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	Year 2019 
Brandenburg region, Germany
We were finally on our holiday. Pete and I had been so very busy with work that we needed to get away together. The car was packed, and it would be a good seven hour drive through Germany. We needed this time for each other as we often neglected to make time to just sit and enjoy each other’s company. Always gone by six in the morning, meeting up for dinner and early to bed. 
I booked accommodation in a small town in the Eastern region of Germany, close to the Polish border, to see a popular car race. Audi, Aston-Martin and BMW were competing in a big race over the weekend. Pete and I both loved watching car races like formula one, and I had always loved the Australian super V8’s. He was a big Audi fan, and for my part I thought it would be interesting to see how it all operated. We had visited the area three months previously as we attended a friend’s wedding and stayed at a pension. I had to laugh at myself when our friends said we could stay at a pension. I was a little disappointed they thought we were that old! I mean ‘pensioners’ who had to stay at an old person’s accommodation. Or did they think we could get a reduced rate because we were pensioners? To my amusement it was their name for ‘Bed & Breakfast’. A self-contained room that had its own bathroom, and kitchenette, and the very necessary television for Pete. It had a lovely terrace where we could sit in the shade of a grape vine that grew overhead. It had cluster of ripened grapes ready to taste. Pete could have a smoke, and I enjoyed a glass of wine. 
Communication wasn’t a problem, as Pete was fluent in German. I have always been impressed with the variety and versatility of different nationalities living so close to each other, but their languages so different. Pete is Danish, and we lived close to the German border, so it was natural for him to learn German at an early age, and now of course he was also fluent in English. Being Australian, I never had to feel the demand to learn any other language than English. When I visited Denmark many years previously, I was at a gathering of friends that spoke multiple languages and they could understand each other. I wanted that opportunity for our children. So here we were, in this amazing place.
For some strange reason the area reminded me of my home town where I grew up back in Australia. I wasn’t sure if it was because of the countryside, or that the town was still living back in the 90’s, there was a video store, everything was closed by 5 pm, and nothing apart from the pizza shop was open on a Sunday. It was once a mining town, but now the open cast mine had filled naturally with water and created a large lake and was a popular tourist destination for local Germans. There were countless pine forests surrounding the countryside, and we visited local attractions close by. We had planned to help a couple we met at a wedding to restore an old barn they were fixing up. Driving around this area I felt so many mixed emotions. I was sad, elated, then for one awful moment I was scared and anxious. 
We were to visit a small town of Calau. Pete was told of a car museum we should see. As we drove over the railway crossing my heart was racing so fast and I felt lost, and short of breath. The museum had so many old vehicles, in one barn alone, it was completely filled up with old motor bikes. I never knew Audi made a motorbike. As we entered the museum, there were all kinds of old cars. One section contained vehicles made in Russia, they seemed to have a liking to make copies of American type cars. In another section there were WWII vehicles and war memorabilia, various items like radios, uniforms, medals and documents. I stood looking at all these things feeling privileged I was born in a time and a country that I never had to experience the destruction of war. War had engulfed these countries over a number of generations, but people lived and continued their lives throughout all this turmoil, even finding moments of love in the tremendous sadness. If we had now been living in a period of peace, what is the society going to be like in the next generation? Acceptance. Still today everyone has their own measures of what is acceptable. None of my family members ever had to face war, but for some reason I have always respected the men and women who commit their lives to the protection of freedom. 
The next morning, we were sitting out front of a café having breakfast, as people walked past starting their day, walking their dogs, or taking children to daycare. The old buildings were so charming, there were creeping vines covering the walls, and flower boxes at each window. The road had long been blocked off from daily traffic and was now filled with tables and chairs out front of the number of cafes and restaurants located up and down the mall. I looked up at the shop across from us, it had a very old doorway built in stone and on one side was the name ‘GUNTHER 1915’. That name was familiar to me and held a special place in my heart. Curiously I smiled and wondered which part of Germany he came from? 
Is it weird to have a strong connection to someone you barely know, or met just briefly? Something powerful between this person and myself had always affected me, and provoked a fondness and pride that only grows deeper the more I live and discover my life in Europe.
Planning to meet Alex and Stacey at lunchtime, we put the address in the GPS and made our way to find their house. Not that far on the outskirts of town we passed a large complex that looked like it had been a well-developed factory and built beside it was an enormous accommodation block. We stopped to have a quick look around, everything looked like it was just abandoned; there were curtains still trying to hang at the windows, there were still pictures hanging crooked on walls in some rooms. It had long been left and forgotten, the factory long since stopped working. Out front there was an organized parking area built for buses. It appeared that many people could use the buses which would have been lined up, to take them to and from their daily jobs and activities. As we then later discovered from Alex, the eastern areas of Germany had been under the strong influence of Soviet Russian control, and once the ‘Wall’ came down, the Russians had to remove their assets from factories and other places of work. The buildings were simply abandoned from one day to the next. We did wonder what happened to all the people living there. Knowing that Communism is like a cancer, and relieved it no longer exists there, we did however feel for all those people having to leave their workplace and home. If they called it a home. A person needs a purpose in life, something to give meaning, and we wondered where they all went? 
We drove on to see a large barn in the middle of restoration, beside a house that the GPS said was our destination. They were a lovely young couple, still trying to finish building their house. They invited us to look inside. The lounge room and kitchen were one large room, and hidden lights gave off light from behind a false ceiling. Stacey had told us it was a nightmare to build, but it was rewarding to have it finished. They had prepared a lunch and invited some of their friends around to also help with the restoring the barn. Alex wanted to replace the old dirt floor with concrete, a few support posts had to be replaced, and he was adding a door to the side of the barn. Structures were erected to support the roof and wall, and now they had to dig a large hole to place a new post. As Pete dug down only sixty centimeters or so, his shovel hit onto something that wasn’t stone. It sounded rather hollow, and as they uncovered what looked like an old chest, I got goose bumps done my arms and chills down by spine. I was a little nervous of what it could contain. Thinking it could be ammunition left behind from the war, frightened that it could explode. The latch had rusted, and we were unable to open it without breaking the latch. Alex went and got a hammer, not very confident in their methods of trying to open the chest, I definitely had reservations in staying to see what was inside. He hit the latch a few times and as it broke off, some of the wood also came with it. The hinges were also rusty and seized, they had to prize the lid open with a crowbar.
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