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Foreword by the Editor 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Where is Uncle Theo? 

 

It is now almost five years since Uncle Theo disappeared with-

out a trace. I can hardly remember what he looks like. He 

exists only like a faded photograph in my memory. 

Actually, the fact that Uncle Theo disappeared is nothing re-

markable in itself. This kind of thing happened quite often 

with him – so often that it was the normal condition rather 

than a deviation from the norm for him. 

That's why in our family we didn't mind at first when he 

couldn't be reached in any way. He often didn't have his mo-

bile phone with him – and when he did, it was often set to si-

lent or even switched off completely. On no account did Uncle 

Theo want to subject himself to what he called the "terror of 

constant accessibility". 
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In addition, Uncle Theo – at least as long as I have known him 

– has led a kind of nomadic life anyway. He kept his head 

above water with arts and crafts, small pieces of jewellery, 

wooden figures and lucky charms, which he manufactured in a 

workshop behind his house and regularly sold at the fairs in 

the small towns. Thus, as he liked to say, he was "at home in 

the homelessness". 

"My home is on the road" – wasn't that one of his standard 

sayings? 

In the past, it was said, Uncle Theo used to work for an in-

surance company. But that must have been a very long time 

ago. In any case, I can't imagine him as someone engaged in a 

regular job – a job, moreover, that requires those smooth 

manners that Uncle Theo always disregarded so pleasurably. 

 

The Uncle Theo Museum 

 

After the death of Uncle Theo's and my mother's parents, Un-

cle Theo had moved into their house. Since then he had left it 

to decay – partly out of disdain for material things, partly be-

cause he lacked the means for renovation. When we had to 

realise that this time he would indeed remain gone, we 

therefore had our hands full with keeping the house from fi-

nally collapsing. 

For a long time, my mother had shied away from assigning the 

house to another use. "He is my brother," she had said time 

and again when my father had reproached her about the un-

profitable maintenance costs. "If we give up his house, we are 



7 
 

practically giving up him too. It's like declaring him dead - and 

he has only disappeared!" 

Now, however, after all these years of not hearing from him, 

even she has realised that we can't keep the house as an Un-

cle Theo museum forever. So she agreed to a compromise: We 

do not officially rent out the house, but leave it to a destitute 

family who otherwise could not afford such accommodation. 

The only condition was that if Uncle Theo should eventually 

turn up, he would have first right of access to the house. If he 

wants to move back in, the family has to come to terms with 

him. 

Of course, we had to clean up the house thoroughly before 

the new residents moved in. Everywhere we found knick-

knacks that Uncle Theo had either made himself or had col-

lected at the various fairs – countless memories, traces of 

someone else's life that stood in the way of another life un-

folding. In the "studio" – which in fact was an old wooden 

shed – we even found unwashed coffee cups under the work 

tables, which we had overlooked during our cursory visits. 

Needless to say that we never thought of giving Uncle Theo's 

things away or even throwing them in the rubbish. Instead, we 

reserved a smaller room in the house for him, just in case he 

should return home unexpectedly, as he had done so often in 

the past. 

"We can't lock him out of his own house!" my mother scoffed 

when my father made fun of this. "When he comes back, he 

should feel at home right away. It will be a shock for him to 

find strangers in his house anyway." 
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My mother is very attached to her brother. The thought that 

he might not come back is still something she refuses to con-

sider under any circumstances. 

 

A Tattered Booklet 

 

Among the things that fell into my hands while sorting 

through Uncle Theo's belongings is also a tattered exercise 

book. It contains a computer printout of about 15 pages, 

folded behind the cover, and handwritten notes in barely de-

cipherable hieroglyphics. Classic Uncle Theo, I thought. He al-

ways had a penchant for the old and outmoded. 

I still remember asking him once why he didn't use a laptop 

for his notes like everyone else: Wouldn't that be much more 

practical – and even safer, because the notes could be saved 

with a single click? 

"Who says I'm a Stone Age person when it comes to digital 

things?" he had asked back – with that sphinx smile that made 

it impossible to tell whether his words were meant seriously 

or ironically. "There are many matters that I, too, prefer to do 

on the computer. But some things are too intimate for the 

digital world, it seems to me. Or can you imagine a monk do-

ing his meditations online? Believe me, I have my own experi-

ences: For certain thoughts, you'd better hole up in the good 

old handwriting cave!" 

At least as strange as the Stone Age notebook was the jungle 

of words it contained. It took me several attempts to find my 

way through it. Apparently, the text revolved around an ab-

struse association called "Disciples of Darkness", with whom 
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Uncle Theo had stayed for a while. The main topic was the 

world of shadows – life with and without shadows, the loss 

and regaining of a shadow. 

 

Uncle Theo's Tall Tales 

 

That in itself was nothing new for me either. Everyone in the 

family knew Uncle Theo's novel about a man who loses his 

shadow and gets a replacement shadow with the help of an 

obscure shadow dealer. However, no one would have ever 

considered it a factual account. Even Uncle Theo did not con-

vey the impression that the novel was anything more than an 

exciting story. 

Since he is older than my mother and she gave birth to me 

relatively late, Uncle Theo was always more like a grandfather 

to me. Even his jokes had something grandfatherly about 

them. They seemed to come from those distant times, which 

for children are synonymous with the grey prehistoric age, 

when dinosaurs still stomped across the earth, fairies granted 

all wishes to the docile and demons haunted the dreams of 

the naughty at night. 

Quite often, Uncle Theo's jokes had something to do with 

shadows. For instance, he could comment on the slanting 

shadows on a summer evening with the words: "Watch out – 

your shadow is about to eat you! Look – he's already getting 

ready to pounce!" And when we entered a subway, he would 

sometimes say: "Oops – someone has stolen my shadow! Just 

wait till I catch him!" 



10 
 

Thus, Uncle Theo's novel about the lost shadow had fitted 

perfectly with his tall tales for us. The fact that he had chosen 

the diary form for it we interpreted, like everyone else, as an 

effort to increase the tension and create the impression of au-

thenticity. 

 

Shadow Plays 

 

Now that I have leafed through the old booklet, however, I 

look at the novel with different eyes. There are a number of 

similarities between the novel and the booklet. In both cases, 

the form is that of a diary, and the plot is based on a "shadow 

play" – in a very broad sense of the word. 

But why did Uncle Theo not publish the notes then? Did he 

think they were not elaborated enough? Did he still want to 

work on them? Or did he find them too intimate? Were they 

not meant for the eyes of the public? 

However, if that is the case: Doesn't that mean that the novel 

is not as fictional as we all thought? That it contains a grain of 

truth? But what is that supposed to consist of? No one can 

lose their shadow! Or can they? 

What are you trying to tell us, Uncle Theo? 

Perplexed as I am, I have decided to make Uncle Theo's 

records available to the public. Perhaps that is even what he 

himself would have wanted. If he had really wanted to keep 

what he entrusted to the booklet to himself, he would have 

destroyed the notes – or kept them with him at all times. 

But as it is, I get the impression that he deliberately left his 

secret revelations behind so that they would eventually fall 
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into the hands of an attentive archaeologist of the mind. That 

would be like him, at any rate. 

So herewith I throw the message in a bottle with Uncle Theo's 

notes into the stormy sea of the public. Perhaps somewhere 

out there someone will be able to decipher not only the 

writing but also the riddles behind it. 
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I.  A Prison Diary 
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The Abduction 
 

Thursday, August 3 (July 1) 

 

The room in which I am 

locked up measures about 

three metres by three me-

tres. It is shrouded in com-

plete darkness. I had to feel 

my way along the wall to 

estimate its size. The floor 

and walls are made of sim-

ple stones that are slippery 

and have moss on them in 

some places. So I am proba-

bly imprisoned in some kind 

of cellar. 

The entire "furnishing" consists of a chair and a laptop in front 

of which I am currently sitting. The latter is attached to an iron 

ring with a chain, so that I cannot put it anywhere else. The 

date display was already entered when I opened it. 

Since the laptop is placed in a recess in the wall, the room is 

hardly illuminated by its light. That's why I can't estimate the 

height of my dungeon. Judging by the way my voice re-

sounded when I called for help, it should be quite high, like a 

well shaft. 

The worst thing is that I have absolutely no recollection of 

how I got here. I can still see myself, ice cream in hand, 

walking along the waterfront of Hadderstetten, then sitting 
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down on a bench, squinting at the water where the afternoon 

sun sparkled on a few boat waves – well, and then I must have 

fallen asleep. Or someone drugged me – but how? Was there 

something in the ice cream? Did somebody cleverly push a 

syringe into my back from behind? 

Anyway, at some point I woke up here again, with a kind of 

potato sack on my body, which is increasingly unpleasant to 

me because it is very scratchy and absorbs both my sweat of 

fear and the musty smell of my dungeon like a sponge. 

Of course, someone is reading along as I type these lines into 

the computer. So why am I doing this? Maybe because I hope 

someone else can log into the system? Or simply out of an in-

satiable urge to express myself? 

Hellooo! Can anyone hear me??? 

 

Dear Mr. Gangster, whoever you are, please tell me what 

you want from me. I am not very rich, but I should be able to 

raise a reasonable ransom. 

The bank would certainly grant me a loan, perhaps we could 

arrange something through an intermediary. 10,000 dollars 

should be achievable, let's discuss it openly – we'll surely find 

a solution! 

Or are you simply a pervert who delights in slowly torturing 

me to death? 

Oh God, answer me!!! Please!!! 
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"Thursday, August 3 (July 1)" 

 

What's the matter with that? Why is the same date flashing in 

front of my eyes again? 

Of course, it must have some meaning – especially since it re-

fers to not just one, but two days at once. In fact, I should 

have noticed it right away. I'm locked in a completely dark 

room with nothing but a laptop in it, I start this laptop, look at 

a page with nothing but a strange date on it – and don't give it 

a second thought. 

 

Well done, Mr Gangster, you are of course right to point out 

the date to me once again, very thoughtful, thank you very 

much! 

 

Unfortunately, the date doesn't mean anything to me – nei-

ther July 1 nor August 3. What could have been special about 

July 1? If I calculate backwards, it was a Saturday, a weekend, 

and as far as I remember, nothing special happened on that 

day. 

Was it perhaps someone's birthday that I should be aware of? 

Does the day mark an anniversary or something else of major 

importance? 

 

A great Rumpelstiltskin riddle you've come up with here, Mr. 

Gangster! (You do have a sense of humour, don't you?) 

 

  



16 
 

The Shadow Sensor 
 

Friday, August 4 

 

"Does the day mark an anniversary 

or something else of major im-

portance?" 

 

I see, a little hint – but unfortunately 

it doesn't tell me anything either. 

Anyway, thanks for the tip and the 

bread – which was not as dry as I 

had feared! 

 

Okay, it's about an anniversary – but what kind of anniver-

sary?  A private one? Or rather a public one? But what would 

be my relationship to it? And why have I been kidnapped be-

cause of that? 

Maybe I'd best recapitulate what happened in the last few 

days before I was abducted. After all, it's possible that I'll 

come across circumstances that will bring me closer to solving 

this riddle. So let's just go back over the last week. 

 

At work, everything was as usual: I was in the office every day 

at around half past seven, had some coffee and went through 

the new insurance contracts concluded by my team. 

The contract conclusion rate was average, and there was 

nothing unusual about the contracts themselves – apart from 
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the lapse of colleague F., because of which I had called the ex-

traordinary staff meeting on Thursday. 

In essence, it was a problem that comes up again and again: 

Colleague F. had granted special conditions to a client – a sin-

gle mother –, although the required indicators were not given 

– i.e. no expectation of future increases in value as a result of 

the client's professional advancement, advertising effect in the 

case of a promising circle of acquaintances, unusually large 

family, etc. 

None of this was the case. The woman had simply been more 

businesslike than our representative. She had told him some-

thing about an evil husband-wolf who was not fulfilling his ob-

ligation to pay maintenance, about the difficulty of getting a 

job as a single parent, in short: she had activated the protec-

tive instinct in him and thus persuaded him to grant her a rate 

that is not intended for such cases. 

 

Admittedly, anyone makes mistakes from time to time, but in 

this particular case I was astonished, after all. Colleague F. is 

considered an old hand in our company, someone who 

doesn't let himself be fooled so easily by customers. Because 

of the fundamental importance of the problem, I did not ar-

range an individual conversation, but called the whole team in 

for a staff conference. 

At the meeting, I pointed out once again that all conversations 

should be conducted according to the principle of sales-cen-

tred interaction. Anyone who was not willing or able to align 

their customer work to the SCI should look for another job in 

time. 
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This way, the whole thing was of course doubly embarrassing 

for colleague F., but that was exactly what I had intended. In 

this case, I was also aiming for a deterrent effect. 

However, that was the only noteworthy incident in the office 

last week. In the evenings and at the weekend, nothing out of 

the ordinary happened: On Tuesday I had my usual sports 

evening. First I went to the gym for half an hour, then I had a 

little massage and finally went to the tennis club, where I had 

a date with B. We played a match with two winning sets, 

which I won 2 to 1. 

Afterwards we had dinner at the nearby Chinese restaurant, 

which was pretty crowded because of the all-you-can-eat of-

fer. On Saturday evening I went to the Alexis bar, as always 

hoping for a bit of erotic crackling. Unfortunately, nothing 

happened, so I had a glass of wine at home and then went to 

bed. 

So here too: nothing special. 

Perhaps I should ask the other way round: When was the last 

extraordinary event in my life? – I would say about three 

weeks ago, when I finally came across a suitable object to fulfil 

my intermediary duties to Shadow Colours. 

It's true that they are generally quite patient at the company. 

Last year, they even gave me a four-week reprieve because I 

just couldn't find anyone without a shadow and was therefore 

forced to look specifically for possible candidates. But after all 

that these guys have done for me, I would have been embar-

rassed not to fulfil my intermediary obligations by the dead-

line one more time. 
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Accordingly, I was quite relieved when my shadow sensor 

buzzed on my way to work to let me know that there was a 

shadowless person in my immediate vicinity. I instantly 

reached for my mobile phone to tell my secretary that I would 

be a little late to the office. Then I picked up the scent. 

 

After a few fumbling attempts, during which the sound of the 

sensor was sometimes fainter, sometimes stronger, I finally 

came across my target: a black-haired, middle-aged woman 

who pushed her way inconspicuously along the walls of the 

houses, avoided free spaces and always hurriedly bridged the 

paths between two building fronts. This pattern of behaviour 

was all too familiar to me. Even without the sensor, I would 

have recognised that this was probably a suitable target. 

So I took the thermal scanner that I always have with me – just 

in case – and began to scan the object with the device, first 

from behind. Then I carefully closed in on the target to scan it 

from the side and finally from the front. The latter is particu-

larly difficult because you have to point the device at the ob-

ject from behind without turning around. But by now I already 

had some practice at this, so I was able to complete the whole 

process without any problems. 

To finish the procedure, all I had to do was press the "Send" 

button, and the data was forwarded to Shadow Colours. A few 

days later I received a short message from them thanking me 

for the "interesting case". I had never been complimented in 

this way before. In view of Shadow Colours' excellent connec-

tions, I could expect a further career boost in the future. 
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Different Kinds of Darkness 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Saturday, August 5 

 

Nothing but a new date – and I thought maybe I'd get a little 

hint again, like the day before yesterday. Or was that only yes-

terday? 

Damn, I'm losing all sense of time in this stupid hole! But what 

worries me even more: it's unpleasantly cool and it's dripping 

from somewhere on the stones all the time. It's really driving 

me crazy! 

What an absurd situation: I'm in a place outside of time, but I 

constantly hear a noise that penetratingly mimics the ticking 

of a clock. 

When I close my eyes, I see in front of me: my warm, soft bed, 

my TV couch, my heating – and above all: my fridge, filled with 

all the delicacies that are withheld from me as punishment for 

whatever. 
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Funny that I still close my eyes to dream ... Somehow my own 

darkness is more pleasant to me than the foreign darkness 

that reigns here. 

 

Hey, Mister Gangster, what would it take for me to get a 

roast chicken from you? I have some influential connections, 

and I'd advise you to use them for the better rather than the 

worse! 

 

What nonsense, I should actually delete that. But my personal 

Big Brother has probably already read everything along any-

way. 

 

 

Sunday, August 6 

 

If you think I'm going to provide you with fresh reading ma-

terial every day just because you type in a new date, you're 

badly mistaken! Give me something decent to eat first if you 

want me to satisfy your voyeurism! 
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A Victim of Fundamentalists? 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Monday, August 7 

 

Have I unknowingly offended anyone severely? Does someone 

want to take revenge on me in a perfidious way? 

Or does the whole thing perhaps have nothing to do with me 

personally? Is this perhaps a concerted terrorist action in 

which masses of public figures have been kidnapped? But then 

why me of all people? And what anniversary is this all about? 

Damn, how cold it is! To make matters worse, my sciatica is 

pinching me! After all, this was to be expected in this damp 

and cold dungeon where I have to sleep on a thin straw mat. 

Why don't I actually manage to stay awake until my bread ra-

tion is brought to me and my chamber pot is emptied? 

Someone is obviously watching me. But how, and from 

where? Probably this someone is using a night-vision device 

mounted at a point in the upper part of the dungeon that is 

inaccessible to me. Given the cost of such devices and the or-
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ganisational effort required to procure and install them, this 

suggests an almost military perfection to the whole operation. 

Perhaps I should feel honoured that such an effort is being 

made on my behalf! 

 

 

Tuesday, August 8 

 

"Fulfilment of my intermediary duties to Shadow Colours ... my 

target: a black-haired, middle-aged woman." 

 

So that's what the whole thing is about! I'm dealing with 

moralists, fanatics, who think that what God has created, man 

is not allowed to modify! 

 

Do you think it's pleasant to walk around without a shadow? 

Do you know the feeling when everyone stares at you as if 

you were infected by a deadly, contagious disease? 

If organisations like Shadow Colours didn't exist, all these 

poor devils would be lost – not to mention the fact that 

Shadow Colours not only offers its services for free in quite a 

few cases, but also helps its clients to advance in their ca-

reers! 

 

Actually, I suspected it from the start – this is the work of fun-

damentalists! If this is really a terrorist attack by opponents of 

any kind of shadow cosmetics and substitution, I have to pre-

pare for the worst. 
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These people are capable of leaving me here to die in the 

dark, only to be proven right in a ludicrous way – because in 

the pitch-black dungeon in which I am locked up, my shadow 

is really of no use to me! 

 

Do you think this darkness is God's will? In fact, it is an artifi-

cial one too, created by you! You are only replacing one arti-

ficiality with another!!!!! 

 

 

Wednesday, August 9 

 

I feel weaker with each passing day. 

Wait a minute: Why "with each passing day"? Is there any 

guarantee that the dates on the laptop are true? 

I can't stand this much longer. 

My God, what an ending! 

 

 

Thursday, August 10 

 

Anniversary, Shadow Colours, black-haired woman, middle-

aged ... Could that be ... But no, that's practically ruled out, it 

would be too much of a coincidence, statistically speaking 

downright impossible! 
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The Suspicion 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Friday, August 11 

 

It's strange – when I try to remember the time before I re-

gained my shadow, I somehow don't get anywhere. 

It is as if the door to my own house opened and there was 

nothing but a thick wall behind it. Or as if I suddenly had to 

realise that I had assumed a completely wrong perspective: 

The front door turns out to be a trapdoor through which I sink 

into ever deeper darkness, with no end and no goal. 

Useless comparisons – they don't get me anywhere either! 

Probably a result of the darkness. This constant gloom will rob 

me of my sanity in the end! 
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Anniversary … In fact, it must be almost exactly five years 

since I got a shadow again. I still remember that feeling of 

suddenly being whole again, as if an amputated leg had been 

reattached to me. 

And of course, there was Lina, Lina with her black hair that 

shone in the sun like the feathers of corvids. But why can't I 

remember her eyes, her gaze the second I had a shadow 

again? 

I still recall that it was a very sunny afternoon. Maybe I was 

just blinded by the light and that's why I can only recall her in 

a blurred way. On the other hand, I also can't remember what 

we talked about when I was finally "restored". 

