursun is a handsome, hardworking man 

and thus very desirable to the ladies. His manual skills 

make him a star in women's circles. Even our female 

regulars very often order Dursun from Reka for certain 

repairs. I wouldn't be surprised if the whole 



 

new races are emerging. Ahu, at any rate, takes 

this much more calmly than one might think. 

Marlies has some quark cake from the local baker. He 

delivered it as an extra. Guests don't get it. Dursun says 

there are Turkish sultanas in the cake. He tells us how his 

compatriots make them. The shepherds have their pockets 

full of them. In one pocket, nuts and in the other, sultanas. 

He swears by the potency-increasing effect and makes the 

corresponding signs. Italians make similar vows about 

Parmesan cheese, various types of wine and seafood. Yet 

Italy, and Turkey too, lament population declines. There 

must somehow be stronger forces than these 

aphrodisiacs. And they seem to be winning at times. 

I'm off. I have calculated an hour's journey. I want to be 

there by eight o'clock. I have to reckon with some traffic 

at this time. Up to Mals there is hardly anyone to meet 

except a few colleagues. The Mals, Burgeiser and hotels 

on Lake Reschen are well frequented. Their parking 

spaces are full. 

This time I cycle from Vezzan to Latsch. The other way 

was too risky for me because of the railway crossing. The 

time of one hour is almost used up. I lost most of the time 

in Silandro. 

The lights are already on in the shopping centre and I 

notice a flurry of activity in the shops. The doors are still 

locked. I knock on the window. A cleaner points to one 

side, where the staff entrance is probably located. I found 

the entrance. Only now do I notice the sanitary facilities 

and cloakrooms. So there is 



 

but for the staff. Even centrally located, for all staff. 

Everyone greets me in a friendly manner and 

immediately asks if I am the new chef. Already with the 

second question about today's menu, one expresses a 

certain interest. "I'm cooking today: 

Salad plate Shepherd's 

Maccheroni 

Mushroom schnitzel, rice, courgette Fruit 

salad 

Now the serving is also much more complicated. Especially 

since my diners don't come all at once. 

In the corridor upstairs, I change again. Rolfo is not there 

yet. 

First I send into the steamer, at sixty degrees, ten pieces 

of the little meat packets. I have to find out what it is and 

whether it is suitable for ragout. I also put the two strands 

of pork in at the same time. That way the cutlets are more 

tender and not so dry and fibrous. 

After cooling, I cut them and grill them on one side. That's 

the plan. I finish cutting the courgettes. Not in slices, but in 

pieces of courgettes quartered lengthwise. I season this 

with salt, pepper, oregano, a little sugar and garlic oil. I 

stole the oregano oil from Rolfo. There's nothing like it in 

the kitchen. Pepper is only there in white. Terrible. Nutmeg 

is only available in pieces of nuts that no one can grate. I 

mix the pieces in oil. In the meantime, I chop salads. 

Above all, plenty of coleslaw. Caraway seeds are only 

whole. I also mix the whole cumin briefly with oil and let it 

settle. The pepper for the cabbage too. The coleslaw turns 

brown from the cumin and pepper. I put the rice in a pot. 



 

The boss has arbolio there. It's good for pilaf. I use arbolio 

one to one and a half. There is no parboiled rice 

anywhere. Especially for business, that would be the 

better choice. 

In the meantime Rolfo arrives. He greets us in an over-

friendly way, but not falsely. We talk together over coffee. 

He tells me, "I don't know anything about a quarrel 

between the boss and the cook and about a dismissal." 

Shortly afterwards, the boss arrives. I tell him what all he 

needs for a smooth meal service. He takes a piece of 

paper and writes it down. 

I order two mobile bain maries from him with the 

corresponding containers inside. At the same time, I tell 

him that he needs these containers twice. He also needs 

a blender. We already have a cutter. For this I tell him I 

recommend one or two induction plates. If workers are 

standing in front of me and the food happens to run out, I 

need to be able to rework quickly. Besides, the 

preparation time is very short. "All the unlabelled leftovers 

actually have to be thrown away." 

"We are not throwing anything away. Please process this. This 

is food." 

When he is right, he is right. But he should have told that to 

his local colleague. 

"I do what I can." 

Rolfo shakes his head. He does not understand. 

In the meantime, I'm cooking the mushroom sauce, 

somewhat on the side of the conversation. The 

assortment of meat for the ragout is now defrosted. I show 

it to him. Two pieces are lamb. It's unsuitable for the 

ragout. There is also freezer burn. 

"What are you doing with that?" 



 

"I'm giving this away. It's rubbish." 

His face shows the disappointment. 

"Is my employment contract ready yet? Will it be full 

employment? 

According to the collective agreement, full employment is 

achieved in a six-day week with six three-quarter hours. I 

would have to work from eight to fifteen, so to speak. 

A break is not possible with this business. Especially not 

alone. I suggest it to him and he agrees. Only the 

probationary period seems a bit long to me. He asks for 

one month. In South Tyrol, I get suspicious about such a 

trial period. Usually this is how colleagues' holidays are 

bridged. That makes me a substitute. No one says it like 

that. It's a form of deception. 

Locals usually notice this because they have the relevant 

connections in the vernacular. Rolfo asks me if I liked the 

pizza. 

He also shows quite a bit of interest in my kind of cooking. He 

tells me in passing that he is also a cook. 

His wife is a Dutch woman who fell in love with him in 

South Tyrol. He wants to introduce me to her when he 

gets the chance. I ask Rolfo if he is still serving 

somewhere in the evening. "Only as a temp. Nothing 

permanent." 

For soup today, in addition to my plan, I'm making an 

oxtail soup as a test. The leftover meat and vegetables 

give me enough material for this. In addition to the ragout. 

The joke is actually that I have a doubler in my menu. 

Mushroom in the starter and in the main course. No one 

will be offended by it, that's my speculation. 

Lunch is on. I cook the courgettes a la minute, like the 

escalopes. I cut them extra thin and 



 

they go very quickly because I poached them. The first 

guests are very happy. It tastes good. Unfortunately, we 

cooks cannot trust these statements. There is a lot of lying 

and hypocrisy in the relationship. 

Sometimes the difference in taste is also the cause for 

praise or blame. It is essential for a chef to take into 

account the taste of the region in which he or she is 

serving. There are considerable differences. 

Lunch is quite a quick affair. There are two or three small 

waiting breaks. I had just under forty guests. That's twice 

as many as the day before. 

Remarkable. 

We're going to do some quick cleaning and Rolfo is 

helping me a bit. The boss is still not here with the 

contract. Rolfo packs me a piazza again: "Your staff 

dinner", he says quite generously. 

We finish after fifteen o'clock. I fear some traffic jam on 

the way to Reschen. 

I am pleasantly surprised on the drive. There are no traffic 

jams and hardly any traffic. Siesta. And that although the 

shops are already open. There is a bit of a hustle and 

bustle in front of the larger department store in Silandro. 

Otherwise I make it very well to Mals. 

Everything is free over the Reschen. No snowdrifts and no 

accidents. 

Joana is waiting for me together with Dursun and 

Alfred in front of the hotel. They have stopped for a 

while. I had called when I left. 

"Are you satisfied?" asks Alfred. 

"The work is good. I don't have a contract yet. That's why 

I'm a bit sceptical." 



 

We say goodbye for the time being. Actually, I wanted to 

go downstairs and chat with Alfred and Marco. But after the 

shower and the pizza, my eyes closed. 



 

Day 54 

 
Today Joana wakes up with me. It is already six o'clock. I ask 

her what is going on. 

"I'm off today." 

Joana could ride with me today. I ask her if she wants to. 

"Of course", she answered me. She really wants to meet 

my new boss and my colleagues. Of course, I am also 

interested in her evaluation. So we drink coffee together 

and eat some delicious gingerbread. 

Before we leave, we go by Marlies' place. Marlies is 

swimming at the moment. Her guests have all come 

together. Marco helps her a little. He is there quite early 

today. As if he knew that. Marlies has brought home-

made Vinschgau apricot jam. Dursun is sure to enjoy it. He 

is an absolute jam fan. Marco has already tasted it too. 

"Fortissimo," he moans as he fills the coffee pot for 

Marlies. "How can people drink coffee like that?" he 

asks me. I just shrug my shoulders. "They don't know 

any better." Marco laughs. We say goodbye. In the 

foyer stands Alfred in his best clothes. "What's going 

on today? Everyone's here so early." "Radio Tirol is 

coming to see us today. They're doing a little report." 

"It's a good thing we're leaving right away." 

Alfred laughs and wishes Joana a nice day off. Dursun 

is standing in front of the house. He has pushed some 

snow. There were five centimetres during the night. "It's 

coming from the north," he says. "Nothing good comes 

from the north." 



 

"Today the radio is coming. Put on your pretty little 

pinafore today." 

"They don't have a camera with them." 

Where he is right. He's still at the door. Maybe a small tip 

will come off. We say goodbye and go to the car. Dursun 

has already helped to clear it of snow. "Satisfied?" he 

calls. 

"Thank you, Dursun," Joana calls back. 

Along the lake and through the Malser Heide we make 

relatively smooth progress. There are only a few small 

contractions, which we can easily ride through thanks to 

the repair. 

Joana nevertheless moans a little. She fears damage 

again. I'm also sure I'll get damage from the contractions. 

Small ones, of course. I wouldn't do that with a new car 

either. 

In Schlanders there is already busy worker traffic again. 

We lose twenty minutes. So we take the bypass 

between Vezzan and Latsch. There we save ourselves 

the waiting time at level crossings. 

We are on time at the department stores'. Strange. 

Every morning you have to expect delays in Vinschgau. 

For work trips from the passes, too. There have already 

been employers who told me to just leave earlier. With 

four routes to work in companies that offer split working 

hours. I can also take the piss out of myself. Nobody pays 

me for my time. 

The colleagues are there and many of them are upstairs at the 

café. We don't need one. 

Joana goes with me into the corridor where I change. "I 

don't suppose there's a cloakroom here?" 

"Yes. But downstairs." 

"In future, you'd better go downstairs and get changed. 

Your clothes smell like a kitchen." 



 

I could really use my Joana's fine nose as a sniffer dog. 

Unfortunately, I rarely have anything to look for. 

My boss comes to check if I am already there. "Good 

morning. Is everything all right?" 

"So far, yes. Have you ordered the Bain Maries?" 

"They're coming today or tomorrow." 

"Everything is fine there." 

"Please don't throw meat away." 

That's all I needed to know. He probably noticed that I had 

refrozen lamb cuts the day before. With labels. The most I 

can do is chop them and use them in roast lamb. 

But lamb is generally eaten pink in South Tyrol. No one 

wants it cooked through. Schöpsernes, as it is traditionally 

eaten, is no longer wanted. I should try it as a soup. I'll 

keep that in mind for later. 

Today I'm cooking: 

Salad plate 

Lasagne al forno 

Stuffed turkey breast, rosemary potato, pea vegetables 

Cherry yoghurt 

A few colleagues are already coming and asking me 

what's on the menu today. 

I stuff the turkey breast with dumpling bread, red wine, 

egg, sultanas and rosemary. I poach them in the oven at 

seventy degrees. For the rosemary potatoes, I use the 

wedges from the freezer. For the lasagne ragout, I first 

have to defrost a few pieces of meat. I'll do that right away 

with the seventy degrees. I also put the frozen pasta 

sheets for the lasagne into the steamer straight away. For 

the béchamel, I cook a thick, well-seasoned goulash and 

spread it with cream after cooking. I stir the following 

into the natural yoghurt 



 

frozen cherries and sugar. It's ready for lunch. 

