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INTRODUCTION

 


The story you’re about to read I’ve chosen to
call a ‘transmedia novel’. This is simply because, in addition to
the words between these pages, it is utilizing a number of
different means to tell the whole story, or sometimes just to
underline certain passages.

These different tentacles of the storyline
manifest themselves in various forms and through different mediums
both in the digital and physical universe.

They might come in the shape of digital work
such as websites, blogs, artificial users on social networks,
Facebook groups, photos on flickr or short films on YouTube.

But they can also be projects in the ‘real’
world, like art installations, stickers on lampposts in big-city
streets, text printed on old techno record sleeves or comic strips
and acrylic paintings from 20 years back.

In addition there is a musical side to the
story. All the pieces of music referred to and posted on main
character Vix’ personal blog can be downloaded or purchased through
most online outlets for digital music, and some of these tracks
have also been cut as vinyl records.

Also, a series of art installations have been
created based on certain objects that the characters encounter
along the way. Some of these pieces have already been on display at
exhibitions or art festivals, but there will be more to follow in
the near future.

It is my suggestion that you go search for
these other threads as you read, as this leaves more to the
imagination, although you can always skip to the last page with its
list of links, if curiousity grabs you too hard.

Let me also use a few lines to thank those
who have let me go on with the - at times - most absent business of
creating this work: My fantastic wife and musical partner Aggie, my
beloved daughters Iris and Amber Maya, the extraordinary genius of
Dave Mullen AKA Nathan Dunne for reading and bouncing back both
intelligent questions and brilliant suggestions, functioning as
what I believe to be the role of an editor in the world of ‘real’
literature.

And finally big thanks to the people who’ve
been following the unfolding of the story as new chapters have been
posted at the project website. Thanks also to all those who
unknowingly have been part of the illusion by following or
commenting anything the characters of the story might have created
online or posted in forums over the last year or so. You don’t know
who you are.

 


Per Martinsen

AKA Tied Revolverman

Friday April 16th 2010

lat=69°39'52.35"N

lon=18°57'22.24"E
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I:ENDLESS

 


So many Endlessnesses

Red Dwarves and Supernovas

 


And the Deep Sea

 


And behind a curtain

At the far end

Of the innermost room

In me

 


I sit and wonder

 


(Khalib, 14)

 


 


*****


PROLOGUE

 


Today our dog came back.

He was just sitting on the porch outside the
front door of my parents’ house.

He looked fit and strong, though a little
bewildered.

All in all he seemed very happy to see
me.

I threw myself around his neck and started to
cry, as he’s been dead for more than fifteen years.

When I looked up again it was snowing, which
was kind of weird, because the sun had just been shining, and this
was in the beginning of August.

 


 


*****


 


 


TROUBLE

 


“This is not the food I ordered!”

The sudden revelation was echoing loudly down
the corridors of his aching mind.

 


Scared again. Descending further into the
merciless pit. Gasping for air and her eternal nurturing embrace.
Always losing track. Undefined intelligence. All-empowering,
undeniable. Enter emotional force majeure. I’ve had enough now. I
need to stop this ride. Get off. Get off as I never have before.
Jack me up - up to where I am all-seeing, all-knowing, all-being.
The Master - not the victim. The cause of events - not the slave of
consequence. I know this should be the way, the righteous and
natural way of things. The capital rule with no exception. I should
know. I made all of this real.

 


Vix looked lost. The man behind the counter
at the Chinese take-away once again tried to get some response from
him.

“Your food, Mister. Three pound fifty,
please.”

No reply. Staring apathetically into the
void. Blankness repeating itself like an old vinyl record stuck in
the run-out groove, recycling nothingness. The man was waving the
plastic bag in front of him, but Vix’s gaze stayed fixed beyond the
veil of matter.

“Ok. You don’t want it? Would you please move
to the side, then? There’s a queue building up behind you.”

Vix quickly handed the man his thoroughly
pre-counted coins, grabbed the bag of food and swiftly ran out the
door. A big guy in a red tracksuit, carrying a couple of rental
DVD’s spawning youthful, naked promise on glossy covers got knocked
over in the movement.

The videos relocated to street-level.

Loud swearing taking place.

 


Evoke the spirits unknown to you, sleeping
soul. Lost and blinded. They would be here soon. He could sense
their approach. Not a too difficult trail back to the Shelter.
Remember the path, stick to the path. Thoughts roaring. Lock focus
on task. No disturbances allowed. Funny-looking magpie screaming
from a rooftop: “Who’s your Master?”

 


He got inside and slammed the door behind
him, locked all three locks, and sat down on the pink inflatable
chair.

The usual vein on his forehead had started
thumping.

A bit short of breath now (still breathing,
though).

He will soon remember the cause of it all,
and be the Master of the rhythm again. He who beat the first drum
and uttered the initial words.

Soon.

 


The warm, sweet and salty food inside the
foam container spread its warmth and comfort in his lap. Rising
fumes of ancient eastern knowledge slowly materializing.

Shelter.

Close shave.

Vix ate the food, laid back on the chair, and
floated off.

As he did, the framework of the Pyramid
emanated from the depths.

All-empowering. Ever-growing.

Stretching out to encompass his soul.

 


The Pyramid is shaking at its foundations.
Its woven dreamflesh of broken hearts, tears, pain and blood is
about to rip into a million pieces of rotting debris. As this
happens, the souls of its makers are screaming with agony, as the
Master of Darkness is barging in to collect his rightful property:
their dreams, their hopes, and the chilly numbness that’s left of
the soul they once were given. The soul they chose to exchange for
their mortal power and short-lived pleasures. I know their fear, I
know their loss, for I gave them everything: my unconditional love,
and life itself.

 


A bulldog with shattered limbs of ex-human
between its jaws barked and sneered at him.

Animal darkness radiating.

Hurting him.

Hot canine jaws penetrating his
dream-flesh.

He woke screaming.

A loud noise came from next door.

Hammering on wall.

“Shut the fuck up, stupid junkie!”

 


I - love my brother

You - love your sister

We - love eachother

We are love, love, love, love, love,
love…

 


 


*****


 


 


NOSPEAKLAND

 


She didn’t care so much anymore about the
snow that struggled its way into her weary eyes. They’d been
walking this path for days and days, now driven only by a hope that
some new landscape would emerge from the monotonous bricks of white
and blue.

Shades of white, shades of blue. Endlessly in
repeat.

And the light.

Even though the days were short, she’d never
seen such light.

Relentless, ruthless light.

This wasn’t at all like the vision of the
journey that she’d been presented with back in Lhasa, when the
whole mission still lived a comfortable life as a wild idea inside
the mind of Pi. The wild and wonderful but quite fragmented mind
that she’d be more than happy to influence towards a more
understandable nature, had she been in a position where she could
do just that.

Pi would always do things like this to her,
though. Or so it would seem. Maybe she just did them to
herself?

She wondered if Maya-Shi, her most trusted
friend back home, was right in accusing her of being deeply - and
very unhealthily - in love with Pi. She’d been following him
through thick and thin for the last fifteen months. Mostly
thin.

White.

Ice.

Nothing but trouble seemed to be the reward
of their efforts so far.

She’d put up her usual mask of convincing
insecurity against her friend’s accusations, and pleaded that it
was for the cause - and only for the cause - that she was willing
to put herself into these extreme and often very dangerous
situations.

But she could see Maya-Shi found the excuse
as transparent as she found it herself. The human mind is a
puzzling self-defending mechanism at times, she concluded, just as
she was interrupted by loud yelling from behind her.

”…e….o……….n……….s……”

Mungpuk’s eyes looked like frozen drops of
liquid crystal through the sweeps of the howling blizzard. He was
rapidly moving his Eskimo lips with exaggerated animation.

“What now?” she thought, trying not to form
any expression at all, as the thin layer of ice on her face would
then crack, making her skin hurt like hell and add to the
uncomfortable situation she was already in.

“Th.. Ro..s ..s…osing.in..o…s”

Bloody wind.

”What?”

”The Rose is closing in on us. Drive your
dogs. Set speed.”

”Shit!”

 


 


*****

 


 


35 BELOW ZERO

 


Thirty-five below. Damn. Thirty-bloody-five
below.

Mac hadn’t considered any of this when Mr.
Sykes gazed at him with his lifeless, sleazy grin from behind the
desk back at the offices of Research On Soul Evolution that
sunny morning in June last year.

“We’ll have to take into ACCOUNT that you
didn’t exactly RUSH into action with any specTACULAR enthusiasm
LAST time we offered you a position, on a quite SIMILAR maneuver,
Mr. Howard.”

“I didn’t have the same personal motivation
for rushing into the previous operation, Sir. And my personal life
in general has proved a lot more livable these days.”