It's all been wiped from my memory. 

Did I actually see Lina again anywhere after that? – No, I don't 

think so ... She was simply gone, disappeared. 

But why didn't I search for her? Or has that just slipped my 

mind too? 

But Lina did have a shadow again at that time! And didn't she 

even tell me back then that she had just made a deal with 

Shadow Colours? So it's quite impossible that ... Yes, it's out of 

the question, I was wrong – no more thought about it! 
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The Job Interview 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Saturday, August 12 

 

Now the memories arrive like late guests at a party – for 

example, how I sat in the meeting room after I had applied for 

the job as a sales consultant. 

Of course, the fact of that job interview had always been pre-

sent in my mind in some way over the past five years – just as 

you know that you went to school in childhood, that you were 

friends with certain people or that you practised some kind of 

sport. But the memory of this event was, so to speak, lifeless, 

or rather: it was deactivated, it meant nothing to me. 

In principle, it’s like listing a school or vocational qualification 

in your biography. At that moment, you only associate the ab-

stract certificate with it, but not the fear and humiliation that 

the exam situation may have meant at the time. Only when a 

similar situation comes up again does the storehouse with the 
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feelings from that time open up, and the muffled smell of the 

distant past seeps into the soul. 

It was like it always is in such talks: The delinquent is left to his 

own devices, but the other side has brought along reinforce-

ments – in case the authority and power of the main person in 

charge are not enough to intimidate the applicant. 

To the right and left of the personnel manager sat two 

women. One was introduced to me as the head of the de-

partment to which the vacant position was assigned. The 

other was the personal assistant of the personnel manager. 

Next to the latter sat the representative of the works council. 

Since she was simultaneously the women’s representative, I 

could not expect any support from her. 

Next to the head of department sat a young man whose func-

tion I no longer remember exactly. I only recall that he was 

constantly typing something into his notebook while we were 

talking. Probably he was some kind of trainee. 

The circular table around which we sat suggested openness 

and democratic manners. The outward impression, however, 

contrasted sharply with the seating arrangement, which had 

almost automatically come about: There were two empty 

seats to my right and two empty seats to my left, which meant 

that the company representatives were sitting almost frontally 

opposite me. 

After the usual preliminary banter, the personnel manager got 

straight to the point by starting with the most insidious ques-

tion: Why had I actually just applied to this company? Ready 

to attack, he leaned forward. 



29 
 

Of course, I had prepared myself well for the question: I had 

clicked on the company’s homepage, looked up all kinds of 

information on the internet and compared the company’s 

profile with that of other companies. At that moment, how-

ever, all the detailed information I had painstakingly collected 

blurred in my head into a chaotic mosaic in which I could no 

longer find my way around. 

I think I stammered something about the company’s “excel-

lent reputation” and how well my professional experience 

would fit the job profile. In addition, as far as I remember, I 

praised the good working atmosphere that the homepage had 

allegedly conveyed to me. 

In short: I lost myself in generalities where concrete answers 

were required, and in this way – so it seemed to me – ruined 

all prospects of a successful application. 

To my surprise, however, the personnel manager did not react 

at all in consternation or annoyance to my remarks. Instead, 

he smiled benevolently at me and leaned back in his chair. 

The three ladies present also seemed very open to my applica-

tion. I even noticed a kind of flash in their eyes, as if I had just 

started a flirt with them. This seemed rather inappropriate in 

the situation, but nevertheless gave me new hope. 

So I felt much more confident when the personnel manager 

asked his next question: What would I change if they gave me 

the job? 

A trick question that in 99 percent of all cases leads to putting 

one’s foot in it one way or another. I don’t remember exactly 

what I answered at the time, but I can still see the faces of the 
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personnel manager and the three ladies in front of me: their 

gazes were now almost rapturously resting on me! 

When I had finished what I had to say, nothing could be heard 

for a while but the quiet hammering with which the trainee 

was maltreating the keyboard of his notebook. 

Then something happened that is quite unusual for this kind 

of conversation: the manager’s assistant leaned over to her 

boss and whispered something in his ear. The personnel 

manager nodded in agreement and then told me that the in-

terview could probably be cut short in my case. I would be in-

formed about the outcome of the application process in the 

near future. 

His friendly smile and almost cordial farewell did not promise 

too much: two days later I received a letter telling me that I 

could start the job at the beginning of next month. 

Only later did I connect the unexpectedly positive course of 

the interview with the new shadow I had received from 

Shadow Colours. Vaguely, I remembered the words with 

which the shadow dealer had praised this “De Luxe Shadow” 

during his sales pitch – words that I had shrugged off at the 

time as mere advertising platitudes. 

Hadn’t he been talking about “proskinetic vibration” back 

then? About how the shadow model “De Luxe” makes you ap-

pear to other persons as a reflection of their own ideal – and 

that it is therefore just as helpful in finding a partner as it is in 

career advancement? 
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A Nightmare 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Still no new date? – My day-night rhythm seems to be com-

pletely confused by now ... 

But after all, what does it matter in my situation whether it’s 

early afternoon, late evening or midnight! 

 

I just woke up from a strange dream: I’m sitting at my desk in 

the office, and suddenly I feel something like a tingling sensa-

tion on my right leg. I blame it on the constant sitting and 

think to myself, I should do some sport again! Then the tin-

gling gets more pronounced and I feel clearly something slip-

ping into my trouser leg and winding its way up from the an-

kle. 

I want to bend down and see what’s going on, but my hands 

are glued to the tabletop, I can’t move. The pressure on my 

leg is getting stronger and stronger, I want to call for help, but 
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I can’t get my lips apart. Finally, I have no feeling left in the 

leg, it hangs down as if dead. 

The next thing I see is me waking up and shaking my leg. 

That’s the whole problem, I think, it had gone numb, hence 

the weird dream! But after I have lain down again – all still in 

the dream –, the tingling starts all over again. This time, how-

ever, it radiates from my lumbar region, from where it slowly 

rises higher, over my stomach to my neck, which first swells 

up like in an allergic reaction and then becomes so constricted 

that I wheeze and gasp for breath. 

The pressure gets increasingly firmer until I finally can’t 

breathe and feel my tongue coming out of my mouth like a 

dead fish. Then something jumps out from under my blanket, 

and my protruding eyes look into the face of a snake that fixes 

me with its eyes. But its eyes are empty, they are just two 

black holes that widen more and more and suck me into them 

with irresistible force. 

 

Screaming, I got up from my straw mat. For a while I sat there 

drenched in sweat, not daring to move. I couldn’t shake the 

feeling that I was still dreaming, but at the same time I feared 

that I might be wrong and that the snake was really and truly 

prowling around in the dungeon. 

It was only when I switched on the laptop and heard its short 

welcoming melody – the only sound here apart from the con-

stant dripping – that I was sure I had only been dreaming. But 

even now it feels like something is squeezing my throat, and 

my tongue feels sore and swollen. 
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A Visit from the Shadow Dealer 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sunday, August 13 

 

No message today? Should I perhaps have been forgotten in 

my dark, stinking hole? Or have the gangsters now also intro-

duced the five-day week? 

Yes, I know, my sarcasm doesn't help me either.  After all, I've 

almost got used to the darkness. If only it wasn't so uncom-

fortable here! 

 

Career Dreams 

 

When I woke up, I had to think back to the shadow dealer. 

How long has it been since I last saw him? – Probably almost 

five years ... Since he handed me the thermal scanner back 

then, I have only communicated with Shadow Colours by e-

mail and have had no more personal contact with him. 
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It's strange – I owe the man so much, but the thought of him 

still makes me feel rather uncomfortable – and that even 

though I can hardly remember him! 

Well, the outer appearance, the clothes – all that still stands 

before my eyes. But when I try to imagine his face, it's as if I 

were looking into one of those kaleidoscopes in which all kinds 

of colourful crystals move through a heavy liquid mass, cre-

ating changing patterns and ever new colour impressions. 

About three months after the interview, he had come to see 

me again. In the meantime, I had not only become well ac-

quainted with my new work, but even had well-founded 

hopes of an improvement in my position. The deputy head of 

department had unexpectedly died of a heart attack. Despite 

the fact that I had only recently joined the company, I had 

good prospects of taking over his position. 

The main reason for this was that the head of department, a 

woman of my age, held me in particularly high esteem and 

often consulted with me – sometimes even outside of working 

hours, at lunch or during weekend calls. She had also tried to 

make private contact with me, but I preferred to keep my dis-

tance. I have always adhered to my principle of strictly sepa-

rating my private life from my professional life. Apart from 

that, my superior was married. 

Fortunately, the preferential treatment by the head of de-

partment did not affect my popularity among my colleagues in 

any way. I took care of this myself by always trying to be 

friendly and obliging – also in view of a possible application for 

the deputy position. In doing so, I benefited from the fact that 
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I had meanwhile learned to use my effect on others for my 

personal purposes. 

I could now consciously create the positive aura that I had dis-

played at the interview without any action on my part. I had 

noticed that my appeal was not so much based on what I said, 

but rather on certain movements I made when I spoke, on the 

way I presented myself and approached others. In this way, I 

could appear likeable to others even when the content of my 

speech must have been unpleasant to them. 

The only problem was that I needed a reference to apply for 

the deputy position – and I had no idea where to get it from. 

After all, I had not only been fired from my last job, I had been 

virtually driven out of it. Any connection between my old em-

ployer and my new one would therefore have been quite un-

favourable to me. 

However, I didn't know anyone else whom I could have asked 

for a letter of recommendation. I was not a member of any 

important association, nor did I hold any honorary office or 

was active in any organisations whose network of contacts I 

could have made use of. So I was on the verge of giving up the 

application. 

 

Contractual Obligations 

 

It was in this situation that my doorbell rang early one Sunday 

morning. It was the shadow dealer. I flinched involuntarily 

when I saw him – perhaps because his visit was so unex-

pected, or perhaps just because I had just started breakfast 

and was not fully awake yet. However, he greeted me warmly, 
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almost in a friendly manner, which quickly dispelled my spon-

taneous uneasiness. 

He moved through the corridor towards the living room as if 

he had lived in my flat for years. We sat down at the breakfast 

table and I offered him a cup of coffee, which he refused. 

Then – as on his first visit – he rummaged in his salesman's 

case again. He took out some documents and various imple-

ments, which he had obviously prepared especially for the 

conversation with me. I remembered that he had also come at 

breakfast time on his first visit. Did that mean anything? Did 

he expect advantages from the inattentiveness of his conver-

sation partners in the morning? 

While I was thinking about this, the shadow dealer put the 

salesman's case down next to his chair and casually remarked: 

"Well, it's been three months since you got your new shadow. 

I hope it's all to your satisfaction?" 

"Yes, of course, I just wouldn't know how to do without him!" I 

made an effort to respond to his small talk tone, although I 

was not at all pleased that he brought up the subject so 

quickly. On the other hand, it had been clear to me from the 

beginning that this was the reason for his visit. 

He smiled contentedly. "I told you that we have many years of 

experience in this field. And don't forget: you have been pro-

vided with a De Luxe shadow!" 

Despite his courteous manner, I was not entirely comfortable 

with his demeanour. There was something dominating about 

it, as with a superior whose ostentatious friendliness towards 

subordinates only underlines the demand for unconditional 

obedience and commitment. 
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In general, he seemed much more distinguished than on his 

first visit.  He wore a dark suit and a white shirt with a red tie, 

which admittedly shone so brightly that it stood out un-

pleasantly against his other clothing. 

"I hope," he continued in a subdued voice, "you remember the 

agreement we concluded back then?" 

"The agreement?" I echoed. "Of course I do, how could I ever 

forget it?" 

The agreement! Actually, I had completely forgotten about it! 

Sure, back then, when he had held out his hand to me, I had 

not taken it seriously – although the way he had shaken my 

hand had left no doubt that this agreement was more binding 

than any written contract. After the conversation with Lina at 

the latest, I should have known what I had become involved in 

– and now I had simply suppressed it all! 

"Well, then we can discuss the details now ..." The way he 

looked at me clearly showed that he did not believe my words. 

There was something mocking about the way he simply ig-

nored my obvious uncertainty and turned to discussing the 

"details", as he called them. 

First, he set about explaining my "tools" – the shadow sensor 

and the thermal scanner. Both of these are relatively small, 

unobtrusive devices that I have used many times since. 

"It's best," he concluded, "to keep the sensor and the scanner 

with you at all times. You never know when a suitable object 

will cross your path." 

"By the way," I asked, "what happens if I don't find a 'suitable 

object'? Will you then take the shadow away from me again?" 
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I had tried to give my voice a joking undertone, but I did not 

succeed very well. In any case, the shadow dealer immediately 

fell silent at my remark and fixed me with his eyes. They 

shimmered darkly, as if shaded by black contact lenses. 

I felt as if someone was sucking the blood out of my veins. For 

a few seconds it seemed to me that there was no human be-

ing sitting in front of me, but only a shadow. 

Instead of answering me, he opened a folder he had placed on 

the table and took out a shiny transparent envelope with a 

sheet of paper. My gaze fell on the noble letterhead with 

which it was decorated. 

"By the way, here is the reference you still need," he said 

casually. 

I felt like waking up from a short but intense dream. The 

reference was excellent: written by a company I didn't know, 

but which – according to the information on the letterhead – 

was obviously very renowned. My chances of applying for the 

deputy position were now almost perfect. 

When I looked up from the letter, the shadow dealer held out 

another document to me, in which my rights and duties as a 

part-time procurer of shadowless persons to Shadow Colours 

were listed: "Here you can review everything again. If you 

have any questions, we are of course always at your disposal." 

As for the rest, I just can't remember. I only recall that when 

the shadow dealer left, I felt empty and exhausted – like after 

losing a marathon race by a hair's breadth. I had to lie down 

and immediately fell into a comatose deep sleep, from which I 

did not awake until the next morning. 
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Monday, August 14 

 

It must indeed have been Lina who was captured by my 

shadow sensor the other day! But how was that possible? 

Why her of all people? And what had happened to her shadow 

before? 

 

My God, what has become of me? 
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II. Among the Disciples of Darkness 
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Convalescence 

 

Monday, September 11 

 

The typical convalescent feeling: the operation is over, the pa-

tient is "in the world" again, but the scar still hurts and the 

mind is still dazed from the long, exhausting journey into one's 

own body. 

The monastery cell in which I am accommodated reinforces 

this feeling, as it is somewhat reminiscent of a hospital room 

in its sparseness. The walls are white and devoid of pictures, 

the narrow window is just a hole in the thick brickwork, and 

the furnishings consist of nothing but a bed, an old peasant 

cupboard, a rickety table and a chair. 

The cupboard is on the right, the bed with the squeaky slatted 

frame on the left of the door. The table stands directly in front 
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of the window. Opening the window resembles a yoga exer-

cise for advanced practitioners. However, the chair in front of 

it offers a wonderful view of the hills that disappear into the 

distance behind the monastery garden. 

I have opened the window to feel the scent of the evening. It 

has been a long time since I sucked it in with such intensity. It 

smells of childhood, of cops and robbers playing among tall 

maize stalks and narrow field margins winding towards the 

night as the gateway to the cosmos slowly opens above them. 

The feeling of night walks rises in me, of shy embraces and 

blades of grass rustling overhead, behind which the stars ap-

pear and disappear, disappear and appear ... 

But actually, I wanted to pick up my old habit and give struc-

ture to what I have experienced by writing. After the events of 

the last few weeks, it is no longer clear to me who I am at all. 

That's why it seems to make more sense than ever to search 

for traces of myself in the labyrinth of the past events. 
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Rebirth 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Monday, September 11, in the afternoon 

 

I had my "prison diary" printed out so as to read through it 

again carefully. The last sentence still stands out in my mind: 

"My God, what has become of me?" 

A bit dramatic, but probably corresponding to my emotional 

state at the time. Today I could add the question: "What will 

become of me now?" 

To underline the new beginning for myself, I will use a simple 

exercise book for my notes from now on. In the monastic envi-

ronment here, this seems far more appropriate than a laptop. 

First of all, I want to give an account to myself about what has 

actually happened to me. 

 

After the last entry in my prison diary, I had sunk back into 

one of my former twilight states. On that occasion, I must 
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have fallen asleep. When I awoke, I fumbled for the laptop as 

usual to see if there was a message or at least a new date 

waiting for me. 

I had the vague hope that this time I would receive more than 

just one of those cryptic notes, which were basically just an 

echo of my own words. However, as soon as I reached the 

place where the laptop had stood so far, I found that it had 

been removed. I checked the recess in the wall several times 

from top to bottom, from back to front, and from right to left, 

but there was no doubt: the laptop was gone. 

I was completely desperate: Now I was even deprived of the 

possibility of having a dialogue with myself! I pressed my 

hands around my skull until I felt the veins pulsating under my 

scalp. I wanted to cry out loud, but the fear of hearing the 

echo of my own voice made me swallow the scream, so that 

my lungs ached from the tension of the suppressed pain. 

I wondered if it would be possible to kill myself by ramming 

my head full force into the wall. But what if the plan failed and 

I should lie in my blood for days until I would die like a 

wounded animal? 

Staggering, I dropped to my knees to crawl back to my straw 

mat. I wanted to curl up and forget everything, to sleep myself 

away from this dungeon into the dream of my former 

existence, to which in reality the way back was obviously 

blocked. 

Fortunately, however, I could not find my way around in the 

complete darkness. Instead of heading toward my sleeping 

place, I crawled toward the door of my dungeon. Unsure of 

where I was, I touched the rotten wood. To my surprise, the 
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door moved back and forth. When I pushed harder against it, 

it creaked softly: It was only ajar.  Someone had, I assumed, 

forgotten to close it, which now opened up a completely un-

expected path to freedom for me. 

My sudden joy, however, immediately gave way to a heavy 

disappointment. Regrettably, the darkness did not diminish at 

all in front of my dungeon. The night around me remained im-

penetrable. 

In order to be able to orient myself better in the corridor, on 

which I had obviously stepped out, I straightened up cau-

tiously and spread my arms. Since I could not reach the walls 

with both arms at the same time, I estimated the width at 

about two meters. The slightly rounded ceiling was within 

reach if I stretched a bit – so the height was probably also 

about two meters. 

At first I went to the right, but after a short time I had to re-

alise that it didn't go any further there. Since the passage here 

led upward, I had thought that it would bring me closer to 

freedom. But it proved to be so steep that I had to fear slip-

ping on the damp floor and tumbling down again. Since I could 

have easily injured myself on the unevenly laid stones, I pre-

ferred to turn back. 

After I had become somewhat accustomed to the slippery 

ground, I moved relatively quickly and steadily through the 

darkness. After some time, however, I bumped my head 

against the ceiling – apparently the passage had narrowed. 

When I stretched out my arms, I could now easily feel the wall 

on both sides. 
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A few steps further on, I even had to duck my head in order to 

continue walking upright. At the same time, the ground be-

came more and more sloping. I had to lean against the wall to 

avoid slipping. Shortly thereafter, the passage became so nar-

row that I could only move on my knees. The walls were now  

moving closer and closer to me, so that I had the impression of 

crawling through a stone tube. 

Could the whole thing be a trap in the end? Had I been de-

liberately lured out of my dungeon in order to be destroyed 

once and for all?  

While I was still thinking about this, I suddenly felt a thin 

trickle of water under my knees, which quickly swelled and 

completely robbed me of my grip on the slippery stones. I 

tried to hold on to the walls, but even over them the water 

was now dripping in numerous trickles. So I glided like on a 

water slide through the increasingly narrow shaft, against 

which I bounced on all sides. Without the sliding effect of the 

water, I would probably even have gotten stuck in it. 

The passage became steeper and steeper, until at the end it 

led almost vertically into the depths and I fell down through it 

without any support. Now I was quite sure that the kidnappers 

had pronounced the death sentence on me. It had to be 

"death by drowning" or a particularly perfidious form of death 

by suffocation. 