Joana goes shopping in the meantime. A day off in a 

waiting position. She has to wait six hours for me. There 

are really nicer things to do than wait for me there. In the 

meantime Rolfo arrives and I introduce Joana to him. 

They drink a coffee together. "Joana, don't you want to 

go home? " 

"Yes. I'm leaving now. I'll pick you up then. " 

The serving of food goes quite smoothly. I have about 

thirty guests today. I had to say "off" rather than "lasagne". 

Some of my guests requested this as a main course. I did 

not take that into account. Some guests ask for soup. 

Starting tomorrow, I have to offer them soup as well. 

Rolfo asks me if I want pizza. I ask him if he will make 

me two. "Joana has the day off and we are at home." 

"Of course. Have a nice evening." 

He says this with a mischievous smile. Probably in 

reference to my beautiful Joana. 

"Your wife is beautiful. She doesn't suit you at all." "But 

for you?" 

"My wife is coming shopping tomorrow." 

Now we are already going to compare women. What 

kind of world is this? 

Joana arrives on time. 

"Are you ready yet?" 

"No. We still have to place the orders." Rolfo stands with 

the note. I dictate my needs to him. The boss comes and 

collects the note. On the side, he introduces me to the 

boss. She faxes the orders away today. 



 

We say goodbye. I tell them that I have to get up early 

tomorrow. 

Rolfo gives me the two pizzas. "Staff meal", he says to the 

boss. The boss nods and says goodbye. 

On our way home we have to take a small diversions 

through Naturno. The tunnel is closed. An accident. As a 

result, there is also a tough traffic jam in Naturns. We lose 

an hour. 

At home we watch a film and eat our pizza. And already we 

are tired again. 



 

Day 55 

 
As usual, we get up at four. I still have to take Joana to 

work. If I'm lucky, there will be a little rest in bed. When we 

went shopping, Joana brought us a small sponge cake 

with chocolate coating. We eat it together. Nothing is left 

over. We notice that the chocolate icing on the cakes is 

getting thinner and thinner. We gossip about how the 

West German news would have reported it if it had 

happened in the GDR. By the way, the West German 

sponge cake is nowhere near the quality of a GDR sponge 

cake. And that despite the alleged abundance of raw 

materials. Not to mention sultanas and almonds. 

Obviously, they are only available in abundance because 

they don't use any of it. Out of avarice and greed for profit. 

On various holidays, the citizens of the GDR were visited 

by their Western relatives. They brought bags full of 

subsidised, cheap Western stuff. Accepting this rubbish 

with a feigned smile had to be rehearsed in some cases. 

They had better not show their gratitude. They would 

never have come back and would have eaten their way 

through Hungary. Today, after we have paid the 

reparations to these criminals, they are eating the cherry 

out of our cake. Do we have to produce everything 

ourselves today? Can the ambitious criminals still produce 

anything decent and useful? We doubt it. 

In the GDR, eel used to be in great demand and a 

Kippered goods. With luck, we got to eat it two or three 

times a year. As a cook, mind you. Shall I 



 

be honest? For thirty years, I never saw it in the West, let 

alone put it in my mouth. And when I did, this overpriced 

rubbish was spoiled! Spoiled in packaging that had been 

re-dated three or four times. In the GDR, this seller would 

have ended up in prison and lost his business licence. 

Today, he would collect a pension as a politically 

persecuted person from his fellow criminals. 

Joana interrupts me in my philosophical ramblings. "We 

have to go!" 

On Thursdays there is generally a lot of heavy traffic. We 

can already register this when we arrive at our main 

road. Lately we have been reading number plates from 

Bulgaria and Slovenia. If this continues, we will have to 

get used to Iraqi and Afghan number plates. The drivers 

already come from there. 

Nevertheless, we make unimagined speedy progress. 

We are already through Schlanders when a lorry slips into 

the side railings on the Laaser Höhe. There is no traffic jam 

and we can't help either. The driver is standing on the 

road and talking on the phone. He can be glad that we 

have just survived the Middle Ages. Otherwise we would 

first check what he has loaded. 

In Mals the road is very well cleared. The guys do early, 

best work. There are not even snowdrifts. 

The north foehn also has something good for us 

today. We arrive early. Neither Dursun nor others 

Staff can be seen in front of and inside the hotel. We 

quickly go to the room and I lie down again. Joana 

goes straight to work. She wants to check the laundry. 

When a colleague has a day off, there is often some work 

that has been left behind. 



 

Half past six I get up, go to the bathroom and drink the 

coffee we brought with us. The machine stays cold today. I 

meet Alfred in the foyer. He wishes me a good day at 

work. I only drop in to say hello to Marlies and Marco. 

The car is a little icy on the windscreen. I only scrape a 

minimal field of vision free. On the main road, the 

ventilation did the rest. 

There is a traffic jam through Eyrs. A tractor with a snow 

plough is moving towards the orchards. 

It's always slow in Silandro at this time of day. 

Nevertheless, I make it on time to the entrance of the 

bypass and finally to work. 

I go in and want to change in the cloakroom. There are two 

free lockers. I commandeer one. Unfortunately, I don't 

have a lock. I put a meat hook in it later, after I've fetched 

one upstairs. At least my colleagues will know right away 

that the cook is inside. 

Rolfo is already there. He wants to prepare fresh dough. 

He has a relatively large mixing machine in the storage 

room. With the amount of pizza consumed, that's certainly 

advisable. There are already three deliveries in the hall. 

They have to be put away. The first half hour is already 

gone. While I'm putting everything away, I start thinking 

about today's menu. Today I need something that I can 

serve in a liquid form and make with little effort. 

I'm cooking today: 

Salad plate 

Cream of 

mushroom soup 

Cheese 

noodles 

Beef cutlet, potatoes, Brussels sprouts 



 

Cherry - Quark Cake 

The first thing I do in the steamer is boil potatoes. Steam 

at one hundred and thirty degrees. At the same time, I put 

on the Brussels sprouts, mushrooms and washed, 

unpeeled onion. In the meantime, I make the quark cake 

mixture without the base. I melt the cherries a little and 

sprinkle them on the cake, which I have already poured 

into a one-eighth Gastronorm. I cut the beef into narrow 

cutlets, which I already season and mix with oil, mustard 

and tomato paste. In between, I go to taste the potatoes. 

They need another ten minutes. The Brussels sprouts 

and mushrooms are ready. In the ten minutes I make the 

salad. Rolfo asks me if he can help me. 

"The bain maries and some GN containers are coming 

today. You can help me unpack and rinse them." 

He likes to do that, Rolfo replies. 

"This afternoon my wife is coming with the child." 

"We'll have a coffee together there." 

The potatoes are ready. I raise the temperature without 

steam and put in both the sliced meat and the quark tart. It 

must now take fifty minutes. I have to baste and cover the 

cutlets in between. 

I season the vegetables and the salads. They are ready 

Rolfo lays the salad plates for me. In the meantime, I use 

his mixer to make spaetzle dough. To cook the spaetzle, I 

immediately use the pasta cooker, which I now start. 

The boss comes with a driver. They have the Bain Maries 

with them. Rolfo goes right away to wash them. I can use 

the two induction plates right away for the soup and the 

sauce. The spaetzle dough is ready and the water 



 

cooks. I can cook all the spaetzle in two batches. All 

that's missing now is some cheese and the onion. 

I use the cutter for that. It only turns two thousand 

revolutions, but that's enough for this purpose. I cut the 

onion in half and squeeze it out of the skin into the 

chopper. Together with butter, a little salt, pepper and 

grained broth, this becomes the best mixture for the 

spaetzle. I grate the cheese in the food processor. I can 

now put the spaetzle with the onion mixture, cream and 

cheese into a Gastronorm and stir. 

Twenty minutes before serving, I put them in the steamer. 

With a serrated knife I quickly peel the jacket potatoes and 

cut them into quarters. Now there would be some time to 

have a coffee. Before that I want to bind the soup 

and season to taste. I add some onion puree, which I 

have just cuttered together with some parsley and flour. 

A little salt, sugar and pepper are still missing. Rolfo tries it 

too and smacks his lips. He has to prepare his pizza now. 

He doesn't want coffee, but a beer. "At work?", I ask him. 

"Always! I don't drink beer at home." 

The cake and the meat are ready. I put the cheese 

spaetzle in the same temperature and just add steam. I 

leave the meat inside. In the storehouse I quickly look for 

some brown roux. I saw them on the first hike. I tie the 

meat with it. Over coffee Rolfo tells me about his pregnant 

wife. It's her second child. As a foreigner in my profession, 

I wouldn't want children. In the GDR that was easy to do. 

Today it is no longer possible. The system is hostile to 

children in our industry. 



 

Rolfo is native. That doesn't necessarily make it easier. 

Especially not as a worker. 

I put the potatoes in the steamer after seasoning. They just 

have to get warm. I turn on the bain maries and it's already 

time to eat. The boss is standing in front of the counter 

with his wife. He doesn't want to eat. He just wants to look 

and seems satisfied. 

"Is everything working?" 

"Barely. Time was short today." 

The chef orders a bite of the schnitzel with cheese spätzle. 

I try to tell from her expression whether she likes it. I don't 

see any movement. She seems to be discussing it with the 

boss. 

Today I'm selling something like thirty lunches. We've run 

out of cheese spaetzle. The soup too. The boss wants to 

take the rest and offer it to his office workers. That suits me 

fine. 

The kitchen cleaning goes quickly and Rolfo's wife is 

standing in front of the food counter. With child. A girl. The 

mum is blond and has a typical Dutch expression. She 

greets me friendly. 

Rolfo orders us coffee and his daughter a cocoa. Rolfo is 

lucky with his wife. She also goes to work. She works in a 

hotel as an office worker. They are tenants. In South Tyrol 

that means something. The most you can manage on your 

own is in a council flat or with your parents. 

Rolfo asks me if I want to take a pizza again. This time I 

refuse. Joana has bought us fish for supper. 

The journey to Nauders is tough. There are loads of lorries on 

the road. You'd think they wanted to save the whole week. 

Even across the Reschen 



 

Heavy goods traffic. That means something. I can just 

imagine how they rush down to Pfunds. 

Dursun is not standing there. He probably has half a day 

off again. Alfred is busy. He is being hassled by some 

hotel guests. Marco is still in the rooming hour. 

Joana is already in the room. She got fresh rolls and 

good alpine butter from Marlies. Today we eat smoked 

salmon, anchovies, some smoked mackerel and 

marinated seafood. We can afford that once a month. 

Mackerel was called Volksfisch in the GDR. Today it's 

almost a rarity. After two nice films with Louis de Funes, 

whose ending I don't see, the day is over. 



 

Day 56 

 
Today we can get up together again. We let a pot of coffee 

through and I take it with me in the thermos flask. Today 

we have breakfast together at Marlies'. Marlies serves 

Weißwurst breakfast today. We don't eat this sausage 

scalded, but rather fried. But Marlies doesn't fry it. Instead, 

she has Wiener sausage and Bockwurst on offer. 

Bockwurst is called house sausage here, sometimes also 

Zervelat. That's exactly the right breakfast for Friday. 

Dursun and Alfred are all there already. We greet each 

other and Alfred has cut open one of his neighbour's 

salamis. The Tyrolean mountain farmers like to make 

their own sausage and dried meat. So do I. Each 

farmer has his own recipe. Recently, however, the farmers 

have been buying spice mixtures. Unfortunately, this 

somehow brings the same taste into every household. 

Alfred doesn't like that and neither do I. Cooks are always 

looking for an individual taste. Unfortunately, their stroke of 

luck is often copied by representatives of the industry. The 

chefs are, so to speak, the developers of every new taste 

creation. Only no one wants to pay for it. 