He tried to camouflage his dislike for the
rubber-skinned, suit-clad personnel executive in front of him.

Getting disliked seemed to be Sykes’ one and
only spare-time occupation. He seemed to be totally aware of, and
even quite proud of his unsympathetic features; but, if
flattered, he could appear almost human. Especially if the
flatterer had an ICP-degree and a couple of trips to a C-Zone on
his ass. And - most importantly to Sykes, his CV.

“Well, we DO tell our customers that the
operative personnel we CAREfully pick are one-hundred-perCENT
qualified, and not least DEDicated, Mr. Howard. And by TELLING our
customers this, we ATTACH ourselves to a COMMITment of substantial
diMENSIONS. All according to company diRECTIVES and reGARD for our
COMPETITIVEness in the constantly narrowing MARket. I DO hope you
underSTAND this, Mr. Howard. Or Mac, if I may?”

There was a short pause at this surprisingly
friendly first-name-approach from the soulless man. The room was
boiling hot, but strangely enought Mac didn’t sweat at all. Maybe
it was due to the cold atmosphere that followed Mr. Sykes wherever
he went, like the ghost of a dead pet.

He caught the invisible vacuum-ball that was
hanging in the air of the conversation between them, leant forward,
and put on his I assure you facial expression, for maximum
schmooze-effect.

“I asSURE you, Sir. I’m with you all the way
on this one, the times change, and people change with them.” He
almost burst into laughter, surprised by his own selection of such
a sad, old cliché, but quickly suppressed the potential outburst
with a “And Mac will do, thank you.”

 


And much like the times and people, most
things actually do change a lot from the world of ideas to
stern reality, he thought, as he now fought the howling wind.

He forced an extra push at his left soft ski.
It slowly slid forward.

Weird situation, this. He was a simple,
working man, at least in his own eyes. But now he once again found
himself caught up in something that became far more complicated the
further into the mission he got.

He swiftly checked his WristSat for the
tracking coordinates of the House entourage.

Right. I’m closing in.

Enter: feeling of supremacy!

 


 


*****

 


 


MR. FRIEND

 


Every Sunday Vix got up at around eleven,
caught a bus to the train station, and got on a train that took him
out of town too see Mr. Friend.

Today, it was Sunday.

Mr. Friend was a man who must have reached
his sixties by now. He had a slim figure with white hair
surrounding a quite handsome face, centered by a well-kept white
moustache below a straight nose, and clear, green eyes.

Mr. Friend was a sharp dresser, although he
always made sure he looked like a man his own age.

The word elegant sprang to mind whenever Vix
found himself in situations where he had to explain to other people
what Mr. Friend looked like.

Which was never, when he came to think of
it.

Vix got to know Mr. Friend quite some months
ago now, but it was like their friendship had started even before
that.

It was like it had started the moment he
ended up in the Village for the first time.

 


He couldn’t remember the exact details, but
it had been one of his really bad days, when he desperately
needed to get away from the all-too-many signs and background
noises that surrounded his life in the city.

He had suddenly found himself on a train
speeding out of the big smoke.

When green, open fields and clustered lines
of trees had started flying past the train window, he slowly
realised that he could breathe again. And when he’d enjoyed this
feeling until he decided it was good enough, he had stepped out at
the next station, and just started walking.

He had no idea of what his new surroundings
were called, or the exact whereabouts of them, but he instantly
felt that he had made the right choice in coming here.

Here was a small village, full of the
stuff that small villages usually contain… which was not much at
all. Still, nothing essential was missing.

It was as though the village contained the
minimum of buildings and roads it needed to contain in order to
feel that it existed as a village. And that every morning when it
rose, it probably felt like a naked man that awakes, counts his
limbs and fingers, and then utters a contented sigh, before getting
on with doing whatever it is he usually does with all his limbs and
fingers intact.

That first day it seemed the village was busy
doing what it usually did, only from that day onwards it also had
to add the new task of having Vix walking about in it from time to
time (which by now had become a repeated occurence on every
Sunday).

After he had wandered around for a bit and
gotten to know the streets a little, he had stumbled over a cosy
little coffee-shop next to an old closed-down office of some kind
that had an old red sign that read ”…ging” above the bolted
door.

The coffee-shop was full of old junk and some
really bad paintings that had been thoroughly dusted off and then
quite randomly mounted over all the walls.

It was as if it had all been done in order to
make you feel comfortable, and that in here everything was
just fine. Even if you should happen to be one of the lousy artists
responsible for one of the lousy paintings on the walls that
probably nobody liked.

Vix thought this unlikely to happen, as the
paintings seemed older than most of the people in the room. Then he
had thought ”what a nice place”, and ordered some coffee.

That was the first day the village had Vix in
it.

 


 


*****

 


 


After some time had passed, he found himself
repeating this journey to the little village.

He had ended up at the coffee-shop again the
second time he was in the village, and then on every single
occasion following the first two visits.

After a while he couldn’t help but notice a
man who seemed to share his own appreciation for the combination of
good coffee and bad art.

As they kept on bumping into eachother this
way (which was far from the rather stressful city kind of way of
bumping into eachother), in the end they sort of both decided that
they might as well become acquainted.

So after a few head-nods of recognition that
soon turned into brief exchanges of words that gradually grew into
full sentences, they eventually began sharing a table, and slowly
became people who knew eachother.

It turned out Mr. Friend had retired from
whatever it was he had been doing most of his life, but Vix
believed that he must have had something of a fascinating job
(although Mr. Friend would never tell exactly what it was he
had been doing).

Whatever it was, it was probably because of
that fascinating job - and probably for a couple of certain other
reasons, too - that Mr. Friend was full of stories.

Actually he himself preferred to be viewed as
someone full of facts rather than someone full of stories,
but nevertheless he was a great source of information, information
that usually propelled them into great conversations.

Today, many months later than when they first
started talking to eachother, was one of those days that Vix and
Mr. Friend were in the middle of one of these conversations:

 


”Wealth…”, Vix said, with the stamina of
someone who couldn’t wait to have somebody else try to tear their
rock-solid statement to pieces in the next moment; ”Wealth is the
real problem. Money lies behind all this misery.”

”Well, yes, blaming the wealthy is a solution
that effortlessly springs to mind. And an easy solution is often
what we’re looking for? Isn’t it, my young friend?”, Mr. Friend
replied.

They were walking along a nice little path
along the small river that divided the village, just a few minutes
walk from the coffee-shop.

They had acquired the habit of going for
these little walks, when they decided they had had enough coffee
and needed some fresh air, something that usually took about a
couple of hours or more at the coffee-shop, all depending on
whether they got lost in conversation or not.

”I’d appreciate it if you lost that
patronising tone right away.” Vix said with slight irritation in
his voice. “You might claim that a man of your age will have the
benefit of experience, but that kind of benefit doesn’t seem to
have helped us all that much in the light of history - if history
should happen to have been written by men of similar
experience.”

Without stopping to enjoy his triumph he
continued: ”If wealthy people didn’t cling onto their unrightfully
attained property we’d be able to abolish the whole hierarcic
structures of the distribution of goods in this world, and move
towards a more sensible global system of sharing our
resources.”

”Yes, yes. That’s all good and very sensible
indeed, but are you really sure it is the vice of the wealthy and
the wealthy only to hold on to one’s every possession? To hang on
to one’s often painstakingly acquired slice of personal power?” Mr.
Friend stared calmly into the autumn air as he spoke. ”My
experience - the very same you seem so eager to write off as mere
old folly - more than suggests that it’s quite irrelevant whether
you’re good for billions of dollars and control thousands of
destinies, or if you have no more personal belongings than you can
carry in a dirty plastic bag and the personal power to dictate
nothing but the destiny of your scruffy old dog.”

Vix said nothing.

Mr. Friend continued: ”Go ask a poor family
of your choice if they’re willing to give up anything at all.
Anything! Like a spare tin-pan or some other item that poor people
might possess in doubles. Something they could do without.
Chances are they’re not going to sacrifice anything at all, even if
the ground is burning and their next-door neighbours have been
dragged away by men in uniforms. People won’t give up something for
nothing, whether they’re stinking rich or just a poor stinker, and
that’s the real core of the issue.”

Vix wondered if he should interrupt Mr.
Friend with a comment on how this was such a bad excuse for the
ruling classes to keep the struggling classes struggling, but
somehow Mr. Friend’s point hit him deeply – which in his opinion
was happening far too often during these conversations.

Still he felt his anger slowly building up at
the arrogant tone that always crept into Mr. Friend’s voice when he
was commenting on ”the poor”. It seemed that he – in spite of his
insight into many important issues – must have led quite a
privileged life without too much eye-to-eye contact with people
outside his own social circle, Vix thought to himself.