Immediately afterwards, I bumped my feet against two over-

lapping leather curtains. They were apparently very heavy, 

because they did not open immediately, despite the pressure 

of my body weight and the water flowing down on them at 

the same time. Eventually, however, they did give way. I slid 
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through them and plunged downward, probably about a me-

ter, directly into a basin of cold water, in which I was com-

pletely submerged. 

After a few moments, I emerged from the water again, 

snorting. At first, I couldn't recognise anything. My eyes were 

simply no longer accustomed to the light that hit them from 

behind the veil of water. Only very gradually did I find my way 

around the new surroundings, blinking. 

I noticed that I was in a vaulted hall with torches mounted at 

regular intervals on the walls. My water basin stood in a wall 

niche from which I could look to the right onto a small gallery 

and to the left onto a marble floor glittering in the torchlight. 

Between them stood a few columns supporting the cross 

vault. 

As soon as I could orientate myself to some extent, my first 

impulse was of course to leave the basin: Had I only entered a 

new, larger prison or could I possibly escape through some 

hidden door? 

But no sooner did I make an effort to get out of the basin than 

I suddenly heard a polyphonic humming. At the same time, my 

gaze fell on a number of additional torches that had previously 

been covered by the columns. 

While the humming faded into a quiet, monotonous chant, 

the torches slowly floated toward me. It seemed to me that 

they were held by monks and nuns who, with their black robes 

and hoods pulled deep into their faces, had initially been in-

visible in the darkness. They lined up in a star shape and 

moved in my direction. While doing so, they went on chanting 

in their monotonous way, incomprehensible to me. 
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Arriving in front of me, they raised the torches above their 

heads and held them against each other, so that the fire shot 

together to a single, highly flaring flame. At the same time, 

they fixed a point behind me on the wall, where the flickering 

of the flames had to be reflected in a bizarre play of shadows. 

Involuntarily, I turned around and searched the wall for the 

dance of shadows, in the center of which I suspected my own 

shadow. But all I saw was the shadow of the water and the 

smoke emitted by the torches – my own shadow was not visi-

ble. 

When I turned back to the faces of the torchbearers, they 

were looking at me just as expressionless as before. The mo-

notonous chanting likewise continued unchanged. At the 

same time, the torches slowly lowered in the direction of my 

pool. So I made an effort to jump out of the water, regardless 

of the encirclement. 

In that very moment, I heard a tremendous hiss: The flames 

were drowning in the water. While it became completely dark 

around me again, countless arms grabbed me and lifted me 

out of the pool. A fragrant smoke rose to my nostrils, making 

me feel dizzy. 

Shortly afterwards, I must have lost consciousness. When I 

woke up again, I was in the chamber in which I am still ac-

commodated now. 
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Monastic Pictures 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Tuesday, September 12 

 

Everything is really very monastic here. From what I have 

heard, the Order wanted to sell the old monastery complex 

after the last monks could no longer maintain it on their own. 

As the search for a buyer proved difficult, the superiors agreed 

to give the building temporarily to a lay brotherhood at a 

symbolic rent. 

So this seems to be only a temporary home for the "Disciples 

of Darkness" – this association, still mysterious to me, in the 

midst of which I have been living for some time now. If a sol-

vent buyer emerged, the convent would probably terminate 

the lease immediately. But beyond that, I also wonder 

whether the way of living together here corresponds to what 

is understood on the ecclesiastical side as a "lay brotherhood". 

On the other hand, I have to admit that I don't know much 

about monastic life. Only once did I make the acquaintance of 
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a monk. Actually, he was only a novice at the time, and I knew 

him even before he decided to join the monastery. 

It was a friend I had met during my apprenticeship years at the 

commercial school. He himself found there what is generally 

referred to as the "woman for life". In this case, however, this 

was far more than a phrase. The two of them were really like 

two elementary particles that couldn't help but form a unit 

when they met. 

Consequently, my friend felt like an amputee when his Angela 

was killed in a car accident. I still remember how he stared 

into a corner for weeks and hardly spoke a word. 

"It feels as if my heart had been ripped out," he once said to 

me when I virtually begged him to exchange a few words with 

me. "As if a crack were going right through me. As if a wound 

was gaping inside me that nothing could heal." 

For him, going to the monastery was perhaps the best solution 

in that situation. It gave him support and saved him from 

falling into the bottomless pit of a benighted life, from which 

many others would have fled into alcoholism. 

When I visited him once in the monastery, the only ornament 

in his chamber was a photo he had placed on his rickety bed-

side table. It was clear to me that this must be Angela. But the 

picture was strangely blurred, as if taken in thick fog. 

I didn't dare ask him about the picture at first, not wanting to 

touch old wounds. But since he had placed the photo so 

openly in his chamber, I finally asked casually: "That's Angela, 

isn't it?" 

"Yes and no," he replied with a look that was as melancholy as 

it was serene. 
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I looked at him in confusion. "What does that mean – yes and 

no? Is this Angela, or is it not?" 

He smiled indulgently. "It's her because the photo shows the 

face she turned to the world. And it's not her because her es-

sence cannot be captured by any image in the world." 

 

These words came to mind the other day when I met Lina here 

again. Her face had been as blurred in my memory as the pic-

ture of Angela in my friend's chamber. If someone had asked 

me to describe her – only something vague, approximate 

would have come out, which, moreover, I would have en-

dowed with ever new features. 

Even now that I see her every day, it's no different for me. 

When I think of her, her face melts before my eyes into a 

wind-blown sea on whose waves the sun scatters a kaleido-

scope of sparkling gems. And each gem tells a different story. 

Probably, love really does not know any images. No images, 

no space and no time. That's why I would never hang a photo 

of Lina in my room. In fact, a photo of a beloved person con-

tradicts the essence of love. It shows the image inscribed in 

the mirror of the world, at a certain time in a certain place. So 

it does exactly what is alien to love: it locks another person 

into the cage of the outer appearance. 
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Unexpected Reunion 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Tuesday, September 12, in the afternoon 

 

What was it like when I found myself in this chamber about a 

month ago? When I suddenly felt the tickling of the light on 

my eyes again? 

I think I was confused at first by all the memory shards that 

flew past my inner eye like shooting stars. Were they dream 

images? Or had I really experienced all this? 

At some point I went to the window and turned around, face 

to the door, to check in the incoming sunlight whether I had 
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really lost my shadow a second time. And sure enough, the 

sun rays ignored me again, just like the first time I had lost my 

shadow. Not the slightest image of my body was visible on the 

floor. 

However, this time I was not as horrified by it as I had been 

then. Rather, I felt a sense of relief – even if at first I attributed 

it more to the fact that I had survived the imprisonment in the 

dark dungeon. 

While I was busy watching myself, there was a sudden knock 

at the door. I involuntarily winced – was I about to be taken 

away for some kind of interrogation?  

But when I opened the door, Lina was standing in front of me. 

Out of sheer joy and relief, I spontaneously embraced her, but 

then immediately detached myself from her again. I was 

ashamed to have passed on her body data to Shadow Colours. 

To my surprise, there was no trace of reproach in Lina's gaze. 

"We don't have much time," she said in a calm voice. "I just 

wanted to bring you something to eat before we go to see 

George." 

She stepped into the room and unfolded a packed lunch on 

the table. It was as if we had never been apart. 

"To see George?" I echoed, not paying attention to the con-

tent of her words. I was completely occupied with reading her 

eyes. 

"Oh, I forgot, you don't even know where you are yet! This is a 

former monastery used by the Disciples of Darkness as a 

meditation center," she explained. "George is something like 

our spiritus rector. – You've heard of the Disciples of Darkness, 

haven't you?" 
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I shook my head. The fact that I had received an e-mail from 

the Disciples of Darkness some years ago did not occur to me 

until later, when George pointed it out to me. 

Lina looked astonished. "Strange, I thought someone like you 

would know about them. But anyway, you'll find out all about 

our association in your conversation with George." 

This information was a bit too scarce for me after the past few 

days. "After all, I've already experienced firsthand that kid-

napping is at the top of your agenda," I remarked half aloud. 

I immediately regretted my words when I saw how lovingly 

Lina had arranged the snack on the table. She didn't seem to 

resent my little emotional outburst, though. "I can well 

imagine how you feel now," she uttered as she pulled the 

spare chair from the wall to the table. "I felt the same way 

when I first came here." 

I joined her at the table. "Are you saying that you also had to 

endure this confinement in the dark?" Somehow I had as-

sumed that they had treated her more kindly here than me. 

Lina snipped a few slices of cucumber onto the cheese sand-

wich in the open lunch box and passed it over to me. "Yes, I 

went through all that too," she confirmed. "After all, I also had 

a deal with Shadow Colours. And the only way to get rid of 

their artificial shadows is the dispersion method. It removes 

the artificial shadow from the body in a simulated total 

eclipse, and then dissolves it into the surrounding darkness." 

I bit into the cheese sandwich with great relish. Never had I 

eaten anything more delicious! "And when did they catch 

you?" I asked with my mouth full. 
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"I wouldn't say it that way," Lina corrected me.  "The way you 

put it, it rather makes me think of Shadow Colours. In my case, 

it was right after our conversation in the garden café that I ... 

Do you recall that at all?" 

I nodded – although I had almost forgotten the content of the 

conversation. 

"Well, at that time I suddenly had the feeling," Lina continued, 

"as if a stranger was logging into my brain and systematically 

reprogramming it. That's when I remembered the e-mail I had 

received from the Disciples of Darkness after I had lost my 

shadow. When they heard I'd already undergone the shadow 

adhesion, they immediately made an appointment with me, 

like in an emergency, and then I immediately ..." 

"Wait a minute," I interrupted her, "are you saying that you 

voluntarily let yourself be locked in that dungeon?" 

Lina smiled at me indulgently. "It was my only chance. – You 

too will realise that the Disciples of Darkness are not a criminal 

organisation." 

I was still not quite sure about that point – even though Lina's 

presence here did indeed not indicate criminal intentions. 

"But ... why did they kidnap me then?" I asked cautiously. 

"That was my idea", she confessed frankly.  

She paused for a moment to give me time to digest my shock. 

Then she explained: "I will soon be taking part in an important 

mission of the Disciples of Darkness, which you have put in 

danger by reporting my personal data to Shadow Colours. In 

such a situation, there are two options for us: We can use our 

networks to discredit the informant, so that his report appears 

untrustworthy. As a potential saboteur, he will then be moni-
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tored by his own people and – with our assistance, of course – 

gradually be dropped by them." 

She looked at me seriously. "All this ends up with social exclu-

sion, which is very hard to cope with. After all, the person 

concerned remains trapped in the artificial shadow and 

therefore cannot even understand what is happening. This is a 

fate I wanted to spare you. That is why I have assured George 

that you can become a reliable member of our community if 

you are given the chance." 

A logic that doesn't immediately stand to reason, I thought.  

Was I supposed to feel flattered that I had first been kid-

napped, then locked up for days like a felon and finally sent on 

a breakneck journey through a sewage pipe? 

I took another bite of the cheese sandwich. "Honestly, Lina – I 

don't know if you're not expecting too much from me". 

But Lina remained unperturbed. "Of course you'll get a trial 

period. After that, you're free to decide whether you want to 

stay with us or resume your former life." 

 "And my shadow?" I asked. 

"Well, your fake shadow is dissolved now, of course," Lina ex-

plained unmoved. "If you should want to return to your old 

life, you would have to request a makeshift shadow from the 

Shadow Investigation Agency again." 

The mention of the S.I.A. immediately stirred up that feeling of 

abandonment and humiliation in me that had driven me into 

the arms of Shadow Colours back then. From that moment on, 

I knew that there was no turning back for me. I had to come to 

terms with my situation, whether I wanted to or not. 
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Lina looked at her watch. "I think we'd better get going. 

George always has a pretty full schedule." 

With that, she stood up and showed me the clothes that were 

waiting for me in the wardrobe. I realised that they were a 

selection of my own clothes, which had obviously been put 

together with care. My pyjamas were among them, as well as 

my tracksuit bottoms, two pullovers, two shirts, two pairs of 

trousers, underwear, stockings, a winter jacket – only the suit 

was missing. 

Admittedly, I shuddered at the thought that someone had 

broken into my apartment. Nevertheless, I was glad that I 

could finally take off this potato-sack, which after my time in 

the dungeon was all covered with filth and reeked of sweat 

and putrid water. 
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First Encounter with George 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Wednesday, September 13 

 

The Scent of Expectation 

 

Is it just my personal impression, or does the tension around 

me really increase with each passing day? Now there are only 

ten days left until September 23, the day on which one of the 

two great annual worship services is to take place, which 

George solemnly announced to me right at our first conversa-

tion. Even though no one is talking about it openly, it seems to 

me that everyone has been preoccupied with this day in their 

thoughts for quite some time. 
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I wonder where this impression actually comes from. Basically, 

everything is as usual: in the morning, common contempla-

tion, then breakfast, work in the vegetable gardens or in the 

monastery workshops (from which only those who are pre-

paring for one of these ominous "missions" are exempt), 

lunch, afternoon at leisure, and finally evening meditation 

twice a week. 

None of this has changed – and yet I perceive everything dif-

ferently. The atmosphere reminds me a bit of the pre-Christ-

mas season as I experienced it as a child. In those days, the 

anticipation of the coming festivities alone had given all 

events a special aura, as if they were only there to exude the 

scent of the mystery that surrounded the upcoming celebra-

tion.  But perhaps it only seems that way to me because no 

one can (or wants to) explain to me what the special nature of 

these annual ceremonies actually is. 

That was already the case when I first met George. Although I 

was told that I was lucky to have joined the Disciples of Dark-

ness so shortly before this great event, I did not get a clear 

answer to my question what exactly it was about. 

However, I had other things on my mind at that time. Fur-

thermore, I had not yet penetrated so deeply into the com-

munity life that a ceremony taking place in six weeks would 

have seemed particularly significant to me. What was much 

more important to me back then was the nature of the person 

I was getting acquainted with. 
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A Chamber Full of Surprises 

 

I had hardly finished my cheese sandwich when Lina took me 

to George's rooms. There she said goodbye to me for the time 

being – George would always welcome newcomers alone. 

After knocking briefly, I entered. My eyes fell on a woman 

lolling on an old-fashioned plush sofa in a black, skin-tight 

leather suit. 

I was about to ask for George when the lady addressed me. 

"So you're the new guy? – Come in, sit down!" 

She pointed to an armchair next to the sofa. As I didn't re-

spond right away, she added with a flirtatious gleam in her 

eyes: "I don't bite ..." 

Confused, I took a seat. I looked around cautiously – but there 

was no one to be seen except for the two of us. Did that mean 

that George was a woman? 

Of course, the name could also be a short form of "Georgia" or 

"Georgina". But then why hadn't Lina prepared me for this? 

She could have guessed that the name "George" would auto-

matically make me think of a man! 

George smiled, obviously amused by my confusion. "May I 

offer you some red wine? I always have a sip in the after-

noon." 

I did not refuse – a drop of alcohol seemed very welcome to 

help me relax in the situation. While George fetched the wine, 

I had a chance to look around the chamber. It was almost as 

small as the one in which I was accommodated. At first glance, 

however, it seemed larger because the walls were not so bare 

and the room was connected by a broken-out door to the next 
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room, which served George as a combined work and sleeping 

room. 

The chamber I was in at the time was apparently used as a 

living and reception room. All the more I was puzzled by the 

pictures hanging on the wall. They were watercolours, which 

showed without exception naked bodies. Some were also 

united in unambiguous poses. 

When I heard George coming back from the neighbouring 

room, I quickly averted my eyes from the pictures, like a child 

caught in a forbidden act. But George had, of course, long 

since noticed what was capturing my attention. Perhaps she 

had even gone into the next room on purpose to leave me to 

the effect of the paintings. 

"Do you like my watercolours?" she asked as she poured me 

some wine. "I love painting for my life! What better way is 

there to feel completely in harmony with your surroundings?" 

"I don't know – I'm not a passionate painter ..." The ingenu-

ousness with which George talked about the paintings in-

creased my insecurity. I suddenly felt hot, the skin of my face 

tingled – was I possibly blushing? 

George smiled meaningfully as she sat back down on the sofa. 

"If you want, I'd be happy to teach you a few tricks," she of-

fered. 

She had a melodious voice that filled the room entirely with 

her presence. In combination with the bright red painted lips 

in her otherwise – except for the kohl pencil lines around her 

eyes – make-up-free face, there was something decidedly be-

guiling about her appearance. It didn't exactly make it easier 

for me to concentrate on our conversation. The fact that I had 
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gulped down the wine far too quickly certainly didn't help ei-

ther. 

George leaned back in the corner of her sofa and became a 

little more serious: "Lina has probably already told you a lot 

about us, I suppose?" 

I shook my head. "Actually, no. Only that you had to kidnap 

me because otherwise I would have endangered her mission. 

But what that mission is about, she didn't disclose to me." 

"She did well to do so." George stroked her black, short-

cropped hair, in which a few red strands sparkled. I wondered 

how old she might be. I estimated her to be about 40 years 

old, but Lina later told me that she was said to be over 50. 

Others claim that George is no older than 35. 

"Nevertheless, I would be grateful for some explanations," I 

insisted. "After all, you dragged me to this place against my 

will, locked me up in a pitch-black hole for days and then 

chased me like rubbish through a sewer pipe. I'd really like to 

know who gives you the right to interfere in my life like that." 

George put on her disarming smile again. I felt that the wine 

had loosened my tongue too much and blushed again – some-

thing that hadn't happened to me for years! 

George looked at me with amusement – a bit like a primary 

school teacher listening to a complaint from the class presi-

dent about the allegedly far too time-consuming homework. 

"As the saying goes, don't stop a traveller: If you don't want to 

stay with us, you can leave at any time," she assured me. 

She poured me some more wine. To be polite, I refused, but 

George filled my glass to the brim anyway. I took a sip, then 
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asked: "And how do you expect me to live out there again – 

without a shadow?" 

George rose, stood in front of me and performed a kind of 

dancelike turn. Involuntarily, I looked at the wall, searching for 

the play of shadows into which the sun's incoming rays should 

have translated her movements. But there was nothing on the 

wall except a watercolour of bodies blurring into each other, 

which on closer inspection were recognisable as two male 

bodies. 

"We can all live quite well without shadows here," George re-

marked after she had finished her little demonstration. 

"Maybe you just try it for a while too, and then we'll see." 

This was no longer a suggestion, but rather a kind of order. I 

understood that it was up to me whether I wanted to feel like 

a prisoner or a guest here. Either way, however, I would 

probably be tied to this place for an indefinite period of time. 

So I was all the more eager to hear the clarifications that 

George would offer me. 

To my disappointment, George limited our little welcome talk 

to general things: the daily schedule, community life, etc. 

Much remained unclear – including the nature of the worship 

service that is to take place in ten days –, and some things I 

didn't understand. But according to George, that was of no 

consequence. I would have to experience most of it myself 

anyway to comprehend it. 

That was the end of my audience with the high priestess of 

this obscure association. Dazed by the wine and confused by 

the strange encounter, I staggered back to my chamber. 
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Grassroots Meditations/1 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Saturday, September 16 

 

Getting to the Roots of Evil 

 

Why the Disciples of Darkness are called like that?  Perhaps 

because they want the nature and goals of their association to 

remain in the dark. I can't shake this impression even now – 

after four weeks of sharing everyday life with the people here. 

Maybe I really have to wait until the mysterious annual wor-

ship service in a week's time to see more clearly. Possibly this 

is some kind of initiation rite, through which newcomers be-

come fully-fledged members of the community and are then 

informed in more detail about the association's goals. For the 

time being, however, I must content myself with deducing 
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from everyday life the ideals on which community life is 

based. 

George was quite right in what she said to me when we first 

met: Some things are indeed difficult to describe. They have to 

be experienced in order to be comprehensible. That certainly 

also applies to the Grassroots Meditations. 

The central idea of this special kind of contemplation is to get 

to the roots of evil. For this, George always provides a certain 

motto – often a quotation from religious scriptures, frequently 

from the Bible –, and then everyone gives free rein to their 

associations. 

George's explanation for this approach: "The inner self is like a 

mirror that is constantly fogging up. We need the breeze of 

free associations to get a clear view of it." 