Marlies' father makes saveloys at home. And it's in the pot 

at her place. She wants me to taste it. She watches me 

like a watchdog. The father seems to use real intestine for 

his saveloys. That hasn't been done in the industry for a 

long time. 

The sausage tastes really good. I compare it with the 

bockwurst from our Karl-Marx-Stadt slaughterhouse. 

Dursun asks me where Karl-Marx-Stadt is. I tell him about 

the renaming by our occupiers. They preferred Chemnitz. 

Out of tradition. In 



 

Chemnitz were, after all, many of the war criminal 

companies that were expropriated by referendum in the 

GDR. They probably want to use their old letterheads 

again. That's what they call environmental protection. 

Dursun bursts out laughing at my story. Members of his 

family had opened a shop in Chemnitz. They gave it up. 

Because of a lack of customers. I explain to him why that 

is. After all, half the working population has to travel to the 

West to earn a piece of Western bread. They earn it from 

those who were dispossessed by their parents. If they 

survive the journey to work, they can also go to Dursun's 

family and buy something there. 

"So the Turkish and Kurdish families are like the GDR 

families." 

"You can say that, though." 

"That's how you turn Germany into a third world country." 

"Turkey is not a third world country." 

"Excuse me, my dear Dursun." 

"That's just West German propaganda!" 

"You're right. When I look in their backyard, it smells 

significantly worse." 

Alfred laughs out loud. 

Now I've almost blown my departure. Joana gives me a 

kiss and goes to work. I have to go too. We say goodbye. 

On Fridays I have to leave a little earlier. I'm afraid of traffic 

jams and chaos. Especially because of the heavy goods 

traffic. The people of Vinschgau have of necessity become 

accustomed to this traffic, which also claims many victims 

in the families. 



 

I start the car and yesterday I forgot to turn off the 

windscreen wiper. It's frozen. Before I can turn the key to 

turn off the wiper, the drive of the wiper goes haywire. The 

thread is gone. To wipe the windscreen, I now have to 

stop and get out. I'm imagining this right now in a traffic 

jam. Around eight, I have to call Markus to see if he can fix 

it for me in the afternoon. 

In Schluderns I stop for the first time to clean the windows. 

The roads there are already damp. After just five 

kilometres I have to stop again to clean my windscreen. 

Horrible. I try to keep enough distance from others so that 

I don't have to stop so often. In Schlanders it becomes a 

nightmare. I pull over, get out, quickly look for my tools 

and remove the windscreen wiper. I find a small office 

needle in the storage compartment. I insert the brush 

needle into the windscreen wiper attachment and tighten 

the wiper again. Now, during the test, it wipes again. At 

least that helps me a little. 

I get to the department stores' and immediately call 

Markus. He has everything I need and we make an 

appointment for the afternoon. He jokes a little: 

"Windscreen wipers frozen?" 

"I know. I forgot." 

By now it is after eight. I have to hurry. Rolfo is not here 

yet. The boss is. He's having coffee and calls me in. He 

has the contract. I read it through. The probationary period 

is thirty days. I have a presentiment. I have to look for 

another job immediately. He buys me a coffee. It seems to 

me it's a consolation prize. I can hardly concentrate on 

that, 



 

what he tells me. The menu for today is floating through 

my head. 

Salad plate Meatball 

soup Maccheroni 

gratin 

Roast crust, mashed potato, sauerkraut Chocolate 

pudding Vanilla sauce 

The boss is lying to me. With chefs, a probationary period 

of a quarter of a year would be normal. I'm not a chef, 

I'm a solo chef. He couldn't pay a head chef. Then he 

hands me a piece of paper on which I take responsibility 

for HACCP and regularly train my subordinates. 

Obviously, he got the wrong form or, as I think more 

likely, some family member is employed by me. I 

underline a passage on the form:... "the boss instructs his 

employees"... and sign it: 

"confirmed...Karl - sole chef". I now ask the chef to let me 

go quickly. With this menu, my time is pretty short. Even 

though it sounds very simple and cosy. I also trust the 

new induction plates. Now it's half past eight and I really 

have to hurry. 

First I put the pasta cooker on. Then I quickly get the two 

pieces of pork shoulder. I rub them with a spice mixture of 

caraway, marjoram, salt, pepper, sugar, some tomato 

paste, mustard and garlic, which I prepare in a blender 

with oil. 

The steamer is now one hundred and sixty degrees, dry 

air. With the slicer I cut the two pieces of the sections that 

are still frozen into thin slices. I put that in the cutter and 

season with salt and pepper. Now it's time for the custard. 

I boil it in water. First add a pinch of salt, 



 

Butter, vanilla, sugar and mix that in the blender. I put that 

on the induction and at sixty degrees I stir in some potato 

starch. From now on, I stir the sauce until it boils. The 

starch binds the mixture. I let it simmer for about two 

minutes on the lowest flame. Now I stir in three egg yolks 

and some cream and the custard is ready. The pasta 

cooker is boiling. I put the penne in. After they are pre-

cooked, I lift them and now add washed jacket potatoes to the 

water. Now it's time for the chocolate pudding. I boil it in 

water, too, of course. With a pinch of salt, sugar and a 

dash of rum. I add the cocoa powder and butter quite early. 

I bind the pudding with starch, which I mix. Rolfo comes, 

sees me and kindly fetches the dessert bowls. 

"Good morning. Shall I pass out the pudding for you?" 

"That would be very helpful." 

"Do you have your contract yet?" 

"Yes. With a month's probation. " 

"I think the cook is coming back. Just so." 

"Thank you." 

We don't have to talk much. 

"Is the cook on sick leave or holiday?" 

"I think her child is sick. Don't tell anyone." That pretty 

much says it all. I'm just waiting for the excuses. A short-

term replacement costs about twice as much as a cook 

on the pay scale. Maybe that's the reason I was hired. I'll 

see if I can get another bonus. That will be difficult. 

The potatoes are ready. I cool them down with cold water. 

Now I have to make the sauerkraut. We have canned 

food for it in the house. It's Pusterer sauerkraut. The pot 

doesn't work on induction. 



 

Probably an heirloom. What do I take now? I'll ask Rolfo if 

we have any large bowls. 

"Yes. We also have two deep gastronorm. " 

The hint with the fence post came just in time. I hang the 

Gastronorm in the pasta cooker. It has exactly the GN 

size. After washing, I season the Pusterer Kraut with 

caraway, marjoram, salt, pepper and sugar. I add two 

onions and a rind of bacon. The cabbage now has one 

hour. That's enough. 

In between. I make the salad in ten minutes. I'm slowly 

getting into the routine of the business. 

Now I put the two bain maries on. I put root vegetables, 

partially - fat meat trimmings and plenty of salt, some 

pepper, a little sugar, a dash of brandy and a bay leaf into 

the cutter. I cutter this into a paste, adding a dash of 

cooking seasoning. I now use the stock paste for my 

mashed potato. Rolfo comes to peel the potatoes for me. 

He is a bit awkward and I show him how to do it with 

serrated knives. 

"It's so quick with you." 

"Surely we want to have another coffee." 

"Oh yes." 

Now I put the maccheroni gratin in the oven. I mixed 

cheese shavings with tomato polpa and some haze, 

seasoned and sprinkled extra cheese on top. The oven is 

still at temperature. That's good. I also put our soup on in 

the bain marie. After heating it on the induction, I put the 

meatballs into the soup. I cut them off right away in my 

hand. That works best. I mash the peeled potatoes with 

my hand directly into the broth. That will be our 



 

Mashed potatoes. Rolfo is amazed. He cuts me some 

parsley and chives relatively quickly. 

"Are you a cook or a pizzaiolo?" 

"Trained as a cook. I do pizzaiolo because of the working 

hours." 

"All right." 

I bind the sauerkraut with potato flakes for mash. Very 

Saxon. If I could cook the cabbage, I would have used 

mixed raw potato. I also add some binding with potato 

flakes to the stock from the roast crust. 

We have finished eating and treat ourselves to a coffee. 

"I'm spending that today." 

I serve Rolfo, filter coffee from my thermos. He tastes it a 

little sceptically. 

"Sau dude; it tastes good!" 

We receive a lot of praise when we serve food. Normally, I 

don't trust praise that is asked for. However, I fully trust 

unsolicited praise from the heart of the customer. 

The boss also comes with his wife. He also introduces his 

daughter. 

"I don't want to get married," I said to her. She is beautiful. 

"Thank you. I'm already married." 

The boss only wants to try pasta gratin and soup. The 

daughter takes some salad. 

We sell forty menus today. That's a lot. Nothing has gone out 

either. The family is clearing out. 

We quickly clean the kitchen. Rolfo swam with his pizza 

today. Normal customers from the department stores' also 

came to buy pizza. Just Friday. The café is full. All 

housewives with stuffed bags. 



 

I don't see any men. The distribution of roles works itself 

out. The café has a glass booth for female smokers. The 

booth looks like an aquarium made of thick frosted glass. 

Rolfo wants to give me a pizza. It's already ready. He 

didn't ask me. He has packed two pieces for himself. I 

accept them with thanks, although today I want to try 

Marco's fresh roast venison. He cooked it the Tuscan 

way. I would like to know the difference to the Saxon way. 

Now I drive in the direction of Kastelbell. With this sky, 

it's a very beautiful sight. There is relatively little traffic at 

this time of day. In about an hour I'm in Merano with 

Markus. He is already waiting. 

"We'll fit you with a new windscreen wiper motor." 

"How long does it take?" 

"Fifteen minutes. Go to the coffee machine and have some 

coffee. You look tired. Joana is still in Nauders?" 

"Yes. " 

"Then you'll go there today!" 

"Yes. " 

"It's getting late, my good man." 

Markus imitates my Saxon and laughs. Our language 

seems to be a door opener. Everyone smiles immediately 

when they hear the language. 

The car is ready and Markus wants two hundred. I would 

have expected more, put a tip in the coffee box and leave. 

I'm supposed to say hello to Joana. My beautiful Joana is 

very popular. Everywhere. 

Now I'm almost driving with the evening rush hour 

traffic. From Schlanders, this will certainly lead to some 

delays. 



 

It takes me one and a half hours to get to Reschen today. 

That's not bad for the time of day. 

Dursun is standing in front of the door in a green apron. 

"Are you doing baggage boy today?" 

"Today is arrival. Good money." 

Alfred is standing behind the reception desk. He has his 

hands full and gives a cursory greeting. There is an 

argument. A usual Friday. Joana is waiting upstairs in 

the room. She's already showered. The coffee is ready 

and the gingerbread unwrapped. It's going to be a love 

evening, I guess. 

I quickly run into the shower. There's not much to tell today 

anyway. 

"How much did the windscreen wiper cost?" 

"Two hundred." 

"Go." 

"I'm supposed to say hello to you from Markus and all the 

others." 

We'll put in a film. "Payday". The right film at the right 

moment. 



 

Day 57 

 
This morning Joana puts the coffee on for me, wakes me 

up and has a cup with me. After that she leaves. There is 

a lot of work to do in the house and in the laundry. Alfred 

has been organising a little cottage magic on Fridays 

lately. We didn't know anything about it. We can only talk 

briefly about the work contract. Joana tells me, "Keep 

looking. It stinks." 

After the usual morning wash, I go down to Marlies. 

Dursun is also there. Alfred is busy at the reception. There 

is probably a big change. There is not much time. I have 

another coffee at Marlies'. Dursun drinks a coffee with a 

shot. "You and alcohol?", I ask him. 

"Is wege of the cold." 

"And there Allah looks the other way?" 

"Certainly. Allah loves hardworking people." 