”Rich kids don’t have to join the army and
die for oil.”, Vix said.

”That doesn’t seem to stop poor people from
driving cars.”, Mr. Friend replied.

They walked quietly for a bit, watching the
autumn leaves slowly fall to the ground through the crisp air.

Then they talked some more about rich and
poor people, about whether experience was a good thing or not, and
about it getting late and how traffic was becoming a really big
problem - even on Sundays.

They eventually said goodbye, and Vix left to
catch a train.

 


This, more or less, was the way Vix would
spend most of his Sundays. In the village together with Mr.
Friend.

A nice pattern, he thought.

At least one day in the week would be faintly
predictable, and the fear would disappear for a while and give him
the space he needed to re-shuffle his mind into some kind of
orderly chaos.

It wasn’t so much a question of getting his
feet back on the ground, than a question of getting his whole being
back into orbit. Yet such days still felt like a great relief
compared to the days when the raging spirits kept him alert at
every waking (and sleeping) moment.

 


 


*****

 


 


The train journey back usually let him
prepare for his default modus operandi.

This particular night, when Vix got back, he
opened the three locks at the front door of his squat, quickly got
in, and threw his coat over the pink inflatable chair in the
corner.

He opened his laptop, letting it roam for a
free network for a few seconds.

Then he opened the music player and
double-clicked on the first track of his ”Head Dubs vol. 1”
playlist - a list he had thoroughly put together the other night to
try to make sure no darkness snuck into his mind while writing.

He put the kettle on and logged in to his
”Enemy of the State” blog (that he had rather uncunningly
abbreviated to ”E.O.T.S.” in an attempt to avoid spilling it all
and make it far too easy for the spooks he knew scanned his every
move on the web to hit on him).

Then he wrote:

 


Last night I dreamt of:

 


1. An old and battered, but fully functional
Xerox-machine.

2. A gorilla.

3. Two shapeshifting aliens.

4. A walnut.

 


In my dream all the above items were
interconnected and made perfect sense, but more about that
later.

 


Then he posted a link to ”Cabito” – a piece
of music he considered one of the most impressive offerings from
balearic disco collective Bakantaar, whom he reckoned he’d read
somewhere originated from Estonia or one of the Baltic states.

No trace of the group could be found to this
day, except for a few blurry pieces of information and a handful of
recordings circulating the music blogs from time to time, but this
music always put Vix in a much lighter mood, which was not an easy
task.

He decided he was more than willing to share
such an uplifting gem with the world.

Then he opened his private log file, and
noted down the events of the day, with a quick resumé of his
conversation with Mr. Friend. This was a habit he’d learned was of
great importance, as he could retrace everything if the storms
inside him became too heavy, and everything seemed to be lost.

Above his desk, mounted in a dusty old frame,
his favourite proverb stared back at him with sharp, black letters
on white paper:

 


Those who do not remember the past

- are condemned to repeat it.

 


He logged off, and closed his laptop.

As he sipped his tea, he thought about how
this had been a great day. “That was a great day,” he thought.

He felt that he could fall asleep any second,
and as he didn’t fancy another night sleeping uncomfortably on the
chair in front of his desk, he pulled himself up, got undressed,
and dragged his heavy limbs onto the mattress he had placed on top
of some of his beer-crates filled with vinyl records.

Bad vinyl records, that is – records
that he knew he had to get rid off one day. Ones that didn’t
deserve a space in one of his numerous racks where all the good
stuff was piled up.

They were in record Limbo, he thought,
waiting to cross the river Styx to where the second hand store was
waiting to judge them.

They would have to function as a base for his
mattress for the time being, though.

Then Vix drifted off, on his bed of unwanted
music.
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FEARWALL

 


This wall was immense.

A cathedral of solid, ruthless rock was
towering against the dark skies above. The cold granite felt rough
and hostile against his palms, as he crawled and stumbled his way
upwards along the narrow path.

Below him there must have been a drop of more
than twenty thousand feet, and as he carefully tilted his head back
to get a glimpse of the summit, he was sure he was facing at least
another ten thousand - most of them eighty-five-plus degrees of
uncompromising godmade fear.

He’d seen pictures of the northwest face of
the Great Trango Tower in Pakistan back in the days when he had
been overwhelmed by this sudden and irrational urge to deepen his
understanding of his own, quite serious case of vertigo, mostly by
exposing himself to literature and films on the subject of vertical
living.

But this wall was serious in
comparison to those pictures.

In addition to the height, its width made it
seem endless in both directions.

And it was here that he suddenly found
himself, working his way up some narrow man-made path in an area
where the steepness of the wall was less ridiculous.

He climbed further, over what he decided was
a fairly clumsy attempt at creating some kind of steps in the
stone, probably hammered out by some ancient hand long ago, judging
by the condition they were in now.

To his right an equally sorry effort at
making some sort of security-fence had also been attempted - just
as if a half-foot pile of small rocks would stop him from falling
into the abyss, if he should be so unlucky as to stumble.

As he tried not to think of the possible
consequences the tiniest misconduct of his freezing limbs would
almost certainly lead to, he could hear sounds echoing out of the
misty stone world around him.

Ranging from the most delicate whispers to
the odd shout-out of what sounded like orders, he gradually
understood the situation. There were people working out there,
working hard to overcome this impossible challenge of going for the
summit.

He could just make out clusters of hopeful
souls who had teamed-up, trying to secure eachother as they faced
this inconceivable climb.

Some of them must have been trying to ascend
blindly as if they had no real understanding of how
life-threatening this situation was.

Sleepwalking. Sleep-climbing. What’s the
word?

Fools on the edge of their own destruction,
closing in on defeat with every new move, he thought to
himself.

Then he realised he was one of them.

Well, at least he wasn’t out there, in the
middle of the wall.

Even if this strange pathway gave but a
small, but probably illusory sense of security, he decided he was
safer than those poor bastards out there.

Whatever the reasons he had landed in this
situation, he could feel the pull of some strong yet unidentifiable
force up there. A kind of negative gravity dragging him from
within.

This had to be overcome, even if he felt like
an insect insisting upon finding nirvana in the ultraviolet light
of a fly zapper.

Something truly important was up
there. He knew this.

He accepted it as the only kind of excuse he
needed.

A kind of hope.

Not belief, and not hope as in desperately
hoping something to be true - where hope is the only thing to hold
on to. But hope as in when you know you’re going to find what
you’re looking for, if only you can get there.

Hope as engine – not goal.

Hope had many faces, he decided to himself,
and continued his climb.

He had to get up there - or fall.

Then he woke up.

 


 


*****

 


 


The sun cast its bright yellow rays through
the room.

An impressive nebula of tiny particles of
dust danced about in the air above him, like a weightless ballet
company.

It was beautiful.

He filled his lungs with the chilly autumn
air and blew a delicate stream of morning breath through his dry
lips.

The dance changed, and the tiny dust
performers elevated to spiral far above his head, and out of
sight.

“It’s that simple”, he thought.

Vix - the choreographer of coincidence.

 


 


*****

 


 


Be blessed, my child. For you are the joy
and the pride of my creation. It is for you, and only you, that I
can bear the pain and disappointment those who cannot see their
task have inflicted upon me. It is for this love that I choose to
keep all of this real. It is only because I see the gratitude and
joy in your eyes - as you do what I cannot do myself - that I
endure all this. Just for a moment you help me forget that I know
it all, as I’ve made all of this real. Just for one moment, I can
share your excitement.

 


 


*****

 


 


INTRODUCING THE BEATLES

 


Vix was walking down the main road in the
Village.

It stretched from the train-station, past the
church, the town hall and a row of small shops.

The cheese-shop was next-door to a hardware
store selling everything from tools to mouse-traps, and there was
even a restaurant next to an undertaker further down the street;
all of which, Vix thought, summed up mortality nicely for both mice
and men in one street.

He baptised it ’Mortal Road’ to himself, and
wondered whether there actually was a road somewhere carrying such
an alarming name.

He guessed not.

When he got to the coffee-shop, he sat down
at his favourite spot by the window, ordered a double espresso, and
picked up a magazine.

He was almost at ease.

”If you ever - though I don’t find it very
probable - reach my age, you’ll most definitely be stone-deaf by
then.” Mr. Friend tapped Vix on the shoulder with his rolled-up
newspaper while gently lifting up his headphones with his
umbrella.

Vix paused the mp3 player.

”What the hell is that noise anyway? I could
hear it as soon as I entered this place.” Mr. Friend was speaking
in a different voice than his own, as if impersonating a strict
headmaster or just someone who’d lost touch with everything but
their own lack of happiness.

”It’s Underground Resistance.”

”I bet it is!”