Thus, the Grassroots evenings are meant to help meditators 

pave the way to themselves. Like in a sort of self-therapy, ob-

stacles are removed – false assumptions about one's own per-

sonality, delusions and aberrations that lead to an alienation 

from one's own self. 

The basic idea in this is that those who get to know them-

selves better and are honest with themselves act more con-

sciously in everyday life. This is supposed to reduce the danger 

of directing resentments that are essentially directed against 

one's own self at others. In this sense, the Grassroots Medita-

tions aim to get to the roots of hatred, aggression and envy. 

But does that really work? If everything only takes place in the 

refuge of these monastery walls, then outside in the real 

world everything remains the same! Or are the mysterious 

"missions" that are repeatedly rumoured intended to bring 
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something of the spirit cultivated here to the outside world? 

But what do these missions look like? And is it even possible 

to achieve a lasting, sustainable effect with individual actions? 

In short, the Grassroots Meditations may be a nice idea. In my 

own experience, however, they are difficult to implement. 

Time and again, during my spiritual journeys into my own self, 

I have encountered walls that I could not overcome on my 

own. This was also the case in yesterday's Grassroots Medita-

tion. 

 

1. A Messenger of Satan against Arrogance 

 

As usual, we all sat scattered in the large vault where I had 

ended up after my confinement in the dark dungeon – each 

one where they liked it at the moment, in front of us the 

standing tray with the laptop on it. No torches had been lit, so 

the room was illuminated only by the flickering light of our 

screens. 

Looking up from the laptop, I see nothing but the shapes of 

faces staring intently at the blank electronic sheet in front of 

them, waiting for George to type in the meditation topic. I can 

literally feel the tension in the whole room increase once 

more as the movement of the letters finally becomes visible 

on the screen: 

 

"Lest I exalt myself because of the surpassing greatness of the 

revelations, a thorn was thrust into my flesh: a messenger of 

Satan to torment me so that I may not become conceited." 
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After the movement of the letters has ebbed away, it remains 

very quiet in the vault at first. Then the first timid clicking of 

the keys can be heard, more and more fingers scurry across 

the keyboards, until finally the rhythm of computer-assisted 

thought work reaches my ears from everywhere. I feel dis-

turbed by it and find it difficult to concentrate on the subject 

of meditation. 

It also inhibits me that George can read everything we write. 

Of course, I know that I could just lay my hands in my lap – 

there is no compulsion to write. However, the busy typing 

around me creates a kind of peer pressure.  Those who don't 

respond to the "offer" inevitably feel uncomfortable. 

Finally, however, an association with the sentence comes to 

my mind. It reminds me of a political science professor whose 

seminar on "Structural Violence" I once attended. He spoke at 

length about the exploitation of the "Third World", about 

bridgehead theory and neo-colonialism, but was so en-

amoured with his own thoughts and so enraptured with so-

phisticated formulations that the content of his words faded 

completely into the background. 

Thus, the "underdeveloped countries" – the term was still 

used quite unreflectively at that time – were in fact exploited 

by him a second time, since he used their problems as a 

means for his self-promotion. 

True, he presented himself as a man of the people and told 

everyone who wanted to hear it or not about his proletarian 

roots – allegedly, his maternal grandfather had worked as a 

hewer in the mine. But apart from that, there wasn't much 

proletarian about his life. 
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He lived in an expensive apartment and attached great im-

portance to having a large, prestigious office at the university 

all to himself. His much younger academic assistant, who ad-

mired him uncritically, was also his partner – whereby it re-

mained unclear whether he exploited the professional assis-

tant sexually or the sexual partner professionally. 

All this made the professor an unpleasant and above all un-

predictable person. There was an invisible boundary between 

his own immediate environment and the world to which he 

related his theories. And woe to anyone who disregarded this 

boundary! 

Structural violence was to remain a problem between sinister 

business bosses or unscrupulous politicians and distant poor 

countries. He treated it with his antiseptic political jargon like 

the disease of another species, against which one could im-

munise oneself through abstract analyses. 

Completely alien to him was the idea that insisting on the pre-

determined form of interpretation of the theses was also a 

kind of – albeit intellectual – violence. The hint of this he 

would simply have answered with a demonstration of his 

power of definition – with a failure in your exam. 

The worst thing was that through the associative linking of the 

theories, which in themselves were worth considering, with 

the professor who used them for his self-promotion, I ended 

up disliking the theories too. For a while, I therefore occupied 

myself intensively with the conservative counter-models. I 

simply wanted to gather intellectual munitions to wrest the 

Siegfried armour from the seemingly unassailable demigod. 
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At least I managed to scratch his aura of infallibility in a few 

sessions this way. Instead of knocking off the conservative 

critics from the throne of his theoretical edifice, the perma-

nent confrontation with their thoughts infuriated him terribly. 

Secretly, he probably felt that the conservative view of things, 

as much as it differed in content from his own, nevertheless 

coincided with it in one decisive point – namely, in the arro-

gant manner of expression. Like him, his opponents did not 

care about the content. The only thing that mattered to them 

was the opportunity for self-promotion it gave them. 

In the end, this professor was the reason why I abandoned my 

studies and preferred to learn a practical profession. 

 

I am so immersed in my flow of thoughts that I don't notice 

George's comment at the top right of the screen at first: 

 

"You are trying to root out one evil (vanity) by feeding another 

(self-righteousness)." 

 

I feel offended and unjustly treated. – Isn't schoolmasterly be-

haviour also an evil? In any case, I can't think of anything more 

on the subject of meditation now. But since the others are all 

still busy typing, I reluctantly read through it again and at least 

pretend that I am continuing my meditative battle against evil. 

In doing so, it occurs to me that the evil is actually fighting 

against itself here: a "messenger of Satan" is combating the 

arrogance that has obviously been sown by his master himself. 

Annoyed by George's remark, I type the thought into the 
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computer, believing that I can upset George by pointing out 

the contradictory nature of the meditation theme. 

However, I don't have to wait long for an answer: 

 

"An interesting thought, but you are only using it here to es-

cape from yourself." 

 

After that I had finally lost the desire for further contemplative 

excursions into my soul. I leaned casually against the pillar be-

hind me and spent the time until the end of the meditation 

session piercing the darkness above me with my gaze. 
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Experiences of Shadow Loss 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sunday, September 17 

 

Shorsh's Story 

 

Yesterday, after dinner, we had a cosy get-together in Shorsh's 

chamber. Whether he chose his name out of admiration for 

George is not entirely clear. He himself, however, claims that 

he has always been called that way. 

Six of us have gathered around the much too small table in his 

room. Shorsh has organised some wine – which he himself 

drinks sparingly because of his chronic stomach pains –, two 

candles flicker on the table. 

Shorsh is what you would call a happy-go-lucky person – at 

least this is the image of himself that he conveys to others. As 

the mood becomes more intimate and the conversation turns 
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to how he got to the Disciples of Darkness, he speaks about 

his shadow loss as if he were telling a good joke: ''I was in one 

of those food palaces that day, where they serve you three 

lettuce leaves for a hundred bucks, and I had just gone to uri-

nate.'' 

He emphasises the word "urinate" with relish, so that the re-

lief he must have felt when passing water can still be felt. 

With a grin, he continues: "So I'm standing in this temple of 

toilets – you know how cleverly these places are illuminated 

nowadays – and suddenly I notice how the men next to me 

are staring at me from top to bottom with no compunction at 

all. I think to myself: nowhere is safe from these voyeurs! Then 

I see that they are not looking at my noble parts, but at the 

ground below me." 

Shorsh pauses and gazes expectantly at us. After one of us has 

finally said the redeeming "And then?", he continues with un-

restrained verve: "So I look below me, assuming that maybe 

the piss pot in front of me has a hole and I'm just peeing on 

the posh tiles. It takes me a while to realise that where I'm 

standing, the floor is all virgin white, while the men next to me 

are circled by their shadows cast in stars around their bodys 

by the ceiling spotlights." 

Another short silence falls, during which Shorsh runs his hand 

through his matchstick-short hair as if in thought. But this time 

he continues his report without us having to ask him: " As I 

look straight into the face of the guy next to me to make him 

take his eyes off me, he stammers: 'Excuse me, I just had the 

impression ... But no, that's quite impossible!' – And I reply: 
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Don't worry, you've observed quite correctly – I never take my 

shadow with me when I go out." 

Everyone laughs, although we are of course aware that Shorsh 

has heavily modified the story or invented it altogether. What 

it tells is actually more of an inner truth. It is about the at-

tempt to overcome a traumatic experience, whereby it re-

mains unclear whether it is a real overcoming or only a 

feigning of it. Shorsh's chronic stomach ailment – he even car-

ries emergency drops with him at all times – rather suggests 

the latter. 

The trauma of losing one's own shadow and the sympathy for 

Shorsh ensure, however, that no one disputes the veracity of 

his story. Everyone readily identifies with the ease the trauma 

is supposedly dealt with here. 

 

Yvonne's Story 

 

Not everyone succeeds as well as Shorsh in masking the pain 

of amputation. This becomes clear when Yvonne starts telling 

her story. She says she noticed the loss of her shadow when 

she went to the outdoor pool one summer evening after work. 

"I was just about to spread out my blanket," she recounts, 

"when out of the corner of my eye I see some guys, but also a 

few women, staring at me quite unabashedly. I think, sure, my 

new swimsuit is pretty sexy.  But then I realise that their eyes 

are not fixed on me at all, but on the spot next to me, on the 

emptiness yawning there instead of my shadow." 

She finishes her story with a forced smile: "And I had already 

picked out one of the boys to flirt with!" 
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Yvonne's attempt to give her story a cheerful air fails 

thoroughly. It is too obvious that she is trying to flee from a 

pain that she has obviously not yet overcome. An awkward 

silence ensues, and finally someone brings up another subject 

– the hour of confession is over. 

Interestingly, in such cases only the actual loss of the shadow 

is mentioned – but never what happened afterwards. Shadow 

Colours and the Shadow Investigation Agency are taboo – 

although I don't doubt that most of us have had to do with 

them in some way. I am probably not the only one who has 

been involved in inglorious forms of cooperation and is 

therefore quite happy to leave this subject out. 

The loss of the shadow, on the other hand, is of course asso-

ciated with painful memories for everyone – but it can also 

create a sense of community. It is something like the primor-

dial experience that we all share, an ordeal that everyone has 

gone through in a similar form and that has led us here di-

rectly or in a roundabout way. 

While I am immersed in such thoughts and disengage from the 

conversation, Shorsh leaves the room for a moment. When he 

sits down at the table again, I notice how the conversation 

falls silent and everyone stares in my direction with a mixture 

of fright and compassion. 

This look, directed at a spot right behind me on the wall, is 

one I know very well. But under the circumstances I don't 

quite know how to interpret it. So I turn around, follow the 

pairs of eyes directed at the wall behind me – and wince when 

I see a black something there, with the typical fluttering 

movements of a shadow moved by candlelight. 
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I look around, everyone stares at the wall, then at my face – 

until the first one twitches his mouth and finally laughs, 

whereupon the others join in the general laughter. Shorsh 

stands up and removes the paper silhouette he has hung on 

the wall behind me, without me noticing it. I pull myself to-

gether and laugh with the others. As a novice, I probably have 

to put up with such jokes. 
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"Why Did the Good Lord Actually Create the 

Shadows?" 
 

 

 

Monday, September 18 

 

A beautiful late summer evening. I am standing with Lina at 

the window of her chamber, together we are dreaming out 

into the setting sun. When I turn around and look at the 

shadeless floor in front of me, I say half jokingly: "Tell me, why 

did the good Lord actually create the shadows? People can live 

just as well without them!" 

Lina smiles, but doesn't hesitate for a moment with her 

answer. Obviously she has already thought about this question 

many times. "I would say the shadow locates you in the world 

– like the anchor of a ship. It gives you support, but it can also 

restrain you so that you ..." 

"You mean it can put restrictions on my personal develop-

ment?" I continue her thought. "So to speak, prevent the ship 

from setting sail?" 
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Lina nods. "Yes, that too, of course. But I had rather a different 

kind of restriction in mind. In a way, the shadow gives a sort of 

shape to your dark side ..." 

As she hesitates, carefully weighing her words, I ask: "But isn't 

that rather positive? As soon as something takes shape, it is 

also less threatening, isn't it? Things that have a form can be 

looked at and grasped mentally. Only the formless can deform 

the soul – don't you agree?" 

"Yes, you're right," Lina confirms. "But what if the beautiful 

form is deceptive? Don't forget that the shadow always shows 

you your dark side as it is seen in a specific place – it is pre-

cisely the root that connects you to that place. If the formless 

is made the norm there, your shadow may make you believe 

in a perfect order, while in reality the world is out of joint. In 

such a case, you can only free yourself from the shackles of 

evil by detaching yourself from your shadow and finding your 

own form for your dark side." 

"But", I object, "for us who live without a shadow, 'evil', as you 

call it, has no form at all. Wouldn't we then have to fall victim 

to it all the more?" 

Lina sighs. Apparently she is not at all comfortable with the 

subject. "Perhaps I shouldn't have spoken of 'evil'," she con-

cedes. "The term is indeed misleading. For me, the dark side 

of people means, first of all, quite neutrally, everything that 

does not play a central role for them in their everyday life – in 

other words, things that are 'in the dark' for them. Something 

evil can only arise from it when the energy of the dark side 

takes on a life of its own. This is regularly the case when it is 

not given an outlet in everyday life. As soon as this happens, 
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the dark side loses its threatening character. Ideally, it then 

even connects with the bright side to form an organic unity." 

Lina seems much more beautiful to me than in the past, now 

that she has this gleaming earnestness in her eyes. Out of 

sympathy, I want to agree with everything she says. On the 

other hand, it also tempts me to contradict her, to fan the 

holy fire in her gaze a little more. 

So I ask in a deliberately provocative way: "But wouldn't you in 

a way be exorcising evil through evil then? Let's take aggres-

sion, for example, which is undoubtedly part of the dark side 

of human beings. Do you think it makes sense to give violent 

impulses an outlet – to let the energy flow uncontrolled?" 

Lina shakes her head disapprovingly. "First of all, I didn't say 

that you should just 'let the energy flow'. The important thing 

is that you yourself choose the way in which the energy is im-

plemented, instead of letting yourself be guided by uncon-

trolled impulses. And secondly, violence is precisely an exam-

ple of misdirected energy – energy that is destructive rather 

than creative, that brings suffering rather than pleasure." 

"So you're saying that there is no pleasure in killing?" I con-

tinue inquiring. 

She sighs again. "You misunderstood me once more! I was 

talking about the objective effects of violent actions. On the 

subjective level, things look different. There, of course, this 

fatal connection between pleasure and killing does exist. I 

would even say that the desire to kill is potentially always 

there, even if we personally do not supply evil with new 

power. The misdirection of our inner energy is not just related 

to a single human life. It is a process that has been going on 
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for centuries – ultimately since man entered history. That is 

precisely why it is so difficult to defeat evil: it has taken deep 

roots in our world." 

Deliberately exaggerating, I ask: "So man is the great villain of 

creation – the one who brought evil into the world?" 

Lina overhears my sarcasm and replies seriously: "I wouldn't 

put it that way. It is not man himself who is the problem, but 

the way we use our inner energy. The fact that it is not bound 

to our instincts gives us much more freedom to act it out. This 

opens up new possibilities, but also implies a greater 

responsibility for the whole of life. Unfortunately, the more 

man writes his own history and determines the development 

of this planet with this history, the less he lives up to this re-

sponsibility." 

"But can't animals also feel pleasure in killing?" I object. "And 

doesn't that show that evil must have been in the world be-

fore humans?" 

"As a possibility, yes," Lina approves. "But the animal always 

remains integrated into the whole of nature. Even if it is 

guided in its actions by destructive drives, these still have a 

productive meaning in the aggregate. The concrete existence 

of evil is owed solely to man, who nourishes it by surrendering 

to it a part of his existence as prey." 

I smile challengingly at her. "That sounds like evil is a beast 

lurking in the dark to attack the poor, innocent human being." 

Goosebumps tremble on Lina's arms. After the sun has set, a 

cool wind blows in through the window. It effortlessly pene-

trates the thin summer dress Lina is wearing that day. 
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Lina closes the window and goes to the bed, where she wraps 

herself in a blanket. Leaning against the wall, she muses: "Of 

course, these are all just pictures. But they do contain a kernel 

of truth." 

"And what would that be?" I ask as I sit down next to her on 

the bed. 

"You can imagine it as a chemical process," Lina explains, still 

shivering. "The evil is like a chemical substance that was cre-

ated by certain reactions of individual particles and that now, 

like any other chemical substance, has the tendency to ex-

pand. At the same time, the individual particles of which it is 

composed tend to combine with certain other substances. 

Therefore, our aim must always be to behave in such a way 

that we do not provide nourishment for the evil and thus pre-

vent it from spreading in us and in the world through our be-

haviour." 

"But couldn't it also be", I point out, "that I objectively 

contribute to the spread of evil, while subjectively I have the 

impression that I am counteracting its expansion? So how can 

I tell when that is the case and when I am in fact taking energy 

away from evil by giving it, as you call it, an unobjectionable 

outlet?" 

Lina pulls her bare arms out from under the blanket and wraps 

them around her knees. "There is only one remedy for that: 

you must always distrust yourself." 

With her melancholic eyes and her expressive hands, whose 

fingers play with each other lost in thought, she looks far too 

beautiful for me to waste the whole evening on philosophical 

discussions. So I move over to her and put my arm around her: 
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"Don't you think we're letting our energy flow in the wrong 

direction right now, too?" 

She smirks, though I somewhat ridicule her thoughts this way. 

To my relief, she doesn't insist on continuing our conversation. 

Perhaps she herself was in the mood for a little communica-

tion of a different kind. Our kiss is the prelude to a heavenly 

romantic hour – even if the bed with its squeaky slatted frame 

is not exactly what I would call a "love nest". 
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Grassroots Meditations/2 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Wednesday, September 20 

 

Only four days left until the day of the annual worship service! 

Once again, I tried to get Lina to tell me a bit more about it, 

but she refused to give me any information. 

According to her, it is impossible to describe it because every 

ceremony is different and everyone experiences it differently. 

It would only give the wrong impression if she tried to de-

scribe the things going on there. Some phenomena, she says, 

cannot be expressed in words. I would just have to be patient 

for a few more days, then I would understand everything. 

Of course, she only made me more curious with that. 
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2. "Annihilated Are We, Annihilated!" 

 

Last night we had another Grassroots Meditation with George. 

The theme this time: 

 

"On that day they will sing a mocking song at you, 

and lamentation shall be heard: 

Annihilated are we, annihilated!" 

 

For a long time, nothing comes to mind. Then suddenly my 

thoughts turn to Stephen, my best friend in the first years of 

school. Stephen had waited for me every morning in front of 

the bakery on the corner, and then we had gone to school to-

gether. 

Needless to say that we sat next to each other in class. He was 

better at English, I was better at Maths, so we complemented 

each other in a perfect way. We helped each other with the 

homework, but especially with the class tests, where we had 

come up with such a refined copying system that no one ever 

suspected us. 

In the afternoon we almost every day went to play soccer on 

the playground, even when it was raining. Only when the rain 

was too heavy did we meet at his place or mine. Then we usu-

ally spent our time exchanging collector cards or leafing 

through the albums in which we kept these little treasures. 

One day, a new guy named Jason came to our class. From the 

very first day he attracted the attention of all the boys in the 

class. Somehow he managed to make us all want to be friends 

with him. 
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After a short time, Jason had divided us into two groups. On 

one side was the group of those he considered worthy of be-

ing friends with him. The other group consisted of those he 

considered too weak to be accepted into his exquisite club. 

I myself had the honour of being taken on a ramble by him a 

few times. However, I did not belong to the inner circle of his 

friends, but to a third group on whose fate Jason had not yet 

made up his mind. The same applied to Stephen. In his case, 

too, it had not yet been finally decided whether he would be 

one of the chosen ones or one of the outcasts. 