That's exactly where Dursun and his colleagues have 

nothing to be ashamed of. Without them, this gastronomy 

would not even exist in Austria. The Turkish colleagues 

are now increasingly being harassed by Eastern 

European ones. They are also becoming a political 

plaything full of slander. 

I go outside the door for a moment and start my car. I want 

it to warm up a bit. On the way back, a West German 

tourist runs into me. "It's forbidden here!" she sneers at 

me. 

"Do you know the law from here or just yours?" 

"Ah, ei East German!" 

"GDR citizens please! Expelled and plundered by you and 

your consorts!" 



 

The old woman disappeared. She turned bright red and 

mute. In court, all criminals become mute. Their 

judgement is yet to come. 

Marlies gives me a homemade chimney root for the road. 

"Don't starve on the way," she says with a smile. Alfred 

gives me a quick wave and Dursun goes out the door with 

me. " For departure," he says, "there is little to no tip for 

carrying the luggage." For that reason, he only helps there 

in emergencies. "See you tonight," I tell him. He waves 

at me a little shyly. 

At the lake, I get to try out the new windscreen wiper 

motor. The guys also changed my blades at the same 

time. There are no more streaks. In winter we often need 

two or three sets of blades. That's expensive. Not so long 

ago, we could buy the rubbers separately. That has been 

abolished. Now we pay ten times as much. For more 

rubbish. 

On the way, I meet few people in my direction, apart from 

colleagues. But there is quite a lot of oncoming traffic. 

I see, above all, our Italian compatriots. They all have skis 

on the roof. Our Italian compatriots love skiing. They 

pursue this leisure activity very intensively. It is precisely 

what is scarce at home that seems to arouse a special 

passion. Comparisons with the GDR come to mind. With 

one small difference. Workers can rarely afford this 

leisure activity. 

In Silandro there is some congestion in the opposite 

direction. Traffic in the direction of Sulden and Reschen 

also converges there. This continues until Eyrs - 

Spondinig. This is where the guests from Suldner and 

Trafoier leave. 

I arrive in Vezzan and stop briefly at a canteen because I have 

some time. The lights are already on. I 



 

I go up to ask if they still need a cook. A colleague 

welcomes me. "At the moment, a colleague is working 

here on a trial basis. Leave us your number and we'll call 

you." The colleague leaves me a coffee, sits down with 

me and says: 

"I have little faith in my colleague. He won't be able to do 

it." 

We say goodbye and a little hope arises in me. 

Now it's time to go to work. No sooner have I arrived than 

the door from the back entrance opens. The foreign 

cleaning staff comes to meet me. They speak Italian. From 

their appearance, I guess they are Pakistani, Polish, 

Hungarian and Albanian. The majority are men. To be 

honest, I wouldn't expect women to do it either. It's a tough 

job. Well, actually, being a chambermaid is just as hard. 

And it's almost all women. The capitalist world is unfair. 

Especially towards women. 

Rolfo is here with me again. On Saturday. "There are a lot 

of pizzas on Saturdays and I have to make more dough." 

"How about me?" 

"You don't even have half the guests you have on weekdays. 

They have the day off." 

There it is again, the difference. Some work a five-day 

week and those with the longest and most divided service 

work six days. 

You can't tear a people apart more thoroughly than that. 

Sooner or later, imports of slaves will be necessary. 

Capitalists don't have a clue about the social economy. 

They study at the wrong universities. 



 

The boss is not here yet. I'm thinking about what to serve 

for lunch today. With fewer guests, I could make some 

involtini. Thought, done. Today we have: salad plate 

Tomato soup Spaghetti 

aglio e olio 

Involtini, mashed potatoes, red cabbage 

peppermint topping and chocolate sauce 

I put the bain maries on right after I put the beef in the 

freezer. I boil the mashed potatoes in a container. That 

works because I use potato flakes for it. So I put in water, 

cream and also butter, homemade stock, salt nutmeg and 

a pinch of sugar and cover the container. The bain marie 

runs to ninety-six degrees. That's great. I put the canned 

red cabbage into the other container, season with salt, 

pepper, cinnamon, cloves, butter, onion, a little vinegar, 

sugar and cover it too. I add vinegar because I don't want 

the cabbage to become too soft. I put the tomato soup in 

the third container. I season it with a little vinegar, salt, 

pepper, sugar and onion mixed in oil. 

I fill the pasta cooker and turn it on. Then the spaghetti 

goes in there. 

Rolfo is out of the mixer. That's where I can prepare the 

quark. I whip fresh cream with sugar until medium stiff and 

add curd and let it stir until it is creamy. Now it's cream 

quark. To this I add peppermint syrup and a pinch of salt. 

The peppermint curd is ready. In the blender I put an 

intense sugar water, to which I add the same amount of oil, 

some rum, a pinch of salt and vanilla flavouring. The sugar 

has dissolved and now I add 



 

Add cocoa powder until you have a kind of splashy deck 

sauce. Rolfo tries the toppin. Then he gets two large 

waffles, dips them in the toppin and enjoys it. I don't have 

to ask if he likes it. 

"Are you portioning out the dessert again today?" 

"Of course!" Rolfo will make sure that there is something 

left for him. 

The beef is not frozen now, but stiff enough to cut with the 

machine. It is a piece of high shoulder. Now it is also very 

easy to clean. It will be fine fresh broth on Monday or 

maybe today. I dress the pieces with the fibres in the 

wrong direction. That would actually make a good goulash. 

I cut it right away, wrap it up, vacuum seal it and label it 

like that. For the filling I take ham, pork, onion, mustard, 

some cucumber and tomato paste. I put that together in 

the cutter and process it into mince. I now slice the beef 

very thinly at four millimetres. I lay out the slices in 

aluminium foil, fill them with my mince and roll them into a 

big roulade. The steamer and the griddle do the rest. I 

steam the whole thing at one hundred and thirty degrees. 

With good portioning, I have just under forty portions 

today. The family can eat involtini at the weekend, so to 

speak. Before I put the roulades in the oven, I add the 

contents of a bottle of red wine. We have red wine in a 

tetrapack for cooking. 

I'll try this one. It tastes good. 

Rolfo invites me for coffee. He has baked a small ricotta 

cake in the pizza oven. And it tastes good. I am amazed. 

South Tyrolean bakers are not necessarily lucky with 

ricotta cakes. GDR Saxons are here 



 

very spoiled. Rolfo probably found my rum sultanas and 

sugared lemon peel. I prepare this for myself by default on 

the first day, as well as vanilla sugar and various spice and 

herb mixes. Unfortunately, there was no fresh peppermint 

in the house. I cutter that together with sugar and not 

infrequently drink it as tea. I do the same with sage. 

That's exactly why I never have colds. I bind the red 

cabbage with potato flakes. I stir two or three egg yolks 

into the puree, pasta gialla. The result is impressive. 

After about an hour, I can pour off the stock from the 

involtini and bind it. I bind it with a brown roux. It's also 

available ready-made. I generally steer clear of ready-

made products. Not always. There are really valuable 

products, like potato flakes or brown roux. But I had to 

make it myself because it wasn't in stock. Don't worry. It's 

incredibly quick. I use a bowl on the induction plate. Put in 

plenty of oil, let it get hot, add flour, potato starch and 

sugar and just stir until it gets dark. It works best with a 

whisk. 

The food is ready. The guests can come. As announced, 

they are queuing up at Rolfo's. Not for me. At lunchtime 

in Italy or South Tyrol, you can only get pizza to a limited 

extent. Lately, there are more and more places that do it. 

But in the evening, the offer is many times greater. 

Funnily enough, the tomato soup is the first thing 

everyone wants. Then spaghetti is very often requested. 

Many hold back on the main course. I guess they still eat 

at home with the family. With the staff of our house 



 

I sold almost thirty portions of involtini today. And that's 

saying something. Rolfo congratulates me. I don't know 

why. Rolfo is sweating and he has sold about one 

hundred and fifty pizzas. 

We clean up our mess. A few groceries have to be 

specially packed for the day of rest. It is closed on 

Sunday. Around half past three we stand in front of the 

door and say goodbye. 

There is little traffic for this time of day on Saturday. I 

make fast progress. Actually, I would have expected ski 

tourists. Although; they often come much later or have 

already passed. 

Up to Mals it goes smoothly. But there is some congestion 

in all directions. Also into Switzerland. I lose half an hour. 

At that time, the guests come down from the slopes. There 

are also many day visitors. Most of the traffic is in front of 

the cafés and restaurants. The guests walk carelessly 

across the street as if they had bought them. I just imagine 

them coming by car and me walking along the road like 

that. There would be a deafening honking concert. In the 

hometowns of the guests, everyone can try it out. 

Dursun is still standing in front of the door, waiting for 

arrivals. He greets in a friendly manner. "Joana has 

taken your food upstairs. Marco has arranged it on plates." 

So Marco wants to avoid me coming into the kitchen. 

Even Alfred is surrounded by guests at the reception. Mira 

is in the foyer with the service cart, mopping. The guests 

have carried a lot of snow and dirt into the house. 

I'm going straight to my room. Joana is already asleep. 

My food is covered by the window. After the 



 

Joana is awake in the shower. We talk little of the day's 

events. 



 

Day 58 

 
 

Joana's alarm clock rings. I hear it and put the coffee on 

while Joana is in the bathroom. I have the day off. Not 

with Joana. The one day we have together is taken 

away from us. In our current employment it is not possible 

to take time off together. This is, so to speak, the 

maximum of alienation. Away from home. Away from 

parents. Away from the siblings. Away from the children. 

Away from friends and then, away from the spouse. Long 

live capitalism and the criminal plunderers and occupiers 

of the GDR. What do I use my day off for today? Quite 

simply. To look for a job. I don't have to see a doctor, go to 

the employment office or even go to the patronage office to 

pay my taxes. I just imagine that I have to do all that. On a 

day off. The normal seasonal cook has only this one day 

off, in addition to his daily double duty, to take care of his 

private things. This includes the purchase of urgently 

needed materials. There are really few people who can 

even begin to understand what that means. There can be 

no shortage economy in the process. Even if we had the 

money, we cannot spend it. Especially not for our own 

pleasure. This partly explains why bus fares in South Tyrol 

are ten times higher than elsewhere. 

If I don't give people time to spend the money themselves on 

If I don't have enough money to spend on recreation, 

I'll just go and get it with the police. The trick is quite 

simple. I cut back on leisure time and thus force my 

population to make their journeys to work particularly 

swift. 



 

Joana goes down to work and I lie down again. 

"The main thing is that we are healthy and the villagers 

have a job," a Tyrolean would say. 

After an hour, I wake up again. I switch on the laptop and 

look for a job. I might as well read a storybook. For the ice-

cold exploitation, even heaven is promised. At least, the 

first week after starting work, also kept. After that, it gets 

dark quickly. 

The job I applied for is still being offered. I'll send them my 

email address. I need some hope too. There is a job very 

close to us for that. A new opening. It has become a 

speciality for me in the meantime. 

I'm applying for all the jobs. We need the money. No matter 

what it costs. Kilometres are no longer an issue. I just don't 

know how I'm going to arrange the interview dates. Today 

I sent out about twenty applications. 

I go downstairs to Marlies. Dursun is not there, but Marco 

is. Marco is cooking a gala menu today. It's going well 

today. The house is only half occupied. Alfred is coming 

over. He's in a bit of a bad mood. Because of the low 

occupancy, I guess. "Only quarrels at the departures. 

Bounced cheques and credit card payments and so on," 

he grumbles. Alfred is not one of those people who cry 

to their staff. It must be particularly bad this year. There 

was a bit of a row over the gala menu. Originally, the menu 

was a bit too expensive for Alfred. Marco changed it. 