”Well, I don’t listen much to your kind of
dusty old stuff - like The Beatles, if that’s what you mean. Or
some other totally irrelevant and wrongfully canonised outfit from
the past.” Vix tried to sound like the young student who found
himself totally aware of his own self-centered vitality, though
tragically ignorant of his soon-to-come downfall. He thought such a
character an appropriate foil to Mr. Friend’s strict
headmaster.

”They were ours.”

”What? Who were?”

”The Beatles. John, Paul, Ringo and
George.”

”I know the names of the members of the
Beatles, I’m not totally ignorant of the past!”, Vix
snapped. ”What do you mean by yours?”

”They were the first case to be tried through
GMES, the global media network. We didn’t want to risk testing it
by running the moon landing right away.”

Vix quickly adjusted his brain to try and get
out of Underground Resistance’s techno universe and jump onto Mr.
Friend’s freight-train of sudden and unexpected information. “You
didn’t wanna do what?”

”Launching a more leisure-driven and
culturally tinged project towards a teen-oriented target group was
considered much safer than going for the campaign we built up
simultaneously with the Apollo project, which was aimed straight
towards the slightly older and more sceptical masses.”

”You’re losing me. I need more
background.”

”Mass-media! The global television network!
World press! Hell, boy, I’ve just started developing a tiny spark
of hope in my aching old soul, and you were about to become my one
and only symbol of belief in the future generations. Don’t you go
and let me down by slipping back into the comfort of
sleepwalking.”

”Ok. The Beatles. I’m ready. Shoot.”

”Shoot? Yes, well, that’s also part of the
story, and quite a sensitive part of it, too. But I’m afraid it’s
not in the part of it that I’m going to talk about now.” Mr. Friend
again ignored Vix’ confused look and went on with his story. ”Do
you know anything about the teachings of Aikido?”

”Aikido? The martial arts? What’s that got to
do with The Beatles? I know Elvis supposedly had a black belt in
Karate, but that was a hoax, wasn’t it?”. Vix was talking very fast
now, something he usually did when he got excited about
something.

”Forget Elvis for now. Aikido is not exactly
a martial art, if you consider the fact that such a definition is
based on its relation to the planet Mars and its war-like
qualities. But let’s start there anyway.” Mr. Friend twisted on his
chair, as if to find the perfect position for a lengthy lecturing.
Of course, this irritated Vix greatly. It reminded him of a cat
that smugly and thoroughly prepares for going to sleep in your lap
just as you’re about to leave the sofa and go for a piss.

Then he continued ”At the base of the
philosophy of Aikido lies the acknowledgment of the ’personal
sphere’. That is the area that is within the immediate reach of
both your physical and your spiritual body, when the spiritual one
is bound to the physical one in your waking mode. The goal in a
combat situation is to make your opponent step out of his own
personal sphere of power – to put him ’out of balance with himself’
– and then lure him into your own, where all your personal
force is rooted. With your opponent out of touch with himself and
his own power, and now in the hands of your power, you can
do near anything you wish to the poor bugger.”

”OK. So you trick your opponent to step into
your own sphere of power and knock him off balance… Then what? You
play a Beatles song over and over again until he loses his
mind?”

”Something like that.” Mr. Friend ignored Vix
and smiled to his left at some invisible listener who seemed to
deeply admire his cleverness.

He went on, ”The problem with collecting, and
manipulating the masses has always been one of geography. Physical
distance. Getting into their personal sphere. In the old days,
announcing the King’s orders at the town square could only give a
limited success, and then only when coupled with a healthy dose of
random public hangings and other dramatic effects, to make sure any
message presented by the King really sunk in.”

“Shock and awe.”

“Exactly. You needed to put some fear in
people to get their hopelessly fluctuating attention. With
television there was suddenly an opportunity to bring all the
King’s commands into the personal sphere of every member of the
public – into their own home, where they were unguarded. This was a
fantastic situation. Even those who would never even turn up to the
town square to see an execution or hear the latest tax rates being
announced, turned out to be completely stripped of any resistance
when their own living room had a TV-set placed quite innocently in
a corner.”

”The great propaganda machine?”

”That’s underestimating it. Propaganda is
something most human beings can defend themselves against. No, we
are talking about a perfect global network for mass-hypnosis.”

”Hypnosis? But in order to get hypnotised I
thought the victim had to agree to let it happen?”

”And that’s the true genius of it. Most
people perceive watching television as a purely leisure-orientated
activity. This is where entertainment enters the picture. You have
to remember that prior to television, entertainment was a very
small part of most people’s lives. You had the public executions
way back, you had sports and the odd barn-dance. ”The Arts” -
especially theatre was not viewed as mere entertainment by the less
privileged, but more as a channel to let off steam and express
discontentment with the establishment, or metaphorically discuss
”forbidden” political issues. It wasn’t until the emergence of TV
that the kind of brainless, bland forms of entertainment that have
become such a major part of our culture today really started
developing.”

”And this development has been wilfully
engineered?”

”More or less. As everyone walking this Earth
knows, you can only try, as no control is absolute. Some
experiments work, others don’t. But there are degrees of success,
and some seem more successful than others in reaching their
goals.”

“Surely the ruling classes do. Your
Kings.”

“I guess if you really, really want
power, and are willing to do anything to get it, and keep it, you
can go very far. As far as anyone who really, really wants
something ever can get. Even a petty criminal’s willingness to
cross a few borders and ignore his socially-conditioned
‘conscience’ makes him likely to succeed at some point or other.
Even if he just wants to break into the off-license at the corner
and steal a couple of bottles of whiskey and a pack of cigarettes
for the night.”

”And for those who really, really want power,
the television with its global network has been a most useful
tool?”

”Of course. But not that there haven’t been
trials and errors.”

”Like…”

”Let’s go back to The Beatles.”

”Go on.”

”They were the first ever launch of such
geographical magnitude through the global television network. Never
before had anyone attempted a campaign on such a scale. The
targeted social segment – mainly teenagers, mainly female – were
carefully selected because if they responded correctly, the hope
was that they would then influence males to copy these new
role-models. The males would do so in order to attain the same
effect that John, Paul, George and Ringo had on females. It is
often said that the easiest way to reach a man’s heart is via his
stomach. I don’t know about that, but certainly the easiest way to
reach a man’s stomach, and thereby his personal power-centre - is
via women.”

”Well, you make it all sound very
clever.”

Vix tried to hide the exitement he felt at
Mr. Friend’s suggestions. Somewhere inside him he had a feeling of
a door that had been closed for a long time slowly opening, letting
in fresh air.

On the other hand he couldn’t wait to get a
chance to pick the whole story to pieces. He decided to try some of
Mr. Friend’s own tactics, and put on a smug "yeah, right"
smile and turned to his invisible admirer to his left
somewhere.

The old cat didn’t notice the gesture at all.
He was too overwhelmed by his own story, and just continued:

”Yes, very clever. Once the target
group had been determined, the time-plan to launch this new
phenomenon was carefully drawn up. They had surfaced on our radars
through their early recording sessions at EMI Records, where we had
our people. Of course there were hundreds of equally talented bands
at the time that all looked and sounded the same, but these four
young lads were selected mainly on the basis of their natural
attitude and the effect they seemed to have on their fans. All four
were considered easy personalities to sell once they’d got under
the public’s skin. The music was as good as any of their
peers.”

”Thankfully.”

”They released a couple of singles and an
album that worked its way up the charts in the UK, and then a
preliminary screening test was done with Granada Television in
October 1962 with a domestic audience.”

”And ’Bang’?”

”Very much so. By early 1963
Beatlemania was already a word in the UK, and the operation
could proceed as planned.”

”So?”

”The only problem was that the US public
didn’t think much of the music. Neither their first nor second
single received airplay on American radio stations when they were
released in the spring and autumn the same year, but then that’s
not what this is about, after all.”

”Of course not. We’re talking about a pop
group. Why should it be about the music?”

Vix thought it an on the spot comment, but
once again was totally overlooked.

”When the first exposure was initiated on the
programme ’American Bandstand’ in August 1963, the only
reaction from the selected teens present in the studio was
laughter.”

“Laughter?”

“They thought the haircuts were funny.”

”Really?”

”Yes. But of course this was a thoroughly
planned operation. As I mentioned earlier it was expected that
there would be errors and that adjustments would be required. Plans
B, C, and D were already in place.”

”What happened to plan E?”

”Like in chess, you should never plan too
many moves ahead, but instead constantly adjust your strategy with
a few moves ahead according to your opponent’s behaviour.”

”I wouldn’t know. I prefer backgammon
myself.”

Vix spotted a glimpse of irritation at this.
He wished he had his notebook up so he could tick one more point in
the Vix column of the discussion scoreboard.