My friendship with Stephen had changed a lot under the new 

conditions. We felt uncomfortable when we did something 

together, as if we were excluding ourselves from the strong 

community that Jason was building around him. When we 

were invited to his forays, he always arranged for only one of 

us to go with him. In this way he made it clear to us that we 

could only be accepted into his gang at the price of giving up 

our friendship. 

So we met less and less, and when we did, it wasn't like be-

fore. Even when we went to school together in the morning, 

we hardly had anything to say to each other. Eventually, I even 

started getting up a little later in the morning or taking a dif-

ferent route to school in order to avoid seeing Stephen. 

Shortly before the summer holidays, Jason called a meeting. I 

was invited to it, but Stephen was not. Jason explained to us 

that we were the chosen ones, that from now on we would all 

be members of his gang and that we would always have to 

stick together. That's why it would be necessary to have a 

common identification mark. 
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Jason suggested choosing black stockings for this. This seemed 

very appropriate to all of us, even if the real reason for it was 

that they were just available cheaply at the supermarket 

around the corner. So from then on we called ourselves "The 

Black Stockings". 

With Stephen, all bridges were now burnt. I avoided him like a 

person with whom one shares a dark past. 

On the last day before the summer holidays, Jason received a 

report card that was like one big failure. In addition, Jason's 

parents received a letter in which the school administration 

recommended that they should send their son to another 

school more suited to his needs. 

As a result, Jason told us that we had "to establish clear condi-

tions" before the holidays. He asked us if we had noticed that 

the gang members had consistently received worse marks 

than the other pupils in the class. Surely it was clear to us 

what this meant? 

"They are geeks," concluded Andrew, the overweight guy with 

the gap in his teeth, whose report card wasn't exactly a certifi-

cate of honour either. 

"Exactly," Jason praised him, "and that's why they're getting a 

thrashing today." 

He took a piece of paper out of his pocket, on which he had 

noted in his spidery handwriting meticulously who was to take 

on whom. It worked out almost exactly, because our gang only 

counted one less than the group of non-gang members. As our 

leader, Jason had assigned himself two opponents – who ad-

mittedly happened to be the weakest in the class. The boy I 

was supposed to compete against was Stephen. 
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We lay in wait for our opponents in front of the school 

building and led them like criminals into the park behind the 

school. There Jason had chosen a place for the big punishment 

action, which was framed by bushes and thus not visible from 

the outside. Then we formed a circle and led the "traitors", as 

Jason called them, one by one into the middle, where they 

were to be "beaten to a pulp" by the Black Stocking in charge. 

Jason himself was the first to enter the circle. He made short 

work of the two opponents he had chosen for himself. He 

simply grabbed them one by one by the satchels and flung 

them to the ground, then turned them onto their backs and 

punched them in the face while they kicked their legs like tur-

tles. To his advantage, both of them offered little resistance, 

hoping to get away without any major injuries this way. A 

strategy that didn't work with Jason – both had black eyes af-

terwards and were bleeding from the nose. 

Everything went smoothly until it was my turn. Jason had put 

together the pairings with care, so that the Black Stockings 

were far superior to their opponents in each case. Most of the 

gang members were also experienced in combat and had al-

ready had many a successful mission to correct a justice gap 

Jason had identified. 

I, by contrast, had always just followed along until that day 

and now had to prove myself in front of the others for the first 

time. Accordingly, I was quite excited when I stepped into the 

middle. 

To cover my nervousness, I began to jump on the spot like a 

boxer. I drew my arms in front of my face, ready to attack, and 

waved my fists threateningly, as I had observed the others do. 
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Stephen followed my lead, although I noticed that he was 

moving without passion and would have preferred to run 

away. But what could he do? The circle around us was closed, 

and until the fight began, two of us had grabbed him firmly by 

the arm. Escape was out of the question! 

With my first blow I hit Stephen right on the nose. It started 

bleeding immediately. Stephen looked at me with the sad sur-

prise of a dog being beaten by his master. Tears welled up in 

his eyes as he felt for the wound. 

"Yeah, that's it! Finish him off!" the others cheered me on. 

Blindly, I hit my injured friend. Stephen didn't fight back, but 

that only made me angrier. I kept pushing him until he fell to 

the ground and curled up there like a baby. I kicked him ob-

sessively, even against the arms he held protectively in front 

of his head. 

When Stephen finally took his hands away, I suddenly saw his 

tear-stained, bloody face. There was no accusation in it, but 

instead such a strong sadness, unknown to me until then, that 

I involuntarily turned away from him. 

But Jason didn't seem to have had enough: "What a coward!" 

he shouted. "He thinks he can fool us – he's just pretending! 

Watch out, I'll show him!" 

With that, he stepped right up to Stephen, opened his flies 

and started to piss on the boy lying on the floor. To prevent 

Stephen from resisting, he put one leg on his chest. Trium-

phantly, he turned to us: "What's the matter with you? Don't 

you feel like peeing?" 

It was the last order Jason gave us. After the summer holidays 

he no longer attended the school. Rumour had it that his 
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parents had moved to another town for job reasons. Anyway, 

we had all still formed the shameful circle around Stephen 

with him. Even today I can almost physically feel the shame 

that rose up in me when I stood with my genitals exposed over 

the body of my once best friend. 

As for Stephen, I haven't seen him since then either. He was 

simply gone when the new school year began. His place in the 

class remained empty for a long time, like a silent reproach. 

 

No sooner have I stopped writing than I receive a comment 

from George: 

 

"How convenient that childhood exists – this allows us to feel 

purified today." 

 

George, it seems, is never satisfied. Sometimes I get the im-

pression that she deliberately writes such mean things to pro-

voke me. What she is trying to achieve with this remains un-

clear to me. 
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The Trail of Evil 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Friday, 22 September 

 

Today I worked in the vegetable gardens in the morning. The 

predominant impression: the smell of the earth when I turned 

the clods, this unique breath of the soil that rose to my nos-

trils. On the meadow in front of me, the steaming horses' 

bodies, their necks bent in the dewy grass. 

A feeling of being connected to everything ... Of course only as 

long as no blisters have formed on my hands and my back 

doesn't hurt. Then the outer impression recedes and I feel 

that I have been duped by a mirage. The result: My attention 

is drawn to the details that make up the real life of nature. 

My gaze falls on a spider rushing to the spot in its web where 

a fly has become entangled. It meticulously processes the in-

sect into a small parcel, then goes back to its lurking position. 

A ladybird uses its pincers to squeeze out the aphids, which in 

turn have so badly affected the autumn anemones that some 

of them cannot even form their blossoms. The ladybird, on the 
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other hand, is attacked by several ants, which it threatens to 

deprive of their own harvest. 

My thoughts drift back to the colourful history encyclopaedia I 

used to leaf through in my youth. What still stands out clearly 

in my mind today: the relief depiction of the Nubian being 

killed by a lioness. He crouches on the forest floor, his arms, 

propped up behind him, show with their slackening tension 

that his resistance has almost been broken. The lioness has 

placed her right paw on one of his hands, the left snuggles al-

most tenderly around his neck. Her mouth, however, firmly 

encloses the neck of her victim, who tilts his head far back, his 

expiring eyes staring into the void. 

The same look captivated me at the picture of the naked 

prisoner crouching on the floor on a Roman sarcophagus. A 

soldier in full armour is about to strike a decisive blow against 

the prisoner. His right arm points almost blasphemously to-

wards the sky, his hand tightly grips the sword that will bring 

death. His gaze is directed into the distance, reflecting the glit-

ter of glory and honour that this cold-blooded execution will 

win him. 

The doomed man looks helplessly into the face of his execu-

tioner, pressing in vain with his right hand against the soldier's 

left arm, with which the latter, clawing his hand into the thick 

mop of hair of the man pressed to the ground, bends his head 

back and thus exposes his neck, which he will sever with the 

next stroke of his sword. 

What has always shocked me about the sarcophagus scene is, 

I think, the matter-of-factness with which a brutal murder is 

used here as an ornamental accessory. The same applys to the 
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depiction of the dying Nubian. This scene, too, someone must 

have found uplifting, because it is placed on a piece of furni-

ture, as a decoration that once adorned the palace of one of 

this world's mighty men in Mesopotamia. 

Does this express an attitude of inhumanity? Sheer cynicism? 

Or is it simply more honest to admit to the desire to kill? 

But if the desire to kill is part of our nature and this in turn is 

only a specific manifestation of nature in general – doesn't we 

have to assume then that evil is inherent in our nature, that it 

is simply there and can at best be suppressed now and then? 

Doesn't the mere appearance of things contradict Lina's as-

sumption that evil is created and kept alive by man alone – 

and therefore can only be eradicated by him? 

Is it really possible to defeat evil once and for all – or at least 

to keep it permanently under control? Does this not contradict 

its entire essence? 
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A Very Special Worship Service/1 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Friday, September 29 

 

The worship service is always on my mind – but I just can't 

manage to describe it. Or do I simply fear the banality of 

words? 

Anyway, I have to try, otherwise I'll choke on it. I'll just mine 

the memory piece by piece, like in a colliery. If I don't get any-

where, I can still stop the whole thing. 
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1. The Sermon 

 

On that evening, our large meeting vault was completely 

covered with soft mats decorated with fancy ornaments. What 

exactly was depicted on them I could not make out, because 

the contours, which were difficult to distinguish anyway, 

blurred even more in the flickering light of the torches. I think 

there were plants on them, something like branches ramifying 

further and further. 

In retrospect, it seems to me that the upper ends of the leaves 

on the branches changed into lizard-like creatures, but also 

into human torsos that touched each other as if in dance and 

then merged again into a mixture of growing plant and animal. 

But it may well be that the memory here is already influenced 

by the later experiences and in reality only unusual colour pat-

terns were visible on the mats. 

The nature of the gathering reminded me at first more of a 

collective relaxation exercise than of a worship service. Every-

one had made themselves comfortable in their own way. 

Some had their arms stretched back and sat there like football 

players between two training sessions, others preferred to sit 

cross-legged or sideways with their legs bent backwards. 

I myself had my legs slightly bent and my arms around my 

knees. Given the uncertainty of what was about to happen, I 

was a little uncomfortable and felt the need to hold on to 

something. Despite the nonchalance displayed by some par-

ticipants, the atmosphere was rather tense, especially as no 

one was talking and nothing but the crackling of the burning 

torch wood could be heard. Another unpleasant thing was 
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that we all had to put on these rough, baggy robes for the ser-

vice. They reminded me painfully of my first days here, when I 

was locked in the dark, damp dungeon. 

After a few minutes of waiting, a gentle spherical music 

started to play from somewhere. It was barely audible, but its 

pleasantly warm timbre had a calming effect. It seemed as if 

the room was filled with the steady back and forth flow of 

waves splashing on the beach. 

In this much more relaxed atmosphere, we had to wait for 

some more time before the sound of a door opening and 

closing could be heard. The music died away, and immediately 

afterwards George's figure emerged from the darkness of the 

vault. Accompanied by two altar girls carrying some sacred 

objects, she walked in our direction. 

In contrast to the altar girls, who were dressed as plainly as we 

were, George had put on a solemn robe, which was bright red 

in its upper half and completely black at the bottom. On closer 

inspection, however, the black colour shimmered like raven 

feathers, making it almost more attractive than the warm red 

of the upper half. George's hair was covered with a kind of pi-

rate's shawl, whose deep blue glittered like a starry sky. 

When she had reached about the middle of the hall, George 

turned her back on us. My eyes fell on the inverted cross that 

was attached to the back of her robe. The vertical black bar 

that cut into the bright red at the top changed to a garish red 

in the lower black part of the cloak, like the horizontal bar. 

I was surprised by the severity that suddenly emanated from 

George. She seemed completely transformed, quite different 
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from the coquettish Georgina she usually appeared to the 

men among us. 

As the altar girls knelt devoutly, George raised her arms im-

ploringly and spoke in a loud voice the words: "King of the 

world, Creator and driving force of life, you who guide our 

steps in the dark night, I call upon you and ask you: Be present 

with us today!" 

Like the others, I had knelt down as George began to recite 

the invocation. As soon as she had finished, she turned 

around, lowered her arms, spread them at her sides at waist 

level and called out: "Lift up your hearts!" To which the con-

gregation replied: "We have them lifted up to Him." 

After that, we all returned to a more comfortable sitting posi-

tion again. George, meanwhile, went to the wooden pulpit 

attached to one of the front pillars. Before stepping into it, she 

turned briefly to the altar girls. Apparently following a fixed 

rite, they were spreading out the utensils they had brought 

with them on the altar, which was only dimly visible in the 

darkness of the back vault. 

From the pulpit, George looked steadfastly into the depths of 

the vault, probably to collect herself and to gather her 

thoughts. Only then did she proceed to the sermon. It obvi-

ously consisted of passages from the bible that George had 

modified for her purposes. This gave the speech something 

archaic and pathetic, but also a solemn seriousness. 

"My friends," she began, "you know that we are once again 

living in a time where those in power are plotting mischief and 

devising evil in their headquarters. And not only do they plan 

it – they also carry it out; for they have the power to do so. 
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They claim the wealth of others for themselves and try to 

usurp it. They want to subjugate foreign countries and subject 

them to their will. They use violence against the foreign coun-

tries, against the owners and their property. They just devour 

the foreign peoples one by one." 

George had quickly talked herself into a state of excitement. 

Her lips trembled as she exclaimed: "Shame on those who 

hide their secret plans so that what they do remains in the 

dark! They preach honey while they prepare poison. And they 

point a finger at others while they pursue their murderous 

plans." 

George let the echo of her words die away in the vault. Then, 

lowering her voice again, she continued: "We all know: The 

sun will set on these false prophets, and the day will darken 

upon them. But this will only happen if you do not allow your-

selves to be deceived by anyone and in any way! Never forget 

that these people are apostles of lies! They will make you 

paradisiacal promises, so that you can take them for servants 

of justice. They will keep up the appearance of mercy, but in 

their hearts, they will deny it." 

Clasping her hands tightly around the railing of the pulpit, as if 

the strength for her speech was flowing to her from there, 

George closed her eyes and uttered another solemn curse: 

"Sons of perdition they are, lawbreakers who pretend to be 

the law! They love evil more than good and lies more than 

truthful speech. They want to seduce you into unrighteous-

ness, they want you to close yourselves off to the truth. But if 

you oppose them, it will be you who will be branded by them 
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as unjust and as spreaders of untruth. For they are intriguers, 

and their tongue is like a sharp knife." 

Only now did George open her eyes again. As if waking up 

from a dream, she looked around absentmindedly until she 

had collected herself again. Then she ended her sermon with 

the words: "I wish you all to be strong enough to resist these 

temptations and threats. Never close your hearts to the truth, 

by which alone we can be saved! May the breath of your 

mouth reveal the untruth and destroy the evil spread by the 

greedy prophets with the help of this untruth!" 

For a while, everyone remained in silent contemplation, pon-

dering George's words. In my head, however, there was 

nothing but a big rushing. I was simply too confused by the 

whole atmosphere and the unfamiliar ceremony. 
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A Very Special Worship Service/2 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Saturday, September 30 

 

Faith Memories 

 

When I was young, I once went through quite a religious 

phase. I wore a golden crucifix around my neck, had a ''Jesus 

lives'' sticker on my school satchel and was a member of a 

Christian youth group. 

In retrospect, though, I wonder if I was really religious in my 

religious phase. What attracted me to the group was probably 

more this feeling of being unconditionally accepted into a 

community. Hardly anything makes the spiritual connection to 

others so immediately tangible as the common immersion in 

the primordial ground of being. 
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At that time, this experience helped me to gain a deeper 

awareness of myself. After all, my ego had by no means dis-

solved in the community. I simply gained a sense of my roots 

and their secret ramifications with other beings. 

In fact, it was a purely spiritual communion. I would never 

have felt any physical emotion during the greeting of peace or 

the distribution of the hosts. And yet couples emerged from 

our community who sealed their covenant not only on a 

spiritual level. 

Most intensively, the community could be experienced in 

common prayer. Especially the ritual prayers, in which the 

meaning of the words fades through the constant repetition of 

the words, re-established the invisible bond between us time 

and again. It was as if our communal murmuring produced a 

spiritual breeze into which the breath of a higher, all-

embracing spirit imperceptibly mingled. 

At the worship service with George, I had a similar experience 

– and yet, at the same time, this experience was completely 

different from anything I had witnessed in my Christian youth 

group back then. 

 

2. Intercessions 

 

The silence that had followed her sermon was ended by 

George after a while with the ritual words: "Let us pray!" 

Like everyone else, I knelt down and folded my hands in an-

ticipation of the priestly dialogue with God. At the very first 

words George spoke, however, I winced sharply. For the 

prayer, whose even, solemn flow now filled the vault, revealed 
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to me all at once the meaning of this gathering. Apparently, I 

had approached the mass with too much naivety. 

George left the pulpit and stood upright in front of us. 

Crossing her arms in front of her chest, she spoke with closed 

eyes the words: "Glory and praise be to you, Satan, wisest and 

most beautiful of the angels, prince of exile and shelter of the 

banished! You who beget hope with Mother Death, your an-

cient and strong beloved, dazzling king of subterranean things, 

trusted healer of human fears, we beseech you: Let our soul 

rest with you one day under the tree of knowledge, when over 

your brow its branches spread like a new temple!" 

The final words of the prayer, which seemed to follow a ritual 

formula, were murmured in monotone by the whole congre-

gation: "O Satan, take pity on our long misery!" 

I felt a strong urge to run away, no matter where, only away 

from this place to which – as I now thought again – some ob-

viously insane people had dragged me. The fact that I didn't 

give in to this impulse was probably primarily due to my fear 

of what would have followed my attempt to escape. 

However, despite everything, I was still curious about the pro-

gress of this strange worship service. I reassured myself with 

the fact that neither the sermon nor the prayer spoken by 

George really fitted in with my idea of black masses. Probably, 

I said to myself, the Satan worship was something purely ex-

ternal – a rare kind of atonement or some early Christian ritual 

that George had dug up in his penchant for excentric things. 

Then it was time for the intercessions. One by one, selected 

members of the congregation went to the front and recited 
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the texts they had prepared. These apparently also followed a 

fixed pattern, from which only slight deviations were allowed. 

The first to speak was Yvonne. Her excitement was clearly no-

ticeable, even though she was trying to appear confident. She 

stood right next to George, who had remained in her place 

with her hands folded, and proclaimed in a trembling voice: 

"You, who with your love show even the loneliest pariahs the 

way to paradise, we beseech you: Be with the homeless and 

the poor of this world, and give them the courage and pride 

not to feel guilty about their misery!" 

To this the congregation responded again with the words: "O 

Satan, take pity on our long misery!" 

While Yvonne went back to her place, a young man stepped 

forward whom I had not yet got to know better. However, I 

had noticed that he had unusually soft, almost angelic fea-

tures for a man. So I wasn't surprised that George often in-

vited him to her room in the evening. His real name was Her-

bert. However, George had named him Hervé – probably be-

cause that sounds more like "amour". 

The blond beau seemed similarly excited as Yvonne, but spoke 

his intercession much louder and more pathetically than the 

latter: "You who give the condemned that proud look that si-

lences a whole crowd around a scaffold, we beseech you: Give 

us the strength to resist the injustice of this world!" 

Thereupon the murmur chorus resounded again: "O Satan, 

take pity on our long misery!" 

Now it was Shorsh's turn. He was the only one whose inter-

cession did not seem very credible. Although his stubble hair-

cut made him fit into the potato sack frock far better than 
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Yvonne with her long curls, his grin indicated a far greater dis-

tance from what was happening around him. In addition, the 

intercession he spoke would hardly have suited anyone less 

than the born self-promoter Shorsh: "You who put your mark 

on the forehead of the selfish and vain Croesus, we ask you for 

the strength to resist greed and the addiction to glory!" 

The congregation overlooked Shorsh's aloof grin and reacted 

to the intercession no differently than to those spoken before: 

"O Satan, take pity on our long misery!" 