Local bull's-eye meat on rocket with alpine cheese 

shavings 

Royal bouillon 



 

Pancake filled with spinach Strawberry 

sorbet 

Venison roulade with yeast dumplings and red cranberry 

cabbage Bacio mousse 

"You've set yourself a lot of goals today, Marco," I say to him. 

"Dursun is making the pancakes today." 

"All right, then." 

I go back upstairs and lie down. Somehow I am tired. 

There's nothing on TV anyway. And I don't want to watch 

a film either. 

Alfred intercepts me in the foyer. He asks me if I want to 

play a game of billiards with him. Sometimes he plays 

with Dursun. But he doesn't have time. He needs some 

variety, he tells me. 

The billiards room is very nice and well maintained. 

"Is it for guests," I ask him. 

"I don't let just anyone in. " 

It's a pool table. I tell Alfred about our billiards at 

home. 

"You play with skittles? That's certainly interesting." 

Alfred is playing extremely well and is also setting the 

follow-ups very well. I lose. Unfortunately, I have played far 

too little pool to master it as well as Alfred. Nevertheless, 

he compliments me. After an hour and a half, Margret 

comes to fetch Alfred. He would be needed now. Judging 

by Margret's face, there is trouble with guests again. The 

rest periods in the season are simply too short. For hosts 

and their employees. This is often shamelessly exploited. 

Also in this case, as I overhear unintentionally. A dressed-

up couple had brought their friends and recommended 

them and now demanded a sixty percent discount. Alfred 



 

had probably offered that at some point. Alfred does not 

give in. "That was a summer promotion once. You're 

welcome to stay until summer. But until then, our winter 

and spring prices apply." 

The man waves her off and wants to leave. She does not 

give in. Now her voice takes on a sound that makes 

wallpaper roll loose. I wonder if they still have glasses at 

home that haven't shattered. Alfred goes to the phone, 

picks up the receiver and puts it to his ear. All at once the 

fury quiets down. She leaves. 

"That's a good method," I say to Alfred. He laughs. 

"They stuffed their pockets at every buffet. Their relatives 

sleep in a bed and breakfast. 

It happens to be our family's. Herbert, my brother, saw our 

food in their room at his boarding house. But they don't eat 

with us." 

Herbert looks after the family's livestock and also rents out 

a few rooms. The hotel guests carry parts of the buffet to 

their relatives in the other accommodations. Especially the 

breakfast and snack buffet. And they get upset about 

foreigners. 

I go up the stairs. I deliberately avoid the lift. At this time of 

day, the maids take the lift a lot. I don't want them to have 

to wait unnecessarily. The stairwell looks like a mess. 

The wrappers of the bedtime snack are lying around 

everywhere. Apparently, even the way to the rubbish bin 

is too much for these guests. I don't want to see or smell 

their flats. No wonder our hoteliers, 



 

every three or four years, have to refurnish the rooms. 

I go back to bed upstairs. Joana wakes me up when she gets 

off work. 

Shortly after noon she wakes me up. We think about what 

we can do with the day that has just begun. There is a 

knock at the door. Mira is standing in front of it. She feels 

alone and wants to talk a little. I almost think she's looking 

for something else, the way she's dressed. It doesn't take 

long and the suspicion is confirmed. 

"How long have you been away from home?", I ask her. 

"Two years. " 

"What, in one piece?" 

" I had no money to go home." 

"Don't you have a boyfriend at home or here?" 

"Already. Girlfriends. But I'd also like to hear something from 

Italy." 

"Alia is your masseuse. Do you visit her often?" 

"More and more often lately." She blushes at that. I've 

made a mistake. She doesn't want sex. She's probably 

always dressed so casually in her spare time. She tells us 

about her home, Tatvan. It seems like a beautiful place. 

She's extremely homesick. 

"Alia is my girlfriend. She is from Van. We already went to 

the same girls' school." 

"So, did you come together?" 

"We wanted to make some money and also get away from the 

environment." 

I don't ask her any more about this. Basically, our lives are 

similar. She confirms that too. Joana made us some 

mulled wine. 



 

Alia knocks on our door. She has some biscuits and 

chocolates with her. I never thought I would be able to 

experience such a wonderful evening with our colleagues. 

An evening like this has what it takes to replace a whole 

holiday for us. 



 

Day 59 

 
We get up together. Joana starts her service today just 

when I have to leave the house. After a coffee, we go to 

Marlies' together. 

Dursun is standing with her. Alfred too. Dursun tells me 

there was a strong wind during the night. I have to leave a 

little earlier than planned. Marlies packs me a thermos of 

coffee. Marlies and Alfred remind me to drive carefully. 

Joana gives me a little kiss and I leave. 

Small snowdrifts have appeared on our hotel car park. 

Dursun has already partially pushed them. Small 

snowdrifts can be seen at the lake and outside the 

villages. There are no obstructions there. Nevertheless, 

there is already a sign. The pass is closed. On the sign is 

a picture of a lorry. Underneath, over seven and a half 

tonnes. Dursun put a small shovel in my car. He didn't 

know we already had one in there. 

On the heath it gets much more interesting. I can't see the 

edges of the road. Now it's a matter of guessing where 

the road is. Luckily, I've driven here several times before. 

Nevertheless, I'm not quite sure in some places. I have to 

get out and try. In places the side markings are also 

obscured. Funnily enough, there are fewer contractions on 

the descent towards Mals. But there are quite high 

contractions in certain places. But they are nice and loose 

and not so hard. I always shovel a car width free. I don't 

think the gear will last long. 

Below Mals there is not a grain of snow. The roads are dry 

and I can really build momentum. I 



 

I hardly ever meet anyone in my direction up here. Things 

change from Spondinig onwards. Now it's busy. It looks 

like busy factory traffic. 

There is a traffic jam in Schlanders. I expected it at this 

time. I don't need to go around it. The local traffic flows 

at the rhythm of the traffic lights. 

I am punctually standing in front of my workplace. The door 

to the cloakroom is open. The warm air from inside turns to 

mist right at the door. 

Rolfo is upstairs at the bar drinking coffee. When he sees 

me, he orders another. A large one. Here, too, it is 

sometimes called Haferl. In Italian, I often order a Doppio 

Melitta. At least here, the Saxon inventor of filter coffee is 

still called Melitta and thus honoured. Espresso is not 

filtered in that sense. It is also a different roasting method. 

Nevertheless, I can say that coffee tastes like filter coffee 

when it is made properly. Especially when we order it in 

the south. I like it best as a doppio macchiato. Doppio 

Macchiato is not, as readers might assume, double milk 

and one coffee, but double coffee with double milk. Milk 

is spared in a macchiato. That's what the cappuccino is 

for. 

Rolfo puts his dough on first. He wants to keep the 

machine free for when I need it. 

I'm still thinking about what to offer as a menu today. It's 

difficult. Should I cook a goulash right away? I just had 

beef yesterday. This week was a bit beef-heavy anyway. 

On Mondays, we actually serve a schnitzel. Monday 

schnitzel. But I'd have to make that today from turkey 

breast or chicken breast. I decide on the breaded chicken 

schnitzel. 



 

Maybe even the Parisian version would be a good 

change? 

Salad plate Cream of 

pea soup Spaghetti 

carbonara 

Chicken escalope "Viennese style", rosemary potato, fennel 

vegetables 

Blueberry yoghurt 

Basically, it's already a lot of work. As usual, the first thing I 

do is fill my pasta cooker. I load the steamer with washed 

potatoes. I steam the fennel at the same time. Just as it is. 

I cut the chicken breasts in two and flatten them a little. 

Now I can season them right away and mottle them with 

steam. Just before I bread them, I add egg and stir. That 

still has some time, I think. I cook the pea soup right away 

on the induction in a one-third Gastronorm container. 

Then I just have to hang it up. In the meantime, I put the 

bain maries on. I cook the carbonara sauce. Carbonara is 

made normally, individually. But considering the quantity 

and the time available, a ready-made sauce is the best 

argument. Now it's time for the blueberry yoghurt. I 

hope Rolfo can distribute it to me in bowls. 

First I get the frozen blueberries and sugar them. He is 

finished with the pizza dough and has already cleaned the 

machine. Now I put in two litres of fresh cream with sugar 

to whip it and whip it to a rose. Rose is the mark that a 

whisk leaves in the whipped cream. That means the cream 

is not too stiff and far from overbeaten. Now I add the 

same amount of yoghurt. I now whip this together until it is stiff 

enough to serve. 



 

We now call the result cream yoghurt. I fill it with the 

yoghurt and put it in the fridge. The potatoes are now 

steamed. I do this mainly to clean them. I take them out, 

rinse them thoroughly again and cut them into wedges. I 

season the wedges with rosemary-garlic oil, some pepper 

and salt. When the steamer clears, I put that in at two 

hundred degrees and finish roasting them. I pre-cook the 

spaghetti now. To cool it down, I pour it into two one-and-

a-half Gastronorm. I think a lot of them will be ordered 

today when our guests read the menu. I quickly pass 

through the salad and turn it on. I can portion the plates 

shortly before and during serving. 

Four people suddenly appear in front of my counter. Food 

control. "Good morning!", I say to them. One answers, the 

other and the two ladies do not. 

The first thing they ask me for is the hazard analysis of 

the HACCP concept. I send it to the boss. 

"I'm the sole cook on probation next to the pizzaiolo here. 

My boss sits over in the office." 

"Did the boss do HACCP training with you?" 

"No." 

The boss is coming. Someone probably called him. 

I don't know. That is one speculation among others that 

Rolfo is making. 

From my experience in South Tyrol, I only know such 

marches as a result of advertisements. In the old food 

law, the Carabinieri were also brought in so that no one 

could leave the kitchen or hide goods. In view of the 

various reactions, this course of action was quite 

appropriate. The hygiene inspectors go quite purposefully 

to my boss's frozen stock. 



 

They call me and ask me when I started. One of their 

colleagues goes to the boss and asks if he has an empty 

dustbin. He sends some houseman to get a bin. And now 

every cook would applaud what follows. The inspectors 

throw everything that is not labelled into the bin. 

Generally, we have done this as chefs when taking over 

from colleagues. Our actions were always severely 

condemned and we were called arrogant types who had 

no respect for money and entrepreneurship. Woe betide 

anyone who threw away a product. It would have been 

deducted from my wages. The bin became full. Of course, 

the inspectors put me in charge. As a result, I was 

sentenced to a training course, which took place in my free 

time. The argument is plausible: "You should have thrown 

it away!" 

"But I am an employee here and subordinate to the 

boss. He tells me what I should do and what I shouldn't." 

"Didn't you raise any concerns then?" 

"If you can't find that on any record, it doesn't matter what 

my answer is." 

I have the impression that the controllers understand me. 

In capitalism, only one system counts, the dependency 

system. For this reason, no dependent is responsible. 

Basically, I have a duty of inspection. This obliges me, 

within the scope of my possibilities, to evaluate the 

reliability and quality of the product that I am to process. 

And that is exactly what I do. 

I only throw away a product if it does not pass my 

professional inspection or if I have doubts about it. 



 

evokes. In the end, I'm the one who does the final work on the 

product. The last one to bite is the dog. 

So I am responsible if a customer suffers a disadvantage 

from my food. Not before. 

Personally, I am grateful for the free training, especially 

with regard to HACCP. Normally I would have to pay for it. 

It's a joke of the system. We are supposed to pay for our 

work. Why shouldn't we bring our own wages? I studied in 

the GDR, hygiene, for almost six years in my training. I 

could train the inspectors with this education. 

Updates were given to us in the GDR as part of the job, free of 

charge, during working hours. 