”The initial plan was to take them on air in
the CBS Morning News on November 22nd, but there seemed to be a
clash of schemes that morning.”

”What happened?”

”I thought you put a lot of effort into
remembering the past?”

”Yeah. But the past is such a fat old
bastard. Please enlighten me.”

”Surely. The news that day mainly
concentrated on the same morning’s killing of the American
president John Fitzgerald Kennedy in Dallas.”

”Oh.”

”I guess it would be considered strange to
the public if this news coverage was rushed through in a couple of
minutes, followed by a ‘and that’s that with our president, and now
over to four British brats with incomprehensable accents and weird
hairdos’ They’ll be singing ’I Wanna Hold Your Hand’.”

”I guess so.”

”The appearance was resceduled to the Evening
News on December 7th, and this time it seemed to gain momentum.
Soon the music started getting airplay, and their next single was
rush-released in the US. A string of three consecutive appearances
on the ’Ed Sullivan Show’ had already been scheduled for
February, and before you knew it they were the biggest cultural
phenomenon the world had ever seen.”

“Upping even Jesus Christ?”

“As John so humbly and discretely put
it.”

At this point Vix thought it was about time
to put a hold to the one-way flow of communication. Just as Mr.
Friend was about to continue, he straightened his back and raised
his voice above the monotonous mumbling that his constant attempts
at arguing back during the lecture.

”As I see it, this was simply a band with the
right songs, the right attitude and the right haircut. There’s
nothing in this story that indicates that it wasn’t just a lucky
blend of talent and hitting the right moment that made them go down
in history.”

”Ahh, my dear Victor. Exactly! That’s the
target group speaking. And what a numerous group we have here. More
than one billion records of various formats of these four lads have
been sold worldwide. To this day no other musical artist in history
has sold the same amount of records. One can say that you’re
probably not alone in believing in the simple version of this
story.”

Vix twisted uncomfortably in his chair. He
wasn’t really too happy at being categorised as just one in a herd,
and he’d rather choose the complicated version of just about
anything over the simple one. He swallowed his slightly bruised
pride. He just didn’t like being fooled, nor being told that he had
been.

”So the ’campaign’ was a successful one,
then?”

”Very much so. It opened up for far greater
things to come, although the power put in the hands of four
seemingly harmless Liverpudlians proved more dangerous a tool than
anyone could foresee. With John it got so out of hand that it had
to be taken care of in the end.”

”’Taken care of.’ So that’s what it’s called.
He certainly got taken well care of, I must say.”

”Of course they were an experiment. Four
working-class kids from Northern England were considered the most
harmless guinea-pigs one could imagine. No-one could know that
they’d start using their power to promote real ideas later on –
ideas that were great threats to the whole agenda that the
experiment was part of. Trials. Errors.”

”This story makes me sick.”

”Yes, Victor. It is very sick indeed.”

Vix sipped his coffee. It had gone quite cold
now.

Mr. Friend suddenly got up, put his coat back
on, and said: “Have to dash. Goodbye Victor.” And before he knew it
he was out the door and off to wherever it was Mr. Friend would go
when he ‘had to dash’.

 


 


*****

 


 


Vix dosed off on the train back and didn’t
wake till he got poked by a grim-looking cleaning asssistant at the
city station.

He grabbed his rucksack and set off for the
bus back to the Shelter.

The streets were empty and he felt the soul
of the city descending upon him like a far too tight hat after the
break from his connection to its nervous system.

The bus eventually turned up, almost empty
except for a woman sitting just opposite him staring wide-eyed at
him in short, machine-gun-like glimpses. She looked afraid – like
anyone travelling on the bus late at night in a city full of
strangers tend to do.

She clutched her handbag very tightly in ther
lap, he could see her knuckles whitening.

 


Fear not, Sister. One day we’ll be free. For
you are the only reason for all my efforts, to love you is my only
goal. Soon all these fears will wither away, and once again you
will see the stolen truth.

 


Once inside the Shelter, he made himself a
decent cup of tea, opened his laptop, and made a post for his
blog:

 


You tell me lies

You tell me lies

You take my eyes

And tell me lies

 


He uploaded the track ’Mastodon’ by
space-rockers The Oscillators, taken from their all-too obscure
’Crocodile Fungus’ EP.

He wondered if The Oscillators could have
been The Beatles instead of The Beatles with the right ’campaign’
behind them, but quickly let the thought lie.

Then he wrote:

 


Don’t fear the magic!

 


Then he opened his arcade-game emulator
program, and wasted half an hour playing his favourite game,
“Pong”.

He realized that this was about the oldest
computer game around, but he had never found another game to match
the simplistic yet entertaining flow of this game. Tetris almost
had him at some point, but he had to give it up after a few months
of gaming, when he caught himself trying to turn parts of the city
skyline upside down inside his head and make it fit another part of
the skyline while looking out the bus window. He decided it was not
entertainment anymore, but obsession.

Even possibly possession.

So he’d been happy when he returned to Pong
again. Maybe those lazy afternoons as a child, dozing off in front
of the television during the Wimbledon tournament had something to
do with it? Even only the sound of a tennis game on low volume with
a monotonous commentary on top would make him feel really calm. Why
hadn’t someone released this as a field recording yet, instead of
those horrible whale song CDs? He would have bought one for sure.
Or at least downloaded it.

He gave up as the speed of the game became a
little too frantic for his tired mind.

He opened his personal log, noted down the
day’s conversations with Mr. Friend, and went to bed.

Vix still almost felt at ease, and welcomed
the night.

 


 


*****

 


 


THE BLACK&WHITE MAN

 


Three days ago I met the Black&White
Man.

He said, ”So … we meet again?”; but I told
him I honestly couldn’t remember the initial event that now made
this a recurrance.

He said that was fine, but he insisted that
we’d met once, long ago, when we were crossing the great ocean as
passengers on my father’s ship.

I told him ”ahh…”, and shook his hand,
although my memory of him was still totally blank.

The Black&White Man was a fascinating
creature.

He had milky-white skin, like when you looked
into a bright, dense cloud from an airplane window.

Perfectly set in his semi-Asian looking (and
very handsome) face were two infinitely deep eyes, like shiny black
marbles.

They reminded me of the starry night sky I
once had watched through a round rooftop window, when I was little
and still noticed such things.

His whole being seemed to possess a shiny
quality, like he’d just been polished, and I reckoned he was very
powerful, but kind.

I didn’t know what he wanted from me, but now
that I had met him I didn’t regret it.

It might turn out to be useful to know
him.

 


 


*****

 


 


BEYOND GOOD, EVIL AND THE WEATHER

 


Vix got up earlier than usual this Sunday. He
was hoping to catch an earlier train out to the Village, but soon
realised he’d be most likely to spend the usual small eternity
trying to find a pair of matching socks from his laundry bag.

It was the same old story.

He didn’t have too many clothes, just a
selection of good t-shirts, some jeans, a couple of hoodies and a
warm knitted sweater that he would put on on really cold days, then
get totally claustrophobic and pull it off just as he was about to
leave the house.

He had just about enough underwear. Nothing
too fancy. After all, the meaning of any piece of underwear’s life
was to make its host feel as comfortable as possible.

But then it was the socks.

He hadn’t counted them, but there must have
been a couple of hundred pairs by now.

Every time he did his laundry at the
Laundromat up the road, he’d always return with everything heaped
inside an old orange bicycle courier bag. This way, whenever he
would need any clean stuff, he’d just grab it directly from the bag
(except for the warm sweater, which would always lie in the corner
where he’d thrown it after trying it on, then deciding it was far
too claustrophobic to wear).

Whenever he’d get down to try finding a pair
of socks he would almost never find a match, but instead spend
15-20 minutes looking through every single one. As this pissed him
off thoroughly he’d always try to get rid of the problem by buying
a new 5-pack at the market whenever he passed by on weekends.

Of course this only added to the
confusion.

Even lately, when he’d decided he would only
buy very colourful pairs, so they would easily stick out in the
bag, it didn’t really work out. The only thing it resulted in was
that now he had such an amount of bright and colourful socks that
the contents of the laundry bag looked like some kind of
psychedelic puke, which only added to the whole messy
situation.

He pulled out a yellow and violet striped
pair from the clown barf and put them on.

It seemed he would miss the train he hoped to
catch by getting up early anyway now.

 


 


*****

 


 


”Did you see the thing in the paper
today?”

Mr. Friend sipped his steaming hot black
coffee and glanced above his glasses with raised eyebrows at
Vix.

”The oil thing?”

”No, the maize thing.”

”You mean the corn thing?”

”Yes, the maize thing.”

”No, I didn’t.”