The last intercessor was Lina. It was clear to see that this was 

not the first time she had been chosen for this service. She 

even managed to adjust her voice precisely to the acoustics of 

the vault, so that it sounded neither shrill nor muffled: "You 

who sow love for the fallen in the heart of the harlots, we be-

seech you: Give us the strength and the love to find you in the 

closeness to one another!" 

I hoped that she would look at me after these words, but Lina 

kept looking into space even as she returned to her place. In 

response to her intercession, there was not the previous 

murmur, but a new answer, apparently also ritualised, indi-

cating the end of this part of the ceremony: "For everything 

created by God is good, and nothing is reprehensible if it is 

enjoyed with gratitude." 
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A Very Special Worship Service/3 
 

 

Saturday, September 30, in the evening 

 

The Miracle of the Voice 

 

Walking through the long cloisters here, I often find myself 

involuntarily thinking of the chorales I once heard at a guest 

performance by a Georgian choir. The experience of perfect 

harmony that this music radiated has remained in my memory 

until today.  

Indeed, hardly anything expresses spiritual communion with 

others as purely as choral singing. Nothing testifies so much to 

the possibility of humans to break out of the cage of their ego, 

at least temporarily. 

The reason for this is, first of all, the miracle of the voice. 

Larynx, soft palate, vocal cords – all this is strictly material. 
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What emerges from it, however, is immaterial in its essence. 

Thus the voice is the best testimony to the intimate connec-

tion between spirit and matter. 

Like a bird from its nest, the spirit rises from matter. And like a 

breeze carrying pollen from one plant to another, it in turn 

fertilises matter, which then gives new nourishment to the 

spirit. The same applies to singing. 

Something similar is true, of course, for linguistic utterances. 

Here, too, something spiritual emerges from matter. But lan-

guage can also sow discord. A word can become a weapon, it 

can penetrate a soul like a projectile and decompose the per-

son concerned from within. 

Singing, by contrast, always has a reconciling effect. In it, the 

human being always breaks through the boundaries of the 

material existence and participates in the weightless realm of 

the spirit. 

Thus, through singing together with others, something new 

emerges, a spiritual space in which freedom can be experi-

enced more directly than in language. That's why the impres-

sion of spiritualisation is strongest when singing is detached 

from language – when the meaning of the words takes a back 

seat to their intonation or choral variation. When the word is 

only the starting point for the free, speechless flight of the 

spirit in the medium of the voice, which, in conjunction with 

other voices, conveys an inkling of the harmonies prevailing 

within the cosmos. 

Why did singing actually play no role in the annual mass? Or 

did it just take a different form there? Were the sounds we 

uttered there also a kind of primitive singing? 



105 
 

3. Agape 

 

After the intercessions, everyone remained in silent contem-

plation – everyone except me. I was too busy thinking about 

what had to happen next – the Communion. I only had a very 

vague idea of what this looked like at Black Masses. But pre-

cisely this had the effect of increasing my uneasiness more 

and more. I hardly succeeded in at least pretending to let the 

sermon and intercessions reverberate in my mind. 

Just as I was about to look up, a low but polyphonic whisper 

resounded from somewhere, spreading like rising wind 

throughout the vault. At the same time, the torches were ex-

tinguished by one of the altar girls. In the end, only a three-

armed candlestick that had been placed near the altar was still 

emitting a faint light. 

As soon as the murmur, in which the whole congregation now 

joined in, was loud enough, I could clearly distinguish two 

words: "White Raven". Without pause and in a constantly in-

creasing volume, they were breathed into the vault again and 

again. 

Gradually the whispering grew into a call that absorbed me 

like a maelstrom. So I was as relieved as the others when I saw 

a figure winding its way up behind the altar, apparently in re-

sponse to the call of the congregation. In the faint candlelight, 

it was at first only vaguely discernible. 

Only gradually did I realise that the figure consisted of two na-

ked bodies standing sideways to us, nestling together with 

their arms stretched upwards. The moment the lower bodies 

emerged from behind the altar, the bodies separated from 
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each other a little. As a result, the oversized phallus 

protruding from one of them seemed to cut horizontally 

through the other. This way, the two bodies formed the shape 

of an inverted cross. 

After the bodies had risen to their full height, the "White Ra-

ven" calls suddenly fell silent. At the same time, one of the 

altar girls took a censer from the altar – which, however, did 

not emit incense, but a particularly aromatic scent of roses. 

She waved it over the two bodies until they were completely 

enveloped in the fragrance. Then she spread a red shimmering 

cloth over them. 

Thereupon the congregation spoke the words that were ap-

parently ritually prescribed for this moment: "Teach us, Satan, 

your word that lives and abides, so that we may not cease to 

love one another with all our hearts, and be born again and 

again of your imperishable seed. For all that is mortal is like 

grass, and all its beauty is like the flower in the grass. The 

grass withers and the flower fades, but you abide forever." 

As soon as the echo of these words had died away in the vault, 

the altar girl lifted the cloth again. Behind it, now standing side 

by side, the two bodies that had previously formed the in-

verted cross reappeared. Now it was clear that one figure was 

George and the other the second altar girl. 

However, I had no time to think about it. For at the same mo-

ment that the cloth was lifted, everyone around me threw off 

their robes. Underneath they were completely naked! 

It only took me a few seconds to convince myself to do the 

same. Under the circumstances, it would have been more em-

barrassing to keep the sackcloth on than to throw it off. In ad-
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dition, it took me longer than the others to undress anyway: 

Unaware of the ritual procedure of the mass, I was the only 

one who had put on underwear. 

We all went naked to the front and formed a circle around 

George and the two altar girls, each embracing the two 

standing next to them. The three-branched candlestick was 

now in the middle of the altar. Around it were grouped a wine 

goblet set with precious gems, a bulbous wicker bottle and a 

shell-shaped bowl filled with shimmering red-black com-

munion wafers. Surprisingly for me, the great physical close-

ness did not trigger any physical emotions. Instead, there was 

a feeling of deep connection with the others that I had never 

felt in this form before. 

What concerned me most at that moment, however, was 

George. She had taken off the oversized phallus she had 

strapped on before. Her body, too, now presented itself to us 

as God – or whoever – had created it. The effect was that of a 

picture puzzle. 

The soft facial features and the – albeit not very voluptuous – 

breasts gave the impression of a woman in whom, as in the 

case of certain female top athletes, the clitoris had grown into 

a small penis as a result of hormone treatment. However, 

when looking first at her lower body, George appeared more 

like a man whose scrotum had not developed properly, so that 

it did not hang down but enclosed the penis halfway. At a cur-

sory glance, it almost seemed as if there were not one, but 

two sexual organs playing around each other. George's na-

kedness therefore seemed somewhat obscene to me at first. 
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The altar girls now filled the chalice on the altar with wine. 

Meanwhile, George picked up the bowl with the communion 

wafers. Slowly she (he?) walked around our circle with it. 

Whenever she held up the hosts before distributing them, the 

red lines that ran through them shone in the candlelight like 

thin veins. 

A very unique harmony emanated from this play of colours. At 

the same time, however, it stirred an unpleasant memory in 

me. Looking at the wafers, I remembered how I had once 

cracked open a breakfast egg that had already been fertilised. 

Instead of the yolk, a reddish-yellow mass had run down my 

knife. 

My feelings were correspondingly ambivalent when it was my 

turn and George held out the host in front of me. Before she – 

I prefer to stick to the feminine pronoun, as George seems to 

feel more like a woman – put it in my mouth, she kissed it with 

a fervour that alienated me. Then she looked me firmly in the 

eye and murmured some incomprehensible words. 

Mechanically, I opened my lips. Immediately afterwards, I felt 

the host in my mouth. Its bittersweet aftertaste was still on 

my tongue minutes later. 

While George stepped from one to the other with the wafers, 

the wine chalice passed from hand to hand. The altar girl who 

had poured the blood-red liquid held it to the mouth of the 

one who had first been handed the host and let the communi-

cant take a sip. Then that person took the chalice, put it to the 

lips of the next person in line, who then took the chalice. This 

continued until everyone had taken a sip from the chalice. 



109 
 

After everyone had drunk some of the wine and received a 

host, the spherical music resumed and everyone went back to 

their places. As soon as we had settled down on our mats, the 

candlelight was extinguished. Now the vault was filled with 

complete darkness. 

Well, and then began what I really don't have the words for. 

Unknown bodies touched me and were touched by me, hands 

intertwined, detached from each other and formed words of 

endearment on faces whose features they palpated like in-

scriptions on ancient stone tablets. Tongues spoke without 

speaking, bodies merged and reinvented themselves in an in-

finite, ever-changing variety of shapes. 

It seemed as if the whole room was filled with the rustling of 

the tops of an impenetrable jungle, the cries of exotic birds 

echoing in its fertile night. I felt at the same time deep inside 

myself and completely out of myself, a castaway in a surging 

sea that periodically swallows him up and spits him out again. 

I had crossed a border and entered regions that I had never 

been to before. 
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III.  The Blackout 
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Metamorphoses 
 

Sunday, October 1 

 

Since the worship service, 

nothing has been the same. 

The day after, the exhilaration 

had still persisted. I felt like after 

a night of drinking, when sleep 

deprivation ignites a deceptive 

euphoria. Not only those I live 

with here were suddenly as close 

to me as my own shirt. Even the 

entire environment, the smallest 

bugs, the most distant stars – everything was infinitely familiar 

to me, as if I had been dealing with it since the beginning of 

time. 

Only two days later, however, a severe hangover set in. 

Suddenly it embarrassed me to meet those I had revealed 

myself to during the Mass in a way that neither others nor 

myself had ever seen me before. Every look I met now made 

me think that the person in question might have been among 

those with whom I had "communicated" on the day of the 

worship service. 

The reactions of the others showed me that quite a few felt 

the same way. Some blushed when I caught their eyes, others 

looked down or tried to cover up their insecurity by talking 

frantically. 
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But there were also those who were not at all bothered by the 

new quality that the Mass had given to our relations. On the 

contrary, they even made fun of alluding to it with a flirtatious 

glance or – like Shorsh, for whom everything seemed to be 

just a game – with a meaningful smile. Still others greeted 

their "brothers and sisters" in an emphatically cordial manner 

by hugging them or stroking the inside of their hands with 

their index and middle fingers while shaking hands. 

All in all, however, I too have the impression that this very 

special night has brought me closer to the others. It feels as if 

we had met each other at least for a short while without the 

mask of the self-image that otherwise obscures the true 

nature of everyone. 

To my own astonishment, the Mass has not even harmed my 

relationship with Lina in any way. Instead of feeling something 

like jealousy, we deal with each other with an openness never 

known before. Our love is now completely free of greed for 

satisfaction, a purely body-language dialogue that 

complements and continues the language of words. 

My position in the group has also changed significantly as a 

result of the Mass. For novices, it seems indeed to be 

something like a rite of admission. Only those who have 

participated in it once become a real part of the community. 

Today, George even invited me to a private audience. She 

would like to discuss something with me, she whispered in my 

ear, without going into details. 

That's typical George! She just loves to wrap herself in the veil 

of mystery. And in fact, I am so curious now that I can hardly 

wait for the meeting! 
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Private Audience with George/1 
 

 

Monday, October 2 

 

My private audience with George last night was even more 

bizarre than I had expected. Once again, our shadow queen 

has outdone herself! 

 

1. Solar Eclipse in the Bunker 

 

When I entered her chamber, I found that George was not 

alone. Hervé, the blond beau, was sitting next to her on the 

arm of the lounge chair, running his fingers through her hair. 

Lost in thought, he looked up at me, then returned to his day-

dreaming finger play. 

Elated by the extra portion of tenderness, George greeted me 

even more enthusiastically than usual. "Ah, there's the terrific 

Theo! Welcome to the lioness's den!" Pointing to the sofa, she 
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added: "Today you even have the whole predator bed all to 

yourself!" 

I dropped onto the sofa, which embraced me as if with fra-

grant cotton arms. Expectantly, I looked at George. 

"Well, my dear Theo," she began, but then immediately inter-

rupted herself and turned to her adoring satellite. "Oh, Hervé, 

darling, be so good as to mix us one of your cocktails," she 

begged. "Preferably the one that sets the mouth on fire so 

nicely. That will fuel our conversation in quite a different 

way!" 

"Sure, Georgie," Hervé breathed, rising from his chair. It 

sounded very much like: As you command, mistress. 

As he disappeared into the adjoining bedchamber, my eyes 

fell on his bottom, which he had squeezed into an almost ob-

scenely tight pair of shorts. What a boy toy, I thought. 

Admittedly, I may also be a little jealous of this particular fa-

vourite of George. On the other hand, I had already felt an in-

ner distance to him before I found out about George's 

preference for him. The dear Hervé is just a little too fixated 

on the physical for my taste. 

It's not that I have anything against the physical ecstasy in 

general. After all, I have experienced here myself how 

liberating it can be. But Hervé seems quite indifferent to what 

it can bring about – a complete dissolution of boundaries, not 

only of the body, but also of the spirit. For him, it is apparently 

merely the physical ecstasy itself that counts. The result, how-

ever, is just the opposite of a spiritual liberation, namely a 

bondage to the purely animalistic experience of pleasure. 
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For this very reason, I don't understand why George is so 

strongly attracted to Hervé, of all people. Sure, the beau with 

the bright hair is only in his mid-20s, it must flatter George 

that such a young guy finds her attractive. But shouldn't she, 

the high priestess of self-reflection, be the first to recognise 

the pitfalls of vanity in this and question her own behaviour? 

George initially kept his gaze on the object of his desire, as I 

did. It was only when Hervé was busy preparing the cocktails 

in the next room that she turned her attention back to me. 

Abruptly becoming more serious, she initiated the conversa-

tion. "Okay, so let's get down to business." She took a deep 

breath. "I think you are aware that all these meditations here 

have their purpose not only in themselves. They are more of 

an inner purification for us, a preparation for actions outside 

these monastery walls. I suppose you've heard of them?" 

She looked at me piercingly. Was this a trick question? Was 

George checking to see if Lina had shared any secrets with me 

that were none of my business? 

"Yes, indeed," I replied cautiously, "but only in general terms. I 

don't know anything specific." 

George smirked. Had she guessed my thoughts? "That's how it 

should be," she emphasised. "We are a close-knit community 

here. But if someone does leave our group, any careless word 

can turn into a weapon against us." 

She crossed her legs. As she did so, the wrap-around skirt she 

was wearing that day slid apart, revealing her well-shaped 

thighs. How did she manage to have such firm skin at her age? 

Was there a secret gym in the monastery? 
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"Well," she continued, "let's move on to another question. Are 

you aware of the plans for the new peace war?" 

I looked at her uncomprehendingly. "Peace war? What's that 

supposed to be?" 

"Well, the usual stuff," George said laconically. "A war in 

which peace is preached and violence is sown. An attack os-

tensibly to keep the peace, but in reality launched for purely 

economic reasons." 

I shook my head. "I haven't heard anything about that here. To 

be honest: In the last few weeks I've been rather preoccupied 

with myself. The world out there has been pretty far away for 

me." 

George nodded indulgently. "Most people feel that way when 

they come here. After all, many haven't spoken to themselves 

for ages. So of course there's a lot to talk about!" 

She smiled, but immediately became serious again. "Never-

theless, we cannot simply leave the field to these apostles of 

violence who masquerade as princes of peace. These are pre-

cisely the aberrations against which our actions are directed." 

I began to feel a little uncomfortable in my skin. Had I come 

across a guerrilla force in the end? 

Just as I was about to ask for further information, Hervé re-

turned with the cocktails. The bright colour alone was breath-

taking – and appearances were not deceiving! As soon as I had 

sucked a little of the garish blue liquid through the straw, tears 

came to my eyes and I struggled for breath. 

George laughed like a child playing a trick on his parents." It 

really blows the lungs out, doesn't it? Our dear Hervé once 

used to be a fire-eater, you know?" she joked. 
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Hervé, meanwhile, just grinned amusedly to himself, with the 

satisfaction of a pupil who has completed an assignment to 

the teacher's satisfaction. 

"To get back to these actions," I asked after catching my 

breath. "How am I supposed to imagine them in concrete 

terms? And what do you actually expect from them? Stopping 

a state's preparations for war is way out of our league, I would 

say." 

George first sucked on her cocktail with relish once more. 

Amazing – the acrid liquid didn't seem to affect her at all! 

Maybe she already had a kind of callus on her throat from 

drinking so many cocktails. 

"Well," she speculated, "I'm sure you've had one of those 

shadow conversations here. After all, that's the dark sun, so to 

speak, around which everything revolves here." 

Again I felt pierced by her gaze. Had Lina told her about our 

conversation? And why did George bring up the subject now 

of all times? What did it have to do with the action she was 

talking about? 

Uncertainly, I averted my eyes. "Yes, there have been some 

discussions on this topic. After all, it is the reason for our 

presence here." 

Suddenly George turned to Hervé, who had taken a seat on 

the arm of her lounge chair again. "And you, my treasure? 

What's your take on things?" 

Hervé looked at her puzzled, the cocktail straw between his 

lips. I too wondered why George had addressed him so ab-

ruptly. Maybe she just wanted to elegantly interrupt his con-

stant slurping. 
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"Well, I'm with you on that point," he finally said, coquettishly 

holding the cocktail out to the side. "The shadow is like an 

umbilical cord that connects us to the stream of time. That's 

kind of how you put it once, isn't it?" 

George nodded approvingly. "Yes, exactly." 

Turning to me, she added: "You see, and that is precisely the 

crucial link for our action. In a way, it consists in cutting the 

umbilical cord of the main actors." 

"Honestly," I had to admit, "you speak in riddles to me." 

George took another sip of her cocktail. "But it's quite simple, 

my dear," she explained. "We simply create a total eclipse at a 

crucial moment. In it, the shadow of the person in question 

dissolves, and we've won the game." 

I still didn't understand. "Really? And why?" 

"Well, because then the umbilical cord is gone," Hervé stated 

precociously. 

Patiently, George added: "Anyone who is completely 

grounded in his time will lose his bearings if you cut him off 

from the spiritual stream of his time. And we achieve that by 

drowning the shadow in darkness, so to speak." 

"That's the whole plan?" I wondered.  "You just turn off the 

light?" 

  



119 
 

Deceptive Harmony 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Monday, October 2, afternoon 

 

After lunch, Lina came by to take me on a foray into the 

golden October. She's absolutely right! Spending such a beau-

tiful autumn day in a stuffy room is a sin. 

I've always liked these last euphoric days of the year. That 

wistful blinking of the leaves, their flickering entrance into the 

final round dance before they sink into the night of the earth. 

This carpe-diem glow of the asters, the immaculate blue of the 

sky, into which the departing flocks of birds paint cryptic signs. 

All at once, everything exudes the breath of perfection. 

Why is this actually never the subject of the meditations here? 

Why don't we strive to harmonise our inner being with the 

outer harmony? Why don't we make our souls mirrors of 

outer perfection instead of torturing ourselves again and again 
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with musings on the how and why of our actions and 

thoughts? 

Hasn't this always been the purpose of monastic communities 

– to praise the beauty of creation? To bring it to the fore 

against the sea of destruction, no matter how fiercely it may 

be raging against the monastery walls? 

On the other hand, I am of course aware that the impression 

of perfect harmony is deceptive. What radiates an unearthly 

beauty today may already fall victim to the ruthlessness of 

human thirst for expansion tomorrow. 

The autumnal mood is therefore no longer based merely on 

the natural cycle of becoming and passing away. It is also due 

to the fear of loss resulting from the tendency of human civili-

sation to subject even the last untouched corners of this world 

to its desire for exploitation. 

It is true, nature itself also has a destructive side. But in na-

ture, every death also gives rise to a new birth, one life always 

ends up in another. What looks like destruction is in reality 

just a change of form. Only human beings are masters of 

death, they alone are capable of transforming the cornucopia 

of life into dead matter. 

But can we speak of "human beings" in general here? Count-

less poets have sung of the harmonious nature and its peace-

ful resting in itself! Generations of monks and nuns have dedi-

cated themselves to the praise of creation and immersed 

themselves in it in prayer and song! 