Otherwise, we were given time off and delegated to trainings. 

And that is exactly the difference. 

Now I'm running out of time. I still have to fry the 

schnitzels. I ask the inspectors if they will release me 

from escorting the inspection because I am cooking for 

workers. They are friendly with me and release me. 

Incidentally, I notice how they fill the filled waste bucket 

with a sharp cleaning agent so that the food is really 

unusable. They know each other from back home. The 

look on my boss's face tells me everything. I almost think I 

noticed tears. 

I quickly fry the schnitzels and put the rosemary 

potatoes in the oven. I don't keep the cutlets warm. I 

position them next to the roasting plate and heat those 

up as needed. In the serving area today I need an 

induction plate next to the roasting plate. Today I would 

need four hands. I have outsmarted myself with my menu. 

I set one half of the roasting plate to one hundred sixty 

degrees and the other to one hundred. 



 

I want to use it to keep the rosemary potatoes and the fried 

cutlets warm. I put kitchen paper underneath. Our 

professional kitchen crepe is not as colourfully printed as 

the ones for housewives' households. 

Rolfo asked me about the yoghurt. I almost forgot in all the 

commotion. The blueberries have defrosted with the 

sugar. I stir them into the yoghurt. Rolfo tastes and smacks 

his lips. He fills an extra bowl. That's enough for me to 

judge. 

"I suppose you want to bake blueberry pizza today?", I ask 

him. He laughs out loud. 

"Tomorrow the cook will be back." 

"What, the one who supposedly quit?" 

"The very one!" 

"Well. Then the boss and his staff will surely come at the 

end of the day." 

"That's for sure!" 

"May I speculate? Then he ordered the hygiene control." 

"I think so too." 

We have to shut up. The boss is just coming with his wife. 

You get the impression that walls have ears here. Rolfo 

jumps right in and asks if he wants pizza. A clever 

colleague. I am lucky. The first guests arrive. Oh. I notice 

that I'm still missing egg yolk and grated cheese. I have to 

get that quickly. 

The first guests naturally ask for carbonara as the main 

course. I'm counting it up in my head. That could well lead 

to repeat cooking if it goes on like this. We're selling all the 

spaghetti today. That was about fifty portions as a starter. 

On the side 



 

notice; a workers' starter would be a main course for us. 

One often wonders where they eat it. After a full plate of 

spaghetti, we couldn't get anything else in. We were also 

out of chicken breasts. If someone came now, I would 

have to improvise. No one's coming. We can clean up and 

put everything away. I'm mopping the aisle when the 

inspectors come back and want my signature. "Please 

go to the boss. I can't sign anything for you." 

The boss was already there and signed the protocol. The 

inspectors said a friendly goodbye and complimented me 

on the carbonara. I didn't know that they had eaten with 

me. They didn't pick up anything from me. 

The boss calls me in and says I didn't pass the 

probationary period. He makes me sign a pay slip that 

says a little over two hundred euros. Oh well. It's just about 

enough as petrol money. He doesn't want to part with me 

in bad faith. Maybe he'll need me again. So he doesn't 

spare any jokes. In return, he has given me a good, but 

not free, entertainment. 

Rolfo waves to me and gives me two densely packed 

pizzas. He has them disappear into the box right away. 

"Today even the walls have eyes", he says to me. We say 

goodbye and agree to meet later in the blue. Chefs can't 

make an appointment to meet. 

After changing, I take the time to leisurely make my way to 

Reschen. 



 

Day 60 

 
We get up together. I put on a coffee while Joana is in the 

bathroom. Joana already knows. I told her. She is not 

surprised about it. "That was my guess," she says dryly. 

"Do you have other applications to run?" 

"Enough. So, about ten." 

We go down to Marlies together after coffee. Save money 

and have breakfast at Marlies. Dursun and Alfred are 

standing at Marlies'. Alfred asks why I sneaked into the 

house yesterday. 

"I'm unemployed again." 

"Joana had already indicated it to me. My condolences. 

"Actually, I should go to the employment office now and 

register as unemployed. Basically, the effort is greater than 

the benefit. I call the employment office. I already know a 

few of the clerks personally. I'm almost a regular there as a 

seasonal worker. At the end of the season, you have to 

stand there for hours to deregister. Actually, I expect to 

be able to do this by email at some point. The unemployed 

person without income does not necessarily have to be 

harassed with tourist bus and train fares. Now would be a 

good opportunity to get a proper medical check-up. Or 

even to take part in a language course. 

Unfortunately, that costs money that we don't have. A 

pity. So, unfortunately, we always have to fall back on 

the education that we received free of charge in the 

GDR or in our socialist brother countries. 

After all, the training is only needed for the work we do 

for a living, not our employers. 

"What's around us? Aren't there any jobs there?" 



 

"Actually, I wanted to go back to South Tyrol. The long 

commutes are somehow too expensive for me." 

"I can see if one of my colleagues has a seat," Alfred 

offers me. 

"I wish. Thank you Alfred." 

Marlies goes to the fridge and gets an air-dried black 

pudding. 

"This is a rarity!" I exclaim. "The last time I got air-dried 

black pudding was thirty years ago. At my uncle's." 

"We don't do them too often anymore. Nobody wants them." 

"You can always make them for me. Shall I order them from 

you? 

"You're too poor for that," Marlies answers me. 

"It's enough for me if you make them. I can dry them 

myself. 

"Try these first." 

Marlies gets me a fresh roll. She cuts off a few slices of 

black pudding and wants to put them in the roll. 

"Put plenty of butter underneath, please." 

"No mustard?" 

"Yes, don't! Especially not that stupid tarragon 

mustard of yours." 

"Don't you like it?" 

"That's rubbish. In Italy there is a mustard that is really 

natural mustard. If I want a different taste, I can flavour 

this mustard myself. For example, I put honey in it, others, 

tomato or pepperoni paste." 

"And that tastes good?" 

"Try this. You'll be amazed." 



 

The black pudding tastes great. It's almost as 

good as the ones at home. 

"Do you have a Saxon servant?" 

"With us they are journeymen, not servants." 

"Yes. But, you're screwing them too. Do you? " 

"With us, the journeyman has free board, lodging and twelve 

hundred euros net." 

"That's actually a good wage." 

"Normally, farmers' children do this if they want to take 

over the farm later." 

"My father was also a journeyman with his parents, so, 

with my grandparents. I guess the term is a peasant 

tradition." 

"It's the same in the craft sector," says Alfred. 

"Our journeyman is Thuringian. You're right about the 

sausage. He makes it with us." 

"Like I knew it would happen." 

Alfred compliments me on my taste. 

"Do you also know where Italians are from when you eat their 

tomato sauce?" 

"Not quite. But, I'm almost sure, my Italian compatriots 

suspect it when they eat." 

My mobile phone rings. I apologise to my conversation 

partners and go outside the house. There are a few 

Germans from the West standing there, dressed like that. 

I answer, announce my name and move a little further 

away. The Germans prick up their ears too much for me. 

They have stopped talking to each other in a flash. A 

terrible people. At first I only understand half. My caller is 

a South Tyrolean. I ask twice who he is and what his 

name is. He did not introduce himself with his name. 

That's probably a tradition in Italy. No one answers 



 

with his name there. He calls from the cafeteria where I 

applied. He asked me to come and have a look at the daily 

routine and maybe help out a bit. Generally, that's what I 

suggest in my applications. In the companies I'm interested 

in, I want to see how they work there, how they prepare the 

plates and how big the portions are. I think that's incredibly 

important to avoid initial misunderstandings and 

arguments. There is a lot of bullying in kitchens in general. 

New colleagues are observed and judged with a hundred 

eyes. 

First I look for Joana in the house. She is still in the 

rooms. The rooms look like devastated battlefields. I 

wonder how people can feel comfortable in such a pile 

of rubbish. If Joana didn't air out the rooms, the smell 

alone would make me puke. Joana says to me: "Look 

in the bathroom. " Instead of running the bathroom, we 

should put a tin bucket in the wood. The aunts keep 

throwing their pant liners and sanitary towels into the 

toilet. Dursun is already on his way. Generally, I would 

check the bathroom and toilet before leaving. In case of 

blockages, I would get a five-hundred-euro bill at the 

reception. 

I tell Joana about my job interview. After saying 

goodbye, I start moving. There is plenty of activity in 

Schöneben. Also on the lake. 

There are plenty of buses in the car parks. Some of the 

bus drivers are smoking in front of the local cafés. 

Everything is cleared in the direction of Mals. I make 

good time. There is not the usual traffic jam today. I am 

too late for that. The only people I meet are suppliers. In 

Schlanders there is already shopping traffic 



 

on the way. Arriving in Vezzan, I first have to look for a 

parking space. All occupied. I drive straight into the 

grounds. There is a free space right next to the house. 

Two people are standing there smoking. "The parking 

space is occupied," one of them tells me. "I won't be there 

long." 

"It's none of our business." 

I am looking for the entrance to the canteen. The door is 

open. A colleague is standing in the kitchen and greets 

me in a friendly manner. 

"Are you Karl?" 

"Yes. " 

"We cook here for one hundred and twenty guests. Some 

days there are one hundred and eighty." 

"From when to when is the issue?" 

"Lunch from eleven to one. Breakfast from half past seven 

to nine." 

"Oh, full time." 

"Of course. After the food is served, you still have to clean 

up and settle up." 

"Am I alone?" 

"A cashier comes to help you out a little bit." 

"Let me see the menus to cook." 

"You have sandwiches early, maybe some cake and a 

sweet or savoury soup. At lunchtime, salad plates are 

soup 

Starter main 

course and 

dessert due. 

The kitchen is well equipped and the food should not be a 

problem. Provided the technology works. It works. Alois, 

the cook, introduces himself and I introduce myself. 

"What do I have to do here?" 



 

"I'm supposed to test you." 

"Do you want me to represent you?" 

No answer. Okay, let's get to work. Let's get to 

work. Today we have: 

Salad plate 

Broth with egg 

Pasta Napoli 

Chicken leg, pilaf, mixed vegetables 

vanilla pudding 

There are still a few sandwiches and some cake left over 

from breakfast. Alois presents this as a gift. 

The salads are usually made by Luise, the cashier. 

"You can cook the pasta for me. The pasta cooker is 

already running. The tomato sauce is already ready." 

Generally, pasta is pre-cooked to this extent. So I cook the 

spaghetti to the point where I can heat it up in a very short 

time. At home, pasta is eaten al dente. Among the workers 

who eat with us, there are many Italians. They eat pasta a 

bit firmer than our locals. That is the riddle of this issue, 

unless someone says who is Italian. My new colleagues 

know their customers. I have nothing to fear there. 

My colleague reminded me to cool the pasta in time. I do 

a test and say: "Just a moment". 

"They're too soft!" shouts Alois. 

I doubt it. I've already cooked for our compatriots in the ski 

resorts and I know their pasta habits very well. That's 

what I tell Louis to calm him down. He quiets down. 

Pasta is not quenched here. But it is oiled and then 

stirred. 



 

You spread it out so that it cools quickly. There is enough 

free space for it in the kitchen. 

The issue runs smoothly. The guests ask Alois if I am the 

new guy. Many introduce themselves personally and 

some say where they work. They are all friendly, caring 

colleagues. There is not a single troublemaker among 

them. Compared to a tourist hotel, this is directly a 

resort. 

Alois confesses: "The pasta was right." 

If I had taken them out when Alois wanted me to, I would 

have had to reheat them longer; re-cook them, so to 

speak. 