”The price of maize has finally started
moving up because of the demand for it for bio-fuel production. Can
you imagine what will happen now that it’s more tempting for
farmers to sell off their crops for bio-fuel production than for
food-production?”

”Eh, I suppose that’s exactly what they’ll
do, then?”

”Most probably. And as they start selling
larger and larger shares of their production to this sector, using
maize for food will soon be considered a pure luxury with the price
levels we’re going to see soon, and then what with the poorer
nations who rely heavily on importing masses of it for food?”

”They’ll be in even deeper shite than
usual?”

”As you so poetically put it, my young
friend.”

”But how can they get away with it?”

”What do you mean?”

”How can these things be decided upon, and
carried through by the people who are controlling this trade? The
global corporations. Corrupted politicians.”

”Oh, this has been decided upon a long time
ago. The minute the first merchant uttered the phrase ’free market’
to no public protest, all decisions behind these ongoing events
today had already been taken.”

”It’s the same old story, then? A global
culture of greed eating our world like a cancer. No stopping it.
The blinded masses following the sheep-clad wolves to the edge of
the cliff, where they’ll all be certain to meet their final
deaths?”

”Ooh, we’re in a bit of a lousy mood today,
are we?”

”Well, I just think those responsible for
these decisions should suffer for what they’ve done. If it was up
to me I’d make sure every single one involved in this scheme would
die a very slow and very painful death – preferrably while being
forced to face images of the pain they’ve inflicted on others.”

”And why would you do that?”

”Because they’re evil, that’s why!”

Mr. Friend looked at Vix as if he was
thoroughly entertained by the answer.

”There it is again. Evil. Why on Earth is
everybody so damned preoccupied with good and evil around here?” He
didn’t stop and wait for an answer. “I’ll tell you why. Because it
is this preoccupation with good and evil that makes people so
gullable. And being gulled, one can always blame someone else, and
avoid personal responsibility for every little thing. Why can’t I
hear people say ’divide and conquer’ as often as they say ’good and
evil’, it’s a far more to the point cliché.”

”So now you’re telling me there is no good or
evil either?”

”Of course I’m not telling you that. Only an
idiot would tell you that, and I can’t imagine you’d be the kind of
lad who would spend hours on end discussing serious matters with an
idiot every Sunday, would you?”

”Of course not.”

”I’m simply asking why you are so preoccupied
with this categorisation of good and evil, like everyone else?
There’s a million other dialectic forces in the Universe that’s far
more interesting than these two worn out concepts – and far more
essential in order to understand what’s really going on.”

”Like what?”

”Day and night, male and female, life and
death, home and away. And order, of course. Order and disorder, or
chaos if you’d like.”

”Day and night. Order and chaos. Wow! I feel
extremely enlightened.”

”Tread easy, my dear Victor. Arrogance and
irony are two human capacities that are carefully balanced out by
intelligent virtues like openness and sincerity - important tools
you will have to rely on in order to evolve and attain any real
knowledge of the slightest little thing. And you don’t want to miss
out on your chances of evolving by being an ignorant little prick,
do you?”

”No, sorry, it’s just too tempting. Please go
on.”

”You see, most people who decide things in
this world. Big things. Those much talked about people with ‘real’
power whom you regard so highly. Most of these people don’t give a
damn about good and evil during a normal day at the office. It
doesn’t even strike them that anybody out there does care about
such a silly concept. What they do care about on the other
hand…”

”…is order and chaos, I guess you’re about to
tell me, cause home and away it surely ain’t.”

”So it is, my bright young friend, so it is.
But you shouldn’t write off home and away so quickly. Never
underestimate the importance of silly games and the thrill of a
staged battle between different tribes. This stuff is ancient. Do
you know who ‘invented’ football?”

“Haven’t got the faintest idea.”

“The Maya indians.”

“No shit? Where they a British colony?”

“No. But never mind. We’ll get back to them
another time, I’m sure.”

“So forget good and evil and don’t
underestimate football, what’s your next big revelation?”

“The real battle in this world at the moment
is between order and disorder, where order is defined by anything
that is controllable by the human will, and disorder has to be
defined as any kind of order that’s incomprehensible by the human
intellect.”

”Like the weather.”

”Exactly. Like the weather. That’s the real
deal, and that’s why people are so scared of it, especially now
that it’s acting a bit strange and even more unpredictable than
before.”

“Yeah. But most people still believe the
greatest battle in society is one of ’the Law’ versus ’the Outlaw’,
in my opinion. Like a western movie, or America’s reasons to go to
war.”

“Sure. That’s one of the biggest ’good versus
evil’ myths that are around, but of course this is complete
nonsense. Do you really think one the most popular tv-series in the
world during the last decade would evolve around the lives of
criminals if this was case? Don’t you think it would be classified
information?”

”TV-series? You mean like ’The Sopranos’, or
something?”

”I do. The whole key to its popularity is
that the scenario describes the lives of organized
criminals. Or at least criminals struggling to stay in control of
their criminal affairs. It’s not a game of chaotic, unpredictable
crazies doing whatever pleases them at any time, or moving where
the wind blows. They’re not dangerous types at all.”

”Do you watch it?”

”Hell, yes. It’s a fantastic show!”

Vix tried to imagine Mr. Friend on the couch
with a can of beer and a bag of chips, deeply engaged by a tv-show
about New Jersey mafiosos battling with their marital problems and
unruly children, but had to lay the thought to rest in order not to
laugh out loud and make Mr. Friend turn all grumpy.

”In the real battle, ’the Law’ and ’Organized
crime’ is fighting on the same side - against the real enemy.”

”Which is what? ’Sex and the City’?”

”Amusing suggestion, but in a twisted sense
still quite spot on. The power of sex is probably the one human
force that no-one can seem to come up with a recipe for total
control of. So I wouldn’t hesitate to list it at the top end of the
column that opposes law and order.”

”So now you tell me that world politics can
be explained by watching the most popular tv-soaps? Sure you’re not
just a raving old drunk with a great dress-sense and a talent for
words?”

”Why do young people always want things to be
so complicated? Do you really think the royals never let off smelly
farts, or that politicians and ’the power people’ don’t watch the
same tv-shows as the man and woman in the street?” Mr. Friend’s
voice had become slightly high-pitched and a bit
silly-sounding.

Vix wondered why he would get offended on
behalf of ‘royals’ and ‘power people’, but soon let the thought
lie.

”But sex apart. I was actually more pointing
towards phenomenon such as disorganized crime, and foreign regimes
with different laws than those of the dominant law enforcers of
this world. There’s nothing more frustrating than unpredictable
crime and unpredictable entities of power to those that prefer to
be in control of the big issues.”

”So badly organised criminals. The weather,
and sex are their real enemies?”

”Well, yes. The two latter subjects are some
of the most talked about issues across the globe as we speak. And
they have been for thousands of years. We are talking front pages
every other day. The first category is usually far too scary to
mention in public, although madmen like Manson turn up from time to
time and make a lot of headlines.”

”Yeah, Marilyn is totally aw’some”, Vix
drawled back in his badly executed impersonation of a broad
american accent.

“Charles, Victor. Charles
Manson. Go and have a look on your beloved Internet.”

“Aha.” Vix pretended to not know the
difference.

”But actually sex is a real beast to the
people who want control. Every attempt has been made to degrade sex
- initially by making it shameful, ‘wrong’ or ‘sinful’ to the
faithful citizen - and thereby less powerful. The Catholic Church
thought they were onto a solution for a few hundred years, but even
they seem to have started giving up this strategy now. After every
measure taken - from burning their most vital objects of desire on
a stake, to banning the use of condoms in modern times, and thereby
making poor people scared of their sexuality due to the possible
consequences of having another hungry child - sex still seems to
continue to live a life of its own in the whole of society, like a
river flooding every dike.”

Vix tried to picture this. It left him with a
strange tingling sensation.

Mr. Friend went on, ”Your sexual power is
your own personal creative power in its most basic form. It’s one
of the most powerful tools you’ve been given in life, thoughtfully
bundled with the freedom of choice. A fantastic creative force, and
probably the strongest you’ll ever have at your hands during a
lifetime, maybe apart from the instinctive will to survive.”

”On one hand I guess you could be onto
something there. But I don’t get it. Society is full of sex. It
seems like it’s the only thing you see in the media, in fashion, in
films. Why?”

”Well, I imagine the solution for now is to
try to give the masses an overdose of the stuff, so they start
getting a little bored of the whole thing. If you can’t stop it,
then try to make it cheap, casual and ‘no big deal’. But this new
strategy also seem to include to keep on focussing on those who’ve
attempted to suppress their sexuality long enough so that they
eventually burst, and go and do something terrible to some innocent
victim somewhere. Sexually motivated crime can put most sensible
souls off the whole subject of sexuality. Not that most people have
any time left for being very erotic in their daily lives, anyway -
being the slaves of time and money that they’ve now become. But
there still seems to be hope here. It still has a force, at least
amongst the young. People just need to become aware of this force,
and start to use other aspects of it to express their personal
power and free will. It could help change things.”

