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The train is empty, nobody is on the move. A strange feeling, to be on my own in an Inter City,
where people usually have to stay, because there is not enough space. On average, the 

Swiss travel less than half the usual distance every day.



Arrival in Bern - 
The train station does look like there would be an apocalypse. Or is there?



I’m going up the escalators. The Loebegge, 
where people usually meet, is also a lost place. 
What a tiny virus can do…



I quickly settle into the new everyday life. University, meeting friends or parties take place online. Video services 
are very much in vogue, zoom for example is used by 30 times more people than last year.



The only problem is that although you are together,
you are always alone. Paradoxical,

a void is created.



The only one I get to shake hands with is the computer mouse.



To fill this emptiness, I try to keep myself busy. Maybe that way
I can repress the problem. I start to read…



… or I am outside and take pictures of
landscape and birds. I manage to escape from

the problem and I accept the situation.… bake a lot of nice stuff …



The weekly shopping turns into a ticket to freedom. I have never looked forward
so much to going to the supermarket.  Although I spend half an eternity looking for the

food intended for my grandmother, the short change of
scenery is a great pleasure. I used to hate shopping before.



Afterwards the purchase is delivered. I don’t ring the
bell,just leave the bag outside the front door.

Otherwise one would still be tempted to
come closer together.



Just until I get back to the meanwhile boring daily
routine. We do not write new stories

- so there is not much left to tell each other.

The grandmother always waves me out of the window.
We exchange a few words as best we can over the
floors. That makes me happy. But how long does this satisfaction last?



It’s Sunday. Normally I would be out with these
people who are good for me. It feels

like the closeness is so far away. Help,
I’m alone, everyone’s alone.



The optimist in me makes me
dream. It’s a beautiful summer evening.

 I see myself on the riverbank
with lots of people, we celebrate

like there’s no tomorrow.
We are together

and say eachother,

“I’m glad, you’re here.”

And we mean it when we say it.
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