Alois shows me the accounts. This can sometimes be 

extremely time-consuming. There are different types of 

billing. Cash payers, food vouchers with different billing 

modalities and food vouchers from own sales. This has to 

be sorted and counted. Initially, this will far exceed my 

working hours. Overtime will certainly not be paid. Let's 

call it teaching money. 

Louise and Alois bid me farewell and wish me a pleasant 

journey. We agree on tomorrow morning, six o'clock. I am 

to do all the cooking and serve one shift. That makes me 

happy. 

Somehow I am quite excited in anticipation to be able 

to tell Joana. The drive up to Reschen flies by. I never 

thought that as a master chef I could feel like a first-year 

apprentice. Thanks to South Tyrol, I can. Unfortunately, 

I'm not getting any younger. 

Joana asks me how it was. Alfred is also standing 

there, pricking up his ears. I tell her. "That's the work you 

learned! "Joana is delighted. 



 

In fact, I have worked in dozens of different company 

kitchens and canteens. As a head chef and also as a partie 

chef. I could teach people practically. 

Unfortunately, they don't 

want to. I am not from 

here. 



 

Day 61 

 
 

The joke is that today we get up together at the time 

Joana usually goes to work. It's half past four. Today 

we can make coffee here in the room. I'm sure there's no 

one downstairs yet. 

Our homemade poor people's tobacco, made from 

fermented nettles, vine leaves and herbs, is also running 

low. I tell Joana that I will bring some from home. It just 

has to finish early enough. After all, it still needs to be cut. 

I'll add a few fig leaves. 

We say goodbye and Joana accompanies me to the 

car. Today the weather doesn't look too peaceful. It smells 

of snow. After a kiss, I drive off. I don't meet a single car 

until Mals. Because of the brightness of the snow, it is not 

as pitch black as it should be. The sky is completely 

overcast up here. From Mals onwards I occasionally meet 

a car. Most of them are women. In the dark, alone in a car 

as a woman, requires a lot of courage and self-

confidence. South Tyrolean women are self-confident and 

quite brave. I admire that again and again. 

From Silandro to Vezzan there is already a bit more traffic. 

The light is already on in the cafeteria. The colleague is 

already there and so is our cashier. I'm sure they are 

preparing for me. 

Alois has already posted the menu. Today we have: 

Salad plate 

Cream of fennel 

soup Penne Ragu 

Cream schnitzel, roast potatoes, spinach 



 

Vanilla pudding with plums 

This is actually a simple menu. Alois wrote it that way 

especially for me. He could have written it more 

complicated. I don't tell him that. 

Our colleague Luise already has the salads ready. She 

helps me with the sandwiches. Luise is amazed at how 

fast I can do it. I cut the sausage, ham and cheese directly 

from the machine onto the rolls. We don't put any butter 

on them. I'm surprised. "The fitters don't want that," Alois 

tells me. I believe him. Our Italian compatriots in the ski 

shops didn't want that either. They rarely wanted pickles 

either. 

I have enough time to drink two coffees at the breakfast 

counter. I had to pay for them at Luise's. As staff coffee. If I 

stay there, I have to bring my own coffee. With my 

consumption, I would easily spend three euros on coffee 

alone. I don't have that kind of money. I pay two hundred 

and fifty euros a month just to get to work. That doesn't 

even include the costs for repairs, wear and tear and so 

on. Alois shows me the roast potatoes. We have already 

frozen them. The spinach too. The ragu is canned. The 

fennel is frozen and I put it in a pot to make soup. I put the 

spinach and the ragù in the steamer. The roast potatoes 

are pre-baked. I hardly have to worry about the roast 

colour. I put them on the roasting plate and season them. 

I put the onion in the blender with the oil. I put the onion 

on the potatoes a little later. Alois is new to this with the 

onion. "Doesn't it taste bitter?" 

"You can try this then." 

I'm sure he'll try it without my prompting. After all, this is 

my exam. The 



 

I make fennel soup again with potato flakes. We have 

plenty of them in the house. My colleagues usually add 

potatoes and mix it together with the name-giver. I don't 

like that because mixed fresh potatoes become a bit sticky, 

almost slimy. I cook the cream sauce as a broth with 

parsley and chives, bind it and now add cream. 

"Clever," says Alois. He is a colleague, after all, and his 

compliments are genuine. I put the cream sauce straight 

into the bain marie. All the schnitzels that I now fry pink I 

put directly into the sauce. By the time they're served, 

they're done, tender and juicy. 

Alois has a steaker. He doesn't like to take it. I do. This 

steaker is more like a pasta machine. I would use that if 

we didn't have a steaker. 

With the electric pasta machine, pounding the schnitzel 

is particularly quick and easy. I cook the pudding in a 

similar way to the cream sauce. I boil it in water and 

add cream at the end. At least this prevents brown or 

black bits from forming. Louise portions the pudding 

and adds the plum compote sparingly on top. 

We have lunch and I finish on time. 

The first two arrive. A woman from the office below our 

canteen with her colleague. Instead of potato, she wants 

rice. Of course, that's exactly what I didn't think of. Alois 

also forgot to tell me. But Alois has a few portions in the 

fridge. He offers her a portion and says he is from 

yesterday. The woman agrees and I heat her rice in a cup 

with the microwave. It takes fifteen seconds with our 

microwave. The microwave is a frequently used utensil in 

a la carte gastronomy. A really fine 



 

Invention. The workers who come greet me with my first 

name. I immediately feel at home here. No one complains 

about a rump steak that was fried two seconds too short. 

No one complains about French fries that are too soft. No 

one complains about too much sauce. Compared to the 

GDR, a workers' meal here costs as much as three meals 

in a HO restaurant. And that's quite remarkable. The joke 

is that GDR workers could easily get seconds. That's a bit 

more difficult today. A workers' meal in the GDR cost fifty-

five pfennigs. A guest meal, one mark fifty-five. When I 

think that after deducting the rent, we had twice as much 

money in our wallets as today, my feet fall asleep. "What 

am I working for?" 

The issue is dragging on. Today, two additional road 

construction crews are coming. That's almost forty people. 

I have to re-fry cutlets and, to be honest, I get a bit carried 

away. In addition, I quickly put on a pot of rice. The 

potatoes won't be enough. Alois shows me where the 

spinach is. I put it in the steamer right away. The boys say 

they can't wait long. Now it pays off that I've worked in 

restaurants and ski shops. Alois is surprised at my 

calmness: "I would go crazy. 

"That doesn't help either," I comfort him. 

"Do you often have that here? Do you often get this many 

extra customers?" 

"Actually, I already know the customers. Agents and business 

travellers come regularly in addition." 

"All right. I'll have to cover that with the purchase in the 

future." 



 

"I'm not training you for this kitchen. You're going to 

another one." 

Finally, he speaks plainly. So this is training for a 

different kitchen. 

"Tomorrow you'll already be in another kitchen." 

"What, tomorrow already?" 

"We'll go over there. I'll introduce you to a colleague. He 

wants to stop there. 

Somehow that sounds a bit dubious to me again. I'll tell 

Joana about it today. 

"When does the service start there?" 

"The current chef comes around six o'clock." 

Today's issue is ready. Louise cleans the kitchen for us. 

We go over to the other kitchen. This is at a South 

Tyrolean bacon producer. 

A cook naturally uses every free minute in the fresh air to 

smoke a cigarette and take a deep breath. I light a 

cigarette on the street. Alois tells me: 

"There is no smoking here." 

"What, out here in the open?" 

"Yes. All over the premises!" 

I am a smoker. I don't work in a company where smoking 

is forbidden. Alois waits with me a little while until I have 

finished smoking. We go into the impressive grounds. I 

meet people who I would have expected to work in a 

laboratory. That's how they were dressed. In full 

protection, part two, GDR citizens with NVA experience 

would say. I can't imagine working all day in clothes like 

that. The cook's uniform is enough for me. It can be quite 

annoying at times. 

"Do I have to wear this too?" 

"No. They're the packaging people." 



 

It's a load off my mind. I would have cancelled 

immediately. In the stairwell I notice my new clients and 

colleagues. Very few of my colleagues are from South 

Tyrol. I thought I was standing in a refugee centre. I hear 

languages from all the nations of the world. And these 

colleagues make South Tyrolean bacon. I have to laugh a 

little. And for that we fight for trademark protection 

worldwide. 

All colleagues, regardless of skin colour, are friendly and 

seem open-minded. Everyone greets and smiles. They all 

speak Italian and some speak good German. I am 

amazed. 

At the top, we go through two locks and stand in the 

kitchen. There seems to be absolute freedom. The 

colleague who greets me has a tiny headgear on. The 

paper shuttles are more like pseudo-headgear. Like the 

pseudo-hygiene in the West. More appearance than 

reality. What can't be sprayed off is healthy. 

The colleague explains the kitchen routine to me. Every 

customer gets two sandwiches for breakfast. 

We also have a soup offer. Sometimes also something 

sweet, which the baker delivers to us. Impressive. 

"We have one hundred and fifty to two hundred customers 

per meal." 

I do a quick calculation in my head. That's at least three 

hundred sandwiches. 

"When does breakfast start?" 

"Half seven." 

I do the maths again briefly. 

"Then I would have to start at least at five, at the latest, half 

past five." 

"I start at half past five." 



 

I think the first few days I will definitely start at five. There 

has to be some reserve. That means I have to wake 

Joana. 

The idea gives me a slight tingle in my stomach. If 

something comes up, people are left without food. I have to 

allow plenty of time for the journey. There is an inner 

pressure that I can hardly describe. If something happens 

to me and so on. One reassures me. All my clients work in 

the industry. They could replace me if necessary. 

"We offer two optional meals and one vegetarian -." 

'That too', I think to myself. 

"Is the food pre-ordered?" 

"Yes. Already when you buy the food vouchers. You still 

have about thirty unordered meals that need to be 

covered." 

Now I can roughly understand why the colleague is 

leaving. If he's a smoker, so and so. So I'm supposed to 

stock, lossless, ninety meals. Three optional meals per 

unbooked person. In the GDR, all food that was older than 

five hours after it was finished had to be put away. 

Generally, employees took these meals home with them. 

We take a tour and I am shown the kitchen and adjoining 

rooms. The technology is as old as the hills, but it works 

so far, according to my colleague. 

"You come from the GDR? Then you're used to kitchens like 

this." 

"Colleague. We had kitchens like that in the junkyards. We 

didn't cook there." 

"I thought..." 

"Our kitchens were renovated after the depreciation period. 

That was after eight to ten years at the latest. 



 

Scrap yards where cooking is done I have only seen here 

and in the West." 

Basically, we saw everything and the colleague gave me 

a very good and friendly introduction. We say goodbye 

and he promises to drop by if I am in need. 

"I still have to go home," I say to Alois. 

"Well then. See you tomorrow." 

I have to look quickly to get into the car. In an hour, the 

rush hour starts. I have to be home at least by then. The 

pressure is enormous. When I think that I still have to get 

home via Kastellbell, I feel sick. 

Up to Latsch it goes quite smoothly. Now comes the 

road along the Strada Vecchia. In Kastellbell there is a 

traffic light system that regularly causes a huge traffic jam. 

Today it seems to work. At the penultimate bend before 

the traffic lights, about a kilometre from the town, there is 

a traffic jam. And at this time of day. I almost go crazy at 

the sight. Actually, it would be easy to drive around this 

place. But the diversions takes about as long as it takes to 

clear the traffic jam. So that's out of the question. I'll be 

through in half an hour. I don't have enough time. At least 

I expect heavy factory traffic from Naturns on. It works. 

The operation is tolerable and the traffic runs smoothly. 

Typical local traffic. 