”’Fuck for the environment’ next?”

”Not exactly what I meant, but it has already
been done.”

”Where? Surely in Sweden? Or Germany, or
somewhere like that.”

”Norway, actually, but never mind.”

”Weird shit.”

”Not that weird, when you think about
it.”

”Why?”

”Because all environmental questions are
somehow linked to the weather, and the weather is the other great
matter in the same category of uncontrollable forces, as I told
you. And the weather in itself is even more scary to the
power-hungry than people, even if they were fully in touch with
their sexual power.”

”And why is that?”

”It is because the weather hints at something
bigger than man. Something uncontrollable by - and - bigger than
man.”

”Double scary.”

”Oh, far more than double scary, Victor.
Weather is God! And such an unpredictable God is very scary, if
you’re just a small man of flesh and blood, with both a
deteriorating hairline and sexual drive, but still wants to rule
the world.”

”I thought the idea of God was essential
in order to rule the world. The one who managed to
monopolize on God would probably hold the key to rule all nations,
wouldn’t he? Being the owner of www.god.com or God™ would be a
great asset, right?”

“Surely, but you’re talking about a man-made
God. The myth of God. Not a dangerous, real, natural
force-God.”

“Oh, come on. It’s all just bollocks, anyway.
The whole idea of God is nothing but a well-designed system of
thought to keep people obedient. In the world today, some religious
fundamentalists have the ’patent pending’ status on God, whereas
others make loud protests with the ’no you don’t, you oppressing
faithless dogs’-rap. If one of them managed to break the code to
win that great battle of who’s God’s best mate, there’d be no
problem to rule the world, would there?”

”Yes, yes. That’s all very good. But that’s
still just the idea of God as in the ’man-made God of organized
religion’. This concept has been working quite well in the past, no
doubt. But I’m sure no-one really fears that old character anymore.
Not when they’re at peace with themselves in a lonely room. I
believe the whole world has made their personal faith quite a
secular affair. At least when no-one’s looking.”

“I hear you say that, but I’m not sure I
believe it.”

“Don’t underestimate people, Victor. These
days most people can see the real behaviour of the men of the
Church throughout history shining through. In our time information
flows more freely, and it must be quite transparent to most that
these belief-systems have been used by a chosen few to surpress,
rather than enlighten the masses.”

“You think God is losing his grip on people,
aren’t you?”

“Well, at least he doesn’t seem to strike as
much awe in people as he once used to. I’ve even heard he’s
starting to go soft on natural horrors like homosexuality, with
letting openly gay bishops come to the surface. That’s not very
much like him, is it?”

”Really? This must be in France.”

”No, Norway again, actually.”

”Ok, but I actually think you’d be surprised
at how many still put their faith in this ’man made God in his
image and pretended it was the other way around’-figure if you
started watching more than ’The Sopranos’ and ’Sex and the City’”,
Vix said, and felt great about himself.

”Touché.” Mr. friend smiled and scratched his
white and almost perfectly trimmed beard. ”But let’s focus more on
the other concept of God, if you’ll excuse me. The one I started
this conversation with, the one that is able to put such an amount
of fear in even the most cynical global corporate leader that he
goes at great lengths to make sure all his otherwise waterproof
business contracts contain at least one special clause”

”Which might be?”

”What to do in the event of ’Force
Majeure’.”

“Force Majeure?”

“An ‘act of God’. Natural catastrophes, war,
famine. Uncontrollable stuff like that.”

”An intervention by this all-empowering
weather-God of yours?”

”Exactly. The fearsome concept of a universal
structure that humans are unable to fathom, and have to file under
X.”

“You watch far too much telly.”

Mr. Friend ignored him.

“You see, in order for any power-structure to
function well, it is dependent on that every one of its building
blocks are made of solid material, and that they behave in a
predictable way. It’s not so much a question of a chain containing
a weak link, but more a question of whether all your bricks are
made of solid rock, and not crumbling sandstone. This is essential
to understand before you start building any kind of
power-structure.”

”Bricks? Power-structure? Like a tall
building full of powerful people or something?”

”Or a big corporate company. Not so much like
any tall building, but more like a pyramid-shaped one, with all the
power centralized at the top.”

Vix felt uneasy at the mention of a
pyramid-shaped structure, but couldn’t tell why he should be.

”One day you have to tell me more about
pyramids.”, he said, vith a badly camouflaged hint of anxiety in
his voice.

He looked at the old clock on the wall, which
was placed next to a trememendously lousy attempt at an
expressionistic representation of a bus-stop he thought he could
recognize from down the road. He loved the painting, and decided
that he would have bought it for a silly sum of money, if he’d had
the privilege of parting with silly sums of money. Most of all,
he’d like to do so in order to piss off the art market by making
this untalented bugger a wanted artist, which in turn would make
sure the rich and famous soon had their walls crammed with these
horrendous creations.

It was five o’clock.

”Gotta dash.”, Vix said.

He put his jacket on, gave a firm military
salut to Mr. Friend, who shook his head and then returned his
attention to the paper he’d been reading.

”Till next time.”

Mr. Friend turned a page in his paper, and
didn’t look up as Vix left.

“Till next time.”, he answered.

 


 


*****

 


 


The journey back was just like journeys back
often are, quite uneventful and unexciting, and somehow much
shorter than the way to somewhere.

He decided he didn’t want to try and find out
exactly why at this moment in time. He felt tired.

The city had started getting the Christmas
decorations up, and there seemed to be a million sparkling lights
hovering above the streets when he looked out the blurry bus window
with half-closed eyes.

It reminded him of a sample in a track by The
Orb, and of the words of an American President.

He preferred being reminded of The Orb, he
thought, and dozed off.

 


The bus driver kept kicking him on the leg
even after he woke up at the end of the route. He realised he had
to walk back to his neighbourhood, and wasn’t pleased at all.

Back at the shelter he got into some fresh
underwear, put the kettle on, and did his notes for the day.

Then he wrote the following on the blog:

 


Blessed are the meek, for they shall inherit
the messy job of cleaning up the Earth after the rich and
prosperous have left the party.

 


He scratched his chin, and eventually
added;

 


If the meek are still around by then, and
there’s anything left for them to clean up. (If the whole malarkey
hasn’t gone down the cosmic drain – or just exploded like the Death
Star.)

 


He posted the track 'Solaris' by
Emmanuel Tegel - it sounded appropriately cosmic, like the blurry
Universe of the Christmas lights through the bus window on his way
home, and he enjoyed the soothing spaciousness combined with those
naive melodies.

He logged off, and had a last cup of tea for
the night.

Soon Vix was floating in space.

 


 


*****


 


 


CHEMICAL FIRE



The night sky was dark and unfriendly above
the city.

The Stealth fighters were flying low, like
soulless alien bats. They were looking for something - hunting for
some poor, defenseless prey like an ancient flying reptile would be
chasing warm blood and mammal flesh.

He could see the burning oil-wells at the
outskirts of the city. Black trees of rabidly growing smoke were
stretching their deadly branches towards the darkened sky.

The green, sick flame of some unknown
chemical substance screamed and hissed its prayer to the demons of
old. No warmth in the flames. It seemed like they burned with the
chill of Death.

Another Stealth suddenly appeared just above
the roof of the building behind him. Soundless and black. He
ducked, even if he had the feeling they couldn’t see him, as much
as they ever tried.

It slid across the rooftops for a few
seconds, then hit the afterburner and took off into the night with
the thunder of its engines shaking the ground and the buildings
nearby. The sparks and flames from the plane were lighting up the
streets, and he could see people there. Men, women, kids.

Families.

Scared.

Hiding.

They couldn’t see him.

He was invisible.

 



 


*****

 


 


THE TWO-FACED EMPEROR

 


“Sacred what?” Vix was sitting in the
coffee-shop with Mr. Friend, looking a bit bewildered. The opening
had taken him by surprise, making him choke on his coffee. Without
stopping Mr. Friend handed Vix a paper napkin.

”Sacred geometry, I said.”

“As in a mix between Maths and Religion
classes? Are you gonna go all Dan Brown on me now?”

“Quite. Take the Pyramid, for example, unlike
anything you’ve seen in nature except in some crystal structures.
As a symbol it sits on the far opposite end of chaos. It is indeed
a most fascinating structure. Four sides at the base square. Four
triangles merge in a fifth point at the summit. The perfect
geometrical figure to express the number five. Made up of threes
and the square root of four, which I take even your slumbering
brain deep, deep within knows is two, which together with three,
makes…”

”Five.”