And yet, year after year, evil fattens itself more and more on 

the human darknesses ... 
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How can this be? How can a creation whose basic principle is 

that of growing, developing, becoming, carry within itself the 

seed of something that undermines the very process of 

growing? 

Is it possible that the evil, the destructive simply has more 

energy than the creative, the constructive? Does it grow from 

what it destroys? 

In other words, is evil a design flaw in the blueprint of crea-

tion, a tumour defect in its DNA that exposes the creation to 

gradual decay? Or is there a deeper meaning in it all? Is crea-

tion deliberately designed to decompose itself over time so 

that the dice of creation fall back into God's hand and he can 

cast them anew?   
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Private Audience with George/2 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Monday, October 2, evening 

 

Creation cubes, cosmic cycles, human darknesses fattening 

the sea of destruction ... In the light of the thoughts inspired 

by the walk with Lina, George's blackout mission seems rather 

megalomaniac. It reminds me of the dam walls of sand I used 

to build on the beach when I was a child. I remember how 

powerful I felt then – as if I were steering the whole big sea in 

a new direction with my construction. 

But of course these are just two different perspectives. Those 

who look down on the valley from the summit perceive the 

world differently than those who have to make their way 

through the swarm of ants on the plain. 
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2. Outer and Inner Shadows 

 

My astonishment that the planned action consisted merely in 

causing a momentary blackout had been met with a serene 

smile by George. Instead of answering me, she had first 

finished her cocktail. 

"Oh, be so kind and mix me another one, my precious," she 

then asked Hervé, holding the glass out to him. "I just can't get 

enough of your fire!" She pointed questioningly at my glass, 

but I felt no desire for a second helping. One swallow of fire 

was enough! 

Goldilocks grinned flattered and left for the next room. 

Turning to me, George said: "Don't imagine such an action to 

be too easy! After all, we're talking here about a kind of solar 

eclipse at a presidential speech, in front of countless cameras 

and quite a few spotlights illuminating every corner of the 

room." 

"True," I conceded. "I hadn't thought of all that. It's probably 

really not an easy exercise." 

George nodded. "Not at all. At least, the dramaturgy of the 

speech plays a bit into our hands. The presidential team wants 

to make the seriousness of the situation clear by having the 

speech held on a military base, in a kind of bunker. That way 

we don't have any problems with the sunlight. And for the 

general power supply, we have some pretty clever nerds on 

hand who will hack into the power station. The only trouble is 

that a military base like this of course has emergency genera-

tors. Turning those off is the hardest part of the operation." 
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I looked at her questioningly. Was this the task I was supposed 

to carry out? "If you're counting on my help here, I'm afraid I 

have to disappoint you," I confessed. "I'm not exactly what 

you'd call an electrical freak." 

George grinned. "Well, we don't need an electrical freak for 

that. The emergency generators can be switched off quite 

easily, just by pressing a button. The difficulty is to get to the 

button. The only way to do that is by infiltrating people into 

the bunker." 

My heart began to beat faster. "So I'm supposed to go into 

action here as some kind of Mata Hari of the shadowless?" I 

asked, trying for a joking tone. 

"Not you alone," George clarified. "We had originally thought 

of a three-person operation. Lina and Yvonne we've got in as 

waitresses with the catering company. They will serve drinks 

and canapés before the president's speech and then steal 

away in an unnoticed moment to switch off the two emer-

gency generators. But of course, every nook and cranny in the 

complex will be eyed by video cameras. That's why we also 

need someone in the central surveillance room, where the 

monitors of the base are coordinated. When Lina and Yvonne 

tamper with the emergency generators, the monitors have to 

show old footage that signals the surveillance staff: Every-

thing's all right – no danger in sight!" 

Gradually, I began to understand what this was all about. "So 

my part would be to exchange the footage?" 

"Actually, we only had Shorsh scheduled for that," George ex-

plained. "But now we've heard that the presidential team is 

going to place security people in the control room as well, as 
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supervisors of the supervisors, so to speak. So we need a 

second man to distract the security guys at the crucial mo-

ment. And that's where you come into play." 

George looked at me expectantly. In my uncertainty, I first 

reached for the cocktail and chewed on the straw. "And when 

is the action supposed to take place?" I finally asked. 

"As early as next Thursday," George confessed to me. "I know 

this is a bit abrupt for you. But we only found out about the 

extra security staff yesterday. Of course you can say no if you 

feel unsafe. You haven't been here that long, and normally I 

wouldn't have asked you. But Lina has stood up for you so 

much that ..." 

"Don't worry," I said quickly, "of course you can count on me! I 

just wanted to know what I have to be prepared for". 

In truth, I could well have done without this honour. But dis-

appoint Lina? No, that was out of the question, now that we 

had at last found our way back to each other! 

The clink of glasses could be heard from the next room. Hervé 

had finally finished preparing the drink for his mistress. 

Although I had refused, he had also stirred a second one for 

me. 

"Ah, here comes my firemaker!" cheered George as her pro-

tégé handed her the cocktail. She immediately set about 

sucking the lagoon blue liquid down her throat, while I left my 

glass untouched on the table for the time being. 

"Tell me," I asked after a while, "where did you actually get all 

this information? The power circuit in a military base, the duty 

rosters of a president's security personnel – something like 

that can't just be downloaded from the internet." 
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George leaned back in her chair, relaxed. Tenderly, she 

stroked the back of Hervé, who was again sitting at her side 

like a lapdog. "You know," she said then in her cryptic way, 

"there are two kinds of self-confidence. One you get from one 

of those instant shadows of Shadow Colours or from your in-

nate shadow. This self-confidence is a borrowed one – a self-

confidence that in truth doesn't come from yourself at all." 

"That's well understood," I interjected, "but I don't see what 

that ..." 

George gave me a stop sign with her hand. "Just be patient," 

she asked me, probably already a little sedated herself from 

her blue drug. "You'll realise what I'm getting at in a moment. 

Well, the other self-assurance – the one that comes from 

within yourself, the self-assurance in which you are really sure 

of yourself – that's what we are trying to achieve here. It is 

based on the fact that your shadow is no longer something 

external to you, but becomes a part of you – that it grows 

within you, so to speak, instead of invading you from the out-

side." 

At this point, Hervé decided to assist his mistress a bit. Maybe 

he was afraid she wouldn't get to the point after the rich cock-

tails. "What Georgie wants to say is: Whoever has gone 

through this school here is someone we can rely on one hun-

dred percent. And so we just have people everywhere who 

provide us with the information we need." 

"Exactly," George confirmed. "Those who have come to know 

themselves here also come to know the world through this – 

and at the same time understand that the world cannot re-

main as it is if we want to save it from its downfall. Life with 
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the Disciples of Darkness is nothing other than a source of 

energy. Everyone returns here from time to time to recharge 

their batteries. But we all know: The changes inside us must 

always be only the first step for changes outside us." 

A brief silence fell. George dipped back into her cocktail la-

goon and I too plunged the straw into my second glass. I have 

to admit that the more I sipped the cocktail, the better it 

tasted.  But perhaps I was just too woozy to distinguish what 

the drink was doing to me from its taste. It had been a long 

time since I felt so light! 

"By the way," I said after a while, taming my tongue to proper 

articulation. "How did you actually come up with the name 

'Disss... Disciples of Darkness'? Aren't we rather trying to es-

cape the darkness here?" 

George grinned to herself. "Admittedly, the term is a little 

provocative. However, the crucial point is: we want to shape 

the darkness ourselves, rather than let it shape us. That's what 

the term 'Disciples of Darkness' is supposed to express." 

As for the rest of my private audience with George, I only see 

it as if through a blue mist. I shouldn't have touched the 

second cocktail! At some point I must have staggered into my 

room to sleep off my inebriation. 
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The Monitoring Room 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Tuesday, October 3 

 

Today I went with Shorsh to my new workplace at the military 

base. Now that everything is taking on more and more con-

crete forms and fantasy is becoming reality, the whole thing 

seems all the more surreal to me. 

The guard at the entrance naturally looked suspicious when 

Shorsh brought along an additional employee. But the argu-

ment that the surveillance staff had to be increased for the 

presidential visit immediately convinced him. Even more per-

suasive, however, was the authentic service card that George 

had procured for me through his obscure connections. 

The monitoring room looks exactly the way I imagine the 

cockpit of a futuristic spaceship. From my workstation, the 

view goes to a whole wall of monitors, one image blending 

into the next. Empty corridors everywhere, garishly lit pas-

sageways, deserted stairwells – and last but not least: other 
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surveillance personnel staring at screens with the same sleepy 

boredom. 

It's a bit like being at a funfair, in one of those houses of mir-

rors where one mirror reflects the image of the other, giving 

the impression of an endless series of identical flights of 

images. 

The most important thing for me and Shorsh: the replay but-

ton. With it, the monitors can be turned into a time machine, 

so to speak. Normally, the button is used to review a con-

spicuous event again in peace. In our case, however, it will 

serve the purpose of turning back time a few minutes and 

playing images from the past to the other monitors. The mes-

sage: Everything as uneventful as ever! 

The whole thing is really meticulously planned. If nothing un-

foreseen happens, the action could actually be crowned with 

success. The only question is: What's the point of it? 

"Drowning the shadow in darkness ..." Weren't those George's 

words? Sounds good, but in reality we will cause nothing more 

than a temporary blackout. This will lead to confusion, the 

president will postpone his speech – and will then just give it 

the next day. In the end, the war will simply start 24 hours 

later.  

Or will the total eclipse in the bunker have more effect after 

all? Well, I just have to wait and see! 
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Grassroots Meditations/3 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Wednesday, October 4 

 

What a gloomy evening of meditation that was last night! How 

could George only choose such a meditation theme? So close 

to our decisive mission, she should definitely have been a bit 

more sensitive in her choice. I would have been quite thankful 

for some kind of emotional support – even if only in the form 

of a somehow encouraging, optimistic meditation. 

Instead, the exact opposite happened. The Grassroots Medita-

tion was like a slow-acting poison that crept insidiously into 

my thoughts and covered everything with a dark veil. 
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3. "Darkness is my only confidant left." 

 

The theme of the meditation read as follows: 

 

"I am wretched and sick to death from my early youth, 

your horrors weigh upon me and I am tormented. 

You have alienated my friends and companions from me; 

darkness is my only confidant left." 

 

The words sank into me like a stone hitting a deep sea. They 

stirred up something in me against which I felt a strong aver-

sion. 

My first impulse was to get up and leave the room. But I could 

not escape the concentration around me and the strained 

gaze of my fellow meditators in the mirror of their own 

thoughts. So I finally surrendered and faced the images rising 

in me. 

As soon as I gave up my resistance to the words, a face gradu-

ally emerged from them: the face of Aunt Lissy. I must have 

been about 16 when my mother asked me to take her off her 

aunt's hospital visit. She herself had to look after my younger 

sister, who was in bed with a feverish cold. 

It sounded like an easy task. I was supposed to bring my aunt a 

few magazines and some fruit, as well as two bags of cashews, 

which she absolutely loved to eat. 

"Maybe you can cheer Aunt Lissy up a bit," my mother had 

instructed me before I left. "She's always been in such a 

gloomy mood lately on my visits." 
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Actually, "'Auntie" Lissy wasn't my aunt at all, but just one of 

those distant elderly relatives for whom there's no other 

suitable word for the ties that bind you to them. She must 

have been around 80 at the time and was exactly what you 

call a "sprightly pensioner". She loved to travel and did not 

even shy away from more arduous adventures. 

If I remember correctly, her last big trip was just a few months 

ago at that time: a bus trip of several days on which she had 

explored the Greek islands in the middle of high summer. 

Shortly afterwards, she suddenly had a terrible headache one 

morning. She had to lie down, but then could not get up under 

her own power anymore and only speak with difficulty. 

The diagnosis – stroke! – was all the more devastating be-

cause Aunt Lissy lived alone. When she was finally able to drag 

herself to the phone and call the emergency doctor, it was al-

ready too late for most of the palliative measures. 

So her life force slowly faded away: From the hospital she 

went to the rehabilitation clinic, where she learned to speak 

again provisionally and to move at least within her room on 

crutches. But no sooner had she been discharged from the re-

hab than she suffered another stroke. So she ended up in hos-

pital again. When my mother sent me to see her, she had al-

ready been there for more than two weeks. 

Personally, I didn't have a close relationship with Aunt Lissy. I 

think she was something like a second cousin of my grand-

mother. Since she didn't have any children of her own, she 

had helped the latter raise the children for a while. That's also 

where the connection to my mother came from, for whom 

Aunt Lissy was a kind of second mother. 
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For me, Aunt Lissy was first and foremost a convenient source 

of money, whose drying up I had already painfully noticed. My 

visit to the hospital was therefore also connected with the 

firm intention of gently drawing her attention to my difficult 

financial situation. 

But when I arrived at the ward where Aunt Lissy was accom-

modated, I found her bed deserted. As the other woman in 

the room was asleep, I wanted to ask the ward sister where 

Aunt Lissy had been transferred to. 

As soon as I stepped out into the corridor, however, I heard a 

shout from somewhere, in which I clearly recognised Aunt 

Lissy's slurred voice, marked by the stroke. "Mama!" she cried, 

"Help me, Mama, help me!" 

I was magically drawn to the voice that continued to call for 

help and for "Mama" in a throaty singsong, sometimes 

growing louder, sometimes softer. As if in a trance, I went in 

the direction from which the voice was coming. 

I found Aunt Lissy in a narrow room at the end of the corridor, 

a chamber filled by the sickbed almost in its entire width and 

length. On either side of the bed were cleaning utensils of all 

kinds: scrubbers, mops, vacuum cleaners and various types of 

brooms and brushes. On the walls I saw double-rowed shelves 

stacked with sponges, rags and various cleaning products. 

When Aunt Lissy saw me, she let out a cry of horror and 

shouted in her fuzzy, stroke-ravaged voice: "No! I don't want 

to go with you! Leave me alone! Leave me alone!" 

I tried to calm her down: "But Aunt Lissy! It's me – your little 

boy!" That's what she sometimes called me during her visits. 
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Only later did I remember the wailing women she had seen – 

as she had told us, shuddering – in a village cemetery during 

her visit to Greece. Since I was wearing my grey-black rain 

jacket that day, it is quite possible that she saw one of these 

traditional mourners in me. 

My voice didn't seem to get through to Aunt Lissy. She kept 

murmuring: "I don't want to go with you, leave me alone, let 

go of me, let go ..." 

She stammered more than she spoke, so that I could under-

stand her only with difficulty. The consonants she almost 

didn't pronounce at all, which made her words sound like one 

long drawn-out lament. 

After first half-raising herself in bed to ward off the wailers, 

Aunt Lissy sank back powerlessly into her large pillow. Like 

quicksand, the soft mass absorbed her head. 

For a while she stared wide-eyed at the ceiling, from where a 

dull bulb shone on her sunken face. Then she closed her eyes, 

as if to sleep, but immediately opened them again, while her 

lips twisted into a strained murmur: "The priest ... I must ... I 

must ... Mama, help me! Mama ..." 

I remembered that Aunt Lissy was said to be religious. Glad for 

the pretext to leave the chamber, I wanted to make my way to 

the ward nurse so as to discuss the matter with her. Just then, 

Aunt Lissy suddenly let out a strangled gasp. I winced and 

turned around to look at her. 

I gazed spellbound at her head sunk back into the pillow, at 

her half-open mouth, from which her tongue emerged like a 

fish floating lifelessly on the surface of the water. Her upper 

body was literally pressed into the bed by the vehemence of 
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the intermittent breathing that now passed through her. At 

the same time, her left, unparalysed hand moved back and 

forth on the bedspread, trembling as if guided by puppet 

strings. Finally, her whole body tensed as if someone had 

given her an electric shock. 

When her body disappeared irretrievably into the pillows, it 

was just a piece of flesh to which a whim of nature had given a 

human shape. It was nothing more than an interpretive con-

vention that made me perceive the gaping wound of her 

mouth as an echo of the horror that must have gripped her in 

the last second of her life. 

For a long time I remained motionless at the threshold of the 

chamber, where the acrid smell of the cleaning agents min-

gled with the sweetish exhalations of death. Then I mechani-

cally approached Aunt Lissy and reached under her pillow, 

where she always kept her purse. I stowed it in my jacket and 

left without saying a word to anyone. 

The rest of the day I just roamed around, spending the little 

money that Aunt Lissy had kept in her purse. When I got home 

late in the evening, my mother was already in great excite-

ment. 

Of course, she had been notified of Aunt Lissy's death in the 

meantime – and she knew that I had been with her during her 

last hour. Probably the ward nurse had found the bag with the 

food and the magazines, which I had placed next to her bed 

like a sacrificial offering. 

My mother did not ask me about the purse until much later. 

Never again have I seen her so horrified as the moment I 

confessed to her that I had taken it. Since then, she thought I 
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was emotionally cold. Maybe she wasn't even wrong about 

that – even though I think I just wanted to have something 

from Aunt Lissy in which she would continue to live as before. 

 

This time, instead of a comment, I receive a kind of admoni-

tion from George that doesn't really make sense to me: 

 

"Those who look at their own face in the mirror, but then go 

away and forget what they look like, have in truth not seen 

themselves at all. Likewise, those who hear the words of their 

soul only to forget them again commit fraud against them-

selves. But those who not only hear the words, but act ac-

cording to them, immerse themselves in the perfect law of 

freedom. If they hold fast to it, they will get rid of all filthiness 

and evil and be blessed by their actions." 

  



137 
 

The Emergency Watch 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Wednesday, October 4, evening 

 

The moment of truth draws near – and George has prepared 

us for it in her own special way. 

Tonight she called us all together again to discuss final details. 

First, we went through everything again meticulously: 

Schedule, distribution of tasks, communication channels. Eve-

rything was discussed point by point. 

Then George suddenly put four wristwatches on the table – 

one after the other, very slowly, with her particular sense of 

drama. 

"Impressive gadgets," commented Shorsh, "but a bit too 

clunky for our purposes, I'd say." 

Indeed, at first glance, the watches looked more like pocket 

watches. True, their dials were no larger than those of other 

wristwatches. The edging, however, was much wider than 

usual. With its slight curvature, it was almost reminiscent of 

the exterior of a roulette wheel. 
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George smiled meaningfully. "These are not ordinary 

watches," she explained.  She took one of the watches in her 

hand and held it before our eyes. "See the little crown here on 

the rim?" 

"Sure," Yvonne said, "all mechanical watches have that. How 

else could you wind them?" 

"That's right," George confirmed. "But in this case, the little 

crown has yet another function. If you press it in, the wheel on 

the edge of the clock can be turned. And with each turn ..." 

"... a cloud of sleeping powder escapes, which incapacitates 

our opponents in an emergency – right?" continued Shorsh 

the sentence. 

"Not quite," George corrected him unblinkingly. "The wheel is 

something like an invisible ejector seat: the rotations catapult 

you out of the present. One turn clockwise, and you travel into 

the future.  One turn in the opposite direction, and you're car-

ried off into the past." 

Everyone looked at her in bewilderment. Had George gone 

mad? Was she suffering from megalomania? Or was she just 

playing tricks on us – at such a delicate moment, just a few 

hours before the start of our mission? 

Lina was the first to regain her speech. "I don't quite under-

stand what ... What does that mean, George?" 

"Exactly what I said," George affirmed in a calm tone. "The 

watch offers you the possibility of escaping from this time in 

an emergency." 

"But that's completely impossible!" I objected. "Time ma-

chines don't exist. They are nothing but an invention of the 

science fiction industry!" 
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"Why don't you just demonstrate how the clock works?" 

Yvonne suggested. "If it's true what you say, you should be 

able to slip away into another time for a moment and then 

come back here again." 

George shook her head regretfully. "It's not quite that simple. 

After all, you never know where you're going to end up in the 

other time and what you're getting involved in. There's no 

such thing as time hopping – that's simply prevented by the 

foreign realities you get into when travelling through time. 

That's precisely why this watch is only meant for emergencies 

– as a last lifeline in a situation from which there is no other 

way out." 

We were still looking at her in disbelief. "Honestly – that 

sounds like a fairy tale from the Arabian Nights to me," Shorsh 

stated. "And besides, if you've never tried this strange thing – 

how can you be sure that it works?" 