When I get home, I go to cut our working tobacco. For this 

I take our pasta machine. I cut one kilo. That will have to 

do. The flat smells of vanilla. I ferment our house tobacco 

with rum and a little vanilla. It smells and tastes good. 



 

If I set off now, I can still leave the strict factory traffic 

behind me. At least until Schlanders. As I suspected, I 

make good time up to Schlanders in my sighting. In 

Schlanders there is a traffic jam. The traffic jam is local and 

dissipates relatively quickly. Up to Eyrs I can drive eighty 

kilometres per hour. That is a really good speed for this 

road. 

In spring and summer, I can get away from it all at thirty 

kilometres an hour. 

Up to the Reschen, there is hardly an obstruction and so I 

arrive at Joana and Alfred's quite early. 

Alfred is standing inside. Dursun too. No one would have 

expected me. No guests are likely to arrive today. 

"Joana is already upstairs. " 

"Greetings. Then I'm leaving very quickly. I have to get up at 

half past three tomorrow." 

"Do you want us to wake you up?" 

"That wouldn't be bad. Thank you." 

"Good night!" 

I tell Jonah about the company. For the first time I see hope 

in Joana's eyes. She thinks it would be an ideal job for 

me. I haven't told her everything. I have to do that later. 



 

Day 62 

 
Joana wakes me up before the phone rings. It's at three 

o'clock. Anyone who gets up at this time of day must need 

an hour to be halfway normal. I can immediately 

understand the profession of baker. My bones are still as 

stiff as a board. I don't have to eat much. Coffee is 

important. The machine runs while I am in the bathroom. I 

drink one cup here and take the rest with me. 

I don't meet anyone on the way. In just under forty minutes 

I'm already in Silandro. At the gate a guard tells me to park 

my car outside. The car park is full. I have to look for 

something. I quickly have another smoke. 'Eight hours 

without tobacco...' I think to myself. I tell the doorman that I 

have to go to the kitchen and that I am the new cook. He 

shows me the way to go. It's an extra staircase. "The 

cloakroom is upstairs." 

"Thank you." 

"The buns are before the rise." 

I look. There are two huge sacks made of paper. I'll 

probably have to walk twice to get them. My luggage and 

the bread rolls are too much to carry. 

"There's a lift," the guard calls after me quietly and 

points to the door marked with it. At least now I don't 

have to carry the buns up by hand. 

The kitchen is pitch black, except for an emergency light. I 

look for the switchboard that my colleague showed me the 

day before. A main switch has to be operated. The 

kitchen doesn't smell very good. It smells of old grease. 

The colleague has written today's menu on his notice 

board. That saves me a lot of searching. In the kitchen 

office he has also written the menus for the whole week. 



 

I'll have to call Alois to see if the orders have already 

been placed. 

First I put on a pot for the broth and fill the pasta cooker. 

The kitchen runs on gas and I fumble for almost twenty 

minutes with strips of paper and wooden sticks to get the 

pilot lights going. A terrible invention. In between I had 

doubts whether I had turned the main tap on instead of off. 

With the alleged safety standards, professional kitchens 

have been rendered useless. The bain maries also run on 

gas. Disgusting. I turn off the ventilation. Now the pilot 

flames are coming on. Half an hour is gone. In the West, 

they just don't have a clue about building functioning 

professional kitchens. When I think of our Ascoblock and 

Nagema, the sight of these heaps of scrap brings tears to 

my eyes. In the first hour, a kind of despair sets in. 

Increasingly, my colleague's resignation explains itself to 

me. I just imagine how I am supposed to explain this to the 

officials of the labour office, that it is simply impossible to 

work in this scrap yard without getting a health damage. It 

seems to me that this is also the reason why the kitchens 

are leased out. Obviously they don't want to embarrass 

themselves in front of their employees. 

So the migrant should once again play the buffer stop for 

sloppy management. I am almost sure that when the 

kitchen is rebuilt, no migrant will manage to get a job 

there. 

After I've got the technology switched on, it's time to start 

making the rolls. My cold cuts for breakfast are in the 

freezer compartment under the slicer. With the cheese, 

there are three kinds. On one 



 

The colleague described to me on a piece of paper how I 

should cover the rolls. I do the test on a scale. The rolls are 

filled to the brim. Unemployed people would get tears in 

their eyes at the sight. After all, a customer in the shop 

would have to pay just under three euros for a roll topping. 

With two rolls, that makes six euros. In a month, one 

hundred and twenty euros, which the worker saves at 

home. I get a little behind schedule when I'm putting the 

rolls on. Somehow I have to think of something now. 

Otherwise I'll be standing there and my rolls won't be 

ready. 

First I stir the ready-made soup into the boiling water. 

Then I fill the bain maries with fresh frankfurters, Merano, 

the soup and two containers of reserve water. I cook the 

breakfast eggs right away in the packaging. The griddle is 

still to be switched on for fried eggs and meat loaf. My 

colleague has already whipped up the scrambled eggs for 

me and put them in the cold storage. I will have to replace 

it with liquid egg in the coming days. At least it saves me 

half an hour, which I would need just for beating the eggs. 

Now I can go back to the buns. I now cut a whole portion 

in my hand and spread it around a bit after putting it on 

the bun. That works. I only need half the time. 

I cut the meat loaf last. Now I really do have fifteen 

minutes until opening time. Cigarette break. Where do I 

smoke my cigarette now? On the toilet? 

Upstairs, on the fire escape entrance to the kitchen? Yes. 

That's where I'm going now to have a smoke...or two. 

When I came back to the kitchen, it already smelled of 

fresh coffee. A clattering could be heard in the kitchen. 

Sounds of dishes and cutlery. 

"I'm Ruth and you are?" 



 

"Karl." 

Honestly, I am almost frightened. Not because there is a 

person, but what a person. 

"Do you have everything ready?" 

"I think." 

"I'll spend that. You do the supplies." Ruth 

brought some cake. 

"Where was that?" 

"At the camp. I'll show you then." 

"I'll quickly fry you some meat loaf and put it in the bain 

marie." 

"Thank you." 

Ruth's presence can only be a stroke of luck for me. It 

gives me enough time to cook the menu. 

Salad buffet 

Soup with and without smoked meat 

Lasagne 

Pasta Napoli 

Rippele, fried potato, sauerkraut 

Bratwurst, fried potato, sauerkraut 

Vegetarian cabbage roll, fried potato, sauerkraut 

Strawberry cream slice 

The cream cake is already ready. The lasagne too. I just 

have to put it in the GN container and in the oven. The 

vegetarian cabbage roll comes from Trentino. It's frozen. 

I put it in the steamer. The roast potatoes are in stock, 

frozen. 

My colleague has probably prepared the change well. The 

meat for the ribs is already hanging in the cold storage. It's 

a load off my mind. I take it straight to the kitchen, season 

it and put it in the steamer. I put the lasagne in the same 

steamer at the same temperature. 



 

After that I add the sofritto for the barley soup 

in the pot and put it on the gas to sweat. I add the barley 

straight away. Now I deglaze the barley, season with dry 

stock, salt, pepper and a pinch of sugar. A piece of smoked 

meat is missing. I go back to the cold store and search. 

And look; there are six delicious smoked knuckles on the 

shelf. I put them in the steamer as soon as I unpack them. 

I put the sauerkraut in the pot. I already have the penne 

ready in the pasta cooker. I quickly season the tomato 

polpa a little and fill it into the insert and hang that in the 

bain marie. It will be warm by noon. 

Actually, the food is already cooked now. I could go again if 

someone takes it out of the oven in time and portions it a bit. 

Ruth says she'll make the salad. What more do I want? 

Luckily I am still needed at breakfast. Otherwise it would 

already be boring. Sandwiches and Leberkäse are to be 

copied. Frankfurters and Meraner also seem to go out. 

They are not in stock. I ask Ruth where I can get them now. 

Ruth laughs at me. 

"You work in a butcher's shop!" 

Ruth calls a number briefly and about five minutes later a 

colleague in a butcher's shirt is standing in front of me with 

the deserts in a bowl. The sausages are there. He greets 

me friendly with his Hungarian accent. 

"Here. Your sausages!" 

"Thank you, my dearest." 

"Ah. A GDR cook." 

"I guess I can order bacon, meat and meatloaf from you 

then?" 

"No," exclaims Ruth. "We are a different company." 



 

The Hungarian colleague leaves. 

"Why don't you take your goods from the butcher?" 

"It's too expensive for our workers' supply." Capitalism 

at its best. You produce products in a slaughterhouse and 

buy your own requirements for your colleagues who 

produce them elsewhere. In this system, you really have 

difficulties with calculation and accounting. 

We deep-fry the pre-baked fried potatoes for serving. I 

probably won't even have to serve the food. I like the 

business more and more, despite its logistical 

weaknesses. 

After I have finished cooking the meal, I go to portioning. I 

ask Ruth how big they portion the lasagne and the meat. 

She shows me. 

So. Nothing stands in the way of the issue now. We still 

have some time. Ruth buys a coffee. 

"Coffee is also available outside in the vending machine. 

You need a personal chip for that. This coffee here has to 

be bought." 

I had wondered why so little coffee was charged. 

"Do you smoke, Ruth?" 

"Yes. " 

"Now we can go and have a smoke. " 

"I'll come with you." 

It takes us almost ten minutes to get to the front of the 

premises. The same time back results in ten minutes for a 

cigarette break. 

"This was requested by an American company we 

produce for." 

"What, that smoking is not allowed here?" 



 

"Exactly that." 

A foreign company that places an order here demands 

that its foreign workers who produce the order do not 

smoke. I wonder why they don't make and consume their 

own rubbish. In my life I would not have signed such a 

contract. The hardship must be really great with such 

contracts. If the company gives up, that's it. That's the only 

way to get Chicago conditions in South Tyrol. And I 

thought there were already enough empty ruins here. 

We smoke two cigarettes each. Somehow you'd think we were 

eating the things. That's what's really unhealthy about 

smoking. Smoking requires time and enjoyment. That's what 

makes smoking inventive. 

Back in the issue, we're ready to go. And already the first 

colleagues arrive. I think they come in departments. 

Somehow I can hear that in their conversations. They all 

greet me in a friendly way and ask Ruth if I'm the new 

guy. I don't hear the whispering. I'm not interested in that 

either. Strictly speaking, I would now say that the men 

are more likely to approach me and seek a conversation 

with me. But the absolute majority of the workers are 

definitely not from here. Some of them look grumpy. 

Towards me, however, they are extremely friendly. Do I 

see a hidden class consciousness there? It seems to me 

that the workers are aware of their situation, like ours. 

Now even colleagues come in a turban. I immediately 

realise why I should cook vegetarian food in a 

slaughterhouse. The hardship in India must be really 

great if vegetarians are forced to work in 

slaughterhouses far from home. 



 

The issue is over relatively quickly. I had to cook a few more 

bratwursts. That was also the plan. 

After lunch we immediately clean the kitchen and make an 

appointment for tomorrow. It is not even two o'clock yet. 

Occasionally, another driver comes and wants a lunch. We 

scoop it up from the pots that are hung out. The pots just 

need to be covered. There would still be a leftover to use 

on the late shift. A free bonus, so to speak. So the cycle is 

already secured. 

After changing we go to our cars together. Ruth goes 

shopping in the company shop. I say goodbye for the 

second time. Ruth has to laugh about it. 

The journey towards Reschen is comfortable. There are no 

traffic jams and no interruptions. Above Mals all roads are 

clear. In places I can even see the road surface. The salt 

is taking hold. 

Alfred and Joana were expecting me at that time. They 

are standing in front of the house and Joana is smoking. 

To be honest, I'm a bit tired now. I want to take a short 

nap. We arrange to meet Alfred in the evening. 