”There’s a reason one uses ’he can’t even put
two and two together’ as the perfect example to describe the
ultimate stupidity, and not ’he can’t even put two and three
together’. It would be too close to the core of the philosophy of
five, where we find the pyramid as the central symbol, and for
obvious reasons some people don’t want us to go there. At least not
yet.”

”The philosophy of five?”

”Yes. Haven’t you noticed the amount of fives
that surround you?”

”Not really, but all I have in my pocket is a
fiver, if that’s what you mean?” Vix could tell Mr. Friend wasn’t
up for much two-way communication today, as he was already mid-way
throught his next sentence:

”Well, take the Pentagon building for
starters, since you are so interested in power.”

”I’m not interested in power!”

”Yes you are. And it’s all penta-this and
penta-that when it comes to the rulers of the New World, though
no-one have really bothered to make any ’official’ explanation as
to why they’re so obsessed with it. Then you have the five-pointed
star - The Pentagram. ’Every man and woman is a star’, it has once
been claimed. Visualise a human being standing upright with legs
apart and arms outstreched. There’s your living, breathing
five-pointed star. The five pillars central in the Muslim faith.
The five most commonly known senses; sight, hearing, smell, touch
and taste.”

”But hey! Isn’t this what weird people do? If
you start seeing patterns of five everywhere, next thing you know
it’s the funny-farm with a padlock?”

”You would be amazed at how many bright
people are brought into custody on the background of a
mental-health excuse.”

Vix wondered how Mr. Friend knew this, but
got cut off before had the chance to make a comment.

”Then you can go on and spell the name Joshua
in Hebrew for me.”

”You’re joking. How would I know how to do
that?”

”If schools had the faintest interest in
educating children and passing on real and valuable knowledge of
our history, you would have had no problem with that. But I’ll do
it for you; Yod, Hé, Shin, Vau, Hé.”

”Aha. Five letters. It’s a kind of magic!
Who’s Joshua?”

”Jesus. Jesus Christ.”

”The Messiah dude? Get outta here! I wouldn’t
have guessed that he would turn up here.” Vix tried to sound
surprised in the most superficial way possible.

”You don’t seem to be taking this very
seriously. Maybe you would like to take one of your five fingers on
your right hand and pick your snotty little nose with it instead?
It might be a more suitable illustration.”

”But hang on. You’re telling me Jesus Christ
is in on the ’philosophy of five’ thing? Firstly I don’t even
believe such a figure ever existed, it’s all hype. And secondly
you’re sounding a bit too much like a spooky weirdo now. I
preferred it when you talked about mass-media manipulation and
world politics.”

”Divide and conquer.”

”Why do you say that?”

”They are all aspects of the same thing, and
as long as you regard politics as separate from all this, you’ll
never understand what is going on. There are even five aspects of
the great power-machine you’re so in love with, too. Five great
tools to obtain total control and keep people like you detatched
from yourself and hold up the great illusion of this world.”

”Really? And they are?”

”Law, Military Force, Communication, Religion
and Money.”

”And they’re all connected, of course?”

”They are all different faces of the same
head. They are the tools you need in order to build the world
pyramid. Would you like me to tell you more about the inner
workings of religion without too many protests now?”

”For sure.”

”Christ is said to be representing the four
elements of man; Spirit (Yod), Soul (Hé), Intellect (Vau) and Heart
(Hé).”

”I might not be the sharpest of knives, but
according to my mathematical skills that makes only four.”

”Ahh. The Brain. Such a useful tool. You see,
these four letters alone make up the word Jahve, or Yehova if you’d
like. Which I guess you’ll recognise as the god of the Old
Testament.”

”Don’t know about that, but I do recognise
him from ’Life of Brian’. Hilarious, that stoning scene.”

”Well, I’m glad Monty Python took upon
themselves the responsibility of filling in the holes the
educational system left out.”

Vix smiled, satisfied with de-railing Mr.
Friend’s freight-train of thought.

Mr. Friend frowned and went on:

“But if we insert the letter Shin,
representing the human free will, in the middle of Yehova, and
thereby balance out the four elements of man with a guiding fifth,
we’re left with the name Joshua – or Jesus. The Christ.”

”Dammit!”

”And this is where it all starts getting
really interesting.”

”Really? I’m already quite entertained.”

”I haven’t got the faintest intention of
entertaining you, Victor. You know how I feel about entertainment
in general.”

Vix could see steam building, and added:

”Sorry. Info-tain me, then.”

”Whatever. The core of the knowledge that got
mashed together with the whims of those who wrote the manuscript of
what we call Christianity today, stems from what can faintly be
viewed as natural mythology, or the so-called pagan beliefs of the
past. The spiritual science of old.”

”Mashed together?”

”Let’s go back and talk about the Romans for
a bit, and the way they built their regime of power.”

”Please.” Vix felt that he had to make
himself as comfortable as possible to endure what was about to
come.

”The Roman Emperor Gaius Julius Caesar was
the most powerful political and military figure in our part of the
world during the first century. It was under him that the old Roman
Republic expanded into what history refers to as the Roman Empire.
Much like we know from other empires of the past, the Emperor was
given the status of a demi-god - the Divine Being’s core
representative on Earth. This usually worked in the way that not
only did the masses underthrow themselves to the sovereign military
and political power of their ruler, but also accepted him as their
spiritual leader, a position that - at times when pure brutality
and law-enforcing met resistance in the public - proved extremely
useful to keep things under control.”

”So the same Emperor who laid down the rules
of society also acted as the God of the people?”

”Which gave them a much harder time standing
up against him, as it was a matter of standing up against their own
beliefs – an inner force - not the external force of a dictator of
flesh, blood and unjustified greed for power. Such a purely mortal
force would have been much easier to disagree with, and for people
to gather together and pick a fight with.”

“But all this kept people quiet and
obedient?”

“When people realize injustice is being done
to them they will sooner or later revolt against any oppression and
violent law-enforcing, but when it comes down to challenging their
own faith they tend to hesitate a whole lot more.”

”Makes sense.”

”This model had already proven to work very
well. For the Chinese rulers, for example; the endless respect and
fearful admiration that people had for their Emperor as both
celestial and earthly ruler extended his power into the wildest
dimensions. You can say that Julius Caesar had a few hundred years
of political history to draw inspiration from already.”

”So why didn’t he just pass this power on,
making his followers the new Gods? Didn’t he run into trouble with
his family also?”

”Faith. People slowly but steadily lost their
faith in him. And in emperors in general.”

”You mean they were wisening up?”

”Sort of. You can only surpress the masses
for so long, until their inner feeling of injustice pushes out of
their bodies and into society, and then they most certainly will
start organising themselves and eventually revolt against you. The
struggle for power is always one of manipulating people to believe
that what you tell them is more important than what they feel deep
within their hearts is right for themselves and their surroundings.
And in order to do this you need more than one tool.”

”So as people’s belief in the emperor as
half-god deteriorated, he lost his power.”

”He did. And as a lot of people returned to
their numerous versions of the small and simple belief-systems that
had lived on in the shadows, the Empire started getting into a lot
of trouble controlling the masses by law-enforcing alone. In
addition, these alternative roads for enlightenment were systems
that for the most part stemmed from man’s early observations of
Nature – old pagan beliefs. Everything from the knowledge of the
healing powers of herbs to the study of the movements of the
celestial bodies that told them when to sow, when to harvest, and
when to look for shelter when the storms started building up, once
again became people’s guidelines.”

”They started listening to the Weather again,
instead of listening to the Roman Emperor?”

”Exactly! The Weather, and a whole lot of
other natural phenomena.”

”I guess it seems obvious that it got more
difficult to rule when people moved away from worshipping the state
leader and connected with nature and themselves instead. But I
thought the Roman Empire lasted far longer than Caesar?”

”The Roman Empire actually started, or at
least expanded into an Empire with Caesar. Before that it
was merely known as the Roman Republic, and covered a far lesser
geographical area with far less citizens. But they started getting
into trouble keeping it all together as they expanded.”

”It was very big?”

”At its peak a few hundred years later the
Roman Empire streched from Northern Africa through Egypt into the
Middle east via Lebanon and Syria. It covered areas around the
Black Sea, Asia Minor, Europe south of the Alps and all the way to
Spain, Portugal, France, England and Wales. Most of the people
living in this vast area were considered Romans, but when no-one
was looking, most people proved very relaxed when it came to their
loyalty towards Rome. It wasn’t a question of doing anything extra
to stand up for their Emperor. And they all had different religious
beliefs.”

”So it wasn’t a scenario of total,
centralized control?”
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