"In fact, I'm not sure of it at all," George admitted bluntly. "I 

bought the watches at a flea market not long ago. At first, it 

wasn't the stall that caught my attention, but the woman 

selling the watches – a woman with long red hair tied up in a 

formidable bun. She was wearing one of those medieval 

dresses with fur-rimmed hell windows around the armpits – 

which was no surprise, because the whole event was labelled 

as a medieval market." 

"I see – the freaky lady freaked you out!" Shorsh quipped. 

"I wouldn't say she was freaky," George made clear. "Admit-

tedly, when the woman explained to me how the watches 

worked, I initially reacted in the same way as you do now. 

Why I finally believed her – or let's rather say wanted to be-
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lieve her –, I can't tell you either. In any case, she didn't urge 

me in any way to buy the watches from her. This of course in-

creased the seriousness of the offer for me. But the decisive 

thing was something else. The woman seemed somehow, how 

can I put it ... out of time. She gave the impression that she 

herself had visited other times more than once." 

"Didn't you ever feel tempted to try out the watch?" Lina 

wanted to know. 

"Yes, of course," George conceded. "But as I said, the watch is 

supposed to help you escape into another time, but it is not a 

high-precision device. According to the saleswoman, it cata-

pults its users about 500 years into the future or into the past. 

The time intervals are always exactly the same in both direc-

tions on the timeline, but the watch, like any mechanical 

watch, can go forward or backward once in a while. Therefore, 

the time intervals can also expand or shrink every now and 

then." 

"Doesn't sound very trustworthy," I commented. 

"True," George admitted. "That's why I decided to consider 

the watches purely as an emergency kit. I just didn't want to 

take the risk of getting lost somewhere in the vastness of the 

sea of time." 

In the end, no one was quite convinced by George's story. But 

we put on the watches anyway. After all, it was a sign of caring 

that George had put the clocks back especially for this par-

ticular occasion. So we simply regarded them as a kind of 

talisman, as something that could give us a feeling of security 

in dicey situations. 
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The Moment of Truth/1 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Friday, October 6 

 

So there it lies on the table in front of me, George's strange 

emergency watch, this supposed gateway to distant times. 

The dial looks at me like a big blue eye, an eye from which a 

thousand other eyes sparkle at me. And each eye is a window 

into another world. 

I never thought that the clock would have any other meaning 

for me than to indicate the time. But as things stand, I will 

probably have to take a more serious look at it. Could it be 

that there is some truth in George's bizarre story after all – 

that the clock is more than just an ordinary time-measuring 

device? 
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1. War and Peace 

 

In fact, I would really like to escape to another time right now 

– or turn back time to undo yesterday. And yet our mission 

went according to plan at the beginning! 

As expected, soon after our shift began, we were joined by 

two supervisors who followed our every move with their bird-

of-prey gazes. Of course, their combat uniforms and the rapid-

fire weapons they had strapped on looked downright 

menacing. On the other hand, they corresponded so closely to 

the cliché of the martial bodyguard that they almost appeared 

to me like figures from a toy box. 

Their stubborn silence likewise fitted the image of a fierce 

warrior. Every attempt to elicit more than inarticulate sounds 

from them failed. It was as if their tongues had been torn out 

to nip any form of enemy contact in the bud. It wasn't exactly 

a pleasure to have them around, but it didn't really surprise us 

either. We had thought very carefully in advance about how to 

deal with such tight-lipped fighting machines. 

Meanwhile, in the central bunker hall where the president 

was to deliver his speech, everything was ready for the big 

moment. The hall was located directly below the control 

room, with which it was connected in its upper part by a 

common window front. When I stood up from my seat, I could 

directly follow the events on the big political stage from 

between the monitors. 

More and more high-ranking personalities arrived, chosen to 

witness the historic speech. Brightly shimmering costumes 

glided past designer suits, highly decorated uniforms met aspi-
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rational pantsuits. And in between: ten waitresses who served 

the crème de la crème of society exquisite canapés and se-

lected wines. 

Two of the ladies on duty with the black and white mini 

dresses were well known to me. Like cats, they flitted back 

and forth between the individual small talk groups, so that no 

one noticed their shadowlessness. 

When I spotted Lina among all the complacent dress-up dolls, I 

forgot all precautions for a moment and stepped up to the 

window front.  "You could put that on for me too sometime," I 

whispered to her over the headset, while inconspicuously 

waving at her. 

She glanced up at me furtively. In the crowd of people that 

had gathered around her in the meantime, she could not 

answer me, but only grinned silently to herself. So the ice-grey 

officer, to whom she handed a glass of champagne at that 

moment, probably referred her very special smile to himself. 

At least that's what I deduced from his mischievous grin. 

From then on, the tension increased more and more. All 

guests had arrived, now everyone was just waiting for the 

president and his entourage. The conversations became in-

creasingly monosyllabic, everyone was looking with one eye at 

the big, double-winged door that was bound to open at any 

moment for the Almighty. 

I glanced at the clock: It was ten to eleven, shortly before the 

announced start of the speech. And sure enough, like the 

prime-time news, the doors slid open and the high lord strode 

into the hall with his retinue. 
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There was a general murmur, and everyone turned their 

heads toward the door. That was the signal for Lina and 

Yvonne to sneak away. The two emergency power units were 

located at two different corners of the bunker, but each could 

be reached via emergency exits leading off the kitchen. As 

members of the catering staff, Lina and Yvonne were there-

fore able to get there unnoticed. 

On my screen wall, I could watch the two of sauntering to-

wards the kitchen without any outward signs of nervousness. 

Pretty cool, the ladies, I thought. 

Immediately afterwards, the president stepped up to the lec-

tern. The tone of his speech was solemn, but at the same time 

he tried to maintain a resolutely combative attitude. He em-

phasised this in particular by his rigidly forward-looking eyes. 

Conveniently, he was able to fix the monitor with the pre-

pared speech text as well this way. 

"My dear fellow citizens," he began, "these are difficult times 

for all of us. We all dream of a world of peace, freedom and 

prosperity, a world where there are no wars, where one re-

spects the dignity of another and where everyone has enough 

to eat and a roof over their heads. Generations of people have 

striven to make this dream come true, and this government 

too is completely dedicated to this goal." 

I looked over at Shorsh. With a slight shake of his head, he 

confirmed what was already clear to me. We could forget our 

original plan of using a moment of inattention by the two pas-

sionate speech deniers behind us to press the replay button. 

The two of them were acting like automatons, nothing could 

distract them. Fortunately, we had a backup plan for this case. 
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"Just hold the fort by yourself for a moment – I'm going to the 

boys' room," Shorsh said to me in an emphatically casual 

manner. 

In fact, the two overseers didn't seem to take notice of his ur-

gent need. So Shorsh would have no problem activating the 

replay mode in the restroom! Fortunately, George had been 

careful enough to have his nerds make a copy of the surveil-

lance software. This gave us the opportunity of freezing the 

images on the monitors by remote control, so to speak. 

The president had paused for a moment and looked firmly at 

the camera, which represented "the people" for him. As he 

continued to speak, he raised his voice barely perceptibly: 

"Unfortunately, there are quite a number of unscrupulous 

rulers in this world. They don't care about our dreams, and 

they are not only indifferent to peace, freedom and de-

mocracy, but they are even prepared to destroy everything 

that mankind has built up over centuries. In order to seize 

world domination, they indiscriminately kill anyone who 

stands in their way!" 

I looked at the monitor showing the emergency exits behind 

the kitchen: the picture was still not frozen! Was the remote 

control of the monitors not working as effectively as George 

had promised after all? Or did Shorsh not get a signal in the 

restroom? 

I turned around to the door. Only then did I realise that one of 

the two clone warriors had left the room. I had been so en-

grossed in watching the room that I hadn't noticed him leave. 

That did not bode well! 
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The president now became even more statesmanlike, pre-

senting himself as an advocate for the whole world: "In such a 

situation, it is up to each of us to weigh carefully whether we 

should rather keep a threatened, fragile peace or strive to 

make the world safer for all of us. Does there even exist such a 

thing as a 'half' peace? Isn't peace an indivisible whole that 

already breaks into pieces when individual scoundrels menace 

it?" 

At that moment, my eyes fell on one of the special agents in 

the president's entourage. He had so far turned his back on 

me, and even now he had only briefly changed his position. 

Nevertheless, his face seemed strangely familiar to me. 

  



147 
 

The Moment of Truth/2 
 

 

Friday, October 6, afternoon 

 

The face behind the president – I am now quite sure I have 

identified it correctly. The special agent who was watching 

over the security of the country's supreme leader was none 

other than – Hervé, George's special favourite. 

I still don't know how to interpret this. Why didn't George tell 

us that his blond beau was also involved in the mission? Why 

didn't he take part in the strategic meetings? Was his mission 

so secret that not even the other team members should know 

about it? Or is it conceivable that ... 

I shy away from finishing the thought. The assumption that 

someone could have ingratiated himself with George and be-

trayed all our plans in detail to our opponents is just too terri-

ble! 
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2. Irritations 

 

While my attention was captured by the strangely familiar 

face behind the president's back, his speech was approaching 

its climax. With the invocation of community and the protec-

tion of occidental values, the utmost level of rhetorical escala-

tion had almost been reached. 

I wondered why Shorsh didn't come back. It could only be a 

matter of seconds now before the external power supply was 

cut off!  And if Lina and Yvonne hadn't switched off the emer-

gency power units by then, the whole operation would be 

doomed to failure. 

Meanwhile, the president sprinkled a good portion of pathos 

into his speech: "Citizens of this wonderful country, which has 

such a wonderful culture and such a proud history! The deci-

sion I have to announce to you today was not an easy one. But 

I believe that after all the fruitless negotiations with those 

who not only threaten our peace, freedom and culture, but 

also shamelessly exploit and oppress their own people, we 

must now resort to other means. Those who do not stop 

trampling on the humane values of our world simply do not 

understand the language of humanity. Therefore, it is our duty 

to answer them in their barbaric language, lest one day they 

turn the whole world into an empire of barbarism." 

While the president was still speaking, the events came thick 

and fast. On the surveillance monitors I saw Lina and Yvonne 

entering the corridors to the emergency generators. So Shorsh 

still hadn't succeeded in activating the replay mode! Now I 

had no other choice: I had to press the replay button myself in 
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order to save the action – and above all: in order not to en-

danger the lives of Lina and Yvonne! 

I was just about to get up when the door burst open and the 

second guard dog rushed in. He hurriedly whispered some-

thing into his colleague's ear, then they both disappeared into 

the corridor. 

Worried, I turned back to the screen – and found my worst 

fears confirmed. Lina and Yvonne were already being followed 

by two security guards. 

"Break-off! Break-off!" I shouted frantically into my headset. 

But of course that was completely useless at that point. It was 

far too late to call off the action – the two had long since been 

discovered. Lina was just trying to get away from two security 

agents, Yvonne had already been caught. She didn't surrender 

to her fate, though, but defended herself fiercely against the 

uniformed man who twisted her arm behind her back. I didn't 

expect her to have so much fighting spirit! 

With full force, she kicked her tormentor in the shin so that his 

face contorted in pain. Relieved, I saw Yvonne break free. As 

she rushed away, however, the uniformed man straightened 

up in a flash and drew his gun. For an endless moment it 

hovered motionless in the air, then his finger twitched on the 

trigger. A split second later, Yvonne sank to the ground. 

I felt the blood drain from my head. How could the action get 

so completely out of hand? What could I do now?  

My heart was pounding up to my throat as I looked at the 

other monitor – the one where I had seen Lina fleeing. But I 

couldn't spot her anywhere. Not on this monitor, and not on 

any other. She had simply disappeared. 
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The same had apparently happened with Shorsh. That must 

have been exactly the reason for the sudden return of guard 

dog no. 2: Apparently he had asked his colleague to help him 

find the escaped man. 

Then something irritating happened: The light flickered like in 

a heavy thunderstorm, some lamps even briefly extinguished. 

But the whole thing lasted only a fraction of a second, then 

the spotlights once again enveloped the supreme army com-

mander in a glorious glow of victory. Obviously, the hacker 

attack on the power station had worked – but the emergency 

generators had been activated immediately after the power 

failure. 

The president's lips suggested a knowing smile, then he con-

tinued his speech unperturbed. I almost thought I could hear a 

hint of mischievousness in his words as he struck the final rhe-

torical blow: "So let me make it unmistakably clear here and 

now: the window of diplomacy is closed with immediate ef-

fect! As of tomorrow, the weapons will speak, and they will 

continue to speak until we have taught the language of peace 

to those who until today only understand the language of 

weapons!" 

I looked around: The two human fighting machines had still 

not returned. It was not difficult to guess what they would do 

with me if they found me here. Probably, it flashed through 

my mind, I would then be misused as proof of the alleged ter-

ror threat! 

Thus, I would have ended up serving as a living justification for 

the very war that we had wanted to prevent with our opera-

tion. I did not feel the slightest desire to get involved in that. 
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So I took advantage of the absence of the two guard dogs and 

slipped away inconspicuously. 

However, the president's voice, carried by the loudspeakers to 

every corner of the bunker, was something I could not escape. 

From everywhere the wave of rage came crashing down on 

my ears. 

For the first time, I had the feeling that the president was not 

declaring war on some foreign people, but on myself. "This," I 

heard him exclaim, "is not just a war against a single country, 

but a war against all enemies of peace, freedom and de-

mocracy – and we will continue it until the last enemy of our 

culture is defeated!" 
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Time Jumps 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Friday/Saturday, October 6/7, night 

 

Almost midnight – but sleep is out of the question! Basically, I 

didn't expect anything else after this crash landing. 

Even now, after having reviewed everything, I still can't be-

lieve what happened. What a disaster! What a tragedy! And all 

this for a stupid rascal prank – for a brief moment of darkness 

that probably wouldn't have changed the course of history in 

any way! 

Of course, the president's PR strategists did not miss the op-

portunity to exploit the incident for propaganda purposes and 

spread the rumour of a terrorist attack during the president's 

speech. Only thanks to the "decisive action" of the security 

forces could the attack be foiled, the report says. One terrorist 
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was "eliminated", they claim, the others are being sought at 

full speed. 

Meanwhile, I am sure that the secret services were informed 

about our plans in advance. Otherwise they simply could not 

have thwarted it so precisely. 

If this is true, though, I wonder why the action was not pre-

vented in advance. Were we really supposed to serve as useful 

idiots to legitimise the war preparations in front of the 

camera? 

Or did they not want to draw suspicion to the spy in our 

ranks?  Should this valuable source not be endangered? Do 

they want to use it to continue skimming off information 

about our sinister machinations? After all, Hervé cannot know 

that I recognised him in his special agent outfit! 

This could also be the explanation for the fact that the special 

commandos have not already arrived in this monastery. How-

ever, even if I am safe in this place, as soon as I move out into 

the world, I could get caught in the dragnet of the police files 

and enjoy the dubious benefit of a VIP treatment for ter-

rorists. For the computers of the security agencies, I am a 

dangerous criminal from now on. 

Doesn't that put me in exactly the same emergency situation 

that George had in mind when he gave us these mysterious 

time-travelling watches? So should I dare to turn the wheel of 

time? Or do I have to wait until I am specifically attacked be-

fore doing so? But doesn't Yvonne's case show that by then it 

may be too late? 

Of course, the idea of jumping into another time just like that 

still seems completely absurd to me. But undoubtedly, Shorsh 
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and Lina have disappeared without a trace. In view of the 

huge security armada in the bunker, it is almost as unlikely 

that they were able to escape their pursuers as that they fled 

to another time. 

Even as far as Yvonne's fate is concerned, I only know the se-

curity forces' version. That they boast about the "liquidation" 

of the alleged terrorist is not surprising. But couldn't she too 

have got her fingers on the emergency watch in the nick of 

time? Is it not conceivable that she was only injured, but not 

completely "eliminated"? 

So have the three of them really set off on a flight through 

time? Are they somewhere in the deepest Middle Ages? Or in 

an unimaginably distant future? 

There is only one way to figure it out: I have to try out the 

watch for myself. I have to put it on and set this mysterious 

roulette wheel on its edge in motion. 

At the moment, the clock is still lying on the table in front of 

me. Just now a ray of sunlight falls through the window and 

makes it shine like a sun stranded on earth. Or rather: like a 

whole universe full of suns. The numerals sparkle at me with 

the mysterious aura of infinitely distant worlds. A magic ema-

nates from them that I can hardly escape. The longer I stare at 

the clock, the more it absorbs me into its dance of numbers, 

the more I have the impression that I am already spinning on 

its merry-go-round towards another time. 

Should I give in to its temptations? Should I really dare to step 

through the gate of time? 
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Afterword by the Editor 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

These cryptic words mark the end of Uncle Theo's notes. Even 

after reading through the diary several times, it raises more 

questions for me than it answers. Many things are still myste-

rious to me. 

However, one thing became clear to me while reading the di-

ary: Uncle Theo did not always go to markets and fairs when 

he disappeared for a few days. Instead, he probably often 

stayed with his lay brothers and sisters.  

From this I conclude that the monastery used as a meeting 

place by the "Disciples of Darkness" is an important starting 

point in the search for my uncle.  If his disappearance can ever 

be solved, the key to it lies in this place. 

The trouble is: I have no idea where the monastery might be. I 

don't even know if this obscure community ever existed or if 

it's just another one of Uncle Theo's tall tales. And yet I have 

no choice but to focus on it in my search for Uncle Theo. 
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Maybe someone out there reading these notes will discover 

something that can help me. Some inconspicuous clue that I 

may have overlooked. After discovering this new sign of life 

from Uncle Theo, I can less accept than ever that he should 

have simply disappeared without a trace. After all, compared 

to the universe, our world is just a marble, so there must be a 

way to find Uncle Theo. 

Well then: The search for clues is on! 
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2. Quotations 

 

Bible quotations in the Grassroots Meditations: 

 

• First meditation: Second letter of St. Paul to the Corin-

thians: 2 Cor 12:7; different English versions listed on bi-

blehub.com 

• Second meditation: Book of Micah (Micah 2:4); different 

English versions listed on biblehub.com 

• Third meditation: Meditation theme: Psalm 88 (Psalm 

88:15-18); different English versions on biblehub.com; 

George's response: Book of James (James 1:22-25); dif-

ferent English versions on biblehub.com 

 

 

Annual worship service: 

 

George's sermon is based on the following Bible passages: 

 

• 2nd Letter of Saint Paul to the Corinthians (2 Cor 11:14 f.) 

• 2nd Letter of Saint Paul to the Thessalonians (2 Thess 2:3-

10)  

• 1st Letter of Saint Paul to Timothy (1 Tim 4:3-5) 

https://biblehub.com/2_corinthians/12-7.htm
https://biblehub.com/micah/2-4.htm
https://biblehub.com/micah/2-4.htm
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• 2nd Letter of Saint Paul to Timothy (2 Tim 3:5) 

• 2nd Letter of Saint Peter (2 Peter 3) 

• Letter of Saint James (James 1:19-25) 

• Book of Micah (Micah 2:1-6) 

• Book of Isaiah (Isaiah 29:15) 

• Psalm 52 (Ps 52:3-6) 

 

Intercessions: 

 

George's prayer, the first part of each intercession (invocation 

of Satan) and the responding chorus are free adaptations of 

verses from Charles Baudelaire's Litanies de Satan (1857); 

different English translations listed on fleursdumal.org. 

The concluding prayer formula is taken from the first letter of 

Saint Paul to Timothy (1 Tim 4:4); different English versions 

listed on biblehub.com. 

 

Agape: 

 

The Agape Prayer takes up passages from the First Letter of 

Saint Peter (1 Peter 1:22-25); different English versions listed 

on biblehub.com. 

 

 

https://fr.wikisource.org/wiki/Les_Fleurs_du_mal/1857/Les_Litanies_de_Satan
https://fleursdumal.org/poem/191
https://biblehub.com/1_timothy/4-4.htm
https://biblehub.com/1_peter/1-22.htm

